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Chapter One

I had just started my new job and had made a couple of fast friends.  On my first day, I had noticed Greg.  He was what I considered average.  He was probably five feet nine inches tall, and probably one hundred ninety pounds.  He wasn’t fat, but he wasn’t too muscular either.  He had brown hair and blue eyes, the bedroom sort of eyes.  But there was something about him that got my juices flowing.

We had become work friends only because we got put on a project together.  I had asked the other girls in the office about him and they told me he was a player.  They never saw him with one woman more than twice, always some new girl.  But for some reason, I just couldn’t buy what they were telling me.  Even so, I kept our work friendship professional.

One evening as I picked up my mail, I noticed a letter from my sister had arrived.  When I opened it, I was astonished to see a wedding invitation.  I didn’t even know she was dating anyone!  I immediately got on the phone with her.

“Ok, so give me the dirt, and how come you didn’t tell me?” I chastised her.

“I’m sorry, everything just moved so fast,” she replied.  “But I am glad you called, I want you to be my maid of honor”.

“I would love to!” I replied excitedly.

We talked for probably an hour and I got all the details for what she wanted me to do.  I was excited for her and was anxious for the day to arrive. 

The next couple of months flew by.  Between work and getting things done for the wedding, it didn’t leave me much time.  I had a dress to get fitted for, plan the wedding shower, plan the bachelorette party and so much more.  Plus, my sister insisted that I go home every weekend to help her.  It was almost overwhelming.  Before I knew it, the wedding was a week away.  But even more importantly, I didn’t have a date!

I went through my mental list of male friends I knew, but all of them were busy that weekend.  It looked like I was going stag.  But then I got an idea.  I knew Greg wasn’t dating anyone, so I thought maybe he would do me a favor and go with me.  I got the courage up and went to ask him.

“Hey, Greg,” I started.  “Can I ask you for a huge, huge favor”?

“Sure, Kaylee.  What is it?” He replied

“Well, I hate to ask, but I don’t know anyone else to ask.  I have to go to my sister’s wedding this weekend, and I was wondering if you would be willing to go with me”?

I looked at him with my best pleading eyes.

“Please say yes,” I told him.  “It’s just for one night”.

He looked at me for a few moments pondering my request before finally saying yes.

“Yeah, sure.  Why not?” he replied.  “Just give me the details, ok”?

“Oh thank you so much!” I said.  “You’re saving my life”!

I gave him a quick hug as I said “I’ll email you the details.  Thanks again”.

I bounded down to my office happy that I at least had someone to go with me.  I didn’t like the thought of not having a date.  I think it would have been rather awkward going to a wedding as the maid of honor and not have a date.  Besides, if I had gone alone every single guy there would be hitting on me.

I emailed Greg the details and excitedly waited for Saturday.  I made sure I had everything in order as the big day approached.  The week went by pretty fast as I counted down the days.  Thursday night came and I was ready to be done with my day.

“So, Kaylee,” Greg said as he leaned against my office door.  “I hate to ask this at the last moment, but would you go to dinner with me tonight?  Nothing formal or anything like that, but if I am going to be your date, don’t you think we should at least know a little more about each other first”?

Damn, he made a good point.  I hadn’t even thought of that.  I’m sure there would be questions flowing from the family once I introduced him.

“You’re probably right,” I replied.  “Besides, a good dinner will get my mind off things for at least a little while”.

“Cool,” he said.  “Want to just head out after work”?

“Sure,” I replied.

With the evenings plans settled, I finished up my day and waited for Greg

“Sorry I’m a little late,” Greg said as he walked into my office.  “Had to shoot off a quote real quick before I left for the day”.

“No problem,” I replied.

“Shall we go then?” he asked.

I got my purse and we left the office, making small talk as we went down to catch a cab.

We went to a small diner he knew that wasn’t on the beaten path.  He called it a greasy spoon, but the food was great he assured me.  After sitting down and ordering, we began to talk about each other’s lives.  I learned that he was a middle child from a modest family.  The consummate black sheep, he had left home at a young age and wandered for a bit before settling on this job.

I told him about my middle-class family and growing up in Jersey.  I told him about going to college and coming to the city for my first job.  I told him how scared I had been of not making friends once I had gotten here, but everything seemed to work out.

As we talked, I didn’t get the feeling he was a player.  I mean he opened the car door and the restaurant door for me like a gentleman.  He was always polite and seemed to take an interest in whatever it was I wanted to talk about.  From all appearances, he seemed like the perfect guy.  I wondered why he wasn’t dating anyone, or even married.  He seemed like a good catch.

After dinner, Greg saw me home and never once made a pass.  He thanked me for a great evening and said goodnight.  We had agreed to meet at ten Saturday morning so we could get to the wedding on time since I had rehearsal dinner Friday night.

As I lie in bed Friday night thinking about the wedding, I couldn’t help but think of Greg.  Thursday night was one of the best dates I had ever been on, and it didn’t even count!  I found myself wondering what it would be like to kiss him, to feel his body next to mine.  I wondered how he was in bed; was he attentive or was he the type to just get off and hope you were satisfied.  I didn’t want to think of him in that way, but I just couldn’t help myself.  As I drifted off to sleep, visions of Greg filled my mind.


Chapter Two

I managed to get up on time and get dressed before Greg showed up.  I had all my gear packed and ready just as he rang the doorbell.  I opened the door to see Greg standing there in his jeans and a polo shirt, his suit hung over his shoulder in a garment bag.  I guess my look gave him some pause.

“What, didn’t think I was going to wear this monkey suit all day, did you?” he said with a slight grin.

I smiled back and grabbed my stuff.

“Ok, let’s roll,” I told him.

We headed down the stairs so we could hail a cab, but as we broke the front door Greg steered me away from the cabs.

“Oh, no,” he said.  “You’re not taking a cab.  We are driving down”.

He walked up to a Tesla and opened the door for me.

“Wow,” I said, “is this yours”?

“No, it’s a friend of mines,” he replied.  “He let me borrow it for the day”.

“Nice friend,” I said.

As we drove to the church, we talked some more and I learned that we had quite a bit in common.  I would have never guessed that he liked the opera.  He went several times but confessed that only certain ones were what he would call a good opera.  I was starting to like him, and I didn’t know what to do about it.  I didn’t want to become the next trophy for him, but I wanted him.  The more time I spent with him, the more I wanted him.  He was beginning to consume my thoughts.

At last, we arrived at the church.  I was sort of glad as I now had something to distract me from thinking of him.  I made the rounds and introduced Greg to everyone.  I was getting quite nervous as the wedding hour approached.  As I went to the back room to change and get ready for the big moment, Greg pulled me aside.

“You look like it’s your wedding,” he said to me.  “Just relax.  You know what to do.  You got this”.

I felt a little relieved after he talked to me, so I went into the chamber and got changed.  When it was time for me to leave the chamber, and walk up to the altar, I took a deep breath and set out, grabbing the arm of the best man.  We walked up the aisle, and I glanced over at Greg as I went by, him giving me a wink and a smile as assurance.  I don’t know why, but at that moment I felt calm, at ease, as if his presence was lifting a weight from me.  Holding my head high, I finished my walk to the front of the church.

The ceremony was beautiful and went exactly as Julie had planned.  I dropped a tear or two as they said their vows, seeing the love they had for each other as they gazed into each other’s eyes.  They gave each other a kiss and turned as the preacher announced them, husband and wife.

We left the church so we could do wedding pictures, and I had my cousin give Greg directions to the reception.  It took a lot longer than I thought for the pictures to be taken.  I was done with all of this and I was getting hungry.  I was ready for food, booze and most importantly, dancing.  At last, we finished the pictures and headed to the reception.

I waited patiently as we did the normal reception requirements.  The best man’s toast, the maid of honor toast and all the rest of the formalities.  When it came time to eat, I got my food and went and sat with Greg.  I figured I could go back up to the wedding party table when they announced something that required my presence.

The food was awesome, and I didn’t want to leave Greg every time they announced something else that I needed to participate in.  I wanted to be with Greg.  Doing the required dances; mother/father dance, the bride and groom’s first dance and then the wedding party was torture for me.  I wanted to be dancing with Greg.  So far he was being a great sport about it all.

Finally, the formalities ended and the party began.  I begged Greg out on the dance floor a couple of times before we were out of breath and had to sit down.

“You know,” I said before I even realized it.  “The girls at the office tell me you’re a player, but I don’t think so.  You’re too nice of a guy”.

“You dumbass!” I thought to myself as I heard it come out of my mouth.  Greg just kind of sat there and looked at me.

“I’m sorry,” I said almost as quickly as I finished my sentence.  “I didn’t mean to say that”.

“Oh don’t worry about it,” he replied.  “I know what they say.  Doesn’t bother me in the least.  I know who I am and not everyone can accept my lifestyle.  I’m ok with that”.

I sat looking at him for a little bit as he talked, trying to figure him out.  What kind of lifestyle would that be?  I didn’t want to pry, but as the evening wore on and so did the alcohol, I found myself asking questions I probably should have stayed away from.

A slow dance came on and I stood up, extending my hand for Greg.  He hesitated at first, then gave in and grabbed my hand.  As we moved slowly to the beat, I couldn’t help but smell his scent; feel his muscles and want more than just a polite date.  It felt good having his body so close to mine, feeling his heartbeat as we danced.  I think he was feeling the same thing.

About halfway through the song, he pulled me in closer and tilted his head down.  He began to move his face close to my neck, his lips barely brushing my skin as I felt his hot breath and heard his uneven breathing.  I instantly felt tingles going all the way down to my toes.  I could feel a familiar stirring in my groin as we swayed to the music.  Just before the song ended, he looked into my eyes and bent forward, his lips just brushing mine as he moved to my ear and whispered: “this feels good”.

I almost melted when he did that.  My senses were coming alive as we swayed back and forth to the music.  I didn’t want the song to end.  I wanted to continue to hold him and feel his heartbeat for the rest of the night.  I was fortunate enough that the DJ played another slow song, so we continued to dance.

“I really like you,” I whispered into Greg’s ear.  “I want to get to know you better”

“No, you don’t,” he replied.  “My life is complicated and I wouldn’t want to hurt you in any way”.

“How so?” I asked

“I can’t explain it here, in this atmosphere,” he replied,  “Trust me though; it would end almost as quickly as it began”.

I pushed my head into his shoulder and then turned to kiss his neck.  I wanted him and I could tell he wanted me.  I could feel his bulge beginning to grow as my stomach pushed against his cock.  I knew he was turned on, but why turn me away?  Maybe he really was a player and didn’t want that kind of friction in the office.  At this point, I didn’t care.  I wanted him, and I was going to have him.

When the reception ended, everyone said goodnight and did the family hug thing.  We walked to the car, neither one of us saying much.  We both knew what we wanted, just not how to get there.  Greg opened the door for me, and as I started to get into the car, I couldn’t help myself.  I turned and kissed him for all it was worth.  My one shot at having him.  It was the do or die moment of truth.

To my surprise, Greg returned my kiss.  His hands left the door and wrapped around my waist, pulling me close as his tongue slid into my mouth.  We stood there kissing for what seemed like forever.  His hands were finding their way down to my ass as he cupped it, causing me to shiver with anticipation.  I reached down and rubbed his zipper; a feigned attempt at getting to his cock.  He released the kiss and looked me in the eyes.  It was if he as looking into my soul.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” he asked.

“More than anything,” I replied.  He kissed me again then motioned me into the car.

“You place or mine?” he asked.

“Yours’s is closer,” I told him.

With a nod, he headed down the road, anticipating our eventual coupling.  As we drove, he ran his fingers through my hair, down my neck and of course across my breasts.  His touch was so gentle that I was tingling all over at every slide of his hand.  I leaned over and kissed his neck, my hand rubbing his cock through his pants.  I could feel his size and wanted to be filled by him.  It was all I could do not to take him right there in the car.


Chapter Three

We arrived at his apartment and he opened the door for me.  It was a nice place, complete with a loft. As he shut the door, he grabbed my arm and pulled me to him, kissing me deeply.  He stepped back, looked at me and slid his hand down to mine and began walking to the stairs of the loft.  Once we had made it to the bedroom, I glanced around at the décor.  He had a huge four-poster, king sized bed complete with satin sheets.  Two night stands with lamps and a Queen Ann dresser completed the room.

He once again pulled me to him and began to kiss me.  I could feel the tingles in my body as he held me close.  He moved his lips to my neck, and began to kiss and lick me, his tongue making its way to my ear.  He flicked his tongue in and out of my ear, then ran it around the edge before sucking on my earlobes.  He continued his tongue licking down my neck and to my shoulders where he lightly bit me. God did this feel good!  My entire body was coming alive as tingles flowed through every part of me.  He slipped my dress off my shoulders, then reached behind me and unzipped it, letting it fall to the floor.  His hand unsnapped my bra with one flick of his fingers.  I let it fall from my shoulders as his hands went from my neck and shoulders down my back, his fingertips gently tracing the curve of my spine down to my lower back.

“Do you trust me?” he asked in a whisper.

“Yes,” I replied not wanting to say no and risk losing this moment.

“Good,” he said.  “I want you to follow my instructions.  I promise you I will not do anything you don’t want to, and you will be begging me for more before I am done”.

Just hearing him say that made me shiver as goose bumps traveled from my nipples to my toes.  I did as he asked and removed my panties.  I think he liked my shaved pussy as he looked at it and grinned just slightly.  I never have liked hair on my pussy and have been shaving it since I hit puberty.

“Get on the bed and lie on your back,” he instructed me.  I did as I was told and lie on my back wondering what was to come.

As I lie there, he opened a drawer under the bed and removed some rope.  Now I knew why he wanted me on the bed.  He was going to tie me up.  I have to admit that I was nervous about this since this was the first time, but I went along with it anyway.  First, he tied my arms up and wide out to the top of the front of the bed.  Next, he spread my legs and did the same thing, securing them to the end of the bed.  I was spread eagle with my arms and legs suspended in the air.

Greg stood there for a moment looking me up and down.  He had to have seen my glistening pussy lips flowing with my juices.  My nipples were completely erect just screaming for him to couch their sensitive ends.  He stripped his clothing and I was finally able to see his cock.  It wasn’t overly big, but it wasn’t small either.  I rather liked how it looked.

He got on the bed and bent over and kissed me.  He continued his kissing as he made his way to my swollen nipples, teasing them as he ran his tongue all around them without touching them.  I wanted his mouth on my nipples!  I kept moving my tits, trying to get him to touch my nipples but to no avail.  He kissed and licked all around my tits, and finally moved his mouth over the top of my nipple.  I could feel his hot breath as his mouth hovered right above my nipple.  He was driving me crazy!

At last, he lowered his head and took my nipple into his mouth as I moaned with pleasure.  The moment his tongue flicked my nipple, shivers went down to my toes as I pushed my tit up to his mouth.  He lightly bit my nipple and sucked it in and out of his mouth, tugging slightly.  My god was this driving me crazy!  He moved his lips down the front of my body, kissing me from side to side as he went lower.  I was aching to feel his tongue on my pussy.

He stopped kissing me just before he touched my clit, causing me to shake slightly from the anticipation.  He sat up and grabbed my ankle and began to kiss and lick my leg on the back of it.  He worked his way down my leg as I squirmed from the constant flow of tingles that traveled the length of my body.  He stopped just before his tongue met with my pussy lips.  Again, he sat back and licked and kissed the back of my leg.  My body was screaming with sensations.  I didn’t know how long I could stand this torture, I need his cock in me and I needed it now!

Finally, the moment I had anticipated when his tongue lightly touched my pussy.  My body was shaking from the feel of his hot, wet tongue as it slid from my clit to my hole.  I whimpered as he flicked my clit with his tongue.  He sucked my pussy lips one at a time into his mouth and ran his tongue along them, pulling slightly.  Everything was so sensitive that the least little touch would cause me to shiver.

He stopped licking my pussy and once again reached into the drawer.  He pulled two little circle things from it and moved towards my tits.  They looked like a circle with flat edges on them and had a screw on the bottom of each one.  I guessed they were some sort of device for my nipples.  I was right.  He pulled my nipple through one of them and began to tighten the screw, putting pressure on my nipple.

“Tell me when it starts to hurt,” he said.

I waited as the pressure continued to build until it started to pinch me.

“Ok, that’s tight,” I told him.

He gave the screw one last turn as the pain shot down my leg.  It was very weird at first.  It hurt, but then it started to feel sort of good.  He moved to my other nipple, tightening one last turn when I told him it hurt.  As I lie there tied like I was, I became acutely aware that being at his mercy was almost as exciting as the teasing he was doing to me.

He reached his hands down, and with each nipple, he started to pinch the ends.  Holy hell!  I don’t know what I liked more.  The part of being helpless in stopping what he was doing, or the sensations it was causing in my body.  I had never experienced anything like this before, and it was driving me crazy!  I didn’t want him to stop!

I shook slightly as he removed his hands from my nipples, moving his face once again down to my pussy.  I could feel his hot breath, and I shivered when it first hit my pussy lips.  His tongue went to work on my clit as he licked me, increasing the speed of his tongue.  My body was on fire.  Every part of my being was screaming for an orgasm.  It didn’t take him long to get me off as I felt my body begin to stiffen as the first wave of orgasms hit me.  I began to convulse as wave after wave of pure pleasure swept over me.  I also became acutely aware of the pain now pulsing through my tits.

He moved up and kissed me before removing the devices from my nipples.  The sensitivity I felt as the blood began to flow freely through my nipples was almost unbearable.  He very lightly rubbed my nipples to help with the circulation, which caused me to writhe about the bed.  Didn’t he realize my nipples were now tender?  It felt good, but it also hurt.  It was rather confusing to me and I couldn’t tell which sensation I preferred.

He stopped and moved his arms to his side, positioning himself over me.  I felt the head of his cock as it pressed against my pussy, anticipating its penetration.  He slowly slid his cock into me as I gasped at feeling his fullness.  He slowly slid his cock in and out of my pussy as I moaned and caught my breath.  The feeling of having his cock fill my pussy was wonderful.  At that point, I lost all inhibitions.

“Fuck me hard!” I screamed.

He quickened his pace as I felt his stomach begin to hit against my sensitive clit.  He slammed his cock full force into my pussy as he continued to fuck me.

“Oh god!” I screamed as he pounded me hard.  I was squirming on the bed trying to get as much of his cock into me as I could.  As he fucked me, he released my legs and bent them up towards my face, spreading my legs as wide as they would go, and giving him as much clearance to my pussy as possible.  I had never had a cock that deep into me before and I sucked my breath in and gasped as his cock bottomed out inside of me.  At last, I felt his body start to tense up as his orgasm built. 

All at once I could feel the pulse of his cock as he let loose with his orgasm, his coming flowing inside of me.  I wanted to pull him close as he came, but my arms were tied.  I was struggling for all it was worth in an attempt to get free but to no avail.  At last, he softened and lie down on me, his orgasm complete.  He reached up and set my arms free.  I wrapped my arms and legs around his body and hugged him as tightly as I could.  I had just been satisfied like never before.

We fell asleep holding each other as I felt a part of me given over to him.  I was content and at peace in his arms, and I wanted to stay there.


Chapter Four

The next morning as I came down from the loft, I could smell the bacon cooking as he prepared breakfast.

“Coffee’s on,” he said as I walked over to him and gave him a quick kiss.

“Good morning,” I whispered into his ear as I wrapped my arms around him, hugging him from behind.

As I poured my coffee he said: “Did you enjoy last night”?

“Oh god, immensely,” I replied.  “Isn’t that called bondage or something like that”?

“Yes,” he replied.  “It’s called bondage, but formally it is BDSM.  There are various forms of it, but last night was part of the bondage side”.

“So is this your lifestyle that you talked about?” I asked.

“Partly, yes,” He replied.

“I want to know more about it,” I said as I sat on the bar stool.

“Are you sure?” he asked me.

“Yes,” I said eager to hear all about it.

“Well,” he started “BDSM or bondage is about someone giving themselves freely to another to do as they please with them.  For most women, they like the feeling of being controlled, giving themselves over to the whims of their master.  I am what is called a Dom, or a master.  You would be a Sub or slave.  For my part, once we assume the Dom/Sub relationship, I command and control everything.  The sub does not do anything without permission or they are punished”.

I sat there and listened as he explained all the different facets of the lifestyle.  I had no idea how complex it was or the varying degrees that were involved.  One could go as light or as deep into it as their imagination allowed them.  I must admit I was somewhat taken aback by all of it, and yet I was curious.  I wanted to know more, and I wanted to find out what it felt like to be completely under the control of someone else.

“So now you know why I have a hard time finding a woman who can handle what I enjoy,” he told me when he had finished.  “Not every woman can handle the full scope of my lifestyle”.

“Well, I am open to experiencing more of it,” I found myself telling him.  Just the thought of letting him do what he wanted to me was stirring my body.

“Before you do,” he started, “There is one more piece you have to be able to handle.  I do have a regular sub that I dominate, but she is not my girlfriend.  It’s a relationship for us to be able to enjoy each other’s roles”.

I sat there for a moment and thought about what he had just said.  So, for me to experience more of this I have to allow him to be shared with another woman.  I wasn’t sure I liked that idea.  Apparently, he saw the apprehension in my face.

“See, that look is why I don’t normally get involved with women for too long,” he said.  “I have yet to find one that can handle me being shared.  I have no interest in dating her or being more than her Dom”.

“I’m not quite sure how to process this,” I confessed.  “I want to keep an open mind, but this is all so new to me and I don’t know what to think”.

“It’s ok,” he replied.  “I’m not asking you to participate.  I would just like someone who understands my needs and to be open to my fetish”.

I sat and digested what he had been telling me.  On one hand, I didn’t want to share him.  But on the other hand, I was curious about the whole BDSM thing.  I was torn as I sat there watching him finish breakfast.  I wanted him and I decided it was worth a try to allow myself to be brought into this lifestyle.

“I’m willing to try,” I told him.

He looked up at me and smiled.  “You don’t know how much that means to me,” he said.  “Are you sure this is what you want to do”?

“Yes,” I said.  “If last night was any sort of preview, then I want a full show”.

He brought me my breakfast and kissed me deeply.  It must be hard for him not having someone to call his own as he tried to be happy in his life.  I was willing to try and help him reach what he was looking for and to learn a little as I went.  It was going to be a real change for me, but I was willing to experience all that he wanted to show me.

After breakfast, we sat on the couch and talked a little more in-depth about his lifestyle.  He was patient and answered every question I had.

“One of the most important things you have to establish up front is the use of safe words,” he told me.  “Safe words are special words used to tell the Dom when you are at your threshold of what you can take.  It tells the Dom to back off and not put you under any pain or pressure that you cannot tolerate”.

“What kind of words are normally used?” I asked. 

“Well, most subs use red, yellow and green,” he replied.  “Obviously red is stop and back down.  Yellow means you are getting close to the limits, and green means you are ok”.

“Ok, I got it,” I told him.  “Is that what your sub uses”?

“Yes,” he replied.

“Then for simplicities sake, I’ll use the same,” I told him.

All the talk of sex and bondage had made me horny.  I wanted another sampling of last night and I told him.

“I want to experience more of it,” I said.

“Now?” he asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

He kissed me and led me back to the bedroom.  He directed me to the end of the bed and told me to spread my arms and hold onto the posts.  I did as I was directed and waited for him to retrieve rope from the bed drawer.  This time he brought out some leather items and wrapped them around my wrists.  He told me they were called cuffs.  He then took a leather collar with rings around the edge of it and buckled it around my throat.  The feeling of the cuffs and collar excited me.  It was the first time I had felt like a slave.

Next, he brought out more cuffs for my ankles and indicated he wanted my legs spread.  I did as instructed as he attached a bar between my ankles to prevent me from closing my legs.  Standing there completely under his control was making my pussy wet.  I wanted him to dominate me, to use me, to command me.  I had given myself over to his control, and I was loving it.

He brought out a blindfold and put it over my eyes.

“You will not know what is coming, so each sensation will be new,” he whispered in my ear.

I could hear him walking around and rustling around as if he was looking for something.  I jumped slightly as I felt something smooth and cool start to run brush against my ass.  I couldn’t tell what it was.  But I would soon find out as he hit my ass with is causing me to yelp a little as the sting pierced through my body, giving way to a tingling sensation.  He smacked each cheek several times before rubbing his warm hands on the affected area. 

The heat of his hands as they rubbed my ass caused me to moan and move my hips wanting more.  He whipped me again several times on my ass cheeks as I said “yellow”.  Two more whacks and he stopped.  My ass was screaming from the whipping, and yet I liked it.  I could feel the stirring inside me aching for more.  Why did this excite me?  I wasn’t sure but I knew I liked it.

Again, I heard some rustling and then his footsteps as he approached me.  What next?  More whipping?  What?  My mind was screaming to know what was going to happen.  I think the thought of being denied one basic sense and not knowing what was coming was extremely exciting.  I felt his hands begin to massage my nipples.  I surmised those clamps from last night were coming soon.  I was looking forward to them!

I felt him attach something to the collar and the jingle of chains.  I felt something small begin to pinch my nipple as this device began to squeeze me.  I winced when he got close to red, and he stopped sensing I was near the end.  He moved to the other nipple and repeated the process.  My nipples were in pain, but it also felt good.  God did I want to be fucked!

I felt something rub my pussy, but I could tell it wasn’t his cock.  It slid from my ass to my clit, making me shiver with each stroke.  At last, I felt the end of it begin to push inside of me as I lifted my ass in anticipation.  He slid it into me and I realized it was a dildo.  I moaned as he slid the full length of it inside my pussy.  He began to fuck me with it as I moaned my breath quickening with each stroke.

Suddenly, he removed the dildo in one quick motion which caused me to gasp.  Why did he remove it?  Didn’t he know I wanted my pussy filled and fucked?  I felt something cool, a liquid as it slid down the crack of my ass.  He began to rub it on my asshole, and I knew this meant something was going inside of it.  I had never had anything in my ass so I was sort of curious.

I felt the pressure of the device as it pressed against my ass.

“Relax,” he said.

I did my best as I felt it go inside of me.  At first, it hurt a bit, but as he slowly worked it in and out of me I began to enjoy it.  It hit something inside of me and made me want something in my pussy to accommodate it.  I had seen and heard of anal, and now I was experiencing it.  It wasn’t terrible, but it also wasn’t like getting my pussy fucked.

He stopped moving in and out of my ass for just a few seconds as I felt the dildo filling my pussy.  He began to fuck my pussy and my ass in tandem, slowly quickening the pace.  I was almost panting as my level of ecstasy continued to climb.  The fucking stopped, and I felt some movement.  I wasn’t sure what was happening, but I wanted the fucking to continue.

As I stood there with my pussy and my ass filled with dildo’s, I felt the heat of his body on my face.  I felt the tip of his cock touch my lips as he commanded me to suck his cock.  Hungrily, I sucked it into my mouth and slid my tongue all around the shaft.  It was then that I realized he had something holding the dildo’s inside of me.  I began to fuck myself and sucked his cock, my level of ecstasy climbing ever higher with each thrust.

As I sucked his cock, he reached down and pinched my nipple sending shots of tingles all the way down to my toes.  My body was on fire and I wanted to cum.  I wanted to cum now!  I sucked his cock as fast as I could, feeling the head slide down my tongue; sucking hard as he slid it out.  I wanted his cum in the worst way.  He let out a sigh as his cock unloaded his cum into my mouth.  I had never had a guy cum in my mouth before, and I rather enjoyed it.  I eagerly swallowed every drop his cock shot into my mouth.

Now it was my turn.  I wanted satisfied.  My body was sensitive to every single touch as he removed his cock from my mouth and moved to release my bonds.  He moved me to the bed on my back, but never removed the dildos.  I was glad he didn’t, but I wanted them fucking me, not being still.  He didn’t disappoint.

I felt his breath on my pussy and knew my reward was coming.  I jumped when his tongue licked my sensitive clit.  He fucked me with the dildo as his tongue flicked my clit furiously.  My orgasm began to swell within me, culminating in my screaming and my body convulsing as wave after wave of pure ecstasy swept over my body.  I was grabbing the sheets as tightly as I could as my body continued to cum.  Every part of my being was in ecstasy as he continued to lick my clit and fuck me.

“No more, no more,” I begged, my body unable to handle anymore.

He stopped and pulled the dildos out of me.  I lie there sweating and breathing heavily; my body too weak to move.  If there was more to it than this, I didn’t know if I could handle it.  I had never been to this level of ecstasy in my life.  I didn’t even know it was possible.

We lie there on the bed for a while as he held me, my head resting on his chest.  I didn’t want to leave.  I wanted to stay there wrapped in his arms forever.  Knowing I had to return home, I got up and got my things. 

“I wish I could stay,” I told him. “But I really do have to get home.  I’ll see you at work tomorrow”.

I kissed him and left his apartment, more satisfied than I had ever been in my life.  How could it get any better?


Chapter Five

Over the next couple of weeks, we spent a lot of time together.  He kept introducing me to new levels of BDSM as I explored this new lifestyle.  People at work seemed to know we were an item, but no one said anything.  We had sex in the storeroom and petted each other in the elevator when no one was in it with us.  I was content and loved our relationship.  But it was about to take a turn, and I was the one steering.

During those weeks, I began to probe him about his sub.  He was reluctant at first to tell me anything, but as I pressed the issue he began to open up.  He told me about their “sessions” and if I asked, he would give me details.  I was curious, and of course, the talk of it always got my pussy wet.  There were several occasions when I just couldn’t help myself, so I went into the bathroom to masturbate, always thinking of our sex.

One day I surprised him as I brought up wanting to watch him and his sub.

“I don’t think that’s a good idea,” he said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Unless you are completely confident in our relationship, it can have some bad consequences,” he replied.  “I know it seems like you feel you can handle watching, but jealousy can take over very quickly.  I don’t want to lose you over it”.

I kept pressing him, telling him I wanted to see what they did.  I wanted to see what she liked and to see the depth of her submission.  I wanted to know if she could handle more than me.  I guess I beat him down enough that he finally said yes.  I was ready for this no matter what, and I would just have to get past any jealousy that crept in.  I wanted this, I knew I did.  But I wasn’t ready for where it led me.

The night of my show arrived at last.  I was nervous, to say the least.  Would I freak out?  How would I handle sitting there watching another woman being used and abused by the man I was falling in love with?  I kept telling myself it was only sex, and nothing emotional.  I just had to see what was happening.

When I arrived at his apartment, I found him standing behind the bar and she was on a bar stool.  I looked her over as he introduced her.  Her name was Tina and she was tall, but a slender woman with blonde hair, blue eyes, and an average figure.  Not what I had pictured.  I was expecting the model type; all leggy and gorgeous.  She was just an ordinary, pretty woman.

We had a few drinks to lighten the mood and I started talking to her about her submissive side.  I was fascinated by her and how she only wanted the sex and domination side of things.  She didn’t want any emotional attachment and was comfortable with me being his emotional and sexual mate.

As the night wore on, I started to become a little bit apprehensive.  Getting to know her sort of jumbled up some feelings I had inside of me.  But I was still wanting to watch.  I just had to see how he was with another sub.

We made our way to the bedroom, where I sat in the chair ready for my show.  As I sat there, she took off her clothes and kneeled on the floor, her head bowed in a submissive stance.  Greg placed the collar on her and she offered up her wrists as he cuffed them.  He pulled on the collar an indication he wanted her to stand.  He put the ankle cuffs on and walked over to me.

“See?” he said.  “This is what you look like”.

I was becoming aware that my body was getting horny watching this.  I could tell I was starting to get wet.

Greg walked back over to her and put clamps on her nipples, smashing them almost flat.  Next, he got out a silver bar and placed it across her tits.  It had screws on each end which he tightened, flattening her tits.  Next, he spread her legs and put clamps on her pussy lips, the chains running up to the collar.  She stood there looking like a slave from a sci-fi movie.  God this was turning me on.  I found myself wishing he was doing that to me.

He tied her up like he had done to me; arms and legs spread at the end of the bed, a bar between her ankles.  He got out a flogger and began to whip her tits, and occasionally her pussy.  She gasped at every single stroke, her body shaking.  He ran the flogger down her arms, and up her inner thighs causing moans to escape from her lips as she felt her tingles.  I could feel everything he was doing; my legs jumping slightly with each swing of the flogger.  Oh, how I wanted to be her right now.

I couldn’t help myself, as I began to rub my nipples through my shirt.  They were so hard and sensitive.  I reached behind me and released the clasp, allowing my bra to loosen its hold on my tits.  Now I could grasp my nipples and squeeze them.  I almost moaned the first time I squeezed.

Greg untied her from the bed and moved her once again to the middle of the floor.  This time, he bent her over and tied her wrists to her ankles, her pussy wide open right in front of me.  I couldn’t help but look at her hole spread wide right there in front of me as if begging for someone to touch it.  I could see her juices as they flowed down the side of her thigh.  She was clean shaven like me, and the sight of her now swollen pussy lips turned me on.

Greg positioned himself in front of her and removed his pants.

“Suck my cock whore,” he said to her.

“Yes, master,” she replied.

She took his cock into her mouth as he began to fuck her face, his hips moving forward and back as his cock slid in and out of her mouth.  I could feel his cock sliding inside my mouth as I licked my lips, wanting a taste.  I watched as her tits bounced around, the chain tugging at her nipples as he fucked her face.  I removed my shirt and my shorts; I needed to touch my pussy.  I was wide-eyed as I watched what was happening right in front of me.  Nothing could have prepared me for what I was experiencing.  I decided that I just had to taste her.  I had to give her a tongue I knew she was craving.

Not thinking, I went over to her, knelt down and stuck my tongue into her pussy.  She was salty as I tasted her, feeling her wetness on my face.  I could smell her musky scent as my tongue moved up and down her pussy.  I could tell she was enjoying this as she started pushing back on my tongue.

Greg stopped fucking her mouth, came around behind her and lifted me up, kissing me to taste her as well.

“Stand here,” he told me.

I did as I was told, but wanted to taste her again.  He brought another collar over and placed on me.  He ran chains down to clamps which he attached to my nipples.  I wanted him to dominate me, just like he had her. I wanted him to fuck my mouth with his cock.

He released Tina and moved her over to the bed as I watched.  He tied her arms and legs up, spread wide.  Next, he came over to me and pulled me to the bed by the ring in the front of my collar.  He had me get on the bed down by her feet.

“Kneel,” he told me.

I did as I was ordered and sat there looking at her pussy, wet with passion.  Greg brought over some rope and dropped it on the bed.  He pushed me down until my face was in her pussy.  Next, he took the rope and tied one end to each side of my collar.  The other end he tied around her thighs, ensuring I could not move my head.  My face was now tied to her pussy.

He pulled my hands under my tits and between my legs, tying my wrists to my ankles.  I could not move if I had wanted to.  I was completely immobile and completely at his mercy in this position, my pussy wide and waiting for him.

I began to lick her as she let out moans and began to move her hips with my tongue.  I felt Greg get on the bed, and soon enough felt his cock starting to penetrate my pussy.  He slid it in as deep as he could, causing me to gasp.  He began to fuck me from behind, forcing my face into her pussy. At this point, she was moaning as was I.  Each enduring a level of ecstasy.  I was consumed with sexual passion as I licked her pussy while Greg fucked me.  I could feel the head of his cock as it rubbed against the end of my pussy; feeling the fullness of his cock as he buried it deep inside me.

Tina sucked in her breath as she approached orgasm, her body shaking with each quake.  I watched her expression as she writhed about on the bed, her senses on fire.  Her waves of orgasm subsided as Greg removed his cock from my pussy and untied her hands.  He released Tina and lie on his back on the bed.

“Get on top of me backward,” he instructed me. 

I obeyed him and sat on his cock with my back to his chest.  He pulled me back so I was laying on his chest.

“Ok slut,” he said to Tina.  “Eat her pussy”.

“Yes, master,” she replied.

Tina got down on her knees and began to lick my pussy as Greg began to slide his cock in and out of me.  Tina was licking my pussy and Greg’s cock as he fucked me.  I was overcome with the feelings that I had on and in my pussy.  A thick cock was fucking me as a hot tongue licked me.  It felt so good that I didn’t want it to stop.  I tried to hold my orgasm, but I couldn’t help myself.  In one huge wave, my body gave in and my orgasm began to shake my body as Greg increased his speed, trying to cum with me.  Just as I was ending my waves of convulsions, his body stiffened as he started to cum.  Tina took his cock out of me and sucked his cum, sliding her mouth up and down the shaft getting my juices as well.  I was spent; satisfied but spent.

We all lie there on the bed for a while breathing heavily.  I couldn’t believe I had just done that.  I had licked pussy for the first time, and I liked it.  I loved being dominated with Tina.  I loved having her lick my pussy as Greg fucked me.  Even now I get wet thinking about it.  Of course, I cannot cum until my master says I can, so I must wait until he is in the mood to control me.  I have adopted his lifestyle and we enjoy not just each other, but Tina when she participates.  I could never have imagined myself doing these things just a short while ago.  Now I can’t imagine myself not doing them.  I am complete and satisfied.  I know my master loves me and he wants me to please him.  I do what I must to ensure his needs are met while I am being satisfied.  Life is too short not to do what you enjoy or that brings you pleasure.  It’s the one thing we have control over.
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