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Chapter One

Jasmine clicked through the links on google just as she had done many times before, searching for a good story.  She had always had a kinky side when it came to sex.  Unfortunately, whenever she broached the subject with boyfriends, they always seem to lose interest in her.  She wondered why she felt the way she did.  She couldn't help it no matter how hard she tried.  Why was she so fascinated with women being tied up and abused?  There always seemed to be a ton of pictures, videos and stories online and yet she had never met anyone who shared her desire to be dominated and abused.  She was beginning to think most of the material was fabricated and that there were not many women out there who truly shared her fantasies.

As she settled on a story that looked promising, Jasmine began to feel the familiar tingles of arousal.  Her nipples started to harden, pushing against her shirt as her breathing began to pick up its pace.  She could feel her pussy lips starting to swell as the moisture began to flow.  As she read through the story, her hands found their way to her tits, rubbing them and pinching her nipples.  She would squeeze her nipples as hard as she could stand it and then pull them out so the pain shot tingles down to her pussy.  She squirmed in the chair trying to get the seam in her jeans to rub her clit.

Finally, not satisfied with her jeans seam rubbing her, she took her jeans off and sat on the chair with one leg draped over the arm of the chair as her finger began to massage her pussy.  As she read the story of the woman being tied to a tree and fucked by a dildo, her hand began to quicken its pace rubbing her clit, her other hand squeezing and tugging her nipples alternately.  Soon she felt the familiar surge of her body as she neared orgasm.  Suddenly, her body began to convulse as the waves of her orgasm consumed her body.  She was cumming hard as she rubbed her clit as long as she could stand it, then lie back and gently slid her hands across her nipples.  The rubbing sensation was ecstasy for her as her sensitive nipples being rubbed would prolong her orgasm.  As her body returned to normal, she closed her laptop and headed for bed.

As she lie in bed trying to go to sleep, she couldn't help but wonder what it would be like to have someone else administer the pain.  She wondered if she could endure some of the things she saw and read about online, or was she just wanting the simple treatment?  All she knew was that she wanted someone, anyone to dominate her and abuse her body sexually.  She wanted to be helpless and unable to control what someone else did to her, forcing her to do things she had never done before.  She soon fell asleep as the thoughts swirled through her head.

Jasmine woke up the next morning and got ready for work.  She stared at herself in the long mirror assessing everything about herself.  She wasn't tall, just five feet five inches.  She had shoulder length black hair that hung straight down.  Her tits were a modest 36C and she had a slender waist.  She dressed rather conservatively since her job required interactions with the public.  Her job wasn't glamorous by any stretch, but it paid the bills.  She had worked as a cashier for a few years before finally being promoted to manager of her department after her manager got promoted.  She took one last look in the mirror, and satisfied with how she looked she headed out to start her workday.

As she began her day, she thought about her upcoming vacation.  She had booked a cabin in the mountains so she could get away from the hustle and bustle of the city and enjoy nature.  She had planned to do some hiking on some of the trails that were near the cabin.  "Only 3 more days" she thought to herself as she walked around her area.  When her break came up, she walked back into the sporting goods section to check out some backpacks.  As she looked at the hiking gear, she saw the nylon rope and wondered what they would feel like as they were wound around her body, restricting her movement.  She found herself daydreaming once again about her sexual fantasy, and quickly pushed it out of her mind.  She couldn't afford to be distracted while she worked.

As the days went by, Jasmine began to form a plan for her trip.  In addition to the hiking, she would look up how to do self-bondage, thinking she would at least experience part of her fantasy.  There were so many ways she could do it, but she finally settled on a couple that seemed rather tame.  She bought some rope and a few D-rings so she could release herself when she wanted to.  As she perused the sporting goods one last time before leaving work her last day, she looked for items that might assist her in her self-bondage.  Satisfied she had everything she needed, she clocked out and headed for home.

Packing her suitcase, Jasmine had a thought.  Maybe she should get herself worked up to almost an orgasm, then stop and hold out until she got to the cabin.  Maybe the trip there while being horny would allow her mind to think of things she could do to herself.  Deciding that was an excellent plan, she once again perused google for some stories.

She sat at her computer with nothing but her panties on as she began to read a story.  She squeezed and pulled her nipples like normal, and rubbed her pussy through her panties.  Not satisfied with her panties getting in the way of her pussy, she removed them and spread her legs wide as they draped across the arms of her chair.  She reached back and slapped her pussy with her hand, gently at first.  The shock of the slap caused her to jump a little.  Again she reared back and slapped her pussy, only harder this time.  The shock of the pain as her hand came into swift contact with her pussy lips made her jump and almost close her legs.  She felt herself gasp and hold her breath for a second.  It hurt, but yet it made her wetter.  She slapped her pussy a couple more times before deciding to stop and head to the cabin.


Chapter Two

Her drive to the cabin was excruciating as she thought about what she was going to do to herself.  It was all she could do to focus on driving.  The cabin was 3 hours away, so she had plenty of time to think and daydream.  Her nipples were so hard that her every movement of the steering wheel caused tingles in her pussy.  God, she was horny!  She could feel the wetness in her panties as her pussy saturated the cotton lining.  She needed to get to the cabin and relieve herself!

At last she pulled up in front of the cabin.  As advertised, it was secluded with the nearest cabin at least a half mile away.  The only light was the porch light which the owners had turned on for her so she could find the cabin.  She parked the car and began taking her gear inside, all the while acutely aware of the pressure her nipples were feeling.  Once she had everything unloaded, she set about ensuring all the windows were covered and curtains closed.  She didn't want any peepers seeing what she was about to do.

Stripping down and walking around the cabin not only made her self-conscious, but also turned her on.  It was stimulating thinking that she could possibly be seen by someone outside, even though she knew she couldn't be.  She got her rope and D-rings out of the backpack and began to unravel the rope.  She took the end of it and made a small loop, which she wound around her tits, almost looking like a rope bra.  The rope was tight which made her tits very firm.  She took the rope and ran it in between her legs, ensuring the rope made good contact with her clit and separated her pussy lips.  She ran the rope up her back and then around her waist.  She tied it off and lie down on the bed.

She felt her pussy just dripping wetness as she lie there contemplating what to do next.  She had brought some clothes pins and decided to put them on her nipples to see how it would feel.  As she clamped them to her nipples, she could feel the pain as it sent shivers down to her toes.  She reached into her suitcase and pulled out her hair brush.  She decided to whip her pussy with it as she reached back and swung it forward.  A slap of the brush and she let out a small yelp.  Wow that hurt!  But as the sharp pain subsided rather quickly, the sweet sensation of tingles flooded to her pussy.  She was breathing so heavily she thought she was going to hyperventilate.  She couldn’t help it.  All the sensations running through her body had heightened her sexual senses to a level she had never experienced before.  It was time to cum.

Jasmine again reached into her suitcase and withdrew a large dildo.  She took it and ran it up and down her slit, then licked it.  She had never done that before, and the smell and taste of her own juices aroused her even more.  She slid the dildo into her pussy and began to fuck herself.  She started slowly while she flicked the clothes pins, causing little shots of pain to travel down her body.  She was soon fucking herself hard as she slammed the dildo into her pussy as far as it would go, and as fast as she could.  She imagined it was a huge cock being forced into her by her captor as he had his way with her.  Her body stiffened as she reached her climax.  Her body shook uncontrollably as her orgasm rocked her body.  She continued shoving the dildo in and out of her pussy through her orgasm, wanting to feel it a long as she could.

At last her orgasm subsided and she removed the dildo from her pussy.  She began the slow process of removing the ropes from her body.  She winced as she took the clothespins from her nipples, and gently massaged them to get the blood flowing again.  Her nipples were extremely sensitive as she moved about the bedroom putting everything away, her tits bouncing and brushing against different items.  With everything put away, she put on a long t-shirt and headed to the kitchen.  She had bought some ice-cream and wanted something sweet to help her recuperate from her session.

As she sat on the couch flipping through channels, eating her ice-cream and thinking about her session, she heard a loud noise coming from outside of the cabin.  Frightened, she walked over to the curtains and peeked out to see what was out there.  At first she didn't see anything as she glanced side to side surveying the tree line.  But just as she was about to close the curtain and chalk the noise up to some animal, she noticed something lying on the ground just to the edge of the window.  She couldn't quite make out what it was, so she went to the other window, which was closer and peered out of it.

There, lying on the ground with no clothes on was a man curled up and shivering.  Jasmine didn't know what to do.  Should she go out and check on him, or was he a runaway prisoner or something like that who would kill her?  She finally decided that she should at least check on him as she got a broom and slowly went out the front door with it raised above her head.  She approached the man slowly as she looked around to ensure no one else was waiting to ambush her.

"Sir, are you ok?" she asked timidly.

The man slowly looked up and said "Help me" before he dropped back to the ground, apparently having passed out.  She couldn't just leave him there.  He was apparently in trouble and needed help.  She dropped the broom and began to drag him to the cabin.  He came too and tried to stand on his own.  Unable to, he leaned on Jasmine as she helped him into the cabin.  Once inside, she helped him to the couch and laid him down.  She grabbed a blanket and covered him, noticing his sizeable cock as she did so.  She didn't mean to look at it, but it was right there in front of her and she couldn't help it.

Jasmine tried to call for help, but there was no signal on her cell phone.  She decided to wait until morning and then try to get him into the car so she could get him to a hospital.  She grabbed a washcloth from the bathroom and ran warm water over it and began to wipe his face with it.  He opened his eyes slightly a couple of time before passing out once again.  He went in and out of consciousness several times throughout the night with Jasmine trying to figure out what was wrong with him, but not having any success.


Chapter Three

Jasmine woke with a jolt.  She had fallen asleep in the chair, which she had not wanted to do since there was a strange man in her cabin.  She rubbed her eyes and saw he was still asleep on the couch.  She needed to go to the bathroom, but didn't want to leave the room in case he woke up.  Finally, she couldn't wait any longer.  She quietly tiptoed to the bathroom trying to be as quiet as she could and relieved herself.  When she came back to the living room, the man was lifting himself up to a sitting position.

Cautiously Jasmine said "Good morning.  Are you ok?  I found you lying out in the yard last night".

The man rubbed his head and then looked up at her.  "Thank you for your help" he said.  "I really need to go; I shouldn't be here".

He tried to get up, but grabbed his head and sat back down.  

"How about I get you some food before you try that again" she told him.  

He shook his head ok and she went into the kitchen to cook some eggs and toast.  She got his plate made, poured some orange juice and brought it over to him.

"What's your name?" she asked as she sat the plate and orange juice on the end table next to him.

"John.  John Fischer" he replied.

"How did you get in my yard?" she asked.

"I don't remember much" he replied.  "All I remember was smelling a scent and I knew I had to find the source.  Next thing I know I woke up here.  By the way, where is here"?

"We are near the Blue Ridge Parkway in Virginia" she replied.  "Where did you come from"?

"I live near Charlottesville" he replied.

"Oh you're a good ways away from there, at least an hour" she said.

John couldn't figure out how he had traveled so far and had no memory of it.  Especially considering it was at night.  As he regained his wits, he became aware he was not wearing anything but a blanket.

"Uh, where are my clothes?" he asked.

"I don't know" she replied.  "You weren't wearing any when I found you.  Let me look around the cabin.  Maybe the owners left something here that would fit you".

Jasmine started going through the closets and dressers.  She finally found a shirt and some pants, but didn't know if they would fit him.  She brought him the clothes and he wrapped the blanket around himself and went into the bathroom to try and get dressed.  When he emerged from the bathroom it was apparent the clothes did not fit, but they did cover him.  She told him she was going to get dressed and would then take him home.  She got dressed quickly and returned to the living room.

"Ready?" she asked him.

John nodded yes and they headed out of the door towards the car.  Jasmine unlocked the car and they both got in.  She turned the key to start the car, but nothing happened.  She looked down and saw that she had left the lights on all night.

"Just great" she said.  "Now I have a dead battery.  I forgot to turn the lights off when I got here last night".

"Are there any other cabins nearby?" John asked.

"I think I saw one just a short way down the road when I came in last night.  I guess we can walk down there and see if anyone has jumper cables".

The set out from the car and headed down the dirt road.  They walked the half mile to the other cabin, but there was no car there.  She wasn’t sure if anyone was staying there and wasn't home, or if it was empty.  She decided to look in the windows.  She could see items lying around the cabin so she assumed they just weren't home.

"Well this is just great" she said exasperated.  "What the hell are we going to do now"?

"I'm sure they'll be back at some point" John said.  "We can wait for them if you'd like".

They sat down on the porch steps and waited for the occupants to return.  As they sat their they exchanged stories about their lives.  She told him about living in the city near Washington, DC and working as a retail manager.  He told her about his life living in Charlottesville as an electrician.  When he asked her what had brought her out here, she told him about wanting to escape the city for a while.  She wanted to hike and enjoy nature.  She left out the details about wanting to do self-bondage where no one could see or hear her.  She was enjoying the conversation with John as the time slipped by, neither one aware of the growing storm brewing over the tree line.

With a loud crash of thunder, they both looked up and saw the black clouds rolling in.

"We had better get back to the cabin" he said.  "You don't want to be caught out in the open with this storm".

Jasmine agreed and they hastily made their way back to the cabin.  They didn't quite make it back before the clouds let loose, drenching the both of them.  As they ran into the cabin, they started to shake the rain off themselves.  It was at that moment Jasmine realized her tits were showing through her shirt.  She looked up at John and saw his shirt clinging to his rippled abs and pectoral muscles.  As they stood there laughing, and dripping water Jasmine began to feel a familiar tingle.  The sight of John standing there in that wet shirt was turning her on.  She removed her gaze from him and walked into the living room.

"I need to get out of these wet clothes" she told him.  "I don't know what we are going to do about you since those were the only clothes I found here".

"Do you have a robe or anything?" he asked.

"Yep, I'll get it for you" she replied.

Jasmine went into the bedroom and got him the robe, returning to the living room with it.

"I'm just going to change in the bathroom" he said.  "I'll hang the clothes across the shower curtain to dry".

John went into the bathroom as Jasmine returned to the bedroom to get changed herself.  She decided to put her long t-shirt on again while her clothes dried.  She came out of her bedroom and saw John standing there in her bathrobe.  She couldn't help but laugh a little.

"I'm sorry" she said through her giggles.  "I don't think that robe was exactly designed for someone of your size".

The robe barely came to his knees, and the sleeves were halfway up his arms.  Of course, it was covered in flowers adding insult to injury.  

John lifted his arm with a limp wrist and replied "It's so me".

They both laughed as they made their way to the couch.  There was a short pause of awkward silence as they sat on the couch trying not to be uncomfortable.  

Finally, John said "Maybe there is an old movie on TV we can watch".

"Sure" Jasmine said as she picked up the remote and handed it to John.  "See if you can find anything".

John flipped through the channels.  As he looked through the TV Guide, Jasmine was watching him from the corner of her eye.  He had shoulder length brown hair and a firm jaw line.  She had noticed his muscles both from the night before and when they had gotten wet from the rain.  She was beginning to get aroused again as she thought about seeing his cock the night before.

Before she realized it, Jasmine was leaning over and offering to kiss John.  He didn't try to stop her and returned her affection, dropping the remote as he wrapped his arms around her.  She almost melted when he embraced her as she felt the warmth and strength of his arms.  It had been a while since she had been held by a man that she almost forgot what it felt like.

John slowly pushed her back onto the sofa, kissing her neck and licking her ear lobes.  He could tell she wanted him from her heavy breathing as it quickened with each kiss and lick.  Jasmine could feel his cock beginning to enlarge as he kissed her.  She wanted to feel him inside her in the worst way.  She reached down and grabbed his cock with her hand and began to stroke it, getting it to its full size.  John made his way down to her tits and began to nibble at her nipples.  Jasmine moaned with each nibble and tug of her nipples.  John reached down between her legs to find a soaking wet pussy.  He knew she wanted him and he wanted her.

John began to move down the front of her body, licking and kissing as he went.  Jasmine had her hands on the back of his head, guiding him to the spot she wanted him to focus on.  He licked her inner thighs which caused them to twitch.  His tongue traced the edge of her pussy, lightly brushing against her pussy lips.  He was driving her crazy as he teased her pussy with his tongue.  At last his tongue made contact as she arched her back and moaned.  John began to run his tongue up and down her slit, flicking her clit with each pass.  He licked her hole as if he was trying to lap up milk.  He finally settled in and began to lick her clit with purpose.

Jasmine couldn't help herself; she reached up and began to pull and twist her nipples as John was licking her pussy.  John was watching her and as he did, the sight of her giving herself pleasure turned him on.  He needed her to cum so he could fuck her.  He reached down and slid his finger into her pussy causing her to suck in her breath as he penetrated her.  He slid his finger out with speed equal to his licking.  He started to feel her legs begin to stiffen as her pussy started to tighten on his finger.  All at once, she began to cum as John felt the familiar pulsing of her pussy on his finger.  Jasmine grabbed the sides of the couch as she came, her body shaking with orgasmic convulsions.  When her orgasm had subsided, she pulled John up to her so she could kiss him.

"Fuck me" she said.  "I want you to fuck me".

John Sat up and lifted her so as to turn her over onto her hands and knees, while pushing her head down into the couch cushion giving him full access to her pussy.  He slid his cock into her and began to fuck her.  As he fucked her, she screamed and moaned as he pounded her with every stroke.  He reached forward and grabbed her hair from behind, leaning forward slightly.  His other hand grabbed her by the waist as he pulled her into him, ensuring he was getting into her as deep as he could.  Jasmine was loving the sensation of his cock, and when he pulled her hair it had really turned her on.  She could hear his breathing as he fucked her, his breath quickening with every stroke.

Jasmine had been so caught up in the sex, she didn't notice the change in his breathing at first.  Suddenly she felt as if his cock was getting bigger the longer he fucked her.  Not that she minded, but she also became aware that his grunts were sounding more like growls.  She had never been fucked this long by a guy before and she was finding herself wishing he was done.  He was wearing her pussy out and his huge cock had stretched her pussy as wide as it would go.  She turned to look back at John only to see a hairy beast, her hair in his teeth.  She screamed at first not knowing what was happening, and as she did, the beast exploded inside of her.  She could feel his hot cum bursting inside of her as he growled and slowed his pumping.  It was the last thing she remembered.

Jasmine awoke to find herself lying next to John, his arms wrapped around her as her head laid on his chest.  Her eyes widened as she remembered the beast.  She had to have imagined it, but it was so vivid in her mind.  As John stirred, she looked up into his eyes.  He had gentle eyes, the kind you could get lost in for days.  She nuzzled up to him enjoying his strong embrace.

"Hey" he said after a bit.

"Hi" she replied pulling herself closer to him.

"So I have a question for you" he started.  "I hope it doesn't make you uncomfortable".

"What is it?" she asked.

"What's with the nipple pulling?" he asked.

Jasmine blushed and felt a little embarrassed.  She hadn't realized she had done that or that he had seen it.

"I don't know if I should answer that or not" she told him.  "Every time I do guys find excuses to not see me anymore".

"Nothing you say will bother me" he replied.  "If it's something you enjoy, why hide it"?

Jasmine felt a little better about this and decided to confide in him about her fantasies.

"Well," she started.  "I have this desire to be tied up and used.  For some reason pain and the inability to control the sexual situation turn me on.  I hate it because no one seems to understand".

"So you are into BDSM then?" he asked.  "There's nothing wrong with that.  You should enjoy whatever it is that you want to".

Jasmine could not believe what she was hearing.  A guy who understood her desires?  A guy who appeared to accept her fantasy?  She hugged John a little tighter, not wanting to let go.

"Can I ask you something?" she said looking up at him.

"Sure" he replied.

"It's kind of embarrassing" she said as she looked down from his gaze.

"Nonsense" he said.  "What is it"?

"I was wondering" she started, "I mean if you don't want to that's fine, but I was wondering if you would be willing to do bondage with me?  I mean I know we just met and all, but I don't have anyone to ask.  I feel that if I don't get to experience it I am going to explode".

"Sure" John replied.  "I think it would be kind of fun.  But before I do, we will have to lay down some ground rules.  I don't want to do something you don't like and then get into trouble for it".

"Agreed" she said.


Chapter Four

They talked for a little while about it and came up with some rules for him to follow.  He needed to know when he was pushing things too far so he could back off.  They decided to get something to eat before starting so hunger would not get in the way of her enjoyment.  After eating, John set about getting into his role as the master.

"I want you to strip down" he commanded her.

Jasmine slowly removed her clothes, baring herself for him to look at.  Even though that had sex earlier, she was nervous standing there naked.  Could she trust him not to hurt her?  Would he abuse her in a bad way, disregarding their rules?  Even with the doubts running through her mind, her desire to be used and abused were overwhelming.  She was going to go through with it.

"Get on your knees and crawl over to me" he said.

Jasmine did as she was told.  She got onto her knees and began to crawl over to him, her tits hanging down and swaying with every movement.  She could feel how stiff her nipples were and her pussy was beginning to get wet in anticipation of what was to come.  She neared John sitting on the couch, and as she got right in front of him he issued another command.

"Take my cock and suck on it" he told her.

Jasmine reached out and took his cock into her hand and lowered her head, taking it into her mouth. She began to slowly suck up and down his shaft as he grew harder and harder.  John reached down and began to pinch her nipples, causing her to squeal slightly.  He sat up and grabbed the back of her head then shoved his cock all the way into her mouth as far as it would go, causing her to gag slightly.  He pulled his cock out of her mouth, and stood up grabbing her arm as an indication she should follow him.

John had her stand between the two columns holding up the loft as he went into the bedroom and retrieved the rope she had told him about.  He started by tying her wrists to the poles so her arms were wide.  He then tied her ankles to the poles ensuring she was spread eagle and unable to move.  he got the clothespins and clamped them down onto her nipples, again getting a slight squeal from her as his did so.  He walked behind her and grabbed her ass, causing her to lift herself up onto her tip toes.  He slid his finger down her ass crack and put just the tip of his finger into her pussy.  He stood close behind her as she felt his hot breath on her.  As he did, he reached around to her tits and began to pull and twist the clothespins.

Jasmine was in ecstasy.  She never thought being tied up and used like this would feel so good.  She loved being told what to do and she enjoyed being his sex toy.  The torture of her nipples sent her mind into a frenzy as she moaned loudly every time he twisted or pulled them.  It hurt really bad, but felt so good and she really didn't understand why.  At this point she didn't care and she didn’t want it to stop.  She pushed her pussy back as his finger penetrated her, but she could not get it to go in any further.

John walked back in front of Jasmine and stood there admiring her body.  He reached out and slid his hand down her pussy, completely encasing it with his hand.  Jasmine could feel the strength and heat of his hands as her pussy continued to drip.  John moved his finger around her pussy coating it with her juices before offering it to her mouth.  Jasmine licked and sucked his finger with passion; she wanted to taste pussy.  John knelt in front of her and began to tease her pussy as he ran his tongue everywhere around her pussy, but never touching it no matter how much she moved her hips.

Finally, John untied her and guided her to the bed.  He made her lie on her back as he once again started to tie her down.  He took her ankles and tied them to the head of the bed, ensuring her pussy was as wide open as it could go.  Once her legs were secure, he stepped back and looked at her.

"I want you to play with your pussy while I watch" he told her.

Jasmine moved her hand down to her pussy and began to run her fingers through her folds.  She would dip her finger into her hole for a second then continue up to her clit.

"Lick your fingers" John told her after she had pushed her finger into her pussy several times.

Jasmine did as she was ordered and moaned as she sucked as much of her pussy juice from her fingers as she could.  Once cleaned, she returned her hand to her pussy.

"I want you to fuck yourself with the dildo" he commanded as he placed it on her belly.

Jasmin took the dildo and began to suck it to ensure it was lubricated properly before inserting it into her pussy.  She positioned the dildo and plunged it into her pussy as she gasped from the feeling of her pussy being filled.  She looked at John and noticed his cock was fully erect.  She knew she was pleasing him and began to fuck herself that much harder.  Finally, he instructed her to stop, and remove the dildo from her pussy sucking it clean as well.  Jasmine did as she was ordered and then placed her dildo on the bed beside her.  John got onto the bed and lowered his head down to her crotch, showing he was going to eat her out.

When John's hot tongue hit her pussy, Jasmine almost exploded into orgasm.  Feeling his hot, wet tongue as it caressed her pussy was driving her crazy.  She held onto his head as he lapped at her pussy, running his tongue in and out of her.  She was moving her hips in succession with his tongue thrusts when she noticed his tongue was penetrating her fairly deep.  She didn't think his tongue was that long.  She looked up as he continued to fuck her with his tongue, and once again saw the beast.  John had transformed into what she thought was a werewolf.

She screamed as she looked at the hairy beast with its muzzle buried in her pussy, its long tongue flicking in and out of her pussy.  In one swift move, the beast Leapt onto her and pinned her arms down with its giant paws, and inserted its cock into her pussy.  The cock was huge, and filled her completely.  He began to fuck her with long, swift strokes.  She wasn't sure what to feel as she enjoyed being fucked and pinned down so she couldn't move, but this was being done by a hairy beast.  As he fucked her, she could see his yellow eyes glowing with passion.  His huge, stiff cock hitting the bottom of her pussy with every thrust.

Suddenly he pulled out of her and shot his cum all over her body as if he was marking his territory.  His howl pierced the air in a show of pure animal ecstasy.  She loved the feel of his hot cum running down her body and across her face.  She had never seen a load this big before and she was loving it.  Soon, the beast's breathing began to slow as it lowered itself down onto her, exhausted.  She lay there in disbelief as she watched it slowly turn back into John.


Chapter Five

John awoke to find himself lying alone on the bed.  What had happened?  Where was Jasmine?  He got up and walked out into the living room.  Jasmine was sitting in the chair with her knees up to her face with her arms crossed on top of them.  She looked like she was scared.

"So now you know my secret" he said to her as he walked over to the couch and sat down.

He leaned forward and ran his hands through his hair, giving a deep sigh.  He looked up at her with those gentle eyes and began to talk.

"About 3 years ago I was hunting not far from here when I slipped and fell down a ravine.  When I came to, I was in a shoddy old cabin tied to a bed.  An old woman soon entered the room and began to chant as she walked around the bed throwing some sort of liquid on me.  As I watched her wondering what she planned to do to me, she began to transform into a beautiful young woman.  She came to me and made love to me, but as she neared her orgasm she turned back into the ugly old woman.  I panicked, and started screaming as she fled the room cursing at me.  When she returned, she climbed onto the bed and pulled her skirt up exposing herself to me.  She sat on my face and ground her pussy into my mouth.  When she finally climbed off of me, she spoke to me telling me she had cursed me for not allowing her to fully satisfy herself.  She told me that in the heat of passion, I would turn into a hairy beast and be denied fulfillment just as she had.  The next thing I remember I woke up at the bottom of the ravine with a generous headache.  I assumed it was all a dream from being knocked unconscious.  That is until I tried to make love to my fiancé.  When the beast came out she freaked and nearly killed me.  I have never been back, choosing instead to live at my hunting cabin in the area near Charlottesville".

"I am so sorry" Jasmine relied.  "I had no idea".

"I try not to have sex with anyone because of this" he started, "but I just couldn't refuse you.  Your soft touch and hungry eyes proved to be too much for my will.  After you told me about your fantasy, I thought maybe you would be as accepting of mine as I was of yours.  I'm sorry for not telling you prior to engaging in sex".

Jasmine stood up, walked over to him and kneeled in front of him, lifting his head to face her.  

"I am the one who should be apologizing, not you" she told him.  "You accepted my strange fantasy and yet I was not accepting of you".

Jasmine pushed John back against the couch and spread his legs, shuffling on her knees to get between them.

“Let me show you that I can accept who and what you are” she told him.

Jasmine lowered her head and began to suck his cock.  She ran her tongue up and down his shaft feeling his hardness, being sure to caress the head with her hot tongue.  She sucked hard as she moved up and down his shaft.  She wanted him to change again so she could watch the beast enjoy her.

Jasmine Lifted her head now that John’s cock was fully erect and lifter her long shirt, spreading her pussy as she widened her legs.  She straddled him and slid his cock into her pussy.  She put her hands around his neck and pulled his lips to hers as she slid her tongue into his mouth, darting it in and out of his.  She bounced up and down on his cock while moving her hips back and forth ensuring her clit was getting attention.  She watched as John began to transform into the beast.  His nose and mouth formed a snout as his eyes changed into the glowing yellow eyes she had seen before. 

Jasmine began to feel his body transforming as his hair grew out and his hands and feet turned into giant paws.  His cock grew longer and wider as the transformation neared completion.  But as she rode his cock and watched the werewolf emerge, as quickly as the transformation started, it stopped.  John began to turn back into his human form as she felt him tense his body in anticipation of an orgasm.

John finally stiffened his body as she felt his hot cum exploding inside of her pussy.  She fucked him even harder as she reached her orgasm, her pussy contracting on his semi hard cock.  She dropped herself onto him breathing heavily, moving her pussy slightly enjoying the remainder of his hardness.

John couldn’t figure out what had happened.  He had an orgasm as a man and not the beast he had tried to contain for three years.  She must have broken his spell, but how?  The only answer he could come up with was that because she willingly accepted who he was and showed him that she did, it broke through the curse allowing him to once again remain a man.

John reached out and hugged Jasmine to show her how much he wanted to thank her for breaking the spell.  He had he found someone who was not only willing to accept his curse, but was willing to set him free.  She had endured the beast, looking beyond what she saw.  Did she do this act because she had started to care for him, or was it guilt from judging him after he had fulfilled her fantasy?  At this point he didn't care.  It had been so long since he had held a woman, much less fucked one in his human form that he just wanted to sit there and feel her soft body.  Jasmine reassured him that she accepted him for who and what he was.  She had found someone who would not judge her and deny her the pleasures she had desired for so long.  
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