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“How’s the salmon?” Brett asked me as he took another bite of his steak.

“It’s really good,” I replied.

Brett had asked me out to dinner which wasn’t so abnormal, however, it was Wednesday and we never ate out during the week. Something was up, I just wasn’t sure what it was. In the back of my mind, I wondered if he was going to pop the question.

Brett and I had met while in college. After graduation, we continued dating. We never really talked much about marriage, I just figured one of these days it would come up and we would go from there. Our relationship was stable and both of us seemed to be quite content with our arrangement.

After the waiter cleared our table, Brett ordered a whiskey on the rocks. His normal after dinner drink was a coffee of some sort. Something was definitely up. Maybe he really is going to pop the question. I couldn’t help but start to get a bit nervous. If that was his plan, I needed to be ready with an answer. My heart began to beat a bit faster as my breathing increased. I tried to keep myself under control, but it was getting hard to do.

“So, I have been doing some thinking,” he says.

Here it comes, the big question.

‘We have been together what, three years?” he asks.

I nod yes and wait for him to continue.

“In nearly all aspects we are the perfect couple. We enjoy the same things and even finish each other’s sentences.”

I am going to say yes, just ask me already!

“But lately I have found myself second guessing things. I feel like we are lacking in one specific area.”

What? What is he saying? He’s not proposing?

“What do you mean?” I asked somewhat deflated.

I shift in my seat unsure of where this is going.

“Our sex life. It’s boring. And it’s not like I haven’t tried talking about it.”

Our sex life is boring? I thought he liked to fuck me. I thought things were pretty well in the bedroom. Sure, he had wanted to try some things but I just wasn’t comfortable with any of it. I had thought he was understanding about it.

“What’s so boring about it?” I asked, unsure what he meant.

“Oh, we do it enough, it’s not that. It’s just that we do the same things all the time. You lay on your back, I make you cum, then fuck you. Hell, you won’t even get on top.”

“I told you I can’t cum like that,” I said defending myself.

“Exactly. It’s all about you. Nothing in our sex life is even about me. Hell, you can’t even swallow when you blow me!”

“Shh! Someone will hear you!” I warned him as I lean forward looking around the room.

“I don’t care anymore. I’m tired of the same old shit every time we fuck. I can’t be this mundane anymore. I think it’s time we took a break and re-evaluate our relationship.”

We’re breaking up? After all this time he is dumping me?

“Why didn’t you talk to me about this if you were so unhappy?” I asked him as tears start to form in my eyes.

“I did try to talk to you. How many times have I asked for some new position? Doggy style, you on top, laying on your stomach? Each time the response is always how you can’t cum like that. I want someone who is adventurous, who doesn’t want just plain Jane sex. I’m sorry, but I need more than that.”

I was hurt. His words stung. Not because they weren’t true, but because I knew he was right. I had gotten comfortable with our sex life and simply settled into a routine.

“We can try new things if you like,” I said trying to salvage things.

He looks at me as if he cannot believe what I am saying.

“I hate to say this, but if you truly loved me, I would not have to break up with you to get you to try new things. That should come naturally.”

Brett stood up, put cash on the table and looked down at me.

“I’m sorry,” he says.

With that, he walks away.  I sat there with tears streaming down my face as I struggle with what had just happened. What had started out as a possible marriage proposal had ended in the termination of a three-year relationship. All because I was too straight-laced in the bedroom.

It wasn’t all my fault though. A lot of the blame stems from my religious upbringing. Sex was supposed to be for procreation, not recreation. I had struggled with that ever since my first encounter when I lost my virginity. I enjoyed sex but felt guilty about it afterward. It was bad enough I enjoyed it, but trying something kinky and out of the mainstream just didn’t sit well with me.

The truth is, I didn’t know if I could cum in any position but missionary. Sure, there were things that turned me on but I knew the guilt I would feel after trying them was going to be much worse. And now, my struggles with my sexual inhibitions had led to the end of my relationship. The man I had loved for so long and thought was my soul mate was gone.

I wiped my eyes with my napkin, then stood up with as much dignity as I could put together and left the restaurant. As I made my way home, flashbacks of not just our relationship, but our sex life flashed in my mind. I could see every single hint he had given me that he wanted more. But I refused and he gave in.

The signs had been there, but I had refused to see them. I had refused to allow our sex life to grow and be more enjoyable. Not just for him, but maybe for me as well. Why could I not shake this damned religious hang-up I had? Why did I have to be so damned controlled by something that I had questioned for the past five years? Maybe I just needed to talk to someone to address this issue.

I made up my mind that night that I was going to go see a counselor. Surely if other people were doing different sexual things then I could do them as well. I just needed help getting over my hang-ups. I was hoping a counselor could help me break through all of this. I wanted to be free, I wanted the freedom to enjoy sex. I was never going to get Brett back, but at least the next man I got involved with would appreciate it.


Chapter Two
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The next morning, during my ride to work on the subway, I searched online for a therapist who specialized in sexual therapy. I really didn’t care if anyone saw what I was doing. I needed to find a way to deal with my issue. I finally settled on one that was close to work and waited until I was off the train to call. I was so nervous as I dialed the number. I was going to be embarrassed, that was a given. Opening up to a stranger about your sexual habits wasn’t exactly something you would feel normal about doing. But I knew I needed to do it.

“Dr. Kennedy’s office,” the woman said when she answered the phone.

I couldn’t talk. I was frozen. Did I really want to go through with this? Did I really want to bare my sex life to a stranger? Did I really want to let my innermost desires to be out in the open? I almost hung up until I realized they had my caller ID.

“Hello?” the woman said again.

“H-hi,” I said quietly.

“Yes, how can I help you?”

“I need to make an appointment,” I said as I closed my eyes tightly, trying not to give in to the urge to hang up.

“Dr. Kennedy has an opening tomorrow afternoon at three. Does that work for you?”

“Yes, I think I can make that.”

“Great, I’ll pencil you in for the three o’clock time slot. Please show up about fifteen minutes early so we can get your paperwork done.”

“Thank you,” I said before I hung up the phone.

There, I had made the appointment. I could feel my heart racing as I smiled to myself. I had finally taken the first steps to fix my hang-ups. I knew the next day was going to be even more stressful, but I needed to see it through. I wanted this monkey off my back once and for all. I wanted to be like other women and become adventurous in the bedroom. I wanted to be able to enjoy sex in all its forms.

I had seen videos, Brett and I had even watched some together. I got turned on by them, but just could not see myself doing any of those things. I guess Brett had us watch them trying to get me to agree to try some of it. But I never did. I think those were the first hints he gave me.

One of the things that always got me going, was the whole bondage thing. Not the sir, master, whipping sort of thing, but rather the being tied and tortured thing. Being fully exposed and helpless. Being used as a sex slave, a personal whore. But I just couldn’t bring myself to try them. The thought of the guilt that would haunt me was just too much for me to deal with, so I never gave in to it.

But just thinking about being tied up with my arms and legs bound so I couldn’t move made me wet. The thought of a man finding me tied up and unable to defend myself as he took advantage of me was so hot I would masturbate to that thought. Of course, as soon as I did the guilt would take over and I would feel guilty for masturbating and for thinking of such evil, taboo things.

It would take me days to get over my guilty feelings. But now that I had made the move to see a doctor, maybe those feelings of guilt would go away. Maybe I would finally be free to actually try my fantasy. I could not imagine being free from my guilt. It had been with me for so long I didn’t know if I could handle not having it anymore.

I sat at my desk watching the clock all day. Three o’clock was going to come whether I wanted it to or not. I had told my boss I had a doctor’s appointment, so that got me out of work early. Now I just needed to summon up enough courage to actually make it to the appointment.

When the time came for me to leave, I took a deep breath and headed for my car. My legs were shaky and my breathing was heavier than normal. My palms were sweaty and my heart rate was elevated. I needed to calm down. I needed to convince myself this was no big deal. But my mind thought otherwise.

I arrived at the doctor’s office fifteen minutes early as requested. I sat in my car fighting with myself over whether to actually through with this or not. I gathered as much courage as I could and headed inside. I needed to do this. I needed to suck it up like a stiff dick and get this hang-up addressed once and for all.

I went inside and told the woman who I was. She was a middle-aged woman with red hair and a nice smile. I blushed just a bit knowing that she knew why I was here. I was also grateful no one else was in the waiting room. How embarrassing would that be? What if someone I knew had been in here? I would have been mortified!

“Dr. Kennedy will be with you shortly,” she told me.

I went to my chair and sat down. I wondered what this was going to be like. Was I going to lie down on a couch and just ramble? Was I going to be asked specific questions? So many questions swirled through my mind as I waited for the doctor to call me in.

At last, a door opened and a tall, dark-haired, muscular man appeared. My heart fluttered and my pussy tingled as I looked at this fine specimen of a man. Surely this wasn’t Dr. Kennedy.

“Julia Campo?” he asked looking at me.

Yep, he was Dr. Kennedy. How the hell was I supposed to confide in someone that sexy and good looking?

“Yes,” I said smiling.

“Come on in,” he said, gesturing for me to go into his office.

He offered me a seat, then sat down at his desk. He pulled out a yellow pad of paper and a pen, then leaned back in his chair.

“So, what brings you here today?” he asked as if we were having tea.

What brings me here? Sex, that’s what brings me here. You’re a sex doctor, why else would I be here?

“I need help addressing…some issues I have,” I said meekly.

“Okay, let’s start by just giving me a high-level overview, nothing specific.”

“Well, I have an issue where I feel guilty when it comes to sex.”

“I see. Any particular sort of sex, or just sex in general?”

“All sex, but some things more than others.”

“So, let me ask you something. Does your upbringing have any influence over how you feel? Do you have thoughts of things you were taught that jump to the forefront whenever sex is initiated?”

“Actually, yes. I grew up in a very religious home.”

“I suspected as much. Most of my clients have the same problem as you. Religion stifles one’s sex drive and desires. Sex is a normal part of life, in any form.”

“I understand what you are saying, but how do I get past the feeling of guilt?”

“The first thing you have to deal with is how much influence religion has over you. What are your views on religion now vs. when you were younger?”

“I’m not sure I believe any of that now. I just can’t seem to reconcile how everything in life that is enjoyable is also a sin. Why would a supreme being create us then deny us the very things that make living worthwhile?”

“I would say you are one step ahead of most of my patients. You have at least confronted the main problem. Now you simply have to let go and accept that these things are normal. Sex is normal.”

“I know sex is normal, but what about…um…you know, different desires?”

“You man fetishes?”

“Yes, those.”

“A fetish is simply something one enjoys when it comes to sex. There is nothing wrong with them, they are a part of being human.”

“But how do I do those things and not feel shame afterward?”

“That is something we will have to work on. It’s not something that will go away with one session. But we will get you to that point.”

I felt so much better after my initial session. He really wasn’t as hard to talk to as I had initially thought. I had created anxiety about the whole thing for no reason. I was looking forward to more sessions. I was ready to finally let go.


Chapter Three
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I had been going to Dr. Kennedy for about a month when he suggested I try thinking of what I wanted to experience. The exercise was supposed to get me used to the idea of my fetish before I actually tried it. I was not allowed to masturbate, but to simply enjoy the thoughts of what I wanted to see happen.

I imagined myself being tied to a bed, spread-eagle. I would have my ankles and knees tied wide so my pussy was fully exposed. My wrists would be tied to the bedposts rendering me completely helpless. I imagined something being put in my mouth to keep me from screaming out or making any noise.

A man would enter the room and look me over, seeing me completely vulnerable. He would move his hands up and down my body as I struggled to get free. My areola would start to pucker and swell as my nipples began to stiffen from the pleasure he was bringing me with his touch. His fingers would trace my now erect nipples before he finally grabbed onto them and squeezed them tightly. I could almost feel the tingles shooting down to my pussy as I imagined his hands on me.

His hands would slide down my belly and next to my labia as he teased me, watching my juices flow from me. My wetness would give me away as he realized how much I enjoyed what was happening to me. He would strip off his clothes, then stand there as I looked at his long, thick cock sticking out just waiting for me.

He would get on the bed, straddling my chest, and move that large dick over to my mouth. With his hand on my head, he would put his large cock into my mouth and slowly begin fucking it. His thrusts would send his rod into my mouth and partially down my throat causing me to gag. I would suck it and roll my tongue along the bottom of his shaft. The feel of his veins and his mushroom head gliding across my lips made me even wetter than I already was.

He would pull his cock out of my mouth, then shove my panties into my mouth. Once I was silenced, he would then move down on top of me. I would feel his hard cock laying against my slit as he began to slide it up and down, teasing me. He knew I wanted that big cock in my pussy. With one swift movement, his cock was deep inside of me, spreading me wide. I was so wet that it slid into me with ease.

He began to fuck me hard and fast, his hands on either side of me as he lay on top. I moaned and panted with each thrust of his hips as his pelvis slammed into my clit. Every part of my body was screaming for release as his cock hit all the right spots. I wanted to scream that I was about to come, but the gag in my mouth prevented it. I went rigid as my body finally gave in and my orgasm took over.

My muscles flexed then relaxed with each pulse of my orgasm. I could feel my inner walls pulsing against his cock. He slowed down as I came, but as soon as I was done, he resumed fucking me hard and deep. I was being used by this man… I loved it!

My fantasy would end about there. My panties were always wet, and all I wanted was to relieve myself. But I knew Dr. Kennedy would be disappointed if I did. Each time I had my fantasy, the guilt afterward seemed to lessen just a bit. I don’t know if it was my frustration at not being able to masturbate or just my getting used to my fantasy, but either way, I was getting better.

After two weeks of my mental fantasies, I was so fucking horny all the time, all I could think of was getting some cock. Just feeling my tits bounce as I walked got me horny. I swear my nipples were hard twenty-four hours a day! I needed Dr. Kennedy to let me masturbate.

When I headed for my next meeting, I made up my mind that I was going to tell Dr. Kennedy I needed to relieve the pressure. I couldn’t take any more of the mental teasing. Surely he would understand. Just seeing him as I walked into his office sent my pussy into a frenzy. I didn’t know if I was going to show a wet spot in my pants from all the wetness or not.

“So, how have the sessions been going?” he asked me leaning back in his chair as usual.

“I think it’s been working,” I replied.

I couldn’t stop myself from looking at his crotch. I knew there was a cock in there. I wanted a cock, couldn’t he see that?

“And how have you been handling the feelings?”

“Pretty good, actually. I think I have gotten a handle on that part of it. But now I wonder how I am going to feel after I finally get a release.”

He smiled at me and leaned forward, putting his hands on his desk.

“That is the first step to overcoming all of this. Once you realize that you are ready to have the release, you are ready to let go.”

“So, am I allowed to have my release now?” I asked him.

“Yes, I think you are ready.”

“Thank you.”

We both stood up, and I walked over to him to thank him for his help. As I lifted my hand to shake his and thank him, my hand brushed against his dick, and I blushed as I felt it. I simply leaned in and kissed him right on the mouth. I think I shocked him when I did that. I couldn’t help myself in the horny state I was in.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Getting fucked,” I replied breathily.

“I’m married, you can’t do this,” he said pushing me back.

I stopped dead in my tracks. I had wanted sex so badly that I had lunged for the first cock I saw. I backed off and apologized profusely.

“It’s okay,” he said seeing how embarrassed I was. “It happens all the time.”

“I am so sorry. I won’t blame you if you don’t want to see me again,” I told him.

“Nonsense, I am here to help you. As I said, it happens all the time.”

I thanked him and gracefully left his office. I needed a release. I needed a cock. But most of all, I needed to be used. Heading back to work was probably not the smartest move on my part, but a sense of duty made me return. As I walked towards my desk, I saw Nate sitting in his cubicle. Nate had asked me out a couple of times when I was still dating Brett. Of course, I turned him down. But now was his chance and mine.

“Hey, Nate, How’s things?” I asked as I leaned against the partition to his cubicle.

“Hey, Julia, what’s up?” he asked sitting back in his chair.

I don’t know if my hard nipples were showing through my top or not, and quite frankly I didn’t care. Nate was going to fuck me, and he was going to do it tonight.

“I was wondering if you were doing anything tonight?” I asked as I twirled my hair with my finger.

“Not really, why?

“Well, you had asked me out a while back and was wondering if the offer as still on the table? I thought maybe we could go out or something.”

“Sure, I’d like that. Maybe dinner or a movie?”

“Whatever you like,” I said smiling.

“Should I come to your house and pick you up or what?”

“Sure, why not? It will give me a chance to change out of my work clothes.”

“Alright then. How does seven sound?”

“I’ll be ready.”

I turned and went to my cubicle. Nate didn’t know it yet, but he was going to get fucked tonight. It was my coming out fuck and he was the one to benefit from it.


Chapter Four
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When I got home, I scoured my closet for something sexy to wear. I wanted him to get horny looking at me all night. I found a silky mini dress that had spaghetti straps on it. I could go braless and without panties. Surely that would get his attention.

I wasn’t trying to dress like a whore specifically, but I wanted to be his whore tonight. He was going to know right from the start that he was going to get fucked. I had been the quiet, tame and controlled girl for so long that I was looking forward to being liberated. My pussy was looking forward to having a cock inside of it too.

I heard the knock on my door and opened it for Nate. He looked me up and down, undressing me with his eyes. Just watching him do that turned me on.

“You look sexy as hell,” he said smiling.

“Well thank you,” I said with a smirk on my face. “Shall we?”

He walked me to the car and even opened my door for me. Extra points earned for that one. He drove me to a small Italian restaurant that was cozy and romantic. The hostess seated us at a table in a back corner. It had a black tablecloth on it that was rather long. A candle and some flowers sat in the middle of the table. The seat was a curved bench seat that curved around the corner, allowing us to sit beside each other. He was trying hard to impress me. We ordered some wine and perused the menu.

“You know I have been attracted to you for quite some time,” he said without looking up from his menu.

“Yes, I know that.”

“I never imagined we would be on a date.”

“Well, after Brett and I broke up, I really wanted to ask you out, but I didn’t want you to be the rebound guy. I wanted it to be just a regular date.”

“I’m glad you finally asked me. I’m not the real pursuing type.”

I could tell he was the type who asked once or twice, then gave up. Such a shame because he was a rather good-looking guy. He was tall with wavy brown hair and deep blue eyes. His frame was well built and you could tell he worked out a bit. I reached over and put my hand on his. He looked up at me and smiled. I was about to do something daring, something I had never even considered before my therapy. I was nervous as hell but I wanted to do this.

I pulled his hand over to my leg, then up my thigh to my bare pussy. I moaned just slightly as his warm fingers touched me. Nate looked over at me with wide eyes but did not move his hand. He swallowed hard, then looked around the restaurant.

“No one is watching,” I said as I leaned over and whispered in his ear.

He looked back at me and I smiled as I moved his hand up and down my slit. He relaxed and took over the petting as he glanced around the room. My hand was on his forearm holding on tightly. My cunt was so fucking wet that his fingers were coated in no time. Much more of this and I was going to come right there at the table!

It was fortunate, or unfortunate depending on how you looked at things, that the waiter arrived with our food. Nate removed his hand and I tried to act like nothing was going on. Once the waiter left, Nate leaned over and whispered in my ear, as he sucked my juices from his fingers.

“That was sexy as hell,” he said.

I smiled at him and took another bite of pasta. If he thought that was sexy, just wait until we get back to my apartment! Dinner was a tease fest. He took right to the game and made sure he touched me in ways that made my body tingle and my pussy wet. I put my hand on his crotch and felt his hard cock. This was turning him on as well.

Being bold, I unzipped his pants and slipped my hand inside and began stroking his shaft. I loved the feel of his hard dick in my hand. I could feel his pre-cum coating my fingers. I let go and resumed eating. He zipped his pants back up and adjusted himself, then rubbed my nipple with his finger as I leaned forward allowing my tits to hang down past the edge of the table.

I felt little shocks travel down to my pussy as his finger hit my sensitive nub. If we both got out of here without me coming, it was going to be a miracle.

“You ready to go?” I asked him.

“Sure, let me take care of the check.”

He motioned for the waiter and asked for our check. Once it was paid, we left and went to his car. As we turned onto the main road, I unzipped his pants, pulled his cock out, then leaned over and sucked it into my mouth. I began moving up and down his shaft as he made noises. God did his cock feel good! I could hear him moaning slightly as one hand pressed against the back of my head, guiding me.

I felt the car slow down and knew we were close to my apartment. I gave him one last, long suck and let his cock slip from my mouth before I sat up. I smiled at him and wiped my mouth, sitting there as he pulled up in front of my place and shut his car off. He put his dick away, then let me out of the car. We walked to my door where I invited him inside.

We had no more than closed the door when he pulled me to him and kissed me deeply. My legs got weak and my pussy throbbed as his tongue probed my mouth. His hands were all over my body as he caressed me. My hands were down his pants in no time as I craved his cock.

He lifted my dress and slid his hand to my pussy. I backed away and pulled my dress off with both hands in one swift move. Now I was standing in front of him completely naked, except for my heels I still had on. He looked me over and smiled. He took off his shirt revealing a much more muscular body than what I had imagined.

His muscles rippled under his skin with each movement he made. His torso had the deep V that led to his waist. He removed his pants and his boxers as his stiff cock bounced out of them. I moved back to him and put my arms around his neck, pulling him close. His cock now pressing into my belly.

“Use me,” I whispered into his ear.

I don’t know if he really grasped what I was saying, but he kissed me deeply again as if he did. He picked me up and carried me to the couch, dropping me on my back. He knelt down beside me and kissed me again for a moment, then moved to my tits. He licked all around my tits, not once touching my nipples. God how I wanted to feel his tongue on them! He was teasing me!

At last, his mouth went for my nipples. I moaned loudly as he latched on to one of them and began sucking it. His tongue flicked them sending shocks all the way to my toes. His hand gently squeezed my tits as he sucked on each nipple.

He began to lick his way down my body, stopping briefly at my belly button. I was gyrating my hips in anticipation of his tongue on me. He licked my mound and down the sides of my pussy lips. I groaned as I waited for that glorious tongue to flick my clit. My heart was beating so hard I felt like the sound was echoing through the room. My body was shaking with the anticipation of having a tongue lick my cunt. I was ready to feel a tongue on my clit.

But just as I thought he was going to go in for the kill, he stopped. He just fucking stopped. Didn’t he realize how badly I needed to come? Didn’t he realize how badly I needed his tongue and his cock?


Chapter Five
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Nate got up and moved next to my head. His cock was just an inch from my mouth.

“Suck my cock,” he commanded.

His firm tone turned me on and I sucked his cock deep into my mouth, all the way down my throat. I gagged a bit but kept going. I wanted to taste him, I wanted his cum. He began to twist and tug at my nipples. I was crossing my legs trying to get pressure on my clit. I was so horny a mere touch of his hand was going to send me over the edge.

He grabbed onto my head and began to fuck my mouth with force. He held my head in place while his hips bucked and he thrust his cock into my mouth the way he wanted to. He was using me and I felt like his dirty whore. I was doing the things I had imagined, and he was helping me.

All at once, he pulled his cock from my mouth as I lay there whimpering. He pulled me to my feet, turned me around, and then pushed on my back to get me to bend over. I put my hands on the couch cushions and waited. I felt his hands on my ass as he began to rub it. The heat of his hand on my skin made me shiver.

I felt his cock begin to slide up and down my crack as I ground my hips against him.

“So, you want to be used?” he asked.

“Oh, god yes!” I said. “Let me be your whore.”

“Does my whore want a cock?”

“Yes, please give me your cock!”

I felt the head part my folds as he began to penetrate me. He slid himself into me slowly, going in and out in such an excruciatingly slow manner. And then he pulled out of me completely.

I felt his wet finger touch my asshole and wondered why. I had never done anal before and was scared of it. But I had told him to use me. I wanted to be used. I wanted to be a dirty girl. I wanted to feel what it was like to have something in my ass. His finger went in and out of my ass a couple of times, and it actually felt rather good.

He removed his finger, and I felt the head of his cock pressing against me.

“Spread your cheeks,” he said.

I put my chest on the cushions, then reached behind me and pulled at my ass cheeks to widen them for him. I felt his hand putting more of the lubricant on and in my ass. He slowly pushed his cock into me as my asshole opened up for him. I gasped as his cock began to slide inside of my ass. He was patient and took his time while he slowly slid his cock in and out of my ass, going deeper with each push. I moaned and put my hands back on the cushions to stabilize myself. He began to fuck my ass faster and harder. His hand slid around my waist and cupped my cunt. I moaned with delight and felt shivers travel down my spine. He was using me, and just that thought was enough to keep me horny. I didn’t care if his cock was in my ass. If that was what he wanted, then I was fine with it.

He pulled out of my ass and put on a condom, then slid his dick into my soaking wet pussy. I gasped and jolted slightly as the shock of his cock filling my cunt hit me. He began to fuck me hard and fast as I moaned. I could feel an orgasm building in me and it was getting close. He must have sensed it because he stopped and pulled out of me.

I whimpered at not having a cock inside of me. I wanted to come so bad. He had me right there! He turned me around and lifted me up by my waist and put his arms under my legs. He moved me backward until my back was against the wall. I felt his cock going into my pussy as he began to lift and drop me on his shaft.

I held onto his neck as tightly as I could, moaning and approaching my orgasm. I felt the pressure building once again and was certain that he was going to make me come this time.

“Oh god!” I screamed. “Fuck me, fuck me hard!”

He slammed his cock into me, hitting my clit and I started to come. I closed my eyes as my body began to tense and release. I saw fireworks, I saw stars, my eyes were closed as I shuddered and shook with the power of my orgasm. My toes curled and I squealed with pleasure, my pussy pulsing against his hard shaft.

My tensing and relaxing muscles finally stopped as my orgasm passed. But he was relentless in fucking me. He slowed long enough for me to come, then resumed the hard and fast pounding of his cock into my pussy. He walked me back to the couch, then set me down after taking me off his cock. He lay me back and got on top of me, sliding his dick back into my cunt.

I wrapped my legs around him and pushed him into me with each powerful thrust. I wanted him inside of me as deep as he could go. With his pelvis hitting my clit with each thrust, I was soon approaching another orgasm. I had never had two orgasms in a row and wondered what it was going to be like.

“I’m on the pill,” I whispered. “I want to feel you cum inside of me.”

He removed his condom and wiped his cock clean. With renewed vigor, he began to pound me harder than ever. My second orgasm was about to hit.

“Fuck! You’re making me come again!” I screamed.

He slammed his cock deep inside of me and stayed there just as my orgasm hit me. I felt his cock pulsing and knew he was coming.

“Fuck yes! Pump your cum inside of me!” I squealed.

His orgasm was longer than I had thought it would be. I hoped that was a good sign. My orgasm was so intense, I was barely able to talk to him. My body convulsed and shook hard. I could feel my stomach muscles flexing with each wave of ecstasy.

He finally kissed me and rolled over onto his side against me. We both barely fit on the couch. I was spent, but I was happy. None of the negative feelings I had felt before entered my mind. Instead, I was filled with bliss and contentment. Sex was enjoyable!

“Thank you for this,” I told him as I turned to face him.

“That was fun,” he replied smiling at me.

“I have never had sex like this before,” I confessed.

“What?” he replied with a look of astonishment. “Really?”

“Yes, really. I have always had an issue with anything but normal sex. But I have been seeing a therapist for it and now I feel like I am past all that.”

“So was I an experiment?”

“Oh, god no!” I said wanting to erase any negative thought he might have. I put my hand on his cheek and stroked it gently. “I have wanted this for a while now.”

“What exactly did you mean by saying use me?”

I blushed a bit. In my horny state, I would have said or done anything just to be able to come. But I did need to confess now.

“I have always had a fantasy about being tied up and used. I like the idea of bondage, just not the whole whipping thing and master stuff.”

“So you are turned on more by being helpless than any other aspect of it, right?”

“Exactly.”

“I might be able to help with that.”

I looked at him with pleading eyes. Was he really willing to give me this? To give me my fantasy?

“I would love that,” I said softly.

He kissed me and pulled me to him.

“I will plan it out for us.”

I snuggled up to him and closed my eyes. Maybe he was supposed to be the one. Maybe he was the one who was supposed to set me free from my sexual prison.


Chapter Six
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We woke up the next morning on the couch, realizing that we had fallen asleep. Nate had to race over to his place to get ready for work. I took my shower and got dressed. I wondered how things were going to be between us at work. Would anyone notice anything? Of course, I wasn’t going to help things much. I had a few things of my own planned.

It was about ten in the morning when I went to Nate and asked him to help me with something in the storeroom. Once we had closed the door, I grabbed his hand and slid it up my skirt. His eyes widened when he realized I was not wearing any panties.

“We are going to get caught!” he whispered loudly.

“So?” I replied.

I grabbed his cock through his pants and rubbed him. His fingers moved up and down my slit as I moaned softly. I abruptly stepped back and straightened my dress.

“Lunch is going to be fun,” I said with an evil grin on my face.

He smiled back and followed me from the storeroom. No one said anything or even looked at us. Good. No one suspected anything yet. I was beginning to feel like a nympho. I wanted sex all the time! It was like nothing satisfied me. I wondered what animal I had unleashed by going to the therapist. I made a mental note to tell him of this development.

I suggested Nate and I go to the deli down the street for lunch. We got a table near the back and ordered our food. When it arrived, I saw the large pickle on Nate’s plate.

“Give me your pickle,” I said holding out my hand.

“Why what for?” he asked looking at me strangely.

“Just let me see it.”

He handed over his pickle. I sucked the juice off it, then looked around the diner before slipping it under the table.

“Shit that’s cold,” I said as I slid it against my folds.

But the feel of something sliding up and down my slit made up for it. I rubbed myself with the pickle a few times, then brought it back up to the table. I sucked the juice from it and took a bite.

“That is one good pickle,” I said smiling as I handed Nate his pickle back.

His eyes were wide and a smile slowly crept across his face. I think he rather enjoyed that!

“You are kinky as hell,” he said smiling.

I just smiled and ate my lunch.

We walked back to the office, and I nearly jumped him in the elevator. I moaned as his hand slid across my pussy lips. When the bell dinged for our floor, I straightened my dress and got off the elevator as if nothing had ever happened.

Nate just winked at me and headed to his cubicle. I was liking this freedom of sex. I never knew how fun it could be. Why anyone would want to shame someone into not enjoying sex was beyond me. Another strike against religion. I was beginning to think the whole religion thing was a farce.

I put that thought into the back of my mind and went back to work. It was hard to focus. I was horny and needed Nate’s tongue and cock again. My mind started wandering and I began to imagine him tying me up. I could almost feel the ropes around my ankles and wrists as he secured me in place.

My hand slipped down between my legs as I fantasized about Nate using my body. I was startled back into reality when my phone rang.

“Julia here,” I said answering it.

“Hi,” I heard Brett say.

“What do you want?” I asked.

The pleasurable feeling I had been enjoying was instantly gone the moment I heard his voice.

“I wanted to apologize for everything. I think I made a mistake,” he said.

“What, you decided being plain was good enough all of a sudden?” I replied hotly.

“I was simply wanting us to explore more, to try more things. I didn’t know what else to do to get your attention. Subtle wasn’t working.”

“Well, you are right about one thing. It did get my attention. But now I have moved on and am seeing someone else. I suggest you do the same.”

“Come on, don’t be like that. Didn’t three years mean anything to you?”

“It did before you tossed it all away. You know, maybe you should have just come right out and told me how you felt. Dumping me was not the way to win my love and admiration. You can’t take back everything you said just by apologizing.”

“I know I fucked up and I’m sorry. I really do love you. Just give me a chance.”

There was no way I was going to go through that again. He had hurt me deeply. If he couldn’t talk to me and allow me the chance to work out this issue, what was going to happen when something serious came up?

“I’m sorry, but I can’t. I have to go now.”

I hung up the phone and stared at the receiver. What the hell was that? All of a sudden he has realized he needs me? Why? I wasn’t good enough a few months ago. Now I was angry. He had ruined the sexual urge I had going earlier. I needed to vent.

“Come with me,” I told Nate as I grabbed at his shirt.

He followed me outside and to the side of the building.

“I need to vent,” I told him.

“Okay, over what?”

“Brett just called me. He was begging me to take him back.”

“And you said?”

“No, of course. It just burns my ass that he has the nerve to ask me to take him back after what he did to me.”

“I know this is going to sound odd, but do you love him?”

I looked at Nate like he had three heads.

“Sorry, I needed to ask.”

“No, I don’t. He killed that in me the day he dumped me. And it wasn’t so much he dumped me, it was how he did it.”

“That bad?”

“Yeah. It was in a restaurant. I did not see it coming and felt so embarrassed and humiliated when he left me there crying.”

“Wow, that was some really shitty stuff.”

“I hate him for that.”

“I don’t blame you.”

“Sorry, I just needed to unload and get my mind clear. I hate when people blindside you like that.”

“Come on, let’s go back inside and finish out the day. We’ll have some fun after work to relieve your stress, okay?”

“Okay. Thanks for listening.”

I kissed Nate and followed him back inside. He was a real sport to listen to me like that. I was starting to feel like I was one lucky girl for asking him out.

Chapter Seven
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Nate arrived at my place around eight and brought a bottle of wine with him. I really enjoyed being with him.

“Thought maybe would could sip some wine and talk out on the patio,” he said.

“That sounds great,” I replied as I walked over to the cabinet and grabbed two glasses.

I handed Nate the corkscrew and let him open the bottle. With the cork out, we went outside and sat down on my wicker chairs. Nate poured our wine and I took a sip. Ah, sweet Moscato. I loved Moscato wine. I wasn’t a fan of the dry and bitter wines like Merlot. Score another point for Nate!

“You know, I started noticing a change in you a couple of weeks ago,” he started. “I knew about Brett and wondered if the change was a new guy you were seeing. I had no idea it was from seeing a therapist.”

“I know it sounds odd, but I really did need it.”

“What made you want to see one anyway?”

“When I was growing up, my parents were super religious. We had it pounded into our heads that sex was only for making babies, it was not for pleasure. We had to sign contracts that we would remain virgins until we were married.”

“Wow, that is some seriously fucked up shit right there.”

“We were told that the world was full of sexual deviants who perverted sex. We needed to remain strong and abstain from giving into pleasures of the flesh.”

“Why on earth would someone teach children this?”

“To be honest, I think the church is obsessed with men marrying virgins. It was like there were two separate standards when it came to men and women.”

“Well, I’ve known a few religious nuts in my day, but none that fucked up.”

“It really did leave me a mess for a long time. When Brett broke up with me I made up my mind to get some help dealing with the guilt. My therapist was great and helped me break through.”

“Well, I for one am glad he did. I’m glad I get to share this with you.”

“What about you, Nate. I don’t know anything about you.”

“Not much to tell. I grew up in a small town, went to college and then this job. Pretty vanilla life.”

“When did sex happen for you?”

“I was in tenth grade. I was dating a girl that was in drama class with me. She was a year older than I was. Anyway, we had a cast party and someone brought alcohol and spiked the punch. Needless to say, that opened the floodgates. I think most of us at that party lost our virginity that night.”

“No guilt or remorse?”

“No, not really. We just took it as a fun night and moved on. We dated until she graduated. We broke it off when she left for college.”

“Did you love her?”

“In a way, yes, but not like we were ever going to be married. It was more like a friendship than anything.”

“Anyone in college?”

“I dated a few, a couple of one night stands, but nothing serious. How about you?”

“I lost my virginity at church summer camp. I had a crush on an older boy from another church. We snuck out one night and got into the pool. One thing led to another and he popped my cherry. I felt so guilty after that I couldn’t even look at him. I felt like trash. I left camp and never went back.”

“Wow, I’m sorry it was such a bad experience for you.”

“Thanks. But I think this all happened for a reason. I truly believe that had none of this happened, I would not have the fantasies I have and enjoy.”

“Makes sense, I guess.”

“What’s your fantasy? I mean, I know most guys have one about two girls, but what else?”

He stared off at the night sky thinking. Was he trying to invent something, or contemplating telling me what it was?

“Well, if you really want to know. I often fantasize about a woman using vegetables and toys to satisfy herself in front of me. Using bananas, or cucumbers, whatever.”

“That’s it?”

“Yeah, that’s it. I never was much of one to be very adventurous with sex anyway.”

“Sounds different.”

“I guess it is. But being with you is proving to be anything but normal.”

I laughed out loud and put my hand on his shoulder.

“I think there is plenty more to come!”

We finished the wine and went back inside. Just talking about sex had excited me a bit. But I wasn’t after the controlling sex tonight. I wanted to see the gentle side of Nate. I washed the glasses and put them away before joining him on the couch. I sat beside him and felt him put his arm around my shoulders.

I felt safe and wanted as I sat there next to him. He seemed to just accept me for who I was. Of course, time would tell if that was really the case or not. But at that moment, I felt as if he did. I looked up at him as he watched the TV. I loved the slight curl to his nose and the way his lips felt when he kissed me.

He turned and looked down at me. I looked into his blue eyes and got lost in them for a minute.

“Make love to me,” I whispered.

He leaned in and kissed me so softly, the feel of his lips made me tingle. He stood up and took my hand, leading me to the bedroom. Inside, he put both of his hands on either side of my face and pulled me to him, kissing me deeply. I put my arms around his neck and hugged him tightly. I loved the feeling of being wrapped in his strong arms.

He pulled back and slowly began to undress me. The way his hands moved across my body as he removed each item of clothing was so sensual. Just the lightest touch of his hands sent tingles down between my legs. As he removed my panties, his hand slid up my thigh and across my mound. I moaned and held on to his arm.

He removed his clothes and stood there looking at me. I felt so sexy standing there as he appraised me with his eyes. His hands were still caressing my thighs and stomach as we stood there staring into each other’s eyes. He moved his hand to my chin and lifted my face to his, kissing me passionately. I melted into his body, ready for him to take me.


Chapter Eight

[image: ]

Nate moved me to the bed and lay down beside me, leaning on his elbow.

“I think you are very beautiful,” he said.

I kissed him and lay back, enjoying the feel of his hands on me. He moved his hand across my collarbone and down between my tits. I felt goosebumps go all down my legs when he slid his hand across my belly. He moved his hand back up to my tits and began to caress them. He came close to my nipples several times, tracing just around them. He was driving me crazy.

I was squirming and breathing heavily as he worked on me with his magic fingers. He finally brushed over the tips of my nipples with his palms which made me shudder and moan. God did he know how to touch me! He finally grasped a nipple and began to twist and tug at it. Little shocks traveled down to my pussy as I moaned. He moved to my other nipple and did the same thing. By now I was soaked.

His hand slid down my body as he began to kiss and lick my earlobe. His kisses went down my neck and to my shoulder. He nibbled on my shoulder before moving back up to my ear. I felt his hand approaching my pussy, so I spread my legs wide. But instead of touching my cunt, his hand went to my knee.

He began to slide his hand slowly up towards my cunt as I sucked in my breath. He got right to my twat before he removed his hand and placed it on my other knee. He repeated the same motion with that leg. He was driving me crazy, and he knew it!

All I wanted at this point was to feel him inside of me, to feel him filling me. But he had other plans. He rolled on top of me, and for a minute I thought for sure he was going to fuck me. He kissed me deeply again, then began to slide down my body. Soon, his head was between my legs.

I jumped each time his hot breath hit my pussy as I anticipated feeling his tongue on me. He started by licking all around my pussy. God was that driving me insane! He sucked a pussy lip into his mouth as I arched my back and sucked in my breath. So close! He did the same to my other one.

I was about to accept that he was not going to ever lick my snatch when I felt his tongue touch just below my slit. I moaned as his tongue slowly slid up my slit and flicked my clit. He moved his tongue up and down me between my folds as I moaned and wiggled. At last, his tongue went to my clit and stayed there. I grabbed onto his head to ensure he focused on it.

He was licking me quickly as my orgasm built up. It came quickly and the feeling of ecstasy washed over me like a tsunami. My body convulsed and my arms froze in place. All I could do was pant and moan. I saw stars again and felt his finger go inside of me. That caused me to squeal with delight as his finger began to fuck me.

It extended the pulsing of my orgasm a little bit longer. Now all I needed was him to fill me with his cock. He must have read my mind because he slid up my body and kissed me. I could feel his cock against me and wanted it inside of me badly.

I reached down and guided it to my kitty, then exhaled loudly as he sunk deep into me. He made slow, deliberate strokes to start with. I was enjoying the feel of his entire cock sliding slowly in and out of my pussy. I loved the feeling of him inside of me as he filled me. I could even feel the head of his rod as it neared my opening.

He began to increase his thrusts and I met him with my hips on each one. His cock was hitting just the right spot and I knew my second orgasm was coming. As with the night before, as soon as he realized my orgasm was close, he went as hard and deep as he could, trying to make me come.

It worked like a charm.

“Oh fuck! I’m coming again!” I screamed.

He slammed his cock into me as hard as he could causing me to gasp and grab at the sheets. My toes curled and my eyes saw fireworks. My entire body was on fire with sensations. I felt his cock twitch and knew he was about to come. But I had other plans for his cock. I pushed him up, sat up and sucked his cock into my mouth. I began to suck him hard as his cock slid in and out of my mouth. He exhaled loudly and the first string of cum shot into my mouth.

He continued to shoot his load into my mouth as I swallowed every drop. I wanted to taste all of him, I wanted to please him. The taste of our combined juices was wonderful. I made sure I sucked all of my moisture from his shaft before letting go of it.

He collapsed beside me, and I snuggled up against his side. His breathing was heavy as he tried to recover from his workout.

“That was awesome,” he finally said between breaths.

“Thank you for that,” I said as I hugged him.

We lay there for a while, neither one of us saying anything. We didn’t need to. We simply enjoyed holding one another.

“I could get used to this,” he said breaking the silence.

“What, the sex?” I asked looking over at him.

“Being with you.”

I smiled and hugged him tightly again. When Brett dumped me, I never thought I would fall for another man. But here I was with a man that not only pleased me but enjoyed me pleasing him. I was content for the first time in a long time.

Chapter Nine
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Friday at last. The weekend was here and I was looking forward to spending time with Nate. We had been almost inseparable since our first date and I rather enjoyed it. Brett was more of a schedule guy. He only wanted us to interact on certain days. The other days were work and person time.

Looking back, he was probably stringing along some other girls. That was probably why he kept a dating schedule. I couldn’t think of any other reason. But that was all behind me now. I had Nate. A funny, sensitive, and loving guy who enjoyed spending time with me.

I still had my fantasy and was hoping we would be able to try it this weekend. I hadn’t told Nate about it yet as I wanted both of us to shop for ropes and other items. I felt it would add to the whole experience. We ate lunch together and I brought up the idea.

“What do you think?” I asked him.

I was worried he wouldn’t be up for it or that he thought it was weird.

“Sure, we can do that,” he replied smiling.

I felt relieved. I had been nervous about asking him. But after what we had shared so far, I felt like he would be okay with it. We went back to work and I began to fantasize about what it would be like to be tied up and used by him. My panties were soaked by the time I left work. I was so fucking horny it was all I could do to concentrate on the drive home.

I couldn’t wait for Nate to relieve me. I needed to come. I stripped down and lay on my bed with my legs spread wide. I started by twisting and tugging at my nipples, imagining it was Nate doing it. I flicked them and moaned as the shocks traveled down my body. My right hand moved down between my legs. I wondered what it would feel like to have my pussy lips stretched.

I used both hands and grabbed onto my lips and pulled them away from my pussy. I felt the pain, but it was a good pain. I pulled them wide and moaned. God did that feel good! If only it was Nate pulling them! My fingers went to my clit as I began to masturbate. I had my eyes closed as I lived my fantasy in my mind. My orgasm hit fairly quickly and I panted as I came hard.

I lay there for a while as I regained my composure, then got myself dressed. I wore a tank top with yoga pants and my white sneakers. Nate would find this outfit sexy for sure. Tonight was going to be my first test with being restrained. I didn’t want to go too far in case I didn’t like it. That was my greatest fear. To build up a fantasy only to learn that I did not actually enjoy carrying it out.

Nate finally arrived. We kissed and headed out to the stores. I knew I needed rope, but wasn’t sure what else.

“Maybe we can just walk around the store and see if anything fits our plan,” I told him as he parked the car.

“Sure, never know what might strike your fancy,” he replied smiling.

I enjoyed the fact that he opened my door for me. I wasn’t a feminist or anything like that. I really enjoyed men being chivalrous. He was the perfect gentleman for sure. Everything about him was perfect in my book.

We entered the store and went right to the hardware section. We found some rope and I felt each one until I found something that seemed soft. I didn’t want burns on my body from something rough. We had a section cut off and placed it in the cart.

We spent a lot of time walking around and checking out different items. We got some D rings and also some tiny clamps. I had seen women use them but had never tried it myself. They were cheap enough so I figured why not. We ended up going to Walmart and in the Pet section, I found a couple of collars that looked interesting.

I had worn chokers before and really liked them. I wondered how a leather collar would feel. While we were standing there, I also decided that maybe some smaller ones would be good to use on my tits. He could tighten them around my tits and make them super firm. Just thinking of having my tits bound got my pussy revved up again. Hell, the whole trip had me wet. I’m surprised I didn’t have a wet spot on my yoga pants!

We finished shopping and headed back to my place. His bed didn’t have the posts on them so there was no real good way to tie me to it. My bed had them, so we chose to play out my fantasy there. We brought all of the items into the apartment and started the task of removing price tags.

It took a while to get everything ready, but at last, we were done.

“Ready for this?” he asked.

“I’m ready,” I replied as I stood up and removed my clothes.

I stood there in the living room naked. I wanted things put on me before he tied me to the bed. If something didn’t work, I wanted to be able to get it off. Nate started with the collar. He placed it on my neck and tightened it just enough that it didn’t move on me. Next, he took the smaller collars and wrapped them around my tits, tightening them as tight as I could stand it.

Next, he took out the clamps and started playing with my nipples to get them hard. I loved having my nipples played with. The sensations I felt and the tingles that shot down to my pussy were exquisite. Nate took one nipple and held it in place while he attached the clamp. He began to tighten them and I felt the pain that shot down to my pussy.

I winced when they got too tight and Nate backed them off. God did I love this! With my tits bound and my nipples clamped, I headed for the bedroom. I was so ready for this night! Nate followed behind me with the rope, ready to tie me down and use my body. I was ready to be his whore; his sex slave.


Chapter Ten
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I laid down on the bed and spread my arms and legs wide. Nate started with my ankles and tied them to the bedposts. Next, he moved to my arms and tied my wrists to the top bedposts. I was now unable to move or prevent him from doing anything to my body. He was free to satisfy himself in any way he saw fit.

He got undressed and began to tease me. His hands moved up and down my body, but never touched my tits or my pussy. My skin was so sensitive that his touch would make my pussy tingle no matter where he touched me. I was moaning and enjoying this new pleasure. He got on the bed and moved closer to my head.

He shoved his cock into my mouth and began to face fuck me. I was so turned on by this! I sucked and moaned as his cock fucked my mouth. He pulled his dick out of my mouth and began to rub it all over my face.

“Oh god yes, “ I moaned.

I loved feeling his dick on my face. He shoved his cock back into my mouth and resumed fucking my face. He held my head in place as he worked his dick in and out of my mouth. I was unable to stop him, and I didn’t want to. I wanted him to use me!

His hand moved across the ends of my squeezed nipples which caused me to moan even louder. My god could anything feel better than this!? My pussy was tingling and my toes were curling each time his palm swept across the ends of my nipples. It was like little electrical shocks traveled down my body and into my pussy.

Nate pulled his cock from my face and moved down beside my waist.

“Maybe a little teasing of the pussy is in order?” he said with an evil grin on his face.

I felt his hand sliding up and down the sides of my labia as I moaned and tried to get myself under his hand. But he was quicker than me, keeping his hand just this side of touching my snatch. I knew I had juices dripping from my twat, I could feel it. His finger brushed across my cunt causing me to whimper and moan.

I couldn’t even talk. All I could do was breath heavily and moan with the occasional squeal. He was working magic on my body. His hands slid down the insides of my thighs causing me to wiggle. Goosebumps traveled down my leg when he did that. He moved his hand back up to my tits, but this time he flicked the ends of my nipples.

I jumped when his finger hit the tip of my nipple. The pain was intense but brief. It made my nipples even more sensitive than they already were. He could have played with my nipples all night! His hand finally made its way to my mound as he cupped me. The heat of his hand on my smooth lips made me shiver.

He grabbed a hold of my labia and pulled them out away from my body.

“Oh god!” I moaned.

I had wanted him to do that, I had wanted him to stretch my pussy lips. It was everything I had thought it would be. He released my lips, then grabbed onto each one individually. He pulled them apart and stretched them.

“Oh fuck that feels good,” I managed to squeak out.

He let go of them and slid his finger to my muff. I gyrated my hips as he teased me with the tip of his finger hovering right on the edge of my slit. He finally plunged his finger inside of me causing me to lurch. I swallowed hard as the feeling of something inside of me sent my passion rising.

He slid two more fingers inside of me and finger fucked me while I panted. He was hitting my g-spot with his fingers getting me close to an orgasm.

“You’re going to make me come, I am so close,” I moaned.

Taking this as a challenge, he got his other hand and wet his index finger. I felt it pressing against my asshole, then felt it slip inside of me. He began to finger fuck my asshole with his index finger. That was all it took. I started to come hard.

“Oh god! Oh shit, fuck yes!” I screamed.

He pumped his fingers in and out of my cunt and my ass at the same time. I came so hard I thought I was paralyzed. I couldn’t move at all! Every fiber of my being was tingling with pleasure. He had taken me to the highest level of pleasure I had ever felt.

But just as my orgasm started fading away, he got on top of me and slid his big, fat cock into my pussy. I gasped as it slid deep inside of me. He began to fuck me hard and deep, going faster and faster. I was moaning and panting, my head moving from side to side as his cock slammed into my g-spot over and over again. His pubic bone was hitting my now sensitive clit with each thrust. The combination proved to be too much for me. I started coming again.

“Fuuuuucckkkk!!!” I screamed. “Oh god!”

I came for what seemed like forever as he continued to pound me. If I were to die right now, right in this place, I would have been content to do so. I could not imagine anything feeling any better than this. I was in heaven.

I felt him twitch, then his muscles all went rigid. His cock began to pulse and I knew he was finally having his orgasm.

“Oh yes, cum, baby, cum. Give me that cum!” I yelled.

His cock pumped a lot of cum deep inside of me before he was finished. Sweat had beaded up on his forehead and the sweat on his body gleamed in the dim light. He looked so sexy laying on top of me! He bent forward and kissed me deeply. I was done and so was he. We both seemed to enjoy this little encounter. But my tits were done being clamped.

“Please get this stuff off my tits,” I begged him.

I felt the blood rush back into my nipples, and I wanted to put my hands on them to sooth them. Apparently, it was okay to torture them. That is until I came. Once I did that, it was game over on these babies. Nate untied me and took off my collar. I was so content. We lay there discussing our adventure, each one of us telling the other what we enjoyed most. I had a hard time choosing but finally settled on my nipples. What I felt with them was more than I could describe.


Chapter Eleven

[image: ]

Nate and I enjoyed several encounters over the next few months, but I wanted to do some more. I felt like my apartment was limiting what we could do. So, one night as we ate dinner I brought up a suggestion.

“What do you think about maybe renting a cabin for the weekend so we could do bondage the whole time?” I asked him.

“That could be fun,” he replied as he took a drink of wine.

“I think there are so many things we could do if we found the right cabin. I could be your sex slave all weekend for you to use in any way you wanted.”

“Hmm. That does sound like fun.”

The look on his face was a mixture of being turned on and being devious.

“I’ll do some checking and see if I can find something, okay?” I told him.

“Sure, just send me a link of ones you like.”

We finished dinner and went back to my place. By now, our routine was to sit on the patio and enjoy some wine while we talked. It let us relax and also to be open with each other.

“Did you ever think we would be at this point?” I asked him.

“I never thought I was going to get to date you,” he replied as he glanced over at me.

I smiled and tapped his hand.

“I guess we have to thank Brett for being an asshole. Without him, I don’t know if any of this would have ever happened,” I said.

“Remind me to send him a thank you note,” Nate said laughing.

“Did you check out the two cabins I sent you?”

“Yep. I think the second one is the winner. Not only does the satellite image show it is more secluded, but it has a balcony with beds in it. Bunk beds with ladders.”

“Oh, I can think of some things to do with that!”

“Did you check availability?”

“Yep. We can go in two weeks or next month. Just depends on when you want to go.”

He seemed to ponder when he wanted to go.

“Well, we may as well go in two weeks. The weather will still be decent. By next month, it is going to be cooling down,” he said.

“Okay then, I’ll make the reservation tomorrow. I can’t wait! Any ideas for tying me up?”

“Oh yeah, I have some ideas. But I’m not going to tell you what they are. You’ll just have to wait and see.”

He was teasing me again, making me use my imagination. He knew how to keep me on edge.

“You’re no fun!” I teased him.

It was starting to feel like Nate and I had been together forever. We both hated to be apart from each other. Why we kept two apartments was beyond me. I decided that while we were away at the cabin I would ask him to move in with me. He was practically moved in already. We were just missing his stuff.

The next two weeks were tough for me. I was horny nearly twenty-four hours a day. We had sex almost every single night. All I could think of was the weekend at the cabin. A couple of days before we were to leave, I gave Nate an idea.

“I was thinking,” I said one night at dinner. “Maybe you should be teasing me for a couple of days just to get things heated up for me.”

“What do you mean?” he asked me.

I smiled my evil smile as I set my fork down and looked up at him.

“I want you to use me for the next few days. Maybe you get a blowjob, or you fuck me. Either way, I am not allowed to cum. I think keeping me aroused like that will make the experience even more intense.”

“I can certainly do that.”

“I figured you could. You don’t have to be so eager about torturing me though,” I replied laughing.

“Well, it was your idea. Just remember that when you are begging me to make you come.”

“Sadly, I will. I will probably regret this, but I want to experience it.”

We finished dinner and cleaned up the kitchen. Nate teased me by rubbing my ass or squeezing my tits. He was certainly wasting no time in getting me started. Of course, I also rubbed his ass and his cock when I got the chance. I wasn’t the innocent victim in this, I was a willing participant to my own sexual demise!

When the kitchen was clean, Nate grabbed my hand and led me to the bathroom. He sat me down on the toilet, then dropped his pants.

“Suck it,” he said as he thrust his cock in my face.

I moaned as I slid his shaft into my mouth. Being forced to suck his cock made me instantly wet. Feeling his hard cock sliding in and out of my mouth made me crave his cock in my pussy. Nate bent down and pulled my tits out of the top of my bra and proceeded to twist and tug them. I was squirming on the toilet seat as the shocks traveled from my tits to my pussy.

My mind was in a state of sexual submission as he used me. I loved his control over me, even if it was consensual. Just knowing I was doing what he told me to do was enough. Even if I had not wanted to suck his cock, I would have done it simply because he commanded me to.

He put his hands on either side of my head and held it still. He began to thrust his hips back and forth as he face fucked me. His cock was hitting the back of my throat with each thrust of his hips. I moaned as he did this to me, knowing I had no control over him. I felt his cock twitch, then the usual stiffening of his body as his cock began to unload his spunk down my throat. I sucked his cock until he removed it from my mouth. I wanted him to decide when I was done sucking it.

He put his dick away and simply left the bathroom with me still sitting on the toilet. Well, he was doing just as I had asked. He was using me for his own pleasure. Being left hanging like that made me even more excited. I was now his whore.


Chapter Twelve

[image: ]

Friday evening finally arrived after what seemed like an eternity to my horny body. Nate had done just as I had asked. He had used me for his sexual pleasure for three days. I was made to fuck and suck his cock at his every whim. I felt like a prostitute for three days, and I loved it! Being controlled by a man and made to do whatever he wants was everything I had imagined it would be. I was putty in his hands.

We headed to the cabin right after work and talked about the weekend the whole time.

“I think you should go without underwear the whole weekend,” he said as his hand slid up my thigh. “That way I have access to your pussy anytime I want it.”

Just hearing him say that made me tingle!

“I think you should have something on my neck, ankles, and wrists whenever we are in the cabin. I want to be reminded that I am yours and that you control me,” I told him.

Fuck was I horny! And all of this talk was getting me even more aroused. I didn’t know how long I could take this before I spontaneously came!

Once in a while, he would reach over and squeeze my nipples. I squeezed my legs together and tried to massage my clit with my thighs when he did. I would have done anything at that point.

“So, how are you going to tie me up?” I asked hopeful for some nugget to hold onto.

“Well, you know on the bed for certain. But I also have been researching ways to tie you up. I have some good ideas that should do well.”

“God am I fucking horny!” I told him.

He just smiled and kept driving. We had a three-hour drive until we got to the cabin. He really didn’t say much which left me to my own dirty thoughts of the weekend’s events. At last, we turned down the dirt lane that led to the cabin. The road was lined with willow trees that seemed to cascade over the road like it was a tunnel of love for cars.

As we came around a bend, we saw the sign for the cabin that pointed to a dirt driveway. It was a long drive down the dirt driveway to the cabin, but we soon saw it as we came over a small hill. It was in a small clearing that was surrounded by dense forest. A couple of trees were around the perimeter of the cabin. We pulled up to the side door and got out of the car. The owner had sent a code for the door. Nate put the code in and the door unlocked.

We went inside to check out the inside. It was just as the pictures had shown. A small living room with a flat-screen TV, a couch and chair, and the dining room/kitchen combo was on the first floor. Off to the side were two bedrooms and a bathroom. A spiral staircase wound up to the loft which housed two log bunk beds with ladders on them. My mind was going ninety miles an hour envisioning all the ways Nate could tie me up.

We brought in the luggage and got settled. Nate popped the cork on some wine, and we sat down to unwind from the long drive.

“I think you should go get your collar, your tit collars and the clamps for your nipples,” Nate said as he poured me a second glass of wine. “And come back naked.”

I was so ready for this. I got up and went into the bedroom and opened the suitcase we had packed with our gear. I put on the collar and brought the other items out for Nate to put on me. It felt strangely sexy walking around the cabin completely nude. The thought that someone might look in the windows, or that there were hidden cameras in the cabin never entered my mind. I was simply being obedient.

I sat down next to Nate and he put the collars on my tits and the clamps on my nipples. He sat back and sipped his wine as if this was a normal thing. It didn’t even seem to faze him. But his indifference only added to the stimulation I got from being controlled. If I were truly his whore in real life, he would have treated me like this. I loved the fact that he could play his role so well.

A few times he looked over at me and either flicked my nipples or pulled at my pussy lips. I moaned and squirmed each time. Fuck was I horny! I know the times we had played games at home made me horny, but this was a new level I was reaching. I didn’t know how far he could take me.

“How about we watch some bondage videos to get you in the mood?” he asked.

Get me in the mood? I have been in the mood for days in case you hadn’t noticed! But I was game.

“Okay,” I replied.

He had brought a DVD of movies he had downloaded for this weekend. After some searching, he finally found one that seemed interesting and played it. He had taken off his pants and was sitting beside me just as naked as I was. I had his cock in my hand stroking it slowly. He was already hard.

We watched as the women in the video were tied up in different positions and forced to do different, degrading things. Some had vibrators used on them while others were fucked by a machine. Ropes, leather, and metal devices were used on them. I wanted to know what some of those devices felt like. I could almost imagine some of them on my body.

After watching the video, he stood up, grabbed onto my hair and shoved his cock in my mouth.

“Suck my cock, you whore,” he said forcefully.

I sucked his cock, moaning and wiggling the whole time. His hand had a fistful of my hair as he fucked my mouth. God did I love this! It didn’t take long for him to come, shooting his load into my mouth.

“Swallow my cum, slut,” he instructed me.

I moaned and did as I was told. He kept his cock in my mouth even after it went limp. After several minutes, he finally pulled it from my mouth.

“Did my whore like swallowing my come?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“Did my whore like sucking my cock?”

“Yes.”

“Good, because that is all you are going to get tonight.”

He pulled me to my feet and removed everything but my collar. He led me to the bedroom and had me get under the covers. I was not to be given anymore that night. He had used me for his pleasure and was ready for bed. It was an evening of restless sleep.


Chapter Thirteen
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Nate’s phone rang around seven the next morning. I wondered who was calling him.

“Yes, I’ll get right on it. Sorry. No problem.”

“Who was that?” I asked curious about the conversation.

“Meghan. I forgot to upload that presentation she needed for Monday,” he said. “I need to go into town and find a library so I can send it to her.”

“You didn’t bring your laptop?” I asked.

“No, I forgot it. Besides, the service is so shitty out here I’m not sure I could even use my phone to do it. But I did have in my Dropbox, so all I have to do is log in and send it over to her. Shouldn’t take more than fifteen minutes to do.”

“Yeah, but the town is like thirty minutes away,” I protested.

“Well, then let’s have some fun with this then.”

“How?” I asked.

“I’m going to tie you to the bed and leave you that way until I return. It will make your mind wander until I come back.”

“Oh I think I might just like that,” I said getting tingly inside.

“Why don’t you use the bathroom and get situated. Once you are ready, I’ll tie you up and head into town.”

I used the bathroom and brushed my teeth. I couldn’t stand morning breath. I figured I was as ready as I was going to be. Nate tied me spread eagle to the bed, then stood back and admired his work.

“You’re missing something,” he said looking sort of puzzled.

“What?” I asked.

“I know, you need to be gagged while I am gone.”

He picked up the panties I was wearing yesterday, and with the most wicked smile, he lifted them to his nose, and as his eyes locked with mine, he bit them between his teeth. My jaw slowly dropped open and I could feel myself start to pulse somewhere deep inside. He crawled up the bed over me then lowered his head and dropped them into my mouth.

“I’ll be back shortly to torture you,” he said with a sly smile on his face.

I watched as he walked to the door and opened it. But he immediately turned and came walking back towards me. He gave me an evil grin and walked around the bed, looking over his handy work. I could tell he was contemplating something.

“One more thing. You need to be blindfolded.”

He placed a blindfold on me and I listened as he left the cabin. I heard the car start and the sound of the wheels traveling along the dirt driveway. The sound faded into the distance as I lay there unable to see or speak. Being in this situation was both a bit scary and exciting. What if someone came to the cabin and found me like this? Maybe the owner, seeing the car leave would come here to make sure everything was okay.

Visions of some man finding me and fucking me before Nate got back made me wet. I would not know who had used me, only that I had been fucked by a stranger. Maybe when Nate got back he would act like it wasn’t him and make me believe it was a stranger. Either way, I was horny as fuck just thinking of possible scenarios.

I don’t know how much time had passed, I was lost in my fantasies. I thought I heard something, but as I lay there trying to concentrate, I heard nothing. I went back to my fantasies. I was thinking of ropes being wrapped around my body when I felt a hand on me.

Fuck! Who was that!? I had not heard the car return, nor footsteps. The door never opened. How could someone be touching me? I wanted to scream out, but with the gag in my mouth, I couldn’t. If Nate was trying to give me the ultimate fantasy he was doing a good job of it!

I felt two rather cool hands rubbing my body. They teased my tits and slid up and down my body. It was Nate. I had to be Nate. He had snuck into the cabin to give me this. I moaned and went along with it. I could feel him sucking my hard nipples as his hand teased my pussy. One nipple, then the other was sucked and nibbled on.

I could feel his fingers sliding up and down my slit, stopping for a few seconds to tease my snatch. I felt his tongue begin to lick my neck, then down my shoulder and in between my tits. He licked all around the outside of my tits, driving me crazy. I was squirming as much as I could, wanting something, anything, to touch my pussy.

I felt his hand slide across my outer lips as he cupped me. Strangely, his hand was rather smooth and not rough like I had remembered. Or maybe it was because I was blindfolded that my senses were enhanced. I felt the bed move a bit near my head and knew he was going to make me suck his cock.  My panties were taken out of my mouth and I swallowed a couple of times to moisten my mouth. I then opened my mouth ready to take all of him.

But instead, I felt pressure on the other side of my head. Was he straddling my head? I felt something smooth against my lips. I knew what that was. It was pussy lips! A woman was sitting on my face! I panicked just a bit as I realized this had not been Nate all along, but some woman. I tried to move, but I was tied down too well. She moved her pussy over my mouth coating it with her juices. I realized having her cunt on my face was turning me on.

I relaxed and with that, she began to move her hips back and forth, moving her slit across my lips. I couldn’t yell because of her pussy being pressed to my mouth. I began to lick her as I liked to be licked. I had never thought of eating another woman out, but strangely enough, this turned me on. I began to enjoy licking her pussy and tasting her juices. She moaned and moved her hips to the movement of my tongue.

I felt her pussy contracting against my chin and knew she was about to come. She moaned and leaned forward as her orgasm started. I could feel her cunt pulsing on my mouth as I tried to suck the cum out of her. I lapped at her clit and her lips as she came. I now knew what Nate felt when I came on his mouth.

Once her orgasm was over, she got off my face and kissed me deeply. She placed my panties back in my mouth. I felt her get off the bed and that was it. No other noise. No movement, no door opening, and closing. I wondered if she was on the couch. I wondered if Nate had planned this. I was going to have to thank him for this. Maybe this was his plan to have his threesome fantasy.

If it was, I was okay with it as long as I got to taste pussy again. Besides, I think it would be hot to lick another woman’s juices from Nate’s cock while he fucked her. A new fantasy began to form in my mind as I imagined a threesome taking place.


Chapter Fourteen
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I don’t know how much longer I had laid there before I heard the tires on the dirt driveway. Nate was back. I heard the car door shut then the key code put in the door. His footsteps came closer to me as he came into the bedroom.

He removed the gag and kissed me deeply.

“How was the wait?” he asked me.

“You planned that didn’t you?” I asked.

“Planned what? The file needing to be sent?”

“Yes.”

“Why would you say that?” he asked removing my blindfold.

“Well, didn’t you send that woman here?”

“What woman?”

I looked into the living room and saw no one. Either I had been dreaming, or he was playing games with me.

“There was a woman in here while you were gone,” I said starting to get a bit irritated.

Nate got up and went into the main part of the cabin. He checked the bathroom and the other bedroom, then went to the loft. He came back and untied me.

“There is no one else in here,” he said. “You must have had a dream.”

“That was no dream. I can still smell her scent.”

“What happened?”

“She rubbed her hands all over me, then sat on my face and made me eat her out.”

“Then where is she?”

“I don’t know. I never heard a door open, and I never heard a car or anything.”

“I think you have just been too aroused, fell asleep and had a vivid dream. Why don’t we take a break and go into town for the day?”

“I suppose that could have been it, but it seemed so real. Let me grab a shower and then we can go.”

I took a hot shower, then got dressed. Nate was ready for me when I came out of the bedroom.

“Did I mention you are a very sexy woman?” he asked as he kissed me.

“A few times, but you can keep telling me, I don’t mind,” I replied.

We left the cabin and went into town. It was a small town nestled in the valley between two maintain ridges. Quaint shops lined Main Street. We window shopped at some and wandered through other ones. The people were friendly and helpful as we asked about the town. For lunch, we found a greasy spoon diner that one of the locals had recommended. Sometimes greasy food is just what the doctor ordered.

We left satisfied and ready for some more exploration. Nate took me to the library where he had used the computer to send his file. They had a history section of the town. I liked history and wanted to know more about the area. You never knew what interesting details would surface.

We read about the town being founded in the late 1700’s after some trappers discovered this basin between the mountains. With fertile soil from the riverbed, the settlers soon moved in and made this their home. But it wasn’t without risk. The native American’s who had lived on this land for centuries did not like the settlers setting up housekeeping on their land. Many raids were conducted to try and drive them out, but they failed. Instead, most of the tribes were wiped out from diseases the new inhabitants carried. A silent weapon that they were not prepared to face.

But one story stood out to me. It was about a woman whose husband had been killed by the Indians while out on a hunting trip. When he failed to return home, she set out to find him knowing something was wrong. When she found him, vultures had eaten most of his flesh. She tried to bring his body back for proper burial, but the natives caught her.

Wanting to make an example of her, they stripped her down naked and tied her between two trees. The natives took turns raping her. Even the women used her. When she was found, she was near death. She cursed the natives and said she would haunt her home for the rest of time. She would return the sexual acts to those who trespassed on her land.

“Wow, that is one gruesome story,” I told Nate as we left the library.

“I’m sure a lot of these old towns are full of stories like that,” he replied. “There was a lot of death and torture by the Indians back then.”

“They sure were some vicious people, weren’t they.”

“By our standards now, yes. Back then not so much. We did worse to them.”

“I don’t know how people can be like that. I guess the times, living conditions, and other things made them that way.”

“Superstition was probably the main factor. People back then didn’t understand the world as we do. There were no explanations for a lot of things we now accept as normal.”

“I suppose you’re right.”

We left town and headed back to the cabin. We had stopped at a local store and picked up some hot dogs and chips for dinner. Neither one of us wanted anything heavy to eat.

“You ready to continue our little adventure when we get back?” Nate asked me as we drove to the cabin.

“Absolutely,” I replied feeling my tingles starting back up.

“I had an idea for tying you up. I can’t wait to try it.”

“I can’t wait to find out what it is!”

We made it back to the cabin just as the sun was going down. The red glow of the sun as it dipped below the mountains was such a beautiful sight. I made sure to get a picture of it on my cell phone. Once inside, Nate had me strip down naked once again. My heart was racing as the anticipation of what he was going to do to me began to make my spine tingle.

Nate had me stand under the loft railing. He got the rope and ran a length down between the supports and attached them to my wrists. He then lifted my arms and tied them up above my head. He took another length of rope and wrapped it around my waist, tying it just above my ass. Next, he ran the rope in between my legs and between my pussy lips. It was tied to the rope around my waist.

The rope running over my pussy felt awesome! Nate would tug at it making the rope rub against my clit. I moaned each time he did that to me. He grabbed some more rope, and I watched as he made an adjustable loop. He grabbed my left tit and put the loop over it. He pulled the rope tight, clamping my boob with it. He took the rope and wrapped it around my tit until there were four or five layers of rope wrapped around it making it very hard. He continued the rope over to my other tit and wrapped it as well. He tied the rope in the center between my tits.

He brought out the clamps and attached them to my nipples as I closed my eyes and moaned with pleasure. He was right, this was an awesome feeling being trussed up like this. All I needed now was for him to make me come. I was ready for my orgasm.


Chapter Fifteen
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Nate brought out some more rope and tied it to my right ankle. He ran the rope up to the loft, then pulled my leg up so it was out to my side. My pussy was now wide open. He came back downstairs and stood back, admiring his handiwork.

“Now that is what I called all tied up,” he said as he walked up close to me.

He reached up and rubbed his palms across my nipples. My knee quivered from his touch and from the sensation of being tied up like this. He moved one hand down between my legs and rubbed my pussy. His hot hand on my slit made me shudder just a tad with anticipation. He removed his hand, then I felt the smack of it as he slapped my pussy.

I gasped and swallowed hard as the pain from his smack hit my brain. It stung pretty good but didn’t last long. He smacked my pussy three more times before rubbing his hands on me, soothing the sting. I was okay with this, but if he did it too much it was going to start hurting. I think he realized that area was quite sensitive because he only smacked my pussy a couple more times.

He walked behind me, then shoved two fingers into my pussy. I moaned loudly as he penetrated me and began to finger fuck me. I was whimpering and my one leg was shaking from being so horny. I wanted to come so bad! Nate removed his fingers and replaced it with his big, fat cock. I gasped when he slid deep into me and began to pump his dick in and out of my pussy.

The sound of his body slapping against mine filled the small cabin. Each thrust of his hips brought out a moan and a pant. He was fucking me hard like I had wanted him too. My body was responding to being restrained and my mind simply went blank, feeling nothing but pleasure.

Nate pulled his cock out of my pussy, then began to untie me. My leg and arms were released and I massaged them as the blood rushed back into them. My tits were still bound and my nipples clamped. Nate walked me over to the spiral staircase and put the pole between my tits. He tied me to the pole with ropes around my body.

He attached the rope to one nipple clamp, then around the pole to the other one. He pulled them tight so my nipples were stretched out, then tied the rope. My hands were tied behind my back. He got on the steps and put his cock in my mouth and began to fuck me with it. My nipples stretched and relaxed as he fucked my mouth, sending sharp tingles of pain down to my already wet pussy.

His cock was stiff and some of his pre-cum dripped onto my tongue. I wanted more, I wanted his cum. But he removed his cock before he came and walked back down the stairs. He untied me and walked me up to the loft. He had me face the railing, then bent me over at the waist.

He tied my arms out wide to the railing, then spread my legs wide and tied my ankles to the supports. He had found a small section of chain which he draped over the rope between my nipples causing them to stretch out away from me once again. He pushed the chain which rocked back and forth on my stretched nipples.

I felt him behind me, then his cock slid into me.

“Oh, fuck does that feel good! Fuck me, fuck me hard with your fat cock!  Fuck your whore!” I screamed.

He started fucking me hard, slamming his dick into my pussy. Each forceful thrust made the chain stretch my nipples even more.

“Oh god, I’m going to come!” I screamed.

I felt the pressure building, then all of a sudden my body began to shake. My orgasm hit hard and fast as my twat pulsed against his driving shaft. All I could do was scream with pleasure as my body froze. His cock drilled my pussy as I came. My body was almost drained of energy from that orgasm. But Nate was not finished. It was probably a good thing I was restrained like I was.

With his cock still pounding my cunt, I felt the pressure of an orgasm building yet again. How could I come again so fast? I shuddered and began convulsing as wave two swept over me.

“Oh my god! Holy fuck! Shit!” I screamed.

I was almost to the point of speaking in tongues!

He slammed into me one last time and I finally felt his pulsing and knew he had finally had his orgasm. I tried to wiggle my hips, but I don’t think I had the strength to do much. He emptied his load inside of me, then leaned forward and kissed my back. I shuddered as goosebumps ran down my body. I was so satisfied and completely overwhelmed with pleasure.

Nate pulled out of me and untied me. I turned around and hugged him as tightly as I could. I wanted him to know how much I loved what he had done to and with me.

“I think I love you,” I said breathily.

“I know I love you,” he replied.

We kissed deeply as we stood there in the loft, the smell of our sex filling the room. Both of us were sweaty and worn out. My legs felt like wet noodles as I walked down the spiral staircase. I needed water! I got a drink of water then sat down on the couch next to Nate. I leaned over on him and put my hand across his chest.

He put his arm around me and pulled me close. He kissed my head and relaxed back into the couch. What a weekend! I had worried so much that my fantasy would wind up being awful when in reality it was way better than I had imagined. So much pleasure and so many tingles, shocks, and sensations I had never known existed. I just could not imagine going back to regular sex. This was what I had always wanted. This was what I lived for. I wanted to feel these pleasures for the rest of my life.


Chapter Sixteen
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I awoke at some point during the night and could not go back to sleep. I was afraid of waking Nate up, so I got out of bed and went into the living room. I closed the bedroom door and flipped on the TV to watch something. I was watching some old movie when I heard a noise coming from the bedroom. It sounded like Nate was masturbating. I hit the mute button on the TV so I could hear better.

It sure sounded like sex taking place in the bedroom. I quietly got up and slowly opened the bedroom door. As the bed came into view, my eyes widened, and I nearly fell over with shock. A woman was on top of Nate fucking him. She was riding him, but he was laying on his back with his arms wide as if she had him pinned down to the bed. I screamed, and the woman and Nate looked over at me. His eyes widened as he realized the woman was not me.

I felt myself being moved towards the bed, and no matter how hard I tried, I could not stop myself. It was like someone else was in control of my body. I knew I was ready for this, and so did my body. I lay on the bed with my head by Nate’s. The woman got off Nate, then turned around and put her pussy in my face. Now I knew whose cunt I had licked earlier that day. It was hers!

She sat on my face as she sucked Nate’s cock into her mouth. I could taste her sex as she rocked back and forth, trying to come. Nate’s eyes were wide as he looked over at me, then down at his cock. She was taking all of him down her throat. Her juices were running down my chin as she began to moan and wiggle. Nate tensed up, then shot his load into her mouth just as she came on my face.

I felt her hand go between my legs as she began to rub my clit. She was still coming on my face and sucking Nate’s cum when I started to cum. Just knowing I was eating out a female had made me cum. She slowed down her hips and her fingers then got off of me. She got off the bed, turned and smiled, then walked into the living room.

I watched as she left through the front door, completely naked.

“Who the fuck was that?” he asked as he sat up.

“I believe that was the woman from yesterday,” I said looking towards the living room.

“Where the hell did she come from?”

“I told you a woman was with me earlier. Believe me now?”

“Yeah, I believe you. I’m sorry I ever doubted you.”

“That was incredibly sexy, I don’t care what you say.”

“It was scary at first, but she sure could suck a mean dick.”

“I wonder if she’ll be back?”

“Who knows. But I wouldn’t be averse to having her again, how about you?”

“Not in the least. She can sit on my face any time she wants.”

We lay back down in bed and talked about the encounter for quite a while. The sun was going to be up soon and our time at the cabin would be over. We wondered if this happened to other people who had stayed here. We procrastinated as long as we could hoping she would come back, but she never did. We finally packed up and headed home.

“I was wondering something,” I said after we hit the freeway.

“What’s that?” he asked.

“Why don’t you just move in with me? I mean you practically live there now as it is. We can split the costs and save money.”

“I suppose that would work. I’ve actually considered it myself.”

“Then it’s settled. We can move your stuff in next weekend.”

Nate moved in with me and we enjoyed many a night of bondage and control. Of course, my favorite was when I got to be his whore and slut. I loved it when he used my body. Whenever he restrained me, it was like heaven. We talked about the cabin on and off, always wanting to go back and see if we could recreate what had happened. But time and circumstances never did allow for it. We just filed that one away as one of those awesome experiences.
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