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Holly was free, or about to be. Her
husband had been a controlling pain in the ass, and had not been
very satisfying to top it off. Now that he was gone if not
forgotten, she didn’t know what to do with herself, but one thing
was certain, she wanted to make up for some lost time. The need in
her loins had only been made worse by her ex’s inability to satisfy
her needs, and it had left her needful in ways that she could
hardly comprehend at the moment. What she did know was that she had
to get laid and soon or lose what was left of her fragile
sanity.

They had already separated once, and
though she wished she had not wasted that year trying to resurrect
feelings long dead and decayed, she did have a memory of that
moment in time, when she’d thought him already gone, and her need
had driven her to seek the comfort of another. They had talked
online, and even though she was nervous, she had met him once, and
the memory of that steamy encounter had kept her warm more than one
night. Now, she wondered if he was still around, and if he’d have
an interest in revisiting that night.

She’d friended him on her secret social
media account that she maintained to fuel her fantasies through her
abysmal marriage, and logging in to that account, she was pleased
to note that he was online. Before her courage could fail, she sent
him a message, asking how he was doing, and to her surprise he
responded almost immediately.

For his part, he’d remembered their
time quite fondly, but feared she had not enjoyed herself, for he’d
not heard from her sense, except a message saying she was getting
back with her husband. In the interim, he’d been divorced himself,
which had shaken his world. Having been in a swinging relationship
that was happy and secure for many years, when his own wife had
suddenly lost her mind over a boy that he knew could not satisfy
her sexually, he’d been confused and uncertain to say the
least.

Still, when she contacted him, he’d
been seeking play partners anew, and she had been an exhilarating
partner. He had not hesitated to talk to her, and trusting his
instincts, he had guided the conversation to discover what it was
that really made her tick. When he’d realized that her secret
perversions could match his own, if she could be encouraged to
yield to them, then she had the potential to be the best among
those he shared himself with.

Holly was surprised by his conversation
and the direction it kept leading, but at the same time she could
not deny that his words and line of questioning made her panties
wet. Her secret desire for just such a lover was something that she
could not deny to herself, even when she thought something must be
wrong with her to entertain such unusual ideas, but he consistently
reminded her that there was nothing at all unnatural about her
desires, only the depravity of modern society had taught her that
her desires were wrong. She wasn’t fully convinced, but when he
talked of submission, that was something she could accept, and he
assured her that when she submit completely, all her other desires
would be hers without guilt. For she was no longer in control at
that point, and the responsibility for her actions were solely his
own.

She’d read a little about BDSM, and a
few other things that made her blush even more, and her history
included some things that she would never have admitted to her
husband, yet she spoke to him about them freely, and before she
knew it she had agreed to meet him, and explore her submission. She
had doubts, but he had excited her so that she could not resist
discovering if indeed he was as exciting as he sounded.

He picked her up that next night, and
took her back to his place. She was uncertain and a little
frightened, but he had assured her that he would stop at the first
mention of her safe word. He was a large powerful man, and there
was little she could do to stop him if he didn’t honor that
agreement, but she was sure from their talk and the one prior
meeting that he would not harm her. He talked about doing things
with her that she found frightening, but at the same time, she
couldn’t help but get wet at the thought of him holding her down
and making her take his cock in her ass; a thing she had never
enjoyed before on those rare occasions when she’d been coerced into
it.

Rather than taking her immediately,
he’d made her a drink, and they sat and talked for a time. Most of
the talk was about sex, but still, the relatively normalcy of it
all put her at ease, until he took her hand and asked her the
question she knew not how to answer. “Are you prepared to become a
slave; to do as you are instructed?”

The question was pretty much the
summation of their discussions right up until this moment, and she
though it scared her, the words “yes Master” flowed from her
instantly and she realized that yielding to him was going to free
her from her fear. She need only follow his directions, and he
would take the responsibility for providing both of them with the
pleasure they sought.

He said nothing more but extended his
hand. Holly knew, even as she placed her hand in his and allowed
him to lead her to his room, that she was about to experience
something utterly new to her, and it thrilled her. Laid out on his
bed were several items, most of which she recognized. That which
caught her eye first was two items whose purpose she could hardly
mistake. The first was a belt, which might not have brought the
intended purpose, had it not been lying right beside a
flogger.

“Remove your clothing slut”
he ordered, and she moved quickly to comply. She was somewhat
apprehensive as he stared at her openly while she removed her
clothing. She had rarely been talked to in such a commanding tone,
nor was the term he used to describe her one that under any other
circumstances would make her thighs dampen, yet here and now that
is exactly what was happening.

He wrapped her in his strong arms, and
kissed her most lovingly for a few moments, making her wonder how
much of this was real and how much mere stage play, but the answer
was swiftly delivered. She was just beginning to relax into his
kiss when he abruptly stopped. He was still fully dressed, but she
realized he had freed his cock from his pants when he took her hand
and guided it to it. Holly was pleased with how rigid it was and as
she’d remembered, he was well endowed but not ridiculously so. She
was nervous enough about his outspoken plan to have her ass without
worrying over much that he would have a cock the size of her lower
arm. She’d had a few oversized ones in the past, and her poor pussy
ached for days after; she did not want to think about what they
would have done to her tight little asshole.

He didn’t let her fondle him overmuch,
but nudged her shoulders down, and Holly took the hint quickly,
dropping to her knees and enveloping his manhood in her hot wet
mouth. He tasted as she had remembered, and she didn’t mind
suckling at his cock. The first time they had met, she remembered,
he’d not cum until she was sucking him, after he had made her cum
again and again. She had not known if his stamina was typical for
him, but she was certain it was not typical for men in general. She
was in what she thought was her comfort zone, until his strong
hands
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