
JULIE WINTERS

Mental Sex

Copyright © 2025 by Julie Winters

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.

First edition


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Billionaire Sugar

Foreword

Contents

Foreword................................ v

1 The Huntsman and Kitty Fox................. 1

2 Wife for Rent................. 6

3 Hotel F_____g Machine................. 10

4 Faceless Men (I)................. 21

5 Faceless men (II)................. 22

6 Lick me and fuck me................. 28

7 ZERO Movement................. 34

8 Fuck Me with A Carrot................. 39

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Foreword

[image: ]


WELCOME to my small part of the world, if you can imagine a bouncy Spaniel Dog, jumping and flying around a field chasing a bright sparkly ball, well that describes me in the world of Sex. Always inquisitive, keen to learn, and bury my nose in all things fetish, fantasy, healthy, taboo, unusual, extreme and F____ awful.

Am I here to shock?, yes, but with a purpose, my aim is to allow people to read and wonder about acts or things they would never have considered in the past, reading fuels the imagination, hopefully also I will increase Sex lives or at least sexual activity, when I first started writing tales for friends I loved it when friends and neighbours contacted with “please write more, I have never been shagged so much”, that happened so often, it spurred me to write the books.

Readers are the most important part of an author’s process, without them we have nothing, and yes I would love to hear from you all, in 2026 I will be launching author’s website and social media, so everybody can see the shocks to come.

This book is a mere taster of what’s to come with a heady mixture of 400 plus chapters to arrive across the “Mental Sex” ranges,

As my Dear friend Steve commented, “For crying out loud, I have been filming in the kink and adult industry for over 40 years, and your stuff still F_____ shocks me”

Now this is my plan

Four book types


●  Mental Sex Black series-Truth based Mainstream to Extreme tales

●  Mental Sex-Red series- Fantasy Mainstream to Extreme tales

●  Mental Sex-Pink Series - Toned down versions for our younger more delicate readers

●  Mental Sex-Red/Black Series - OMG these are Seriously F_____d Up Tales, subscription only as beyond WILD


I now cast my net and hope to catch some great readers and long-term loyal fans

1

The Huntsman and Kitty Fox

Roger surveyed the crumbling barn, as he inhaled the pungent odours, he mused at the decaying leather and unkempt saddles of glories past, sad, his iconic days were over now. The days of andrenaline fuelled romps, chaos, noise, laughter, and belonging were spent, still as his muscles flexed he hoisted the chains over his shoulder, he had a different prey now. Patting his favourite ex hunting dog, he beckoned Trebaris to follow. Smiling, tomorrow was going to be a good day, Trebaris had found a fox, one he could hunt legally, he just had a nose for that sort of thing.

Kitty Fox lay in her lair, nose quivering, the scent of exhaustion inhaled by flared nostrils, hair damp, she groomed her tail, she knew what was coming, she felt it in the air, ever since that strange dog had invaded her space, she was fortunate, the dog was an ex hunter so she came to no harm, still somehow she knew she would meet that dog again. The call of the fox was strong, the call of the huntsman was stronger she knew. The huntsman was an unstoppable force, innate hunger, biology, call it what you will, she was hunted, she will always be hunted, and she will be caught, what is more powerful to the huntsman, the hunt or the capture, she mused, the pain of capture, the confinement.

Roger tapped Trebaris sharply on the nose, that fucking dog is always sniffing my cock, playfully he pushed him away, “you young man have done your job, and thank you; so now fuck off”, he laughingly thrust the dog away.

Ruefully he swiped his phone, went to P, found his target and typed the precise message, “the hunt is on, see you tomorrow “

Kitty Fox, startled by the sudden intrusion of her silence, picked up the phone, read the message, her pussy squirmed, her loins heated, her tummy fluttered,

With ragged breathing she lowered already moist fingers down to where she had started earlier, as her moist folds wetted, she slightly arched imaging the powerful loins of Roger enmeshed with her, this is what she lived for, this was the existence of a kitty fox, to be hunted, to obey, to fulfill, and basically fuck her master, hard, wantonly, wherever and when ever he commanded, kitty foxes had no control,, they were not born for control, they were simply furry bundles of care, compassion and pure sex. At the last tempest, kitty fox shuddered to a breathless halt, wiped her fingers on her tail, gently eased the fox tail from her anal rose bud, she never knew which hole Master would fuck her in, they all had to be kept serviceable. She was fortunate, though, and she was sure it was why Master kept her around, she had an incredible pussy, no matter what Master inserted human or animate, her pink folds constantly glistened and always kept shape, unlike other foxes she knew, where there hunted days drew to an end, when regular use or childbirth rendered them loose. Still nature can be cruel.

Roger considered whether to take the Bentley or Range Rover, both black, both magnets for the opposite sex, and now again the same sex, wherever he went he was admired, even hunted himself, being the heir of a magazine empire, really he had it all, his pick of women, travel no object, friends aplenty both genuine and shallow, and yet he hunted.

Kitty Fox, showered, changed, spent her usual 40 minutes doing breakfast and chores, Master always insisted on a clean lair, all day she would be heating and boiling inside, she packed three pairs of panties, she would need these, by the end of the day, all, three would be soaked in anticipation, after all that was how Trebaris found her a few weeks ago. Closing her handbag she exited her lair and headed for the City, hedge fund manager by day, fuck fox at night, well sometimes. As the train swayed, she reflected how Trebaris, found her pussy, Oxford street was busy as always, she had spotted the gait of the dog change as it homed in from 50 yards, it’s nose amongst a sea of pussy, yet it had dragged its Master to her, she remembered looking down as the damn dog had its nose rammed in her chinos, damp patch to damp patch a perfect pair made. Laughingly she shoved the dog away as the owner breathlessly caught up and scolded him with warm affection. She was taken aback when the owner questioned the dog “ is this the one? “.

With a glint in his eye, and a somewhat magnetic force, the dog owner introduced him self as Roger, the soon to be Kitty Fox introduced herself as Clair, he passed her his card, as fingertips brushed she felt the charge, her already moistened folds, thanks to the dog, engorged yet more, as her folds pulsed she casually asked Roger, what he was doing in London, grabbing the dog, he turned and faced her, with a more stern tone he simply replied “hunting, call me at 7pm this evening “ and strode off. Mouth slightly agape, jostled by the crowd, Claire stood there, pink folds still wet, her back sheening now with damp, she uttered more to herself “yes Master”

All day she found it difficult to concentrate, her usual powerful controlling Persona was basically fucked, she knew soon she had to and wanted to enter the headspace of fuckee, that wonderful feeling where she would ride Rogers cock with abandonment, oblivious to the world, fuckee headspace was different to sex, far different, she was hunted, captured, owned, she had no rights, she had no agenda. Master was her agenda, he cared for her, he protected her, he caressed her for a job well done, and yes he fucks her hard, any hole, anywhere, it simply did not matter, she was her Masters, her masters charge, she was freed of decisions, she was freed of choice, she was free in her headspace, her safe space and with that her juices poured. She reflected on past conquests, one miserable orgasm a night if she was lucky, she was the dominant one or so she thought, it was her who pounced and dragged the men home on passionate fuelled one night stands, how wrong she was, how unfulfilled, all these years wasted on meaningless vanilla sex, cursing slightly she knew she should have followed her childhood instincts when Daddy used to reprimand her and she got wet. Now she was a dominee, a little, a pet, but most of all a Fox.

7Pm her phone chirped a txt, reading that her Master was on route and 10 minutes away, Kitty Fox brushed her tail, knelt down and crawled into her waiting cage, closing the doors, she reached through and snapped the bolt locks shut, now she was her Masters, there was nothing she could do, the head space began, her worldly concerns dropped, she felt the alpha tensions float away, her loins sprang to life, her senses
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