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"Tell me what you want," his expert fingers moved down from my cheek to my neck, going ever so slowly down sending pleasurable tingles through me. 

"Please," I moaned, pulling against the cuffs that held my arms and legs to the metal slab. I was bound, naked and spreadeagle, on the special sex table that he had gotten from a sale just a day before. He was eager to try it out. So eager, in fact, that he had insisted I take the day off work. 

I was more than eager to comply with his demand.

"Please what?" he growled, his voice a deep vibration that sent shivers through my already inflamed skin. 

His fingers continued to create a blazing trail down my skin and I felt myself melting into the table. My mind was a hot mess of wanting him to touch me further down and wishing he would stop completely. 

The cold metal chains on my wrists and ankles made sure I couldn't get away, but it allowed me just enough space to arch outwards, lifting my spine off the table to push myself closer to him. 

"Please..." I pleaded, my brain cells electrified to mush. He had been touching me for what felt like an eternity, somehow managing to miss all the spots I wanted him to. 

At first I was still making coherent sentences. 

"Please, touch my pussy... fuck me hard... pinch my nipples..." 

Then that dissolved into. 

"Ohh... that feels good... further down... I'm so wet, please, I'm burning..."

Now all I could manage were single-word pleas that meant absolutely nothing as he continued to tease my body. I was a burning, throbbing mess of nerves and wanton desire, twitching and pulling against the metal chains in vain hopes that he would pleasure me. 

"Do you like it when I touch you here?" 

Acute surges of desire coursed through my veins and I cried out when his fingers touched the burning folds between my legs. Wetness seeped out of me and I arched my back to better accept him. 

"Yes," I breathed. "Yes!" 
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Wedding Day
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"What do you mean he's not here yet?" I muttered, careful not to tilt the veil. I knew I was being overly cautious. A tornado couldn't have moved the veil out of place. I just needed something to do with my hands. 

All I wanted was a nice, simple wedding at a beach with a nice, normal man who loved me for me.

Was that too much to ask? 

Evidently so. 

The groom was nowhere to be found. 

"I couldn't find him in the groom's changing room, but I'm sure the guys will find him outside or something," Lisa said, looking flushed and breathless. 

"Or something," I echoed, sitting completely still. 

My reflection looked back at me in absolute shock. I didn't feel as shocked as I looked though. It wasn't unlike Jason to be late to his own wedding. Wisps of brown hair escaped my upswept hairstyle and I tugged it back in place hastily. It wasn't as if I was a big priority in his life. 

I tried to keep my thoughts positive, but it was getting harder by the second. My fiancé was far from perfect. He's had his share of affairs but we always managed to get through them and make our relationship a little stronger in the process. At least, that's what I liked to believe. He had been there for me when my parents were killed a car accident and I would be forever indebted to him for that. 

Sure, he wasn't the best boyfriend in the world but at least the sex was good...

...

"Tell me what you want," his expert fingers moved down from my cheek to my neck, going ever so slowly down sending pleasurable tingles through me. 

"Please," I moaned, pulling against the cuffs that held my arms and legs to the metal slab. I was bound, naked and spreadeagle, on the special sex table that he had gotten from a sale just a day before. He was eager to try it out. So eager, in fact, that he had insisted I take the day off work. 

I was more than eager to comply with his demand.

"Please what?" he growled, his voice a deep vibration that sent shivers through my already inflamed skin. 

His fingers continued to create a blazing trail down my skin and I felt myself melting into the table. My mind was a hot mess of wanting him to touch me further down and wishing he would stop completely. 

The cold metal chains on my wrists and ankles made sure I couldn't get away, but it allowed me just enough space to arch outwards, lifting my spine off the table to push myself closer to him. 

"Please..." I pleaded, my brain cells electrified to mush. He had been touching me for what felt like an eternity, somehow managing to miss all the spots I wanted him to. 

At first I was still making coherent sentences. 

"Please, touch my pussy... fuck me hard... pinch my nipples..." 

Then that dissolved into. 

"Ohh... that feels good... further down... I'm so wet, please, I'm burning..."

Now all I could manage were single-word pleas that meant absolutely nothing as he continued to tease my body. I was a burning, throbbing mess of nerves and wanton desire, twitching and pulling against the metal chains in vain hopes that he would pleasure me. 

"Do you like it when I touch you here?" 

Acute surges of desire coursed through my veins and I cried out when his fingers touched the burning folds between my legs. Wetness seeped out of me and I arched my back to better accept him. 

"Yes," I breathed. "Yes!" 

Blood hummed in my veins and the burning heat between my legs screamed out for him. His fingers traced circled around my hole, teasing the sensitive, engorged nub of flesh before finally penetrating into the hole and I was lost to him completely. 

He bent down and took my nipple into his mouth as he fingered me, burying his finger knuckle-deep into my sweet heat and curving. 

"How 'bout here?" he asked again, his lips so close to my nipple that I could feel the warmth of his breath against my skin.

Without waiting for a response, he lowered his head to my other nipple and sucked it into his mouth, tongue flicking over the tip of my pebbled nipple while grabbing my breast with his free hand. With his other hand, he continued pulling his finger out and entering me slowly. My eyes narrowed to a half mast and I felt my walls tightening to his finger, trying to trap him inside me to no avail as he continued pulling his finger outwards and inwards with devastating slowness.

"Oh god!" I gasped, familiar longing squeezing in my belly. If I thought his teasing was bad, this was even worse. I felt as if I was kept perpetually on the verge of orgasm. The tight, almost-there strokes of his tongue and fingers sent my mind into a whirlpool of lust and desire. 
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