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I awoke in darkness and a complex mix of strange physical sensations.   My mind was curiously blank as to where I was and why.   A horrid migraine was also starting at the back of my throbbing head.   Not unusual in this day and age for a girl to be feeling.   Perfectly normal I fact.   My back ached and my mouth felt too full.
I deduced I had been drinking a bit too much or I had been drugged or a bit of both.   Vaguely I recalled a scrumptious dinner with a new guy called Phil.   It had been a first date for the both if us.   I sure hoped it was Phil banging away between my knees.  It would be embarrassing and shameful to not know who was fucking you.   Not the first time that had happened to me though.   

Normally, I do not put out on my first date.  After all I was a good girl or tried to be so.   I guessed Phil and I had a disagreement on that matter since I was bound, gagged and hooded.   Not an unusual event for a single cute girl in the city.   Nowadays a woman had to survive as best as she could and free meals and nice boyfriends were far and few in between.  
Attempting to argue about this hard pussy insertion, I moaned as loud as I could: “HRRMMPPHH!”   A typical senseless girl protest that he ignored except to squeeze my left tit in reply.   I squealed in further unwise response which he enjoyed of course since he kept squeezing my poor tit.   
My head was clearing as I awoke under his vigorous attack.  A girl had to react when her pussy was being fucked.   It did provoke some lust in me.   Being secured gave me a more than adequate feeling of helplessness which added to the zest.   
I carefully examined my current predicament.

1. My gag was wet and chewy, probably my panties.   Guys just loved to stuff a girl’s mouth with panties.   I had wondered if I would let Phil to take them off.  I guess he did.
2. Some rope of other strip forced my gag deep into my mouth making me grimace.

3. A hood enveloped my head.   Probably my pillow case which would have been handy.

4. Wrists were crossed and cuffed with steel behind me.   Steel was quite permanent for a girl and allowed no hope of escape.
5. Ankles were neatly crossed and secured to my wrists in a neat little hogtie which kept me vulnerable and unable to resist.   

6. Phil was buried between my thighs.  

7. My wiggling was involuntary and caused intense pleasure for Phil.

8. Ankles were locked to the base of the bed.  I tugged and attempted to escape but I was at the limit of my tether.

9. The cute high heels I had selected were still on me.   Phil must have liked them which pleased me no end.

So there I wiggled as my date got his monies worth for the evening.   I could only moan and make the occasional muffled protest to add to my date’s pleasure.    Pretty and vulnerable for him to enjoy.  I was just asking for it in this secured position.  Eventually I would be untied once used and abused.   Or so I hoped.   
With not much else to do my memories began to return even as Phil banged away incessantly.   I had indeed invited him up to my apartment which was definitely invitational.   Well I had been tipsy and Phil’s hands had wandered all over my body squeezing tits and ass and he French kissed me.   Briefly I had playfully resisted slapping at intruding fingers and sassing him when he became a bit too crude.   
But my nipples and clit were dead giveaways being stiff and aroused.   Phil had certainly noticed and reacted as a guy would.   I supposed my body was saying yes.   
I had said good night a few times.   He pressed his erection up against my belly.   Good night I insisted.   Hello said his cock.   Of course had some handcuffs ready.   Condoms, rope and cuffs were standard issue for a guy.   

Removing my panties for me he had presented them to my full red lips.   What could a girl say then?   I did what a girl usually did and soon chewed my panties unhappily making stupid girl sounds.  Carrying me to my very own bed, I was dumped and greedily molested.   He bumped my head against a bed post and I was unconscious.    
Well sometimes a date has to put out.   A would be boyfriend would insist upon it.   My gag kept me quiescent and accommodating.   My bound hands were uncomfortable enough to keep my ass humping.   By morning I might be tame enough and grateful too to give his cock a good licking.   Knowing a man I would be forced to choke it all down.

Her exertions did feel good.  I wiggled because I was being banged and slapped about but it did feel quite fine to me on other levels.   A groan leaked through my panties as we both came.   Neither of us would sleep much tonight.   

Who would I be dating next Saturday night?   I had little doubt about being gagged and cuffed next Saturday.   One could get used to being date raped.   It was the way of the world for a cute city girl who had to pay her rent somehow.    I cuddled meekly against my wonderful date.  He squeezed my butt.   I could get used to that.    
