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When he at last broke from our embrace, it was to give me a towel. “You’re shaking,” he said.






“So are you.”






He chuckled, toweling my hair. He dried my body, feeling the contours of my figure, then dried himself. When he was done he ushered me out of the bathroom and guided me directly to his bedroom.






“Hey,” he said. “You want to go on a date?”






I laughed as I got in his king-sized bed, sprawling out. “What, now you want to wine me and dine me?”






“Yeah, sure. I haven’t been on a date in a while. Might be fun.”






“Okay,” I said, excited. “Sure.”






“How about dinner and a movie?” he suggested.






I looked at the alarm clock on his nightstand. “Yeah, okay, but it’s only 3.”






“Oh, that’s no problem. I know how to pass the time.”






He opened a drawer and retrieved two pairs of shiny, metal handcuffs…
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Begging For It





Watching Jack mow his lawn, a sad and empty expression on his otherwise handsome face, I thought to myself,
 It’s been two months. That’s enough.
 I told myself I would give him time to get over Roxanne, but that day I decided it was time to make a move.






I knew Jack liked me — he flirted with me ever since I moved in next door. That was six months ago, and I’d wanted him the whole time. I refused to try to take him away from Roxanne, but when things ended of their own accord, I couldn’t help but dance around my apartment, giddy as a lottery winner.






As much as I hated to wait, I did. I couldn’t hit on Jack right away, but what if he met someone else and acted on it? I wanted that to be me, and each day I waited, I took a risk.






So, when I saw him there that day, his bare, muscular chest rippling as he pushed his lawnmower on that hot, July day, I decided to act. I put on my cutest purple booty shorts and a cut-off tank top, exposing my toned, flat stomach — and poured two tall glasses of homemade lemonade. I tried to play it cool as I walked out to him, though it seemed hard to imagine he wouldn’t guess my intention.






“Hey, Gwen,” he said when he saw me. His face brightened immediately as he shut off the mower and looked me up and down. “How’ve you been?”






“I’m good,” I said, my voice bubbly. “I saw you working and thought you could use a drink.”






“Thanks,” he said, taking a glass. He took a sip and smiled. “It’s really good.”






“You’re welcome,” I said, tasting mine.






“Would you like to come inside?” he said. “It’s pretty hot out here.”






“Sure,” I said, surprised. I had planned on inviting him back to my place. Still, I wasn’t going to turn him down.






We went in and headed for his kitchen. He opened the freezer and plunked an extra pair of ice cubes into our drinks. I looked around, taken aback by his immaculate home. After two months of being single and gloomy, I had expected unwashed dishes, piles of clothing and bins full of half-crushed beer cans. Apparently, Jack wasn’t the type to skip out on his chores just because he’d had his heart broken.






“You have a really nice place,” I said.






“You’ve been here before,” he replied, pulling out a chair by the kitchen table for me to sit.






I blushed, feeling silly. “Oh, I know. I just meant-”






“It’s okay, Gwen,” he said, cutting me off. He took my hand in his and gave it a gentle squeeze. “I get it. Believe it or not, I’ve always done the cleaning around here. Roxanne was a damn slob.”






I laughed, accidentally spitting a little lemonade. “Wait, really?”






“Oh yeah,” said Jack. “She didn’t do a thing. It was all me.”






I set down my glass. “That didn’t bother you?”






“Nah. She let-” He stopped.






“What?” I didn’t care if I was being nosy, I couldn’t help it.






He shook his head. “I shouldn’t say anything. It’s… inappropriate.”






Grinning mischievously, I got up from the table and took my drink. “You know I don’t mind. I’m not shy about things.” I drank down the rest of the lemonade, then poured an ice cube out into my palm. I pressed it against my bare shoulders, sighing as the melting drops cut through the sweat on my skin.






Jack smiled, getting the hint. “She let me do things to her not every woman would enjoy.”






The ice cube slipped through my fingers. My heart pounded, and I felt a charge in the air. “Like what?”






“Wouldn’t you like to know.” He got out of his seat and shook an ice cube into his hand. “Turn around,” he said.






A chill went up my spine, not from the ice, but from the authority in his baritone voice. Doing as he said caused a stirring in my core. I’d always known Jack as my polite, attractive neighbor. I’d never heard him act so dominant.






I turned around, as asked, and then I took off my top.






“Did I tell you to do that?” he asked.






I shrugged. “If you’re going to do my back, I’d like you to do it right.”






“Fair enough,” he said. He held the ice against my back and began drawing it upward. The cold made me shiver, but his touch was like an electric current. My nipples hardened to pebbles as droplets of water slipped down my shoulders onto my breasts. After a minute I exhaled deeply, not having realized that I was holding my breath.






“When I was with Roxanne, I would spank her so hard she couldn’t sit down for hours,” said Jack. “She loved it.”






“That sounds…” I gasped as he brought the ice down to my chest and settled it over my breast. “It’s…” I wasn’t sure I could find the right word for it. The idea of all that pain sounded frightening, but exciting. “Intriguing,” I said, panting. “I’m interested.”






Jack took my hand and pulled me out of my seat. “Come,” he said. I followed him through to his living room, where he sat down on a modern, beige couch. He sat squarely in the middle, though, and instead of directing me to sit next to him, he pulled me down so that I laid face down on his knees.






I blushed, feeling my ass stick out in the air. He squeezed it tightly, causing me to whimper as a surge of pleasure ran through my body. Then, in one swift motion, he hooked a finger into my shorts and pulled them all the way down to my ankles.






“Been doing some tanning in the backyard, huh?” He ran his fingers along my deep tan lines, tracing the general shape of the bikinis I wore.






“Yes,” I said. “Do you like it?”






“I do,” he replied. “It’s a good thing you didn’t get the full body. I like to see that light skin get red hot by the time I’m through with it. I’ll start off slow. Get ready.”






I tensed up and closed my eyes. I shook, waiting for impact, not sure how it would feel.






It started as a series of light taps; I almost laughed at how soft they were — really the opposite of what I’d expected. However, those first few taps culminated in a slap that made me flinch.






“How was that?” he asked.






“It hurt,” I replied, unsure of what else to say.






Before I could try to explain a little better, he sighed. “Maybe this was a bad idea.”






“No, please. It hurt, but… I kinda liked it,” I admitted. “Like, I feel good.”






Once again his hand smacked my bottom, this time on the other side. I clenched my legs together, now fully aware of the growing ache between my legs. The throb emanating from my ass had a sting to it, but the more I thought about it, the more I liked it. Only, with every passing second, it slipped away.






“Please, Jack, keep going.”






He spanked me again, this time slapping a spot that he’d already hit once before; moaning deeply from the renewed pain, I wasn’t sure whether I wanted him to do it again or take me on the spot. I’d imagined his thick, hard cock in my dreams, but now I knew I had to have the real thing. When I didn’t say anything, he kept going, alternating which cheek he struck, causing the punishment to build all over.






“You’re getting pretty red, Gwen,” he said, his voice teasing. I’d spent so much time focusing on the sensation growing within me that I missed the fact that below me I could feel something long and hard: his work shorts had tented as his cock stiffened. Clearly, he was enjoying himself. “I missed this,” he said, stroking my ass. Using both hands, he swatted both cheeks at once, raising an especially loud scream from me.






“Please,” I said. “Keep going.” I knew I could take more — lots more — and didn’t want him to stop. I’d never been shy about asking a guy to slap my ass while we had sex, but this was something else. I’d never imagine getting spanked as a kind of foreplay — if that was what it even was. I felt like I could come already, just from the spanking. Either that or I’d never been so turned on in my life. Everything was so intense. The lemony aftertaste on my tongue, the smell of freshly cut grass from his clothes, the cool air circulating through the room — all of it felt ingrained in my perception in a way I could never forget.






Jack obliged my request, beginning another round of spanking that left me screaming and clutching the arm of his couch so hard my nails left gouges in the fabric. I writhed and shook with each hit, especially when Jack started to vary his routine, eliminating the predictable rhythm I’d subconsciously learned to follow. Not knowing where he would smack next brought a new layer of intensity to the punishment, and by the time he finished I was a quivering mess. My juices ran from my drenched pussy.






“Get up,” he said, lifting me by my shoulders. He got out from under me and then bent me over the couch, collarbone against the back, arms gripping the underside just to have something to hold onto. He dipped two fingers into my eager chasm, causing me to sigh happily. Using his other hand he spread my legs, then resumed the spanking. With each hit I clenched down on his fingers, hungry for more.






“That’s right, slut. You can’t get enough of this, can you?”






My face burned nearly as hot as my ass at his taunt, but I shivered. Normally I would have slapped a man for calling me a slut, but now I craved it. I felt humiliated, but somehow it fed my desire even more. “No,” I said. “I love it.”






“No kidding.” He pulled down his shorts and took his tremendous rod in his hand. I turned around to look and gasped when I saw it. It was even bigger than I imagined,; the bulge I’d seen in his shorts had been like seeing the tip of the iceberg.






When he felt how wet I was, he didn’t waste any time easing it in slowly. Despite its impressive girth, it slid inside without effort, causing me to tremble blissfully. As soon as it was in, he began thrusting hard, pounding my pussy. His euphoric groans soon matched mine. He began throwing in a solid spank every few thrusts, keeping the cocktail of pain and pleasure reverberating throughout my body.






As my first orgasm began to overwhelm me with ecstasy, he started driving harder and faster, plowing into me with so much energy it seemed hard to believe he wasn’t part machine.






“You about to come, slut?” he asked, slowing suddenly.






“Yeah,” I gasped. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”






He smacked my ass hard and said, “Tell me you’re a little slut.”






“Please,” I groaned, desperate for release. “I’m a little slut.”






“And you need my cock,” he added.






“Ohhh… I’m a little slut… and I need your cock.”






He slapped my ass, then began to hammer my swollen pussy, rubbing my clit with his fingers. “Say it again.”






“I’m a little slut and I need your cock!” I screamed, tears of joy streaming down my cheeks, ruining my makeup. I didn’t care. It all felt too amazing for me to care about anything but his enormous erection in my hungry crevice.






“Keep saying it,” he ordered.






I did as he said, screaming until the mantra became muddled as my speech slurred, my mouth unable to make words while inside my cells exploded in ecstasy. The orgasm was so intense I felt as if I’d hitched a ride on a rocket to the moon. I could have walked across the ceiling, I was so high.






Of course, what really blew my mind was how long Jack could go at such a fast pace. My second orgasm had reduced me to a mumbling bundle of nerves before he finally spent his load. I felt the hot shot flood my chamber as he moaned. He kept thrusting, milking himself with my pussy, and finally he stopped, collapsing onto the couch next to me.






For a time I stayed still, catching my breath and coming back down to reality. I felt sore throughout my body but the pleasant throb kept my engine purring. Jack was quick to recover, of course, and when he got up he picked me up and slung me over his arms like a sack of flour. I shrieked in surprise, cackling as I beat his back with my tiny fists.






“Where are we going?”






He reached around my body to smack my ass again, sending fresh arcs of pain through me. “We’re taking a shower. It’s hot, and we’re all out of lemonade.”






I couldn’t argue with that, and showering with Jack sounded like a good time, so I let him carry me there. He took me all the way into the medium-sized stall and set me on my feet. They were shaky, my knees weak, but he kept an arm around me.






“Wait, aren’t you going to-” I started to say. I didn’t get to finish the sentence, however, because then Jack turned on the water, unleashing a torrent of freezing spray.






“Oh my fucking god!” I screamed, jumping out of the way. “What the hell?”






Jack laughed, walking into the icy stream, and grabbed a blue bar of soap. “What, you don’t like a cold shower after a workout?”






“A little warning would be nice!” I shouted, punching him in the arm. My hand smarted as though I’d struck the door of a bank vault, but Jack spun me around and held me in the cold water.






I shrieked again, but he took pity and turned on the heat. I moaned as the hot water finally soothed the chill in my bones, then pressed my way out of Jack’s grip.






“That was mean,” I said.






“Yeah, but you liked it.” He retrieved his cherry-scented shampoo and poured a few drops into his short, wavy hair. He handed me the bottle so I could do the same.






I tried to suppress the smile, but it clawed my lips upward and finally I let it go. “Maybe.”






“You know… this shit is why Roxanne and I broke up.”






“What do you mean?” I asked as I lathered my hair.






“She had no sense of humor. No playfulness. She liked getting a good spanking or getting fucked till she passed out from exhaustion, but she was such a fucking drag,” he explained.






“Wait, I thought she dumped you?”






Jack nodded. “She did. She told me she couldn’t take me seriously. So I let her go. It hurt, but when I realized how much better I felt without her, I started to realize how draining she could be.”






“I see,” I said, trying to sound neutral. Maybe I tried too hard.






“You knew, huh?”






I poured liquid soap into a washcloth and lathered myself. Jack took the cloth from me and finished my back. “Yeah, kinda,” I said. “I tried to like her. I don’t think she liked me.”






“Oh no, she hated you,” laughed Jack. “She knew you were one smooth move away from hopping on my cock.”






“But you never-” I started to protest.






“Yeah, I know. And Roxanne trusted me, I’ll give her that. I guess she figured that if we stopped being a couple, you would be there to pick up the pieces.”






“Yeah, well… it wouldn’t have happened if she hadn’t left.”






Jack rinsed himself off, saw I was done, and shut the water. “Yeah, there’s no question. But now… I’m glad.”






Despite the cold, Jack grabbed me and planted his lips on mine. It felt right, and I swooned as his tongue pressed against mine. I almost laughed: after the way we’d fucked, it was strange to realize that we hadn’t kissed yet, but it was just one of those things.






Maybe it was the fact that Jack hadn’t been intimate with anyone since his breakup, but he seemed to enjoy our kiss as much as the sex. He savored it. We both did. I felt my spirit lift at the knowledge that I’d given him relief from his broken heart. I didn’t know if we would become an item, but I didn’t know we wouldn’t either. After the way we’d fucked, I knew once wouldn’t be enough for either of us.






When he at last broke from our embrace, it was to give me a towel. “You’re shaking,” he said.






“So are you.”






He chuckled, toweling my hair. He dried my body, feeling the contours of my figure, then dried himself. When he was done he ushered me out of the bathroom and guided me directly to his bedroom.






“Hey,” he said. “You want to go on a date?”






I laughed as I got in his king-sized bed, sprawling out. “What, now you want to wine me and dine me?”






“Yeah, sure. I haven’t been on a date in a while. Might be fun.”






“Okay,” I said, excited. “Sure.”






“How about dinner and a movie?” he suggested.






I looked at the alarm clock on his nightstand. “Yeah, okay, but it’s only 3.”






“Oh, that’s no problem. I know how to pass the time.”






He opened a drawer and retrieved two pairs of shiny, metal handcuffs. I backed up against the metal bars of the bed’s backboard, but Jack pulled me by my feet, then flipped me over. He moved so quickly, I barely had time to react as he slapped the cuffs around my wrists, and then to the bedposts. When I felt my hands were locked tightly, and that I wouldn’t be getting out on my own, I turned backward and saw Jack looking at my ass. I sighed as he caressed the welts on my backside, wincing as electricity sparked up at his touch.






“Tell me what I want to hear,” he said.






I didn’t have to think about it. I felt my fluids dripping into his top sheet and knew I wanted whatever he had planned. “I’m a little slut, and I need your cock.”






“Good,” he said. “Let’s begin.”






—






For a while I just listened as Jack grabbed a variety of toys from the drawer of the nightstand. He set them all out on the bed, away from where I could see them.






“Now, if you don’t want me to use any of these, just say so and I’ll stop. Got it?”






“I got it,” I mumbled. I trusted him. “But I’m not in the habit of asking people to stop.”






“Oh yeah? See how you feel when my cock is jammed all the way up your ass.”






I shuddered, imagining the massive package penetrating my tight rear. It would hurt at first, but if I’d learned anything that day, it was that a little pain just made the pleasure that much sweeter. “Bring it,” I said.






“Bring it? All right, you little cock tease,” he taunted, pouring lube between my ass cheeks. “Walking around in your tight little shorts and too-small top. I’m going to teach you a lesson you won’t forget.”






I bit my lip as the blood rushed to my face. I felt his fingers spreading the lube around and into my bud; cool and smooth. I loved how it felt, but I liked his hand on my bottom even more. The wet sound of his oiled up hand smacking me sent shivers of pleasure up my back.






“Do you know what I do to slutty little cock-teases?” he asked. Then I felt it: something cold and metal pressed up against my ass.






“What?” I cooled my voice in defiance, attempting to draw out his sadistic instincts even further. I wanted this version of him to take the microphone and put the kindly neighbor out of my mind.






I panted heavily as the toy slowly eased into me, and when its widest section was inside, the rest of it followed, stopped from going any further by its flared base. I winced at the sudden feeling of fullness in my ass, but I’d experimented with buttplugs before, and knew that after a minute I’d begin to enjoy its presence, despite the pain.






“I punish them,” he answered, smacking my ass with something soft but supple. Like leather, or suede. I looked back and saw a whip in his hand — or is that what they call a flogger? Either way, I moaned as the jolt sparked tendrils of pain. “Isn’t. That. Right?”






With each word, he landed another hit, and soon I was twisting on the bed and pulling at my cuffs. I tried turning over to protect my ass, an unhelpful instinct, as all it did was force Jack to adjust his aim. He still didn’t miss my soft, scolded flesh. He chuckled as I whimpered, seeking succor from the torment, but there was no escaping it.






Of course, when he finished the barrage, he stopped as abruptly as he started, leaving me still twitching, still wanting more.






“Oh god,” I gasped. “Please, don’t stop!”






“Oh, does the little slut want to keep getting spanked?” he teased.






“Yes, sir,” I replied, putting all of the humiliation and need I could into my voice.






“Tell me you came over here today to get fucked in the ass,” he said, starting a new series of swats.






I groaned, but then did as asked. “I want to get fucked in the ass!” I clenched down on the plug, imagining it was his cock. I wanted it so badly.






“Keep going. Tell me what else you came here for.”






I tried to think of an answer, but it was hard to concentrate when the flogger was painting every square inch of my ass in blinding pain. “I came here to… suck your cock.”






“That can be arranged,” said Jack. “Go on.”






“I came to see your cock. To taste it, to feel it in my mouth.”






I felt a pair of lashes to my lower backside, just above my thighs. It hurt so badly, I felt it from head to toe. It was a sensitive spot, and I thrashed from the agony.






“How do you think it’s going to taste?” he asked, draping the lashes of the flogger over my ass, which was now more than enough to trigger a convulsion of intense arousal.






“So good,” I murmured. “I love the taste of cock in my mouth.”






Two more quick smacks burned me, but then I heard a thump as the flogger fell to the floor. “In that case let’s not keep you waiting.”






Jack climbed between my outstretched arms and let himself slide into a sitting position, his legs spread wide in a show of surprising flexibility. However, my eyes were drawn to his fully erect rod, now inches from my mouth. I opened wide, but he put his hand on my head, preventing me from reaching.






“Ask permission,” he demanded.






“Please, Jack.”






“Please, what?”






I blushed even redder. Yet, I fed off the humiliation. I squeezed on the plug in my ass, aching for more. “Please, let me suck your cock.”






“Again.”






“Please, I want to suck your cock so bad.”






“One more time.”






“Let me suck-” I started to say, but couldn’t finish. Jack jammed his shaft into my mouth, silencing my words but eliciting a surprised groan. I immediately started bobbing my head, licking the length of his shaft as I sealed my lips.






As I had hoped, his cock tasted salty, but my enjoyment came more from how fully it filled my mouth, going deep enough to enter my throat. So many times I imagined licking his tip, my lips and tongue wrapped around the rock hard member; I’d touch myself and imagine him holding my head in his hand, and now he was doing it. I gagged as he held me so long I couldn’t breathe, then let me loose so I could suck air into my lungs. He didn’t give me more than a second, though, and then I was right back on him, gulping with each thrust into my mouth.






I looked up into his eyes submissively and moaned, encouraging his arousal even further. I wanted him to want more; maybe I was being selfish, but I ached for him to bury his cock in my ass already. The little plug he’d inserted was a constant tease for the real prize I longed to have inside. Still, I didn’t voice my need; I continued to suck as hard as I could, knowing that Jack wasn’t going to work me over and then not deliver as promised.






When at last he jerked and groaned, I knew he’d reached his peak. He pulled his body back, slipping his cock from my mouth, then stroked it a few times until his seed squirted out. I held my mouth open to receive his load, which landed as much in my mouth as on my cheeks and forehead. “Oh yeah,” he murmured, his froth spilling in spurts. He slid back toward me, offering his cock again so I could lick the tip clean, which I did. Then he got out of bed.






“You still want my cock in your ass?” he asked, quickly catching his breath.






“Please, yes,” I said, shaking my behind seductively.






“Then you’re going to have to get me hard again. But I’ve got something that will help.”






I heard it before I felt it: something vibrating. Jack waited a moment so I could hear it, and then pressed it against my clit, creating waves of euphoria that kept growing and growing. However, he only held it there for a short time, and then I felt it pressing into me, sliding into my drenched crevice.






For what seemed like an eternity Jack eased it in and out, driving me insane with pleasure that swelled and receded as it filled me, then withdrew. When he finally inserted it all the way, he flicked a switch on its base, doubling the rate at which it hummed.






“Gwen, you hear me?” he said, his voice muffled, like an echo’s return. Either he was speaking from a different county, or I must have been in some other state of mind.






“Uhh… huh…” I moaned, bucking and writhing as the dildo quaked.






“I don’t want you to come without asking permission.”






“Ohhh…” I moaned. I could make no promise of that. There was no way. The pleasure was too intense. The orgasm building up within me now was rising like a tsunami, and there was no way I could hold it back.






“I’m going…”






“Not yet,” he said. “Hold it.”






“I can’t…”






He gripped the base of the buttplug and started drawing it in and out. Every time it went back in I felt it against the vibrator, and then there was no hope. I came hard, spilling my juices and screaming at the top of my lungs. I could swear I heard Jack sigh in disappointment, but if so he didn’t make a big deal of it. He continued to penetrate me with the plug, occasionally spanking my still sore ass.






When I’d expended all of the energy of the orgasm, I felt lightheaded and on the verge of losing consciousness, but before I could Jack stopped. He turned off the vibrator, though he didn’t take it out.






“I think you need a little rest,” he said.






I mumbled something unintelligible, barely able to think. The afterglow of the rapturous orgasm enveloped me like a blanket, and though my heart rate was normalizing, I still felt like a lit firecracker.






“And you need a lesson in discipline. I told you not to come,”






“S-sorry.” I was too blissed out to argue that he had been asking the impossible.






“I’d be happy to teach you, Gwen. You strike me as a brat, but I’ll train you to submit.”






I nodded, wanting to accept any training he’d offer. Anything that could make me feel the way I felt at that moment seemed like something I needed to have in my life.






“Good,” he said, getting up off the bed. “I’ll be back in a few minutes. You rest up, then I’m taking that ass of yours.”






—






The time passed too quickly. I waited for Jack to return, handcuffed to his bed and plugged in both my holes. I loved every second of it. I didn’t know when he was coming back, and I couldn’t wait. Yet, I had to. I couldn’t go find him, not while I was restrained. I saw the keys to my cuffs on the nightstand, but there was no way to get to them.






So I rested, inhaling Jack’s scent in his pillows and sheets. I eventually had to stop because it was only making me hornier. The toys lodged inside me were a cruel tease, since I couldn’t turn on the vibrator.






“Ready to continue?”






I looked back as far as I could. Jack was there, holding something in his hand I didn’t recognize. “What’s that?”






“It’s for your mouth,” he said. “Do you have any idea how loud you screamed earlier?”






Blushing, I nodded. Yeah, I knew exactly how loud. I’d always been a bit of a screamer.






“You did? In that case, you shouldn’t object to being gagged.”






I started to protest, but then I felt the thick, rubber ball being shoved into my mouth. The chemical taste repulsed me at first, but then I sighed. I thought back to how much I liked having his cock in my mouth; the gag gave me a similar pleasure. Jack buckled together a pair of black, leather straps extending from the gag and tightened them until I whined.






“Try to spit it out.”






I pushed against the ball with my tongue; I shook my head. It wouldn’t dislodge.






“Good. That’s how it’s supposed to be. You know, Roxanne hated to be gagged, so I haven’t gotten to use this thing in a while.”






I laughed, a throaty grunt. I started to like it even more.






“You look so cute in it though. Your pretty little mouth is only just big enough for it, so right now that face of yours looks a lot like it did when my cock was in it. And I liked that look a lot.” He took out his phone and loaded the camera. He showed me how it looked on the screen, but thankfully he didn’t take a picture.






“Mmm,” I mumbled happily. I did look pretty hot, in a pathetic kind of way. Like I was his little fucktoy to use as he liked. That’s what I wanted to be.






So aroused I was trembling, I shook my ass, as if he needed a reminder of the promise he’d made.






“Getting impatient, are we?”






I let out a moan with all the sense of begging I could intone. I needed it so bad, I couldn’t imagine what I’d do if he opted to just let me suffer.






“Do you think that I’ve teased you enough? That it’s time I fucked your ass?”






“Mmm!” I nodded vigorously, clenching down on the plugs inside me. Then I screamed, wailing in pain as he spanked my ass hard.






“Wrong answer, slut,” he said. He pulled my hair back, forcing me to crane my neck as far as it would go. He whispered in my ear, “You will come when I say you can come. Do you understand?”






I moaned my agreement, so turned on I could hardly think straight. I whimpered needfully, hoping he would hear it and feel as immediate a need to fuck as I felt.






“Good. Now is this tight little slut ready to obey and come when she’s told?”






I nodded as much as I could with my hair pulled back. He let go and spanked my behind again. “Is this slut ready to take a big, hard cock in her ass?” I kept nodding.






He reached down to my bottom and pulled out the plug in one motion. “If you come without permission, I’m going to pound your ass so hard you’ll still feel it a month from now.”






“-Ess -err,” I mumbled.






I heard another squirt of lube, and then Jack groaned as he spread it over his fully tumescent cock. Though I’d been spread slightly by the buttplug, his cock was so much bigger, and I squealed as he pressed the tip against my entrance. I still had the dildo in my pussy too, and such large shafts inside me at once left me feeling totally stuffed.






Every time he drove his cock a little deeper, he paused, giving me time to adjust. I was grateful and sighed every time I’d grown used to the intrusion, signaling him to carry on. After a few minutes, he’d buried himself all the way, stretching my ass and filling me so much I couldn’t imagine how I would sit down again after this.






Then the moment came, the one I’d been aching for: he started a rhythmic thrust that filled the room with slapping sounds. I closed my eyes, happy to listen and feel as rivers of bliss poured out with each drive of his cock. Yet, instead of thinking about the orgasm building within me, I cleared my mind and just let myself exist as his toy. I didn’t have to come, I didn’t need to get fucked. All I needed was to be there until he decided I could come.






I told myself that I could do this. I wanted to do it and to prove that I could.






Before long he started to groan, and in response he sped up his pounding. “You getting close, slut?” he asked.






Though my cheeks burned, and my ass throbbed, I shook my head and sighed softly.






“No? Should I go faster?”






I nodded, happy to encourage him. Whatever he could dish out, I could take. There would be no doubt of that.






“All right. Tell you what: when I come, so can you, since you’ve been so good.”






I gasped as he began to hammer my punished ass. His seemingly inexhaustible stamina allowed him to pound so hard and so fast I quickly lost all semblance of purpose. It was a wonder I maintained any sort of control, holding back the pressure until Jack reached his peek.






Thankfully, at that speed, he didn’t last much longer. He groaned so loud I thought the neighbors would hear, then I felt an explosion of hot seed in my rear. His juices poured out as he kept driving his cock, refusing to stop until every last drop was deposited inside me. I clenched hard on his cock, exerting all the pressure I could, then let loose with my own orgasm.






As soon as I did, Jack reached to my pussy and turned the vibrator back on. I hollered in shock, feeling the vibration against his cock, which he still kept inside. I writhed and screamed as I came, and within minutes he was up and running again. I had no idea he could go again that quickly, and this time he pounded while also playing with the vibrator. He worked both rods in and out, changing tempo and technique, often pulling out both nearly all the way, only to drive them both in at once. Shaking and sobbing in pure ecstasy, I gripped the metal bars of his bed’s headboard so hard I could have snapped them in half.






I know that Jack only kept this up for so long before he ran out of gas and I could no longer comprehend time like normal. I was so enraptured that I lost track of where one orgasm ended and the next began. I didn’t fight the surge of bliss, I let it carry me where it wanted to go. Where that was, I’ll never really know for sure.






—






I woke up around five. I was no longer handcuffed or gagged. My holes were shockingly sore, but I loved it. I heard running water, so I got out of bed, giving my legs a minute so I wouldn’t topple over.






I found Jack showering again, so I hopped in with him. This time the water was already nice and hot.






“I made reservations for dinner at Carlito’s at six.”






“Sounds good,” I said. “But don’t you think it’s weird to go on a date after a spending the day fucking? Aren’t we supposed to fuck after the date?”






“Well, Gwen, maybe if you play your cards right…”






He spanked my ass and then turned me around, drawing me into a kiss. Under the running water, his body soapy and glistening, I could have let that kiss go on forever. Instead, I reached for the soap, knocking it to the stall floor. “Uh oh. Think I should bend over and get that?”






“I could move that dinner reservation back to seven,” he suggested, smiling as he ran his hand across my cheeks.






I smiled as the water streamed down my body. “Would you, please?”
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Mason carried me through the door and waited for his eyes adjust to the low light before setting me down on the bed. Once I was comfortable, he flicked the lights on and shut the door behind him, pushing it slowly so that I could see it closing.






He reached into his pouch again and pulled out a second pair of handcuffs and a small, metal key. He picked up my wrists and unlocked one of the cuffs, then reconnected the lock around the metal bar of my bed’s headboard. He set the key down on top of my nightstand, a stubby, wooden box that was barely big enough for an alarm clock and my phone.






My heart raced as I tugged against the cuff, but to no avail. Mason smiled devilishly as he fixed my other hand using the second set of cuffs, leaving my arms totally bound and spread. I’d been tied up before, but never like this; not naked, resting on an otherwise comfortable bed.






Any last remaining doubts I had about doing this disappeared when Mason pulled his tank top off over his head. His body could have been carved out of wood. After living on a farm for years, I’d seen men with all kinds of cut physiques, but they didn’t have Mason’s looks. He unbuckled his belt, and his pants fell to the floor; as he kicked them aside, I saw his tight, black underpants and the tent formed within. I blanched, realizing how big his manhood must be.
 Is this going to hurt?
 I thought. Then I felt silly, though, because of course it would. Then again, I liked things that hurt, so how bad could this be?






“Having any impure thoughts now?” he asked.






I nodded, barely able to speak, I was so excited.






“You’re very beautiful, Abigail,” he said, climbing onto the bed, and me. “Especially when you’re in bondage. I think I should keep you like this all… night… long.” He planted kisses on my breasts between words, and I gasped at the warm touch. My toes curled as he kissed up and down my neck, reaching my lips. As we kissed I felt his fingers sliding down my stomach, probing their way lower and lower until they reached my wet orifice. I shuddered as he made contact, massaging me until I couldn’t stop moaning. He laughed softly, kissing my cheek as my howls reverberated through the room.






When he stopped touching me there with his hands, I thrashed angrily, not wanting him to stop. In response, I felt a pinch on my nipple, as Mason squeezed it tightly. I shrieked, but settled down.






“I expect you to behave,” said Mason.






“I will! I promise!” Could he tell that I’d agree to anything he said while my nipples were being tortured? It hurt so much, but I would do whatever he wanted as long as he didn’t let go.






“You’re going to tell me what you like, and what you don’t.”






“Okay,” I agreed, though he must have been able to tell on his own.






“You know the difference between good pain and bad pain?”






I shook my head. I thought all of it was bad… and good.






“Good pain is the kind that I control, the kind I cause. Bad pain is unintended. You’ll know it when you feel it. I want you to tell me immediately if there’s any bad pain.”






“I will, thanks.”






I felt a smack against the side of my ass. I sighed, letting the air escape my lungs like I’d taken a satisfying first drag from a cigarette.






“Don’t forget, Abigail: I intend to cause you pain. If you’re mine, you’re going to suffer. But if you didn’t enjoy a little suffering, we wouldn’t be here now, would we?”






“No, sir,” I said…
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“Let’s move this to the bedroom,” he said, after they’d made out for a while.






Rebecca giggled. “Bedroom,” he’d called it. The term was relative. “Okay,” she said.






In one swift move, Harry reached under her and picked her up. She let out a surprised
 whoop
 and then cackled with glee. She was thin and short - petite - but he picked her up like she weighed no more than a pillow. She should have known he was even stronger than he looked.






She looked into his steely eyes as he carried her effortlessly through his workshop to the so-called bedroom. Indeed there was a queen-sized bed, and he gently set her down upon it. Next to the bed was a nightstand, but the resemblance to a real bedroom ended there. No walls separated the area from the rest of the workshop, and there were no lamps or alarm clocks or wardrobes. The bed didn’t have a blanket or comforter, just a mattress, fitted sheet and pillows, all white.






Harry opened the drawer of the nightstand and retrieved a few bundles of rope and a thick, red ball gag. “I have a hard time believing that of all the things at my disposal, this is your favorite,” he said.






“Ropes are like chocolate,” Rebecca replied. “They’re cheap and simple, but they always satisfy.”






“Yes, but then that makes me a master confectioner, and you’re asking for Milk Duds.”






“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.






“Quiet,” Harry ordered. “Spread your legs.”






Just like that, he was in the zone. He knew what she wanted: dominance. His tone changed from playful and loving to demanding and cruel. There would be no more tender kisses or smooth caresses, not for a while.






With her legs spread and her wet chasm exposed, Harry spooled out a length of rope and tied it around her ankle. He then drew the rope through the bed’s lower headboard and tied it off. Unlike the head and headboards on most beds, this one was custom made by Harry, and it was not a decorate piece of wood with posts on each end. Instead, it consisted of a series of inch-thick metal pipes that formed a grid of hollow squares. This allowed ropes and other binding tools to be fed through the board in a nearly infinite number of ways. Additionally, the contraption was adjustable, and could be lifted up or down, or detached altogether. Harry had also made three more of these boards, and they could be used on any side of the bed, in whatever number necessary. Normally only two were in use.






Harry finished with one ankle and then secured the other. “Hold out your arms,” he said. She did as asked, Harry repeated his bondage work on her wrists, spreading them wide and fastening them to the bed. Each time he tied a wrist, he pulled her forward as far as she could stretch, and he made sure there was no slack in any of the ropes.






Just as Harry described, the technique was simplistic, but as Rebecca pointed out, it was effective. The stringent ropes immobilized her completely, and exposed her sex to whatever pain or pleasure was in store.






Rebecca didn’t know why, but this was what she craved. Being made helpless aroused her like nothing else could. Submitting to the sexual whims of a man like Harry satisfied her on a level some women couldn’t even contemplate…
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