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The whole
way home from the restaurant, Lars couldn’t stop thinking about
what he and Katrina were going to do. He flexed his hands,
imagining what it was going to be like to leave nice, red prints all over that firm ass of
hers while she begged him for more.

It turned him
on just thinking about it. He had to adjust his position in the
driver’s seat, trying to keep his pants from squeezing his
hardening cock.

He pulled
into the driveway, put the car into park and turned it off. He
practically jumped out as soon as he’d opened the door.
Everything has to be
perfect, he thought.
This was going to be the first time that Katrina would be seeing
his place. He hoped that it wouldn’t be the last.

They’d met a
few weeks back and had been seeing each other on and off ever
since. It had been during a party last weekend when they’d talked
to each other alone in a back room that she mentioned her interest
in being spanked.

She’d
smiled at him, stood up, and shoved her ass in his face. Just
recalling it made him want to touch himself before she got there.
What made it all the better is that he had just been dying to smack
that ass. She was a real bitch, sometimes. Not all the women he’d
been with wanted a good spanking, so it was a pleasant surprise
when it turned out that one did (especially when she was someone
who needed one).

Lars had just
finished putting his leathers on under his normal clothes when the
doorbell rang. As he walked over to answer it, he wondered whether
or not he should wear his mask. He had one with a zipper over the
mouth. Sometimes everyone involved got a huge kick out of it.

It was Katrina.
She had on a pair of loose yoga pants that tightened up around the
thighs and ass, and a shirt that gave no clue as to what sort of
underwear she had on, to Lars’ frustration.

She had a
wicked smile on her pretty face. Without checking to see if there
was anyone on the street who might be watching, she reached forward
and cupped his crotch with one hand.

“Hi,
lover, “Katrina said. Her smile grew when she felt how hard he
already was. “I see you’ve been thinking about me.”

She
pushed him aside and walked in, giving herself a light smack on the
ass as she moved past him. Lars swallowed and cracked his
knuckles. Soon enough, he
told himself.

They’d
planned on some light snacks and maybe a drink before getting down
to. When he’d first come in, Lars had felt a little hungry. Now all
thoughts of food and drink were driven from his mind. He had the
urge to bend her over the back of the couch, pull down her pants
and underwear, and lay one on her right there, but he managed to
restrain himself.

“And what about
you?” He asked, “Have you been thinking about me?”

That smile
never left her face. “No. In fact, I had forgotten about our little
arrangement until my cell reminded me an hour or so ago.”

Lars wasn’t
certain of whether or not she was joking. She was one of those
people who liked to be funny and ironic, but could sometimes be
serious. Sometimes he just couldn’t tell the difference.

He had
some picking food and some wine set up on the coffee table, so he
led her into the living room. He sat down on the couch, expecting Katrina to sit beside
him.

“Lean back,”
she said.

Confused, Lars
leaned back against the cushions. Katrina scooched between the
couch and the coffee table, then sat down on his lap. His cock got
instantly hard, trapped under her ass like that. It also hurt a
little, held tightly to his leg by his pants.

It didn’t
help when Katrina leaned forward to grab a vegetable stick. She
started grinding her ass into him. He gritted his teeth, all the
muscles in his legs and hips clenched.

It was so damn
good.

He started
pressing his fingers between his hips and her ass, trying to get a
handful of that firm flesh. She smacked his hands away.

“Not yet,” she
said.

When Lars
grabbed onto her by the thighs and started grinding back, she stood
up and then sat back down beside him.

They sat like
that for a while: Katrina picking at the food as slowly as she
could, Lars eying her thighs and wondering when she’d finish. He
reflected again on how much of a bitch the woman could be. She knew
he wanted her. What’s more, Lars knew she wanted him, too. She was
just being as much of a tease about it as she could.

After what felt
like forever, Katrina stood up. “Where’s your bedroom?” She
asked.

“Upstairs.
First door on the left.”

As she
squeezed between Lars and the table, she stuck out her ass again
and gave it a light slap. When she was clear, Lars stood up and
followed her. He walked behind her up the stairs, watching each of
her ass cheeks flex as she moved.

Katrina opened
the door to the bedroom. Lars turned on the light. On the bed was a
single pair of handcuffs, shiny in the light, and a black riding
crop.

She took a step
back toward him, allowing her body to press against his. Finding
the hard shaft of his cock, she nestled it in the cleft of her ass
and squeezed. Lars reached his arms around, one hand squeezing one
of her tits. The other pressed down into her yoga pants. Her pussy
was shaved, and his finger got wet as he slid it through her slit
towards her hole.

“What are you
going to do to me?” Katrina asked.

“This,” Lars
said.

He
grabbed her by the shoulders and spun her around to face him.
Grabbing the collar of her shirt, he tore. Buttons clattered on the
floor. The dark black of her lacy bra contrasted sharply with the
fairness of her skin. Lars wrapped the fingers of one hand around
her neck, then ran them down the smooth skin of her chest until he
cupped her left breast. He could feel how stiff her nipple was
right through the fabric.

Lars
pinched her nipple through the bra. She gasped, reaching down to
stroke his hard cock through his pants. He pinched a little harder,
making her whimper. He let go for a second, then clamped back down.
This time, he twisted a bit. She brought her hand up to his wrist
as though to try to pull it away, but stopped.

“Harder,”
Katrina said.

He grabbed her
by the back of the neck and pulled her face so close that their
noses touched. Then he said, “Not until you beg for it.”

She slapped him
across the face. “I said harder, you worthless fuck.”

Lars let
go of her, turned her around, and shoved her down onto the
bed. She immediately
arched her back, letting him get a good look at her ass stuffed
into those tight yoga pants. She wanted him to slap her right then,
right there. Instead, Lars grabbed her by the back of the neck and
held her down. He pulled off her shirt and threw it on the floor.
With one expert movement of his fingers, he undid the clasp of her
bra.

After shifting
her around a bit so he could take it off her, he said, “Put your
hands behind you.”

She put her
hands against the small of her back. Lars scooped the handcuffs off
the pillow they were lying on and clicked them into place around
her wrists.

“Stay
there,” he ordered. After a moment, he let go of her neck. She didn’t move,
aside from wiggling her ass at him.

Kneeling
down behind her, he grabbed the waistband of her pants and slowly
peeled them down her thighs. She wore lingerie: a black thong and partial pantyhose
connected by straps to the waistband of her thong. Lars’ cock
strained painfully against his pants. Her mostly bare ass didn’t
have a single blemish. He wanted to know what it was going to look
like covered in red handprints.

He gave her the
first spanking a moment later, when she spoke.

“Do you like my
ass?”

She yelped as
his hand smacked down onto her firm flesh. He didn’t allow himself
a squeeze, pulling back immediately. Already, he could see the
mark.

“Keep your
mouth shut until I tell you to talk.”

Katrina
hesitated for a second, then nodded. Lars continued pulling her
pants off. Wordlessly, he lifted her legs one at a time to get the
pants all the way off her. Grabbing her thighs, he spread her legs
apart. She didn’t wiggle her ass at him, that time. Lars
smiled. She’s
learning. Good. Slowly,
he trailed two of his fingers up the warm, smooth flesh of her
thigh. He allowed his fingertips to move along the edges of her
underwear over her pussy. He could feel the heat coming from
her.

He ran
one of his fingers along her slit, feeling how moist her thong
already was. She shifted her hips, trying to give him a better
angle to touch her. Lars
drew his hand back and spanked her other cheek. She cried
out.

Soon, her
ass sported two matching welts, both in the shape of Lars’ large
hand. He repeated this
pleasure and pain routine a few times. First, he would gently touch
her pussy, even pulling the string of her thong to the side so that
he could touch her flesh directly. When she started to moan and
whimper, to beg him to shove one of his fingers into her, he pulled
his hand back and let her have another spanking. Soon, her whole
ass turned completely red.

“Please Lars,
pinch my nipples. Please, I’m begging you!” Katrina started
saying.

She
started trying to roll over. Lars laid one of his forearms down
across the backs of her thighs to stop her.

“I didn’t tell
you to turn over yet, bitch.”

He started
spanking her ass like she was some naughty kid. She laughed and
screamed, then she begged him to spank her even harder. Soon enough
he was smacking her ass so hard that his hand stung painfully with
each blow.

When he
stopped, he could hardly
feel his fingers. His shoulders and chest swelled as he caught his
breath.

“Will you pinch
them now?” Katrina asked in a small voice, “I’ll be good. I
promise.”

Lars
clenched his numb hand into a fist a few times, trying to get some
blood back into his fingers. When they started tingling, he got
back to work. First, he turned Katrina over onto her back.
With the handcuffs on, she had
to keep her body arched up. Her nipples were both stiff, and her
tits trembled a little with the effort she put into holding herself
up.

Taking
his time, Lars stood up from the bed. He pulled off his pants,
revealing the pair of leather chaps he had on. There was no front
or back to them; his large, hard cock stood out from his body,
finally free. Next, he
pulled off his shirt. His muscles bulged.

“I’m going to
pinch you until you scream, bitch. Then I’m going to keep pinching
you,” he said with a smile.

Getting back
onto the bed, he knelt so that her head was between his thighs. His
cock rested on the smooth, warm skin of her face. Grabbing both her
tits, he gave them a strong squeeze, slowly working his fingers up
to her nipples. He moved his fingertips along her areolas as her
tongue lapped out against any part of his shaft that she could
reach.

Her mouth
opened wide and she exhaled loudly as he pinched both her nipples
at once. He started twisting them. First, only a few degrees one
way or the other. But that soon turned into twisting them around as
much as he could until she started squealing. By now, a bunch of
his clear precum had trickled out of his cock down onto her chin.
He watched as she lapped it up.

Lars stopped
pinching one of her nipples. Instead he ran his hand down the warm
skin of her stomach until he got a hold of her thong. He pulled the
string tight so that it pressed between the hairless lips of her
pussy. He pulled back more and more on it, until she started
arching her hips up. Soon, she crossed her legs at the feeling.

Looking down
into her strained face, he said, “You’re going to suck my cock
now.”

He shifted back
a little, grabbed her under the shoulders, and turned her over onto
her stomach. Her ass was still beet-red from the earlier spankings.
Lars reached around behind her head and grabbed a handful of her
hair. He pulled back, making her arch her head back. She was
already looking up into his eyes with her mouth wide open ready to
receive him.

Grabbing
his hard cock, Lars guided the big head in between her lips. He
watched as they formed a seal around his flesh. The inside of her
mouth was hot and wet. She used her tongue on him, sucking on him
at the same time she soaked him with her spit.

“You’re going
to take all of it now,” he said.

Keeping
her head steady with his hands, he pressed his cock deeper into the
moist opening of her mouth. He knew he was at least eight inches
long. At least six of those were already in her. As he thrust the
final section into her throat, he noticed the tears streaking the
makeup around her eyes. She tried pushing her head forward against
his grip, clearly intent on taking the rest of him. Soon, her lips
were sealed around the very base of his shaft. Her whole body shook
with the strain of maintaining both her position and holding her
breath.

Reaching
over, Lars grabbed the riding crop. Her eyes fixed to
it.

“Don’t
you fucking dare bite me,” he told her. Raising the crop over his
head, he brought the tasselled end down onto one of her ass cheeks
with a loud crack. She jumped then, as much as she could jump. But
she was good; he hadn’t so much as felt her teeth on his
shaft.

He pulled
his cock back enough for her to breathe out and take another breath
in. As soon as she had, he pressed the head of his dick back down
into her throat. Raising the crop again, he brought it down onto
her other cheek. She flinched, then whimpered. Lars closed his eyes
and enjoyed the vibrations along his shaft.

Each time after
he let her take a breath, he’d press his cock back into the
massaging folds of her mouth and whip her ass with the crop. Her
cheeks turned a much more brilliant shade of red than they’d been
when he was just using his hand.

Throwing
the crop away, he leaned over her and grabbed her ass cheeks. He
squeezed them and ran his fingers along their flesh. At the same
time, he flexed his cock in her mouth. She responded by
humming

Lars pulled his
cock out of her mouth. Long strings of her spit hung from his
shaft. She took a few deep breaths. Grabbing the back of her head
again, Lars grasped his cock with his other hand. She opened her
mouth, ready to take him back in. Instead, Lars slapped with her
his dick, first on one cheek, then the other. Her face was streaked
with running makeup and spit.

“Stay like
that,” he told her.

Standing
up off the bed again, Lars shifted around until he could see her
glistening pussy. He grabbed her hips and pulled her towards him,
so that her legs hung over the side of the bed. He got a hold of
her wrists and pressed them against the small of her back, making
her ass arch and giving him a better angle on her cunt. He pulled
the string of her thong out of her slit and pushed it to the
side.

Her pussy
accepted his cock, surrounding it with its warm and wet walls. He
got a hold of her ass again, squeezing it and giving it some more
light slaps as he ran his cock in and out of her wet tightness.
Spreading her cheeks apart, he got a look at the little dark pucker
of her asshole. Maybe next time,
Lars thought.

Already
he could feel a certain tension in his balls. His cock looked so
good slipping back and forth into her hungry opening, getting all
slippery and shiny with her pussy juices. She was moaning,
too.

The
redness on her ass seemed to be fading. Lars refreshed it, giving
her a fresh slap every time he slammed his shaft home into her.
Soon her cheeks were bright red again. After the fifth slap, she
came on him, her pussy clamping onto his rod and trying to keep it
from escaping. Katrina had buried her face in the covers to stifle
her screams.

He could
feel himself about to come. Pulling his cock out of her, he stroked
himself to the finish. Hot spurts of his cum splashed onto her ass.
He spread her ass apart so that some landed in her cleft. His load
was so big. His whole body tensed up every time his cock jumped and
released another stream.

Leaving her
handcuffed, Lars collapsed onto his back beside her on the bed. He
stared at the ceiling as he caught his breath.

“Are you going
to un-handcuff me?” Katrina said, turning her head to look at
him.

He saw that she
was panting, too. “Soon,” he replied.

When he felt
sufficiently refreshed, he got up and fished the keys to the cuffs
out of the top drawer of his dresser. He undid the handcuffs and
took them away. They’d left red rings around her wrists where
they’d pressed into her tender flesh.

“The bathroom
is just down the hall,” Lars said, “Go get yourself cleaned up, and
then get your ass back here.”

She left the
room. He heard the tap running. She was only a few minutes before
stepping back in. Standing in front of him, she put her hands on
his shoulders and looked down into his face.



“That was
fucking incredible,” she said. Then she slapped him, “But when I
tell you to do it harder, you do it harder right the fuck away. You
got that?”

Lars
snorted.

“So,” he said,
“Are you busy next weekend?”

She put one
finger under his chin and angled his face up so that he had to look
up at her. “Yeah. I’m busy fucking you. Got a problem with
that?”

Smiling, Lars
said, “Bitch.”

She returned
the smile, “That’s what I thought.”

He knew
exactly how he was going to take her next time, too. She was going
to love it.
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I stepped
carefully down the steep, old track. It had a deep groove, as
though from heavy use. However, no fresh prints marred its surface.
I was the first person to set foot on it in a long time.

Reaching out, I
put my hand on the cold, hard wall of the ravine for support.

Somewhere
ahead, some loose rocks clattered down and banged as they hit the
ground.

I thought I saw
a man-shaped thing peer down at me for a second before
disappearing.

“Hello?” I
said.

No one liked
hiking these trails but me. Too dangerous. But I liked a little
danger, it made me get wet and tingly between the legs.

Looking up, I
saw the bruised color of the sky. It would be night soon. All the
light would drain out of this ravine before then, and I would be
stuck in the shadows unless I hurried.

I told myself
that the rocks had fallen by themselves, and that the shape was
just the light of dusk tricking my eyes.

As the air
began to cool, I regretted opting for the tight short-shorts and
tank top. They’d seemed like a good idea at the time – I thought I
might see a hot guy also willing to brave this trail who I could
show off the goods to – but in the twilight, they just made me feel
cold and exposed.

Something
snapped above me, a dry twig or something. I stopped, crouched with
one hand against the cool rock, and looked up. Nothing. About to
stand and continue, I halted mid-rise. Whatever it was, it was
shuffling around up there. Was that breathing I heard?

Hardly daring
to breathe, myself, a pounding noise in my ears, I crept along
toward the exit. The noise seemed to be following me.

Clearing a
small outcropping, I saw it. The ravine ended; dense trees and
underbrush waited for me on the other side.

But what if
whatever, or whoever, made the sound was waiting for me? I had to
risk it; my phone got no signal out there. I tensed my legs, ready
to dash.

A rock cracked
off the ground right behind me. With a yelp, I leapt from my crouch
into a dead sprint. Before I knew it, I was already among the
trees. A few brambles seemed to reach out and grab at my skin.

“Hey!” Someone
called from behind me. I jerked to a halt, one hand pressed to a
tree trunk. My whole body shook with aftershocks of adrenaline as I
turned around. Two men, smiles on their faces, looked down at me
from their spot on the ridge of the ravine.

“I’m sorry, did
we scare you?” The man on the left said. He was a little taller
than the other guy. His arms and shoulders looked good in his tank
top.

“Told you I
heard someone,” the other said. He looked just as fit as his
friend.

Okay, Selena, don’t blow this, I told myself, you have two hot hikers talking to
you. My regret for
wearing the skimpy sporting attire melted.

“Scared?” I
said, “Nah. I love sprinting madly int brambles and tree
branches.”

The guys
climbed down, giving me ample opportunity to watch their muscles
flex beneath their clothes. As they walked over, I pushed the hair
away from my face and ran my fingers through it to straighten it
out. There was something animalistic in the way they walked and
moved that quickened my pulse. I got a little wet.

“I’m Jason,”
the taller man said. He waved at his friend, “And he’s Dean. Look,
not that it’s not nice to see a good-looking girl out here, but
it’s getting dark. Why haven’t you left?”

I was sure if
he was being coy with me. One corner of his mouth had raised in a
roguish smile. It also intensified that animalistic aura that
surrounded him.

I thought about
what it would be like to fuck him. Glancing at Dean made me wonder
how it would feel to be fucked by both of them at the same time.
I’d never done anything like that before.

“Oh,” I said,
flashing them my own mischievous smile, “Just looking for
boys.”

The other
corner of Jason’s mouth quirked up. I could see a sliver of white
teeth through his slightly parted lips. He took a step toward me. I
could almost feel the heat radiating from his body. I had the
sudden urge to wrap my arms around him, to lift his shift and leave
wet kisses all over his abs. His hand moved from his side, reaching
out to touch me.

“Jason!” Dean
said, “The sun’s almost gone. The moon will be up soon.”

The connection
between us broke as Jason looked at his friend. They both looked up
into the sky. Turning my own eyes up, I saw that the sky was now
that deep purple before true night. All around us, long shadows
reached out. The entrance to ravine was black.

“You boys
afraid of the dark or something?” I said.

Still looking
up, Jason said, “Afraid? No. We’re usually the ones people are
afraid of.”

I could see the
full moon through the canopy now. It gave us an empty-eyed
stare.

My smile
faltered. There was something frightening in the way Jason had
spoken.

“What do you
mean?” I asked.

Both men looked
at me. I jumped in the spot, my heart racing again. Both of them
had yellow eyes. When Jason smiled at me, his teeth reshaped
themselves into pointed fangs. Dean and Jason fell to the ground,
writhing and tearing at their clothes. Their bodies changed, got
more muscular, the new flesh ripping their clothes as it grew.
Their faces got longer, with feral snouts.
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Even though
Mary was a stranger to the Scottish Highlands, the hills and lochs
called to her. A cool breeze pressed her thin dress tightly around
her full breasts, making the fabric dimple between her legs. She
stood alone on a high cliff, with an incredible vista in front of
her.

An opaque mist
hung over some of the lower areas, blocking her view.

“You like it,
lass?” A low voice rumbled behind her.

Gasping, Mary
spun around in fright. She felt her pussy tighten up and get a
little wet with the sudden jolt of excitement.

A tall,
powerfully built man with long hair looked at her with a glint of
amusement in his eyes. He had on the patterned kilt of a
highlander, a pair of boots, and nothing else. The muscles of his
chest and abs were well-formed, and his powerful shoulders rose and
fell with his steady breathing.

He stepped
toward her.

“What? Who...?”
Mary said, all flushed. She could feel her cheeks reddening as she
drank in his chiselled body with her eyes.

She took one
step back, then another. The amusement on the man’s face changed to
fright. He lunged one foot forward, reaching out a hand to grab
her.

“No! Stop!”
Mary screamed. She tried to take another step back. Her
outstretched foot touched nothing but air.

Mary fell.

Strong fingers
grabbed her by the wrist.

“Hang on, lass.
Quick, give me your other hand!”

Mary dragged
her eyes from the ground below, which now seemed very far down
indeed. Looking up, she saw him gesturing for her other hand.
Reaching, she grabbed him.

With one heave,
he pulled her back to safety. Tears streaming hotly from her eyes,
Mary wrapped her arms around him and pressed her face to his chest.
As she shook and the blood rushed past her ears, she heard
something. It was a rhythmic thumping, strong and steady. He held
her in his large arms while the beat of his heart soothed the
fright, shiver by shiver, from her body.

When she could,
Mary pushed back from him. He released his hold, albeit
reluctantly, and looked her up and down. Mary felt her cheeks heat
at the sudden scrutiny.

“You all right?
I see no scratches, nor any bruises.”

Mary looked
herself over. There didn’t seem to be anything wrong, except for a
tear in her dress that showed the firm, smooth skin of her
stomach.

“Yes, I’m fine.
Though it looks like my dress paid the price. Thank you, sir.”

He waved off
her thanks. “I make it my business to save beautiful women.”
Smiling, he continued, “And I believe it was at least partly my
fault in the first place. The name is Donald, by the way.”

“Mary,” she
replied. His smile made her pussy start to heat up, too. She was
glad he couldn’t see that, at least.

“Let me escort
you to my home. I’ve some thread and other supplies you might use
to fix that rip.” When she hesitated, he added, “Please? It’s the
least I can do.”
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		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



