
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: ]





Naughty 9: Nine BDSM Stories




Copyright 2017 Sasha Rich. All right reserved.




Kindle Edition





All characters depicted are over the age of 18.






This book may not be reproduced in any form by any means, without the author’s permission, except for reviewers, who may quote short excerpts.






This book is a work of fiction. All names, characters, locations and action come from the author’s imagination and presented as fiction. Any resemblance to real individuals, alive or deceased, as well as events or places, is completely coincidental.






This book features explicit depictions of sex and other material that may offend some audiences. Therefore, is intended for
 adults only.






The following story is a work of fiction, and the actions described should
 not
 be attempted.






Sasha Rich has a mailing list! Everyone who signs up gets a free story. To sign up,
 
CLICK HERE

 or copy this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/b2GWuv









Table of Contents





“Dominate Me, Use Me, Punish Me, Forgive Me”






“Bound and Spanked By My Hot Bosses”






“Bound for a Rough Night”






“Kinky Katrina’s Double Date”






“And I Liked It”






“Teach My Man To Dominate”






“Tie Her Use Her Own Her”






“Submitting to the Boss”






“Begging For It”






Sasha Rich's Mailing List & Free Bonus Story






For Further Reading: “The Kinky Inventor” series






For Further Reading: “Submissive Professors: Pleasure Bundle”






For Further Reading: “Good Sick”






About the Author/Acknowledgments









[image: Dominate Me, Use Me, Punish Me, Forgive Me]









Dominate Me, Use Me, Punish Me, Forgive Me





Amy stared at herself in the bathroom mirror, comparing the shade of her red nail polish to the fabric of her short, tight dress. The shade didn’t match very well, but it would do. It was a small sacrifice to be able to wear the dress. She’d received it as a gift for her high school prom, but a decade later she still fit into it. She hoped her old friends would remember her wearing it back then, see her today, and realize she still looked incredible. She wanted the room to be stunned, though there was really only one person who actually mattered. All the eyes in the room tonight will be on Tag, but Amy wanted his eyes to be on her.






She could still remember the look on his face, standing there at the side of the room, pretending not to be watching as she slow danced with Kenny. He knew what had happened. One dance was all it took. She’d arrived with Tag, but left with Kenny. Tag demanded earlier that night she make a choice: him or Kenny. She thought she’d made up her mind when she chose Tag, but in one moment it became unmade.






Tonight would be the first time she saw him since then. Amy felt terrible about what she did, even though it felt right at the time. Kenny had said all the right things, made her feel wanted and treasured, but he was just after what all guys want. Once he had it, he moved on.






She wasn’t mad at Kenny; she was hardly the only woman who’d ever fallen victim to her own feelings back in those turbulent, hormonal times. Everyone but Amy blamed him for her misfortune: her friends, her family, the rest of the school. “If he’d just walked away when you chose Tag,” they’d say. “Who knows what would have happened?”






“Sure,” Amy would respond, “But then maybe Tag wouldn’t be Tag.”






She often wondered if her decision would have been different if she had been able to see the future on that night. Had she known Kenny would end up a car salesman, and Tag the founder of a billion-dollar corporation, would that have changed her mind? Or would the love she thought she felt have overcome everything else?






What are you hoping to do tonight?
 Amy thought to herself.
 Ask his forgiveness? Or something more?
 She thought about the designer lingerie she wore underneath her dress and knew it indicated what she really wanted, but couldn’t admit.
 It doesn’t have to mean anything
, she said, trying to convince herself of something she didn’t believe. Ever since she’d made the mistake of choosing Kenny, she followed her original instincts, for better or worse.






She left the bathroom just as the party was to start, thinking of how fitting it was that the 10-year reunion would be held at Temple Creek, the same venue as their prom. She loved the place, and had often imagined getting married there someday. It hadn’t happened.






“Amy? Amy Lake!”






She turned and looked to see who had called her name. “Hi Clara,” she said, spotting the source, a casual friend from class. “So good to see you. It’s been too long!”






It was nice to see a familiar face, but at the same time Amy didn’t want any distractions.
 I’m on a mission
, she thought,
 And catching up with old pals is not it.






Still, Tag clearly had not yet arrived. Amy had read the business magazines. She knew all about him. The man who had taken her to the prom had been quiet, understated; now he made entrances that would be over-the-top in the middle of Hollywood. She wasn’t thrilled about Tag flaunting his new-found wealth, but she knew deep down he was still the same man. His philanthropic work was unmatched in the business world, and though he liked to play the field, never settling down and marrying, never had a bad word been spoken about him by a scorned party. It helped that the glossy magazine covers, shot in black and white, always captured Tag looking intense and pensive, making him seem even more handsome than she remembered.






“So I hate to ask the obvious question,” said Clara, “But what are you going to do when
 he
 gets here?”






I guess that is the question.
 “Probably wait for the mob to die down. I’d like to have a more personal, private conversation. I hope he understands,” said Amy.






Clara nodded. “What if he doesn’t?”






Amy’s breath caught in her throat. She hadn’t even considered that possibility. She’d imagined how their meeting would go so many times in the last couple days — awkward small talk, passionate confessions, angry accusations — she’d never even thought he might just decline to speak with her. Brush her off.






“I’m kidding!” said Clara, laughing. “Look at that dress! If he thinks all the attention will be on him, he’s in for a big surprise. Is that… no! Is that the dress you wore to the prom?”






Amy smiled. “It is. Do me a favor and tell everyone.”






Clara giggled. “Oh, if I remembered, I think he will too. His memories of you won’t be the only thing flooding through him!”






“Funny,” said Amy, too nervous to appreciate the joke.






Clara chuckled to herself anyway. “So anyway, how have you been?” she added.






Amy and Clara entered the reception hall and spoke for a time. Amy was actually grateful to take her mind off the night ahead and all the pressure she’d felt for the past few days. Nobody had expected somebody as important as Tag Hancock to attend a suburban high school reunion. Not that the town of River Neck had treated him badly, but he never would have become a titan of industry if he hadn’t left it behind. What was here for him that he couldn’t find elsewhere?






Not just me
, Amy thought. She refused to think the egotistical notion that he was attending the reunion just to see her, but something had drawn him back. The rumors started a few days ago that he’d attend. Then, the town of River Neck told the press that he would indeed be coming. When she heard, Amy frantically searched for the dress, finding it buried deep in her bedroom closet. But it was still there, and it still fit.






“Do you hear something?” Clara asked. The music in the hall was loud, playing a nostalgic medley of songs that were played at their prom. Amy recognized dozens of faces milling about the dance floor, and for a moment it seemed as though she’d traveled back in time. But Clara was right — she did hear something off. A low hum of some kind, clashing with the beat of the music.






“Look!” said Clara, pointing out the party hall’s windows. Outside, the branches of the tress swayed and the grass rippled as though being combed by an unseen hand. It couldn’t have been windy out; the weather had been perfect on the way here.






The party’s DJ lowered the music, noticing that everyone was now looking out the window instead of dancing. As the music faded, strange noise became audible and identifiable: a helicopter. Soon enough it came into view, landing in a grassy clearing next to a small, decorative pond.






He’s here
, thought Amy.






She imagined that a half dozen men were about to spill out of the helicopter, a squadron of bodyguards and assistants, but only person got out, and it appeared to be the pilot. He looked to the party hall, to the crowd staring at him from the window. Then he unzipped his black pilot’s jumpsuit to reveal he was wearing a tuxedo underneath. He threw off his helmet to reveal a strikingly handsome man. His chiseled jaw and and thick, dark hair were exactly as Amy remembered. As he approached she caught the sight of his light, blue eyes and the stubble on his chin and knew he’d changed as little as she had, at least in appearance. And of course he flew the helicopter himself — he always was looking for adventure. Why let somebody else fly?






Seeing him there, looking like a movie star, her thoughts turned toward her first time… with Kenny. He had been selfish in bed that night, and if she hadn’t been thinking of Tag, she doubted she would have experienced her first orgasm. Kenny was so proud of himself, thinking that he’d been responsible, but she never told him the truth. She didn’t even want to admit it to herself. She’d come close to yelling out Tag’s name, so she imagined him putting his hand over her mouth to silence her. The thought was so erotic she went wild, though she always assumed it was because she was thinking of Tag.






Cheering and applause erupted as he approached the building. He smiled at everyone and held up both hands in the air as if to say, “Hey everyone! It’s me!” When he actually got to the door, three of his old pals were waiting for him. They hugged and slapped five as if no time had passed at all.






Amy watched from the edge of the crowd while Tag exchanged greetings with dozens of people from their entire graduating class. Few had heard from him in the last decade, as if he’d left the town behind. People claimed to have seen him on the holidays when he came to visit his family — a sighting at the mall, or at a fancy restaurant. If it was true, he’d never shown up in a helicopter before. After enough people had said hello, he raised his hands and quickly the cacophony died down.






“Guys,” he said, “I appreciate that you’re all so eager to see me — I never expected such a warm welcome! Now don’t take this the wrong way, but I don’t want to be the center of attention. This is a party! Get out on the dance floor! I came here to mix it up with the people who knew me before I was a big deal, but I can’t do that if we’re all standing around by the door. Hey DJ, hit it!”






As soon as he finished, the DJ did as asked and cranked it up, drawing the party back. However, Amy didn’t follow everyone else. She locked eyes with Tag, and he stared right back. Like a targeted missile he homed in on her, striding with purpose.






Adrenaline surged through Amy, as a combination of fear and excitement gripped her. His expression went blank, a poker face that surely served him well at the negotiating table. Was he about to humiliate her for choosing Kenny all those years ago? Was he going to embrace her and tell her he forgave her? Either seemed equally possible, though she felt something strangely alluring about the idea of being humiliated. Somehow, she wanted that to be his choice, as if she craved some sort of… penance.
 Was that the word?






“Hi, Amy,” he said.






“Tag.”






“I think you owe me a dance,” he said.






“Sure,” she replied. Amy felt a mixture of relief and disappointment. The request was delivered so calmly, with enough warmth to suggest he was glad to see her. Did she really want him to be angry? Was that really preferable? She didn’t understand why she felt that way.






Tag led Amy to the dance floor and the crowd parted for them, whispers rising at the pairing.
 They remember all right
, she thought. If he heard, he didn’t let on. His smile — such a bright, friendly smile — was implacable. He seemed truly excited to be taking her back to where they left off.






“You look lovely,” he said as they began to dance. The DJ accommodated him with a love song set to soulful guitar that prompted the crowd to slow dance. “That’s the same dress, isn’t it?” he asked. The feel of his arms around her shoulders and waist was electric. She ached for his touch. She wanted him to hold her closer.






“The very one.”






“You mean, the actual one you wore to the prom?”






She shut her eyes and imagined him tearing it off of her. It would be like freeing her from the past, and the mistake the dress had come to represent. “The same.” She felt her fear melting away; the crowd was stealing glances at them, but they’d largely hushed, quieted by the tenderness Tag demonstrated in the way he held her close.






“You look better in it now,” he said.






“Oh stop,” she replied, smiling. “I don’t know what I was thinking. It’s a prom dress. You must think I’m living in the past, like some obsessed cat lady.”






“I wouldn’t have come if I thought that. But you can have strong thoughts about the past without being obsessed. I have them too.”






Thoughts.
 “You mean, regrets?” she asked.






“For sure. Like when you and Kenny split. I should have said something to you then. But I was too hurt, too proud. So I didn’t.”






His admission lifted her off the ground; she felt like she could float up to the ceiling like a rogue party balloon. It was as if he’d released an anchor that had been pulling her downward into an abyss. Even though his watch looked like it cost more money than she’d make in ten years, and he could fly a helicopter and own a luxury yacht, he could still dwell on his past mistakes like everyone else.






“We both made mistakes,” Amy said at last. “Do you wish we could take them back?”






“Take them back? God no,” he said. “I’ll tell you more, but not here. Come with me,” he said. He took her hand and pulled. She trotted on her high heels to keep up, feeling her cheeks blush as red as her dress. People were watching, she knew. But how were they interpreting their exit from the dance floor? A lovers’ quarrel dredged up from the past, or a romance put on hold about to resume? Amy wish she knew. Maybe they could tell her.






—






Amy followed Tag through the corridors of Temple Creek until they’d entered a bridal dressing room. Everything was very white: white couches and carpet. White walls and white frames on the floor-to-ceiling mirrors.






“What are we doing in here?” she asked. Getting dragged away like that sent her heart racing; she felt dampness spreading through her panties. Being manhandled, controlled, by a man with that kind of power: it was powerfully hot. If he had picked her up, slung her over his shoulder and carried her, she’d be a bubbling mess right now.






“I’m going to explain to you a little something about mistakes,” he said, loosening his black bow tie. “And then maybe we could talk about earning forgiveness.” His tone had changed dramatically from the man she’d danced with moments ago. The anger she had expected appeared to be breaking through.






“What do you mean? Earn it how?” she asked.
 I could think of a few ways…






“I’ll get to that,” he said, removing his tuxedo jacket. He folded it carefully and laid it over the back of a chair. “Do you know what I thought to myself after the prom?”






“What?”






“I said to myself, ‘From now on, nobody is ever going to choose the other guy.’ If he was brave, I’d be braver. If he was smart, I’d be smarter. If he was rich, I’d be richer. And it was all because I didn’t want to lose somebody like you ever again.”






Amy didn’t know what to say. She felt immensely flattered, but also ashamed.






“I have you to thank for making me the man I am today. So when you ask if I wish we could take back our mistakes, the answer is no. Not for a second.”






Amy nodded. “But don’t you wish-”






“Ah ah,” he said, interrupting her. “You want to ask me a question, you take off an article of clothing. That’s the first rule of my forgiveness.”






There are rules?
 she thought. Was he making this up?
 Whatever.
 She kicked off her heels, then looked up at him.






“Ask.”






“You don’t wish you’d come to me back then? We could have been happy.”






Tag shook his head and began unbuttoning his shirt. “Despite a few regrets, I’ve been pretty happy. Being a billionaire tends to have that affect.”






“I wouldn’t know,” Amy snapped, though her desire had only grown. She loved his aggression, his dominant personality. It was a side of him she’d never seen.
 Maybe I created it
, she thought.






“No, I suppose not. But that’s all right. Few know what it’s really like. They think they’d like to, but they don’t really know. Every day I have to wonder who is trying to stab me in the back, who wants to take advantage of my… generosity.” Tag sat down and bent over to untie his dress shoes.






“I came to the reunion tonight because I knew nobody was going to take a shot at me. At worst they might ask me to invest in some sad little business they’d been trying to launch. I didn’t know for sure you’d be here. I wasn’t sure you’d have the courage to show yourself, knowing that I’d be here. But you did, and I applaud that.”






Tag clapped his hands softly, almost sarcastically.






“So, you have my thanks for making me who I am,” he said. “The question is, how badly do you want my forgiveness?”






“How would I-”






“No,” he interjected. “You know the first rule.”






Amy looked down at her dress. It hugged her hips and chest so tightly. She could feel her rapid pulse pounding and knew her mind was made up. She reached behind her back to pull open the zipper in the back, slid her arms through the shoulder straps and let it fall to the floor. “How?” she asked.






Tag stood up and walked around her in a circle, examining her slim figure. Underneath the dress she wore a skimpy set of white, lacy lingerie.






“Do you always wear this sort of thing?” he asked, his hands clutching her behind. His grip was so strong, his touch electrifying. “Or did you have some ideas of what you might be doing after the party?”






“I had hoped…” Amy started, staring at her feet.






Tag stepped in front of her and lifted her chin so she could look up into his eyes. “Hoped what?”






Amy couldn’t speak. She knew the answer, but still couldn’t bring herself to say it.






“Just admit it,” he said. “I already know.”






“I… I want to make things right. Make up for the mistake I made all those years ago.”






Tag nodded. “The second rule is, you will do as I say. Cross your arms behind your back,” he said. Amy obeyed, goosebumps rising on her skin. It was such a simple act, but doing it because Tag ordered her to do so was intensely satisfying.
 You will do as I say.
 His words echoed in her mind again and again, each time making her feel hotter and hotter.






“Tell me, how do you think you can make up for the mistake you made?” Tag asked.






A tear rolled down her cheek. “I don’t know,” she said.






“Did you think you could seduce me, and that would somehow make everything right?”






“I don’t know,” she repeated. It was the truth.






“Why don’t know you know? Just be honest, Amy. There’s no wrong answer.”






“I… I didn’t have time to think about it. I only heard you were going to be here a couple days ago.”






The skin of Amy’s ass exploded in pain as Tag slapped it with his bare hand. Amy screamed, having no way to expect it was about to happen. However, once the shock wore off, she realized that the way her skin stung was surprisingly appealing.






“I stand corrected,” said Tag. “There was a wrong answer. Stop fooling around, Amy. Think about the question. What did you want from me tonight?”






Amy took a deep breath.
 Just let it out
, she thought.
 Don’t think about it. Say whatever comes to mind.
 “I guess, deep down, I wanted to offer myself… to you. Because… because if I did, then maybe you’d feel better about what happened at the prom.”






“Good,” said Tag. He leaned in close to Amy; she could feel his warm breath against her face, and smell his musky cologne. “But do you think I’d be the only one who’d feel better about what happened?”






“No,” she said. She wanted him to put his lips against hers, though some part of her also screamed for him to spank her again. “I’d feel better too.”






“Exactly. You’d feel closure. So, in truth, what you really want is not to please me, but to please yourself.”






“No!” said Amy. Then she felt the next slap. Tag targeted the same spot as before, and the still sensitive spot burned painfully.






“I don’t mind if you lie to me, but don’t lie to yourself,” he said. Amy couldn’t believe this was happening.
 Shouldn’t I be scared?
 she thought. Yet, nothing about the situation frightened her. Tag was passionate, even aggressive, but she didn’t feel threatened. Thanks to him, a desire she had never been able to articulate was gaining clarity.






“Look, Amy. You want to feel better about what happened at the prom, but in order for that to happen, you think that I have to absolve you of your mistake. Does that sound accurate?”






“Yes,” she said.






“Then you’re forgiven,” he said. “I don’t hold what happened against you. We were young and we both made mistakes. I got over it long ago. So don’t feel bad about it, ever again.”






“Thank you,” said Amy. Tears were dripping down both cheeks now. She felt like a dark cloud had parted above her, letting the sun shine through. However, none of that relief assuaged the lust she felt inside. There was something powerfully alluring about Tag’s manner; both benevolent and punishing at the same time. She didn’t understand it, but she knew she craved more of it.






“If you want, I could still… Would you still like me to-” she started to ask.






“That sounds like a question. Don’t forget the first rule,” said Tag.






Amy reached behind her back and unclasped her bra. She let it fall to her feet, revealing her breasts. Her nipples were hard, eager to be touched, and Tag didn’t disappoint. He took them in his hands and massaged them, eliciting a groan of pleasure from her.






“Ask,” he said.






“I know it’s been a long time, but do you still want me?” she asked. “I’ll do whatever you want.”






“Is that so?” Tag pinched her nipples, sending arcs of intense pain through them, yet the last thing Amy wanted to do was push him aside and break his grip. Instead, she threw her head back and savored the sensation. What was it about agony that was driving her mad?
 Maybe I deserve it
, she thought.
 Maybe that’s why I like it so much.






She shut her eyes, focusing on the pain, but as soon as she did, Tag let go. “I won’t pretend I haven’t thought about this moment,” he said. “The triumphant homecoming, the one who got away… I’ve wondered about whether I would want to humiliate you in front of everyone, or act as though I didn’t care. Then I thought, maybe I want to do both. When you get to be in a position like mine, you stop thinking in terms of ’one or the other.’”






“How would-” Amy started to say.






“You know the first rule. Do you really want to ask your last question?”






Something inside Amy was begging her to give in.
 I have to know!
 it said.






Slowly, she lowered her panties to the ground as Tag watched. He looked pleased by her willingness to bare herself. “Ask.”






“What do you mean by “humiliate me?’”






He smiled, nodding as though debating her question. “What do I mean? Good question. Amy, I’m going to punish you for our mistakes. You’re going to serve my every desire until I am fully satisfied, and then we’re going back out to the party, and everyone here is going to know that we weren’t in here just talking. Got it?”






“Yes. I… I have one more question.”






“You’ve used your last question,” he said curtly.






She trembled, her body aching for Tag to do everything he’d said. “Please.”






“Ask. I’ll decide to answer, or not.”






Grateful for his mercy, she inquired, “Are there any other rules?”






Tag stepped behind her. “Yes, two. The third rule is, address me as ‘sir.’ The last is, enjoy yourself. This is the night we were always meant to have, and it’s going to be worth the wait.”






She heard the clicking of metal and felt something cool being placed around her wrists.
 Handcuffs!






Tag spun her around and embraced her, bringing her lips to his. They kissed passionately, their tongues twisting against each other. Amy found not wrapping her arms around his to be odd, but also tremendously exciting. She was his to control. His to use. She wanted him to use this power, to command her.
 Until I am fully satisfied
, he’d said.






As they kissed her desire grew deeper, as did his: she could feel the bulge in his pants against her skin. She felt it rising, and when it stopped, Tag tore her away from him. “On your knees,” he said.






Amy quickly got down as instructed, eager to obey. Her subservience fed her arousal in a way she had never experienced before, and all she could think about was this new source of fulfillment. She felt that if he deigned to have mercy on her, he could bring her to climax within seconds.






Instead, Tag unzipped his pants and let them fall to his feet. He removed his boxers to reveal his manhood, which stood stiff like a flagpole. Amy’s eyes widened in nervous excitement, as she had never seen such a long, thick rod. He stepped toward her, letting it slowly swing, and when it was right there in front of her she opened her mouth and took in the tip. She worked it over with her lips and tongue, more kissing it than anything else.






“No,” said Tag. “Not like that. Open wide.”






Amy hesitated, but then parted her lips as wide as they would stretch. Tag slid his package inside slowly, allowing her to adjust to its presence in her mouth. She began to get a feel for the act, which she performed sparingly in her life. It had always seemed demeaning to her, but now she was enjoying herself. She wanted to feel used.






Now that his cock was delving deep into her mouth and throat, Tag began to groan in pleasure. He shut his eyes and muttered, “You see that? You’re a natural. You were meant for this.”






Amy felt the burning inside her grow hotter and realized he was right. The motion of her mouth, the feel of her tongue on his cock, the taste of his skin, the sound of his heavy breathing, the slight strain of having her arms bound: all of it was setting her on fire as much as her mental regard for the act.






When Tag began to thrust faster, Amy knew he was on the cusp of climaxing. Without warning, he put his hand against the back of her head and pressed it into his body, forcing his rod in all the way until his sac rested against her chin. She struggled as she felt the overwhelming urge to gag, but fought it down until Tag released her from his grasp and pulled out. As she gasped, he let his load shoot from his cock and land all over her face, getting in her eyes, mouth and hair, and dripping down onto her chin and breasts.






Amy squirmed on her knees, desperate for her own release. The warmth of his sticky seed was driving her wild. To make matters worse, Tag used his member to collect his fluids from her face so that she could lick it off and swallow it.






“That was well done, Amy,” said Tag, putting his boxers and pants back on. “You have a natural talent for swallowing cock.”






“Thanks.”






Tag reached under her arms and pulled her up to her feet. Then he smacked her ass. “What was that you just said?”






Amy twisted around but couldn’t break free of his grip.






“Thank you, sir,” she said, remembering the third rule. She rubbed her backside with her hand, trying to relieve the stinging. The skin felt hot to the touch.






“That’s better.” Tag found the keys to her handcuffs, unlocked the pair and set them aside. He began to massage her sopping wet crevice, sending jolts of ecstasy through Amy’s body. “You’re ready, aren’t you?”






“Yes… sir,” she said, squeezing her legs together against his hand, but in response he pulled away.






“Bad girl,” he scolded. “You haven’t yet earned your reward.”






Amy whimpered, desperate for mercy. His teasing was only increasing her need. Tag calmly picked up the pair of panties she’d taken off to ask her last question. He felt it in his hands for a moment, then balled the fabric up into a wad. “Open,” he said, holding it against her lips. She did as she was told, and Tag stuffed the garment into her mouth.






A chill ran through Amy as she tasted her own juices and inhaled her sour scent. She could see herself in the mirrors looking like something pathetic and depraved. The humiliation she felt was mortifying, but knowing only Tag was aware of it comforted and excited her.
 This is what I signed up for
, she thought. Her instincts told her this is what she wanted. She had no argument, just a hunger for whatever came next.






—






Tag retrieved his cell phone from the pocket of his suit and dialed a number. “Yes, I’m ready for it now… in the dressing room… door’s open,” he said. “Thanks,” he added before hanging up.






She wished she had another article of clothing she could shed, as she desperately wanted to ask him who he had just called, and for what.






“In the corner,” he said to Amy, pointing at where he wanted her to stand. She followed his instruction, and quickly found herself at the wall, staring at the floral-patterned alabaster wallpaper.
 What is going on?
 she wondered.






After a minute she heard a slight knock on the door.






“Go ahead,” said Tag.






Amy heard the door open, a thump of something hitting the floor, and then the door closing.






“The staff here was kind enough to receive a package for me,” he explained. “I didn’t want to bring all my toys to the party myself, you know?”






“-Esh, -shir,” she said through her panties. She could hear him unzip something and then the sound of objects shuffling around.






“Come here,” said Tag. She turned around and walked over to him. The package Tag received was a large, black duffel bag. He held a bundle of rope, and she could see there was more in the bag. “Turn around. Hands behind your back.”






When she obeyed his orders, he took her wrists and pulled them together horizontally across her back. “Hold them like this.” While she watched in the mirrors, Tag methodically pulled rope out of the bundle until it fell apart. He then proceeded to bind her arms together by the wrists and upper arms, cinching the ropes below her armpits and forming a massive knot at the center. “This is a box tie,” he said. “It’s one of my favorites. You can stay this way for hours with no ill effect on your circulation or muscles. And it is inescapable.”






He didn’t have to tell her. She fought against the ropes, trying to free herself, but to no avail. Her heart raced, discovering she loved the futility of fighting effective bondage.






Next, Tag produced a strange-looking item: some kind of black panel with leather straps hanging off of it. “Do you know what this is?” he asked.






She shook her head.






“It’s to keep you quiet. Here, I’ll show you.”






Tag positioned the panel of the muzzle in front of her mouth, then fastened two of the straps behind her head. He pulled the two remaining straps, which formed a triangle around her nose and joined together at her forehead, over her head and buckled it in as well. When Tag was finished, the gag was pressed firmly against her jaw, preventing her from dislodging the panties Tag had placed in her mouth. She mewled through them, but the sound was muffled to being almost inaudible. She loved the way it made her feel even more helpless, like a piece of property. She wasn’t even allowed to speak.






Tag returned to his bag of toys and pulled out one more. This one Amy recognized: a flogger. It was black and had long, thick lashes. Tag swung it around in the air, practicing his delivery. The swooshing sound it made sent shivers through her.






He stepped behind her, and she watched in the mirrors as he crouched at the knees. She held her breath when she saw him reach back with the flogger, winding up to swing. She squeezed her eyes shut in fear.






The impact of the flogger against her ass was soft, barely even a tap.
 What was that?
 she thought. She was surprised to be feeling frustrated, rather than relieved. It didn’t make any sense. She hadn’t just been anticipating pain: something dark within her had been looking forward to it.






She opened her eyes to see what had happened, and as soon as she did, Tag’s next swing smashed into her backside with the kind of force she had originally expected. She shouted in pain and jerked around as the shock rippled through her. However, once the surprise wore off, satisfaction took its place. When Tag’s next swing connected, she yelped and twisted, but her sense of truly suffering was diminished.






“Are you enjoying your punishment, my little whore?”






Amy shook her head vigorously, eyes widened in fright.
 I’m sorry!
 she wanted to say.
 I didn’t mean to!






“You can’t lie to me. Your eyes say ‘no.’” He flogged her again, eliciting a tremble and a sigh from Amy. “But your body says ‘yes… God… yes,’” he said, flogging her cheeks three time as he mimicked her voice. “I can tell.”






Amy could see her skin reddening in the mirrors. It felt so sore, but she was savoring the sensation.






“And the thing about pain…” Tag continued, landing another pair of shots on her behind. “…Is that, for most people…” Two more swings connected with her skin. “…It stops being fun after a while.” Tag then proceeded to let loose a volley of slaps, seeming to paint every last inch of her skin with the flogger’s lashes. Amy howled into the gag, but she never lost the sense of pleasure that accompanied the pain.






“You really like this,” said Tag. “Are you surprised?”






Amy nodded.






“I’m not. I learned after our split how much I enjoyed being sadistic, and I realized that you would have been receptive to it, were we still together.” Tag added a few smacks with his hand, making sure to aim for the most sensitive spots. “I’d be lying if I said the chance to test that theory didn’t influence my decision to attend the reunion. Thankfully, you haven’t disappointed. Now, turn around and spread your legs.”






Breathing heavily and writhing in pain, she pivoted on her feet so she could face Tag. Seeing herself in the mirror she noticed tears had caused her eyeshadow to streak down her cheeks.
 I look the same as I feel
, she lamented. Tears from pain, or pleasure or frustration — she couldn’t tell anymore. Between her legs she felt a yearning so powerful she could barely think. She was so on edge, she could imagine climaxing from the slightest touch.
 Please, just do it
, she thought.






Tag could see it in her eyes. He smiled, pulled her body into his and whispered into her ear, “The pain got you all worked up, huh? Is that right, whore?”






Amy nodded.






“Had you ever been spanked before tonight?” he asked.






She nodded again. In fact, some of her boyfriends had tried it in the bedroom.






“But not like this,” he inferred,






She shook her head in agreement. The light, playful slaps she’d experienced before couldn’t compare to the punishing strikes Tag inflicted. They didn’t hurt at all, and were mere attempts at spicing up action in the bedroom, rather than an act carried out for its own sake.






“I figured. You took that punishment very well, but I think a little more is in order before you’re rewarded.”






Amy shut her eyes and nodded again. She knew at that moment she would do anything he asked if it meant he would let her orgasm. It was a humiliating realization, and to make matters worse, she had no doubt Tag knew it too.
 What would he want next? Will he really give me what I want, or is this an elaborate, cruel form of revenge?
 The possibilities were frightening, but she didn’t care.






“Glad you agree. Now I’m going to flog your pussy. Keep your eyes open.”






Oh god
, she thought. She knew the buttocks weren’t nearly as sensitive as the tender flesh of her folds, and yet, every part of her was screaming for Tag to punish her as he saw fit.
 After all, I’ve taken everything he’s dished out so far
, she thought.
 I may be willing to go farther than he is!






She opened her eyes, flashing steely resolve like a set of fangs. She was ready to drink deeply from the well of torment and savor every last drop.






When the flogging began, Tag swung gently, but the pain was still unbearable, spiraling throughout her body and electrifying every nerve she had. She kept her composure, but she could feel fresh tears crawling down her cheeks. The suffering grew worse as he increased the speed and power behind each hit, and ran out of fresh, unmarked skin. Though she shook and wailed into her saliva-soaked panties, she endured, refusing to be overwhelmed.






Suddenly Tag stopped. Amy looked down at him, wondering why.
 Please, don’t stop
, she thought. Though the pain seared, she wanted more. Tag stood up and lifted her chin until her eyes were looking up into his. Beads of sweat had begun to collect on his forehead from his enjoyment. She saw his cock was hard as stone and trying to bust through the crotch of his pants.






She thought he was about to say something, but instead resumed the flogging, this time lashing her chest. Sometimes he flogged the same breast repeatedly before switching to the other. Sometimes he alternated between them with each swing. Before long, the skin of her chest was as red as her ass and equally sore.






Not once during the session did she feel her arousal subside; instead, the pain maintained and further intensified it. Tag kept up his barrage until Amy was a quivering mess, and then without a word he tossed the flogger aside, dropped his pants and plunged his rod into Amy’s inviting crevice. Her skin, though sore, was sopping wet, and Tag’s hammer slid in easily.






Amy shuddered in ecstasy at the sudden reversal of stimulation. She began to weep in relief as Tag thrust himself into her. His deep, rapid penetration was rougher than she’d ever had, but she didn’t care. She’d been on the cusp of an explosive orgasm for what felt like hours. Within seconds it she was cumming hard, spilling her fluids on the floor between her feet. The orgasm ripped through her body, frying her synapses and vaulting her mind into a euphoric subspace.






Somewhere during the experience she heard Tag’s groans of satisfaction. He fondled her breasts while he pounded her, enjoying her pained squeals. She felt as though every part of her had become responsive to his touch, as if they were literally buttons he could activate and get a reaction. Just before he reached his climax, he pulled out of her chasm and brought her head back down on his staff. Her body instinctively took over, sucking and licking until his load poured into her mouth.






Tag put his arms on her shoulders and walked her to the couch. Exhausted, he dropped onto it and sprawled out, then pulled Amy onto him. He put his arms around her and held her close against him, basking in the heat of her body.






After a few minutes of listening to each other breathe, drinking in the smell of sex that filled the room, Tag unbuckled the panel gag from Amy’s mouth and tossed it aside. He pulled out her panties, brought them down to her crotch and rubbed it against her folds. Amy moaned as the new stimulation quickly inspired fresh desire.






“Not so fast, whore,” he whispered. “Just wanted to see if you were still hungry for more.”






“Yes, sir,” she said, her voice dry and rasping.






Tag picked up Amy, got up from the couch and set her back down. “Stay here,” he said. He walked into the bathroom; Amy could hear the faucet. He came back carrying two glasses of water. He held the first up to Amy’s lips. She hadn’t realized how thirsty she’d become, and drank the entire glass. Tag then downed his in two gulps.






“Sir?” she said, remembering the rules.






“It sounds like you have a question, though you are still nude.”






“Yes, sir. Sorry, sir.”






Tag sighed. “Fine. Ask.”






“Can we do more? I don’t want to go back to the party yet.”






“What makes you think we’re done?”






“I… I guess because I’ve been punished, and rewarded, sir.”






Tag considered her answer. “You’re right. You have. But this was too much fun, and I have more toys, so no, we’re not done. All right?”






“Yes sir,” she replied, smiling. “Thank you, sir.”






“However, I do need to make an appearance at the party, so I’m going to leave you here for a while.”






“Are you going to untie me?” she asked. As soon as the words were spoken she realized what she’d done. She shut her mouth and pressed her lips together, but it was too late.






“No,” said Tag. “In fact, I’m going to bind you so completely you won’t be able to move. But now I’m going to throw in something extra, for your infraction.”






Amy wasn’t sure if she should be mad at herself, or to ask another question.
 Better see what one infraction earns before trying for two
, she reasoned. She knew now that Tag had a twisted imagination. She wasn’t sure if she was ready to test it further.






—






Alone in the room, Amy struggled against the ropes that bound her. Tag had been true to his word: she couldn’t move. Before he left, he used several bundles of rope, leaving her in a stringent, taxing hogtie. Her legs were bound together and bent, her feet linked to her arms and back with tightly pulled ropes. Her hair had been gathered into a ponytail, which was then also yanked backward with rope. He put a new gag in her mouth, this one a large, red rubber ball that was secured by straps behind her neck. She could grunt and mumble, but not intelligibly. She drooled on the carpet uncontrollably, which she found humiliating but powerfully erotic.
 You’re a freak
, she thought to herself. She liked the way it sounded.






The “something extra” Tag had promised came in the form of a rope pulled savagely hard between her legs; it ran around her waist and then down her crotch, through her slit and back up through her ass cheeks like a thong. She felt as though she were being split in half; the rope’s presence producing a slow, steady burn. To make matters worse, every inch of binding rope had been linked to the one through her crotch, meaning every fidget, every struggle and every adjustment she made was transferred through her bindings into her pussy. It was a devious form of torture, and she couldn’t decide if she loved it or hated it.






Probably because it’s both
, she thought.






She had the same perspective on the finishing touch Tag had for her: a set of clamps that he attached to her still erect nipples. Connected by a chain, the clamps didn’t look intimidating, but their bite was fierce and brought tears to her eyes until she became accustomed to them.






With Tag gone, living it up at the party, likely making up some explanation for her absence, there was nothing she could do but wait.






Rule four: enjoy yourself.






She had to admit, immersing herself in this painful predicament had been just as arousing as the flogging and everything else she’d experienced thus far. The isolation, however, was exciting on a new level.
 What if he leaves me here all night?
 she thought. What if he got drunk at the party, started reminiscing with his old buddies and forgot about her entirely? She shot the idea down — after what they just did, who could forget? He’d remember every time the fabric of his pants brushed against his rod.






However, the idea of being stuck like this for hours and hours persisted, perhaps because she wanted it to. She could jerk and twist all she wanted, she couldn’t loosen the ropes around her. Tag was clearly adept at rope bondage. He knew how to weave the bindings around her so as to cause discomfort and distress, but not damage. The bindings hurt, but they weren’t causing injury. It seemed like a delicate balance to strike, but he’d done so with ease.






Lots of practice, I’ll bet.






How many women had he done this to before her? Did he enjoy it as much with them as he had with her? Amy knew she might never get answers to these questions, but couldn’t help imaging his billionaire lifestyle. He must have women begging for a chance to be with him every day, but how many were willing to submit to this kind of torment? How many submitted to it, but didn’t enjoy it? And how many submitted to it and then asked for more?






Am I one-of-a-kind, or just another conquest?
 she wondered.






On top of that, she considered how much their past influenced the way they both acted tonight. Was he enjoying punishing Amy more than usual, or could he get the same satisfaction from punishing a woman with whom he had no prior history? Likewise, would she have the same intense orgasms being dominated and used by any random guy, or was the fact that it was with Tag elevating it into the earth-shattering experience it had become?






Though her questions were many, she did have some answers. She knew that Tag’s wealth and power attracted her to him, though not because of his money or position directly. It was how he chose to use them: of all the options he had to spend his time, he had taken some of it to visit River Neck. He’d planned his schedule around reuniting with a cute but normal —
 no, not completely normal
 — suburban woman, rather than a young supermodel on a private beach. That meant something to Amy.






Like her, his feelings about their past had still been fresh in his mind. Even with all of his success and a lifestyle few people could even dream about, he still carried the past with him, letting it influence his decisions. They both felt the same regret, and reconnected over it. Did this mean that all the anguish they felt from their breakup throughout the years was worthwhile, if it lead to tonight? Amy liked to think so.






Getting lost in thought suited her just fine while Tag was enjoying the party. Every once in a while she would forget herself and try to move, causing her crotch rope to dig into her flesh. However long it took for Tag to return, it didn’t seem nearly as interminable as she thought it would be.






“Hey babe,” he said as he entered the dressing room. “You’re missing a great party. You sure you don’t want to go back?”






“Oh, irr,” she mumbled.






“A little later then. When we’re finished. You been enjoying your alone time?”






“Esh, irr.”
 Enjoying
 wasn’t the word she’d have used, but it was close enough.






“Nice. Thought you would.” Tag undressed quickly, eager to enjoy his handiwork. When he was naked, he sat down on the floor in front of Amy and spread his legs. This gave her an up front view of his engorged cock. He scooted his way forward on the carpet until her head was in his lap. His solid shaft rubbed against her cheek; she could feel the heat radiating off of it.






Tag pulled the ball gag out of her mouth and let it dangle from her neck. He didn’t give her any time to appreciate the relief however, as he jammed her head down on his package.






Amy was happy to be serving him again, taking him in deep on the first go this time instead of working the tip. Lowering her head meant pulling at the web of rope around her body, which dug at her crotch, but she welcomed the pain. Breathing through her nose, she detected fresh cologne and not a trace of alcohol.






“Being left here all alone made you really hot, didn’t it?” Tag asked as she worked his member hard and fast.






“Uh huh,” she hummed.






“Yeah. Thinking about you here by yourself made me pretty horny too. When I got down there… oh God… my erection was hard to miss… oh yeah… I think they have some idea… of what we’re up to.”






No, they really don’t
, thought Amy. She knew the crowd at that party better than he did at this point.
 They think we’re just fooling around. They have no clue.
 In fairness, before tonight, she’d have made the same assumption.






Tag’s orgasm took longer than his last few, but when he came he still spurted a full, sticky load. He pulled his cock from her mouth before he could cum, and used his hands to finish himself off. When he did Amy began to lick off his load without being asked.






“You’re really turning into quite a whore, you know that?”






“Uh huh.” The first time he used that word it had shocked her. Now she didn’t mind. If this was what it meant to him, she would be his whore whenever he wanted.






Satisfied with her work, he got to his feet and opened up his bag of toys. He took out some kind of device: it was long and white, and shaped like a tapering cylinder. Most notably, it had a large orb of some kind at the end.






“Do you know what this is?” he asked.






“No, sir.”






“You’re going to like it.” He sat back down, then lifted Amy by her shoulder and positioned her on her side. He ran his hand across the skin of her crotch and gave the rope running through it a tug. Amy sucked in her breath at the jolt of pain, but let it out in a sigh.






Tag chuckled as he inserted the narrow end of device between the ropes around her thighs. He adjusted it until the orb was positioned against her folds. Getting it between her legs there required some effort, and Amy panted at every touch, but only when he actually turned the device on did she realize how truly aroused she’d become. The orb’s vibrations against her sensitive clit immediately drew waves of pleasure out of her. Tag turned her back onto her front, which pushed the device against her crotch even more firmly.






Within seconds she was out of control, bucking and heaving against her bonds. It was as though Tag had fed a live wire directly into her. The orgasms crashing through her began to come one after another. Tag simply sat on the couch and watched, drinking another glass of water and casually stroking his cock.






With a sheepish grin, Tag realized he’d never replaced Amy’s gag, causing her screaming to pierce the room.






“You think they heard you?” he asked her, resting his feet on her back. “Nah,” he said. “They have music on at the party. It’s loud. They can’t hear. Probably. That was really loud though.”






Amy didn’t care. She screamed again has one orgasm exhausted its energy and another one started to build. She’d lost count of how many she’d enjoyed.






“I mean, even if the music was off, they’d still be talking amongst themselves. Talking about us, but still talking. And we’re on the other side of the building. So yeah, they can’t hear you. I think. Pretty sure.”






Tag got up off the couch and took a couple more items from his bag. He put them down next to Amy, then got down on the floor, straddling her. “No, they won’t hear any of this. But when we get out there, they’re going to see your messed up hair. They’re going to see your ruined makeup. They’re going to see your funny walk, and I promise you, it’ll be pretty funny.”






Everything Tag said drove Amy even further into her euphoric trance. The orgasms had merged into one sustained bout of ecstasy.






“You like hearing this, don’t you, little whore?”






“Mmm,” was the only response Amy could give, but it was clearly an affirmation.






“In that case, I think we should go for it. But first, I’m going to enjoy you one last time, and it’s going to be in a new way.”






Amy continued to drift through subspace, barely aware of Tag’s declaration. She felt the rope running through her crotch go slack, and felt it lift out from between her buttocks. The next new sensation was something cool and liquid being poured between her cheeks.
 Is that… lube?
 she thought.






“Have you ever had anything inside that tight little ass of yours?” he asked.






“No… sir.”






“Oh, well, this will be a treat.”






Amy wanted to pound her fist against the floor. She wanted to bite down on a piece of solid wood. The pleasure had grown so overwhelming, she barely registered the pain as Tag began to penetrate her anus. He took it slowly, working his way in very slightly. He’d used far more lube than conceivably necessary, but she was glad: she’d never had a cock spread apart her tender bud before, and Tag’s was still stiff as a double shot of vodka.






When he drove his shaft in deep, Tag bellowed from the intense bliss. Amy writhed, feeling her pleasure spiked with an exquisitely sharp agony. He thrust himself in hard and fast, sensing her dual state of conflicting sensations.






“This is what it’s all about,” he said. “Hurting like crazy while wanting to cum and cum and cum. You feel it?”






“Yes yes yes sir,” she said, her voice carrying the word ‘sir’ as a cry that sang in tune with her utter sense carnal fulfillment. Tag heard her wail and soon he came too, squirting all over her back. He reached underneath her and between her legs, feeling for the switch to the vibrator. When he found it, he flicked it off.






“I don’t want you to lose all this feeling… just yet,” he said, still working to catch his breath. He picked up from the floor the last toy he’d taken from the bag and showed it to Amy: it was black, rubber and shaped like a cone. He poured lube onto the toy, then rubbed it all around to coat the surface.






“This is it,” he said. He placed the plug against her rear entrance and slowly pushed it in and out. Occasionally he stopped, giving her a moment to adjust, and gradually her ass opened up again, allowing the plug inside. Though not as long as his cock, the toy was wider, and getting it in posed a slight challenge. Soon, however, it slipped all the way inside, eliciting a fresh howl from Amy.






“Remember I said you were going to walk funny?”






Amy nodded, barely comprehending. The ache in her rectum was still very new to her, and she hadn’t yet fully internalized the new source of pain. She shut her eyes and focused on it while Tag untied all of the ropes. She screamed again when he removed the nipple clamps, as feeling flooded back into them. However, the relief she felt as her arms, legs and hair were released was indescribable. She lay on the carpet, arms and legs spread, for several minutes after Tag was done releasing her. In the meantime, he had dressed himself and combed his hair.






“Come on, whore. It’s time to show you off,” he said. He grabbed her by the wrists and pulled her up to her feet. She wobbled on her knees at first, but stood. Tag removed the ball gag that still rested around her neck, then carefully helped her into her dress. He zipped it up in back for her when he was done.






“My panties,” she said, her mind starting to clear.






“No need,” Tag replied. “We’re just going to say goodbye to everyone.”






“Okay.”






Tag draped one of her arms around him as they walked. Amy looked at the floor, feeling exhausted and sore, but content and free. She’d shared with Tag a passion she’d always felt between them. It hadn’t been exactly as she pictured ten years ago, but it was just as fulfilling. If Tag bore her any ill will over the events of the past, he hid it very, very well. She’d gotten out of tonight everything she wanted, and much more.






Tag and Amy heard their former friends and classmates before either saw them. The hooting and hollering was deafening to Amy, who was still coming down from the greatest high of her life.






“How do I look?” she said.






“Like a ravished whore,” he said.






Amy felt the urge to reach for the plug in her ass, but fought it down. She was already completely humiliated. The laughing faces of the men and women were loud and red, and only quieted when Tag yelled out so he could speak.






“I’m afraid the two of us have to leave, but I want to thank everyone for such a warm homecoming. If I’d known how welcome I would be, I wouldn’t have waited so long! Isn’t that right, Amy?”






“Yeah,” she said. The crowd laughed. Amy could only imagine what they would say after they departed.






“Anyway, thanks again. I’ll see you soon. Have a wonderful night everyone!”






As soon as Tag wrapped up his salute, he dragged Amy out the door to the hall.






“Where are we going?” she asked.






“My helicopter,” he said. Sure enough, he led her to the clearing next to the pond where he’d landed hours ago; he opened the door to the aircraft and helped her inside.






Amy eased herself gently onto the passenger seat, feeling the plug shift inside her.






“I have a little confession,” Tag said as he started the engine.






“You do?”






“Amy, I didn’t come here to see any of them. Just you. I paid the venue, and the school, to throw a reunion. I did it through one of my business subsidiaries so nobody would bother to figure out it was me. I felt it was time we settled the past.”






“Oh,” she said. She hadn’t wanted to think she was the sole reason for his visit to River Neck, but he’d confirmed it. It was a wonderful feeling, knowing that with all the wealth and power Tag had, she had mattered to him, even ten years later. “But what if I hadn’t come tonight?”






“I didn’t worry about it,” he said. “It’s been a while since something hasn’t gone my way.”






The helicopter began to rise into the air. Amy looked out at the grounds of Temple Creek from above.






“Wait. Where are we going?” she asked again.






“We’re making up for lost time,” said Tag. “I can take us anywhere you want.”






“Home,” said Amy.






In the sky, the helicopter banked into a gentle turn and disappeared into the night.
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Bound and Spanked By My Hot Bosses





You don’t have to sugarcoat it: my actions were wildly unprofessional. I won’t try to argue otherwise. I will say, in my defense, that it started as just a bit of harmless fun. I deserved to be punished for it. I needed to be disciplined. Maybe I even wanted to be humiliated. Honestly, I never thought I’d get caught, but if I had known what the repercussions would be… well, I would have done it even sooner.






My friends said I had the easiest job in the world, and maybe they were right. All I had to do was show up on time and sit at my desk. I was supposed to answer the phone, but it never rang. I’d greet visitors, but there weren’t any. I’d make coffee, but my bosses preferred drinking countless cans of Red Bull.






Sure, compared to the constant hustle of most jobs, mine was a cakewalk. But that doesn’t mean there weren’t any challenges. Fighting off boredom, for one; staying awake was on the list too, though I routinely fell asleep at my desk. I even kept a pillow in the drawer. My bosses didn’t mind.






No, the real challenge lay with my bosses themselves. When I first saw an ad for a secretarial position at an upstart tech company, I expected a small staff of nerdy guys who would barely have the nerve to chat up a woman like me. I got one part right: the company consisted of just four other people, all of them men. However, they weren’t the doughy geeks I imagined.






Lifelong friends Frank, Sam, Hunter and Vincent started the company together and operated as a tight-knit team. Living in the same block of apartments, they carpooled every day and arrived at the office like a wolf pack set loose on the world. Their energy was contagious, but they would barrel through the door and head straight back to their production room. If I’d had a message to give them, I would have, but that never happened.






So, what’s the challenge? This is what I told my friends: “You’ve never seen them.” Every workday ended with an hour at the gym, which allowed them to blow off some steam after a day spent coding, testing and troubleshooting. They even bought modular desks so they could shift between sitting and standing every hour, keeping them from getting too sedentary during business hours.






As a result, they stayed phenomenal shape, which compounded how handsome they already were. All chiseled jaws, high cheekbones and intense eyes, they looked like models from fashion ads more than tech workers. They dressed in full professional attire, even though they rarely met face-to-face with clients or vendors. Custom-fitted suits, sharp ties, expensive timepieces — they rocked it all. Maybe on a Friday they’d loosen their ties and unbutton their collars, but otherwise it was shockingly formal for a tech company.






Due to this, they expected me to dress just as well: designer skirts, heels and blouses were mandatory, despite the fact that nobody saw it but them. It made me think that they wanted me to look good for their own amusement, and it was this line of reasoning that got me into a lot of trouble.






That’s not a complaint, mind you. It was totally worth it.






Inevitably, my friends asked, “Why the dress code? Why even have a secretary at all if nobody ever visited the office?” I originally thought that it was a matter of having a woman around to “keep things organized,” which was code for “clean up after us.” However, they never asked me to clean; in fact, they paid into the building’s janitorial service. Later I started to wonder if they were a front for some sort of illegal hacking operation and they needed a real secretary to create a legitimate paper trail. That half-baked theory was dashed when their software started gaining market share and the four of them were photographed together for the cover of a trade journal. A framed copy of it hung over my desk!






I had a copy on my nightstand too, not that I’d admit it to them.






My last theory was that they just felt like having a secretary as a status symbol. Despite how little work I had to do, I was paid far more than the going rate. I would have quit and moved onto something better, but every time I was offered another position, the reasons to stay always outweighed the reasons to leave. Not a single one ever offered a better salary, and while I vowed to take a lower-paying job if it meant less boredom, I never followed through.






After all, my friends thought I was crazy for wanting to leave. I was being paid to do next to nothing and I could use the free time pretty much however I wished! I read all my e-mail, I watched seemingly every cat video on the Internet, I even took online courses to develop new skills. However, one silly idea changed everything, and just like that, I was never bored at work again.






I laugh now when I think about how it all started: I made a list. I was trying to decide once and for all which of the guys I thought was hottest. I methodically assigned points to every feature and quality I could think of: eight points for Hunter’s smile, ten points for Sam’s biceps, nine points for the way Vincent says “hard drive.” I set the scale from one to ten, but I couldn’t think of anything that deserved less than an eight. Maybe my methodology could have used some work, but I wasn’t submitting my findings for scientific investigation, just having a little fun.






Technically, Hunter won by a point, but the scores were too close to really settle the matter satisfactorily. Sure, the way Hunter looked at me when he came in the door made me ache in my core for his touch, but for just one point, I couldn’t write off the adorable way Frank chuckled when he caught me snoozing after a lunch break.






At this point I realized I probably would never have a true answer to my line of inquiry, but I had nothing better to do, so I tried something new: moving on from personal and physical characteristics, I began listing fantasies, and how many points they would each get.






For instance, I gave Sam four points for taking me to the steamy romance movie playing at the Cineplex. But then Hunter got jealous, and took me out for a candlelit dinner with at Chez Francois: five points. Frank doesn’t like to be outdone, so he took me on a ski vacation for the weekend: seven points. Then Vincent beat them all with a holiday in Paris: ten points.






Of course, as much as I enjoyed this game, I’d gone completely off the rails: I wasn’t comparing the men, I was fantasizing about being romanced in an escalating fashion. Any one of them could take me to Paris for the full ten points. So, once again, I was back to the drawing board.






Pondering how to proceed for an hour brought me to the end of the workday. As if a factory’s steam whistle had sounded, the guys shot out of the office, grinning as if they had something to celebrate. They could hardly contain their excitement as they said goodnight.






“What’s going on?” I called out as they left, but they didn’t hear. They piled into the car and drove away.






I spent the night cataloging what drove me wild the most about each of them. Sam put his hand over his chin when deep in thought, drawing attention to its distinctive cleft. Vincent hated sitting or standing at his desk for hours on end, and often paced the office, strutting like the room was a beachfront boardwalk. Hunter would unashamedly dance in place when listening to music; he didn’t care who was watching. Frank was usually the quietest, but when he felt passionate about an issue he spoke with the conviction of a great general rallying his soldiers at the front line.






I prepared for bed in a trance; thinking about my bosses took over my mind. As I pictured each one striding toward me, shirtless and holding a bouquet of roses, my hands slid toward the wetness between my thighs like a planchette tracking across a Ouija board: I felt like I wasn’t actively moving them, but I couldn’t pretend they were drifting entirely on their own. However, I still couldn’t narrow down my fantasy to just one of them. All of them carried bouquets, and they stood in a line, moving as one. They came closer and closer until…






I woke up. The panties I wore to bed were soaked through; even the sheets below were damp. Trying to catch my breath, I smiled to myself and knew what came next.






—






Frank, Sam, Hunter and Vincent all spent an extra few minutes chatting with me as they arrived for work the next day. Maybe my dream made my desire for them more noticeable on a subconscious level. I asked about the previous day’s jubilation, wondering if maybe they’d reached a milestone in the development of their work.






“Sorry, but we can’t say yet,” explained Sam. “It’s still a secret, and we have to wait to see how things play out. You understand, right?”






“Sure,” I said. Trade secrets. Privileged info. Totally understood. Well, mostly understood: I still had no idea what kind of secret they were guarding, but it must have been something good.






I know what that’s like
, I thought as I pulled up my files from the previous day. I looked over the point totals again for each man, then decided it was time to start a new project: the one I’d thought of in the middle of the night, the one that forced me to get up early and launder my sheets.






Chapter 1
, I typed into a new document. With one hand at the keyboard and one reaching into my skirt, I typed.






Frank picked me up at seven. Pink and purple clouds streaked across the sky as the sun set behind them. He held open the passenger door of his Benz for me before getting in. Classical concertos played softly on the stereo as he drove us to Alfonso’s, but all I could think about was playing footsie and more underneath the table…






I breathed heavily as the fantasy practically wrote itself. Yet, despite the deft massaging my other hand performed, I had not really started to find a rhythm.






However, when we arrived at the restaurant, Sam, Hunter and Vincent were already there. Between them were two empty chairs. “What’s going on?” I asked, feigning consternation.






I stopped typing. It was the only way to keep myself from going to a place that just seemed
 wrong
. Look, I wasn’t some kind of inexperienced, innocent, fragile little flower. I knew I liked to get dirty. My boyfriends would spank me during sex, and I’d scream, “Harder!” They’d use scarves to tie me to the bed and I’d roll my eyes, wishing they’d just buy some handcuffs, or maybe even rope.






So, why was the idea of being with my hot bosses giving me pause? The more I thought about it, the less sense it made.






But once I realized that, all bets were off.






I crept under the table and crawled toward the first two sets of legs. As the men sipped their Cabernet I unzipped their pants and reached inside. Their rigid members throbbed in my hands as I began stroking them.






As I got started, the table cloth near me lifted; my breath caught in my throat for a moment, but then a hand poked through holding a small dish. I lowered a finger into the dish and it came away glistening: dipping oil, the kind served with Italian bread. I immersed my fingers into the slick fluid, then resumed rubbing their hardened cocks. Frank and Sam squirmed in their seats as my motion grew faster and faster…






The increasing pace of my fantasy matched the work being conducted in reality, and soon I found myself reclining in my office chair, fingers deep inside my sodden chasm. I clenched my teeth, though I wanted to scream. Just a few feet away, the very same men depicted on my computer screen were running an entire business, and the walls between us were not at all soundproof.






Fear of being discovered intensified my arousal, and soon the orgasm I’d built broke out, sending a spasm of pleasure through my body. I gave myself a minute to enjoy the afterglow, but then straightened my clothes, saved my document and closed it. I took the pillow out of my drawer and set my head down.






I probably only snoozed for a few minutes before the guys spilled out of their office. I shot up in my seat suddenly, causing them to laugh.






“Having a sweet dream?” asked Sam as Hunter and Frank went on ahead to the car.






“Yes, sir,” I said. I enjoyed responding to their questions with a show of formality. It made me feel as though I were serving them, which sent shivers of excitement through me.






Sam nodded, trying to suppress a devilish grin. “We’re going out for lunch. Do you want us to get you anything?”






Fresh panties would be great
, I thought. “No, sir, I brought my own.”






“Call us if you change your mind,” Vincent added.






“Yes, sir.”






When all four of them were gone, I got up and headed for the small break room. I found my Tupperware container, one of few actual food items in the refrigerator: the only other contents were a carton of orange juice; a bottle of bourbon; coffee creamer; jars of hot sauce and other condiments; and a box of baking soda.






Inside the container: day old salad and soggy croutons; a far cry from Alfonso’s gnocchi. I ate at my desk and reopened the document.






Climbing back up into my seat, I presented the spoon Vincent had so conspicuously dropped. “Thanks,” he said. “Though now I don’t need it; I’ve already had dessert.”






I blushed and sipped my glass of Cabernet. I scanned the crowd at the restaurant and several people averted their gaze as my eyes reached theirs. Were they watching because it seemed strange for one woman to be joined at dinner by four men, or did they know what I had been doing under the table? I couldn’t tell.






After dinner, we packed into the Benz; once again, I was crammed into the middle seat, this time between Frank and Hunter. They put their arms around me and kissed opposite cheeks as Vincent drove and Sam watched. Each snaked a hand up my dress and penetrated my dripping orifice. I moaned as the flood of stimulation infused every cell in my body.






“You couldn’t wait until we got back to the office?” asked Vincent, who was clearly annoyed at missing out on the fun.






“If it pleases you sir,” I said, “I will service you first when we get there.”






Frank placed his hand over my chin and turned my head to look into his eyes. “You will do as your masters say.”






“Yes, master,” I replied.






“However, your offer is fair,” said Vincent. He winked at me in the rearview mirror, and I smiled…






I was so wrapped up in composing my fantasy that I didn’t react at first when the guys returned from lunch.






“Look who’s awake,” joked Sam.






I laughed politely and asked, “How was lunch?”






“Fine,” said Vincent. “Guys, was it me or did she seem pretty busy just now? I hope we’re not giving you so much to do that you’re working on your lunch break.”






“Oh no, sir.” I never thought I’d have to find an excuse for why I seemed to be working too hard. “It was nothing important, just some e-mail. I couldn’t think of the word that means… you know…” I couldn’t think of anything but the warm smiles aimed at me while I struggled to concentrate. “When you let someone tell you what to do…” What? What was I saying?






“Submissive,” the four men said in unison.






My cheeks flushed red as a ripe apple. “That’s the one, thank you.”






“All right, back to work,” said Frank, sparing me from further embarrassment. Once they disappeared into the office, I pulled my legs up into my body and rested my feet on the end of my chair. I pulled on the desk hard enough to swing the chair, and thus my body, around in circles. Head tucked into my lap, I kept it there until the room stopped spinning.






What the hell was going on with me? Why did I feel so compelled to keep fantasizing about my bosses, and why did I have to do it right at work? Would they fire me if they knew what I was doing? They seemed to care so little about my strange behavior, who’s to say they’d care about this? I wasn’t hurting anybody, or stealing company secrets. I was just having a little bit of fun. Yeah, I know. I’ve said that already.






So I pledged not to think about my bosses in a sexual way again until the end of the day and I was safely back in my apartment. Then I could spend the evening tapping away at my keyboard and… well… whatever else I wanted to do.






Good plan, right? It worked for about ten minutes, a span of time in which I checked the clock at least six times. No new e-mail to read. No social media updates in need of comment. Nothing to do, but feel my intoxication grow; I could never stand to be denied when I needed pleasure.






Admitting defeat, I gave in and opened my document. I typed,
 Chapter 2.






I looked around once and listened for the four-keyboard clickety-clack white noise of our company lobby. The bosses sounded hard at work, so I got back to mine.






Eventually, I felt the car slow to a stop.






“We’re here,” said Hunter.






“Can I remove my blindfold now, sir?”






“No. I will take it off when it is time. Don’t ask again, whore.”






I felt a tear wet the silk fabric of my blindfold. I should be insulted by being called such a name, but instead it delighted my submissive tendencies. I wasn’t a whore, but some part of me wanted to be treated like one.






Hunter helped me out of the car, holding my hand and guiding me. I heard pavement underneath my heels, followed by the bass beat of loud music coming from somewhere close. The see-through platform heels, the neon pink micro-skirt and the mesh top I wore now made a lot more sense.






Sure enough, Hunter led me into what had to be a strip club. I saw the flashes of disco lighting through my blindfold, and the smell of horny men and cheap perfume overwhelmed my senses.






At last, Hunter untied the cloth from around my eyes; waiting there in front of me were the rest of the guys, who sat around a private table in the VIP section of the club. A metal pole ran up through the center of the table. “Ever danced around one of these?” asked Vincent.






“No, sir.” I couldn’t believe how degraded I felt. Were they expecting me to strip? Probably. Everyone in the club would be able to see me! And yet, I felt more aroused than terrified. I sighed and let Sam and Frank lift me up by my back and thighs. They set me down atop the table.






“Show us your stuff,” said Sam.






I kept on working, occasionally pausing; seemingly every few minutes, raucous laughter would erupt from the inner office. All four of the guys were enjoying something.






Or maybe they had a few too many beers at lunch.






Still, I couldn’t begrudge them their good time, considering I was really getting into my own.






By the time I finished my dance, the entire club was looking my way and cheering. I don’t know where my clothes landed; they were undoubtedly long gone. Still, I bowed and waved to the audience, far more proud of myself than I would have expected. Seize the moment, right?






“Thank you, sirs. That was a lot of fun.” One thing I loved about being subservient to the will of my bosses: my own inhibitions seemed to disappear. I felt compelled to do as they asked, and yet they never had to force me to do anything. My rewards for following their command were twofold: I enjoyed obeying, and every order I successfully followed would result in a special treat, typically a series of staggeringly powerful orgasms.






I hopped off the table, but as soon as I landed Frank and Vincent grabbed my shoulders and started shuffling me out the door of the club.






“Wait, my clothes!” I shouted, provoking some laughter from the crowd.






“Nobody told you to toss them away,” said Sam as he held the door open for us.






“You have no one to blame but yourself for that,” added Frank.






Before I could respond we were out the door, and I felt the chill evening breeze in places it had never been. I stared at the pavement for those tense seconds while Frank unlocked the car, convinced that he was intentionally fumbling with the keys to find the right one. It has a fob, it shouldn’t take this long! An eternity condensed into just a few seconds, then Frank opened the door and I hopped in.






I moved to my usual spot in the middle seat, but Vincent nudged me to the window seat. “Guys, how about we cruise around for a while?” he asked.






The heat of sheer humiliation spread from my core to the rest of my body as I looked out the window. My arms started to move to cover my chest, but I caught myself in time. The guys would have spanked me for sure for doing that…






That’s what opened the floodgates, wasn’t it? Writing about being dominated; it was my point of no return. As soon as I did it, I knew I couldn’t get enough. I had to keep writing more and more.






Chapter 7






When I woke up, I was still handcuffed to the bed, aching all over my body…






I couldn’t stop. I’d pleasured myself more times than I could count throughout the course of the day, ever mindful of the time. It was Friday that day, and I didn’t want to have to continue writing the fantasy from home. It just wouldn’t be the same.






Chapter 16






When Hunter opened the door to the cage, I didn’t move at first. “You can come out now,” he said. Part of me wanted to stay inside…






I glared at the clock, wondering if I could finish just one more chapter before the end of business hours.






Chapter 20






I don’t know how many hours passed while I waited in bed, but my tender backside still stung…






What happened next… Well, my job would never be the same.






—






I never finished that last chapter. Even now I think about going back and typing up a little more, but what would be the point?






Normally on a Friday the guys would be so amped for the weekend that if the last one out the door took too long to shut the lights, the others might leave him behind.






However, on that day, Frank, Sam, Hunter and Vincent calmly stepped out of their production room at half past four. They stood at my desk and waited for a moment until I noticed them.






“Uh, hi. Are you guys leaving early?” I asked.






“No, I think we’re going to stay late,” said Sam.






“On a Friday?”






“We might even come in tomorrow,” added Hunter.






“Do you need me to come in too, sir?”






Vincent leaned on my desk with both hands. “If we’re here, you’ll be here too.”






I felt my face light up involuntarily. There was nothing I wanted more than to come in and keep developing my fantasy. Though that’s not the way things turned out.






“What’s going on?” I asked. “Why all the extra time?”






The guys looked at each other then, like some kind of telepathic conference to which I wasn’t invited. Finally, Frank answered me: “It’s because of you, actually.”






“Me?”
 What?






“Have you ever heard of a keylogger?” asked Hunter.






I shook my head.






“It’s a piece of software that keeps track of everything a person types,” he explained.






My stomach felt as if it had been dropped on the floor and flattened by a herd of buffalo.






“It’s typically used in cyber security to prevent the dissemination of company secrets.”






I nodded, cheeks flushed.






“Normally we never check up on your activity, but the software alerted us to several red flags…”






I wanted to bolt for the door, jump into my car and drive and drive and drive until I ran out of gas, but I couldn’t bring myself to move.






“I’m sorry, sir,” I squeaked. “I shouldn’t have…”






“Quiet,” said Hunter. “What were you planning on doing after work tonight? Did you have any plans?”






“No, sir,” I said. Sad but honest truth. I had been invited out to the movies with a few friends, but I declined; all I’d wanted to do that night was stay in and enjoy my fantasy.






“Good. We think it would be best if you stayed here and accepted your punishment for what you did,” explained Sam.






My heart started to pound, and a warm wetness spread through my thin, white panties. I’d written pages and pages about being punished, never once imagining that it could happen for real. But is that what I really wanted?






“Sirs, what you read was really just my imagination getting silly after being bored the other night. I didn’t mean to insult any of you…”






The guys chuckled. “We’re not insulted,” said Hunter. “We’re flattered. But the fact is, this is a gross violation of professional conduct and…”






“I understand,” I said, a tear rolling down my cheek. What choice did I give them? Frankly, I was surprised they’d let me go on and on all day; at any other job I would have been fired hours ago.






“Actually, we’re not terminating your employment,” said Vincent. “We feel that a suitable punishment will suffice. What do you think?”






If they’d read even a fraction of my fantasy, they had to know that I’d enjoy being punished; or at least I thought I would. I knew they were decent guys, and wouldn’t force me to do something I didn’t want to do. But wouldn’t this make a weird situation even weirder? Somebody else might have worried about that; I decided to take the plunge.






“What would my punishment be?” I asked at last, hoping I’d at least get some hint.






The men inched closer, closing in like the walls in an old adventure movie. “Why don’t you let us worry about that,” said Hunter. “But we will be expecting your complete and total obedience.”






I bit my lower lip and nodded. Between my thighs my skin grew slick with my fluids. The way he said
 obedience
 electrified me. “Yes, sir.” I craved to give them exactly what they wanted: me.






Before I knew what was happening, Frank and Sam grabbed my arms and wrapped something cool and light around my wrists. One pulled on something while the other held me, and then I felt the object around my wrists grow incredibly tight. Hunter took a pair of scissors from my desk and then I heard a snip.






“What was that, sir?”






“A zip tie. Great for keeping loose wires together, but they have many uses,” Vincent replied.






I sighed and swung my arms around, testing the strength of my binding. The zip tie was deceptively strong; there was no way I could get out of it on my own. I was now helpless, in the control of the four men for whatever purpose they desired.






They smiled as they watched me try to break out of the tie, and when I gave up, Frank and Sam again grabbed my arms, this time to march me away from my desk and into the production room.






Though I was not barred completely from entering their workspace, they generally preferred not to be disturbed, so I had only set foot inside a few times. Each time I did, the layout of the desks and equipment seemed to have changed. That night was no different: the guys had apparently gone to some effort in preparing for my punishment. The computers had been disconnected, cleared from the desks and stashed against the far wall. When I saw the table by the door I shivered in excitement: more zip ties has been set out for use, as well as a roll of duct tape.






The men dragged me into the center of the room. Well,
 dragged
 is a strong word. At this point they could have brought me to the lip of a live volcano and I wouldn’t have cared. Being manhandled was ringing all sorts of bells in my mind. I absolutely loved it. When they pressed down on my shoulders to force me onto my knees, I gasped, dropping my jaw in a mixture of shock and excitement. Between being on the floor, looking up at the four men, and having my hands bound, I had never felt more submissive. To make the situation even hotter, the others grabbed a few more zip ties and bound my legs together, starting with my ankles, and then above and below my knees.






Sam unzipped his pants first. Grinning, he let them fall around his ankles while he took off his jacket and handed it to Hunter. I saw in his boxers a tent that could only have been made by a massive cock. I breathed in heavily and squirmed in my bonds; if his rod was a large as it seemed, it would be the biggest I’d ever had. I looked around to the others and thought,
 Good lord, what if they’re all just like him?






But isn’t that what I deserved? For them to be as big as I’d portrayed them in my stories? The old saying “be careful what you wish for” never seemed truer.






“First you will service me,” said Sam. “Then the rest of us. Any objections, whore?”






“None, sir,” I said, my cheeks burning. I guess they read that part, huh?






With that, Sam pulled out his majestic staff and pressed it against my face. Feeling its heat through my cheek, I opened my mouth and waited for him to do as he pleased.






“No, that’s not how this works,” he said. “You’re the one being punished, so it’s on you to show some initiative.”






I nodded, then inched my way forward until I was close enough to put my lips around the tip of his cock. My tongue licked and curled around it, tasting the salt of the fluids already being emitted.






I looked around quickly and noticed that all the others were eagerly watching. Maybe they were wondering how I’d perform in that moment, or maybe they wanted to see how he stacked up. Though they worked as a team every day, surely they had a little internal competition, didn’t they? Was I about to become the subject of that competition? I certainly hoped so.






Once I’d given his tip enough of a warm up, I opened wide and leaned forward, taking his shaft in a little at a time. He moaned as my lips sealed and the full length of my tongue wrapped around his manhood. My head moved rhythmically back and forth, and soon I could feel his body shaking from the intense pleasure. Encouraged by the response, I upped my game, moving faster and sucking harder. When he was on the verge of climaxing, he grabbed a fistful of my long, silky hair and held my head against his hard, flat stomach, forcing his way deep into my throat. I started to gag but held my breath, and after a moment I felt his load burst within me. Most of it shot out at once, but he withdrew from my mouth so that a few spurts of his sticky seed could land on my face.






I gasped and coughed, trying to catch my breath. The warm juice on my face tingled like a soft slap; not unpleasant, but extremely humiliating. Still, I’d never felt so erotically charged.






Hunter didn’t give me much time to regain my composure before he was there, cock standing at the full tumescence. While I inhaled deeply, he rubbed his thick pole against my face, getting Sam’s juice on it so I could get a taste of both men at the same time. I took Hunter in deep, resuming the motion that had worked so well on Sam.






The men continued to use me this way until all four of them had a turn. When I finished with one, he would step back, put his cock away and pull his pants back on. They hung up their jackets and ties, but didn’t tuck in their shirts. I started to suspect there was a reason nobody was getting fully undressed — including myself.






When I finished sucking off the four of them, they gave me a few minutes to simply breathe. Traces of their seed remained on my face until Frank came by with a washcloth and cleaned me up.






“Thank you, sir,” I said. It seemed like the thing to do, though in truth I didn’t mind the way it felt: like a badge for services well-rendered. “Can I offer anyone a second turn?”






The men laughed, amused by my enthusiasm. “No,” said Vincent as he lifted me to my feet. “There will be time for that later. We have something else in mind next.” He gripped my arm tightly as he led me to the production room’s black, leather couch. With my legs bound, I had to hop along, causing the men to snicker.






Vincent sat down on the supple cushion, then took me by the waist and lowered me onto his knees, face down. I had no trouble recognizing where this was going.






He began pulling on my knee-length, stretch-knit black polka-dot skirt. Lifting it up around my waist exposed my white thong panties, which were now thoroughly soaked. “On a scale of one to ten, I want you to tell me how much this hurts,” he said.






I only had a moment to process his words before I felt a harsh smack on my backside. I yelped and hissed as the stinging pain radiated outward. “Three, sir,” I said. As much as it hurt, I knew I could take far more than that.






Vincent obliged, landing another slap. This one was harder, and it targeted the same location as the first. My skin burned, but I sighed as the pain subsided into a surprisingly pleasurable soreness. “Five, sir.”






“You hear that guys? That’s five. We’re going to keep it there for now, work you up higher as the night goes on.”






“Yes, sir,” I said.






Taking care not to hit my hands, he began peppering my cheeks with a series of fives. Using his bare hand, he spanked every inch of my rear, the rap of flesh on flesh ringing out at regular intervals. I screamed and writhed as the torment surged through me. When Vincent finally stopped I was panting and tears were flowing freely. I remembered that this is how punishment was supposed to feel.






Yet, I couldn’t help but notice that the hunger raging in my core had only grown stronger. I yearned for release far more than I did before the spanking. Additionally, like the first couple slaps, the rest resolved into a single sensation of raw pain, one that grew more enjoyable by the second.






Hunter picked me up off of Vincent’s lap, then pressed down on my back, prompting me to bend over. Getting spanked while lying down was tough, but standing up was a different challenge. The first time he made contact with my bottom I lost my balance and started to fall forward. He had to grab me to prevent a spill.






“Stand still,” he spit.






I dug my heels into the carpet, but what did he expect? I’d never been tied like this before, or had to stay upright while being bent over and spanked. I felt like a human Jenga tower being prodded and flicked, teetering and swaying, constantly on the verge of falling apart.






Hunter may have been spanking my cheeks with the same intensity as Vincent — and indeed they sounded exactly the same — but now they were landing on flesh already made tender. My cries and shouts rang out through the office; I couldn’t imagine how I would feel after Frank and Sam took their turns.






After Vincent finished, Frank bent me over his desk, letting my body rest on its freshly cleaned but hard cocobolo surface. Though I was glad I no longer had to worry about toppling over, my cheeks felt raw from the continued spankings. I could only imagine how red they were. When Frank finished his round, he caressed my backside before turning me over to Sam. Sparks may as well have been shooting out his fingers; every touch sent tendrils of agony racing through me.






When Sam came up behind me at last I shut my eyes. I wasn’t dreading the final spanking: for all I’d suffered, I knew I could take it. No, my agitation stemmed from the furious arousal ravaging my mind. I wanted release, but I began to worry they might never grant it; that they knew I could handle the spankings, but the real punishment would be not relieving the tension in my core. Could they be that cruel? I honestly didn’t know.






Throughout servicing the men and then being spanked, I had built up in my mind the idea that they were either just like I imagined them in my fantasy, or that they had read my writing and were now playing the roles I’d created. For now I couldn’t tell which it was, but in my fantasy they obviously gave me the orgasms I wanted. At the very least, I would soon have the satisfaction of an answer.






As it turned out, Sam had an idea that never occurred to me, but of course made perfect sense. With one hand he poked two fingers around my thong and penetrated my eager crevice, while with the other hand he began spanking, landing smacks up and down my ass. The excruciating torment coupled with the exhilaration of his touch exceeded the erotic thrill of anything I had written down. Whilst wondering whether the men were accurate to my fantasy or just being guided by it, I never considered that their scope might not be limited by my imagination. Either they were more creative than I gave them credit for, or this was not their first experience in sexual domination.






The movement of Sam’s fingers caused me to shake and scream; every time they slid inside another wave of pleasure passed through me. At the same time, his slaps seemed to explode on my skin. I was seconds away from having an orgasm the like none I’d ever experienced.






Sam could tell. “Don’t come without permission,” he said.






I made a sound I couldn’t identify: something between a moan and a whine. Gasping for breath, I choked, “Please… sir.”






“Not yet.” He stopped spanking me so he could concentrate on working his fingers; instantly their speed doubled. As I fought to defy my own body, bucking and writhing on the desk, one of the other men came by and pulled up on my thong. I heard a snip, and then the sodden garment came loose; another snip, and it was pulled away completely.






A moment later it was stuffed into my mouth, saturated with my juices. My eyes rolled back in disgust, but I shuddered blissfully at the pure humiliation. To add further insult, the next thing I felt was a long strip of duct tape being pressed against my mouth. Several more pieces were added, covering the lower half of my face completely, ensuring I couldn’t spit out my loathsome panties.






“Now you can come, whore,” said Sam.






I let go of all the pressure I’d been keeping locked down. The eruption shook my entire body, and my juices ran all over Sam’s hand and upper arm as he continued to stimulate me. I couldn’t seem to connect the wailing I heard with the fact that I was the one producing it. I’d never come so hard, or yelled so loudly.






I wanted to thank them for the way I felt, but with the gag over my mouth all I could do was make noises that conveyed my gratitude. I think they got the message, because they all came over and one-by-one kissed me on the cheek.






“You’re welcome,” said Vincent. “But you can save your appreciation for the end.”






—






The end?
 I thought.
 We’re not done?






The punishment had been harsh but fair, the orgasm had blown my mind; what else was there to do? Weren’t the guys eager to go home for the weekend?






Reading my confusion from the look in my eyes, Sam lifted me up off the desk and said, “Baby, we’ve just gotten started.”






I moaned as he righted my skirt, letting it fall over the zip tie above my knees, concealing it. The sight sent shivers through me as I thought about how easy it would be to have my legs surreptitiously tied together on any given workday. How hot would that be, right?






Once my legs stopped wobbling, Hunter put his arms below my back and thighs and lifted me up in the air, carrying me like like some kind of twisted prize. His arms were so thick and strong that I could tell the effort posed him no challenge. The guys then proceeded to march out of the building, bearing me with them to their car. In my fantasy I liked being driven around by all the guys, but I never imagined being bound and gagged at the time. They were continuing to go off-script in wonderful ways.






You know what the most underrated feature is in a luxury automobile? Heated seats. In this case, air-conditioned seats. Being forced to sit on my punished bottom was an exquisite new form of torture, but the cool leather seats did their best to counteract the heat of my scorched cheeks.






Squeezed between Frank and Vincent, I stared at myself in the rearview mirror. I looked like a kidnapping victim: besides the tape on my face and the bindings around my arms, my hair was a complete mess, my clothes were damp from a variety of fluids and my eyes gave witness to the pain I was in every time the car turned, changed speed or drove over a seam in the road. Was I enjoying the ride? Yes, but you sure couldn’t tell.






Hunter drove the speed limit very cautiously, knowing how it might look if we were to be pulled over. They didn’t have to tell me that in such a scenario, I would tell the police the second the gag came out that I was here of my own free will, one hundred percent. Surely they had seen a kinky sex game before, hadn’t they? And it could have been worse: I could swear I heard a joke about putting me in the trunk instead.






I was in too much of a state to pay attention to where the guys were taking me; I didn’t even think about it at first. The sensations were too overwhelming to think that far ahead. They could have driven around for hours before I’d have made a peep, as that’s how long I expected my rear to sting.






Before we got out of the car, Frank pulled my gag off. He offered no warning: one second we were turning into a parking lot, the next the tape slipped off in one mercifully fast motion.






“Thank you, sir,” I said as Vincent took the panties out from between my teeth. The taste lingered on my tongue, however. “Where are we going?”






“We didn’t have much to work with in the office,” explained Sam. “So we decided to get some supplies.”






Supplies?
 My eyes went wide as Sam grabbed my shoulders and started pulling me out of the vehicle. I couldn’t believe it: how could they take me out in public while I was still tied up?






The answer became clear when Sam set me down and turned me around. They had driven me to a little sex toy shop in a nearly empty strip mall in one of the seedier neighborhoods in town. As soon as I’d collected myself and understood, they helped me hop into the store. A few patrons and a clerk were inside; they turned to look at us as we entered, but then went back to their business. Aside from the striking good looks of my companions, we were nothing out of the ordinary, apparently.






“Here’s what’s going to happen,” Vincent told me. “You’re going to pick something out to buy, then we’re going to pick something. Price is no object; everything is on us. Get stuff that looks like fun.”






“Yes, sir,” I said.






“However,” he continued. “If you select cutesy little things like fuzzy handcuffs or pinky-sized vibrators, we’re going to pick the meanest manacles or the largest dildo we can find. So make your selections accordingly.”






I looked around the store. Sitting on a top shelf was a black, rubber dildo roughly the size of my arm. “Yes, sir,” I said. “Understood.”






Only Frank stayed with me in the shop. Saying nothing, he held one of my arms at all times to keep me from falling. Some of the patrons giggled when I hopped from one aisle to the next. Every time they did, my cheeks burned as hot as my ass felt.






I decided to make my first stop at a shelf full of gags. I’d endured having my own panties in my mouth for long enough; I thought, maybe if I got something nice they’d use that instead. Plus, I was drawn to the selection of ball gags. Something about them seemed so forbidden. So many things can be used to gag a person: cloth… tape… even rope. But those things all have other purposes. A ball gag only has one function: kinky sex. It goes in a slave’s mouth and it keeps her quiet, and that’s all. I wanted one.






The store offered quite a variety: they came in many colors, and several sizes. It provided me with a good opportunity to prove I understood the guys’ terms: I could have picked out the tiniest white plastic gag, the kind with holes in it like a Wiffle ball’s. Instead, I selected the largest, black rubber ball gag. It was guaranteed to make my jaw ache, but the men would love to see me wear it.






I told Frank which one I wanted, and he took it and held it up for Hunter. As he swung by, he showed me what they had picked out: a blindfold. It looked plain and lightweight; comfortable to wear, like the kind a person might wear to bed if they had trouble sleeping. The only sign that this one belonged in a sex shop and not an airport convenience store was the word “WHORE” stenciled into the fabric in white thread.






“Isn’t it perfect?” asked Hunter.






“Yes, sir,” I said.






Frank then directed me to an aisle full of restraints. Like the gags, the rolls of tape came in a variety of colors and styles. I steered myself away from the cutesy, fur-covered handcuffs that Vincent warned me about. I was surprised to see sets of what looked like leather belts, connected to each other: a harness. The store had several, and they looked incredible. I asked Vincent to take one, as well as a set of standard, police-issue handcuffs.






The others seemed pleased by my choices, nodding with wicked grins. Sam showed me what they had chosen: a black, rubber plug of some kind. It was wider at the center, and tapered off on both ends, with one end flaring back out into a round base.






“Know what this is?” asked Sam.






“No, sir.”






“You’ll find out very soon. Now, go find one more thing.”






One more
, I thought. Frank brought me to a different aisle, one where all the toys shared one theme: pain. It boasted dozens of whips, paddles and canes, as well as other toys whose purpose I’d yet to discover. This was one area where I felt hopelessly out of my depth: up until then I’d only imagined being spanked with a bare hand or some kind of paddle. I didn’t want to fall for the trap of assuming something hurt more or less based on the way it looked.






I must have scanned the options a dozen times, eventually settling on a short, black flogger with long, thin, fettuccine-like nylon tendrils. Would the guys know any better than me how easy or challenging this thing would be? I had no idea, and they didn’t give me any indication either. They simply took the flogger, then Hunter showed me what he picked out: some kind of short, thin chain with clips on the ends.






“I don’t suppose you know what these are either?”






“No, sir.”






He had nothing to add, so simply held onto me while the other men paid for everything. I noticed as the cashier rung up each item that they had picked out several additional items they didn’t show me. I suppose they wanted to have some surprises up their sleeves. I scanned the shelves, making a checklist of the ones I’d visited or skipped. It seemed like we were buying half the store already; what else would they need?






By that point, most of the patrons in the store were watching us. I tried to look down at my feet to avoid their gaze, but Hunter lifted my chin.






“Keep your head up. Let everyone see the naughty secretary. You’ve been a bad girl, you know that?”






“Yes, sir.”






“Are you sorry for what you did?”






“No.”






No! Did I really say that? I did. In fact, I snorted when I said it. I don’t know what it was, but somehow my inner truth teller overrode my submissive tendencies and said exactly what I was thinking. I wasn’t sorry.






“Excuse me, what?”






“I’m not sorry, sir.” Why change my tune now? What were they going to do? Punish me? Maybe I was feeling cocky, or just reckless, but at that point I figured, I could take anything they could dish out. Like a teenager who just got his drivers license and wanted to fly down the freeway at one-hundred miles per hour, I felt a sense of invincibility. The pain from my backside was fading to a dull throb that would no doubt be renewed by that flogger, but I felt ready. If they were going to make me regret it, they had their work cut out for them.






Hunter dragged me outside and took something out of his pocket. In the darkness of the barely lit strip mall it took me a second to recognize the small object as a Swiss Army knife.






To this day I’m proud to say that I didn’t flinch, or panic or scream. Even when he drew the blade, I didn’t think he was about to hurt me. Far from it: with a few deft motions he cut through the zip ties that had bound my wrist and legs for what seemed like days.






Relief flooded through my body as I was able to flex. Stretching my arms and legs had never brought so much satisfaction.






“Guys, guess what she just told me? She said she’s not sorry for what she did,” Hunter said as the guys exited the store. “Explain yourself, whore.”






I told them how I felt: I was just having a little fun. It wasn’t meant to hurt anybody. “I’m not sorry,” I said again in summation. “But I accept your punishment, sir. Whatever you see fit.”






Frank came up to me and slapped the handcuffs around my wrists; mercifully, he secured them in front of me this time. We piled into the car, the guys getting excited for whatever they had planned next. Sam drove this time, and I sat between Frank and Hunter. Together, they unpacked all of the toys we bought and started putting each one on me.






They started with the ball gag, which Frank had me lick all over before wedging it between my teeth. At first I was worried the one I’d chosen was too big, and wouldn’t go in, but my spit’s slight lubrication helped, and the rubber ball slipped into my mouth. It tasted dry and chemical, but I loved how it made me feel like a toy myself. Its flavor was a part of me. I had thought of a ball gag as only having one purpose; now I had been reduced to the exact same. I was here to serve my bosses, that was all.






“How’s that gag feel?” asked Vincent from the passenger seat. I gave an affirmative
 mmm
 and nodded. The guys chuckled, enjoying my enthusiasm.






Hunter took the knife back out of his pocket and grinned at me malevolently. “I want you to hold very still, whore,” he said. “I’m going to be very, very careful, but you really don’t want me to make a mistake.”






This time I feared for what he had planned, but I did as instructed, and kept very still. Frank helped, steadying me by my shoulders. Holding the knife between his teeth, Hunter stuck his hands into my blouse, then pulled outward, tearing the garment apart. I squealed in shock, but didn’t move. I really liked that blouse.






Using the knife, he cut through the bridge of my bra, then sliced the straps, releasing my breasts to the air-conditioned cabin of the vehicle. My nipples had already hardened to pebbles, but the coolness and sudden exposure kept them firm and erect.






After pulling away the tattered remnants of my bra and top, Hunter moved on to my skirt. Frank lifted my hands out of the way and held them firmly against the roof of the car while Hunter made a small incision in the skirt. He put the knife away, then rent my skirt in the same fashion as my blouse. The unforgettable tearing sound burned into my mind, as did the sudden realization that I had just been stripped, by knife, in a moving vehicle. What if another driver had plowed into us at the wrong moment?






“Up,” Hunter ordered, holding the bits of skirt by my crotch. I held myself aloft for a moment so Hunter could slip the fabric underneath me like a seat cover. “What?” he said, noticing the guys were all watching. “She’s dripping all over.”






He wasn’t wrong: the combination of bondage and danger was making me hotter than a nuclear meltdown.






“Good,” said Vincent. “Let’s keep her that way.”






Frank turned me toward him and began fondling my breasts. I moaned as he massaged them. Then I saw Hunter hand him that toy with the metal chain.






“Deep breath,” said Frank. I did as asked, then exhaled it slowly as torment took hold of my sensitive nipples. The clips at the end were actually clamps, and they bit down cruelly. I twisted in my seat, slipping around on the slick leather.






“They hurt?” Frank asked.






I nodded, looking down at the clamps. My thoughts turned backward, to when I heard the guys roaring with laughter from their office. Then I remembered the innuendos they made to me, all stemming from when I started writing out my fantasy. They’d known the whole time! Yet they let me continue for more than a day. I wasn’t sure if I was mad or glad.






Soon the car arrived at our destination, which I discovered was not our office: it was a convenience store, and we were parked right up along the curb, instead of in a spot. “One quick stop, baby,” said Sam. “Then we’ll be on our way.” He got out, leaving the rest of us. I squirmed, trying to get used to the pain of the clamps, but the throbbing sensation they created wouldn’t ebb; it was a constant source of agony.






Fortunately, Sam didn’t take long; after barely more than a minute, he got back in and handed Vincent a bag full of ice. Then we were on our way, and in a few minutes I saw the office up ahead.






Getting back only granted so much relief, mind you. Realizing they would almost certainly march me back into the office sans clothing, my eyes darted back and forth, searching the area for anyone who might be watching. Thankfully, it was late enough that nobody was in sight. When they got out and it was my turn to follow, they noticed I was still wearing my heels.






“You didn’t take those off of her?” asked Sam.






“It’s hotter to leave ’em on,” replied Hunter.






Sam thought about it for a moment. “Yeah, you’re right.” He reached in and grabbed the skirt underneath me, then pulled it toward him, taking me with it. When my feet touched asphalt, I looked around again, hoping no one could see me. Frank took his time unlocking the front door, but then we were inside.






We paused in the lobby just long enough for Hunter to visit the break room; when he came back he held the bottle of bourbon kept in the refrigerator. Reserved for special occasions, I rarely saw drink from it. At least now I knew why we stopped for ice.






They took me back into the production room; Vincent opened one of the supply cabinets and retrieved a long, thin Ethernet cable. “I wish I’d thought of this before,” he said.






Sam held my hands aloft, and Vincent fed the cable through my handcuffs while standing on a chair. He flung the other end over one of the many long, heavy pipes that ran above our heads. I wasn’t sure if the pipe was functional or just decoration, but now it gave the guys a way to keep my hands bound over my head. Once Vincent tied the cable into a tight knot well out of my reach, I was once again effectively helpless.






I whimpered as the men enjoyed their handiwork, which Hunter altered in one significant way: he took the blindfold from the treasure trove acquired at the sex shop and fitted it over my eyes. Despite its light and flimsy make, its opaque material cut off my vision completely. Robbed of sight, speech and movement, all I could do was listen as the men decided what to do next.






Whatever it was. They seemed unsure. I heard whispers, as though the men were gathered in a huddle, keeping their strategy secret from outsiders. In this case: me.






Then I heard something that made me absolutely livid. Of all the dirty, painful things they’d done so far, none of it bothered me as much as this.






—






“Rock, paper, scissors, shoot!” said two voices in unison. Over and over again.






“Rock, paper, scissors, shoot!” They kept playing it, and all I could do was listen and try to tell from the voices who was winning. But what the goddamn hell where they playing for?”






“Rock, paper, scissors, shoot!” I tugged on my handcuffs and growled. I kept on mumbling angry curses until I felt a sharp slap on my backside.






“Almost done,” Frank said in his deep, earthy voice.






“Rock, paper, scissors, shoot!” they continued.






“All right,” Sam said at last. “Vincent you’re first, then Hunter and Frank. I get last licks.”






I gleaned that they were establishing some kind of order, but for what? Suddenly I felt a sharp pain in my breasts and howled, shaking and whimpering. The nipple clamps had been removed, which was a relief, but I had no idea how much taking them off would hurt!






However, before the anguish could fade completely, a fresh pain blossomed across my chest. I thrashed around, processing the new source of suffering. “Guess you never been flogged before,” said Vincent. He spoke slowly, with a very slight Southern drawl. I shook my head. This was indeed my first time.






“Don’t you worry. You’re going to be real acquainted with it by the time we’re done.”






I moaned, then screamed as the flogger connected again and again. Most of the swings were aimed at a single breast and came from straight ahead, but every so often he’d change position, coming from the side and connecting with my entire chest. Soon my skin felt tender and hot, much like my ass had been earlier. Throughout the flogging, I heard the crunch of ice being chopped up, followed by a miniature avalanche as it was poured into a bucket. Soon there was the tinkling of the cubes falling into glasses, the pouring of bourbon and the ringing of tumblers against one another in toast to a night to remember.






When he stopped, all I could do was breathe. In and out. In and out. However, I barely had a minute to recover before the next round of punishment began. If I remembered correctly, it was Hunter’s turn, and he continued to flog me, only his target was much lower.






I screamed like a banshee when I felt the flogger’s first kiss on my sensitive lower lips. Instinctively I squeezed my legs shut and twisted around, but that instantly resulted in two sets of hands grasping my legs and prying them apart. Their firm grip held my legs in an inverted V so that two more quick swings could punish my exposed pussy.






“If you want me to stop, I will,” said Hunter.






There was no hesitation on my part: I shook my head urgently. I had no intention of stopping. My arousal had rocketed into the stratosphere like space shuttle destined for orbit.






“You want to be punished more?”






I nodded vigorously, and sighed as I felt the next smack.






“All right, whore. Just checking. Too much of a good thing, you know?”






Appreciative of his concern, I nodded again. I could tell you the pain was unbearable, but that’s not literally true. I could bear it. In fact, I had never tested the upper limits of my pain threshold. We certainly hadn’t gotten there yet.






As Hunter continued to flog my pussy, I wondered about why I was responding to suffering in such a positive way. Maybe my months and months of boredom at the job had instilled in me a need for something different, even if it hurt.






When Hunter finished, I didn’t feel exhausted and broken; I purred, ready for more.






Frank didn’t disappoint. Without a word he shifted to my ass, flogging it weakly to tease me. I whined, bringing out my inner brat who wasn’t getting what she wanted. Frank took the bait, and the series of soft slaps abruptly turned into one solid swing that sent me reeling forward. I swayed from my handcuffed wrists for a minute as I tried to regain my footing, while also suffering from the acute torment.






“That a ten?” he asked.






I shook my head. I could handle more, I knew, but probably not much. He swung the flogger again with the same speed and force. I squealed from the hit, but was ready for it that time.






“Nine?”






This time I nodded.






“Want a ten?”






I indicated I did.






The resulting swing landed like a meteor, sending a storm of excruciating agony through my whole body. I once again lost my footing and flailed at the ground for a panicked moment, but then I righted myself and concentrated on the signals jolting my senses. I shuddered in relief as the stinging subsided. Tears ran down my face, leaving trails of dark mascara. I’d taken the hardest punishment I could fathom and came out on the other side intact.






After all this they gave me a few minutes to regain my composure while they sipped their bourbon and commiserated. Yet I knew Sam had yet to take his turn with the flogger, and I wondered what he planned to do. The others had flogged all my best spots. What was left?






The final flogging began with soft slaps against my stomach. I giggled, tickled by the nylon tendrils. I felt them again against my back; the flogging was getting harder, but also more satisfying. After a few more on my back, Sam began flogging my breasts. I grunted in surprise as the soreness in my chest was inflamed anew. He didn’t stop there either: after several smacks up high, he swung down low to revisit my still aching pussy, and then back around to my bottom. I wailed and writhed as he rotated between the locations, and soon he began flogging me at random, focusing on no one location for any set amount of time. Not knowing what punishment was next stripped me of my ability to anticipate the pain; I had to steel my entire body, spreading thin my will to prevail against the onslaught.






When I heard the flogger fall to the floor, dropped like a mic at the end of a show, I wept in relief. As much as I had enjoyed it, the flogging had been a test unlike any in my life.






The men waited for few minutes while I softly cried. They complimented me on my resilience, patted my shoulders in support and applied soothing creams to every inch of my burning skin. They removed the blindfold, but left the monstrous gag in place; I couldn’t voice my thanks in words, but the sounds I made conveyed the message clearly.






“Guys, I think our little whore has endured a great amount of punishment, and a reward is in order,” said Sam.






“Agreed,” they responded.






After a moment I felt something cool and smooth press against my hungry orifice. I opened my eyes to see a long, white device being held up to my pussy. It vibrated with tremendous energy, lighting up all of the thousands of nerve endings in my clit, catapulting me from a state of extreme arousal to one of inexpressible bliss. My scream could have shattered the office windows as an orgasm welled up inside me.






Remembering the rules, I tried to ask if I could come. The gag mangled my words, but the subject of my mumblings was obvious: “Not yet,” said Sam.






I whined in disbelief as I held the surge at bay. “You’ll thank me soon,” he added. I fought the rising tide as wave after wave broke upon the shores. Overwhelmed by euphoria, I repeated my plea over and over until Sam at last granted me permission.






The orgasm that I unleashed exceeded the one I’d enjoyed earlier that night, which I wouldn’t have thought possible at the time. That was when I realized just how powerful submission was as a turn on for me. Getting fingered had been wonderful, and the vibrator felt even more incredible. I wondered,
 How much better could it get?






With my fluids soaking into the carpet below me, I twitched and moaned as the orgasm exhausted its all-encompassing ecstasy. Another started to build, but Sam took the vibrator away before it could get very far.






“No more for now,” he admonished. “We’re not done punishing you.”






“No we aren’t,” Vincent added. I felt him apply something cool and slippery between my ass cheeks. I inhaled sharply and disobediently turned away, earning a sharp slap. “Behave, whore,” he chided. “If you want to come again, you’ll accept what comes next.”






Chastised, I nodded solemnly. I wanted both: climax and punishment.






Using his fingers, Vincent rubbed the oily substance around, pressing it into my tight little bud until it seemed thoroughly lubricated. A second later, I felt something hard being nudging at my back entrance with steady, unyielding force.






“Relax,” said Frank, whose clean, strong hands could hold the black, rubber toy much more steadily. “Don’t clench.”






It was good advice, but hard to follow in the moment. I gritted my teeth and spread my legs, but opening up back there took more mental readiness than I could muster right away.






Frank worked the plug in a little at a time, not going too quickly, but he didn’t stop. The sensation was new and not wholly unpleasant, though painful. Past boyfriends had slid a finger in there in the past, and I had enjoyed it, but this plug was considerably wider and longer than a finger, and I could feel my orifice spread wider than it had ever been.






After enough time, the widest part of the plug finally penetrated, allowing the rest to slide in. The sudden sense of fullness made me gasp, but I was relieved to have the insertion finished.






“You can come as much as you want, as long as you don’t let this fall out,” said Sam. I nodded, and as I did, he approached me and began unzipping his pants. All I could think was,
 Oh.






My pussy was more than ready to accept his fully engorged cock. When he plunged into me I clamped down gleefully, enraptured by the feeling of having both my holes stuffed. From the way he groaned, I think he had the same reaction. He stayed inside for a moment before starting to thrust, but soon his rhythm flooded my consciousness with a river of bliss. His cock drove into me hard and fast; maybe subspace was affecting my perception of time, but I could have sworn Sam was moving in fast-forward.






How I managed to keep the buttplug lodged in my backside, I don’t know. Luck? Instinct? Sheer desire to maintain the open invitation to come at will? Take your pick.






When Sam reached his peak, I felt his hot load burst inside me, prompting him to withdraw and step aside. When he did, Frank was ready to take his place, giving me not one second to lose focus. To his credit, Frank mimicked Sam’s speed brilliantly, and soon I screamed as I reached yet another orgasm. As soon as I did, Frank transitioned into his own preferred technique, opting for less frequent but deeper, fuller thrusts. He groaned and gasped as his own pleasure brought him to climax, seed spraying inside me from the tip of his massive cock.






When Hunter took over he did something I never saw coming: instead of going straight for my pussy, he pressed his lips against mine and drove his tongue into my mouth. I tasted the bourbon and swooned. Did he have an actual crush on me? It seemed hard to believe; these guys could land any woman they wanted. I wasn’t expecting to be kissed during this exchange, but Hunter’s surprising tenderness only further fed my desire. My moans rose into a scream as our faces separated and his thick shaft separated my folds, delving into my drenched chasm. I came hard, the orgasm flavored by the surprising touch of affection.






Hunter winked at me after coming, then got out of Vincent’s way. It was a good thing, because Vincent stuffed himself inside without any hesitation and went from zero to sixty faster than a supercharged Aston Martin. I wailed as his rock hard cock drilled into me like a jackhammer. I’d long since lost count of the orgasms I’d enjoyed, and when I rose into subspace, they all blended into one sustained euphoric state.






Vincent fought his climax for what felt like hours; it was probably just a few minutes, but I couldn’t tell. All I know is that at some point he finished, and when he did they opened the cuffs around my wrists. I remember a moment of weightlessness before I was in somebody’s arms. They were ready for my jelly legs to give out and caught me, thankfully. I’m not sure if I passed out, or if I was just so exhausted that I didn’t descend from subspace right away.






The sound of friendly conversation eventually brought me round. I shook off my wooziness and turned toward the sound of the chatter. When I got my bearings I assessed the situation. First thing I discovered is that I had been placed on the couch so I could rest more or less comfortably. Emphasis on the
 less
, however, as the buttplug was still present between my cheeks. My opening ached from its continued presence, and the toy felt as though it had somehow grown larger. Though the gigantic ball gag was gone, my jaw still ached terribly from being held open so widely. Lastly, I couldn’t help notice that I was very, very bound. Looking down at my body I saw several leather straps running from neck to toe.






While I’d been spaced out, they’d bound me in the bondage harness. I tried moving my arms, but they had been completely secured behind my back. My legs had similarly been strapped together. A series of belts ran vertically down my body, starting at the collar around my neck. The lowest section of the harness was pulled very tightly between my legs, and I felt something pressing against my pussy: the magic wand vibrator. The handle of the device was fed between belts that formed the crotch of the harness; not only did they hold the wand firmly in place, they ran back through my cheeks, ensuring the plug in my ass would not come out either. Metal rings formed the intersection of vertical and horizontal straps, allowing for some flexibility, but all I could really do was wriggle around. I couldn’t move in any other meaningful way, and was rendered fully helpless.






“Look who’s up,” said Hunter. “Feeling good, babe?






“Yes, sir,” I said, my voice dry and throaty. The guys were sitting in their padded, executive-style office chairs. They were fully dressed, and their hair seemed wet and freshly washed.






Hunter walked over to me with a plastic cup from the water cooler. He held it up to my lips and tipped it just enough for me to drink a little at a time. “Thank you, sir,” I said when I’d finished the cup.






I heard a buzzing sound and flinched, half expecting it to have arisen from inside me somehow. Instead, Sam took his phone from his pocket. “Ride’s almost here,”






A ride? We were going somewhere? And they weren’t driving? I didn’t understand.






Hunter stood me up, then moved me toward the center of the room, back to where I’d been standing before.






Vincent held something in his hands I couldn’t identify.






“It’s a bike lock,” he explained as he reached behind me. He fed it through the back of my harness, then picked me up off the ground. I cackled in glee, enjoying being carried, but it was only momentary. Frank pulled his desk across the office so Vincent could set me down on top of it. Standing on their chairs, the guys lifted me up and held me steady so Vincent could connect the bike lock to the same pipe used earlier. When they let go of me, I found I could stand on the desk, and my juices began to run again thinking about how I was locked in that spot.






Then I realized it didn’t make sense. “But sir, I thought we were going out?”






The guys laughed sympathetically. “No, babe,” said Hunter. “Not you, Just us. But we’ll be back later.”






“You’ll be back?” They were leaving me like this? Blood rushed to my cheeks as I imagined the ramifications of the scenario: they would be somewhere else and I would be here, but they would know my condition. Whatever they planned on doing, they’d have me in the back of their minds — or maybe the front. I shivered as the cocktail of terror and exaltation rushed through my veins.






“We’ll just be gone a few hours,” Hunter reassured me. He tapped on the handle of the vibrator. “We’ve left you this, though, so you’re not bored.”






Oh god
, I thought.






Vincent’s phone buzzed again. “It’s here,” he said.






Hunter flipped the control on the wand and said, “Gotta go. Have a good time!”






“You too, sirs,” I said, unable to prevent my voice from wavering.






They laughed as they shut the door behind them. I didn’t hear it click shut. I was already headed back to subspace, an orgasm ripping through my body. Moments later I was lost to the world, floating off into another realm. I can’t say much more about it; in a way, I wasn’t there. All I can say is, it lasted a long, long time.






—






It seems ungrateful of me to complain that the vibrator ran out of battery power long before the guys returned. Sure, I experienced countless orgasms. To reiterate,
 the batteries ran out of power
. It was either a testament to how powerful that device was, or how long the guys stayed out, or both. Still, having to stand on the desk in the dark for hours made me grow impatient.






Come on guys
, I thought.
 Let me out already! Or at least dig up some fresh batteries!






Eventually I heard the sound of my bosses in the lobby, loud and raucous as I’d expect them to be after a night of partying.






When they reached me, I whined and thrashed furiously.






“The battery ran out, guys!” said Hunter. “What the hell?”






“Don’t look at me,” said Vincent. “Guy at the store said this thing would last a lot longer.”






“Son of a bitch,” Sam spat. “Oh well.” He got up on a chair and disconnected the bike lock. “But you had fun while it lasted?”






“Yes, sir. Very much. Did you guys have fun?”






“Not really,” said Frank, as my feet settled on the floor. Working as a team, the guys began unstrapping the harness. Little by little, I felt the belts loosening.






“We hit up a few clubs, but we were like, ’What are we doing here?’” Hunter explained. “What were we going to do? Just hang out and dance? It’s not like we wanted to hit on other chicks when we knew we had you waiting here.”






“I see, sir. But, you were gone a long time…”






“We couldn’t come back right away,” Vincent cut in. “We were supposed to get back to find you half out of your mind.”






When the harness fell away, I stretched my limbs, enjoying the freedom. I wasn’t sure how long it would last this time.






“Take a deep breath,” said Hunter. I inhaled until my chest couldn’t expand any further, then let it out in a scream as Hunter pulled the plug out of my ass. I was so sore back there, I wondered how long it would be before I wanted to sit down. I rubbed my cheeks, trying to massage the pain out of them; I winced, but kept going.






Sam retrieved the ice bucket from the freezer and began rubbing a few cubes all over my body. The cold felt wonderful against my skin, and I nearly came again from the frozen massage. I bowed my head and watched melt water drip off of my body into the carpet.






“Sit on that desk,” Vincent commanded when they were done. As I obeyed his instruction, Sam and Frank carried over another desk and set it beside the first. “Lay down.”






Hunter brought over a roll of duct tape. “You know we didn’t come back here for nothing.”






“Yes, sir,” I replied as Vincent slipped a couch cushion under my head.






“Good.” Hunter pulled my wrists together in his hands, then wound the tape around and around, binding me once again. “You ready to serve your masters completely?”






“Yes, sir,” I said, though I wasn’t sure how he meant it. In one quick move, he turned me on my side and lifted my leg high into the air. The position was uncomfortable, up against the hard surface of the desks, but I didn’t have time to dwell on it for very long. I heard the sound of zippers opening, followed by pants being dropped.






Oh
, I thought before all hell broke loose.






I wish I could say who did what, and in what order. I’d like to know myself. First I felt a lubed-up cock being placed in my bound hands, so I started stroking it. Then a hand pulled my head down between my arms, and you might guess what I saw waiting in front of my face. I opened my mouth and began sucking on it. I didn’t stop using my hands on the other guy, I just kept going. Moments later I felt a heat and presence by my crotch, followed by cock digging deep into my pussy. As I then expected, the fourth rod drove into my backside, and soon all of them were in motion.






A cacophony of groaning, gasping, grunting and gushing echoed throughout the office. I became a machine, responding to each thrust and thinking of nothing but each sensation as they queued up in my brain for processing. Every few minutes, the men changed positions, sometimes dropping out for a little while for some necessary refraction. However, as soon as they were ready they jumped right back in.






My screaming was muffled by the cocks in my mouth, but it reported the rise of each orgasm before it burst and my fluids released, leaving an expanding puddle on the desk. By the time all four men ran out of gas, I’d been reduced to a babbling mess. I watched through barely open eyes as the guys slumped onto the couch or their office chairs and passed out. After a few minutes of enjoying the afterglow, I joined them.






—






When I woke I found I was no longer on the desks, but was seated in my own chair in the lobby. Of course, I wasn’t simply seated: my arms and legs were zip tied to the chair, and a strip of duct tape covered my mouth.






I thought about making some noise to get the guys attention, but I was content to simply enjoy being in bondage for a while longer. My stomach growled and cars passed by from time to time on a sleepy Saturday morning.






Sam woke first, stumbling out of the office wearily. He nodded to me and headed for the break room. After a minute he came out with glasses and the carton of orange juice. Soon the others woke, and after a few minutes all had a glass of fresh squeezed in hand. They talked softly, occasionally glancing at me. I tried not to stare at them, I tried seeming unconcerned with my state, but I found myself watching them intently. How is a person supposed to act after what we did? Had they ever ganged up on a woman like that before? But more importantly, did they want to do it again? I know I did.






Eventually Frank removed the tape from my mouth. “Breakfast?”






“Yes please, sir,” I said. Hunter came by with his knife and severed all the zip ties, freeing me from the seat. When I got up I gasped, shocked by how sore I felt all over. My backside still throbbed, and my breasts burned.






I gave Hunter the keys to my car and told him to look in the trunk; I happened to have some old clothes in a bag I’d not yet gotten around to donating. An old t-shirt and a loose pair of jeans didn’t look flattering, but they sufficed.






We went to a diner and ate hearty breakfasts while discussing the terms of my continued employment at their firm. They wanted to keep having their fun with me, and they wanted me to keep writing new fantasies so that we could play them out on the weekends. I had no problem with any of that, so we shook hands and discussed all of the things we already knew we wanted to try next week. In my first act of real secretarial work in what seemed like months, I took down a list of sex toys to buy, and was tasked with researching new techniques to try.






As you can tell, it was a pretty great night. That was more than a year ago, of course. You may have heard about them selling the company a few months ago? One hundred million dollars, split four ways. I think they’re crazy for not retiring, but no — they’re using it as seed money to start a new company.






Of course, I lost my job due to the sale. The guys gave me a great severance package and we still get together to have a great time, but, unlike me, they don’t want to be tied down. A new company means lots of hot, young secretaries to bed.






So that brings me here, to continue my career. Let me be forward: you’re not bad looking, and I could tell you enjoyed my story a great deal. Yes, I saw the bulge in your pants. Don’t try to hide it. I’m glad. I think this could be a good fit. So, do I have the job or not?
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Bound for a Rough Night





Lydia wasn’t about to get her hopes up. Her husband, Richard, was due home any minute, supposedly a changed man. He’d laughed when Lydia proposed sending him to a class on taking charge in the bedroom, but then the brochure I’d left on the kitchen counter disappeared. He said it must have gotten thrown away; was that true, or did he just want to keep it a secret?






He’d never do something like that without telling me
, thought Lydia.
 Would he?






Then again, he
 did
 like to surprise her sometimes. Like when she’d gone to Aruba with Kelly and Wynona for a week: when she came back, Richard was buffer than ever, having spent an entire week training twice as hard as usual. There was the time he’d taken her lingerie shopping and told her to pretend she was his mistress, instead of his wife. She couldn’t believe how much fun it had been.






And she let him know: every time she put on a pair of the panties they bought that day he knew she had the itch. Yet, he never managed to find the raw dominance he showed her while shopping.






Maybe he didn’t want to be thought of as a controlling jerk. He’d never acted jealously when Lydia hung out with her guy friends; he didn’t have an issue with insecurity. Lydia married him because of his irresistible charm, his compassion and sense of humor. His toned physique and fondness for the outdoors didn’t hurt. Yet, she knew, ever since that day buying lingerie, that there was a dominant part of him waiting to be unleashed, and she wanted him to let it out.






When he got home she asked, “How was poker night?” If he did attend the class, she didn’t want to accuse him of lying, but she did want to draw out the truth.






He smiled at Lydia, a gorgeous grin with a glint in his eye. “I won big,” he said.






She felt a surge of excitement rush through her body, “How big?”






“You really want to know?” He grabbed Lydia by the hand and pulled her against his body. “It would be easier for me to just show you.”






Before Lydia could answer, he planted his lips on hers; she tasted his ruby lips and the fresh mint on his breath, and moaned as his tongue danced against hers inside her mouth. Excitement grew within her rapidly, as she wondered if he’d really done it. He couldn’t possibly be acting this way just because he won a little money off his pals in a card game. This was something else.






When he finally broke off their kiss, Lydia said, “That’s pretty big.”






He grabbed her ass and held her body into his; he whispered into her ear, “You have no idea. I’m going to show you.”






“Okay,” she whispered back. Richard didn’t know it yet, but she had put on the lingerie they both agreed was their favorite, a lacy white thong and skimpy push-up bra.






Then, without any warning, Richard yanked down Lydia’s black skirt and spanked her ass with his bare hand. She yelped in shock, but sighed as the pain subsided into a pleasant throb. Lydia was constantly asking Richard to spank her, but when he complied he always gave her such a tepid slap, it always ruined the mood a little. He had been so afraid to hurt her, and while she appreciated his sensitivity, part of her always wished he wasn’t so timid.






Come on, let me have it!
 she’d thought.






Now, the swat he’d just delivered was exactly what she wanted. It had
 hurt
, but in the best way possible. The feeling excited her, and if Richard had finally learned how to give her what she needed… Lydia shivered in anticipation, wishing she’d discovered that class months ago.






The next thing she knew, Richard grabbed her by the wrist and she felt something cold and metal slip around it, followed by the sound of several clicks.






“What was that?” she asked.






“Quiet,” he said, taking her other wrist and doing the same to it, forcing her to keep her hands behind her back.






Handcuffs!
 She struggled to break out of the restraints, but the effort was futile. There was no getting out; she was at her husband’s mercy. Lydia’s heart pounded inside her chest at the idea. The feeling of helplessness made every sensation that much more intense.






“Is this what they taught you in the class?” she asked, her voice a pleasant purr.






She felt a series of slaps against her backside and shrieked. “I said, quiet,” muttered Richard.






Lydia gasped in shock and delight. He grabbed her shoulder and nudged her forward. “Move.”






His push had been in the direction of the stairs, so Lydia slowly traipsed her way toward them, guessing that he was directing her to the bedroom. Her leisurely pace earned her another spanking, which made her moan happily. In response, she slowed down even further, but instead of punishing her the same way, Richard spun her around by her hips.






“Why are you misbehaving?” he asked, holding her chin up so he was forced to look into his eyes.






“For fun,” Lydia replied, winking.






With his wife in his grasp, Richard pulled her in close and kissed her hard, his lips pressed against hers. Lydia’s blissful sounds persisted, as her lust and eagerness grew, but then Richard backed away from her and pointed at the ground.






“On your knees.”






Lydia licked her lips as she spied the tent in the crotch of his khakis. If this was going where she thought, she was happy to do as asked. Except…






“Can we go to the bedroom? The floor here is-”






“No,” Richard interrupted.






“Too hard,” Lydia finished. Being on her knees for too long would make them awfully sore.






“No,” he said again.






She looked down at the marble tiles, then back up to Richard, imploringly. “But-”






He rubbed her arms, trying to soothe her worries. “If you make this quick, your knees will be fine. And maybe next time when I tell you to move, you’ll move.”






Lydia grumbled something under her breath, then lowered herself onto her knees as Richard unzipped his pants. He took out his thick, hard cock and let her see it. The sight made her own juices flow; she wanted to serve her man, and though the floor was tough against her knees, enduring Richard’s punishment added to her arousal far more than she expected.






Her first instinct was to lean out and take her husband’s shaft deep into her throat, going for it the way she always did, but this time she held off. She wanted to see how much Richard had really learned, and so she waited, mouth held partially open, and stared at his erect rod.






To her surprise and joy, Richard only waited a moment before stepping forward and pressing his cock against her cheek, slapping her with his member. She gasped, then opened wide, allowing him to jam it inside. She grunted happily, tasting his salty skin, and feeling it sliding across the length of her tongue.






As he moaned, she sealed her lips and sucked hard, spreading her saliva all over, making his entire cock slick. He gathered her hair in his hand until he had a firm grip on her head; he held it against his waist, keeping her locked on his cock. His control sent spasms of desire through Lydia’s body, and every time she took him deep she felt the heat radiating from him.






After what seemed like an eternity of gulping and sucking, Lydia realized that Richard was breathing heavily, occasionally jerking from a spasm of pleasure, but he seemed to be holding off his orgasm. Normally when she sucked him off, he came pretty quickly — after all, Lydia knew how to service a man. Now she was working herself harder than ever, yet Richard enjoyed every second of it without reaching his peak.






What on earth did they teach him?
 she wondered.
 Or is it something they
 gave
 him?
 She didn’t want him taking male performance drugs, especially not without talking to her about it first — but if that’s what he did, she had to admit the results were worthwhile.






Since Lydia slowed down, Richard pulled his cock from her mouth. “What’s wrong?” he asked.






She sucked the fluids in her mouth down and swallowed them, then said, “How are you lasting so long?”






Richard laughed, then jammed his cock back into her mouth. “Don’t worry, babe. This is all natural No drugs, no supplements, nothing.”






Lydia moaned happily, then resumed her work, happy to have his rigid shaft filling her sweet mouth. She looked up into her husband’s eyes submissively, pleading for him to reward her with his seed, as her knees were now aching. Seeing the desperation on her face, Richard relented, letting go and allowing his orgasm to break free.






He groaned softly, yanking his cock out of Lydia’s mouth again, this time so that he could spray his milky seed into her open mouth. Lydia shuddered at its taste and warmth collecting on her tongue, and then her head, nose and chin, as Richard let the last few spurts out on the rest of her face. Lydia licked up what she could reach, but the rest stayed.






Richard reached under her arms and lifted Lydia to her feet. He noticed the redness of her knees and
 tsked
. “You poor thing.”






Lydia whined and fiddled with her handcuffs, and Richard’s sympathy turned into renewed desire. He grabbed her forearm and dragged her toward the stairs. She didn’t fight him, eager to reach their bedroom and whatever waited for her there.






—






Once they reached the bedroom, Richard directed Lydia to stand at the foot of the bed, her hands still cuffed behind her back. He slipped his hands between her legs, and separated her thighs, forcing her to spread her legs. Lydia tossed her head back, lost in her husband’s touch. He ran his hands over her lacy panties, feeling their warmth and the damp fabric at their center.






“Lydia, I want to show you something,” he said. “But first there’s something I’d like to see.”






“What’s that?” she asked, her voice soft and throaty.






Richard ran his hands over her breasts through the pink tank top she wore, then gripped the material and tore the shirt in half. Lydia screamed as her top split with a resounding tear. Even with a bra on underneath, she’d never felt so suddenly exposed.






“This,” said Richard, reaching into Lydia’s bra to feel her pebbled nipples. “Yeah, this is working. You’re a dirty little thing, aren’t you?”






Lydia blushed, looking down at her feet. She raised her head and sighed as Richard continued massaging her breasts, then pinched her sensitive nips.






“I asked you a question,” he whispered into her ear.






Electricity pulsed through Lydia; the pain in her breast heightened her excitement, and she was torn between wishing he would let go to relieve the pain, or pinch harder to give her a real test of fortitude.






“I’m…” she mumbled.






In response, Lydia got her wish, as Richard increased the pressure exerted by his fingers. His grip felt like steel, and she twisted away instinctively, but Richard held on.






“Speak up,” he said.






“I’m a dirty little thing,” she panted.






“Go on.”






A darker shade of scarlet darkened Lydia’s face, but she couldn’t suppress a naughty grin. “I’m a dirty little thing that craves cock.”






Richard smiled, loosening his grip but not letting go entirely. “And?”






Lydia didn’t need more than a second to think of what else. She felt it deep inside, a longing that was finally being answered. She could have jumped for joy if she thought it would be allowed. She answered, “I’m a dirty little thing that will do whatever you want.”






“Whatever I want?”






“Yes.”






Richard reached around and smacked her backside hard, earning a fresh squeal. “Yes, what?” he asked.






“Yes… Richard?”






He spanked her again, harder this time. She sucked in her breath, wincing from the pain.






“Yes, sir?”






Again he swatted her bottom, though this time he was merciful enough to pummel her other cheek. “That was better, but try one more time. Yes…”






“Yes, master,” she said, averting his gaze and hoping that was what he wanted to hear.






“Good,” he replied. He fished a small set of keys out of his pocket and unlocked the cuffs binding her wrists. “Come. I want you to see this.”






Richard motioned for the walk-in closet, so she took the lead. Once inside, he moved a pile of polo shirts off of an old, black suitcase, the one Lydia remembering had a busted wheel. He pulled it out, flipped it on its side and opened it up, revealing a sizable collection of kinky sex toys. Lydia saw a variety of vibrators and dildos, whips and canes, gags and restraints.






“How long have you had these?” Lydia asked. She forgot to add “sir” to the end of her question, but Richard let it go, too caught up in admiring his collection.






“Years. I’ve had most since we met; others I’ve picked up in the hope that I’d get to use them. I wasn’t sure if I would.”






Lydia sighed and leaned into her husband’s broad chest. “I love you, baby. You could have asked.”






Richard kissed her forehead and said, “I know.” Then he grabbed her ass and gave it a squeeze. “Tonight we make up for lost time. Go lie down on the bed. And take off your top.”






“Just my top?” Lydia asked, confused.






“You heard me,” Richard chided.






“Yes, sir.” She scampered back to the bedroom, then unclasped her bra and tossed it aside. Her chest now exposed, she felt the cool air of the room against her erect nipples and shivered with anticipation. She dove onto the bed and turned onto her side, resting her head on her hand, posing seductively.






“No, none of that,” said Richard when he saw her. He flipped her onto her chest and lifted her hips, forcing her to stick her ass out in the air. “Stay,” he commanded, then pulled the suitcase from the closet and into the bedroom.






Lydia bit her lip and blushed, humiliated by the pose, but also deeply aroused.






“Move up,” Richard ordered.






She obeyed, reaching the bed’s backboard, a solid wooden piece, except at the center, which featured a large cutout divided into thirds by two evenly-spaced, rounded columns.






Almost as if it was made for bondage
, Lydia mused.






Richard picked up her wrists and placed them inside the gap, between the columns. “Hold onto those,” he said while fitting something long and plastic around her wrist and the column. Lydia didn’t figure out what it was until Richard slipped its end through a small box at the other end, then pulled it tight.






Are those… zip ties?
 she thought, though she already knew the answer. She’d imagined being cuffed, or tied with rope — even chains. Zip ties, though, never occurred to her. They were very tight against her skin, and not comfortable, but this didn’t bother her: she liked the urgency it caused. She also realized the opportunity it created for Richard to distract her with either punishment or pleasure. But which would he choose? Or would it be something that combined them both?






Her answer came in the form of something cutting through the air, making a
 whoosh
 sound as it passed by. Lydia could only turn so far back, but in the corner of her eye she could see Richard wielding something long and black.






“You like getting spanked?” he asked.






“Yes, sir,” Lydia confirmed.






“Then I think you’re going to like getting flogged.”






“Yes, sir.”






“I’ve never done this to another person, but I’ve practiced my swing. I’ve watched instructional videos. I know what I’m doing, and you’re going to find out. You ready?”






Lydia moaned, tensing. The thought of Richard flogging her too hard frightened her a little, but she trusted him not to hurt her in a way she wouldn’t enjoy.






The first hit to her backside was harder than she expected; Richard wasn’t doing anything softly, but Lydia had no complaint. Still, she yelped loudly and thrashed from the pain. The impact gave her a taste of what to expect from the rest of her flogging, but she had no idea how long it would last.






For longer than Lydia had expected, Richard flogged her ass over and over, swinging in figure eight patterns to strike each cheek one at a time, and sometimes around in circles, targeting the same side to intensify the pain. Just when Lydia thought the swats were too much to take, Richard relented, pacing around the bed long enough to give her a short break. Still, he didn’t let her relax for very long before he resumed her punishment, occasionally taking shots at her back and upper thighs.






By the time Richard finished the flogging, the pain overwhelmed Lydia completely, but instead of screaming for mercy, she found herself on the verge of an impossibly intense orgasm. Each strike of the flogger had stoked her desire, and by the end she was twitching and moaning with each hit, presenting her ass for further punishment. Richard was having too much fun to mind giving her a swat in the exact places she wished.






Her reactions, her sounds — all of it fed his arousal too. When he reached the point where he couldn’t be patient any longer, he tossed the flogger back into the suitcase, threw off his pants and leaped onto the bed. Lydia moaned when he pulled down her panties, revealing her sopping core, then screamed when she felt his rock hard cock drive into her drenched chasm.






His shaft sank in deep, filling and spreading until Lydia could think of nothing but his hard cock plunging in and out of her depths. Richard groaned from pleasure and panted from the exertion, but also showed no signs of slowing down. His rough thrusts pounded into her as if powered by an engine, steady and rhythmic, and occasionally finding a higher gear. To further amplify her pleasure, Richard continued to spank her ass and rub her clit, alternating between the two.






Suddenly she shouted, “I’m going to come!” Normally she kept her outbursts under control, fearful the neighbors would hear if she was too loud, but now she lost all sense of modesty and control. She didn’t care who heard what; the pressure inside her was too great.






However, Richard took her scream as his cue to pull out, even though neither of them had reached their climax. Lydia screamed in frustration as her orgasm was lost, though Richard stroked his cock until his load landed on her back.






“What the fuck, Richard?”






“You didn’t have my permission to come,” he replied matter-of-factly.






“Are you fucking kidding me?” Lydia tugged to free her hands, wanting savagely to pleasure herself and finish what her husband started, but she couldn’t get free. “That’s not fair.”






Richard dipped a finger into her dripping orifice and played it around softly. The sensation wasn’t enough to make Lydia come: it only teased her into further agitation.






“From now on you ask permission. Understand?”






“Okay,” Lydia choked, nodding.






Richard’s other hand smacked across her still-throbbing cheeks. “What was that?”






“Yes, master!”






Richard withdrew his finger and inserted his cock, to Lydia’s great relief. “That’s better.”






He started off slowly, but his wife quickly came back to the edge. Being denied so cruelly and then dominated was the hottest thing Richard had ever done to her, even if she hated to admit it. She didn’t even want to consider what she would have done if he hadn’t shown mercy and set to work freeing her from her pent up bliss.






Quickly she began to scream at the top of her lungs, and this time she said, “Sir can I please come? Can I come please?” She said it over and over again, holding on, using every ounce of her strength, until finally Richard said, “You may come, Lydia.”






Relief flooded through her body as she let go, allowing the energy that had built and built within to go free. Enraptured, she wailed like a boiling kettle, shuddering and shaking as Richard continued to thrust.






Waves of bliss shook Lydia as the first orgasm reached its crescendo, but Richard kept her from coming down for very long: just as quickly as the first, a second climax came calling, so Lydia once again begged through bated breaths, “Master… can I come… Please can I come?”






“You may.”






Richard’s bucking got even faster, as he groaned in advance of his own peak. Lydia could hardly believe he had so much stamina. Where was this coming from all of a sudden? Not that she minded at all. Maybe he was as turned on by their new style of play as she.






Lydia lost all sense of herself in those moments, receptive to nothing but the intense euphoria enveloping her body. The feeling of Richard’s eruption inside of her registered in some part deep in the back of her mind, but all she could do was shake and shout from the pleasure. She saw Richard’s hand and a pair of scissors, and then the zip ties binding her wrists were snipped apart. He flipped her over onto her back, allowing her a chance to rest and recover.






She splayed her arms apart, her head sinking into the pillows, and sobbed from the overwhelming pleasure. Richard kept it going, kissing her breasts while massaging her pussy with his hand. Lydia writhed and barely had the presence of mind to ask for permission to climax again.






“Mmm,” Richard hummed in affirmation, rather than stopping his suckling of her nipple. He then used his free hand to bring her arms back together and then pin her wrists against the bed’s backboard. The act of domination sparked a fresh hunger in Lydia, and her third orgasm blasted her harder than either of the first two. By this point she was a quivering mess, grinding her still sore ass into the sheets to exacerbate her pain and release even more pleasure.






“Thank you,” she whispered, tears trailing down her cheeks. “Thank you, Richard.”






“Call me Dick.”






“What?”






Straddling her, he bent over her and repeated, “Call me Dick. Not Richard. But not everywhere. Just in the bedroom.”






“Oh,” she said, her brain starting to cut through the fog of bliss.






“I want it to be just for us.”






“Yes, master,” she said, smiling. She loved the idea of having a friendly, ordinary husband out in public, but a dominant and sadistic lover in private. She could have the man who vowed to be her husband for as long as they both lived, and also the man who took her to buy lingerie while acting like a secret paramour.






“Good,” he said. “Now roll over.”






—






Lydia complied, turning onto her stomach, exposing her ass.






“Spread your arms and legs,” he said next.






She did as told, and soon Richard was moving around the bed, using rope to tie her limbs to the legs of the bed’s frame. He worked with surprising speed and skill, tying tight knots that left her utterly unable to escape. She tugged at each rope, testing the bonds, but they held together and offered virtually no slack.






“They taught you all this at the class?”






Laughing, Richard crouched down in front of his wife and shook his head. “I never went to the class, babe. This is all me.” He stood up, which left his cock right in front of her face. He grabbed her hair and thrust his rod into her mouth, which she opened instinctively.






Moaning softly she started sucking, immediately getting his semi-rigid shaft to full tumescence. Even though she sucked hard, working his cock as fast as she could, Richard didn’t let go of her hair. She loved the way it felt to be in his total control, even when he jammed his body against her, forcing his cock deep into her throat. She suppressed her gag reflex as long as she could, but soon she choked, coughing and fighting the intrusion in her mouth.






Richard groaned and jolted, then let go of his wife and withdrew his now glistening cock. Lydia gasped and inhaled greedily. She’d felt lightheaded, but quickly the sensation went away, replaced by a newfound arousal. Being used by her husband so roughly was making her crave more of the harsh treatment. She wanted to be taken, to be her man’s plaything. She needed to be owned by him.






Then she remembered what he’d said about the class; she hadn’t had a chance to process it right away, but now she was left stunned. “If you never went to the class, where is all this coming from?” she asked.






Richard climbed onto the bed, getting on top of Lydia. “I wasn’t joking when I said I won big at the poker game.”






“How big?”






“Fifty grand.” Richard laughed, practically a cackle, as if he still couldn’t believe it himself.






Lydia’s eyes shot open in shock. “Holy shit! How? I thought you played low stakes.”






He gave her ass a pair of playful slaps, then rubbed the spots he’d struck. “It’s a long story. Jim invited his cousin, Mort, to the game. Mort’s awful at poker, but he’s some kind of tech millionaire, so he didn’t mind buying in again and again, a grand at a time. I wasn’t the only one winning off him, but then a big hand came up and all of us went all in… My four-of-a-kind won it all.”






“Oh my god!” she said. “What are we going to do?”






“Vacation, babe. Wherever you want to go. But we can talk about that later. I’ve got something else planned first.”






“What’s that?” she asked. Then she felt it: something cool and oily being poured between her cheeks, followed by Richard’s hand spreading it around. She yelped when she felt the fluid being pushed into her tender back entrance by his probing finger.






“Oh, Richard-”






“Dick.”






“Dick,” she purred. “Please, do it, master.”






He didn’t waste any time. Once the lube was fully applied, he pressed his thick shaft against her tight bud. She screamed as it slowly penetrated, spreading her apart. This was far from the first time he’d taken her in the ass, but usually he performed the act as gently as possible. Now he could sense that she had no interest in that: she wanted it rough, and he obliged, forcing his way in without stopping.






Though she screamed, she threw her head back in ecstasy, relishing the massive rod filling her. Richard’s thrusts started off slow, but powerful and deep; each one made Lydia moan. When they came faster, but just as hard, she hollered constantly, drowning out her husband’s gasps and grunts. She pulled at the ropes keeping her body spread apart, feeling their fibers against her soft skin. She never wanted them to let her go. They felt like an extension of her husband, embracing her while he used the rest of his body to bring her pleasure like she’d never experienced in her life.






When Richard began thrusting the fastest he had gone all night, Lydia’s bellows seemed to shake the walls.






Forget the neighbors
, she thought: the entire county probably heard her.






She couldn’t hear Richard’s climax, but she did feel his hot load burst inside her. She almost cried out, as she hadn’t reached her climax yet, but Richard didn’t disappoint. Spent but more exhilarated than exhausted, he jumped off the bed and picked out a few toys from his suitcase. The first was a thick, black vibrating dildo, which he lodged in Lydia’s hungry orifice and turned it on.






The unexpected and powerful stimulation made her heave blissfully, and her scream once again rang out. That stopped, though, when Richard produced his next selection, a big, red ball gag, which he jammed between her wide open lips and buckled tightly.






The gag didn’t stop Lydia from wailing as the toy between her legs hummed incessantly, but her volume did fall a notch. She sucked on the gag, enjoying the taste of the sterile rubber and the way the ball depressed her tongue.






Following the gag, Richard strapped a blindfold over Lydia’s eyes, causing her to wail pitifully. She thought she had been helpless from the inescapable rope bondage, but being unable to see or speak added a new level of futility to her predicament.






To add to her tantalizing torment, Richard had one more toy to use: a thick, black buttplug, which he oiled up and then crammed into her back entrance. As it found its way in, only stopping when the flared base of the toy prevented it from going further, Lydia moaned happily. She’d enjoyed having her husband’s cock inside; she’d felt something was missing ever since he’d finished. Now she had both of her holes stuffed — and her mouth too, she realized. She could feel the dildo and the plug rubbing against each other inside her, a sensation she’d never experienced but loved immensely.






“Enjoying all this?” Richard asked, whispering into his wife’s ear.






She nodded vigorously, and was rewarded with a hard spank on her bottom. She gasped, then sighed, then moaned again. Richard laughed, then tapped on the base of the vibrator, turning up its speed setting. Lydia shrieked, surprised that the toy had even more power than she realized.






As she came over and over from the vibrator, Richard flogged her ass, taking his time and landing one perfect swat after another. He watched as her cheeks shook from the impact, and caressed the welts that appeared. The interaction of agony and ecstasy ensured that she kept coming until she reached subspace, where the orgasms weren’t distinguishable from one to the next. She entered a state of sustained euphoria, and stayed in it so long she passed out.






The last thing she remembered, her husband’s hands were massaging her breasts while every cell in her body blazed brightly, blissed out beyond comprehension, and then all went black.






—






When she woke, Lydia found she was still fully tied to the bed, but all the toys were gone.






“Richard?”






“Yeah, babe?” came a voice from behind her. She twisted her neck to see he was working on something in the closet.






“What are you doing?” she asked.






“Fixing the suitcase.”






“Oh good,” she said, feeling a fresh ache in her core. “We’re going to need it on our vacation.”






Richard laughed. “Honey, this case is for my collection.”






“Oh I know,” said Lydia. “We’re taking it with us.”
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Kinky Katrina’s Double Date





I arrived at the restaurant twenty minutes early and asked to be seated. I had to be first to arrive or this wouldn’t work. Trust me, I know. I’ve done this a few times. Sitting there by myself was nerve-wracking, but it would be worth it. I sent a text to say I was here. Come find me.






The waitress asked if I wanted a drink while I waited, so I ordered a chardonnay. It would calm me down, help me relax. I was nervous, not because of what I wanted to do, like most people would be. What I wanted, I wanted badly. It’s all I could think about. The craving wouldn’t go away until I had it. No, I was nervous about something else: getting the chance to do what I wanted. That was the hard part.






I’d have to be convincing. Seductive. Irresistible. To accomplish this I wore my smallest, tightest, lowest-cut black dress, showing off my long legs and healthy chest. On the way to the table I drew everyone’s eyes like July fireworks, only louder and hotter.






For this to work, I’d have to be smart too. Read the room. Be fluid. I’d have to be open-minded, if I expected open-mindedness in return. I kept the planning to a minimum. I knew the outline, the broad strokes, but instinct would lead the way tonight.






Trent arrived first, right on time. “Hey Katrina,” he said, leaning in to kiss me on the cheek. “You look incredible.”






“Thanks,” I said. I knew what he meant. My clothes said
 Fuck me
, and he could hear it, loud and clear. “Now I know why you chose an oyster bar,” he joked.






“Am I that transparent?” I said coquettishly. “I hope you’re hungry.”






“You have no idea,” he replied.






No,
 you
 have no idea
, I thought. “Good.” I smiled. Surprisingly, he hadn’t noticed that we weren’t sitting at a table for two. Too distracted by the dress, I hoped. He was a kind and charming guy, but in the bedroom he took charge, both physically and mentally, ordering me around, demanding subservience. It was hot as hell, I admit, but whether or not that would work to my advantage tonight or not, I didn’t know.






“Honestly, I was a little surprised to hear from you,” said Trent. “It’s been, what? A couple weeks? I wasn’t sure what the deal was.”






“Sorry, it’s not your fault. I’ve just been busy,” I said, only half telling him the truth. It wasn’t his fault, and I had been busy: I needed time to set up tonight. I didn’t want to string a nice guy like Trent along if tonight wasn’t going to happen.






“If you say so, babe. I know how it goes,” he said.






No you don’t, not really
, I thought, finishing my glass of wine.
 But you will.






“Katrina?” came another voice. Justin had arrived.






Here we go.






Both Trent and Justin looked at each other, smiling to mask their confusion. This was it. This was the crucial moment. I tried to prepare, testing out lines and arguments, but I knew I had no real clue what was going to happen.






“Justin, this is Trent. Trent, this is Justin. Have a seat,” I said, praying they stayed calm.






“What’s going on?” asked Trent, his polite mask starting to fray. I didn’t blame him. Justin was jacked, boasting a body-builder’s physique. He was tall and dressed elegantly, which clearly proved challenging for a man his size. Though he lacked Trent’s brains and charisma, no one would ever call him dumb or mean. He was just quiet, and thoughtful. In bed he was powerful, of course, but also sensitive and generous.






“Yes, I’m wondering that too,” he said.






I took a deep breath.
 No turning back now.






“I know this seems weird,” I started. “And I’m sorry for the deception. I invited both of you here because I like you both very much.”






“Are you fucking kidding me?” said Trent. He kept his voice down to avoid causing a scene, but the anger in his tone was unmistakable. This wasn’t off to a good start. “What, are we here so you can decide who you’re going to choose?”






“Actually, no,” I said, set to launch into the explanation. “I’m not going to choose. It wasn’t an accident that I invited each of you here tonight. I didn’t text the wrong number or make a mistake in my schedule. I told you the same time, same place because I want you both. At the same time.”






There, I said it. Took my shot. Rolled the dice.






“You mean, at the same time, in bed?” asked Justin. He spoke so calmly, it was almost unsettling.






“Yes,” I replied. I was about to say more when the waitress returned to the table. She was a hot piece herself, wearing a short, navy blue skirt and a tight, white, button-down shirt with a skinny tie. I was glad for the distraction.






“Could you bring a bottle of this to the table?” I asked, holding up my now empty glass.






“Sure thing,” she said. “Are we expecting a fourth?”






“Yeah, are we?” Trent asked, sounding indignant.






I maintained my composure. He had a right to be mad. “No, just us three,” I told her. She nodded and left.






“You’ve got some nerve,” said Trent. “Is that why I haven’t seen you lately? You’ve been shacking up with this guy?”






This was getting to be a problem. Trent was not handling himself well. “Trent, I know you feel wronged. Justin, you too. Just stay and hear me out. Food and drink are on me.”






Trent looked at Justin, who merely shrugged. I got the sense that Justin was more amused than angry. After all, he could get nearly any woman he wanted and he knew it; why would he be jealous?






“All right,” said Trent as a server approached the table. He poured wine into our glasses quickly, perhaps sensing the tension. None of us spoke until he was finished.






“How did this happen?” Justin asked. He said it with no inflection to indicate what he was feeling. He may as well have been asking whether I preferred paper or plastic.






“Yeah, I mean, did you meet us around the same time?” Trent asked.






“No, I met you,” I said to Trent, “and then I met him. Finding two men at the same time is more ideal, but it doesn’t always work out, you know?”






Trent nodded. “I think I’m getting it. You put me on hold until you could fill your lineup.”






Justin chuckled. “Sorry bud.”






“I guess,” I said. “Again, I didn’t want it to go that way. That’s not what I’m about.”






“What are you about, exactly?” Trent said. “One guy at a time isn’t enough for you?”






“No, it’s not. If I want to get off, I need two men inside me.”






“Why not just use toys?” Trent asked. “You know, plug yourself while you’re with a man?”






I shook my head. “It doesn’t work that way. I’ve tried it, believe me. It’s not the feeling of fullness I need: it’s the sensation of having two guys going at with me together. Otherwise I can’t really… you know… go all the way.”






“Really?” said Justin, sounding hurt. “Were you faking those other times?”






I nodded. My as well rip off the bandage quickly. “Yeah, I was. I’m really sorry guys,” I said, throwing all the remorse I could into my voice. “Please don’t be insulted. I still thought you were both great. Any other woman would have been more than satisfied, for sure. It’s on me, not you. I’m just different.”






“Fair enough,” said Justin. “Thanks for being honest.”






“Yeah,” Trent agreed. “I guess I’d be pretty frustrated in your position. Desperate, too.”






“Thanks,” I said. “I know I’m asking for a lot of understanding. The good news is, you’re both invited to my place after dinner. You know, if you’re willing. Otherwise, we can all go our separate ways, because I won’t pick one of you. It wouldn’t be fair.”






I couldn’t believe it. I’d gotten through the hard part, the confession, as well as the proposal, and neither one walked. So often men would storm out at this point, furious at being lied to or disgusted at the thought of sharing me with another man. It was so rare that I convinced both to stay, and I wanted so badly for it to work out, especially with these two. It was at this point, when things were going well, that I could feel the finish line. I could taste it.






Trent looked over to Justin, sizing him up. Perhaps he felt intimidated at Justin’s size and strength, but he knew he had nothing to be self-confident about. He was fit, good-looking and successful. He could handle himself beneath the sheets. He had nothing to worry about. The only question was, how did he feel about having another man beneath them too?






“Justin, would you join me at the bar for a minute?” Trent asked.






“Sure.”






“Excuse us,” said Trent.






Together they got up and headed for the bar, leaving me alone. I forced myself to sip at my wine, knowing I would drink far too much otherwise. If tonight went well, I’d want to remember it in all its detail, not risk blacking out. And just as importantly, I’d want to have all my strength and stamina, not be too tired and drunk to last the night.






I played with my phone, scrolling through Facebook and Twitter feeds, but I couldn’t concentrate on what I was reading. In my head, all I could think about were their massive rods and how they would both feel sliding into me; the sound of both of them groaning; the gust of their hot breath against my skin. I could feel wetness dripping through my panties. I hoped Trent and Justin would notice somehow, as if they were animals detecting the pheromones of a willing mate.






When the men returned, they both carried a pint of beer and a plate of oysters. I wanted to jump out of my chair to do a victory dance, but instead I just smiled. “I take it this means you’ve accepted my offer?”






“We have some conditions,” said Justin, sipping his beer.






“First, we’re going back to my place, not yours,” said Trent.






“Okay,” I said.
 Be fluid.
 I’d be more comfortable at home, but Trent’s place was much nicer, in truth. He worked for a good law firm, and didn’t try to hide how well he was paid. “What else?”






“You’re going to submit to our will,” said Justin. “We’ll treat you right, but you have to make up for lying to us first.”






“And that means you’ll do as we say, without question,” Trent added.






I gulped, not expecting such a demand. This was new.
 Be open-minded.






“You’re not going to do anything violent, right?” I asked.






“Of course not,” said Trent. “We have no interest in injuring you. But, some parts might be painful.”






Painful?
 “Like, spanking?” I asked. I could feel adrenaline kick my heart-rate through the roof. I was a little afraid of what they were asking, but also very intrigued. I couldn’t explain it, but I felt an overwhelming sense of curiosity.






“Sure, spanking,” said Justin. “And more.”






I didn’t have to think about it more. I needed this to happen. It had been too long since one my double dates went all the way. “I’m in,” I said.






“Good,” said Trent. “Now let’s eat.”






—






We consumed our meal like gunslingers at a three-way standoff, eying each other in silence, waiting for somebody else to make a move. It was so surreal I nearly giggled, which either would have resulted in an awkward quiet or broken the tension, I don’t know which. Trent and Justin watched one another wolf down the oysters, but I sensed that a friendly competition was brewing, rather than a rivalry. Maybe it was wishful thinking.






None of us spoke on the way to Trent’s place. Whatever our cab driver was thinking, he must have known our little group was not having a typical night. Trent tipped him well as we all got out. While we rode the elevator up to the tenth floor of his building, he reached a hand out and grabbed my ass. Following Trent’s lead, Justin clutched my end from the other side. Their twin grips were tight and I could feel my pussy drip. I was aching for release.






Once we got inside Trent’s apartment I tossed my purse onto the kitchen table and started to take off my dress.






“What are you doing?” asked Justin.






“What do you mean?” I said, confused. “You don’t want me to get naked?”






“You don’t do anything you’re not told to do,” Trent explained. “You do what we say, when we say. That’s how this goes. Got it?”






“Okay,” I said, flustered. Was he really serious?






As if to answer my question, Trent came up to me, twisted me around, then slapped my ass with his hand, “Okay? Okay what?”






“Yes, okay!” I said.






He spanked my ass again, aiming for the same spot. The hit stung, sending tendrils of pain throughout. “You’ll address both of us as ‘sir.’ Now, try again.”






“Yes sir,” I said. I was in pain, yet the burning felt electric. I savored it, though I couldn’t explain why. It just felt good.






“That’s better,” said Trent. “Now, lift up your dress,”






The idea of obeying their orders was appealing to me more and more. I did as instructed and hiked my dress up to my waist, revealing my skimpy black thong.






“Very good,” Justin said circling me and staring. “You have a great figure.”






“Yes,” added Trent. “A hot body and a dirty mind. Makes for a nice pairing.” Looking into my eyes, he reached down and slipped his hand into the waistband of the thong. He ran his hand over my warm mound, massaging it. I groaned and squeezed my eyes shut until I perceived just his touch and the sporty scent of his cologne. Then he clutched the thong in his hand and pulled on it hard, drawing it deep into my folds.






I started to pull back, but Justin put his arms around me, holding my arms tight against my body. “You can back out of this any time you like,” he said. “But if you want us to give you what you want, you have to behave yourself.”






Some part of me wanted to run, to get out of Trent’s apartment and call the last few weeks a loss. However, I was increasingly turned on by the way I was being treated. The manhandling, the warnings: it was kinky, being dominated like this. The way Trent held my thong caused it to split my pussy, but the sensation was as erotic as it was painful.






“Sorry sirs,” I said. “Please, do as you will.”






“Excellent.” Trent gave the thong another harsh pull, causing me to squeal, but I didn’t try to writhe free. Finally, he yanked the panties downward, and let them fall to the floor. “Now you can finish undressing.”






Eager to experience what these men had decided was in store for me, I pulled my dress over my head and tossed it across the room. I quickly removed my bra, revealing my firm, round breasts.






“Put your hands behind your back,” said Justin. I did as asked, feeling like some kind of servant. Still, it was incredibly intoxicating.






Trent opened a cabinet in his living room, revealing a whole collection of toys. He pulled out a bundle of rope and tossed it to Justin. “You know how to use this?” Trent asked.






“Oh yeah,” Justin replied. “I’ve learned a few things.”






“You hear that, Kat? You found yourself two men with very similar tastes. How lucky for us.”






“Yes, sir,” I said. I didn’t disagree. In the past I’d been fortunate enough to meet some guys freaky enough to fulfill my needs, but none had awakened the desires I was starting to feel now. What I wondered was,
 Would these new feelings replace my original need, or join it?
 The idea was startling, but I was having too good a time to consider stopping now.






Justin wound the ropes around my wrists, binding them together behind my back. The rough fibers were uncomfortable against my skin, but not being able to escape them was making me hotter than boiling kettle. If Trent and Justin were to plunge their shafts into me right now, I could be finished in minutes, I knew. When he finished tying my wrists, he pressed down on my shoulders; I got the message, and dropped down to my knees.






“When we’re finished tonight, you won’t be faking anything,” said Trent. “But first, you’re going to warm us up. All right?”






“Yes sir.” I’d already gotten used to saying it; now I was enjoying it.






Without another word, Trent unzipped his pants and took them off, with his boxers. His rod was already fully engorged. I wasn’t surprised: I’d turned him on just fine back when we started going out, and he hadn’t even mentioned wanting to tie me up.
 It’s a shame he didn’t
, I thought.
 I wish I’d discovered this new side of me much sooner.






Trent stepped forward so I could reach him. I opened my mouth as wide as it would go, taking his cock deep. It felt strange not being able to use my hands, but he didn’t seem to mind; he groaned in pleasure as I worked my lips and tongue up and down around his stiff erection. I sucked as hard as I could, and with a gasp he climaxed, spilling his seed into the back of my throat. I swallowed hungrily, pleased at my effectiveness. Trent crouched down to my eye level and kissed me on the cheek.






“I enjoyed that a lot, Kat. Did you?”






“Yes, sir. Thank you, sir.”






“Good. Now it’s Justin’s turn,” he said, standing up and stepping aside. “But first I think he’s got something for you first.”






I turned my head to see Justin was waiting patiently. In his hand he held some type of short, thin chain with clips on the ends. “Ever see these?” Justin asked.






“No, sir.”






“I’ll show you.” He crouched down in front me and took my breast in his hand. Squeezing it, he guided one of the clips onto my nipple, then released it. The metal clip bit down on the sensitive skin, causing me to shriek in pain. He attached the second clip to my other breast in the same manner, and soon it felt like an electric current had been turned on across my chest. I sniffed and forced myself to look away and not to focus on the pain.






“Hurts, right?” said Justin.






“Yes, sir,” I said. It definitely hurt, but the idea that I couldn’t remove the clamps was exhilarating. I blushed, thinking about my helplessness. It was amazing how just a little bit of rope could so effectively cancel out a person’s will. And yet, I could tell from all the toys in Trent’s cabinet that there were many other ways of being bound, that I hadn’t even scratched the surface. At that moment, all I wanted was to go as deep as possible into this new world.






For now though, Justin had his own ideas. His cock was bigger and longer than Trent’s, which was quite an impressive boast. Even Trent had to comment, “Holy shit,” when he saw Justin’s fully erect member.






“Thanks,” Justin replied. With such a developed musculature throughout his body, the fact that his piece still appeared to be massive was enough to make me swoon. Taking it into my mouth, I struggled to suppress my gag reflex. I could feel him in my throat. I thought I would choke, but forced myself to suck hard. Fortunately, his intense arousal meant it didn’t take long to reach his climax. When he was on the edge, he grabbed my hair and held my head so I couldn’t break away. With his staff buried in my mouth I sucked with what felt like my entire body, desperate to extract his load. Just as I couldn’t hold back gagging any longer, he pulled out his cock and let it spray his hot cum across my face.






I was stunned. When I blinked, drops were knocked from my eyelids and ran down my cheek. The sensation was a revelation. I couldn’t believe how powerfully erotic something so humiliating could be. I’d never been a prude, by any means, but I never expected having a man’s juices on my face could be such a thrill.






The men gave me a couple minutes to catch my breath and collect myself. They whispered to each other, and I imagined it was to discuss their plans. When at last I was ready I looked up at the two men. I wasn’t sure which I wanted more: the release I’d been promised, or to be dominated further in ways I couldn’t fathom. Of course, the decision wasn’t up to me.






“On your feet,” Trent said at last. He came toward me carrying a plain, wooden chair and another bundle of rope. He placed the chair in front of me, then stepped on top of it. “Raise your hands,” he commanded as I rose from my knees. He took a tissue from his pocket and wiped off my face, then tossed it into the wastebasket.






My arms were feeling sore from being restrained behind my back, but lifting them up over my head made them burn even worse. Trent took the ropes at my wrists and fed the new line through it. I looked up as he worked and noticed a series of thick metal rings sticking out of the ceiling. He fed the other end of the line through one of the rings, then pulled until my arms couldn’t stretch out any further. I moaned from the strain. Sweat ran down my forehead as I tried standing on my toes to relieve the pressure.






“This is a predicament,” Trent explained. “You can stand on your toes so your arms will hurt less, but you won’t be able to hold yourself up that way for very long.”






Wetness trickled down my thighs as he spoke, recognizing the truth of what he said. I knew I could stand on my toes for a while, but not forever, and they could leave me tied this way as long as they wanted.






Trent got down from the chair and set it aside. Justin approached me carrying another length of rope.
 What is that one for?
 I wondered. I was already incapable of escaping. He looped the rope around my waist and pulled it tight, like a corset. Then he tied a knot in the back and pulled the rope downward. With a mean smile on his face, he drew the rope through my ass cheeks and up my crotch. The feeling of the cord cutting through my slit was painful but also intoxicating, as the pressure on my clit was constant. He pulled harshly on the rope, making it extremely taut, then tied it off in front.






“Could you make it any tighter?” I asked sarcastically.






“Sure I could,” Justin replied.






Trent whistled. “With that kind of upper body strength, trust me, you have no idea. I admit, I’m jealous.”






Justin walked over to Trent’s cabinet of toys and looked over the selection. Finally he chose a flogger with dozens of long, black tendrils. He swung it around in the air a few times, getting a feel for it. I could hear the
 whooshing
 sound it made; the idea of being struck that hard terrified me, yet somehow part of me ached for it to happen.






“You’ll count,” he said, stepping behind me and taking the perfect position to take aim at my pert, toned ass.






“Count what?” I asked.






His answer was to let fly with the flogger, striking my cheek so hard I screamed. I twisted around, gasping in shock. I couldn’t believe how much it stung, but also how it made me even more aroused. Knowing that these men desired me to feel this pain didn’t upset me; if anything, I was pleased that I could give them what they wanted. After all, they were here to give
 me
 what
 I
 wanted. No, what I
 needed
. I should be able to reciprocate.






“You liked that?” asked Justin.






I took a deep breath and steadied myself. “Yes, sir.”






“Then count.” He swung the flogger again, hitting my other cheek.






I still let out a yell, but it was shorter, less surprised. “One,” I said at last.






He continued to lash my behind with hard hits, making sure every inch of skin tasted the sensation. My ass felt as though I had sat down on a car’s hood on a scorching day, red and burnt all over. “Twenty,” I said when he was finished.






“Very good, Kat,” Trent said. “You took that very well for someone with so little experience.”






“Thank you, sir.”






“Knew she could,” said Justin. “She likes it rough.”






“My only critique would be that she was really loud the whole time,” said Trent, examining the toys in his cabinet. “Let’s fix that.” He selected something I didn’t quite recognize: a ball with what looked like a belt around it. He brought it over toward me and let me see it up close. “Open your mouth,” he said.






Stunned by the realization of what it was, I did as he asked without argument. I was eager for him to put the gag in my mouth, knowing the feeling of fullness there would only further fuel my passion. Like the nipple clamps and the rope through my crotch, the gag would increase my sense of helplessness, as I could do nothing to remove it. Once Trent tightened the strap in back, I couldn’t push it out with my tongue or open my mouth wide enough to let it fall free. I loved it.






Justin handed the flogger to Trent, but instead of moving to stand behind me, he crouched down in front.
 Oh god
, I thought, realizing his target. He was right to gag me — this was going to be loud.






Trent placed his hand against my moist crevice and felt around the rope running through it. I moaned at his touch. Drool ran down my chin. “I’m not going to hit as hard as Justin did,” he assured me. “But it’s still going to hurt. All right?”






“Oh-ay,” I said through the gag. I was anxious about how much pain the flogging would cause, but I was ready.






“Good.” Trent raised the flogger and gave it a series of quick flicks, barely making contact with the tender flesh of my swollen pussy. They stung slightly, but I barely flinched. His next series, however, was a little harder, as was the next. Methodically he was increasing the intensity of the flogging until it was powerfully cruel. I’d like to think my cries were muffled slightly by the gag, but really I knew they were still quite loud. I had a feeling Trent and Justin didn’t really mind. By the end of the session I was shaking, in disbelief about the amount of agony I’d endured. I wasn’t mad about how I’d been treating, though: if anything I was proud of how much torment I’d toughed out.






Thankfully, they let me take a minute to collect myself. I felt like every part of me was sore, and not just the parts they flogged: my feet and arms burned too. While I stood there, panting and sniffling, they poured themselves tumblers of whiskey in the kitchen. I heard clinking glass as they toasted something before downing their drinks. It sounded like they were quickly becoming friends, I realized to my chagrin.
 Go figure.






I started whimpering as my feet became too tired to hold me those few precious inches up in the air, and soon my arms felt the full strain of their position.






“All right, all right,” said Trent. “A little mercy is in order. After all, it’s time for your reward.” He brought the chair back and got on top if it. Reaching up to the ring hanging from the ceiling, he loosed the rope enough to let out a little slack. Immediately relief flooded in through in my arms and feet. He untied my wrists to free my arms, but instructed me to keep them raised. He re-tied the rope around one wrist and tied it to the ring he’d been using. Then Justin handed him another bundle of rope so he could tie my other wrist to another ring a few feet away. The effect was to pull my arms in opposite directions in a less stringent tie, but one that was still challenging. Finally, Justin removed the nipple clamps and untied the rope running through my crotch while Trent put the chair away. I screamed as the clamps were removed and feeling returned to my punished nipples. The throbbing pulsed through my breasts, but I was thankful, as I’d never been so aroused before.






Justin poured himself another drink and took a seat. Trent lowered his pants again and came up to me. With my hands in the air and the gag in my mouth, all I could really do was stare into his brown eyes and hope he could tell I was smiling. Seeing his cock standing upright, thick and tall, I couldn’t wait for what was to come next, though I was concerned that Justin was merely watching; they know I wanted them both inside me at the same time, although I was so turned on I wasn’t sure if I really needed it anymore.






“Normally in these situations men like us tell women like you that you have to ask for permission to cum,” Trent explained. “Until one of us says otherwise, consider the permission granted.”






He gave my ass a quick series of slaps, then inserted his middle and index finger into my pussy, testing out my reaction. Feeling how ready I was, he removed his fingers and plunged his shaft deep into my inviting chasm and began to thrust slowly but firmly. I moaned in pleasure, eyes closed tight so I could focus on only what I could feel. Though I heard Trent sucking in his breath as bliss rocketed through him, I shut it out, experiencing ecstasy as an orgasm built from my sensations of helplessness and soreness. The pounding in my pussy was all I needed now, and soon enough I was exploding in delight.






Trent came mere moments after I did, groaning as his seed escaped him and ran down my leg. Temporarily sated, he withdrew from me, even though my second orgasm was starting to build. I panicked, worried it might fade away, but then I felt another cock drive right back inside. I opened my eyes to see Justin was now there, although I already knew it was him: Trent’s package was impressively sized, but Justin’s massive hammer was in another league. There was no mistaking the way something that enormous felt as it found its pocket. I shuddered in bliss as his cock stretched me further and further.






As the pleasure built within me toward another crescendo, I began to scream uncontrollably, the sounds of animal passion blasting the apartment. The gag made no difference. Happily the noise didn’t disrupt Justin’s rhythm: with one hand on my shoulder and the other fondling my breasts, he worked his cock in and out like a machine. He was breathing heavy, but I knew his stamina was great enough to continue for much, much longer.






Justin was still far from finishing when I felt another pair of hands grab me by the waist. “You ready to get what you wanted, Kat?” Trent asked, giving my ass another slap.






I gave a single nod, which was the best I could do. I was quickly launching into subspace, where all I could do was feel the rapture of utter erotic fulfillment. Somewhere in the back of my mind I felt a cool liquid dripping into my ass cheeks, then a hand spreading it around. I didn’t think about it, though I knew what it meant was coming next.






Trent’s member probed at my tight bud and then pushed. Maybe the lubrication helped, or maybe it was made redundant by how willing I’d become, but his cock penetrated my ass with ease. It felt as rigid and wide as a tree trunk, and I came immediately, bucking and howling.






Both men chuckled at my reaction and kept at it. This was what I always craved: the feeling of being taken by two men who both could absolutely hold their own in the bedroom. I had chosen Trent and Justin carefully, and would have been crushed if our “date” hadn’t worked out. Thankfully, it did.






In fact, tonight was going far better than I ever could have imagined, as I’d felt unadulterated release not once, but several times, and my men showed no signs of stopping. More importantly, with the implementation of bondage and domination, I didn’t just feel taken: I felt
 conquered
. They had asked me to submit, and I had; little did I know I would enjoy every second of it. The idea of faking wild throes never even crossed my mind.






By the time I felt Trent’s warm seed erupt inside my tender back canal, I’d already stopped having individual orgasms; instead, the bliss was sustained and overwhelming. All-encompassing. Like a trance. Trent dropped out, and without a word, Justin pulled out as well, though he was still not finished. The two men changed positions to swap entrances and began to prod their way back in.






Now the size of Justin’s elephantine dong was that much more astounding as it breached territory that had never seen such a potent invasion. Out of pure instinct I tried to twist and heave, but thankfully the men held me firmly in place. Tears of joy were rolling down my cheeks and a mixture of so much more was dripping on the hardwood floor.






After several fervid minutes of continuous stuffing, groaning and gasping, Justin at last reached his peak. When he came, his groan was almost as loud as mine. I could feel his love dripping out of me, especially when he backed away, leaving my exposed hole open to the cool air of the apartment. I watched as Justin headed for the bathroom; he didn’t shut the door, and after a moment I could hear the running water from the shower.






However, Trent was still there, working to squeeze out one more orgasm for himself, and to draw mine out a little longer. He put his arms around me, now that he had me to himself, and held himself inside me while kissing the back of my neck. His chest pushed against my breasts, sending waves of pain through me, as they were still so sore. He reached down with one hand and slapped my ass, then put two of his fingers inside my anus. The extra stimulation sent me shooting off like a volcano as the protracted orgasm I’d been feeling coalesced into an even greater euphoria. As this happened, Trent climaxed as well, groaning from the pure elation.






Having finished, he kissed me again and backed away. He headed down the hall. I saw a light come on in his bedroom, then heard the sound of more running water, as he too had entered the shower, using the master bedroom’s private bath.






Just like that, it was over.






—






Alone, standing there, I felt utterly used — like a puppet — but I sobbed in happiness. I had gotten everything I’d wanted and so much more. As I began to catch my breath, I wondered whether being bound and dominated would now be necessary for me to get off, and whether that was a good thing or bad.






Although it had only been a few minutes, I felt as though I’d been there for hours when the running water ceased and Justin returned, toweling himself off. “Hey,” he said, looking at me. I grunted back, realizing I was still gagged. It was just as well: I had no idea what to say. It would take me a week to properly express my gratitude in words.






Justin walked into the kitchen and poured another whiskey. “Good stuff,” he said, coming back into the living room and taking a seat at the couch. I blushed as I realized he was staring at me the way a painter gazes at a drying canvas, admiring a masterpiece while it was still fresh and no one else had yet the pleasure of seeing it.






When Trent returned from his shower he saw Justin and me, smiled and poured himself another drink as well. “So, what do we do next?” he asked. He came over to me and pulled the gag out of my mouth. He let it hang around my neck like a filthy necklace.






I pursed my lips sucked in the saliva that had been drooling down my chin, relieved to be able to use my mouth again. “How are you feeling?” he asked.






“There’s no words,” I said.






“That good, eh? What about ‘tired?’”






I nodded. “Exhausted.”






“Me too. How about you, Justin?”






“Yeah,” he answered. “A little.”






“Maybe Katrina here could stay the night, and we could pick up where we left off tomorrow. What do you think, Kat?”






Hoping tonight would go well, I had purposefully left my schedule for tomorrow open. “I can stay,” I said, tugging at the ropes holding my arms up playfully.
 Get it?
 I thought.






Trent winked. “Justin, I have a guest room. You’re welcome to sleep here,” he offered.






“Cool,” he said.






“What about me?” I asked. “Where will I be sleeping?” I wanted to know if Trent intended for me to sleep in his bed. Not that I expected Justin to be jealous, but I didn’t want either of them to get the wrong idea. I belonged to both of them; neither had any greater claim on me than the other.






“That’s a very good question, Kat. I’ll show you in a minute.” For the last time that evening, Trent brought over the chair so he could stand atop it. He quickly untied my wrists, which fell limply to my sides. Justin came over and put his hands on my hips, which was wise considering how wobbly my legs felt.






“Before I show you where you’ll be staying, I have something to help both you and us enjoy the night a little more.” Trent walked to the cabinet and opened a drawer. He retrieved something I didn’t quite recognize at first. It looked furry and maybe two feet long, with a large plastic piece on the end that looked a lot like a…






A buttplug
, I realized. The lengthy part resembled an animal’s tail. It was a tail.






“Looks nice, right?” said Trent as he came back to stand behind me. He took my warmth in his hand and massaged it, causing the dripping to start anew. I could hardly believe it.
 Have I always been this insatiable?






“If you’re going to be our pet,” he continued, “you ought to look the part. Don’t you agree?”






“Yes, sir,” I said. My ass was beyond sore from the job he and Justin had done on it, but that sense of fullness was always enjoyable. Although, did he really mean for me to have it in all night long?






“Good,” he said, slapping my ass. I yelped, a sound that only increased as he spread my cheeks and began pressing the plug against my bud. The plug was nothing compared to Justin’s monster cock, but it still felt thick and long as it plunged in deep.






“Turn around,” Trent ordered. “Show Justin.”






“Looks good,” Justin mumbled after I turned.






“Thank you, sir,” I said, rubbing my sore skin where I’d been slapped so many times. I was shocked by how hot it felt.






“On your knees,” Trent demanded.






I got down on all fours, a position that made my heart begin to race. I truly felt like a possession, and was enjoying it immensely. Trent pointed toward his bedroom. “Move.”






I crawled on my hands and knees. The motion of crawling caused the plug to shift inside me, a painful but intoxicating feeling. The brush of the tail against the back of my legs raised goosebumps on my skin.






When the three of us reached his bedroom, I looked around. There was no obvious place for me to sleep, other than his bed. I didn’t understand what else I was supposed to see.






“Kat, to the closet,” said Trent.






Oh. Oh.
 Opening the door to the walk-in closet cleared up my confusion: set up in the middle of the small room was a large cage. It looked like the kind in which a dog might be kept. The only thing inside the cage was a small, lumpy green pillow.






“That’s for you,” Trent said, grinning. “All I’ll shut the closet door tonight to give you some privacy.”






I was appalled at the thought of spending the night in a cage, but also aroused. It was so demeaning, so humiliating! But Trent would get so much pleasure out of it, I could tell, and then in the morning I’d be available to them as soon as they wanted.






“How’s that sound to you?” he asked.






“Whatever you wish, sir,” I replied, matching his smile.






“Good answer,” said Justin.






Trent leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. “Whenever you’re ready,” he said. He reached down and opened the door to the cage. I took a deep breath, then entered the cage, one limb at a time. I had to curl up on the floor, occupying the entire width and length of the cage, in order to fit inside. Trent shut the door behind me, then attached a padlock to keep it shut. I was now at their mercy completely, and was amazed by how erotically charged I felt.






“Sirs?” I said.






“Yes, Kat?”






“Am I allowed to pleasure myself tonight, while I’m in here?” I asked. I don’t know why I sought their permission. It just felt like the thing to do, if I were truly being submissive. Obedient. Plus, asking the question had made my pussy throb in anticipation.






Trent looked to Justin, who shrugged. He didn’t care.






“Well, pet. I hadn’t thought about it, but now that you ask… No.”






No?
 I mewled in frustration, wishing I hadn’t opened my mouth. “Okay, sir.”






“You need to rest anyway. You’ll need your strength for tomorrow, I promise. Now, say good night.”






“Good night, sirs.”






“Night,” said Justin.






“Sweet dreams,” Trent added. He shut the door, casting the closet into total darkness.






I jostled around in the cage, trying to make myself comfortable. I rested my head against the pillow, grateful for it’s moderately soft surface. After a minute I realized all I could hear was my own breathing and heartbeat; I shivered, enjoying the feeling of isolation and imprisonment.






When the night started, I had hoped it would end with me feeling the release I craved so desperately, and I had gotten more of it than I could have ever dreamed. At the same time, I never could have imagined it would end with me sleeping in cage with a tail buried in my behind. After just a few minutes inside it felt hard as a rock, stinging me with every movement, but I wouldn’t remove it no matter what. I wouldn’t pleasure myself without permission. I would wait until morning for whatever was to come.






I shut my eyes and drifted off into the nicest dream I ever had.
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And I Liked It





Vanessa stirred her cup of vanilla yogurt and sighed. She felt impossibly bored. It was Friday and she had nothing left to do at the office: she’d filed all of the outstanding reports and prepared her presentations for the following week, and now could do nothing until Monday. Unfortunately, even the idea of counting down the hours until the end of the work week didn’t get her excited.






It’ll just be another night watching cable
, she thought glumly. Ever since Ken left her, she hadn’t gone out very much. After dating for more than a year, Vanessa hated the idea of going back out into the jungle that is dating. However, being alone didn’t suit her either.






That was what upset her most about the breakup. Vanessa wasn’t especially sad, considering she hadn’t been truly happy with Ken, but it was his reason for leaving that upset her most.






You’re too bland in the bedroom
, he’d told her. She could hardly believe it. When they met, Vanessa wanted to experiment, but he refused.






I like things the way they are
, he’d said, oblivious to her needs. So she lost interest in him, and after months of circling the drain, he finally called it off. When it happened, the relief she felt sent a surge of hunger through her body, like an animal had been unleashed.






“Vanessa?”






The voice came from outside her cubicle. She looked up to see Louis, her supervisor, who was nearly 70 and on the verge of retirement.






“Hey, what’s up?”






“Vanessa, I’m going home. If you want to take the rest of the day off, just close the office and lock up whenever you’ve got everything done.”






Brightening at the thought of knocking off early, she smiled. “Thanks, Louis. Got some fun plans for the weekend?”






She listened as he told her about a fishing trip he had set up with some old war buddies, then wished him well as he left. Once he was gone, and the office was empty, her thoughts drifted back to Ken.






“Fuck it,” she said, tossing her yogurt in the trash.






I’m not spending another night on the couch binge watching Netflix. I’m going out.






With no work left to do and a green light to leave, Vanessa shut off her computer, packed her things, and locked up the office. However, as soon as the door shut, an important question hit her:






Where to go?






She remembered Ken’s criticism. She wanted to try something different, and she wanted to do so tonight. If she went to a bar or club, she might meet a guy, but he could just be another Ken. That could not
 happen
.






She took out her phone and looked up the name of a club she’d heard of a while back, but never had the courage to visit. It was called Dominique’s, and it was supposed to be only a few blocks away, according to her phone.






Excited and refreshed by the idea, she walked over. Of course, on her way she realized that it was the middle of the afternoon, and the club would be closed. Still, she wanted to check it out.






Once there, she almost didn’t spot it. The only indication that the club existed was a single entrance between two shops. A dark, red awning hung over the door; it didn’t say the name of the club, just a large D. Vanessa assumed the club was somewhere behind the stores, or maybe underground, which would make sense, considering the nature of the place. She tried the door, a windowless slab of iron, but it didn’t budge. Her curiosity would have to wait.






Not wanting to go home, Vanessa scanned the block, seeing what stores were open, and noticed a café across the street. Her stomach rumbled, so she walked over and sat down at a table.






“I’ll be with you in a minute,” came the voice of a waitress, and Vanessa thought it sounded surprisingly familiar.






“Monica?” she said, turning around.






“Vanessa! Oh my god!” The waitress came running and Vanessa got up to embrace her friend in a hug.






Monica, a sorority sister back in college, squeezed her tightly until the two of them could hardly breathe.






“It’s so good to see you!” said Vanessa. “I didn’t know you were living here.”






“Oh yeah, this is my place. Been open for almost a year now.”






Monica and Vanessa shared how they’d gotten on since college while Monica prepared Vanessa a coffee and sandwich.






“So what brought you out here this afternoon?” Monica asked at last.






Vanessa blushed. “Honestly?”






“Of course.” Monica pulled up a chair with a latte of her own.






Looking down into the milk swirling in her cup, Vanessa admitted, “I was curious about Dominique’s. Across the street.”






“Shut up, you’re kidding!” Monica laughed. “I never would have guessed.”






Vanessa’s face flushed a glowing scarlet. “I’ve never been there. I just want to check it out.”






Monica nodded knowingly. “Yeah, yeah. Save it. You’re just a little curious, is that it?”






“Well, yeah, but-”






“Quiet,” Monica barked. Her voice shifted from upbeat and friendly to serious and dominant. “Vanessa, tonight we are going to Dominique’s together,” she declared.






“Okay,” said Vanessa. “Sounds like fun.”






“Oh, it will be.” Something predatory flashed in Monica’s eyes, and a chill ran up Vanessa’s spine. She couldn’t explain why Monica’s tone excited her so, but she found herself panting. Her nipples had grown hard underneath her bra, and an ache throbbed between her legs.






“When do they open?” she asked.






“At ten, but the action doesn’t really start until later. Meet me here at 11. Got it?”






Vanessa nodded, though on the inside she giggled at the idea of starting at 11.
 It’s like being back in college!
 Though that had only been a few years ago, nowadays she was already in bed that late. She might stay out on a weekend if she had a reason to, but normally by midnight she was ready to crash.






“I’m gonna go home and take a nap,” she said.






Monica grinned mischievously. “You do that. You’ll need your rest. And Vanessa?”






“Yeah?”






“When you get back here, you better be wearing something tight.”






—






“On your knees,” called out a voice. Was it male or female? She couldn’t tell. Was it both?






Vanessa obeyed, lowering herself to the ground.






“Good girl.” A hand caressed her bare shoulders. Vanessa trembled, electrified by the touch.






The figure stepped around in front of her, and Vanessa could see: it was Monica, nude and glowing like she’d bathed in oil.






“Is this what you want?” she asked, hands on her hips.






“I… don’t… I…”
 Vanessa whispered, quivering in fear and anticipation.






“You- you- you don’t know?” Monica taunted. She pulled Vanessa’s head against her chest and stroked Vanessa’s hair. “How about now?”






Vanessa shot up out of bed feeling shocked and impossibly disoriented. She wasn’t used to falling asleep in the middle of the day and waking up in total darkness. She checked the clock: 9 pm. “Geez,” she sighed, laughing softly.






More importantly, she wasn’t used to waking up from a sex dream involving another woman. Below her the sheets were soaked in sweat, and maybe more. She gathered them off the bed and threw them in the washing machine with the pink panties she slept in, which were just as drenched.






She showered quickly, playing what she could remember of the dream in her head. As the steam billowed and hot streams cleansed her skin, Vanessa clutched her breast and felt her hardened nipples.






This is for real
, she thought.






After her shower, she searched through her wardrobe anxiously, unsure of what to wear.






Something tight.






She was pretty sure Monica didn’t mean yoga pants.






Tossing aside dress after dress, she caught a glimpse of something shiny: a pair of black, leather leggings she hadn’t worn since sophomore year. She’d forgotten she even owned them.






“Holy shit,” she muttered to herself.
 These will do… if they still fit.






With a grin, Vanessa sat on the bed and pulled her legs into the pants. She had kept herself fit since college, exercising perhaps to fill the void of the sexual fulfillment she failed to find with Ken. Still, the leggings were intended to be tight, and she struggled to get them on. When she finished, she stood in front of her closet’s full-length mirror.






She gasped when she saw her reflection. The leggings hugged her body like a second skin. She ran her hands down from her hips to her ankles, tracing the contours as she bent at the waist.






Just wait until Monica sees this
, she thought, picking out her smallest black halter top. Of everything she owned, it was her go-to Night Out top: low cut at the breast and barely longer than a bikini top, the garment revealed her flat, toned stomach. She nodded to herself, pleased that she was going to look good for Monica.






For Monica…






Why did she think of it that way? Though she’d often dressed to impress not just the guys but also her friends, she never vocalized it mentally in such a way. Why was it so important to please Monica specifically?






“Oh shit!” Vanessa saw the clock and realized she had to run. She grabbed her purse and flew.






—






At two minutes past 11, Vanessa arrived at Dominique’s. Monica was there waiting for her, arms folded.






“You’re late,” she scolded.






Vanessa gasped when she saw Monica: gone was the friendly barista outfit she’d worn before. Now she wore a tight, red miniskirt and an even tighter black corset.






“Sorry,” Vanessa mumbled.






“You will be. Come on.”






This was a side of Monica that Vanessa had never seen. It was practically belligerent, but it made Vanessa’s pussy wet.






They entered the club, and as Vanessa expected, the entrance led immediately into a stairwell downward. She heard a bass beat vibrating through the walls and smelled leather, sweat and perfume. She watched the bounce of Monica’s hips as they descended, but stopped when they came to the club’s inner entrance.






“If you’re not ready for this, you better turn back now,” said Monica. “I’ve seen first-timers like you. When I’m through with them, they never want to leave.”






“I’m ready,” Vanessa replied, itching to step inside already. She couldn’t wait anymore.






“Good.” Monica opened the door, unleashing the full volume of the techno music playing inside. It hit Vanessa like a hurricane, especially when she realized she heard more than music: piercing through it was the sound of slaps and screams.






No turning back now.






Inside her eyes were immediately directed to a small stage where she discovered the source of the blissful noises: sitting in a chair was a gorgeous blonde woman and a man whose physique looked sculpted from marble. Neither wore anything above the waist. Vanessa realized she couldn’t see the woman’s arms.






“Is she…?”






“Tied up,” Monica supplied. “Yes.”






Vanessa watched, transfixed, as the man swung something long and black, with a dozen little tendrils. It hit the woman’s bare breasts, causing her to shriek and writhe. Yet, despite the pain she obviously suffered, a smile tugged at her lips.






“Doesn’t that look fun?” Monica purred.






“It… does.” Vanessa’s breathing came raggedly, and beads of sweat formed on her forehead. All around them, dozens of people were watching the show. Many were dressed like Monica and Vanessa, though many were in various states of undress, like the couple on stage.






“Are those people… like…” Vanessa was trying to think of the right word.






“Professionals?” Monica suggested. “No, they’re just two people having a little fun.”






Looks more like a
 lot
 of fun
, thought Vanessa. “Are they married?”






Monica shrugged. “Could be. I don’t know them. They could be complete strangers.”






Good lord.
 Vanessa thought of the kind of courage it would require to take the stage in front of a crowd, practically naked, tied up and tortured by a total stranger. She felt woozy just imagining it. “Does everyone here do that?”






“Would you want to?” Monica asked.






“Maybe.” Vanessa couldn’t shake how hot the couple on stage looked; her pounding heart told her she had to try it, but at the same time she didn’t feel ready.






“You don’t have to go on stage if you don’t want to, Vanessa. But I know you didn’t come here just to watch. You came to play. We can go somewhere private, if you like.”






“Yes, please.” That sounded much better.






“Monica, is that you?”






The women turned, hearing the voice as a man strode up to them. Unlike many of the men present, he wore a full, three-piece suit in lieu of leathers. Though maybe a bit warm in the stuffy club, he looked dashing. Though not as bulky as the guy on stage, this man moved with the same confidence and quickness. His arms still bulged a little, and Vanessa got the sense that it contained a lean but exceptionally toned body.






He smiled when Monica faced him. Vanessa’s panties could have melted right off, he looked so handsome. The mild smirk pressed his lips together in a way that urged her to kiss them and not let go.






“Hey, Paolo! You’re looking hot,” said Monica.






“You too. And you’re friend.” He held out his hand. “I’m Paolo. What’s your name?”






Vanessa gave him her hand, which he brought to his lips and kissed. She giggled as her heart fluttered. She played his words back through her head, devouring the slight curl from his accent. “I’m Vanessa. It’s very nice to meet you.”






“
Mi amor
, the pleasure is mine. How do you know Monica?”






For a while they spoke, filling Paolo in on their meet-up earlier in the day. “And I made it very clear that she had to come with me tonight,” Monica said. “I was about to take her to a private room and teach her a lesson or two. Vanessa, I’m inviting Paolo to join us. Do you have any objection?”






Vanessa shook her head, smiling from ear-to-ear. “None. At. All.”






“I’m honored,” said Paolo. “Come.”






He held out his hands, prompting the women to each take one. They exited the stage area, and Vanessa felt watched by many: she could practically taste their excitement, though whether it was for her, or for Monica and Paolo, she couldn’t say.






Vanessa’s knees nearly buckled when she entered the private room. She had expected a table, maybe some booths or seats. Instead, she found herself inside a veritable dungeon. Sex toys and restraints lined the walls on pins, pegs and shelves. The room had a bed, a few tables and several other pieces of furniture with buckles and straps on them, no doubt used as restraints. It had a small vanity full of lotions and cosmetics. Most unusual, however, were the variety of chains and ropes that hung down from the ceiling; several of them ended in cuffs of metal or leather.






“This is the VIP chamber,” said Paolo. “If I am at Dominique’s, this room is mine. You picked a good day to seek out your darker desires, Vanessa.”






Her toes curled as her jaw hung loose, taking in the scene. “I can’t believe this,” she whispered.






Monica laughed. “Oh, believe it.” She prodded Vanessa forward until she was standing underneath a set of metal cuffs that hung by two thick chains. Monica raised Vanessa’s arms and secured the cuffs around her wrists.






Did I really just let her do that?
 Vanessa wondered. She fought against the chains, trying to lower her arms, but there was hardly any slack. With a chill, she realized she was bound. Helpless. She was standing before a woman she hadn’t seen in years — and clearly didn’t know as well as she thought — and a total stranger, albeit a handsome, charming one. How did she know this would end well?






“Ooh, she’s feeling it now,” said Monica. “That sudden knowledge that the situation has quickly gotten out of her control…”






“Yes, but I think she likes surrendering control. Am I wrong, Vanessa?”






She shook her head, wishing she could reach down to her pussy, which ached to be touched. It didn’t matter whether it was Monica or Paolo — she just needed somebody to relieve the need rapidly spreading through her body.






“Paolo, get her up,” said Monica.






He nodded, then grabbed a chain that was hanging from the ceiling near them. He pulled on it once, then again. On the second, Vanessa felt the cuffs around her arms lifting higher, forcing her to stand on her toes as her arms were stretched until fully taut.






“Ohh,” she moaned, her legs swinging for a moment before she caught her balance. The muscles in her arms began to ache from supporting her entire weight, but she stopped paying attention to it when she felt a pair of fingers on the zipper of her leather leggings.






“What kind of underwear do you think she’s wearing, Paolo?” asked Monica. “Granny panties or a nice, little thong?”






Paolo surmised the bound woman before him, focusing on the intense hunger on Vanessa’s face. “Thong. She wanted someone to see it. She didn’t come here to be a wallflower.”






“Let’s see.” Monica pulled the zipper slowly, drawing it out as Vanessa whined helplessly.






“Good call,” she said when she finally pulled the leggings down, revealing a skimpy black thong. She slapped Vanessa’s exposed ass cheeks a few times, eliciting shrill shrieks from the unsuspecting woman.






“Oh my god,” she said, still twisting instinctively from the barrage. Her heart raced as the fiery sting burned long after the spanking stopped.






“I think she liked it,” Paolo said, winking to Vanessa.






“She did like it,” replied Monica.






Fuck me, I did
, thought Vanessa. After a year of trying to get Ken to spank her in the bedroom and receiving soft taps, if anything, Monica’s treatment was like a deluge of exquisite bliss. It hurt, but somehow it felt incredible at the same time.






Before she could react, Paolo moved in and squeezed her breasts. She moaned, loving the feel of his strong hands, but then hissed as his grip concentrated on her nipples. Pinching the hardened pebbles, he held the slinky fabric of her top, kissing her cheek. “It’s been a long time since you’ve been properly fucked, isn’t it?” he whispered in her ear.






Vanessa nodded, squirming away from his grip. Doing so earned her a fresh swat on the rear from Monica. “You’re not going anywhere, my love,” she cooed insidiously.






Paolo let go of Vanessa’s nipples, but untied the laces of her halter top. It came loose, and he chucked it across the room. Vanessa looked down at her bared breasts. Supple and firm, they rose softly as she inhaled deeply. A throb from his pinch lingered in the nipples, and Vanessa could hardly believe she yearned for him to do it again.






“Oh my, she’s pretty,” said Monica. “Can’t say I’m surprised.” She nudged Paolo out of the way and lowered her lips to Vanessa’s nipples. She ran her tongue around the erect nipple, then flicked at it with quick licks.






“Have you ever been pleasured by a woman before?” Paolo asked.






Vanessa shook her head, moaning. Between having her hands bound, her body nearly stripped and her breasts stimulated, she felt a sensory overload like nothing ever before in her life.






“That’s a shame. You’ve been missing out,” said Monica. “But I am thrilled to be your first.”






“I’ve never… been tied… like this either,” Vanessa panted as Monica suckled on her breast.






“Then you’re going to have quite a night,” said Paolo. He loosened his tie, then took off his jacket. He draped it over a chair, which had iron cuffs built into the armrests and legs, then set aside his tie as well. Vanessa stared hungrily as he unbuttoned his sky blue shirt, watching as his rock hard pecs appeared.






This is too much
, she thought, her attention bouncing between Paolo and Monica. It was too much, but at the same time she couldn’t bear the thought of them stopping.






“Take off your heels,” Monica commanded.






Without hesitation, Vanessa complied, kicking her feet until both shoes flew across the room. Once she finished, Monica bent down and started tugging at the tight leather leggings. She lifted each of Vanessa’s legs to get more leverage, then pulled. Soon the pants came off, leaving Vanessa in nothing but her thong.






“Absolutely gorgeous,” said Paolo.






“Seriously. How the hell are you single, dear?”






Vanessa laughed despite it all. “I don’t know,” she murmured.






“You poor thing,” said Monica, who then wrapped her arms around Vanessa’s chest and pulled her in for a kiss. Vanessa’s surprised squeak was muffled by the lips pressed against hers, and soon she was lost in ecstasy. Monica’s lips tasted of cherry gloss, and her subtle perfume smelled of magnolia. At first they kissed softly, but soon Monica’s tongue found its way into Vanessa’s mouth.






She couldn’t fully remember every party she’d gone to in her college days, but Vanessa knew she’d kissed other women before — just not like this. Those were semi-drunken antics that were met with hoots and whistles from frat boys. Now Vanessa was sober, at least chemically: she felt powerfully intoxicated, but from Monica’s touch.






Vanessa also knew that this wasn’t just a case of receiving a much-needed dose of physical intimacy after a prolonged drought. She felt a true attraction to Monica, drawn to her more than to Paolo.






When Monica had enough, she leaned back. Vanessa pressed forward, not wanting to stop, but quickly was prevented from going any further by her bound wrists. Monica chuckled as Vanessa whined wordlessly.






“Don’t worry, princess,” said Monica as she slipped her miniskirt down to her ankles. “That was just a warmup.”






Paolo loosed his belt and pulled down his pants and boxers at the same time, revealing a thick cock that was already hard and ready. He found a bottle of oil and poured a sizable squirt into his hands, then rubbed his rod, spreading the lube until his shaft glistened.






Monica stripped off her lacy, red panties, revealing herself, though she still wore the corset. She lifted her hands up in the air, reaching for a second pair of cuffs and locking them onto her own wrists.






“What are you doing?” Vanessa asked them both.






Paolo laughed softly. “In a little while, you’re going to pleasure us.”






“But you’re mine,” said Monica. “So when you’re serving him, I want you to taste me.”






“And don’t worry. I’ve got something nice for you to enjoy in the meantime,” added Paolo, who picked out a device from the wall. Vanessa recognized the magic wand vibrating massager as soon as she saw it: she had been on the verge of buying one ever since she broke up with Ken. So far, she hadn’t had the courage to place the order.






Paolo slipped the device into Vanessa’s panties, pressing the large, plastic orb at the end against her clit. “Hold your legs together, don’t let that fall out,” he commanded.






“Okay,” Vanessa said.






In response, Paolo gave her ass a hard smack. “Address me properly. ‘Sir’ will do.”






“Yes, sir.”






Paolo kissed her forehead, then turned on the vibrator. Instantly it shot to life, humming loudly in the enclosed space. Vanessa immediately began to writhe as the tension in her core received the stimulation it craved.






After watching Vanessa squirm for a minute, Paolo stepped up to Monica and angled his cock against her sopping pussy. She groaned loudly as he entered her, shoving his way deep. Despite his impressive girth he slid in easily, and Monica threw her head back in bliss. He began thrusting, slowly at first, creating a slow build that made her spasm nonetheless.






Vanessa found the display impossibly intense and clutched the vibrator with her thighs as tightly as she could, afraid of letting it fall out of her panties. She wondered whether her screams could be heard outside of their room, or if anyone could even tell where they were coming from in a place like Dominique’s.






Monica soon panted rapidly, looking on the cusp of a massive orgasm, but Paolo was still thrusting at a leisurely pace. Grinning to himself, he started pounding faster, sending Monica into a fit. Eyes shut and fists clenched, she moaned ecstatically as her inner muscles sealed around Paolo’s cock. He landed a series of slaps across her backside, causing her to yelp gleefully.






“Vanessa,” Paolo called out suddenly. “Have you come yet?”






“No, sir, but I’m about to.”






“Good… hold it. Don’t come… until Monica does…. Understand?”






Vanessa moaned in frustration. “I’ll try… sir.” She couldn’t quite explain it, but a part of her wanted desperately to obey Paolo’s instruction. She wanted it more than she wanted to come. Yet, she wasn’t sure if she could do it. The only way would be to let go of the vibrator, and she had been told not to do that either.






This is impossible
, she thought, buffeted by waves of bliss electrifying every nerve in her body.






Fortunately, Paolo’s added vigor caused the same response in Monica, whose whole body shook with Paolo’s rhythm. “Are you close too?” he asked her. All Monica could do was groan, her brain short-circuiting from euphoria.






“Please,” Vanessa pleaded, willing her friend to climax. She needed desperately to let go; she didn’t want to disobey. However, after what felt like an eternity transpired and Monica still gave no indication that she had come, Vanessa lost her battle and let loose a staggeringly powerful orgasm. Her bellows deafened the three of them, and Vanessa had no doubt they could be heard outside their chamber. She didn’t care. The bliss of the vibrator and watching Monica and Paolo was too much. All thoughts of modesty and self-consciousness evaporated as a piercing surge of joy ripped through her, funneling out the energy she’d built.






Hearing Vanessa’s release triggered Monica’s own climax, sending her into a similar paroxysm. She trembled as the sensation overwhelmed her.






“You dirty whores,” Paolo laughed. “So loud… I can barely… think straight.”






Vanessa seethed, having never been called anything like that before, but she found it actually made her wetter; since the vibrator was still humming, a second orgasm quickly began to build.






However, before she could come again, Paolo broke away from Monica and took away the vibrator. Vanessa moaned in frustration at having the source of her pleasure stolen, and looked to Paolo in supplication.






“Be good and you’ll get this back,” he said. Working quickly, he unlocked the cuffs holding Vanessa’s wrists. She fell onto Paolo, who grabbed her before she could sink to the floor.






“Thank you,” she said, her voice breathy. He set her down on her knees, where she could see his still bulging cock at just above her eye level. She stared at it greedily, wanting it; after seeing how much pleasure it had given Monica, Vanessa knew she wanted a taste.






“Hands behind your back,” he said calmly.






She complied, still breathing deeply. When he stepped in and held his shaft up to her lips, she almost protested, not feeling quite ready. Instead, Paolo grabbed her hair into a fist and held her head to his tip until she parted her lips and let it in.






As planned, Vanessa could taste Monica’s juices on Paolo’s skin. She nearly gagged, but suppressed the instinct. She shivered as Paolo drove his massive rod into her throat. He groaned as Vanessa sealed her lips and began to suck as hard as she could, energized by the task at hand.






On her knees, with her hands behind her back, she had never felt so submissive. Performing oral without the use of her hands was something she’d never done, and she felt she had to work that much harder to make up for it. Fortunately, the task inspired her to push herself, eager to please the gorgeous man before her. She hadn’t felt so beautiful and wanted since long before Ken, and she felt obliged to let Paolo and Monica know in the best way she could.






That meant taking in his intimidating length until her head stopped at his hips. She looked up at Paolo, giving him a fresh surge of arousal as he saw the subservient expression in her eyes. He let go of her hair, happy to let her work, head bobbing up and down as her tongue worked his shaft.






“That’s it, yeah,” he muttered. Monica licked her lips as she watched, pussy dripping with renewed arousal.






Vanessa kept working his cock with her mouth, driven by lust and the need to serve. When Paolo finally reached his limit, he ripped his cock out of her and stroked it quickly, milking out his seed, which Vanessa collected with her tongue. She held it out, happy to taste each salty drop. When he finished he gave her his tip so she could suck off every last bit; he twitched as she sucked him dry.






“That was perfect, pet,” he said, stroking her chin with his finger. He kissed her forehead, smoothing back her disheveled hair. “You’re a natural.”






“Thank you, sir,” she replied.






Paolo untied Monica, who sighed in relief as her arms came free. She, too, kissed Vanessa on the forehead, then embraced Paolo. The two of them turned to Vanessa, whispering in each other’s ear.






“What’s next?” Vanessa finally asked, her chasm dripping with hunger.






Paolo and Monica looked at each other, grinning.






“Get up,” he said, picking up Vanessa by her forearm. He walked her over to a table. “Lie down,” he said, pointing to the table’s red, glossy surface.






“Like, on my back?”






Rather than explain what he meant, Paolo pressed her forward, forcing her to bend at the waist as her thighs met the table’s edge. She shivered as her breasts touched the cold marble surface. Paolo pulled her arms forward, then said, “Stay.”






She did as asked, and soon saw both Paolo and Monica handling bundles of rope. Quivering in anticipation, she stifled the instinct to ask what they were doing. She didn’t have to wait long to find out: Paolo began by tying her wrists together tightly, then connecting her bonds to the central stalk of the table. When he was done, she couldn’t pull her arms back at all.






At the same time, Monica fastened some kind of device to both of her ankles: it consisted of a long, metal bar with leather cuffs at each end. Locking each ankle into the cuffs forced her legs to be spread wide, exposing her eager holes. Vanessa bit her lip as the spreader bar was tied to the same stalk of the table, ensuring that she wasn’t going anywhere until Paolo or Monica said so.






“How’s that feel?” Monica asked.






“Incredible,” Vanessa replied, testing her bonds, feeling how tight and inescapable they were.






“You look lovely,” Monica purred. “It’s a shame no one else can see you besides us.”






Vanessa nodded, cheeks burning at the idea of others seeing her in such a humiliating state: fully exposed, utterly helpless and panting like a beast.






Paolo patted Vanessa’s ass. “I don’t think it’s a shame. It’s something special, reserved just for us. At least this time. Maybe next time we’ll do this out on the stage. Would you like that, Vanessa?”






“I don’t know… I think so,” she answered. The fearful side of her couldn’t fathom doing this in front of an audience, but something inside of her wanted to, and that part couldn’t be ignored.






“We can start off small,” Paolo offered. “Monica, let’s go make some arrangements with the club. And we can get some refreshments while we’re at it. Vanessa, would you like something?”






Heart beating like a drum, Vanessa writhed in her bonds. “Wait, you’re leaving me here?” she asked, voice climbing two octaves.






In response, Monica retrieved from a shelf of toys something Vanessa didn’t recognize. It was a red ball attached to two black, leather straps. Before she could ask what it was, Monica jammed the ball into her mouth, then buckled the straps behind her neck, keeping the ball lodged firmly behind her teeth. Vanessa squealed as the gag was cruelly tightened, and burbled angrily as a line of drool began to escape the corner of her mouth.






“Don’t worry, pet,” said Monica as she and Paolo got dressed. “We’ll be back before you know it. Just enjoy yourself.”






Vanessa moaned, shaking against her bonds, but then the door closed and she was alone.






—






At first, Vanessa didn’t believe that they had really left her. Even after the door shut she expected them to come back at any moment. However, after ten minutes — though it felt like an hour — she had to accept the truth: they’d left, at least for the time being.






Out of instinct she struggled against her bonds, trying to loosen the ropes around her wrists or dislodge the bar between her legs. Neither effort yielded any results. She almost gave up, but when she stopped squirming, she realized that she had been enjoying herself. It felt good to bend and twist trying to get free. The fact that she couldn’t comforted her, and soon she calmed down.






Keeping track of time while in bondage, Vanessa discovered, was no easy feat. She found her mind racing, but couldn’t check a watch or do anything to mark its passage. All she could do was bounce around inside her head and listen to the muted beats coming from the club. Sometimes she could swear she heard footsteps, and perked up, expecting Monica and Paolo to return; each time, nothing happened.






Part of her mind ran through the most frightening scenarios she could think of: what if there was a fire, and she couldn’t get out? With the gag in her mouth, she couldn’t even scream for help. What if something happened to Paolo and Monica, and nobody else knew she was tied up in the VIP room? What if somebody else came in and found her…






She shook her head, trying to knock away a few strand of her hair that had gotten stuck to her nose. She felt as though she’d been left alone for an eternity, though she knew in truth it was probably no more than half an hour. She could hardly believe the effect being in bondage had on her. It was hardly uncommon for her to sit in her kitchen for an hour at a time, doing nothing but thinking to herself and sipping coffee. But introduce some rope and she became incapable of doing anything but obsess over her predicament.






When Monica and Paolo did finally return, Vanessa heaved against her bonds and cried out through her gag in frustration. Her pussy ached with desire.






“Oh, I think she’s reached a nice boil,” said Monica, giggling. She carried with her a tray of light snacks and bottled water.






“How are you, darling?” Paolo asked, crouching in front of her. He reached around her neck and unbuckled the gag, then tossed it aside.






“I can’t believe you left me like that!” Vanessa complained, fighting her bonds with renewed vigor.






Paolo gave her ass a sharp smack. “You forget yourself, pet,” he warned.






Vanessa yelped, but couldn’t hide her enjoyment of the punishment.






“Did you not have a nice time while we went to get you all these nice things?” he asked, holding up a chocolate covered strawberry.






Vanessa licked her lips, realizing how hungry she had become for an actual bite to eat. “I did like it, sir,” she admitted.






“Thought so.” He held the strawberry out in front so she could take a big bite. She savored the explosion of sweet flavor as she chewed, and thanked Paolo when he held up a drink for her. it was pineapple juice, and she drank it down with great thirst. “Good, pet. You’ll need your strength for what we have planned next.”






Paolo and Monica took turns spanking Vanessa’s backside while the other snacked on cut up pieces of melon. Whenever Paolo and Monica changed places, they gave Vanessa a little more to eat and drink. Vanessa’s cheeks burned in humiliation: she felt as though she were being trained like an animal, receiving treats for good behavior. This thought further amplified the growing rift between her mind and body. Acts that should mortify her were bringing her the greatest bliss she’d ever experienced. How could something so twisted make her feel so incredible?






When the three had eaten enough, Monica set aside the leftovers and stripped off her skirt once more. Vanessa moaned when she saw her friend’s neatly shaved pussy, which dripped as much as her’s. Paolo followed suit, disrobing without hurrying, as if savoring his own anticipation. When he slipped off his pants, Vanessa could see that he was quickly hardening. His cock rose as it stiffened, and then he looked more than ready.






“Have you ever been part of a three-way?” he asked.






“N-no, sir.”






“A pity. You might find this a bit challenging then,” he said. “I want you to pleasure Monica, and any lapses in concentration will be punished.”






“Yes, sir,” Vanessa said, confidence in her voice. She could serve Monica; in fact, she expected to enjoy it.






“Not so fast, pet. I’ll be fucking you at the same time. But that won’t help you as an excuse.”






Oh
, she thought, now realizing the depth of the task before her. “I understand,” she said, not wanting to back down.
 I can do this
, she told herself.
 And I want to.






Monica stepped over, positioning her sopping pussy in front of Vanessa’s lips. At the same time, Vanessa could feel Paolo’s strong hands squeezing her thighs, He poked a finger into her orifice and found it completely drenched. “I’d say she’s ready.”






Giggling, Monica grabbed Vanessa’s hair and pulled her close. “Begin,” she ordered.






Vanessa gave no hesitation, providing her tongue. Tasting Monica’s juices, Vanessa moaned as she licked her friend’s clit. As she did so, Paolo eased his cock between her folds, groaning as the tightness of her pussy gripped down. Once his tip was in, he rammed in the rest of his length, causing Vanessa to scream in pain and pleasure. She had never taken such a large member in all at once, and the consequent sensation blitzed her senses.






She realized then that Paolo did this on purpose, seeking to interrupt her work with Monica — he had succeeded. “You’ll have to do better than that, pet,” he said, spanking her bottom several times, plastering each cheek.






Vanessa writhed against her restraints, screaming from the torment. “Yes, sir!” she cried, anguish in her voice.






Paolo waited for Vanessa to begin pleasuring Monica again before he resumed his thrusts. He started off hard and deep, as he had before, but this time Vanessa was ready and didn’t let it throw off her rhythm.






Monica babbled incoherently as her clit became the sole focus of Vanessa’s dextrous tongue. Fingering herself at the same time, Monica shook from the growing orgasm inside.






At the same time, Vanessa’s concentration was under threat from the massive surge of euphoria building inside her as Paolo pounded away. Fighting to stay in control was becoming an unwinnable battle, and she moaned in frustration realizing that this was most likely the point.






“Don’t you dare… come without… my permission,” Paolo ordered between thrusts.






“Uh huh,” she replied, not wanting to stop her work on Monica. However, Paolo’s relentless rhythm brought Vanessa to the edge, and as she fought to not come, she spent less focus on her tongue. She didn’t notice immediately, but Monica did.






Paolo was watching Monica for this to happen, and when it did he volleyed Vanessa’s ass with a series of savage swats. Vanessa screamed as her skin burned from each hit; she bucked and thrashed on the table, but could not escape the relentless punishment. Desperate to make it stop, she refocused her effort on Monica.






After watching her friend get punished in such a cruel way, Monica’s arousal skyrocketed and she came quickly. loving the hard lashes of Vanessa’s tongue. She quaked as she came, fluids flowing down her thighs and onto Vanessa’s face.






Thanks to the punishment, Vanessa’s build toward an orgasm had slowed, but the added spice of her throbbing backside brought her bliss back rapidly. Once Monica came, Paolo slammed her pussy with his engorged cock, plowing like a machine. Vanessa could hardly take it, screaming as her entire body seemed to lift up out of itself. She could have soared through the ceiling she was so high from the ecstasy.






A part of her mind cringed, worried about something. She didn’t know what. All she could do was enjoy herself as she felt Paolo’s hot load flood into her. Whatever the problem was, it could wait until later.






—






“Uh oh,” said Monica.






Vanessa barely registered her words. She was still regaining her senses, after being so overwhelmed by bliss she could do little more than lie there and breathe.






“Indeed, uh oh,” agreed Paolo. “Earth to Vanessa. Are you there?”






“Yes… sir,” she croaked.






“How are you feeling?”






She felt her hands being untied, and the spreader bar between her legs was gone. Her body ached in a wonderful way, one she’d never experienced before. “Good, sir.”






“Glad to hear it. Except there’s one problem.”






Vanessa’s blood ran cold. The answer tickled at the back of her head.
 What’s wrong? What happened?






“You don’t know?” asked Monica, taunting her in mock sympathy. “Care to take a guess?”






“I’m sorry, ma’am. I don’t know.”






Monica scoffed. “‘Ma’am.’ That’s ‘mistress’ to you, darling.”






“Sorry, mistress,” said Vanessa. She then yelped as a quick slap landed on her ass. Monica giggled, enjoying herself. Vanessa gasped, enjoying the pain.






“You did not ask permission to come,” Paolo explained. “You were supposed to.”






“I’m sorry, sir.”






“You will be,” laughed Monica. “We’ve decided on your punishment, if you’re brave enough to accept it.”






“What is it?” she asked, the fear creeping through her body.






Monica and Paolo grinned devilishly. “We think a fresh new submissive like you should mingle a little,” he said. “Maybe show the club what you’ve learned so far today.”






Vanessa gulped. “You want to take me out on the stage?” She wasn’t sure she could handle being shown in public. The idea sang out to her through her body, but in her mind she wasn’t sure.






“Of course we won’t make you do it,” said Paolo. “But we can tell a part of you wishes to be bold, and to serve your masters. Isn’t that right?”






Vanessa nodded as she stood up, her hands and legs now released from the bonds. “You’re right, sir. A part of me longs to do it.”






“Then what’s stopping you?”






She gave the matter some thought. What was the source of her fear? It was hard to really determine. The idea just seemed so hard to believe.






“No one here will judge you,” assured Monica. “When I was new to this I found them very encouraging. And they’re going to go nuts to see a hottie like you.”






Vanessa blushed. “Thank you, mistress.” She couldn’t argue with Monica: her friend had been here before, and would know best. She also trusted Monica, knowing her friend wouldn’t steer her wrong.






“All right, I’ll accept my punishment,” she said at last.






“Very good,” said Paolo. “Now get your hands behind your back.”






As she complied, Paolo retrieved a set of chains from a shelf of restraints. She gasped as the cold metal brushed her skin. Paolo bent her arms at the elbows, forming a box above the small of her back. He looped chains around them and secured them with padlocks.






Vanessa kept her breathing steady, but inside the apprehension was growing. The ropes he’d used on her earlier had been restrictive, but nothing like the chains. They had no give in them whatsoever. She felt as though she were in a vise, being squeezed by a force that couldn’t let go.






When Paolo finished binding her arms, as well as creating a harness of chains around her chest, he fastened a black, leather collar around her neck; attached to it was a matching leash, which dangled in front of her. Vanessa’s cheeks burned in humiliation at the thought of being led around by that thing, but it also sent her core churning like a volcano on the brink of an eruption.






Paolo gave the leash a light tug, forcing Vanessa to step forward. “When I pull, you come. Understand?”






“Yes, sir,” she said, mortified but turned on like she couldn’t believe.






Monica came over holding some kind of chain with what looked like a set of tweezers on each end. “Have you ever seen these before?” she asked.






Vanessa shook her head. “No, mistress.”






Squeezing the tweezers open, Monica held them up to each of Vanessa’s hardened nipples. “Ready, darling?”






Vanessa wasn’t sure, but she had no intention of backing down. How bad could they be? “Yes, mistress.”






Monica released the nipple clamps practically at the same time. They bit down on Vanessa’s sensitive flesh and refused to let go. Vanessa moaned as an intense pain flushed through her. She inhaled rapidly, trying to control the sensation. She took her time, and soon the throbbing dulled into a single presence she could endure.






“Very good, pet,” said Paolo. “You take to those nicely.”






“Thank you, sir.”






“We just have one more thing for you,” purred Monica, who acted giddy. She stepped away, but when she came back she had two new items: the first was a bottle of lube, the second was some kind of short, thick dildo Vanessa had never seen before. It wasn’t very long, and it had a wide, flat base that flared outward.






Paolo reached to Vanessa’s ass cheeks and spread them apart. Vanessa lurched forward, surprised and more than a little afraid. “Calm, pet. Don’t tell me you haven’t played around back there before.”






“J-Just a little, sir,” she replied. “A finger at most.”






“That’s all? Better than nothing, though, yes? Try to relax,” he suggested.






Monica nudged Vanessa’s legs apart, providing better access to her tender back entrance. She poured lube directly between Vanessa’s cheeks, then used her fingers to spread it around, making sure to press a little of the fluid inside the hole. While she did this, Paolo lubed up the buttplug, making sure its entire surface was completely coated. The rubber toy glistened when he was finished.






“Relax,” he repeated, pressing the tip against her bud.






Vanessa tried to comply, feeling a mixture of panic and excitement. Paolo smacked her bottom. “I said relax.”






Exhaling a breath she didn’t realize she was holding, Vanessa forced herself to unclench. She soon felt her hole start to spread apart as the plug found its way inside. She grimaced and grunted, but Paolo had mercy, working the toy forward slowly, giving her a chance to adjust to its intrusion. He pulled it back a little every time it went deeper, giving her a taste of its length just for a second, then drove it back in. He repeated this process for what felt like an hour. If he or Monica were impatient, they showed no signs of it.






“Almost there,” he whispered in her ear. Vanessa felt like she was being split in half, but then she felt the toy’s widest part was already in. The rest of the plug was then sucked in all the way to its base. Gasping at the sudden penetration, Vanessa shook in her chains and moaned in agony.






“Nicely done, pet,” Paolo said, rubbing her shoulders. Vanessa appreciated his comforting words, but she couldn’t shake the combined pain from the plug and clamps.






“Vanessa, you look wonderful,” said Monica, who had retrieved another toy of some kind. This one was black and some kind of leather, with at least a dozen long lashes sprouting in a bundle from the hilt. “The club is really going to go nuts for you.”






“Thank you, mistress.” Vanessa took a deep breath, steadying herself. “I’m ready.”






“That’s our girl,” said Paolo. “One last thing.” He walked over to a selection of gags, like the one she wore before, and browsed through the options. “Do you have a preference, pet?” he asked.






Vanessa looked at each of them. The ball gags varied in size and color, though they all looked made from rubber. There were other gags she did know the names of, and when she saw it, she couldn’t help think it looked humiliating but incredibly alluring. “The one with the long, black thing. Near the top.”






He pointed at it. “This one?”






“Yes, sir.”






He picked it out and brought it over to show her. “This is a bit gag. Like they use with horses. Why this one?”






“I like the way it looks, sir.”






Paolo grinned. “As good a reason as any.” He held the bit to her lips and said, “Open.” she complied, and he fastened the gag in tightly. Vanessa tasted its rubbery surface and moaned. It felt good, but she knew there was no way she could speak intelligibly with that thing blocking her tongue.






“Now, come along,” said Paolo. He took the leash in hand and gestured for the door. Monica opened it, and together they stepped out.






Walking in her current state brought on a new assortment of pain and stimulation, as the plug jostled inside her with every step. Additionally, the chain connecting her nipple clamps swung back and forth, drawing forth new pain as its grip changed. As if this wasn’t enough, Monica and Paolo took turns striking her ass.






“What do you think of the flogger?” asked Monica. “Do you prefer this to the spanking by hand?”






The way her mind was overloaded, Vanessa could barely grunt through her gag, so she gave no response.






“Fine,” Monica laughed, as did Paolo. “In that case, I’ll keep doing it. Is that okay with you, princess?”






Vanessa groaned.






The hallway back to the main room of the club seemed so much further away than it had before. Each step brought fresh torment, which made it seem longer, but Vanessa still wondered if she was being led in circles to prolong her suffering. She grew self-conscious, trying to suppress her yelps at first, but then stopped bothering. She realized that it didn’t matter if anyone heard her or not. Why should she care?






When they finally emerged into the main hall of Dominique’s, nobody reacted at first. A presentation was in progress on the stage, and everyone’s attention was focused there. Paolo held Vanessa by her shoulders, keeping her in place as they watched a man apply weights to the nipple clamps of a petite brunette on stage. The woman squealed as the weights pulled on her thin breasts.






“See, you’re in good company here,” Monica whispered to Vanessa.






“Mmm,” she mumbled, hardly believing it was real. All of these dirty, twisted things that had been done to her that night would have seemed utterly bizarre to her a day ago, yet clearly she was very far from alone in her enjoyment of them. The crowd was so enchanted by the tiny brunette that nobody noticed Vanessa until the act on stage concluded.






When it did, the house lights came on and the crowd took the opportunity to freshen their drinks, chat with friends and flirt with one another. Monica and Paolo seized the moment, walking Vanessa into the throng of the club. Without a performance to draw everyone’s attention, people started to notice the trio’s approach.






Men and women alike stared as Vanessa took short, measured steps. Paolo held her leash so she couldn’t go too quickly. Vanessa’s face burned in embarrassment as people turned to look, taking in the whole of her body. Yet, she also felt a great swell of pride. She had never felt so wanted by so many people.






“Who’s this, Paolo?” asked a handsome man with a similar accent.






“Hello, Roderick. This is our new pet. A real natural too. This is her first time here!”






“Wow,” said the man. He looked Vanessa in the eyes. “You must be something special, huh?”






“Mmm,” she mumbled, smiling behind the gag.






“You two can talk more later,” suggested Paolo. “My pet is here to meet everyone.”






Roderick patted his friend on the back. “Of course.” He looked at Vanessa. “It was a pleasure. I hope to see you again.”






Vanessa bowed her head to Roderick. She wanted to meet him again soon; he was just as handsome as Paolo, and seemed nice enough.






As they weaved their way through the crowd, Vanessa adjusted more to the plug in her ass and the clamps on her nipples, but still they brought her constant discomfort. At the same time, her arousal grew steadily, the sensations contributing as much as her humiliation at being led around the room. Monica regularly flogged her ass for the enjoyment of the crowd, which drove Vanessa up the wall. There was only one word to describe how she felt: used.






And yet, this didn’t entirely bother her. The pleasure on Monica’s face gave Vanessa satisfaction and relief that her condition had a purpose. Paolo, too, seemed immensely proud of his new pet, and that lifted Vanessa’s spirit as her body throbbed and ached all over.






“All right,” said Monica after they had made several rounds through the audience, giving everyone a chance to meet Vanessa. “I think we should make this official. Vanessa, are you willing to go on stage and show these people who and what you are?”






“Mmm,” Vanessa hummed, nodding without hesitation. Now that she had been exposed to everyone, as well as the experience of being naked and humiliated for all to see, Vanessa found her sense of inhibition at an all-time low. She trusted Monica and Paolo, and she trusted the kind strangers at Dominique’s. She felt in good hands and wanted to show her appreciation.






“I’m very proud of you,” said Paolo, kissing Vanessa’s forehead. “But I think that your first time on stage should be with Monica. She’s the one who brought you here.”






“You honor me,” Monica said, sounding very serious suddenly. “Thank you, Paolo.”






“Don’t mention it,” he said, winking. He then pulled her in for a long, heavy kiss that left Monica quivering. “Give us a good show.”






“We will,” said Monica, grinning. “Come on.” She took Vanessa’s leash and guided her to the steps up to the stage.






Going up, Vanessa felt the eyes of the crowd focused on her bottom and the plug barely sticking out. She didn’t have time for embarrassment, however, as Monica promptly removed her nipple clamps. Vanessa thought they hurt when they were put on; she had no idea how much it would hurt to take them off. As feeling returned to her sensitive nipples, a fresh surge of pain roared through her. She moaned sadly, looking down at her aching chest.






She didn’t have much time to take stock of the situation, however. Monica pulled a table into the stage with Paolo and Roderick’s assistance. Monica helped Vanessa onto the table, laying her flat on her chest. She accepted several more chains, which she used to fasten Vanessa’s ankles to the legs of the table, spreading the submissive’s legs wide open.






Vanessa blushed, feeling the eyes of the audience on her exposed pussy. With her arms bound, she couldn’t get off the table. She stared down at the ground, but only for a minute: she felt Monica clasping her hair into a ponytail, then felt a few yanks as her hair was tied to something. Vanessa groaned as her head was pulled upward, and whatever had tied her hair was connected to the chains along her back. She was now unable to lower her head, putting a tough strain on her neck.






“The people need to be able to see you,” Monica explained, turning the table so that Vanessa faced the audience. “Tell me if she closes her eyes, all right?” she asked the crowd, which chuckled collectively.






“I’m so glad we ran into each other today,” Monica whispered into Vanessa’s ear. “It must have been fate.”






“Mmm.”
 Can’t argue with that
, thought Vanessa.






“Think you’d like to come back next week?”






“Uh huh.”
 Oh god, yes.






“I’d like that too. That will give you time to learn more, and think about what you’d like to do while you’re here. I think together we can have an awful lot of fun. And it would be my pleasure to train you.”






Train me?
 Vanessa shivered at the thought. She wanted it so badly, she wiggled her hips, inviting her friend to give her release.






Paolo handed Monica a strap-on dildo, a thick, long cock that swung back and forth as she pulled the belt on and cinched it around her waist.






“Now, Vanessa,” said Monica. “The audience expects a show, and I’m going to give them one.” She lined up the dildo with Vanessa’s sopping pussy, then drove the toy inside.






Vanessa moaned, feeling the cock rub against the buttplug still lodged in her backside. She had never felt the sensation of penetration in both her holes, and the new stimulation filled her entire body with exquisite euphoria.






Monica began to thrust the toy as fast and hard as Paolo, shooting waves of ecstasy through Vanessa. Using the flogger, Monica pelted Vanessa’s ass, expertly timing her swings and thrusts to strike at the same time. Vanessa bucked against her bonds, looking out into the audience as they watched her back.






“Feel free to come, darling,” said Monica. “I know you probably can’t help it right now, so I won’t punish you for not asking permission.”






Vanessa would have thanked her friend if she could, but Monica was right: all ability to talk was driven from her. The bliss was too pure and entirely overwhelming. The deep driving into her chasm lifted Vanessa into what could only be called a higher state of being. She felt nothing but the pain and the pleasure, and the world around her melted away. She was a creature of feeling, with no thought other than to appreciate a joy she could never have imagined.






Somewhere in her mind she could hear the slapping sound as Monica drove the dildo home, or she could smell the sweat and wine that permeated the club. She could hear the music playing through the speakers, and see Paolo’s brilliant smile, but it was all shuffled into the back of her mind. In the moment, all she had was the love she felt.






Vanessa could have sworn she lasted in that state for days; it had been the greatest night of carnal nirvana in her life. And, she realized with joy, it was only the beginning.
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Teach My Man To Dominate





As I lay on the bed I listened to my own breathing and felt my heartbeat’s steady pounding in my chest. It was all I could do. My arms and legs were bound to the bed frames, ropes wrapped against my skin so pleasantly. Not that they were necessary; I wasn’t going anywhere. I lingered in a trance brought on by ecstasy unlike anything I’d ever felt. I couldn’t let it go.






Inside I felt free. Weightless. Unburdened. I hurt in so many ways, but I didn’t mind. My skin felt like it was on fire and the slightest movement sent ripples of agony through me, but I didn’t care. This kind of catharsis was worth the trouble.






How did I get here? I can’t believe how simple it was. He made it so easy.






It only just started this morning…






—






Colin wasn’t stupid. He knew he wasn’t happy right now and he knew the source: me. We’ve been married for three years, and everything started off just fine. “Colin and Maggie are soul mates, and now they’ve found each other,” said Stacy, my maid of honor, at our wedding. She was right, but now something was wrong. Our time in the bedroom just isn’t fulfilling for him, and I didn’t know why.






I know he loves me. That’s not the problem. He’s affectionate, caring and always smiles when he sees me first thing in the morning. He’s always been a good listener, and since we met he’s been my best friend.






I also know he still finds me attractive. Why shouldn’t he? I’m 25 and I have a fit, tight body, with nice, natural breasts and a firm backside. I’ve noticed the way he stares at me when I’m dressed for my daily jog; he doesn’t try to hide it. He loves my luscious, long blonde hair, whether it’s wet from the shower or tossed by the wind while cruising in his speed boat.






At the same time, my attraction to him has never been in question. My family wasn’t thrilled at his being twenty years my senior, but even at 45, I was still powerfully drawn by his classical good looks. The salt and pepper in his hair made him look distinguished, not old, thanks to his strong, chiseled jaw and bright blue eyes. He kept himself in phenomenal shape, exercising almost as much as me. He lifted weights, he ran. He had a better physique in his forties than anyone I knew back in college. He possessed all the stamina and virility I could handle, and had decades more experience; that’s the kind of thing that came in handy in bed.






Attraction isn’t the problem. So what is it? I watched Colin as he tried to read the paper while eating his toast for breakfast, but his distraction was clear.






“Honey,” I said. “Talk to me.” We’d always been strong believers in good communication, so I didn’t understand why he’d been so hesitant to talk about whatever was bothering him.






Colin sighed and put down the paper. “I guess I owe you the truth,” he said.






No
, I thought.
 He is not having an affair.
 I trusted him, but a sentence like that always makes you fear the worst. “Please,” I said. “Whatever it is, we’ll figure it out.”






He smiled sympathetically. “I think you know the answer. For me, things in the bedroom have been… you know…”






He wasn’t the type to stammer. He always said what he believed, except sometimes his need to be polite clashed with his sense of honesty.






“Stale,” I said. I knew it. He knew it. We both knew the other knew too. There was little sense in denying it. Although he could satisfy me just fine, and was a generous, giving lover, his enthusiasm had waned. The last thing I wanted was to be less than pleasing to my man — making him happy made
 me
 happy — so, this was a problem I had to fix as soon as possible.






“Yes, stale,” he muttered. He hated having to admit it; the truth wasn’t always easy. “It’s my fault though. I haven’t been forthcoming with some of my… more uncommon desires.”






My heart began to race. What does “uncommon” mean? What if it was bad? “Tell me,” I said.






“I… I want to do some kinky things,” he said at last. “With you.”






Thank god
, I thought. “Like what?” I asked, grinning uncontrollably. I’ve always been curious about a few things myself.






Sensing my eagerness, Colin seemed to reclaim the youthful charm and energy he used to display all the time. “How do you think you’d feel if I tied you up during sex?” he asked. No hesitation.






Heat radiated from my rosy cheeks as I blushed, and a wetness in my panties began to spread. “I’d be into that.”
 Oh god would I be into that.






“What if I wanted to spank you when you’d been bad?”






I shivered, and my skin seemed to tingle. “Then I’d be bad sometimes.”






The answer seemed to be the right one: looking through the glass kitchen table I saw a tell-tale bulge rising in his slacks. “Oof,” he said. “Good answer. And would you object if I wanted to use dirty toys to make you orgasm over and over?”






“Is that a serious question?”






Colin laughed. “All right. There’s just one problem.”






“Oh?”






“Yeah. See, I want to do all those things, and I want to do them well. But I have no experience. You don’t start tying people up and hitting them without knowing what you’re doing,” he explained. “I’d be ashamed of myself if I accidentally hurt you. And what would people think?”






I nodded. His concerns sounded legitimate. A younger wife sporting unusual bruises… “Couldn’t we look it all up on the Internet?”






Colin rolled his eyes. “I don’t think so. This is a little too important to trust the Internet. I want to learn from an expert. Somebody who will show me everything, not leave anything out, and not provide misinformation. And you know I learn best by seeing something in person.”






This was true: he had always been a visual learner, from dancing to sailing. But this was a little different. “So wait, you want to learn how to…”






“Dominate.”






“To dominate, by… watching somebody do it?”






“Ideally. Yes.”






I didn’t know what to make of it. Had he thought this through? Did he know what that would entail?






“But who would this expert be doing these things to? Me?”






He nodded. “I understand your concerns. But don’t think of it as doing things to you, or doing things with us. It’s more like when you take… golf lessons, for example. You’re not golfing with the instructor; you’re golfing with your friend. The instructor is just there to help.”






One thing I didn’t always like about Colin was his overly logical reasoning; sometimes he completely refused to consider the validity of a purely emotional response. Regardless of whether or not the “golf instructor” was a part of our game, he would still be there. “I don’t think that’s a great analogy, dear,” I said darkly.






“You’re probably right. Maybe this is better: we’d be hiring a tutor to make us better at something we like. We’d be doing this together, and when it’s done, the tutor will leave and we’ll get to enjoy what we’ve learned.”






Admittedly, he had a point. A little outside tutelage could spark the passion we seemed to have lost.






Colin continued, “Maggie if we do this, believe me: we’re not hiring somebody random. They will be fully vetted. And you will have final say over who we hire.”






All right, now we’re getting somewhere.
 “And what if I find a breathtakingly gorgeous muscle-god?” I asked. “You won’t get jealous?”






“Nah,” he replied. “I trust you. Besides, once he’s gone I’ll know the best ways to tie you down and punish you.” He winked, and though I wanted to laugh, I could feel that ache growing within me. The one that told me I wanted him badly. If just talking about it was enough to get me going, what would it be like to do the real thing?






“Let me call Stacy,” I said. “She might know a guy.”






—






His name was Vincent, and Stacy had him on speed dial. “He’ll be perfect,” she told me. “He’s hot as hell, but a total professional. He knows when to stop, and when to keep going. He’ll be cruel to you, but you’ll love it.”






“How did you meet him?” I asked her.






She just laughed and said, “Please. I can’t believe you didn’t know this about me! I know every guy who can tie a decent knot in this zip code. I’ve been into S&M for years.”






Hearing Stacy say “S&M” out loud sent chills down my spine. It sounded… sinister? Was that the word? Forbidden, more like; a secret among those in the know. Except, it wasn’t like that at all. It took all of ten seconds for Stacy to suss out what I was trying to imply, and she said it without hesitation. Clearly, I had a lot to learn.






“I can’t believe I never knew,” I said. “You could have told me.”






“Eh. I knew you’d get it eventually,” she replied.






It took less than half an hour for Vincent to call me. His voice was soft and he spoke in a devastatingly beautiful Irish brogue. “What can I do for ya, love?”






“Well, did Stacy mention why-”






“Aye,” he said, cutting me off. “I can clear my schedule for tonight. Always do for beginners. Nothing I love more than seeing a woman get tied for the first time.”






“Oh,” I said. My hand was drawn toward my crotch like a moth to a flame. And I was definitely on fire. But was I burning for Vincent, or what he wanted to do? “Good, but this is for me and my husband-”






“Yes, yes. Don’t worry, lass. You and your husband will be in excellent hands, I promise.”






“Okay,” I said. I remembered that he came recommended by Stacy, and my best friend wouldn’t steer me wrong. “Tonight then?”






“Tonight,” he confirmed. “Just text me your address. Can’t wait.”






“Yes,” I said, the phone shaking in my hand. “Me too.”






—






When I told him I’d set the appointment, Colin wrapped his arms around me and hugged me tight. I couldn’t remember the last time he seemed so excited. He spent the rest of the day pacing around the house, making sure he had every preparation he could think of. His work ranged from sensual (strawberries and whipped cream) to cautious (a fresh First Aid kit), and everything in between. He had notebooks, in case he wanted to write down lists of sex toys to buy. He had a digital camera, in case Vincent didn’t mind videotaping the session. Did he ask if I minded? No. But I didn’t.






When Colin did everything else he could think of, he showered and shaved, grooming himself like he was preparing for a first date. I suppose the truth wasn’t all that far away.






I suggested we take a bath together, instead of separate showers, but he had nothing of it. “No way, Maggie. That would be like having a candy bar before going to a steakhouse.”






“Yeah, but I’m hungry now.”






“Save your appetite,” he said, pulling me into the shower and himself out. I wanted to scream at him, but the water was perfect and I was laughing. I could see his package growing thick.
 Maybe he needs less teaching than he thinks
, I realized. Regardless, he was as ready for this as anyone could ever be.






The one thing Colin spent almost no time preparing — his outfit, a pair of khakis and a navy blue button down shirt — took me forever. What was I supposed to do? Dress like this was a date, like I wanted Vincent to be checking me out, and put on my hottest, tightest, little black number? Or should I go casual? I didn’t want to give the wrong impression, but I didn’t want this Vincent to see me and think,
 Ugh, what have I gotten myself into?
 Did Stacy send him my picture? Did he ask for it?
 I should have gotten more answers from her
, I realized. In the end, I went with leggings and a cute, pink tank top.






Of course, when the doorbell rang, Colin played it cool, like it was nothing out of the ordinary. Just having a friend over.
 You remember Vincent, right honey? We could watch a movie, or play a game, or maybe he’ll do a bunch of kinky things to you while I watch. We’ll see!






I don’t think either my husband or I were ready for the sight we saw when he opened the door. Vincent. I mean, oh my fucking god, Vincent. Even while smirking in bemused anticipation he smoldered. His wavy brown hair matched his hungry eyes. His high cheekbones, thin lips and square jaw screamed classic masculinity. He wore a short-sleeved, tight, white muscle shirt that flattered his built physique. In a pair of tight blue jeans, he looked every bit as dreamy as he sounded over the phone. In his hand he carried a black, leather briefcase, and I had some idea of what was inside.






“You must be Colin,” he said.






My husband extended his hand to shake with our guest. “Yes. Good to meet you, Vincent. Please, come in.”






Holy hell, Stacy,
 I thought.
 I am going to
 murder
 you! How do you not tell me about a guy like this?






“It’s a nice home,” Vincent said, looking around the foyer.






“Thanks,” I said, finding my voice. “We’d be happy to give you a tour.”






“No offense, but I’ll pass. I’d like to get right down to business, if that’s OK with you.”






“Of course,” said Colin. “Should we go to the bedroom? I have things all set up.”






“Lead the way. And what kind of things do you mean?”






“You’ll see,” I said. “It’s too much to list.”






“I set up a video recorder, if that’s all right,” Colin added.






“Oh, it’s fine by me. It’s your lady you might have to convince.”






“Nothing we haven’t done before,” I said.






“Is that right?” Vincent replied, amused. “But you don’t need to tape this, love. Believe me, you’re not soon gonna forget it.”






I looked to Colin to see how he’d react to Vincent’s flirtation, but he was smiling. I suppose it would be silly for him to get bent out of shape by a some suggestive wordplay: Vincent was getting paid to do far more than that.






He whistled when he saw the bedroom and everything Colin had set out. All of our sex toys, my skimpiest lingerie, a stack of smooth jazz CDs and more. “I appreciate the effort,” he said. “But everything you need is in this case here, and it’s all yours to keep.”






“What exactly is in there?” I asked, looking at the briefcase.






“You’ll see. First things first. Why don’t you tell me what you’re after. That way I know how I can help.”






Colin jumped in and gave him a brief background on our marriage and our stagnant love life. “I’ve been curious about domination, and I think we’d both like it. I just don’t know what I should do.”






“Domination. Aye. The truth is, mate, there’s a lot of ground to cover. I’ll get you started though. There’s no reason this has to be a one-time special. Now, I got the impression from Maggie that you’d like me to show you, rather than tell you, what to do. Is that right?”






“It is,” Colin said immediately. “Just jump right in, I’ll ask you questions if I have any.”






“Very well. Maggie, this is all right with you?”






I nodded. I trusted Colin and Stacy, and if they trusted Vincent, that was good enough for me. “Yes.”






“Good. Now, are you especially fond of those clothes you’re wearing?”






Huh?
 “Are you asking me to take them off?”






Vincent laughed, a rich, throaty chuckle that lifted his lips into a smile that could make a woman pass out. “No, love. Just, if you’re overly attached to them, you may want to change.”






Interesting.
 “It’s fine.”






“Good. Then turn around and put your hands behind your back.”






I did as he asked, my heart racing, cheeks blushing and my nethers starting to ache.
 This is it
, I thought.
 We’re really doing this.






“Colin, you see that? She’s already excited. She likes taking orders. You want to give her that feeling,” Vincent explained. I heard the snap of his briefcase opening, and the next thing I felt was his hand gripping my wrists. He was so strong, he held them both without difficulty. Instinctively I jerked around trying to break free, but it was no use.






The feeling of helplessness surged through me like a shot of adrenaline, as if thousands of dormant, unused pleasure centers in my mind had been awakened en masse. My panties were sopping wet, and we’d barely even begun.






But Vincent wasn’t just holding me for fun: after a moment I felt something being wrapped around my wrists and being pulled tightly. “Is that rope?” I asked.






“Indeed,” said Vincent. “You’re paying for my time, so I aim to make sure you get your money’s worth. If a simple pair of handcuffs was enough, you wouldn’t need me. Colin, pay close attention. I guarantee you’re going to enjoy this.”






Vincent continued tying my hands behind my back, making the bonds incredibly tight. When he was finished, he pulled me up to my feet, gathered up my hair in one hand and pulled my head back. Clutching my breast with his other hand, he leaned in and whispered in my ear, “Look at your husband.”






Panting heavily, I looked down to Colin. He was transfixed on me and Vincent, jaw hanging open. His khakis were tented at the crotch with what had to be the stiffest erection I’d ever seen.






“I can’t believe you’ve been married for years and never knew how much you both wanted this. A crying shame, it is.”






When Vincent let go of my hair, I let out a frustrated moan.
 I didn’t want him to let go
, I realized. I couldn’t believe I’d enjoyed being manhandled in such a demeaning way, but Vincent’s warm breath against my ear, his lustful touch of my chest… I had never felt such a powerful form of eroticism.






I looked over to Colin while Vincent added more rope, this time around my upper arms, near my elbows. Colin’s look reminded me of our wedding photos, his boyish good looks captured at their most excited and content. He wore the same expression now. I matched his enthusiasm when possible, but the strain of having my arms tied so stringently made things difficult.






“See, Colin? This is what bondage does: makes your woman a plaything, a toy. She wants to be used. She wants to submit to your will, whatever that may be. Now, come over here and put your hands on her shoulders.”






My husband sauntered over and did as Vincent requested. Vincent whispered something in his ear. “Got it?”






“Sure,” said Colin. He looked at me and smiled and felt my breasts through my shirt. My nipples were painfully erect; I wanted his soothing touch so badly. Instead, he gathered fistfuls of my shirt’s fabric in each palm, and in one quick motion he tore my top apart. I gasped as the garment shredded like a sheet of tissue paper, feeling the room’s cool air against my skin. Being exposed so rapidly sent shivers throughout my body, and I laughed salaciously.






“Nicely done,” said Vincent. “Now use these to remove the rest,” he added, handing Colin a pair of scissors.






Colin took them and said nothing. He donned a mask of intense concentration on his face, the way he always does whenever he’s determined to bring me to orgasm. Deftly and quickly he sliced through the remains of my tank top and pulled the tattered pieces out from between my bound arms. I was reminded of his gardening hobby and how he pruned the shrubs and trees; I’ve always found it stimulating, watching him work. He’d get sweaty and covered in soil, and sometimes I would join him in the shower. Now I was the one starting to sweat.






“Stand up,” said Vincent. “Take off your pants.”






“Me?” I asked. How was I supposed to do that?






“Your hands are tied but you still have ‘em. Just try, love.”






Colin nodded, so I reached down with my bound hands and slipped them into the waistband of my leggings. I pulled them down as far as I could, bending my knees to get a better angle. It didn’t work very well, so I tried bending over, but I could still barely move them past the top of my thighs. Colin stared at my exposed thong as if he’d never seen one before. He watched my struggle to do something so simple with total fascination. Vincent looked amused, but also analytical, as if judging my skill.






“Lie down. It’ll help,” he said at last. I did as he said and saw what he meant: bending my knees brought my legs close enough to my hands to pull on the fabric. I wriggled on the bed as I drew the leggings down my body a few inches at a time.






When they finally fell free I looked to Vincent. He seemed pleased. I’d never gained such satisfaction from doing something so mundane. Or was it Vincent’s approval that made me happy?
 Don’t go there
, I thought to myself. I refused to let myself start to fall for Vincent.
 You’re married. You just met him.






I shut my eyes while Vincent took another bundle of rope from his briefcase. He sat down on the bed next to me and started winding the cords around my ankles, binding them together. Every time his hand brushed against my skin I fidgeted, my body screaming for more contact, though I didn’t want Colin to see.






“Colin,” said Vincent. “We’re at a point right now where if you’re having any second thoughts, speak them soon.”






“It’s okay,” my husband said. “This is why you’re here. As long as Maggie’s still in.”






I couldn’t believe he wanted to go through with this. Couldn’t he see how attracted I was to Vincent, despite all my mental gymnastics? Or did he think I was turned on by being bound? In truth, that was probably the case. Maybe I just didn’t want to admit it yet. Regardless, I didn’t have a difficult decision to make. “I’m in,” I said.






“That’s nice, but I wasn’t asking you,” said Vincent. He took something out of his briefcase that looked familiar, but I couldn’t place it: a red rubber ball with some kind of belt attached to it. Before I could recall where I’d seen one, he forced the ball into my mouth and fastened the straps behind my neck.
 A gag?






I hollered in fury, but the sound came out whiny and pathetic, and the smiles that Colin and Vincent broke into quickly brought reality to the surface:
 this was awesome
. I felt so degraded and humiliated, not having the basic human capacity to speak properly. Drool was starting to escape my lip and roll down my chin, and I couldn’t follow my instinct to try and wipe it away, yet somehow I loved it.






“That’s so damn hot,” said Colin.






“Sure is,” Vincent agreed. He put his hand under my chin and lifted it so I could look up at him. “Quite the new sensation, isn’t it?”






“Mmm,” I moaned, feeling the way the gag forced apart my teeth. The rubbery flavor in my mouth was strange at first, but I was quickly acquiring a taste for it.






“Got plenty more for you. This is going to be a long night, dear.”






—






Vincent went back to his briefcase and took out something new. “Pay attention, you two. This is a flogger, and I expect you’re going to use it a lot.”






He climbed onto the bed, got onto his knees and moved into position above my legs, straddling them. “Up with your hands, dear, and keep ‘em up.”






I raised my arms, but maintaining the position was harder than I would have guessed. Vincent put a hand in mine to help, then he swung the flogger, connecting with my ass cheek and making a loud slapping sound. I screamed and squirmed on the bed, but with the hunky Irishman above me, I wasn’t going anywhere. The hit wasn’t really very painful; my reaction had been from shock. I’d never felt a smack on my bottom with such force; Colin had given it occasional slaps, but never like this, and never using a flogger.






“Calm down, I barely touched you,” said Vincent. “It’s very important you start off lightly, Colin. This sort of thing takes some getting used to. Hit her harder than she can take, and it won’t be fun. And this was fun, wasn’t it?”






I closed my eyes and felt a tear roll down my cheek. I nodded, ashamedly. It was more than fun. It was
 intoxicating.






“Oh, good. Let’s do it some more then.” Vincent whipped the flogger across my bare skin again, aiming for the same spot he hit before. I trembled and tried to pull my hands out of his grip, but he held the ropes tightly.






“Aye, I know, I know. See that, Colin? I hit the exact same mark, which was mean of me. You’re going to have to practice your aim so that you only hit the same target when you mean to.”






“Got it,” said Colin. “Let me try.”






“You sure?”






“Damn right,” he replied, extending his hand to take the flogger.






This is the man I married
, I thought. Ready to take charge, jump in head first. He saw Vincent flog me twice, and now he thinks he knows what he’s doing. Or maybe he just didn’t want Vincent to have too much fun?






Obligingly, Vincent dropped the flogger and lifted himself off the bed. “Make sure to hold her hands out of the way. Don’t want them getting clipped.”






“Thanks.” Colin moved in and took the flogger. He swung it in the air a few times, making a frightening swooshing sound.
 He wasn’t going to swing that hard, was he?






His first tag landed softly, like a caress.
 Overly cautious
, I thought, then recognized the absurdity: I was disappointed at not getting hit harder. I could hardly believe myself. I was thank when Colin’s next swing was harder, and I moaned as pain shot through my backside. Growing in confidence, Colin landed two strikes in succession, hitting each cheek. I writhed as tendrils of agony raced through me, yet as the sensation subsided, I was left with a pleasant soreness. Sensing the enjoyment in my reactions, he continued to flog my ass at the same level of intensity, alternating between the cheeks, making sure every inch of skin got some attention. By the end I was bucking and groaning, but at no point did I think about asking him to stop.






“Good technique,” said Vincent. “You learn fast, Colin.”






“Thanks. That was fun.”






“Indeed,” he said, pointing at the prominent bulge in Colin’s khakis. He made no mention of the massive peak rising in his own pants. Instead, he came over to me and pulled the ball gag from between my lips. He let it fall around my neck as I gasped and worked my jaw. He then lifted me up by my shoulders, pulled my legs underneath me and sat me down on the bed. “Come here man, let your wife take care of that for you.”






Oh god. Did he mean that the way it sounded?






Colin seemed to think so. He stepped in front of me, unzipped his pants and let them fall to the floor. He lowered his boxers to reveal his rock hard cock. I’d marveled at its size before — especially during our first, tender night of lovemaking — but I’d never seen it so thick and long. “Open up,” he said in a commanding tone.






I did as he asked, wincing from the ache in my jaw. I’d only been afforded a few seconds to recover from the gag, and now I had to open even wider to accommodate my husband’s engorged rod. My lips sealed around his shaft, and I remembered how I used to perform oral on him. It had been too long, I could see that now. I’d always enjoyed doing it, and he never complained; yet, the idea to use my mouth always came spontaneously, and lately neither of us had been inspired to go there. Maybe that was why Colin began groaning immediately, the pleasure taking him as he rhythmically moved his cock back and forth in my mouth.






When he reached his climax he shot his load into my throat, and I swallowed it hungrily. By now my pussy and panties were beyond soaked; serving my husband’s needs inspired an arousal I hadn’t felt in months.






“That was great,” said Colin. He knelt down and kissed me on the cheek.






“Yes, well done,” added Vincent. “But I think you could do better.”






“What? He came, didn’t he?” I protested.






“Aye, but how long had it been since you last went down on him? You’re going to have to try a lot harder to get half the reaction from me.” Vincent unzipped his jeans and pulled them off. He tossed them aside and dropped his boxers.






I’d be lying if I said I expected his cock to be anything but massive. Even a man as hot as Vincent doesn’t get very far with the ladies if he can’t back up his machismo with the right anatomy. As I’m sure Stacy knew, Vincent was in no danger there.






“Last chance, man,” he said to my husband. “If you don’t want your wife taking another man’s cock, speak up now.”






“It’s all right,” Colin said quickly. He was still catching his breath from the job I’d done on him. “I want her to learn. But she has the final say.”






All I could do was stare at the mammoth package rising in front of my face. I felt what I imagined mountain climbers experienced while at base camp, looking toward the challenge ahead and wondering if they would even survive.
 There’s no way it will fit!
 I thought.






“Very well.” Vincent grabbed the back of my head by the hair and forced my mouth toward his hammer. I barely parted my lips in time to take it in, and I had never felt such fullness in my mouth.






“Tight fit, eh?” he said. He pulled my head back a little, then pushed it back inward until I took the hint and started working the shaft on my own. I glanced over to Colin, who watched excitedly. I hardly believed it, but he didn’t seem jealous at all.
 He’s that confident
, I realized with a shiver. Here he was outclassed in looks, age and equipment, but he was totally unphased. But what if he was just blind?






As I sucked on Vincent’s gigantic member, tasting his saltiness, I thought about how it would feel, separating my tender folds, entering my tight crevice and spreading me wider than anyone ever has. I jostled on the bed, no doubt leaving a growing wet spot on the blanket, and struggled to take in more and more of Vincent’s staff. I could feel him delving into my throat and I knew I might choke and gag at any second. I whined as loudly as I could and drove my head backward, and then I was free.






I inhaled deeply, trying to catch my breath. I looked at Vincent’s cock and noticed only a little pre-cum had issued forth from the tip.






“Not even close,” he said. “Don’t forget to breathe. Use your tongue more. Now try again.”






Once again he inserted himself into my open mouth and prompted me to begin. I worked with renewed fervor, knowing I could get him off. My motion was rapid and full, taking in his entire length and sucking hard. My tongue ran down the shaft from tip to base, causing him to bellow in bliss. I could hear him gasping in pleasure as froth started escaped from his cock. He quickly withdrew it from my mouth so that his seed could spray across my face.






I let my jaw hang open and took everything Vincent gave. Colin had never dared to deposit his load on my face, but now I wish he had: the hot fluid on my face inflamed my desire like gasoline poured on a campfire. I needed release, and I needed it now.






Fully aware of my condition, Vincent lowered me back onto the bed, on my back. Having my bound arms underneath me was uncomfortable, but I didn’t care. He put his hand on my crotch and began massaging it through my panties.






I moaned and shook as waves of pleasure surged through me. It was like the pistol had gone off and all the horses shot out of the gate at once. I pressed myself against his touch as hard as I could, gyrating my hips and squeezing my legs, but before I could get too close to an orgasm, Vincent pulled back his hand and got up off the bed.






“Not yet, sweetheart. You haven’t earned it yet,” he chided.






“Like hell I haven’t!” Seeing red, I stood up and hopped over to Vincent. “This is bullshit. You can’t just do that and not fin-” I didn’t get to complete the sentence, as Vincent put the ball gag back in my mouth and tightened it hard.






“Colin, get the flogger and punish your wife for speaking out of turn.”






What?
 I thought.
 Speaking out of turn? Are you fucking kidding?






With a devilish grin on his face, Colin stepped behind me, testing out his swing again.






“No,” said Vincent. “Her ass has had enough for now.” He cupped my breasts in his hands, then gripped my bra and pulled it apart. “Do what you did before, but remember: she is submissive to you. She doesn’t decide when she is due for a reward. You decide. You’re the dom.”






Colin nodded, then began to flog my breasts using the same technique he learned before. His skill was growing, and soon his blows were landing in one fluid sequence. Right, left, right left. Then consecutive swings on the same breast, followed by the same number on the other. It kept me guessing, and by the time he finished tears were rolling down my cheeks. Again, I didn’t want him to stop. “Talking out of turn” seemed so innocuous, yet something about suffering for my misstep felt rewarding. Accepting my treatment was freeing; I loved submitting to the will of… my master.
 That’s the term
, I realized. Not my husband. My master.






Quickly, Vincent removed my gag, this time taking it off completely, and asked, “Tell Colin how you feel right now.”






“I don’t know,” I said, barely able to process everything that had happened.






“There’s no wrong answer, love. Are you in pain, are you having fun? Anything.”






“Yes,” I said. “Both. It hurts but I like it.”






“Good!” Vincent massaged my abused breasts. “Now specifically, how did you feel about being punished?”






“Huh?”






“The idea,” Vincent explained. “That you did something wrong and were being punished for it.”






“It was liberating,” I said. “I hate being paranoid, wondering if I did something wrong. I liked knowing that I would find out and pay for my mistakes right away.”






“Interesting,” said Vincent. “Your wife is developing an acute self-awareness. You both are.”






“Thanks,” Colin and I said in unison. We smiled at each other.






“I think we should take a break,” Vincent said to me. “Colin and I need to recuperate, and there are a few things I’d like to explain to him.”






“All right,” I replied. “But what am I going to do?”






“You’re staying here.”






Before I could argue, Vincent put his hands on my hips, then yanked my panties down to my feet. He lifted each leg by my ankle to get the undergarment loose. I was now fully exposed. I shivered, feeling the excitement start to rise within me again.






“Good lord these are soaked. Feel this, Colin.”






Colin rubbed the fabric between his fingers and nodded.






“Open, love,” said Vincent. I squirmed in what I wanted to pretend was revulsion, and gave way to the insertion of my panties into my mouth. Vincent took a roll of tape out of his briefcase and tied it around my mouth, going around and around my head until my mouth was packed tightly shut.






Immediately I felt dripping from my aching pussy. The taste of my own juices, sealed inside my mouth for an undetermined amount of time, sent me into a state of unfulfilled craving that I couldn’t stand. Yet I knew neither Vincent nor Colin would let me cum before they left; being denied was frustrating, but ultimately exceedingly arousing.






The longer they draw this out, the more intense it will be
, I reminded myself, but it didn’t matter: I needed it now, but wouldn’t get it.






“Definitely watch this, Colin. It’s a rope technique that can bring you and your lady hours and hours of both pain and pleasure.”






While Colin observed, Vincent looped a length of rope around my waist, then pulled the rope back through the loop, down through my tender slit and back up through my ass cheeks like a thong. He tied the rope to my wrists very tightly so that I could not move my hands without tugging on the cruel cord, pulling it deeper into me. I squealed as the rope burned against my sensitive skin, but the look on Colin’s face was pure wonder and elation.






“This will keep the tension going for as long as you like,” explained Vincent. “Very punishing. It will drive her absolutely mad.”






With the crotch rope tied, Vincent moved on to my chest. He removed the ripped up bra completely, then tied bands of rope around my chest, squeezing my breasts through the portals of rope. He called it a harness, and it felt incredible. It seemed to serve little purpose, but Colin took a photo with his phone and showed it to me: even if mainly decorative, the ropes added a potent sensuality to the bondage. Their design and implementation offered more than just their obvious function.






Vincent then lifted me up like a sack of flour and put me down on the bed. I moaned as the brief movement caused the ropes to jostle and pull. Like Vincent said, I was already losing my self-control. I felt as though at any second I would break down and mumble frantically, begging for sex. I didn’t want to lose my composure, but this was a torment I never envisioned when Colin and I had talked over our hopes for tonight. The eroticism staggered me, and as much as I hated it, I knew the payoff would be worth the wait.






Vincent continued his work by tying my legs together above and below the knees. He then bent my knees to bring my feet against my backside, then used more rope to tie them there. To complete my binding, he wrapped additional coils around my arms, above and below the elbows. Soon I felt completely helpless: hogtied and bound from head to toe, I was totally at the mercy of these two men, and I loved it. I shut my eyes and wept, I was so happy. Every part of me felt alive.






Colin may have been the one who recognized the problem in our sex life, but he wasn’t the only one experiencing it. This understanding crystallized in my mind at that moment, and the pain and pleasure I felt became enveloped in gratitude too.






“Is she OK?” Vincent asked, listening to my joyous sobbing.






Colin nodded. “For sure.” He was right, and I knew how he could tell: the last time I cried like this, it was in bed on our wedding night. I was as content now as I was then, and my husband knew because he’s the one who knows me best.






“Good. Let’s go have a drink then,” said Vincent. He put his hand on my ass cheek and gave it a squeeze. “See you later, doll,” he added as he shut the door.






—






I don’t know how long I wept. It could have been an hour or ten minutes. Time is hard to tell when left in bondage with nothing but your own thoughts. I struggled instinctively, but the only reward was a stung clit, as the ropes brushed against it. When I quieted down I could hear the two deep voices in the other room, though their exact words were impossible to decipher. Occasionally laughter rose during their conversation, and their tone sounded excited and energetic.






I waited impatiently, wanting the two of them to wrap it up, even though I had a feeling Vincent was purposely killing a set amount of time. Every minute that went by represented a little more desperation from me, a little more pain and more aching for my reward.






Was it a ploy to make me compliant? If they promised to give me my release, I would probably do anything they asked. If that was what Vincent was training me for, it was working perfectly. If I could extricate my saliva-soaked panties from my mouth, I could call out and announce my total, unconditional surrender. The war was over; they won.






When at long last Colin and Vincent returned, I was too wrapped up in my own thoughts to notice.






“Earth to Maggie,” Vincent taunted. “Snap out of it.” I opened my eyes and looked up to him. “Enjoying yourself?”






“Mmm hmm,” I hummed.






“Good. You’ve behaved yourself, you’ve been a good pet, so you’re going to have a reward. Colin and I have talked out what we’re going to do, so all you have to do is relax and enjoy.”






Joy and relief blossomed in my heart.
 Finally
, I thought as Vincent and Colin worked in tandem to untie my arms and legs. Once they were free, Colin flipped me over, onto my back. He then spread my legs, opening me wide, while Vincent did the same with my arms. They used the ropes still around my wrists and ankles to tie my limbs to the frame underneath the bed, forcing me into a spread eagle position. I tested the restraints and found I was utterly bound: my limbs were pulled apart as far as they could go. There was no escaping the position, not that I had any intention of trying.






Blissfully, Colin removed the rope in my crotch while Vincent carefully cut the tape from my face and pulled out my poor, drenched panties. I had become so adjusted to my own flavor and scent that the return of fresh air was almost alien; however, now I could detect Colin’s cologne and Vincent’s musk, and the scents fueled my wanting.






“Almost ready,” said Vincent. He lightly massaged my tender folds with one hand, careful not to apply too much pressure. He didn’t want to spoil the main course with a paltry hors d’oeuvre. Colin handed Vincent his briefcase, which he set down on the bed and popped open.






He took something out of the case and asked, “Do you know what this is?” He held up a black, phallic-shaped object.






“No,” I said.






“This is going in your arse, love, so when we fuck your brains out, you’ll have double the pleasure.”






I’d never had anything bigger than a finger in my ass, and I was scared, but I didn’t object.
 Unconditional surrender
, I’d thought. I meant it.






Colin gave Vincent my bottle of lube. Our teacher poured it all over the butt plug and spread it out until the toy was fully coated. Then he poured the lube on my tight bud and spread it around with his fingers, tickling me and eliciting deep moans.






“You do the honors,” Vincent said at last, handing Colin the plug. “Go on.”






Colin climbed in bed and on top of me, then lowered his lips onto mine so we could kiss. He tasted of red wine and I drank him in, burning for the release I knew was so close. Finally, he broke away from me and pressed the plug against my back entrance. I whimpered as its tip started to spread my tender bud, and cried as it penetrated fully. Its flared base stopped it from going in any further, but the fullness I felt was intensely uncomfortable. However large something looks, it feels twice as big when it’s inside.






I gasped and shook for a moment, but then I felt something press against my folds, and immediately it started vibrating. I opened my eyes to see Colin holding what looked like some kind of white wand. He smiled at me when we made eye contact, but I couldn’t smile back: my synapses were being fried and my brain was being scrambled by the feeling the vibrator created. I’d used vibrators and dildos before, but this one was intensely powerful.






Just as I started to build an orgasm I felt the sting of the flogger across my breasts. Vincent looked down at me and swung it again, this time moving downward to my stomach. I writhed, never having been hit there before. However, the pain fed into the orgasm that was growing and I enjoyed its lingering presence.






Colin kept the vibrator firmly planted and Vincent kept flogging me, gradually working his way toward my tender pussy, and when he got there Colin pulled the vibrator away. I heaved against the ropes, furious as the swats landed on my lower lips. I had to have the vibrator back, but instead I felt one impact after another at the entrance to my tender orifice.






“Don’t fight it, love. Remember, the pain is the pleasure,” said Vincent.






He was right: as soon as I stopped thinking about the missing vibrator, each slap of the flogger became a source of stimulation and satisfaction. I relished each one, and the orgasm I was working toward grew in immensity.






Then, just like that, the flogging ceased and I felt Colin’s rigid cock drive deep inside my inviting chasm. My inner walls squeezed greedily and Colin groaned in bliss, but he continued to pound hard, his rod solid as steel. I could feel it meet the plug in my ass inside me, and the ecstasy of the new experience shattered my remaining fears.






Immediately the orgasm began to coalesce. I shuddered and began to weep anew as all of the tension and desire that had built up burst, and the pleasure I’d been denied for hours arrived like the break of day after a long, cold night. By the time Colin reached his peak and let his fluids pour onto my breasts and stomach, two orgasms had passed through me like a hurricane, their raw power devastating and awesome at the same time. Even when he was spent, Colin lingered atop me, kissing me, massaging my breasts and stroking my clit until I came for a third time.






When he was done, he stepped aside: it was Vincent’s turn. He was surprisingly gentle with his monstrous driver, pressing it into me slowly and carefully. I expected him to jam it in, but his consideration was a welcome twist. Of course, once he gained full entry I couldn’t believe how enormous it felt. His slow but steady motion brought on wave after wave of bliss.






However, this bliss did not build up toward a bone-rattling explosion of orgasmic euphoria. It felt amazing, but I wasn’t driven to the same level as I had been during Colin’s turn. Maybe it was because I had already enjoyed three of the greatest orgasms I’d ever experienced, and I was already riding too high to notice a huge difference, but I liked to think there was a better answer: simply, Vincent was not my husband. I liked Vincent’s spectacular organ, but I loved the man I married.






Vincent must have realized he wasn’t getting the same reaction out of me because he accelerated his thrusting faster and faster. I moaned and bucked against my bonds, clearly enjoying his work, but if he expected me to scream and sob for him too, he was left bitterly disappointed.






Undaunted, he pulled out of my crevice, climbed across the bed and let his cock, slick with my juices, drag across my face. I opened my mouth to let him in, happy to service him. I felt truly thankful to Vincent: without his tutelage, Colin would never have been able to give me such pleasure. He never would have thought to stuff my own panties into my mouth, or would have had the gall to introduce such a large toy into my most sensitive orifice. Was Vincent surprised he couldn’t have the same effect on me as my husband? I didn’t mean to wound his pride, but it’s not my fault if he assumed he would always be the best anyone had ever had, every time.






While Vincent drove his cock into my throat, Colin found himself ready to go again and planted himself back into my inviting chamber. I felt all of my holes stuffed and lost control of my senses. It felt like I was lifting into subspace, floating away on a tide of euphoria. I couldn’t say how long it lasted, or how many times an orgasm reached a crescendo and lift me even further away from comprehension. At some point both Vincent and Colin spilled their last loads, coating my face and body with even more sticky juices. I remained in my trance for an unfathomable amount of time afterward. If I could have stayed in it forever, I would have.






—






When I regained some semblance of perception, I saw Vincent zipping up his fly.






“You don’t have to go,” Colin said, his voice sounding far away. “We have a guest room.”






“Thanks, mate, but I’m not really a guest, I’m a contractor. It would be unprofessional,” Vincent explained while lacing up his shoes.






“Nonsense. You’re tired, there’s a room ready. You’re more than welcome,” Colin argued.






“Again, it’s a lovely gesture but I have to go. Stay with your wife and attend to her every need when she comes ’round. You’ve got a really special lady.” Vincent picked up his briefcase and emptied the rest of its contents on the bed next to me. “If you have any questions about any of these, just send me an e-mail.”






“Thanks, Vincent. I can’t thank you enough for everything. If there’s more you can teach us, we’d be happy to have you back.”






“Actually, there’s lots. We’ve barely scratched the surface.”






Colin put a hand on my knee and shook it. “Maggie, how would you feel about having Vincent come back sometime to teach us more?”






“Sure,” I whispered. I could barely think straight, but that was an easy question. I smiled and thought of his powerful cock entering me for round two. Vincent would relish the competition, and apply his A-game, trying to get me off as thoroughly as Colin.
 You’re welcome to try,
 I thought,
 but good luck.






“Sounds great,” said Vincent. “Just call me, we’ll work it out.”






“Excellent. Come, I’ll show you out,” said Colin.






The two men left the room, leaving me still tied to the bed. I was convinced I was weightless, and the ropes were tethering me to the ground. Floating away would have been nice, but tonight I learned I’d much rather be tied down, and that Colin was the man to do it. My man, my husband, my master: I was his to control, to deny or to reward, and now he knew how to do it all.
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Tie Her Use Her Own Her





The last moan of the electric guitar faded as the song ended. I opened my eyes, lips stilled formed in a little O, and nodded my thanks as a round of applause echoed through the club. I tried not to direct my focus back to the man in the suit in the second row, but I couldn’t help it. I had to know if he was still there.






Yeah, he was. And his gaze was still trained right on me. Quickly, I looked away. Too late, for sure, but then I’d been totally thrown ever since he sat down. Thankfully, only he could tell. The rest of the audience just heard the kind of set I live to play. One second my sour notes are stinging their hearts, and another my fury boils their blood. My rock show is a roller-coaster ride, and at the end I know they’ve been shaken and thrown around.






The man in the suit, though, he saw the truth: I was a little off my game, and it was all because of him. Who was this admittedly very handsome man, and why was he so well dressed?






No matter how many “No Smoking” signs they put up this club always smells like an ashtray. It’s badly lit and the beers come in Shitty and Shitty Lite. This guy looks like he should be ordering martinis at a club where the bouncers wear suits and the bartenders model on the side.






Whether anyone else could see it or not, I could tell this man was here for me specifically, and now he was sauntering over like he’d run out of excuses to put it off any longer.






“Derek.”






“Excuse me?”






“My name’s Derek.”






I set my guitar down on the stage as the audience fractured and found its way back to the bar. I wanted to drop a snarky response about not having asked his name, but I’d had many men come up to me after a show thinking they had the clever line that would drop my panties. They wanted me to go tit-for-tat, but I knew better.






“Nina Nix. Thanks for coming to the show,” I said, nodding as I slipped my instrument back in its case.






“Tequila.”






“Huh?” I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. He hadn’t taken the hint.






“Your drink’s tequila.”






A lot of drinks are my drink, but he wasn’t wrong: I did enjoy a double of Patrón. “What’s yours?” I asked.






“Bourbon,” said Derek. “Have a drink with me, I’m buying.”






“I’d love to, but I actually have to help pack up,” I explained, gesturing toward the drum kits and amps my band-mates were clearing from the stage.






“Nina, we got this,” said Chuck, the bassist.






“Thanks,” I growled, my eyes shooting daggers.






I turned to Derek and felt something start to churn inside. Like a jam in a machine worked its way out and the gears got back to turning. He was certainly attractive, now that I was seeing him up close. A square jaw and short, dark hair gave his face a chiseled, solid appearance. His gray suit — I had to know why he was wearing a suit — fit impeccably; it had to be custom. His cyan tie almost seemed too small compared to the breadth of his shoulders; it hung loosely as it drew down past his booming chest.






When I looked into his gray eyes, I recognized a predatory hunger coupled with mischievous amusement. I felt a stirring between my legs and realized I was staring into the dark orbs of his pupils.






“Come,” he said again. “I’ll take good care of you.”






I snorted, though his words struck a chord that sent a shiver up my spine. I’ve taken care of myself since I was a teenager, but some part of me wanted to believe him when he said it.






He ordered our drinks and dropped a twenty from a money clip.






“Hold on, pal,” I said. “First you’re going to tell me your fucking deal.”






His eyebrows raised curiously. “Pardon me. Am I the first?”






“The first what?”






He sipped his bourbon and set it down. “The first man to accept your invitation.”






I was starting to tire of his games. “What fucking invitation?”






His expression darkened. “Don’t take that tone with me, pet. The one in your lyrics. The one asking for the release you crave.”






I’d had enough. I took the tequila shot he’d bought and downed it in a gulp. “Thanks for the drink,” I muttered, getting up to leave.






“Stop.”






I turned. He hadn’t yelled or issued the command with panicked desperation. He had issued an order calmly, like there was no doubt it would be followed. Clearly, he knew something I didn’t, because I couldn’t explain why I actually did as he asked and stopped.






“Sit.”






I leaned against the bar stool, which was as close to sitting as I really could: my jeans were so tight I couldn’t really bend at my knees or hips. I could take short steps on my black heels, but I had to turn with my body. The pants were uncomfortable, but they looked incredible. I knew not every guy was there to hear me sing; that’s okay, as long as they paid the gate.






Derek waited for me to look at him before he spoke. “What do you tell people when they ask about your lyrics?”






“Can you be more specific?”






“Your song, ‘Tie Me, Use Me, Own Me’ — it brought the house down earlier, but I’m the only person in this room who understood it.”






Now this was getting interesting. “It’s a song about abuse,” I said, a line I’d told more than one entertainment journalist.






“Please,” he said dismissively. “You don’t play it safe with your music, so don’t try it with me. That song is about a need so deep within you it shows up in your music uninvited.”






I caught the attention of the bartender and pointed at my empty glass. “I think I know what my own songs are about.”






“Do you? I’ve heard you play before, and that song isn’t some weepy lament on some guy who did you wrong. It’s practically an anthem about not denying your needs or what makes you wet.”






I took a deep breath before continuing, attempting to slow my traitorous heart’s incessant beat. “I’d never heard it described that way,” I said.






“Yeah, well, that’s because nobody from a zine is going to imply you want to get tied up, fucked and dominated…”






“Excuse me?” I straightened up and rose to my feet.






“…Assuming they even realize it. It’s right there in the title, for fuck’s sake.”






I’d dealt with fans who’d thought they understood me through my music before, and some of them had a good eye for meaning. I’d not written “Tie Me Use Me Own Me” to be literal, but I had felt that telltale quiver in my core when Derek put it that way.






“How long has it been, Nina? When was the last time you screamed in ecstasy without a microphone in your hand?”






Too long. I get my share of suitors, but few make good on their slick talk.






The bartender came along and poured me another shot. Derek gave him a quick nod and a fresh bill, so a second bourbon appeared. I slammed my shot glass on the bar and licked the taste from my teeth while watching him take a leisurely sip.






All right, Derek
, I thought.
 You want to test your theory?






“You think you know what I need? Fucking prove it.” I sustained those last words so they could reverberate in his mind. “But first, tell me who wears a suit to a place like this.”






Derek grinned. “This is what a man wears when he wants to be seen, Nina. This is what he wears when he wants to convey class, taste and one more thing. Do you know what?”






I shivered. “What?”






“Dominance.”






—






Derek had apparently come to the club in a black limousine, which had waited for him out in the lot. We barely spoke during the short ride, or while taking the elevator up dozens of stories to his penthouse.






“This way,” he said, pointing.






“Your bedroom?”






“No.”






The lights in the halls came on automatically as we approached, illuminating the classical artwork on the walls. We reached a door with no knob, only a glossy, black square. Derek flattened his palm against it, and the door opened.






“Fancy,” I said. “What is this?”






“You’ll see.”






For a moment my blood ran cold, picturing newspaper on the floor and a selection of butcher’s knives hanging from chains. Fortunately, the chains were the only part of that vision that came true. Chains with cuffs on the end hung from the ceiling at the center of the room, dangling over a king-sized bed with a coal black comforter. Lining the walls were racks of sex toys, from whips and canes to dildos and vibrators. Strange pieces of furniture I’d only seen in cheesy horror movies looked a lot less campy in this context.






“Give me your hands,” he said, shutting the door behind us.






An excitement had grown in me that I could hardly contain; a cocktail of giddiness and fear coursed through my veins. My brain was thinking,
 No way, this is crazy
, but my body had veto power. At that moment it didn’t want to be anywhere else in the world.






I presented my hands, palms up; Derek took them and lifted them up to the hanging cuffs, then locked them around my wrists. He pulled on a second chain connected to the cuffs, causing them to lift. I squealed as my arms were pulled over my head, stretched as far as they could go and then some, forcing me to lift my feet.






Disbelief washed over me as I realized I was now completely helpless. It happened faster than I had ever imagined it. Yet, it occurred to me that I
 had
 imagined it: fantasies of being bound played out in my mind. I’d always brought the focus onto the handsome, muscular man who was preparing to defile me; I never entertained the notion that I was focusing on the wrong part of the fantasy.






“How does that feel?” he asked.






“Good,” I admitted, tugging at the cuffs, though there was no escape.






He paced around me once, looking me up and down, taking in everything. I blushed as his eyes lingered. I was used to having people look at me — even stare — but normally I didn’t feel this vulnerable.






Then it happened all at once: he swept his arms around me and planted his lips on mine. My gasp quickly died, washed away by a moan that rose as his arms pulled me tight against his hard body. I inhaled his masculine, cool cologne and tasted the peppermint on his breath. I wanted to return his embrace, but with my hands bound I could not. The frustration fueled my sense of helplessness, and I felt my legs lifting to close around his waist.






A soft chuckle rolled from his chest as he felt my feet latch together behind his back. I growled my desire and let his tongue slip into my mouth. He drew it back and sucked my lip, holding it for a second before letting go.






“What line am I thinking about right now, Nina?” he asked.






I balled my fingers into fists, struggling against the cuffs, and thought of my song, “Chocolate and Thorns.” I repeated for him the refrain: “Hang me out to dry. Make me beg. Give me more than I can take.”






“That’s right,” he muttered, nibbling along my neck as his hand rubbed between my legs. “You’re hanging, but not dry. That’s not how it works.”






“No,” I mumbled.






“You’re very, very wet,” he said, somehow slipping his hand into my unfathomably tight pants. I felt the tips of his fingers find my sodden entrance, but for just the second, then they were gone. He let go of me and pushed my legs off of him. “I should probably give you a minute to right yourself.”






“No!” I cried, twisting by body back and forth. “Don’t, please.”






I knew what he was doing: he was going to make me beg, just like I said in the song. I should have been furious with him, but I’d never been so aroused in my life. I’d never relinquished control like this, and it felt surprisingly liberating. For once I’d gone home with a man who knew exactly what he was doing, and for once I wanted him to do it, and not just get it over with.






“Don’t what?” he asked.






“Please, don’t leave me like this.”






Derek nodded, caressing my chest through the tight, black blouse I wore. “Tell me why I shouldn’t,” he said.






I trembled as he massaged my breasts, rubbing my pebbled nipples with his thumbs. “I’ll do anything you want,” I replied, shocked to find I meant it.






“Is that so?” he teased, reaching into the neck of my blouse.






I nodded vigorously. “Please, Derek, I will.”






“Good,” he said, and in one swift motion he tore my top in half, splitting it from the neck down all the way through. I gasped, shocked by the sudden exposure. The cool air of his dungeon sent a chill through me, but it was quickly replaced by the growing warmth in my core.






Derek took a step back and loosened his tie. Deliberate in his pace, he watched me squirm as each button came undone on his white shirt.






The line is “Make me beg,” not “make me wait,”
 I thought. Yet, seeing his body rewarded my patience. Despite the clean-cut look he sported from the neck up, his chest was inked with long, dagger-like slashes running diagonally down his six-pack abs. They rippled as he twisted around to pull his arms from the sleeves of his jacket.






Once he’d taken off his shirt, my eyes were drawn to the pants, and the tent that had risen in his crotch. From the look of it, I realized he had all the tools needed to deliver on the last verse of my refrain: “Give me more than I can take.”






He didn’t drop his pants yet, though. Instead, he lifted my legs until they were back around his hips again, allowing him to lift my chest and bury his face between my breasts. I threw my head back as waves of desire flooded through me. I pulled hard on my cuffs, lifting me further into Derek’s steely grip. He sucked on a nipple while caressing the other with his fingers. Moaning softly I bit my lip, a song of lust and passion writing itself in my mind. I could have written an entire album to describe the sensations running through me and still it wouldn’t have been enough.






I shrieked as his teeth bit softly on my nipple, eliciting a jolt of sweet pain that I hated and loved and needed all at once. He let go, and the throb left over ached in a way I never thought I would enjoy.






“Surprised you’re enjoying the pain, Nina?”






“Yes,” I said, my voice throaty and sparse.






“You shouldn’t be. You’ve sung about it.” He reached down and unbuttoned my jeans, then set my feet back on the floor.






“I did?” I tried to think of my songs, but all I could concentrate on was what he was doing with his hands and mouth.






“You did. ‘Hurt me so good, make me scream.’ Remember?”






Sure, I remembered, but before I could answer him, he yanked my jeans down to my ankles, exposing my skimpy, black thong.






“Very nice,” he said, squeezing my exposed cheeks. He ran two fingers against the damp fabric of my panties and smiled. Then he slipped past me and walked away, heading for a selection of whips and floggers hanging from pegs. I moaned as he made his decision, settling on a flogger that looked made from some kind of leather. Its long lashes were red and black, and it looked capable of causing a great deal of pain if used properly.






“Ever ask a man to spank you before?” he asked.






“Sometimes,” I admitted.






“Do they ever hit you hard?” He swung the flogger through the air loud enough for me to hear it go by.






“No.”






“Wish they did?”






I barely had to think about it. “Yes, but I didn’t really know then.”






“No, I suppose not.”






I felt the air shift around me as he stepped up close from behind. With his warm breath in my ear I began to shake, anticipating what was about to happen.






“You want me to make you scream?” he asked.






A tear escaped from my eye and rolled down my face as I nodded. “Please, yes.”






I screamed. Maybe I was expecting some kind of countdown, or for him to give me some additional warning, but he didn’t: the next thing I knew, a searing sting erupted across the skin of my ass, and a howl escaped my lungs until it filled the room.






Heaving against the chains and dancing on my toes I groaned as the pain enveloped me. I had no idea it would hurt that acutely. Derek paused for a moment, and then I felt something new: a dull ache left over, like an echo of the original pain. It should have hurt, and maybe it did a little, but now I savored it. Was it a rush of endorphins, or a sense of strength fueling my satisfaction? I’d taken something unpleasant and found enjoyment in it. Isn’t that what my songs were all about?






“Again?” asked Derek.






“Again.”






“What’s that?”






“Again, please.”






He swung the flogger, targeting the same spot he’d struck before. I moaned as the impact made me lurch, though I could not escape. Derek didn’t ask whether I wanted him to keep going: he heard my needful moans and directed one swat after another against my abused cheeks. He painted every inch of my skin with precise smacks, and by the time the spanking was finished I felt as though my entire ass was burning. Heat radiated out from the sore flesh, and welts were forming that would make sitting down unpleasant for hours.






Derek put his finger to my lip and held it there until I opened my mouth. “Hold this,” he said, wedging the hilt of the flogger between my teeth. He crouched down and lifted my feet long enough to take my pants off the rest of the way. He rested his head against my leg, then kissed it, working his way up my thigh. When he reached the elastic band of my thong he gathered it in his teeth, then pulled it down. I writhed in place as the last of my clothing came off, exposing me fully to the man.






“Beautiful,” he said, returning to his feet. He unbuckled the black, leather belt he wore, then looked at me with a smirk. “I’ll keep this handy,” he said, bunching it up and giving it a quick swing. Then he shuffled off his pants, revealing the big bulge in his beige boxers. If I hadn’t quite believed it before, now I had no doubt: when he lowered the boxers he revealed his massive package, which stood hard and ready, easily the biggest cock I’d ever seen. Yeah, I’d probably pen a verse or two about it before the night was done.






He lifted my thighs, his biceps bulging as his strength easily carried my weight. He then pulled my body close to his and positioned the tip of his cock against my sopping entrance.






“Think this is more than you can take?” he asked.






“Maybe,” I said, truthfully. Long and impossibly thick, I’d never had such a large member try to penetrate me. Yet, my pussy dripped eagerly, and I knew I needed him to make it fit. “Let’s find out.”






Derek grunted a laugh, then guided me onto the tip of his magnificent specimen. I gasped as it entered, and Derek held me so that I could get used to his thickness. Every time he felt I was ready he let me sink onto his rod a little further. After another moan, he knew to continue. This pattern seemed to go on and on, this cock felt like it never ended. Every time I didn’t think it could go deeper he found another inch to drive inside. My walls clenched down on his shaft as my pussy hungered to take in Derek as far as he could go.






When at last he was all the way in, he groaned blissfully and began to thrust. Like a machine shifting into gear, his motion became rhythmic and tireless. I howled blissfully as his instrument pounded me for what felt like an eternity. Euphoria sang in me from head to toe as the throb from the flogging mingled with the bliss of his cock, eliciting a sense of pleasure I’d never felt before.






I could have written off the whole thing to Derek’s superior manhood, but I knew that wasn’t it: the punishment I’d endured made the whole thing far more exhilarating, as did the bondage. Knowing I was at Derek’s mercy made the experience far more potent. From the sounds he made, the iron-like hardness of his cock and the pure strength of his body, I knew Derek could keep this up for a long, long time, and I would be his to play with until he was finished. Not only did I not mind the idea, it sent a fresh surge of arousal through me, and suddenly I was on the cusp of climaxing.






“I’m going to come,” I said.






“Not yet,” he commanded.






“Huh?” I breathed, stunned by his order. I don’t know why I announced that I was on the verge — it was something I’d always done. But nobody had ever told me not to before.






“Hold it,” he said. “Until I tell you otherwise.”






“I don’t know… if I can,” I panted, the powerful bliss rising inside me faster and faster.






“You better,” he warned. I shuddered, intimidated and excited at the same time.






Holding back the pressure immediately became my sole focus; I had no idea how long he’d want me to delay the orgasm, which would clearly be massive when it came. I tried not to think about that; instead I turned my thoughts to the burning in my muscles: my arms had hung from the cuffs for so long, and now they were screaming to be let out. Yet, even that didn’t help much, as the pain fed into my arousal and brought on a wave of ecstasy I could barely keep at bay.






Maybe it was the look of desperation in my eyes or the tormented whine in my moans, but Derek finally took pity and announced, “You can come.”






Relief flooded through me as I let it all go. I felt a rush that powered through me like a train, though that may have been Derek, who began pumping harder and faster than he had before, fueling an explosive orgasm that left me howling in ecstasy. My fluids rolled down my thighs as a powerful spasm shook me. I panted so fast I nearly hyperventilated, trying to keep up with the roar of bliss thundering through every cell in my body.






I looked into Derek’s eyes, wondering how close he was to release, but the enjoyment in his expression reminded me of somebody out for a nice jog on a brisk morning. He wasn’t there yet at all, and so he kept pounding. The wet slaps of my body against his filled the dungeon and the heat generated by our intertwined bodies caused the air conditioning to kick on. The cool rush of air seemed to breathe fresh energy into both of us, and Derek responded to it by increasing his pace even further.






The feeling of his massive cock driving into me turned into an all-out maelstrom of joy as I barely could tell apart one thrust from the next. I began to come again and again, sobbing as the unstoppable bliss overwhelmed my mind and body. Derek was starting to inhale deeply and rapidly, and I knew even he was nearing his peak.






“You think… I’m almost… finished… with you?” he panted, grinning. “Not… even… close.” And with that he groaned, his hot load spilling into my chamber.






I shrieked as one last, intense orgasm rocked into me. Derek gave me a few final thrusts, letting my tight hole milk every last drop out of his tip, and then finally he stopped. Holding my waist with one arm, he released the buckles on the cuffs that held my wrists, then caught me as my knees gave out and I fell into his grip.






The last thing I felt before passing out was something cool and soft surrounding me, and then there was nothing.






—






When I woke, every part of me felt airy and light. I’d never been screwed like that before in my life, and my pussy still throbbed pleasantly. After a minute I realized I was lying on the bed I’d seen when we first entered the dungeon. I wasn’t in cuffs, though I was still naked. Sitting next to me, wearing just his boxers, was Derek.






“Hi,” I said.






“Hey.” He set down his phone, which he’d been reading from while I was out. “How you feeling?”






“Amazing,” I said.






“How’s your ass?”






I reached down and rubbed my cheek, wincing as the soreness reached my senses. “It hurts, but in a good way.”






“I figured. Turn over, onto your front.”






I did as he said and found it did relieve the sting. He produced a tube from a nightstand next to the bed and poured a cream of some kind into this hand. He rubbed my ass cheeks with it, and soon I felt a nice soothing effect on the skin. At the same time, the front of his boxers lifted; touching me had refueled his arousal.






He put the ointment away, then opened another cabinet and pulled out two bottles of water. To my surprise, they were nice and cold. We drank them down thirstily; it was easily the most refreshing drink I’d ever enjoyed.






“Tell me, Nina: if I hadn’t approached you at the club, where would you be right now?”






Derek brushed my hair back; it was a mess, but I didn’t mind.






“Back at the hotel with the rest of the band, probably. Maybe still at the club, drinking.”






“You travel a lot to perform.”






It wasn’t a question, so I said nothing. Though I was hardly a huge star, I had enough of a following that I could travel the country with the band and get good gigs. My agent felt I could break it big with the right album and marketing.






“This is your third visit to my city this year. Only, I don’t know where you call home.”






“Cleveland,” I said.






“How appropriate,” Derek said, getting up and searching his wall of restraints for something. “How do you like it there?”






“I like it just fine, thank you,” I snapped. I didn’t want to get into it about Cleveland with a man like Derek, who lived in a penthouse and rode in a limo and wore a jeweled watch as big as a dinner plate.






Derek selected a bundle of rope from the wall and brought it back to the bed. “Sit up,” he said. “Put your arms behind your back.”






My eyes widened as he separated out several lengths of rope from the bundle; I did as instructed, aroused and intrigued. The cuffs he’d restrained me in before had been so simple, though effective, and I’d heard of people using cuffs during sex before. I’d seen the fuzzy pairs they sold at adult video stores, though they always seemed silly to me. The rope looked anything but. He didn’t mess around either: he measured out the cords with complete confidence. Clearly, he knew how to use them.






“I’m glad you travel as often as you do, Nina,” he said. “It meant I didn’t have to wait as long for a chance at tying you up.” He took my wrists and started knotting a band around them, securing them so tightly I knew I had no chance of breaking free. Immediately I felt the churning in my core and the telltale drip of my fluids.






“Why me?” I asked. “Surely you can find someone local who likes this stuff.”






Derek laughed. “Would you believe me if I told you I had another girl tied up in my bedroom?”






I giggled too, surprisingly turned on by the idea. “Probably, yeah.”






He gave my ass a smack. “Maybe next time.” He pulled my wrists to the small of my back, forcing me to bend my elbows, then began tying rope all around my torso, forming a harness around my chest and binding my wrists in place. The rope felt smooth but tight, constricting my body. When he was done I tested out the bonds and found I couldn’t get loose, of course.






Derek pulled me to the edge of the bed so my legs could hang off, then lowered his boxers. “You’re a musician, Nina, so I want you to use your mouth.”






I smiled at him, then opened my lips to accept his thick tip. I wasn’t one to give just anyone the pleasure of my mouth; only a man who I felt really earned it. Maybe I loved his music, or he’d made me laugh so hard I cramped; in Derek’s case, he’d given me a series of orgasms so blissful I never thought I’d come down from them.






So, it was me, for once, who got to surprise him, as I took his shaft deep into my mouth and throat and held it there, sucking hard as my lips sealed on his meaty rod. A rock musician’s lung capacity shouldn’t be underestimated, but Derek must have, because his eyes widened in delight as my tongue rubbed the length of him while I still sucked. When I finally let up, I inhaled furiously, then set back to work, taking him in and out until he jerked and twitched with pleasure. I moaned eagerly when he grabbed my hair and forced his cock all the way in. My mouth felt stretched so wide it hurt my jaw, but I suppressed my gag reflex and sucked happily.






“Oh shit,” he said as he climaxed. He nearly didn’t have time to pull out, but he withdrew just in time and squeezed off his seed, painting my face with the milky load. Hot spurts landed in my hair and all across my face. I held my tongue out to lick off the remainder. I panted as I tasted him, and when he was done he sat back down and pulled my head back to rest on his chest.






“You give an awesome blow job, you know that?” he said.






“Yeah, no shit.”






He grabbed one of my breasts and pinched the nipple between his fingers. I whimpered as fresh pain arced through my chest.






“Is that any way to reply to a compliment?” he asked.






“No no, I’m sorry,” I said, though I wasn’t sure if I really wanted him to stop or not. Like the spanking, I found the pain to be enjoyable once I got used to it.






“That’s better,” he said, flipping me onto my back and setting me down on the bed. From his wall of toys he selected a magic wand vibrating massager and showed it to me. “I expect you know what this is.”






“Yes.” I had one at home in my apartment, and one in my suitcase at the hotel. I’d lost one in Seattle, another in Santa Fe. I’d lost a few in Los Angeles…






“You enjoy using it?”






“Very much,” I replied.






“Good.” He picked up another length of rope and tied it around the device, then pressed it against my clit. I waited in anticipation, mentally urging him to turn it on, but instead he tied my legs together, forcing the toy to stay put. I tried to stay patient as he continued tying my knees and ankles, and soon I was fully bound. I panted hungrily as the complete bondage rocketed my arousal to new heights. The rope felt incredible around my body, and the overwhelming sense of futility as I struggled brought on a wave of bliss.






However, Derek wasn’t quite ready to activate the vibrator. He went to the wall for one more item: a pair of clips of some kind. Connected by a thin, metal chain, they dangled from his outstretched finger, giving me a good look at them. I said nothing, entranced by the devilish grin on his face. Then he held the clips open and let them close on my nipples.






I shrieked as agony lit my chest like twin bolts of lightning. Though the torment fed my arousal, the pain did not subside like it did after a spanking. The clamps were stuck on my sensitive nips and, to make the sensation worse, Derek held the chain connecting them and tugged it just enough to intensify the pain. Looking down I could see my nipples being pulled outward, lifting my breasts with them; I moaned as the pain spread like an electrical fire.






Yet, just when I was about to complain about the pain, Derek turned on the massager. Suddenly the torment was replaced, the steady motion of the machine making my clit harden. I fantasized about Derek leaving me in this dungeon of his, the vibrator locked against my sensitive flesh and my chest suffering without succor.






“Tell me what you’re feeling right now,” he said, kissing my cheek, then resting his head against mine.






I looked into his brilliant eyes. “Bliss… suffering… together.”






“What else?”






“What would happen… if you left me like this… for hours. I’d be… ohhhh… powerless… to stop you.”






I imagined it, trapped in a cycle of orgasm and recovery, but without the possibility of a proper break. I almost wanted him to do it, to see what it would be like, but instead he stood there, watching.






“That’s pretty hot, Nina. Even if I didn’t realize you were that kinky.”






“Me… neither.”






Derek kissed my forehead, then caressed my breasts. “Let’s try it for a little while. I’ll be back soon.”






I couldn’t believe he’d actually do it, but then that was how Derek seemed to operate. “You can come, by the way. Don’t hold back on my account.”






“Thanks,” I said, drawing the single syllable out across two breaths, unable to convey my sarcasm in just one.






He couldn’t have been gone for more than 20 minutes, but time was hard to tell when you were tied up and coming over and over. For all I knew, he never even left — he could have just stayed out of view behind the bed, but if he was there he didn’t say anything.






Tied past the point of any movement aside from twisting and struggling, I turned until I was resting on my side, which relieved the weight from my tied arms. I gasped as ecstasy blasted through me, my juices spilling into the sheets as one orgasm after another welled up and burst.






I was only able to maintain my balance on my side for so long, and after a while I fell, landing on my front. A moan elicited by the fresh pain in my breasts graduated into a scream as the vibrator was pushed harder against my punished clit. I turned my head so I could pant, then let loose a wail of unchecked euphoria as I writhed in place.






This seemed to go on forever, and I learned without a doubt that being left to suffer the pain and pleasure of unstoppable forced orgasms was as effective a torture one could devise. Thankfully, Derek soon returned; he flipped me over in one quick move, lifting me like I weighed nothing. He shut off the vibrator, then removed the nipple clamps. I screamed as they came off, not realizing that blood would return to the poor pinched nips and bring with it a new source of pain. Derek quickly brought his mouth to bear on one nipple, sucking on it. I wasn’t sure whether this was to sooth the pain or exacerbate it, but either way I moaned as his tongue danced across my punished skin.






“Enjoy yourself, Nina?”






“I think so,” I said. My mind was like a ball of static: just noise and light. Somebody needed to adjust the tuner and bring me back.






He took something from the wall but stashed it in the nightstand before I could see it. He picked me up by my shoulders and turned me over, laying me out over his knees. My toes curled as I felt his strong hands clasp my flesh. I’d never been manhandled like a doll before, but I loved it. Derek’s strength and my compact frame made it easy for me to feel like a toy in his possession. The idea appealed to me on a level I didn’t quite understand, something I’d have to sort out through song.






Part of me wanted to break out of the ropes and run straight to the closest recording studio. I could have composed a dozen songs on the spot, I felt so charged with energy. I knew I’d be expressing these new desires in my music, like a siren’s call to the dominant men like Derek able to understand its message.






Not that I expected I’d ever meet anyone truly like Derek.






Now laid out over Derek’s lap, my ass stuck out in the air, I whimpered as he stuck his finger between my legs and found my soaked pussy.






“Nina, I’m guessing you don’t let that many strangers take you to bed,” he said, tapping my bottom softly.






“No.”






“Why is that?” he asked. “You’re young, you’re beautiful. On the road, surrounded by opportunity. Do you just not meet any men who appeal to you, or is it something else?”






It was hard to think of an answer with his hand probing for my g-spot, but I tried to focus. “Nobody… like you,” I managed.






“Sure,” he said, loosening the knots in the ropes binding my legs. “Maybe you should tour around here more often,” he suggested. “I’d hate to think of you not being able to get what you need.”






He was right, I realized. There was no going back after this. I’d never be satisfied by some average-looking guy who wouldn’t think to spank me unless I told him to. I needed a man like Derek, a man who took control in the bedroom and took what he wanted. A man who would tie me, use me and own me. Just like the song. Derek had heard it loud and clear. I don’t know how I didn’t.






“I’ll talk to the guys. This is a fun city. They won’t mind.”






“Good,” he said, releasing my legs and setting aside the vibrator. “Now, I think we have time for one more round, don’t you?”






“Please,” I said, loving the submissive tone of my voice.






“All right, but this time you’re going to give me the one thing you haven’t yet.” He took out the toy he’d picked up and showed it to me: a long black dildo of some kind. Its glossy surface shone all the way down to its flared base. Derek reached into the nightstand and took out a bottle of lubricant and spread it out over the toy, then pushed my legs apart.






“Are you ready?” he asked, and I realized what he had in mind.






“I am.” I trusted him to know what my body wanted and could handle. I’d already surprised myself with how much pain I could endure; I had no intention of stopping now.






On instinct I clenched tightly when I felt the cool toy press against my tender bud.






“Relax,” said Derek.






I forced myself to do as he said, and let my tender bud open enough for him to slip the tip of the plug inside. I moaned as it spread the tight hole, but Derek gave me time to adjust to the intrusion. I’d had an occasional finger find its way into my rear, but never anything as thick or hard as the plug. Every time Derek worked it an inch deeper I gasped and moaned, enjoying the feeling of being filled coupled with the new soreness. Eventually it sank deep enough that the widest section of the toy found its way in, thus causing the rest of the toy to follow until stopped by the wide base. I sucked in my breath as the sudden insertion shorted my circuits for a moment.






“Perfect fit,” he said. “Like it?”






“Yes,” I panted, quivering as I clenched down on the toy. It felt so solid inside me, painful yet comfortable. I felt like I could enjoy keeping it inside for hours.






He turned me over one more time, and when he did I felt the plug shift within, eliciting new jolts as it jostled. He pulled me into the center of the bed, then got up. From the wall he chose some kind of toy, a red, rubber ball with two black straps attached to it. He held it up to my lips and said, “Open.”






I complied, then tasted the rubber as he wedged the ball between my teeth. “Lift your head,” he added, slipping the straps behind my neck and buckling them there. He pulled until the gag was tightly lodged in my mouth. “Try to spit it out.” I pressed against it with my tongue, but it wasn’t going anywhere.






Closing my eyes, I squirmed and absorbed the multitude of strange new sensations. I’d never had either my mouth or ass filled in such a way, and I grunted excitedly as I enjoyed their spell on me. They would reside in me until Derek opted to remove them, and I relished that he could have such an effect without even physically touching me.






I felt the bed shift around me, and when I opened my eyes Derek was straddling my body, raised up by his arms. “Nina, you’re everything I thought you’d be, based on your music. I look forward to your next recording with great curiosity.”






You and me both
, I thought, laughing through the gag.






“Now, sing for me.”






And then I felt it: his massive erection had found my eager orifice, slick with my own juices. I shuddered blissfully as he inserted himself, this time without the caution. Despite his incredible size, he slid in easily, my chasm eager to be used.






Sighing through the gag, I started to moan, then sob as Derek began to thrust harder and harder. I could feel his cock pressing against the plug in my rear, another new and intoxicating sensation, and just wanted to feel that feeling forever. It was like discovering a flavor so exotic and delicious you couldn’t believe you’d never tried it before. I never imagined I could find a pleasure so pure and powerful, and if not for Derek, I doubt it would have ever happened.






I thrashed in the ropes and his embrace as he hammered my greedy pussy, drool escaping my lips and trailing down my cheek. The euphoria was so intense I thought I might pass out, and I still hadn’t come. Looking in his eyes, I knew Derek wanted me to hold it at bay, so I did.
 Please
, I implored with my expression. He had to know how hard it was for me to delay the orgasm that was building.






“Mmm,” I hummed. “Mmm.”






“You want… to come?” he asked, speeding up his rhythm, blitzing my brain with ecstasy.






“Mmm!”






“Then… you may.”






Relief flushed through me as I let the orgasm break. I screamed through the gag — which did little to quiet the sound — and quaked as my juices gushed. I felt my consciousness lift through the sky, up into the clouds, someplace far away. I was in subspace, and all I could perceive was the bliss of Derek and his manipulation of my body. Somewhere back on Earth he continued to slam into me, an engine of hot sex that kept turning and never grew tired. It could have taken him an hour to come or a day; it all felt the same to me.






When he finally came, I screamed out one last time as he shot me full of his seed. I closed my legs as soon as he pulled out, locking in his warmth, as if I could take it with me. When I passed out, I felt the warm trickle as it slowly escaped and I thought,
 Damn. I’ll have to come back for more.






—






Everything but Derek and the buttplug were gone when I woke. I lay face down, and for a minute I felt like a scrambled egg. Once the grogginess cleared, I smiled as I recognized the man who had given me such an unbelievable night.






“Thank you,” I said.






“You’re welcome,” he replied, amused. “I had a great time. I’ve met some kinky, submissive women, but you’re something else.”






“Really?” I was genuinely surprised.






“Oh, I’ve only scratched the surface with you, I can tell.”






I blushed, though it seemed a bit late for that.






Late…






“What time is it?” I asked.






“Past three. You’re welcome to stay over, of course,” he offered.






“No, I have to get back. We’re hitting the road for our next stop in — fuck — two hours.”






I started to get up, but felt the plug in my ass. I reached to pull it out, but Derek grabbed my wrist.






“Don’t,” he said, letting go. He handed me my panties and jeans. “I want you to have that, as a gift, but only if you agree to take it out later.”






I looked at him for a moment, waiting to see if he might be joking, but when his face didn’t slip into a smile I knew he meant it.
 So be it.






I took my thong and slipped it on; the g-string clung to the plug’s base, holding it in. Then I took the jeans and began the difficult job of putting them on. Having an intrusion in my ass didn’t make it any easier, but after a few minutes of struggling I got them on.






“Here,” said Derek, tossing me a white t-shirt. “I hope you didn’t like that blouse too much.”






I grinned. “An ex gave it to me. Fuck it. I only wore it because it looked good.”






“I’ll buy you a much nicer replacement next time you’re in town,” Derek promised.






“Thanks, I’d like that.” Standing up I teetered on my feet for a moment, then found my balance. My legs were weak, and my ass hurt, but I loved it all.






“My driver will take you to your hotel, or wherever you’d like to go,” he said, leading me out of the dungeon and through his penthouse. I collected my purse and gave him a card with my number on it.






“I’ll call you,” I said. “When I’m back in town.”






He pulled me against him and kissed me; we held each other for a time, lips locked and tongues dancing. A man in a suit at one of my shows; I still had trouble believing everything that had happened.






We continued to kiss in the elevator down to the ground floor, in the lobby of his building and out on the street until the limo pulled up.






“Have a good night, Derek,” I said.






“See you soon, Nina,” he replied, giving my ass one last squeeze.






“You bet.”






He shut the door to the limo and I watched him as the car drove off. Sitting down with the plug still inside was uncomfortable, but I enjoyed the twinges of pain as the limo slowed down, sped up or turned a corner.






When Derek was out of sight, I took out my phone and scrolled through the messages. As I groaned at the flood of texts, it rang.






“Nina, where are you?” It was Chuck, my bassist.






“On my way to the hotel. I’ll be there soon.”






“Okay, great,” he said. “Have a nice night?”






“Yeah,” I said. “Hey, how would you feel about basing the band here instead of Cleveland?”






There was a short pause, then he said, “That might be cool.”






“Good,” I said. “That’s good.”
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Submitting to the Boss





Bound to my boss’s executive chair, gagged, staring out the window of the 80th floor at the glowing lights of the city below, alone in his office after hours, I wondered if I’d made a mistake. I thought I could help. Harrison needed something, or somebody, to break him out of his funk, and when I got the idea to be that somebody, there was no stopping me.






What can I say? I’d had a crush on him since the day I was promoted to be his personal assistant and secretary. Who wouldn’t? Tall and handsome, with a chiseled jaw and eyes so blue you could swim in them, even a slight glance from Harrison made my core ache with desire. His smile was so warm it could melt a glacier, but he looked even hotter during his dark moods. He smoldered with intense an passion that made me want to burst the buttons of my blouse. When he wasn’t in his office, he trained in the company gym, mixing it up with anybody and everybody. Thanks to that, his staff loved him and his body could have belonged to a Greek god.






Yet, ever since his divorce, he’d been melting fewer glaciers and brooding during board meetings. Why Anne left him — aside from maybe the millions and millions she received — was a mystery. It left Harrison despondent for months, and his business was suffering. Two major deals had fallen through for KnowTech, and the stock prices were in free fall. If Harrison didn’t right the ship soon, there would be hell to pay. But how?






The fact is, if he’d wanted to throw me over his desk, tear off my skirt and pound me silly, he could whenever he wanted — but Harrison had been deeply in love with Anne, and would never have cheated, nor would he have used his position to seduce or coerce an employee. I loved his gentlemanly mentality, but knew below the surface he possessed a raw, aggressive sexuality. It hadn’t been unusual for Anne to stop by unannounced, prompting Harrison to kick everyone out of his private office. Situated right outside at my desk, I heard her exhilarated screams, and the fiercely hard spankings, despite the supposedly soundproofed walls. When Anne left, maybe an hour or two later, she wobbled and lurched as her knees struggled not to buckle. I saw the marks on her wrists, the indentations left by cuffs or rope. I saw the wet spots on her clothes. Often she rubbed her hips and backside, moaning softly as she enjoyed the throb and glow. A few minutes later, my intercom would buzz, and Harrison would ask me to bring a bucket of ice to go with the bottle of top shelf whiskey kept in his desk.






I got the idea to help Harrison get his mojo back one day while taking dictation in his office. While speaking, he opened the lowest drawer of his cocobolo desk and I caught a glimpse inside. To my delight, I a collection of toys that would put a sex club’s dungeon to shame. Floggers, cuffs, gags — he had it all. I nearly got reprimanded that day — how was I supposed to concentrate on dictation after seeing that? All I could think about was Harrison taking those cuffs and slapping them around my wrists.






So maybe I really went off the deep end when I found Harrison’s office unlocked that evening. Everyone had already gone home for the weekend. I would have been on my way home too if the door hadn’t creaked open when I leaned on it for support while switching out my heels for flats. I nearly toppled over. Yeah, I should have just shut the door and left, but I didn’t. I went inside, wanting to have a look in that drawer with the toys to see what else was there.






When I opened it, I imagined being bathed in a golden aura — it was everything I’d hoped it would be. My boss, as I discovered, was seriously kinky. Handcuffs were just the beginning: he had rope and chains, zip-ties and duct tape. He had a dozen different gags, from red rubber balls to thick, black bits. His collection of dildos ranged in size and length; many had built-in vibrators. For the sake of his lovers, he owned several bottles of lube and lotion, both scented and flavored. In seconds my panties clung to my skin, sopping with my fluids. I knew then that there was no way I was leaving this office without playing around; I didn’t care how much trouble I could get into. What if Harrison chose that moment to walk in the door because he forgot something? He had a reputation for being a workaholic — he might just come back for the sake of burning the midnight oil. Naturally, that idea excited me, when I should have been terrified.






If only he would walk in
, I thought to myself. It would save me the trouble of luring him. I was determined to show him a good time — the kind he used to enjoy with his wife, only better, because it would be with
 me
. As gorgeous as Anne was, I knew Harrison had a thing for me. I’d caught him looking from time to time; he didn’t always try to hide it. When he put his hand on my shoulder while looking over my work, he could feel my trembling, and I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t noticed those bulges in his trousers. If I could get him to the office, I could give us both something we’ve wanted for a long, long time.






I opened up his laptop, which asked me for a password. I only had one guess, so I tried it.






ANNE.






The screen went dark, then showed me the desktop. I couldn’t believe it; if IT knew how sloppy Harrison had been, they’d have been appalled. Of course, the building was secure — it shouldn’t have been possible for somebody to get into his personal system. That meant if Harrison got a message on his cell phone that appeared to be coming from his office, he’d probably realize something was very, very wrong. It took me two minutes to figure out my plan. I probably hadn’t thought of all the ways it could go wrong, but it didn’t matter. Once I had an idea, there was no shaking it. And as far as I was concerned, this was a really, really good idea.






HELLO HARRISON. YOU’VE BEEN HACKED. YOU CAN SAVE YOUR COMPANY IF YOU DO AS I SAY. COME TO YOUR OFFICE NOW. ALONE. DON’T MAKE ANY CALLS. I’LL KNOW. SEE YOU SOON.






This would either work, or I’d be in a
 lot
 of trouble. But it would work, I knew it. The threat, coming from his own office, would get his adrenaline pumping, and when he saw me, and I confessed to the ruse, he would be relieved, but also a little angry. He’d want to teach me a lesson, and judging by the floggers in his desk, I could guess how.






With the trap set, I had an unknown amount of time to prepare for my boss’s arrival. He could be across town, or he could be in the elevator at that very moment. I had no way of knowing, so I had to work fast.






If I could have pulled the drawer out of Harrison’s desk so I could spill its contents on the table, I would have, but it wouldn’t come out all the way. Instead, I sifted through the contents until I found what I wanted. I took out a thick, white cloth and stuffed it into my mouth. Thankfully, it tasted clean. Once it was in, I unrolled a big piece of duct tape and smoothed it out over my face, sealing my lips and muffling the moans I made. Like Harrison, I hadn’t had anybody to see to my dirty, carnal needs in far too long, and I was already enjoying myself immensely.






With the gag finished, I unbuttoned my white blouse, revealing the black bra beneath. I’d worn a pretty nice one, a habit I’d gotten into since I started working for Harrison; I’d hoped every day that Harrison might have an opportunity to see it, and planned accordingly. With my cleavage showing, I hiked up my skirt, revealing my long legs up nearly all the way; I wanted to leave a little mystery.






Nearly ready, I grabbed the rest of the roll of duct tape and two pairs of handcuffs, then pulled Harrison’s desk chair across the room to the window. I swiveled it around so that the back would face the door when Harrison entered. I sat down on the supple cushion, then reached down to my ankles and taped them together. I tested the bond, trying to pull my feet apart, but they weren’t going anywhere.






The point of no return came and went without a second thought. I used the cuffs to secure my wrists to the armrests of the chair, and just like that I was bound and helpless. Like I said, when I have an idea, there’s no going back. I tied myself up without worrying about the worst possibilities. Once I was tied, of course, that’s when I started imagining them.






What if Harrison was busy and didn’t see his phone? I could have been there for hours and hours, totally alone.






What if Harrison wrote off the message as a prank and ignored it? I could have been trapped for the entire weekend.






What if Harrison didn’t do as I said and called the police? What if a SWAT team barged in here instead of Harrison? How would I explain myself?






Yeah, maybe I’d made a colossally bad decision. Hindsight, right?






One of the toughest parts of being in bondage by one’s self is that the passage of time became impossible to track. How much time had gone by since I sent him the message? I couldn’t tell, and my phone was back in my purse.






Shit! My purse!
 Where had I left it? Back on my desk. I sighed in relief. I suppose hiding it would have been better, but what can you do? I hadn’t considered all the details, clearly.






I estimated a half hour went by at least, but it could have been a lot less. Once my mind raced through all the disaster scenarios at least three times, I calmed down, reassuring myself that everything would be fine: Harrison would show up and appreciate what I was trying to do for him, and then we’d have some fun. What never occurred to me in all that time waiting was what could possibly be going through
 his
 mind.






When the door to his office creaked open, my heart started to beat so hard I could feel it in my head.






“Hello?”






It was him. I didn’t say anything; I couldn’t. Instead, I twisted my hips to make the chair swivel just a tiny bit, to let him know I was there.






“Who are you? What do you want?”






I moaned softly, unable to contain myself.
 It’s happening! He’s here! Just like I imagined!






Harrison must have heard me, because I heard footsteps like a crash of rhinoceros as he closed the gap between us, and then my world spun as my boss swung the chair around.






“Haley? Oh god!” He peeled back a corner of the duct tape on my mouth and then ripped off the strip. “Did you see who did this?” he asked while pulling out the saliva-soaked cloth.






“Harrison, it’s good to see you,” I said saucily. He wore a long-sleeved, black button-down shirt and a pair of khakis. Had I caught him in the midst of a night out, or did he dress nicely even outside of the office? I had no idea.






He stepped back, hearing from my tone that I wasn’t addressing a savior coming to a rescue, but a welcome guest.






If only I’d set out a bottle of wine
, I thought. It’s funny, the places the mind goes in a moment of truth.






“Haley, what’s going on?” Fear and worry vanished from his face, replaced by confusion.






That was the point where I realized, in my rash decision-making, I never thought about what I’d say if he actually showed. “I wanted to see you,” I said, figuring from now on, it might pay to be honest.






Harrison’s brows furrowed sharply. “So there’s no hacker? That was you?”






“Yes, sir.”






“Unbelievable.” He paced back and forth, shaking his head. “Do you know how many laws you broke?”






I shrugged the best I could with my hands cuffed to the chair. “Maybe you could punish me.”






“I could fire you,” he said, turning the light on in his office. Now he saw the full picture of how I’d bound myself to the chair and I saw the tent in his crotch. “This is a very serious infraction, and the consequences should be severe.” He opened that magical drawer in his desk and retrieved the keys to the handcuffs and a pair of scissors. The smile on his face was wider than any I’d seen since Anne left him. “Don’t you agree?”






Relief and hunger flooded through my body. “Yes, sir. Completely.”






He cut through the tape binding my ankles and unlocked the cuffs, freeing me. Grabbing me by the hips he lifted me out of the chair and sat down in my place. He planted his feet on the ground and pointed at his lap. “Now,” he said.






I complied right away, positioning myself over his knees, presenting my round bottom. Tingling with excitement, I bit my lip.






Then I felt it: the palm of his heavy hand smacked my ass hard. Even through my clothes it hurt, and I yelped and writhed as the pain arced through me.






“Do you know what I was doing when I got your message?” asked Harrison.






I screamed as he spanked me again, targeting the same sore spot as before. “No, sir,” I panted.






“Not a damn thing.” Another slap struck home. “Flipping around the channels, not finding anything that interested me even remotely.” Two more hits, this time alternating between my cheeks. I gasped in shock, unprepared for the sudden increase in pace. “I had hoped not to see this damn office until Monday, and having to go back… I was displeased.”






“I’m sorry, sir,” I said as more blows punished my ass.






“Sorry? Oh, Haley. We haven’t even begun.” He slipped his hands into the waistband of my navy blue skirt and pulled it down to my ankles. The cool air met my bare skin, as the thong I wore left little to the imagination. Harrison paused for a moment to appreciate the sight of my flawless bottom, then resumed peppering me with spanks, this time a series of softer, but faster slaps. Now that he made contact with my skin directly I hollered in agony, feeling the angry burn of welts rising on my skin.






“A loud one, you are, you know that?”






“Yes, sir,” I said, my breathing ragged.






“It’s a good thing we’re the only ones around. The only person who will hear you scream is me.”






I whimpered as he chuckled, then rapped my bruised flesh some more. My soft cries rose up and echoed throughout the office. Now that the lights were on, I could see my reflection in the floor-to-ceiling glass windows. Mascara streaked down my face, which glowed nearly as red as my bottom.






After one last volley, which struck the underside of my toned cheeks, leaving me wailing and thrashing in my boss’s lap, he lifted me onto my feet. With a chunk of my blouse clawed in his grip, he said, “Hands behind your back.”






Without waiting, he pushed off the ground with his feet, propelling the chair toward his desk. I hobbled along to keep up, hindered by my fallen skirt, but I didn’t fall.






“Aren’t you forgetting something?”






“Huh?”






He reached up into my panties and slid a finger into my sodden crevice. “You didn’t thank me for properly punishing you just now.”






“Oh. Yes, sir. Thank you.” It hadn’t occurred to me, though he was right to demand it. Despite the pain, I thoroughly enjoyed the thrashing. As the agony subsided, a dull soreness took its place, and I savored its sting.






“There’s only one problem.”






“What’s that, sir?”






Harrison let me up, then stuck his hand into the desk drawer. He pulled out a pair of thick, brown leather cuffs. He shot out of his seat and spun me around, then fastened the cuffs around my wrists.






“The problem is, how do I punish you, if you enjoy being in pain?”






I licked my lips and shivered as the restraints tightened. I heard a click, and discovered that my wrists were now bound together behind my back. I sighed, testing the link between the two cuffs, and found it unbreakable. I twisted around, eliciting a smile from Harrison as he watched.






“Oh, are you uncomfortable? The way you tied yourself up before, I got the impression you liked bondage.”






“I do, sir,” I said. The ache in my core grew intolerable. I wanted him to take me hard.






“Good, because I’m going to tie you up and have my way with you all night.”






My panties were now fully soaked through, and I could feel juices dripping down my thighs. “Yes, sir.”






Harrison took out from his desk a collar that matched the leather cuffs I wore. I lifted my chin so he could fasten it around my neck. I shuddered as he snapped the padlock into place. To complete his domination over me, he attached a long, black leather leash to a D-ring hanging from a flap on my collar. He pulled it downward slowly, forcing me to bend at the waist until my eyes were level with his crotch. I looked up at him, straining as hard as I could, and found Harrison returning my stare. In that pose, with him towering over me, I felt utterly intoxicated. Submitting to my boss had been a personal fantasy for a long time, and now I’d done it.






Using just one hand, he unbuckled his belt and unbuttoned his pants, which fell in a puddle around his feet. When he pulled off his tight, black underwear, he revealed a rock hard cock that was as thick and long as I’d always imagined. My mouth was inches away, and all I needed was the order.






“Do you want to suck it?” he asked.






“Yes, sir,” I replied, my attention torn between his massive member and his dominating glare. “May I please?”






“Since you ask so nicely, yes. Show me how sorry you are for your trick.”






Needing no more encouragement, I opened my mouth and took a step closer. Harrison still kept my leash held low, and tightened his grip when he felt the cord go slack. I stuck out my tongue and stroked the tip of his cock. He groaned as each quick brush sent waves of pleasure radiating out through his body. I wish I could have used my hands to cradle his balls, but since I couldn’t I took them in my mouth and sucked until they were properly wet.






Once they were, I shifted my focus back onto Harrison’s steely shaft. Now diamond-hard, I took his length inside an inch at a time, working my jaw as wide as I could. I tasted the salt of his skin, and the precum escaping. Inside the quiet office, the only sound was my gulping and his heavy breathing. His cock barely fit inside, but after adjusting to the sensation of total fullness, I was able to take all of him. I felt his hot rod deep in my throat.






Harrison placed his other hand on the back of my head, keeping me from pulling off his cock entirely, but I had no intention of doing so. I felt like a violinist performing at a recital: I’d been waiting for this moment for a long, long time, and I’d come ready. I’d practiced my technique, and trained myself to suppress my gag reflex. Despite this, I still choked a bit on such a large member, but my distressed coughs only drove Harrison wilder; he shook with bliss as he kept my head in place and thrust his body forward, driving deep into my mouth. I whimpered and moaned, enjoying the experience too, and the sounds pushed Harrison to the brink.






Suddenly I felt my head pulled backward, and his cock slipped out of my mouth. He took it in hand and stroked it a few times. I held my mouth open, gasping in shock. I blinked as Harrison waved his shaft back and forth, slapping the sides of my cheeks.






“You want to finish me off?”






“Oh yes, sir,” I begged.






“Are you going to swallow what I give you?”






“Yes, sir!” The thought of spitting never even crossed my mind. I salivated thinking about how his hot seed would taste and feel sliding down into me, like a little part of Harrison that would always be mine.






“Then do it.”






He jammed his cock back into my open mouth so quickly I gagged, but Harrison kept me from spitting him out. As soon as I recovered, I sealed my lips around his shaft, taking over for my boss in working my head up and down the length of him. My tongue danced around his hot flesh, and soon Harrison trembled and groaned. When he climaxed, his seed sprayed inside my throat in a burst, and I hungrily swallowed it down.
 Delicious.






Harrison withdrew his cock, stroking it with his hand a few times until the remainder of his load splashed my face. I blinked away the mess, feeling it on my cheeks, lips and chin.






“Thank you, sir,” I said, still gasping. My warmth throbbed, wanting to experience the same release as my boss.






“You’re welcome, slut.” He loosened the tension of my leash, allowing me to straighten up and relieve the soreness in my back. “I guess you should be rewarded for your effort. Don’t you?”






“I will abide by whatever decision you make, sir,” I replied, trying to sound dutiful.






“Haley, I wish you’d done this a lot sooner. I’d still have to punish you, but you don’t mind, do you?”






“No, sir,” I said, smiling and shaking my head. “It’s my pleasure to be punished by you.”






“Good.” Harrison swept his arm across his desk, knocking off the laptop, framed pictures of him and Anne, a desk lamp and dozens of folders and papers. I shivered uncontrollably, as a moment I’d dreamed about hundreds of times became real before my eyes. Harrison smiled as everything clattered to the floor. “Uh oh, looks like somebody broke into my office,” he said.






He stepped over the mess he made and then yanked my leash, forcing me to rest my head down on the cleared surface. He leaned in close and whispered into my ear, “You wouldn’t know anything about that, would you, Haley?”






I moaned, not knowing what to say.






“Did you see the person who did this?” He lifted my chin so I could look at him, then slapped my cheek. Though he did not hit me hard, the unexpectedness shocked me. I couldn’t help smiling; I’d never known being slapped could be so erotic, but it made me feel utterly dominated, and thus ravenous for Harrison’s monster rod.






“Yes, sir,” I said at last. “It was a madman.”






“Were you scared?” he asked. He lifted the desk with one hand, taking advantage of his deceptively potent physical strength, and slipped the end of my leash underneath. Once he set the desk back down, I was stuck.






“Yes, very scared,” I mumbled.






Harrison finished circling the desk and came up behind me. He smacked my ass, reigniting the pain from the spanking, then pulled down my panties, revealing my glistening orifice. “Speak up,” he commanded.






“Yes, sir. I thought he was out of control.”






“How horrible,” Harrison mocked. “Were you afraid he was going to hurt you?” He spanked my ass again, eliciting fresh cries from me.






“Oh yes, sir. Terrified!”






“But at the same time, you wanted him to fuck you, didn’t you?” I felt his tip sliding along my wet crevasse, preparing for entry.






“Oh, please, I did, I do.” I squirmed, hoping he’d keep his cock close enough for me to rub against it.






“You must be pretty sick, to be turned on by an out-of-control madman.” He plunged into my dripping pussy, and I moaned so loudly my throat burned.






I screamed as Harrison thrust rhythmically, driving deep into my tight pussy. I clenched down on him, overwhelmed with desire. I could feel it between us, as clear as day. It had been too long since either of us had found carnal companionship, and now it was like the breaking of dawn. Like a car that hadn’t turned its engine in years now roaring back to life. Harrison pounded me hard into the desk, filling my hot chamber and ripping euphoric screams from me.






“Don’t forget… to ask… permission,” he said.






“What?” I could barely speak, but I croaked out the word between wails.






Harrison spanked my ass again, not stopping his drive. “If you want to come, you ask me first. You understand?”






“Yes… sir.”






I wasn’t sure how I could make a point of asking to come, but if he wanted me to do it, I would. I had no idea Harrison took being dominant so seriously. I’d been bound and gagged before, but it had always been so playful. My boyfriends had been so afraid of making me uncomfortable, of hurting me accidentally. They didn’t have experience in sadomasochism — they just knew I liked it, and wanted to make me happy. As sweet as they were, their performance came up laughably short. Harrison, however, knew precisely what he was doing. Coming across as out of control was an effect for my benefit; he had nothing but control over himself, and by extension, me. I trusted him completely, and because of this, would do anything he asked.






That is, if possible. At that moment all I could do was go along for the ride as he drove into me. His cock spread me apart like no man ever had, and my cries played in time to his own blissful exhalations. My breasts rubbed against the smooth polish of his desk, which smelled faintly of lemon, and my head jerked in the spot where the photos of his wife once stood.






Your loss, bitch
, I thought, thinking about Anne. She must be crazy. What else would make somebody leave a man like Harrison? I couldn’t conceive a problem so big that Harrison couldn’t fuck it out of me.






Thinking about her momentarily snapped my mind back into the heat of the moment, and I recognized that the pressure built up within me was on the verge of breaking free.






“Please, sir, can I come?”






“Not yet.”






I whined loudly as he kept drilling. Being denied release surged my arousal so powerfully I couldn’t hold it back any further. I came, shuddering and screaming. I bucked against Harrison, who pressed his body into mine to hold me steady, and in a moment he came too, blasting his hot load into me. He didn’t slow his action until I expended all of my energy, thrashing and squealing in ecstasy. When he finally pulled out, I wept tears of joy, and my entire body felt like it was floating.






I could have held onto that sensation forever, but the real world was coming back in a hurry, and this time I had indeed made a very, very serious mistake.






—






For a time, the two of us rested on the desk, catching our breath and enjoying the afterglow. Even though I was sore in so many places, I couldn’t remember feeling that good in ages. If anything, the pain made it better: it provided a counter to the pleasure, making the experience that much more intense.






He recovered much faster than I did, and that meant I never got to recover fully before he sprang into action. Since I was still leashed to the desk, my ass out in the air, he slapped it hard. I winced, sucking in air as the pain radiated out.






“Haley, do you know what you did?” he asked, his voice calm but menacing.






“What did I… Oh. I came. I couldn’t hold it.”






“I was just too much, is that it?”






I nodded. “Yes, sir.” I flexed my fingers; the muscles in my bound arms burned. “It felt too good, I couldn’t stop it.”






He spanked my bottom several times, alternating cheeks. “Are you trying to flatter me, Haley? Do you think that will absolve you of your insubordination?”






“No, sir,” I protested. I was being honest!






“So then you agree that you need to be punished for what you did?” he asked, opening the drawer full of toys once again.






“Yes, sir.”






“Haley, you know what I believe about failure and consequences?” He took a large, phallic toy out of the drawer, as well as a bottle of lube.






“What’s that, sir?”






“A person isn’t strong because they’ve never failed. Sometimes failure is inevitable, Haley. A person’s strength lies in how one responds to the consequences: do they face them head-on, or seek to escape them?”






“Please, sir,” I said. “I want to face them head-on.”






“Good girl,” he replied, holding my chin in his hand. He kissed my forehead, then planted one on my lips. It seemed strange to think of everything we’d just done, but hadn’t yet kissed. We were both so caught up in the moment, but now he was seeing the real me, and from the way his tongue danced with mine, I got the sense he liked what he saw. He wrapped his arms around me as we kissed, pulling me into a tight embrace. The kiss electrified me, and being in his grip gave me a sensation I’d never felt, but absolutely loved: I felt owned. Possessed. I belonged to Harrison. I loved it. I craved it.






When he broke away from the kiss, he moved me back to the executive chair and set me down. I grimaced as I sat on my bruised backside, but made no complaint. Chuckling to himself, he sifted through the pile of papers and broken electronics from his desk, eventually finding what he was looking for: the key to the cuffs binding my wrists. He released the locks and removed the restraints, but ordered me to keep my hands behind my back.






He lifted my feet and set aside the heels I wore. He tossed away my skirt, but kept my panties.






“Open,” he said, looking at my lips.






Oh god.
 I did as instructed, though I hoped he was only joking. He wasn’t, of course, and he stuffed my musty, still-damp panties in my mouth.






“That’s a good look for you, Haley.”






I whined softly, repulsed by the garment tickling my tongue, but also powerfully aroused. The humiliation turned me on like a light bulb; I was already primed for another round with Harrison. This time, with my entrance exposed, he could see this for himself. “No, not yet,” he said. “You still have to suffer for your misbehavior.”






I nodded slowly. I agreed, though I didn’t want to be patient — I wanted him inside me now. Sadly, I didn’t have a say in the matter.






Harrison slipped my heels back on my feet; I didn’t quite understand, but I went along with it.






“Take off your top and bra,” he said. “Slowly.”






I did as he asked, undoing the last buttons of my blouse, then I hung it neatly over the back of his chair. I unhooked my bra and slid it off my shoulders, but held it back up, tantalizing my boss for a moment before letting it go. It seemed strange to be doing a little routine like that while my mouth was full, but when I finished, Harrison acted pleased.






“Good, stay just like that.”






While I watched, Harrison retrieved a variety of toys and other supplies from his desk. The first was the same roll of duct tape I had used earlier. He tore off a fresh strip and stuck it on my face, sealing the dirty panties inside. I moaned as his fingers caressed my cheeks, making sure the tape had affixed cleanly. He swung my head back and forth checking both sides, and laughed.






“You’re so pliable. You like being my plaything, don’t you?”






“Mmm hmm,” I hummed.






“That’s good, because you make an excellent toy. Stand up and spread your legs.”






I did as told, though Harrison had to tap my inner thighs more than once to get me to keep spreading. Standing in my heels and nothing else, I thought about what Harrison had in store next.
 Why keep my shoes on?
 I wondered. It just didn’t make any sense.






When he had everything he needed, Harrison set to work tying me up with bundles of rope. As soon as the rough cords touched my skin I felt a burst of desire infuse every cell in my body. The way my wrists felt bound tightly together in unbreakable knots, I felt like a blind person who just discovered sight for the first time.






I shivered in fear and excitement.
 This is it
, I thought.
 This is what I need.
 Forget handcuffs or tape or anything else, the feeling of rope beat out everything. The way it conformed to my body, the way it had a slight give, but would also tighten up if I tried to get free — it was sublimely intoxicating. As Harrison tied my arms, with bands above and below my elbows, forcing them together stringently, I just kept feeling higher and higher. It was better than any drug.






Using another coil, he crafted a rope harness around the front and back of my body, crossing my breasts and squeezing them together between the individual cords. I could have fainted, my arousal was so overpowering.






“Your first time with rope?” he asked.






I nodded. Even if I hadn’t been gagged, I doubted I would have had the wherewithal to speak. The ropes had blown a circuit in my brain.






Haley’s not here right now. Leave a message after the beep.






Every new rope Harrison added seemed to make the others that much tighter, all pulling on each other in an elaborate web. Every inch of it felt like a part of me, though it clutched me like an invisible hand. However, it was the last rope that really tied everything together, so to speak. With a fresh coil, he formed a band of rope around my waist; he fed the remaining length through the band, then pulled it tightly between my legs and out the back. He tightened the tie exceedingly tightly, causing the cord to sink deep between my folds, rubbing against my clit. He passed the rope back through the waistband, and tied off the remaining rope to the ties binding my wrists. Whenever I moved my arms — not that they could move very much — the motion was transferred to my crotch. It stung my chasm, and teased my clit.






“What do you think? Fun?”






I nodded. Despite the pain and challenging restraint, I swooned with delight. I shut my eyes and let my sense of touch take over everything. The ropes’ embrace called to me, and I wanted to let it hold me. Then I felt a tug on my neck, as Harrison pulled gently on my leash.






“Come on,” he said. “We’re going to my place,”






We’re what?
 I thought I’d misheard him, but then he pulled on the leash again, forcing me to follow along.






“I’m kidding,” he said. He picked up a pair of little metal clips that were connected each other by a thin, metal chain. Before I had a chance to remember where I’d seen those before, he attached each clip to my nipples. Like a pair of reverse pliers, they squeezed shut when he let go of them, clamping down on my breasts. I groaned from the pain, like an electrical storm in my chest. “Now we can go.”






Distraught but oh so excited, I kept pace with Harrison as he led me out of his office. I thought for sure that when we got to the door he would stop and reveal that he was still joking, but that didn’t happen. We stepped out into the barely lit open-space work area outside of his office, which Harrison used to promote the idea of greater transparency, even at the highest levels of the company. To my relief, the place was still empty, but Harrison was leading us to the elevator bank. Was he really going to march me through the building naked and bound? The thought sent chills down my spine, but at the same time, the rope in my crotch grew slick with fluid.






As we rode the elevator down through the building I watched the number of each floor pass by, much like I did every single day on my way to the office. Only this time, I did it to distract myself from the great pain in between my legs, and in my tortured chest. Harrison simply leaned into the corner, watching me suffer. When the elevator stopped, it bounced slightly, and the momentum jiggled my breasts, eliciting fresh pain from the clamps.






“That last step’s a tough one, isn’t it?” Harrison chuckled.






I moaned and looked to him with all the supplication I could muster, but he just shook his head and snagged my leash from the air. “Come on. It’s only a few blocks.”






A few
 blocks
?
 My eyes widened into saucers.






Harrison looked at me for a second, then grinned. “That, dear sweet Haley, was a joke. My car’s waiting. Don’t worry about the driver. I promise he’s very discreet.”






Though relieved, I realized something I could barely believe: I would have done it. I would have walked those blocks to Harrison’s place, buck-ass naked, bound with rope and gagged with my own damn panties. People would look, cars would honk — maybe we’d even get arrested for indecent exposure. I didn’t care. If Harrison had ordered me to do it, I would have.






Though I was glad he hadn’t really meant it, I loved that Harrison put the thought in my mind, or I may not have known then just how deeply I loved submitting to my boss.






As promised, a black limousine drove out to meet us, and when it stopped Harrison opened the door and helped me inside. Once we were in, the car drove off. I looked to the glass partition separating us from the driver, but it was fully opaque. Harrison sat me down on his lap and played with me through the short ride. He pulled at the chain connected to my clamps, or yanked at the ropes crossing my waist and chest. Every time he did, I squealed in pain, but I couldn’t deny how much I loved it.






In particular, I looked out at the city streets and saw passersby watch the limo, unable to see through its tinted windows.
 They have no idea what’s going on in here
, I realized. The thought made me so wet I was dripping on Harrison’s pants. If he minded, he didn’t say. Seeing their curious faces, I wondered how many times I saw a limo drive by with something similar happening within. There was no way to know, and I found that powerfully erotic.






Like at the KnowTech office, Harrison’s car let us out in a parking garage right by a waiting elevator. We got on quickly, and rode it up to Harrison’s penthouse.






I’d always wondered about the way my boss lived; I figured he lived in an opulent home decorated in expensive art and furnished with stylish modern pieces. I wasn’t far off: his place was enormous, with a modern style, but there was no decor of any kind. At first, I saw the bare white walls and wondered how he could stand to look at them; after a moment I noticed that the walls weren’t fully empty: every few feet I saw rectangular outlines, indicating something had once been hung there.






“Anne took a lot when she left,” said Harrison.






I nodded respectfully.






“You’re the first woman I’ve brought back here since then, Haley. I hadn’t even thought about redecorating until now. What do you think? If I told you what I like and gave you a budget, think you could place some bids and maybe win me some new pieces?”






I nodded again, but this time vigorously, honored by the idea.






“Great, I’ll give you a list. But not tonight.”






Harrison pulled me along further, directing me through his home and straight to his bedroom. Much like the rest of his apartment, there were light spots on the walls where framed pieces once hung. Perched on a mahogany dresser were three vases that at one time were filled with fresh flowers; now withered vines draped around the vases’ mouths, and shriveled petals formed rings on the dresser’s surface.






“I told the cleaning staff not to touch them,” he said. “I used to have them delivered twice a week. I stopped when she left, but didn’t have the heart to throw it all away. That changes Monday as well.”






Harrison sat me down on his magnificent, four-poster, king-sized bed. “I didn’t bring you here to talk about my ex, Haley, and for that I apologize. I’ve had a tremendous amount of fun with you, and I don’t intend to stop. How does that sound to you?”






He pulled off the tape covering my lips and pulled out my panties. I took a deep breath, then replied, “Wonderful, sir. And don’t be sorry for talking about her. I know that kind of pain isn’t easy.”






Harrison smiled. “No, it isn’t. And neither is this,” he said, tugging on my crotch rope. I moaned, enthralled by the tension on my clit. “Lie down and spread your legs.” Harrison got up and opened a cabinet that hung from the wall. I complied with the orders given, though lying down on my bound arms was difficult; they already hurt from being tied so tightly.






He opened the cabinet of the matching mahogany nightstand next to the bed and pulled out a magic wand massager. “You know what this is?” he said, holding it in the air so I could see.






“Yes, sir.” I laughed softly. I had the same exact model hidden in my underwear drawer back home.






“Have you ever had one used on you, instead of using it yourself?”






“No, sir.” This would be new, I realized.






“Then you’re in for a treat. Now, what are you going to remember to do this time?”






“Ask permission before I come.”






“That’s right. I don’t think you want to be punished for a repeat infraction tonight.”






I moaned fearfully, though I found myself curious as to what such punishment would be.
 Just ask him later, Haley, for the love of god,
 screamed my throbbing backside.






Harrison flicked the switch on the vibrator, and I took a deep breath, waiting for him to touch it to my drenched entrance. However, he set the toy down on the bed, out of reach. My jaw dropped in frustration, which I realized later could have earned me a serious punishment, but Harrison didn’t mind: with my mouth open, he had no trouble slipping a big, red rubber ball gag between my teeth. “Lift,” he said, holding the back of my head. I moaned as I strained to keep my head up. The taste of rubber never seemed so sexy, and as Harrison buckled the gag, I savored the chemical flavor.






“Gotta keep you quite, babe. I may be rich, but I still have neighbors. I’d prefer they not interrupt us.”






I mumbled an affirmative through the gag. It was hard to disagree.






To my relief, Harrison picked up the vibrator and planted it against my tender folds. He hadn’t removed the rope running between them, and the vibrations passed through it as much as everything else. The entire web of rope around me seemed to come alive, shaking me all over, but nowhere more potently than in my aching core.






Oh no
, I thought.
 It’s happening again.
 My self-control was pathetic; I was losing my grip, and I couldn’t even fathom having the will to ask for permission.






“Eeeez!” I screamed, discovering that the gag wouldn’t make it easier. “Umm! Eeeez!”






“You want to come already?” asked Harrison.






I writhed in place and pressed my hips against the vibrator.“Mmm…”






“Or is it that you don’t think you’ll be able to ask?






I wanted to say, “Bullseye.” I settled for, “Mmm!”






Harrison nodded. “OK, I can work with that. Good of you to tell me.” He nuzzled the vibrator harder against me, and used the fingers from his other hand to pull on my nipple clamps. I squeezed my eyes shut and exerted every ounce of control over myself. I wanted Harrison to see how I was trying.






“Don’t you worry, Haley. You’re in my hands now.”






I moaned, letting go of my worries. Part of me felt a little guilty: I had wanted to give Harrison a night of fun, but now it seemed like he was doing all the work, and taking care of me. Then again, I could see in his eyes and face that he was enjoying himself.
 He needs this
, I realized. Taking charge and dominating me had restored in him a sense of purpose he lost when Anne left. He didn’t get to be the owner and CEO of KnowTech without taking on a lot of responsibility. I’d set about to break him out of his funk, and I succeeded.






I had risen to the crescendo of bliss, and was about to explode, when suddenly the vibration stopped. The slightest twist of Harrison’s wrist was all it took to rob me of release. He held the vibrator tantalizingly close, just a few inches away, and grinned as frustration twisted my features. I looked to him pleadingly, but he just shook his head, resting his chin on his fist like Rodin’s famous sculpture.






“Not yet, babe. I think you need to feel teased and denied until you’re as angry as I was when I got your text. Then and only then will you be able to feel the relief I felt when I found out it was just a trick.”






Harrison let me squirm for a minute, wiping the trail of drool escaping from between the gag and my lips. He massaged my breasts, and leaned down to lick them, needling my nipples with the tip of his tongue. He caressed my pussy with his fingers, causing me to convulse; everything down there had become extremely sensitive, and the slight graze left me panting and aching for more.






Once he’d raised me to a full boil, he turned the vibrator back on and turned my world into a sea of bliss. I had never been brought to the edge and then pulled back before; the technique amazed me, as everything felt so much more intense. It was the difference between eating a home-cooked dinner that you could smell cooking for the past hour, versus something that came out of the microwave.






Soon enough I was again on the verge of an earth-shattering orgasm, but right before the pressure reached critical mass, Harrison removed the vibrator. I bucked against my bonds in anger, burning for the carnal ecstasy that had been stolen.






Harrison laughed and stroked my hair back. “You poor thing. Tell me, which is worse: getting spanked raw, or this?”






“-Iss,” I mumbled, though I was caught up in the moment and didn’t actually stop to think about my answer.






“You say that now. We’ll see.”






Harrison tugged at my nipple clamps a little more, eliciting yelps and sighs as fresh pain sparked through me. He took the chain and bit down on it with his teeth, freeing his hands so that he could flick the underside of my breasts with his fingers. I wailed as the pain mounted, but once he’d tormented me enough, he snatched up the vibrator and applied it to my aching pussy.






This time there would be no stopping me. I felt like a rocket ready for liftoff, my initial thrusters burning and waiting for the countdown to reach its end.






Like a hummingbird, Harrison quickly looped a length of rope around the base of the vibrator, then tied that rope around both my legs, squeezing the massager against me. The sensation blasted me nearly insensate; waves of overwhelming euphoria flooded through me. “OK, Haley. You can come, just as soon as I do… this.” He released my nipple clamps at the same time and tossed them over to the nightstand. When he did, a fresh rush of pain burned my breasts, as feeling returned to my numbed nipples. The pain drove my ecstasy to new levels, and I screamed so loudly the walls shook. At that point, the gag was really just there for aesthetic purposes.






I don’t know how long Harrison let the vibrator drive me to orgasm. I counted three before I stopped being able to tell where one orgasm ended and another began. By that point it was a single sustained state of total bliss. I was vaguely aware of Harrison removing the gag and kissing me, then of him taking a seat beside me and watching as I writhed and hollered. I felt Harrison’s hands on my breasts once more, and then I passed out.






—






When I woke up, Harrison was still there. I gasped in shock as I discovered I was still tied up, but not in the same way I was before. Instead of having my hands and arms tied behind my back, they were now fully spread apart, bound to the bed’s posts. Naturally, my ankles were bound in similar fashion, splaying my body apart and giving my boss full access. The rope through my pussy was gone, which was a relief, though I had enjoyed its presence.






“Hello?” I said. I was alone in the room, and I realized I had no idea how long I’d been out. It didn’t feel like very long, but I couldn’t be sure. The pleasant throb in my pussy told me I’d had a little time to recover from the numerous orgasms, but through the windows of the bedroom I saw it was still night.






“Hey,” said Harrison from somewhere distant. “Hang on, I’ll be there in a minute.”






Hang on.
 I tested the ropes binding me to the bed, but they didn’t give an inch. I had no choice but to wait for my boss to return. Judging by my helpless state, I had a feeling he wasn’t done with me yet. I felt the bedsheets below me grow damp.
 Hang on? No problem.






When Harrison returned, he wore nothing but a pair of blue boxers. He carried a long metal tray, which he set down on the nightstand. On the tray rested two steaming mugs of tea, as well as a bowl of chocolate covered strawberries. I laughed and looked down at my hardened nipples. My toes curled and I bit my lip. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was. Though ready for my boss to stick his meaty cock back into my sopping hole, I now smelled the chocolate, and the rumbling in my stomach made me willing to be patient.






Harrison held the mug to my lips and very carefully tipped it enough for me to sip the steaming tea. My throat had been dried out, and the drink helped immensely. Harrison held up a strawberry by its stem and held it so I could bite off the succulent flesh and sweet candy. Between my hunger and my extreme state of arousal, the taste was almost as glorious as the orgasms I’d enjoyed before. It didn’t hurt that I felt the warmth of being cared for by my dom. I realized that he must have called for the delivery of the strawberries, and it must have cost a fortune — there was no way he kept those fresh for himself. I’d never seen him eat those at work.






“Feeling good?” he asked after feeding me several of the treats. He sipped his own tea and caressed my thighs.






“Incredible, sir,” I said.






“Anything hurt?”






“Lots of things hurt. But I like it,” I confessed. “I knew I liked being tied up, but I never knew how much.”






“You’re a natural submissive,” said Harrison after finishing his tea. “You take to serving your master like you were meant for it.”






My master.
 It had a nice ring to it. I liked thinking of Harrison as my boss, but this went so much deeper. I squirmed in my bond as my arousal skyrocketed. “Yes, sir,” I panted.






He stood up and slipped off his boxers, revealing his cock; it rose and hardened as he took in the sight of me. All spread out and totally helpless, I felt like his toy, ready to be used as gently or as roughly as his mood dictated.






My boss climbed onto the bed and onto me, placing his elbows and arms down alongside my head. He leaned down and kissed me; both of our mouths tasted of chocolate, and we drank in the flavors and aromas of ourselves. His body felt cool and his hair glistened; I realized he’d showered while I rested, and his body wash smelt masculine and sporty. I pressed hard against his mouth, wanting to feel kept by Harrison, controlled by him — owned, by him. He could have kissed me until sunrise and I wouldn’t have objected. Instead, he eventually broke it off, and got onto his knees. He spread them wide to straddle my body, then crept close so that his massive cock dangled in front of my face.






“Get it wet,” he said, his gaze boring down into my eyes.






I opened my mouth, allowing him to drive his shaft home. I sealed my lips and sucked, loving how the salty taste of his member added to the sweet, chocolatey flavor still lingering in my mouth. He didn’t let me suck for very long, however, pulling out when his rod felt thoroughly slick with my saliva. He backed up until he was in position to penetrate my eager pussy, and then slipped his way inside. My chasm dripped with juices by that point, and he slid in all the way, digging deep. I moaned as the sensation of fullness lit me up like a firecracker. He started with a smooth, slow rhythm, but raised his tempo quickly, seeing that I could take whatever he wanted to dish out. As he plowed harder and harder, I howled as euphoria swept me up like a tornado and sent me reeling. Being tied up, I felt like I was on a roller coaster: along for the ride, and it was a thrill every second.






The pleasure was so overwhelming that I didn’t even notice Harrison lean back to pound me from his knees; as he transitioned from that stance, however, he reached under the bed to retrieve a short, nylon flogger. Its black lashes were thin, flat and long, allowing him to whip it quickly. I didn’t see it until he smacked my breasts, sending a mild but sudden jolt of pain through me. I opened my eyes and growled, daring him to try that again.






Glee in his eyes, Harrison proceeded to whip my breasts back and forth, increasing the intensity. He was like a machine, timing his swings to make contact between the thrusts of his cock.






I moaned as the cocktail of pleasure and pain brought me back to the edge. This time, a new instinct kicked in: “Sir, can I come?” I asked.






Harrison smiled, flashing his pearly, white teeth, and didn’t stop his motion. “Yes… you… may.”






Screaming, I thrashed against the ropes holding me. As the orgasm ripped through my body, I felt the hot burst within as Harrison climaxed at the same time. He groaned, mouth open wide in carnal ecstasy, and when he was done he turned over and landed next to me on the bed. Rather than rest on one of my arms or legs, he left his body hang off the bed, resting his head by my waist. As I regained my senses, I giggled, feeling his hair tickle my sides.






As if struck by lightning Harrison shot up, his face mirthful and excited.






“Ticklish, are you?”






Oh no.






“Yes, sir. Very.” I couldn’t lie to my boss, not anymore.






“Oh, Haley, you have no idea the door you just opened. I know what we’re doing next.”






Harrison got up and picked out something from his nightstand. My heart pounded in anticipation. I didn’t know whether to be scared or excited, but I realized the answer was both.






“OK. Tell me you recognize this?” said Harrison, holding up a black, rubber phallus. This was no ordinary dildo, as it featured a wide, flared base, and the item had a conical shape. I shook my head.






“This,” he said, “goes in your ass.”






I moaned softly, fear and hunger rising in me simultaneously. I’d been fingered in my back entrance, but never had anything that large penetrate me there. I worried about how much it would hurt, but I wanted to push my limits, to explore new forms of pain and pleasure.






“Yes, sir,” I said.






He set the plug down on the bed beside me, as well as a bottle of lube.






“Now, since this will be a new experience for you, I’m going to let you guide the pace. If it starts to hurt, you can ask for mercy. However, there will be a consequence if you do.”






“What consequence, sir?”






He grinned, then held up a large, white feather.






Oh no.






“Please, sir,” I said, terror in my voice.






“Hey, you don’t have to get tickled. That’s entirely up to you.” He winked at me, then hopped onto the bed and started squirting lube out onto the buttplug. I watched transfixed as he coated it all over, leaving not a single spot dry. Then he held the bottle over my crotch and poured, leaving my skin glistening. I groaned as Harrison used his hands to spread the lube all over, and especially in my tender bud. When he was done, he picked up the plug and the feather and held them aloft.






“Ready, Haley?”






I nodded. “Yes, sir.”






Harrison began dipping the plug into my tight back entrance. I grunted in pain as it started to spread me wide. The plug felt a lot larger than it looked, and even though my boss wasn’t pushing in very much of it, the pain stung and seared in a way I had never experienced.






“Mercy,” I said, breathing heavily.






“All right,” said Harrison. “When you can’t take this anymore, just tell me to switch, and I will.”






“Yes, sir.”






He raised the feather like an orchestra’s conductor, then with a smile brushing it against my underarm. He swept it back and forth rapidly, as if he were signing a check, and within seconds I was laughing so hard I could barely breathe. Getting tickled under most circumstances could be powerfully overwhelming, but to be tied up and totally incapable of shying away made the sensation bizarrely frightening. It added a new depth to the idea of being in bondage. So far it had only been used on me for the purposes of kinky sex; what else would Harrison do to me while I was stuck like this? The thought excited me, though I realized as long as I was tied up, my mind would be drawn to the idea of sex. It was just how I was wired.






“Switch!” I screamed, my lungs burning for air. Without a word, Harrison dropped the feather and resumed his incursion with the plug.






I immediately grunted as Harrison stuck the toy back into my tight entrance, this time pushing harder and deeper. I gasped and winced as I felt myself expanding.






“Almost there,” he said.






Sure enough, the widest part of the plug passed through, and then the rest of the toy jumped inside, digging into me quickly. The toy only stopped when its wide base prevented any further momentum. I sighed as it found purchase.






“How’s that feel?”






“Good, sir,” I answered. “It hurts, but I like it.”






“Thought you might.” He gripped the base and pulled it back, causing the wide part to massage me from the inside, and I screamed as the sensation caused me to struggle uncontrollably.






Harrison wore a smile so content, it killed me to have to say “Mercy,” but the pain in my backside was too much. Unfazed, my boss let the plug fall back into place inside me, then retrieved the feather. I squirmed and cackled from the tickling, and every movement I made now caused the plug to shift a little. I laughed and laughed, letting the strange sensation scramble my brains to the point that I nearly lost it when Harrison abruptly stopped tickling and drove his cock into my drenched pussy.






My screams changed in tone from playful to carnal, and trailed off into a lengthy moan. My boss ravished my bound body, pounding me again and again. I felt his rigid rod pressing against the rubber toy in my other hole; the intense pleasure fried my synapses and reduced me to a babbling mess. I think somewhere in my ramblings I asked him if I could come, because I heard him say “yes” between his own euphoric gasps.






When the orgasm coalesced, I howled in unadulterated bliss, enraptured by everything Harrison had done or was doing to me. I’d had great orgasms from regular sex, but that barely registered as a buzz compared to what I was getting from Harrison’s nasty, kinky play.
 You broke me, Harrison
, I thought to myself.
 You better keep me.
 I’d never be able to go back to a regular fucking and feel the same way. I’d need a man like Harrison, and I’d need to be dominated completely.






As my boss kept thrusting, demonstrating a seemingly inhuman stamina, I shot off into the stratosphere, where I orbited in subspace for what felt like hours. At some point Harrison came, his seed spraying all over my body after he pulled out. The hot, sticky mess cooled on my skin as my boss tied the vibrator back into place around me, securing it to my thighs and turning it on so I could come again and again.






After a little while, I felt something hot and hard at my lips, so I opened my mouth and sucked purely by instinct. I tasted myself on his cock, as well as faint traces of chocolate, though that could have been my imagination. Submitting in such an automatic way inspired in me an even greater depth of arousal, and quickly I was coming hard as I sucked. My shuddering transferred through to my body and mouth to Harrison’s shaft, and I heard a surprised gasp, followed by a hot load in my mouth. I swallowed all of it, enjoying the flavor of cum, myself and chocolate swirl as one on my tongue.






I wish I knew how many times I came that night, if just to be able to brag, or to have a target to shoot for in the future, but I doubt if I knew that I would believe it. I came until I passed out, lost to the most contented slumber of my life.






—






This time when I woke, I could see daylight out the window, and knew I’d been out for hours. I felt incredible: my pussy throbbed softly, like a phosphene in the eye after seeing a bright light. My ass was still powerfully sore, perhaps because the plug was still lodged in it. I started to pull on it, but then I heard my boss’s voice.






“Don’t,” he said. “Leave it.”






I frowned playfully, but moved my hand to my side.






“Good, Haley. I love the way you follow orders,” he said, handing me a hot mug of coffee.






“Thank you, sir,” I said, taking the cup. “What time is it?”






“A little past ten. We were up pretty late.”






Ten… Oh no!






I shot up out of the bed. “Sir, I have to go! I was supposed to meet my friends for brunch. They’ll kill me if I miss it; I made the reservation!”






“No problem,” he said. He tossed me a plastic bag. “I sent my driver back to the office for your things. It should all be in there.”






I looked inside and found my clothes and purse. I reached in for the thong and found that it had been laundered, amazingly.
 He thought of everything
, I mused. Of course, somebody as rich as Harrison would have to be on top of things.






As I slipped my legs into the underwear to dress, Harrison asked me where I was going for brunch. “Broadway and Spring,” I replied.






“Oh, that’s just a few blocks from here.” He grinned as I rolled my eyes. “Seriously, it is.”






I lifted up my thong and felt it against the plug in my backside. “Sir?”






He shrugged. “I didn’t tell you to wear a thong. You know what they say: make it work.”






I shook my head, both humiliated and amused, then finished dressing. “Do you want to join us?” I asked, not wanting to be rude. Part of me wanted him to decline, as my friends would not appreciate me bringing my boss to ladies’ brunch unexpectedly; at the same time, I couldn’t help wanting to show him off. He was quite a catch, after all.






“No, that’s all right. I’d like to take the day to clean this place up a bit. Throw away the rest of Anne’s shit.” He grabbed my shoulders and pulled me into a long, lingering kiss. I returned the embrace, and let his tongue dance with mine.






As much as I knew Harrison needed the night we had, I needed it to. It may have begun as a half-cooked, potentially felonious plot, but all’s well that ends well, right?






“Thank you, Haley. I feel like I’ve woken from a coma. Once I clean this place up, I’m going to draw up some terms for that FrostGen deal that’s been on the back-burner for the last few months. I’m turning this company around, and I couldn’t have done it without you.”






“It was my pleasure, sir,” I said, though I couldn’t help grimacing as the plug jostled inside me. “Can I take this out now?”






He laughed. “No, I don’t think so. You did make me think my company was hacked last night, so you’re still being punished. You’re going to have a fun, little walk of shame to brunch. I’m going to follow you, hanging back a few yards, just enough to enjoy your suffering. When you get there, I’ll keep going, and I’ll see you on Monday. You can take the plug out after brunch.”






My freshly laundered panties were already soiled; my juices dripped as Harrison explained the last of my punishment. The idea of being plugged through brunch, unbeknownst to my friends, made me hot all over again.






“Yes, sir.”






“And when you come to work on Monday, I want you to have that plug with you again, and I don’t mean in your purse.”






“Yes, sir.” I bit my lip, barely able to contain my excitement.






“Very good.” Harrison spun me around by my shoulders, then gave my ass a hard smack, sending arcs of pain through me. I gasped, then sighed in pleasure. “On your way.”






“Yes, sir,” I said.






I exited the building and didn’t look back. I heard his footsteps behind me as I walked, and knew he was there watching, but I did as instructed and kept going. The plug kept me on edge all the way there, and I wondered how I was going to sit down through an entire meal without giving away my distress.






I’d find a way. I wasn’t going to disappoint my boss.
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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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“So, tell me about this special project of yours.” said Rebecca.






“No. It’s a surprise. First, your up front payment.”






“Fine,” she said, despite being annoyed at having to wait longer for the big reveal.






“Your usual?” he asked.






“I think so,” Rebecca replied, knowing it would please him. After all, he enjoyed it as much as she did.






“Good. Let’s get started,” he said, unbuttoning his shirt. She waited until it was off, taking in the sight of his gorgeous chest. When she saw it, her crevice, which was already wet, began dripping. She’d taken enough psychology classes to recognize the effect of classical conditioning. Seeing him meant one thing for sure: the stage was set for a series of orgasms.
 If they only knew
, Rebecca thought, thinking of her friends.
 How jealous they’d be
. They were always complaining about their lovers, who were either selfish or incompetent. Harry was neither. He had his fun on nights like these, but she left each time with the afterglow of ecstasy still burning inside her.






When he was mostly undressed, she slipped off the straps of her dress and let it fall to the floor. She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Harry took her in his arms and planted his lips against hers. She shut her eyes and let herself be taken by the moment. He ran a hand through her long, brown hair, then brought it down to her breast. She traced her hand up and down his thick, powerful thighs.






“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.”
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“You have an exquisite figure,” he said, tracing along my thighs with his fingers. “You could have guys like me lining up whenever you want, and tonight, I’m going to prove it.”






“What does that mean?” I asked, not understanding.






“You’ll see. Now, I think it’s time for a warm up.”






He reached for my right wrist and pulled it behind my back. I felt something cold wrap around it, then a series of clicks.
 Did he just…?
 I thought. I started to pull my arm away, but he held it in place, then grabbed for the other wrist. He pulled it behind my back until both were touching, then he secured them, and I knew what had happened: I was handcuffed.






“What the hell?” I said, swinging my arms around, trying to shake off the cuffs.






“Relax, Vikki. It’s just some handcuffs. The really kinky stuff comes later. Now get down on your knees.”






Kinkier than handcuffs?
 I thought, incredulous but excited. I got down on the floor, intrigued to learn more. I quickly realized that despite my initial reaction, I liked the way the cuffs restricted my movement. The more I thought about it, the more sense it made: some weird part of me had liked obeying Kevin’s orders, as a part of me craved the feeling of submission. I was mentally bound by him; now, I was physically bound too. I didn’t have to understand it; I knew it felt good.
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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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