

PADDLE TRILOGY ONE

Three Sexy Spanking Stories

Rita Fury


Copyright © 2021 Rita Fury

All rights reserved.

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Rita Fury asserts the moral right to be identified as the author of this work.

Paddle Games Copyright © 2020 Rita Fury

Paddle On Copyright © 2021 Rita Fury

Paddle Plus Copyright © 2021 Rita Fury


Contents

PADDLE GAMES

PADDLE ON

PADDLE PLUS

Other Stories by Rita Fury

About the Author


PADDLE GAMES

Desire shivers through her as he touches her. But she wants more. Taking a chance, she hands him his paddle.

Suffering through a dry spell, Sandra’s libido is driving her crazy. Then she meets the gorgeous Jose, an expert ping pong player. Every snap of his paddle has her squirming with lust as she fantasizes about him using it on her.

She’d hoped Jose would offer the sensation she craves. Pleasure overwhelms her. She had no idea he’d be this good.


+++

“Sandra. Earth to Sandra.”

The sounds of the Manhattan coffee shop poured over her as Sandra’s eyes focused on Bianca, whose pretty, round face had hardened into lines of exasperation. Spoons clinking on ceramic punctuated numerous conversations and the occasional burst of laughter.

“You zoned out of me again. What’s with you?”

Sandra set down the coffee cup she’d held suspended in midair without taking a sip. “Sorry. It’s not you. Work’s been a real pain lately, and I can’t stop thinking about it.” As if to make her point, her phone chimed three times in a row, indicating another flood of emails.

“Maybe you need to go on an electronics purge for a weekend or something, get your peace of mind back.”

“Maybe.” She swiveled the cup around on the table top. Technically her job at the ad agency was nine-to-five, but in reality…

The bigger the client, the more they wanted around-the-clock attention, with the CEO of Weldone Sound the worst, often waking her at three in the morning with yet another idea. She loved her job, but the overwhelming stress was beginning to get to her, especially since she’d lost her best source of stress-relief.

“Why don’t you come with me tonight? It’s the first round of the ping pong tournament.”

Sandra groaned. Playing ping pong might be fun, but watching a tournament? Not so much.

Bianca’s face crumpled. “I don’t make fun of your interests.”

“You’re right. I’m sorry. I just… haven’t been sleeping well.” How to explain she had more problems than work? Bianca might have been her best friend, but Sandra couldn’t bring herself to complain that her recent dry spell was making her crazy. After all, it had only been six months, and Bianca’d been single even longer.

But Sandra’s sex drive had gone through the roof for the past week, right when she had no interesting prospects. Sex was usually the one thing that could take her mind off of everything else and let her relax. If something didn’t change soon, she’d consider going back on the meat-market apps, though she hadn’t had much luck there before. The guys were always either too vanilla or thought rough meant violent.

Her eyes darted over the surrounding tables as she took a sip of her bitter coffee. She liked this tiny local shop, with its brightly painted mismatched tables, not to mention its excellent espresso and even better croissants. But it tended to attract the same people day by day, and no new men sat near.

Bianca said, “Well, you can make it up to me by coming to the entire tournament this weekend.”

Sandra really had been meaner than she’d meant to be, and Bianca didn’t deserve it. “All right.”

“Great! You’ll like it, I’m sure.”

Probably not, but the smile on her friend’s face would make it worth it.

+++

The event hall was bigger than expected, with ten dark green tables spaced evenly throughout.

“I didn’t think there’d be so many tables,” Sandra said.

“It’s just for tonight’s elimination rounds. The final matches on Saturday and Sunday will be played one at a time.” Bianca pointed to the table front and center. “We only really need to focus on table one. That’s where they’ll put all the best players.”

Bleachers edged the two long sides of the room, giving them a choice of seats. Bianca led them straight to a clear space at the center, edging past a group of people at the end of the row to get to seats with a good view of the table she’d pointed out.

Sandra settled in beside her, and Bianca grinned, her brown face lighting up as she read the large screen on the end wall covered in a list of players’ names.

“Evan Grant is playing in a few rounds,” Bianca said. “I can’t believe I’ll get to watch him win!”

“You really think he’s the best?”

“Easily.”

“I wouldn’t count on it,” a deep voice said close to her ear.

“What?” Sandra spun about.

A flipping gorgeous guy with pretty eyes and nice lips accentuated by a well-trimmed goatee sat directly behind her. His skin had tanned to a medium brown, part sun, part natural color, and his dark hair glinted with highlights that looked all sun. But his most striking feature was his eyes, which were a brown so deep they were almost black.

His lips quirked up on one side. “I think it’s about high time someone else won, don’t you?”

“Me? Uh…” How to put it delicately? “I don’t really follow ping pong enough to know.”

“So you’re not a fan.”

“Nope.”

“That’s too bad.” A mischievous glint entered his eye.

Before she could ask why, the speakers blared to life. “Welcome everyone! Now playing on table one, Jose Ortega versus Caleb Brown!”

A warm gust of air blew across her ear. “Wish me luck.”

She suppressed a shiver and tried to process his words. “What?”

He chuckled, a deep sound that did delicious things to her insides. Then he stood, stepped into the aisle, and loped down to the table right in front of her in long easy strides.

After pulling a bright red paddle from a case he’d carried tucked under his arm, he brandished it overhead as the crowd cheered. He became even more gorgeous as his build became obvious. His short-sleeved shirt clung to lean muscle that rippled as he moved, and his athletic shorts were almost sinfully tight. Yum.

Bianca squealed. “Oh my god! You were talking to Jose Ortega!”

His opponent, a sun-bleached blond with a ruddy complexion, walked up, and the referee started the game. Sandra didn’t know much about the ping pong, but she liked the way Jose moved, his motions quick, his strikes definitive and sharp.

More and more matches began at tables all around the room, but she couldn’t tear her eyes from him.

Bianca leaned over. “He has a good serve and chop. He’s fairly good with his paddle overall.”

He definitely was. She imagined him raising that paddle behind her, the sting as it connected with her ass. Sandra squirmed in her seat as a shot of desire flashed through her. Ping pong had suddenly become much more interesting.

Jose won his match 11 to 5. When he waved his paddle in victory, he made sure to catch her eyes. She clenched her thighs together, and her hands grew warm from clapping.

He climbed the steps to sit behind her.

She flashed a grin over her shoulder and said, “Congratulations.”

He leaned close to say, “Thank you,” and she caught a whiff of musk and spice from his heated skin. Lust washed over her. She longed to lean back, to bury her nose in his neck and breathe in the smell of his skin.

Another set of games played out across all the tables with Bianca cheerfully babbling about her favorite players.

Sandra was trying to come up with a new conversational topic that would give her an excuse to talk to Jose when Bianca tugged on her arm excitedly. “There he is!”

The announcer called the names of the next round of players, and Evan Grant stepped up to table one. Tall, with long arms, he was cute, but seemed boyish compared to Jose.

“Yes, there he is,” Jose murmured into her ear. “Ping pong’s biggest asshole.”

Sandra mashed the back of her hand into her mouth to stifle her laugh, biting down on her knuckle. Still her shoulders shook, and Bianca shot her a bit of side-eye.

Eventually, she calmed enough to pay attention for Bianca’s sake. Her friend would want to discuss things on the train ride home, and she needed enough information to hold up her end of the conversation.

Grant won and took a bow to enthusiastic applause from his fans. Bianca turned to her, still clapping. “That was so good. No one does topspin like Evan!”

Sandra nodded, all the while thinking, topspin?

A last round of players were called, and Jose used the cover of the announcer’s voice to say, “What do you think of his topspin?”

She smothered her laugh, then turned to give him a mini-glare. “That’s my friend you’re making fun of.”

“I’m sure she’s a lovely person, but she has no idea what Grant is like in real life.”

“And you’re any better?” she asked.

“Ouch. You got me.” He placed a hand over his heart and made a pained face. “I didn’t mean to disparage your friend. I was trying to be funny to get you to like me.”

“You want me to like you?”

“I’m a lovable guy.” His smile fell away. “And trust me, once you know him, Grant makes for an easy target.”

Sandra turned forward and watched the last round, paying attention to anyone Bianca pointed out.

When the last match finished, Bianca stood clapping enthusiastically. “I wish we were invited to the after party. I’d love to meet him.”

“After party?” Sandra asked.

“I can get you in.”

They both turned.

“I’m Jose.” He grinned and extended a hand, shaking Bianca’s quickly before moving on to Sandra as they each introduced themselves. His grip was firm and very warm, the rasp of calluses scraping against her skin and raising goose bumps. What would those hands feel like touching all of her?

As if he’d read her mind, the mischievous glint lit his dark eyes again. “Now you know someone invited to the party. Want to be my plus twos?”

“Yes,” Sandra said without hesitation.

Bianca shot Sandra a look, but it only lasted a second before excitement overcame her. “Do you think we’ll get to meet Evan Grant?”

“I’ll make sure to introduce you,” Jose said.

Bianca squealed, actually squealed.

Then Sandra caught Jose’s eyes flickering over her cleavage and wanted to make an excited noise of her own.

+++

“Fancy,” Sandra said as they stepped into the large double suite at the Haverty Hotel.

A good thirty people filled the wide main room, enough to give it a party feel without the noise being unbearable. Scattered lamps lit everything just enough to see, allowing the view from the wall of glass to predominate. Sandra wove her way toward it. The one window in her tiny studio apartment looked out on a brick wall. This was amazing.

From the fiftieth floor, Manhattan spread out below her, a blaze of lights extending north and south, but stopping a few blocks ahead where FDR Drive bordered a strip of dark water with Brooklyn on the other side.

“It’s quite the view,” Jose said from right behind her.

Her heart skipped. She hadn’t realized he’d followed her.

Her body swayed backward with a mind, or a libido, of its own. His breath blew across her ear as it had at the tournament, and goose bumps tingled across her skin.

“Why don’t I get us some drinks?”

She pivoted. “I should check on Bianca.”

“She’s fine.” He pointed across the room. “I introduced her to Grant.”

Bianca stood within a semicircle of people in front of Evan Grant. He held court, talking animatedly, punctuating his statements with lots of arm movements. A rapt expression covered her friend’s face.

“Thank you.”

“Hmm?”

“For bringing us here. Tonight’s going to be the highlight of her year.”

“What about you?” He raised an eyebrow. “What would make tonight a highlight for you?”

You, she wanted to say. You and your paddle. She licked her suddenly too-dry lips.

He smirked as if reading her mind again. “What would you like to drink?”

“Surprise me.”

She kept watch as he grabbed various bottles from the self-serve bar and began pouring different amounts into a shaker. He was much too good looking to need to drug someone, and he must know she was willing, but he was a stranger. Nothing hinky happened, and he shook the mixture well with ice before pouring out two glasses.

He passed her a drink, his fingers lingering on hers, then raised his own glass. “To a memorable evening.”

She clinked her glass against his, setting the opaque, pale-blue concoction swirling, and took a sip. Tart washed across her tongue followed by a hint of sweet with a touch of bitter. “It’s good! What is this?”

“It’s my own creation. I call it a Sky High.”

She watched him over the rim of her glass as she took another sip. He had an absolutely perfect body and immaculately cut hair and clothes that fit like a second skin.

And a mischievous glint in his eye that hinted he might be up for something decidedly un-vanilla.

Heat coiled in her center.

A loud burst of laughter came from the group around Grant, who waved his paddle around in demonstration.

“Asshole couldn’t play without his custom-made paddle,” Jose said, derision filling his voice. “The surface is barely regulation. Gives the ball too much spin too easily.”

Her lips quirked. “And how’d you choose the type of paddle you use?” She pointed to the carrying case, which he wore slung over his back.

He leaned in, and she caught a whiff of spice and musk. “Lots of hours of personal experience.”

Wanted to flirt, did he? Two could play the game. Sandra placed a hand on his chest, the muscles firm and so very warm. She let her fingers skim down over the ridges of his abdominals to pause right before they got to the waist of his jeans. Forget six-packs, the man had an eight-pack!

She pulled her hand away and took another sip, but not before noting the darkening of his pupils.

He growled and edged forward.

“Jose!” A man’s voice yelled from across the room. “Jose!” It was one of the tournament officials, who waved vigorously.

With a sigh, Jose took a few steps away. Then he spun quickly to point at her. “Don’t leave before I get back.”

She gave a mock salute.

He cut through the crowd easily, people seeming to melt out of his way.

Her phone beeped with more incoming emails, and she almost opened them even though her company’s policies claimed she could take two nights a week off. No. No more work. Sandra shoved the phone away. She needed a break desperately.

And the fine figure of Jose’s ass as he walked away had been the final push she’d needed. Her libido won.

But as the minutes wore on, she wondered if he’d return. When she finished her drink, she drifted over to the bar. She should have paid more attention to exactly what he’d done. Another Sky High would be nice.

She picked up a bottle of Blue Curacao. How much would it take to get the light blue color of the cocktail he’d made? And had there been lime juice?

“Need some help?”

Grant stood behind her, tall and not-bad looking, even if a little on the pale side.

“Do you know how to make a Sky High?”

He snorted. “Never heard of it. But if you like Curacao, I can make you a blue martini. I’m good with martinis.” Possibly, too good. His words slurred, and he pawed at her upper arm, his palm sweaty.

She shrugged him off. “Sorry. I’m not looking for a substitute.” When his hand reached out again, she shoulder checked his side and pushed out of the confined space. Creep.

Bianca. Her friend was way too non-confrontational. Sandra stomped across the room to find Bianca talking to one of the other fans, with lots of words like “corkspin” and “lob” and “flip” being thrown around. It took a few seconds to snag her attention, and Bianca only half-listened as Sandra asked if she were okay. Then she hesitated. She didn’t want to hurt her friend’s feelings, so instead of telling her straight out Grant was a creeper, she extracted a promise that Bianca’d find her before leaving.

Only then did she take a look around. No Jose. Damn. She’d hoped…

“Problem?” A familiar deep voice said in her ear.

She turned her head and grinned up at him. “No one knows how to make a Sky High.”

He cocked an arm and affected a posh accent. “Then please allow me to rectify the situation, my lady.”

She laughed and wrapped a hand around his bicep, his very firm, very warm bicep.

Grant, still hovering by the bar, took one look at Jose before pouring a messy splash of gin into his glass and hurrying off.

“So, did you find him charming?”

She snorted. “Hardly.”

“Good. I don’t like sharing.”

Usually, she would have protested the possessive talk, not wanting the guy to get the wrong idea about her “controllability,” but for a fling… what the hell.

She watched carefully this time as his hands manipulated the bottles with a sure confidence of motion. Yes, Curacao and lime went into the drink, along with pineapple rum and a splash of bitters. He shook it well over ice before pouring it out into glasses.

The tart bite of it teased her tongue, and she saluted him with her glass. “I have a new favorite.”

He smirked. “Good. I like being a favorite.”

“I was referring to the drink.”

“Give me a chance, and I just might get added to the list as well.”

Cocky bastard, but gorgeous enough to get away with it, as he well knew.

She ran a finger down his chest. “I’ll have you know I have exacting standards.”

“I’d expect nothing less.” He cupped her hand in his and brought it to his lips. “Want to get out of here?”

God, yes! But Bianca… She twisted, trying to spot her friend. Still with Grant. She couldn’t leave her, not with that guy around and Bianca hero-worshiping him.

His lips teased her fingertips, sending a hot flush through her body. Regret rose within her even as she said, “I can’t.”

His eyes flicked over to Bianca before settling on Sandra. “Give me a minute.”

Jose cut through the crowd again, but instead of approaching Bianca’s group, he headed for the opposite side of the room. Where was he going?

He disappeared through a closed door only to reappear quickly before trying another. Eventually, he made his way back to her. “Come on.”

His hand tugged insistently on hers, the playful escort of earlier gone.

When he pulled her into the bathroom, she went willingly, barely registering the door slamming closed behind her as his arms pulled her close. His mouth was hot, teasing at her lips before pulling away.

She opened her eyes, about to protest, but he smirked at her and leaned in again. Man wanted to play? She was game.

Sandra nipped at his lower lip, tugging it into her mouth and sucking on it for a second. His groan made her grin, and she ran her teeth along his jaw before returning to his hot mouth. Their tongues tangled, and her hands slid under the hem of his shirt. His muscles made ridged bumps as her fingers skipped upward. Yep, the man had an eight-pack.

His hands skated down her back to cup her ass, pulling her forward onto his erection, which felt amazing pressed into her mound. She tilted her hips, grinding her clit against him, flashes of sensation radiating through her. He growled and spun them, lifting to pull her up onto the counter where she could wrap her legs around him.

His lips left hers with a pop, and he licked his way down her neck to—

Bang, bang, bang! They jerked apart as someone hammered on the bathroom door.

Jose leaned forward, but just as their lips touched, the pounding started again.

Sandra sighed. “This isn’t going to work.”

His lips gave a wry twist. “But was it a good enough audition to try again later?”

Her body thrummed with want, but she said, “We’ll see.” After all, a great kiss didn’t mean he’d be a good match for her more esoteric desires. Yet, the man certainly knew how to handle a paddle…

The woman outside doing the I’ve-got-to-pee dance glared as they slipped from the bathroom, giggling. Which only made Sandra laugh harder.

They filtered back into the party, which unfortunately showed no sign of winding down. Grant sat on one of the chairs, and his flock settled around him, rearranging the small sofas to make a ring. Bianca planted herself in the thick of it, and while Sandra was glad her normally timid friend showed a newfound determination to get what she wanted, it worked against Sandra’s desire to leave.

Jose murmured in her ear, his hot breath sending shivers through her, “Can I get you another drink?”

“Are you trying to get me drunk?”

“Not at all. I want you fully present when we’re finally together.” His lips whispered over her ear lobe. “I want you to feel every single thing I do to you.”

The shivers turned into a full-body tremble, and her heart sped. “Fortunately, I have a fairly high tolerance for alcohol. I’ll have another.” Three drinks was her limit for a special night out. It should be enough to have a nice buzz for the next hour, which would fade by the time they left. Suddenly, she wanted to be in full control of her faculties by that time as well.

He walked away in those tight shorts, his ass a thing of beauty. Her hands itched to grab him, pull him back to her, but it wasn’t that type of party. Although light music played, no one was dancing.

She watched him mix the drinks. Not out of suspicion this time, but to enjoy his sure movements, the way his hands never flubbed or faltered. He’d touched her with the same amount of surety.

Her vag clenched, hungry for those hands.

He sauntered up, carrying their drinks.

Her fingers lingered as she took hers from him, enjoying the contrast between the cold glass and the heat of his skin.

+++

An hour later, one of the tournament’s organizers began ushering people toward the door. Grant hadn’t reached the limit of his great need for adoration, but was overruled. Bianca stuck to the player’s side until the last, shaking his hand so enthusiastically, Sandra worried they’d have to pry her fingers free.

“I’ve never seen you this insistent before,” she said as the organizer all but shoved them from the room and shut the door with a definitive click.

Bianca smiled. “I know.”

Sandra wrapped an arm around her and gave her a squeeze. “It’s pretty great. Now promise me you’ll tap into at least half of that the next time you see Michael.” Bianca’s crush, going on a year, was a fellow ping pong enthusiast she hadn’t worked up the nerve to ask out.

Her friend’s eyes widened. “You’re right! He couldn’t come tonight due to work, so he’ll love to hear about all of this. I can’t wait to call him.”

“Or ask him to coffee so it’s more like a date.”

Bianca bit her lip, then nodded, expression thoughtful.

Sandra caught Jose’s eye as they waited for the elevator. He stayed with her for the ride down and the walk to the subway station, her friend chattering the entire way on all the wonderful things Grant had said.

“He’s just such a good player,” Bianca gushed. “So talented.”

And more than willing to use his fame, Sandra thought, but kept her mouth shut.

As they neared the gates to enter the station proper, Jose tugged on her arm. She slowed, and he leaned close. “If you’re staying, we’ve no need of the subway.” His fingers slid along her skin, setting it on fire, and she made her decision.

Stopping, she said, “Bianca.”

Her friend turned.

“You okay from here?”

“Sure. Why?”

Sandra widened her eyes and tilted her head toward Jose.

“Oh!” Bianca fluttered the hand holding her travel pass. “Of course. Have fun!” She disappeared through the gate.

Jose spun Sandra about. “Now I have you all to myself.” He interlinked their arms and walked them back the way they’d come. When they reached the outside of the Haverty Hotel, she shot him some side eye, but he just grinned and pulled her through the door. He hurried them across the lobby, all done up in deep blues. Once in the elevator, he chose the floor, and they were whisked upward.

The hallway was quiet, the door unfamiliar. He swiped his phone over the sensor, and the lock clicked open.

It was a room instead of a suite, but it was even higher up in than the suite holding the party. The view…

She trotted across to the wall of glass, pressing against it. The room pointed north, with the spire of Empire State Building rising in the distance. “It’s amazing.” There were so many lights.

He lifted her hair to kiss the back of her neck.

Delight rippled across her skin her, and she braced her hands against the glass to push back into him, grinding her ass against his erection. One hand cupped her jaw, turning her head so he could kiss her. The other pressed into her stomach, holding her close as she moved.

“You have a fantastic ass,” he said.

She wiggled it against him, and he stroked both hands across its sides. Pleasure washed over her.

She snaked a hand around to palm one of his butt cheeks, the muscle nice and firm. “Yours isn’t so bad either.”

He pushed forward, and her hands splayed on the slick surface as his covered hers. Jose plastered himself to her back, sandwiching her between the hard heat of him and the cool unyielding glass.

They stayed like that, undulating together, his mouth nuzzling her neck, until she thought she’d go crazy. She made a sound of want and pushed more firmly backward. “Clothes off.”

He chuckled and eased away so she could turn. “Anything you want.”

Anything? It had been over a year since she’d found anyone able to do exactly what she liked. Maybe that would change tonight.

His hands danced down the buttons on her blouse, and in seconds, she shrugged it from her shoulders so it slid to the floor. “Nice,” he hissed, hefting her breasts in his hands. Thankfully, she’d worn one of her nicer black bras.

His thumbs teased her nipples into stiff peaks, and by the time he undid the clasp and ran a tongue over her exposed skin, she was gasping. He nibbled at her nipple, and fire shot through her. She groaned, thrusting her chest forward, demanding more.

He looked up at her with those wicked dark eyes, then licked a hot path across to her other nipple. With a smirk, he bit down, and she gave a little scream, the sensation overwhelming. It had been so long, too long.

“Pretty, pretty, Sandra.” His fingers plucked and pulled at her nipples, her body rising onto tiptoe each time, straining to chase that delicious edge between pleasure and pain.

Kneeling before her, he glided his hands down her legs, peeling away her leggings. When he reached her ankles, she toed off her shoes and kicked them aside, and he pulled the leggings free. Then he sat back on his heels and looked at her in her pretty black panties.

He shot to his feet and pulled his shirt over his head in one smooth motion. She sucked in a breath. He was gorgeous, every muscle clearly defined without being too bulky. An athlete’s body.

Her hands hooked into the front of his shorts, and he jerked, his hips jutting forward. She slowly unbuttoned them, the backs of her fingers offering teasing touches to the bulging erection underneath. Growling, he stepped backward and shucked off the rest of his clothing with quick movements.

When he straightened, his cock bobbed large and proud before him, pointed right at her. God, he was huge! She wrapped a hand around it, her fingertips barely touching her thumb. Hot, so hot and hard. She licked her palm and slid it in a circle over the head while her other hand stroked his length, delighting at how his eyes closed, his mouth dropped open.

Then his eyes snapped wide, and he spun her around, pressing into her back. “I want to stay behind you.” He nipped at the sensitive skin on the nape of her neck, and she shivered.

“Yes,” she hissed, leaning her head forward to ask for more. She ground her ass back into his erection. “I like that.”

“Hmm?”

Time to offer the first hint of what she liked. “The biting.”

His teeth scrapped along her skin, and she moaned as he bit the top of her shoulder, the tiny burst of pain adding extra sensation to her pleasure.

Should she say it? Admit she craved it rough? It freaked some guys out while others took it a bit too far. Rough didn’t mean non-consensual, after all.

He bit closer to her neck, and she moaned again, thrusting back toward him. “Yes.”

Jose walked her over to the glass table placed before the window. Then he pushed her forward until her hands held her, her ass high in the air. He knelt behind her, his lips gliding up the inside of her thigh, and he nipped at her ass cheek, sending a bolt of lust through her. She moaned her approval.

Chuckling, he leaned in, his tongue laving forward for her clit. Hot and wet, he found it, and fire lashed across the sensitive bundle of nerves.

“Oh!” She collapsed onto the tabletop, her knees weakening. The glass felt deliciously cold in sharp contrast to the heat of wherever he touched.

His fingers spread her wide, and he refused to let up, licking and sucking as the pleasure coiled tighter and tighter.

She needed that little something extra. Time to risk asking for her wants. “Spank me.”

His tongue slowed, and she shoved her ass backwards. “Spank me.”

Jose’s hand left her hip. She turned to watch their reflection in the glass. He raised it high. Would he…?

Smack!

“Ah!” She bucked, the flash of pain adding a sharp spike of pleasure. His tongue fluttered over her clit, moving faster. He smacked again, then again, firm and good, and she came, her orgasm shooting through her as she screamed.

He draped his body over her back, hot and lovely, as he offered the back of her neck little kisses and nips. When she stirred, he said, “Good?”

“Good.”

“Well, then. Let’s try for great.” With that he stepped over to his jeans to return with a condom, rolling it onto his length. When he returned to her, he asked, “Doggie okay?”

“Doggie’s great.” It was her favorite in fact, giving her a chance to control the force of the thrusts, and standing only enhanced that.

He slid his cock up and down her slit, then pressed forward, his thick head stretching her entrance wide. It burned and felt so, so good. Sandra pushed backward, riding the edge of pain as he went ever deeper.

His first few strokes were gentle as he worked his way into her, but that wasn’t what she wanted, so she started rearing backward each time to take him deeper, faster. When he hit bottom, she gasped and said, “Harder.”

He sped up.

Sandra pressed back into him. “Harder!”

He pumped into her, his thighs slapping the back of hers. “Yes!” Pleasure spiraled each time he hit.

She shoved backward with her hands, holding her in position to meet each vigorous thrust even as he pushed her forward, her feet forced to take mini-steps to keep her ass high. The table creaked, sliding across the carpet until it thunked into the wall. A bust of laughter escaped her. This was glorious. “Harder!”

Jose’s hips pistoned forward, driving into her with force. “Yes,” she cried, “fuck me!”

His cock, his gloriously huge cock, filled her, stretching her walls, pounding into her over and over. Pleasure built, a tingling of sensation that radiated outward from her core. His fingers dug into her hips, and she spread her legs, wanting him even deeper.

Her vag clenched around him, but she needed more.

Sandra grabbed his paddle case and unzipped it with shaking fingers. Then she shoved the paddle back behind her, hoping he’d take it. He did. The paddle disappeared from her hand.

She watched them reflected in the window, his body moving in a blur behind hers. He raised the paddle high and—

Crack!

“Ah!” The sting felt so good, the extra burn from her ass cheek lighting all her nerve endings. “Yes! More!”

Usually, someone so close couldn’t get enough swing for a good hit, but Jose really, really knew what he was doing with his paddle. His hand rose and fell, the hard smacks falling right when he pulled away, then he’d plunge deep, then away and whack.

Pain and pleasure combined into one glorious sensation, her ass growing hot as he punished first one cheek then the next.

Close, so close. “Harder!”

He gave one final spank, the pain sharper, sending her up, up, and over. Fire flashed through her. She screamed, her orgasm shaking her entire body, her vag clamping around his thick cock.

Jose grunted, speeding up even more for a last few thrusts, then he collapsed onto her back, pushing her down onto the table.

When he finally stirred to kiss her shoulder and push up and off of her, he said, “So how was it?”

Sandra stood. She felt fantastic, muscles relaxed, body satiated. It was the best sex she’d had in years and the most relaxed she’d been in months. “Great. It was great.”

His smile lit his face, and he went to the bathroom to dispose of the condom. When he returned, he brought her a damp washcloth. “I’d like to see you again.”

“See?” She quirked her lips. “Is that a euphemism for sex?”

“Yes.” He knelt before her, running the warm cloth over her with gentle strokes that sent small aftershocks of pleasure shivering through her.

His deep-brown eyes glinted with mischief as he looked up at her. “We can try something different next time. How do you feel about being blindfolded?”

Her ass throbbed and burned, a delicious reminder of what he could offer, and she smiled.

+++

Late the next morning, Sandra’s phone woke her from a deep sleep. She stretched, her body aching in the very best of ways.

That was some flipping fantastic fucking, she thought.

The phone started ringing again, whoever called unwilling to give up. She reached across to her bedside table even though she wanted to pull her pillow over her head. Bianca. She answered.

“Sandra, oh my god. Did you and Jose hook up?”

“Yes.”

“How was it?”

“It was fantastic.”

Bianca squealed. “I have good news too. I did it. I asked Michael to watch the rest of the tournament with me, and he said yes!”

“That’s fantastic!” It seemed some of Bianca’s newfound determination had extended past last night.

“So you don’t have to come if you don’t want.”

But it wasn’t only Bianca who’d asked her to attend. Jose had as well. Her vag gave a delighted clench at the remembrance of last night.

“No, I’ll come. It turns out all those different moves with the paddle are really interesting.”


PADDLE ON

The position holds her splayed wide, ready for him. She squirms with want as he picks up his paddle.

Sandra wants a repeat of her amazingly hot night with Jose. The gorgeous man really knows how to wield a paddle. So she attends his tournament, even if not a fan of the game. Yet Jose has an after-hours surprise for her.

She never imagined a ping pong table could have such deliciously naughty uses.


+++

Sandra stood in front of her closet holding up one outfit after the other and turning to look in the full length mirror.

“No, no, no!” She threw another batch of discarded clothing onto the bed, adding to the pile already present. She’d been at it a while.

But she wanted to wear the perfect thing: an outfit that would drive Jose crazy every time he looked at her.

She pulled on a bright-red lace thong and turned to check the view. One hand traced fingers over her bare ass cheeks, and she enjoyed the lingering tingle from their play the night before.

Finally she settled on a cute blouse that she could leave as buttoned or unbuttoned as the situation called for. But the pièce de résistance was the daringly short skirt, pleated so it flared out with every move, looking as if it would fly up to expose her at any second.

She put it on and twirled, watching the hem creep higher in the mirror. Perfect.

If she had to go crazy watching him wield his paddle on nothing more interesting than ping pong balls for an entire day, she wanted him just as impatient for the evening.

When the games could really begin.

+++

“Sandra. Earth to Sandra.”

The sounds of the event hall poured over her as Sandra’s eyes focused on Bianca, whose pretty, brown face watched her with an expression of amusement. The repeated clacks of paddles hitting balls echoed in the vaulted space.

Their spot in the bleachers offered a good view of the room and the four dark green tables ping pong tables spaced evenly throughout. Only one was in use, and Jose wasn’t currently playing, so she’d let herself daydream about the night before.

“You zoned out. Again,” Bianca said, a mischievous smile tugging at the edges of her lips. “But I can guess why.” She tipped her head to the far right of the room, her mass of curls jiggling with the movement.

Jose stood there, his arms crossed with his bright-red paddle held clearly in front of one bicep. She squirmed just looking at it.

Not that the man himself could be considered hard on the eyes. Jose’s athletic build was on full display in a short-sleeved shirt that clung to his muscled torso and arms. Even better, his athletic shorts were sinfully tight, showcasing strong thighs. He was gorgeous, with striking deep brown eyes and a well-trimmed goatee perfectly framing nice lips. His medium-brown skin glowed with a healthy tan, and sun-kissed highlights added depth to his dark hair.

His eyes met hers, and he grinned, lifting the paddle in a little wave.

The paddle, which he could wield so very, very well. Her vag clenched.

She was going to go crazy before the day was through and they could be alone again. She made a show of uncrossing and re-crossing her legs, the edge of the skirt sliding higher. His eyes grew sharp, and he watched her closely, his gaze predatory and intense, only broken when a fellow player pulled his attention away.

Gotcha! she thought with a smile.

Sandra leaned close to her best friend to whisper in Bianca’s ear. “And how are things going with your guy?”

Michael sat on Bianca’s other side. He had a shy reserved air about him. Yet Sandra had to admit he was good-looking, with inky black hair and the light-olive complexion of a Mediterranean background. And a beautiful smile, when he bothered to give one, which seemed to be happening rather a lot today. As Bianca’s long-time crush, he seemed rather pleased she’d finally found the courage to ask him out. Of course it didn’t hurt that the two of them were crazy about ping pong.

“Did you see that top spin?” He turned glowing eyes on Bianca.

“Amazing, right?” Her friend almost vibrated with happiness.

She left them to their discussion and returned to pleasant daydreams. After six months of no sex, and a good year since she’d found a man who understood the rough play she craved, last night had been wonderful. She hadn’t been this relaxed in ages.

She squirmed again on the hard wood of the bleachers, her ass still a little sensitive, and let her mind fill with Jose and his paddle.

+++

Jose trounced his opponent, his body moving with ease, the muscles rippling under his tight clothes. His paddle flashed through the air, a red blur that met the ball with sharp cracks Sandra felt in her body. Heat filled her as he made one particularly decisive strike, the paddle a red blur cutting the air with a whoosh.

“Winner of the match, Jose Ortega!”

He waved the bright-red paddle overhead in victory, soaking in the cheers of the crowd. A feral satisfaction rolled off him as he loped up the stairs of the bleachers to find her.

His kiss was fierce, but short, his body radiating heat. He smelled of male and clean sweat, and she licked salt from her lips as he straightened.

Sandra longed to pull him back to her for more, but forced her hands to her sides. Everyone was watching them due to Jose’s win. She didn’t mind, but she didn’t know how much PDA the ping pong community readily accepted either.

“You were great,” she said.

He laughed, his eyes glittering with amusement. “You don’t know anything about ping pong.”

“I know you won.”

“Damn right I did.” His smile grew wide and predatory, and she squeezed her thighs together.

“Nice match, Jose,” Bianca said.

Michael leaned forward around Bianca to add, “You’ve got a great backhand.”

Sandra glanced up at Jose, letting heat fill her eyes. “You certainly do.”

He growled at her look and bent over to press another hot kiss to her mouth. “Tease,” he said.

“Not me,” she whispered. “You’re the one swinging that paddle around all over the place and giving me ideas.”

“Just wait. I’ve come up with a few ideas of my own.”

“Really? Tell me.”

“Nope.” He touched her arm with the paddle. “You’re going to have to wait and see.”

She ran a finger slowly around the paddle’s edge. “Until when?”

“The last match today ends at six, then we have an official dinner, which I’m inviting you to.” He raised an eyebrow.

She nodded. “And then?”

“And then I’m all yours.” He smirked before running back down the stairs to return to the waiting area set up on the side of the auditorium. His silhouette made a strong arc of muscle as he tipped his head back to chug a cold sports drink, and she licked her lips, suddenly parched.

Sandra pulled out her phone to check the time. It was a little past four. She had three or four more hours to go.

She groaned under her breath. The wait was going to kill her!

+++

From what Bianca and Michael said, it seemed Jose had a good chance to make it all the way to the final match on Sunday, which they expected to be against Evan Grant.

Asshole, she thought, remembering the way he’d tried to body block her into an unwanted physical closeness at the party the night before. She glanced over at Bianca, happy to see her hand on Michael’s. For a while the previous evening, she’d been worried her friend’s admiration for Grant’s playing would allow the creep to push her for something more. So it was great to see Bianca with anyone else, especially a nice guy like Michael.

Sandra’s phone vibrated once, then two more times in quick succession. Work.

Even though it was Saturday, the ad agency she worked for expected her to keep their important clients happy. And Weldone Sound was a big client with a CEO who knew it and repeatedly abused the privilege.

Yet the demand for another ad performance review that would have sent her anxiety spiking only a few days ago rolled off her. She generated the report and sent it on, humming happily under her breath.

Last night’s sex had been even better for her than she’d first realized.

Sandra searched the room for Jose, finding him about to play another game. Anticipation for the evening to come filled her, desire coiling in her belly.

So he’d come up with some ideas, had he?

He looked up at where she perched on the edge of the bleacher. She made a production of uncrossing and recrossing her legs again. As his eyes sharpened with interest, she blew him a kiss.

Bring it on, big boy, she thought. Bring it on.

+++

Jose won his second match, and Sandra stood to clap with the rest of the cheering crowd as he waved his paddle high overhead in victory.

Bianca leaned over to shout, “That’s the last game of the day. Michael and I were going to go to dinner. Are you going to be okay?”

Sandra caught Jose’s eye even though he was currently mobbed by a press of fans. He gave her a knowing smirk and curled one finger to beckon her over.

“I’m going to be fine. You two go ahead and enjoy yourselves.” She pulled her friend in for a hug, taking the opportunity to whisper into her ear, “And don’t let the date end without a kiss.”

Bianca gave a breathy giggle and looked over her shoulder at Michael. “Really?”

“A kiss at a minimum,” Sandra said before releasing her.

Then all of her attention was on Jose. The bleachers around her had cleared out quite a bit, so she made sure he was watching as she slowly leaned over to pick up her purse. She left her ass high in the air so her skirt rode up in the back. If you were behind me, you’d see everything, she thought, staring directly in his eyes.

As if suddenly telepathic, he pushed past his last few fans and bounded up the bleacher stairs with effortless athleticism. His arms crushed her to him as his mouth found hers, and even the barrage of whistles and catcalls couldn’t tear them apart for long moments.

Desire swirled through her, and she nipped at his bottom lip as he pulled away, hungry for more.

+++

Dinner turned out to be a drawn-out affair of mediocre hotel food and a lot of ping pong jargon.

Large circular tables filled the banquet room, draped in crisp white tablecloths that fell halfway to the floor. The gold chandeliers were a bit too bright, and the whole place smelled like chicken and tomato sauce. If not for Jose’s hand teasing the bare skin of her knee below the table, she didn’t think she could have stood it. As it was, those naughty fingers had her anxious to leave for a reason that had nothing to do with boredom.

The discussion around her turned to all the various way to put spin on a ball. Sandra poked her fork at the beige lump on her plate that was supposed to be chicken parmesan and lamented that her missing friend would have loved being here. But she was also glad Bianca and Michael had a more intimate dinner planned for just the two of them.

She suppressed a sigh, and as if he’d sensed her mood, Jose’s hand slipped higher, dipping under the edge of her skirt to halt only an inch from her core. He shot her a teasing smirk before turning back to talking to the player seated on his other side.

Then his fingers stroked across her clit. Even through a layer of fabric, a shot of electricity jolted through her, and she jerked. He repeated the action, then again, all the while turned away from her calmly carrying on a discussion.

Well, if that’s how he wanted to play it. Sandra spread her legs a little wider and sank into the sensations. Jose rubbed lightly over her bundle of nerves, and pleasure coiled in her belly. His fingers grew more insistent, and she grabbed her napkin, wringing it between her hands below the level of the table while she fought to keep her expression mild.

Then he pressed his fingers into her and vibrated them back and forth, and fire shot through her as she came. She swallowed her scream and locked her body rigid, but knowing all these people surrounded her and had no idea made it all the more delicious.

Jose finally pulled his hand back to her knee, turning to look at her, his smirk firmly in place. He leaned close to murmur, “I didn’t want you getting too bored.”

“That certainly got my attention,” she whispered. “But I’m still going to need something more.”

“Patience.” He tapped at the paddle bag hanging from the back of his chair.

She narrowed her eyes. He was way too calm about all this. Time to ensure his attention.

Using the drape of the tablecloth to hide her actions, her hand crept across his thigh then straight to his cock, already half hard. So he wasn’t as disinterested as he’d been pretending. She pressed her hand to his length, undulating it without moving her arm, which would give her away.

He hissed, sucking air in through clenched teeth, and grew hard, his dark eyes flashing as he stared at her.

She smiled sweetly, attempting to embody the very picture of innocence as her hand continued to move.

+++

As waiters sat the dessert course in front of them, Sandra and Jose’s eyes met over the sad-looking lumps of off-white cheesecake topped with an artificially red fruit sauce.

He leaned in, his eyes hot. “Not the dessert I have in mind.”

She nodded and dropped her napkin beside her plate.

With a quick, “If you’ll excuse us,” Jose pulled her up from the table and across the banquet room, ignoring a few calls of his name.

They burst through the door and speed walked down the hallway to pile into the Haverty Hotel elevator. Sandra expected him to hit the button for his floor, but instead he punched two.

“Where are we going?”

“You’ll see.”

The hallway he led her down stood empty, with doors few and far between. Not normal hotel rooms, then. Indeed, when Jose stopped and used a keycard to open one of the doors, the plaque said “The Peach Room.”

The door opened on a large conference room, only instead of the normal table and chairs, a ping pong table dominated the space.

“What is this?”

“The tournament set it up as a practice area for the players, but everyone else is still at dinner.”

He shut the door behind them and locked it, shoving a chair under the levered handle.

When she shot him a questioning glance, he shrugged. “I’m not the only one with a key.”

He moved over to a small side table topped with a red plastic cooler. Sliding the top open, he rummaged around, setting the ice tinkling. “Sorry I don’t have the setup to make Sky Highs.”

A spurt of disappointment filled her. She’d liked the tangy cocktail he’d made for her the evening before.

“But I did get us some of these.” He pulled out a couple of brown glass bottles of her favorite hard cider.

“How’d you know?”

“I might have asked Bianca.” He grinned and twisted the tops off before handing her one, clinking it against his.

The crisp tart cider burst across her tongue with a fizz of carbonation. She licked the sweetness from her lips, his eyes tracking the movement.

He broke away only to move around the room, turning on small table lamps before extinguishing the overhead fluorescent lights. “That’s better.”

The room was still well lit, but no longer annoyingly so.

It seemed someone wanted to see what he was doing.

Sandra gestured with her cider. “So where’s my surprise?”

Jose walked back over to stand in front of her. “I know I promised to do something with blindfolds, but that can be next time.”

Next time? He was already thinking about next time? A spurt of happiness lightened her chest.

“I thought we’d better make use of this room while we had it.”

She still had no idea what he meant.

He chugged the last of his cider and sat his bottle aside. His fingers met hers where they clasped her drink, the heat of him contrasting nicely with the cold of the glass. “You done with this?”

She took one last sip and surrendered the bottle, mouth suddenly dry.

His hands rose to delve into her hair, his fingers digging into her scalp as he pulled her close. “My lovely Sandra.” Jose’s mouth was hot on hers, nipping at her bottom lip until she opened for him. His tongue plunged inside.

She moaned, rubbing her breasts against his firm chest until her nipples hardened.

His clever fingers made fast work of the buttons on her blouse, stripping it from her body. Then he popped the clasp on her red lace bra, cupping her freed breasts in his palms and plumping them up for his eager mouth. Wet heat covered her nipple with delicious sensation, then he bit, sending a bolt of electricity straight to her clit.

He nipped his way across to he other breast, those gorgeous dark eyes watching her. His tongue flicked over her nipple, teasing it into extreme sensitivity, but he refused to bite. She growled, burying her hands in his thick hair and tugging his mouth forward. His lips curled into a smirk as he continued to play.

She shifted her feet, her body impatient for more.

And he bit down, the edge of pain doubling her pleasure.

“Yes,” she hissed, head falling back.

Jose slowly straightened, running his tongue up the side of her neck before biting on the tendon.

Her hips jerked forward, and she rubbed her mound into him.

“God, you’re so freaking hot,” he said and kissed her again, his tongue pumping in and out of her mouth as hers pressed forward to tangle with his.

His hands trailed down her back, only coming to a stop when they cupped her ass.

“This skirt has been driving me wild.” He huffed out a laugh. “I swear I spent half the day trying to catch a peek up it as you sat on the bleachers.”

Good. She’d hoped he’d like it. It was too bad she hadn’t been able to arrange a full flash for him. She’d worn a bright-red thong, wanting it to be seen.

“God, I love your ass.” His hands stroked over it reverently. “It’s so lovely and round.” He gave her a small smack. “And it turns such a pretty pink when paddled.”

Wetness soaked her underwear.

But instead of taking it off her, he stepped away.

“Young lady,” he said in a stentorian tone, wagging a finger at her. “You failed to pay proper attention to the ping pong games played today. Do you have no respect for the top-level athletes, who’ve worked for years to hone their craft?”

She pressed a hand to her mouth, trying to snuffle her laugh.

Jose mock glared and pointed at her face. “That’s what I thought. It’s time for you to see the error of your ways.”

He pulled his shirt over his head, toed off his sneakers and socks, and stripped his athletic shorts and briefs off with one quick move. Then he hopped up on the edge of the ping pong table and spread his legs, his large cock bobbing free.

“Here.” He pointed, and she stepped over between his legs. When she leaned over, her ass rose high, and she wiggled it in the air even as her tongue reached out to touch the tip of his cock, tasting the salty precum.

She braced a hand on each of his thighs and ran her lips up and down his length, breathing in his musk. As she reached the head, she sucked him into her mouth, loving the gasp he gave.

Then she went to work, bobbing her head and swirling her tongue as she sucked in as much of him as she could take. Sandra wrapped a hand around his base, stroking in time with her movements, squeezing firmly until he hissed. She moved faster and faster, speeding up as his breathing did. She hadn’t let him orgasm in the dining room and planned to make up for it now.

His excitement spurred hers, and she swayed her ass back and forth, rubbing her thighs together.

“I’m getting close,” Jose choked out.

She pulled back, using both hands on him. He groaned as she tugged on his cock until he splashed hot cum all over her breasts, the feel of it sparking her nipples to stiff peaks.

She stood, grinning hugely as she rubbed the sticky fluid into her skin, his intent eyes tracking every movement.

+++

When he recovered, Jose narrowed his eyes at her pleased expression. He slipped from the table and pointed at her, his lips twisting. “I’m not convinced you’re contrite enough. I think you need another lesson in respect for the game.”

He spun her around against the short edge of the ping pong table. With a hand splayed across her upper back, he pushed her down until she bent over, her body making a perfect ninety-degree angle. The smooth surface of the table was cold on her nipples, hardening them ever further.

“You stay there.” He flipped her skirt up onto her back and gave her a small slap.

Desire flashed through her.

He walked along the left side of the table, stretching her arm up and forward. Then he coiled her fingers into the net. “Hold onto this and don’t let go.” When he repeated his actions with her right hand, she had to strain on tiptoe to keep her grip.

“What happens if I let go?” she asked.

“Then I know you want to stop playing.”

Her fingers squeezed tight.

The position left her spread out, hovering on tiptoe, her ass held high and exposed. If she’d been any shorter, it would have been impossible. The table was hard and unforgiving below her, the edge digging into her thighs, but it only added to her excitement. She found herself panting in anticipation.

The sound of the zipper on his paddle case sounded loud in the room, and her heart sped up.

He dragged the edge of the paddle over one cheek and then the other. “Is this what you want?”

She tried to push her ass backward toward him, but didn’t have the leverage. “Yes.”

“Is it?”

“Yes!”

Smack!

“Ah!” Fire flashed through her.

His fingers ran up and down the thin strip of fabric of her thong. “You wore this for me, so I could see that glorious ass.”

She whimpered.

“Good girl.”

Smack!

He struck her other cheek, and her vag clenched with pleasure and want.

Then he went to work, lighting up her ass with one firm strike after another until she became a squirming, mewling creature of want, her orgasm building and building without that final bit of extra to push her over the edge.

Sandra strained, trying to push higher on her toes so she could grind her clit against the edge of the table, but she couldn’t reach.

Smack!

She shuddered, the line between pleasure and pain blurring, morphing into an overwhelming sensation.

Smack!

“Please,” she begged. “Please, please, please.”

His hand stroked across the burning skin of her ass cheeks, fingers slipping down along that narrow scrap of fabric. “God,” he groaned. “You’re soaking wet.”

Then he ripped it from her, the thin lace tearing. The extreme pressure against her clit as the fabric pulled tight was enough to send her up and over, her orgasm flashing outward in a dizzying spiral that left her gasping in a silent scream.

When she came back to herself, she still lay spread across the table, her fingers loosely hooked into the net’s holes. She retook her grip, not wanting the play to stop just yet.

His fingers caressed her ass cheeks, still so hot and stinging from the paddling that the light touch was all it took to have her squirming again. “So pretty and red.”

When his hands disappeared, she mewed with disappointment. Then came the rustle of plastic followed by the sharp rip of a condom packet. He stepped into view, his big cock bobbling eagerly as he rolled the thin sheath over it.

In seconds, his naked body covered hers, pressing her into the hard table, his erection nudging at her entrance.

Then he stood, and with one hard stroke, he buried himself to the hilt.

“Ah!” Sandra strained upward on tiptoes as the pleasure/pain of the abrupt entrance overwhelmed her.

“Too much?” he whispered.

She shook her head, clutching the net tightly.

Jose chuckled and pulled out, only to plunge forward again.

There was no need to spur him to thrust harder this time.

He gave her exactly what she wanted.

He pounded into her without any further hesitation. Caught behind his driving body and the hard table, she was pinned in place, spread wide as he rode her fast and hard.

Pleasure built. He didn’t pause to paddle her, but her ass was so sensitive that the slap of their skin together felt as if he spanked her with each thrust.

His fingers dug into her hips as his movements sped into a blur of sensation, his cock bottoming out over and over deep within her.

Pleasure coiled, swirling ever higher. Then he changed the angle, driving in and up so her toes left the floor with each thrust.

Ecstasy washed over her in a flash of extreme sensation as he hit her cervix. “Gah!” Her orgasm rippled outward in a dizzying rush. She almost swallowed her tongue as she fought not to scream, the world going dark around the edges.

He grunted and pumped forward, her feet leaving the floor as she hung suspended on his huge cock.

+++

Neither of them moved for long moments. Then he picked himself up from where he’d collapsed across her back.

She let her fingers uncoil and drop from the net, easing backward just enough for her feet to press flat to the floor. But she wasn’t ready to move any further, not yet.

He returned to stroke a wet wipe over her, sending aftershocks of pleasure through her as the cool cloth grazed her clit. He kissed one blazing cheek, then the next before easing her to standing.

She had to lean against the table, her legs shaky and unsteady. He used another wipe to clean her chest, the damp towel removing the last of his cum, which had solidified to itchy dryness.

When done, he looped his arms around her, pulling her close.

“So,” Jose growled in her ear, “do you have a better appreciation for ping pong yet?”

“I’m not sure,” she teased. “You might have to give me more lessons. Or we could try other things.”

“Other things?”

“You promised to blindfold me. And I own a fair number of toys.” Sandra gave a little shrug. “They would provide a wider range of options.”

She felt his lips curl against her skin. “I’m game.”


PADDLE PLUS

As he slips a blindfold over her eyes, she aches with anticipation. What toy will he use first?

Twice Jose’s shown Sandra a deliciously hot time with his paddle. But can he give her even more of what she wants? Determined to find out, she introduces him to her toy collection.

The first touch of the crop has her writhing with want. It only gets better from there.


+++

Sandra stood in front of her mirror, fresh out of the shower, and tried to decide what to wear. She turned around and looked over her shoulder, her fingers tracing over the faint pink of her ass cheeks, still stained with her enjoyment of the night before.

Normally, she wouldn’t have two spanking sessions back to back, let alone three. But these were far from normal circumstances. She had a good year of suppressed longings to make up for, and who knew how far away Jose lived when the tournament came to an end. So Sandra planned to wring every bit of delight out of the weekend. Her ass would have plenty of time to recover after she’d had her fun.

Besides, it would provide the perfect excuse to try the new standing desk at work in the days to come.

Still, she slid on a pair of deep-blue silk hipster panties, the fabric smooth and luxurious against her sensitized skin. They covered her cheeks fully with softness and were her “aftercare” underwear. She wanted to take good care of her butt so she could enjoy the evening, which might be the last she’d have with Jose. Plus they looked great, the delicate fabric clinging to her curves. The matching bra held her breasts high and tight together, ramping up her cleavage, so she chose a plunging top to show it off. Its bright blue color was eye catching and went well with the black miniskirt she chose for the day. It hugged her thighs, not offering the chance for easy peaks up it, but that was on purpose.

Jose played in the ping pong tournament’s final games today, hoping to take home the big prize. She wouldn’t fool around with trying to distract him—winning was important for him.

But after the tournament finished…

Sandra leaned forward, checking how her breasts threatened to spill out of her top. Yes, that would do nicely.

+++

Her friend Bianca fairly vibrated with excitement as she sat on the bleachers beside Sandra. The event hall was fuller than ever with more people turning out for the final, and supposedly best, games. Sandra was a bit more subdued. She didn’t care that much for ping pong per se, even after Jose’s lesson with the table the night before, and the hard wood of the bleacher was irritating on her ass.

That’s what you get for having so much fun, she thought as she caught sight of Jose standing to one side of the auditorium with the rest of the players. He raised his red paddle in a salute when he saw her watching, and the sting of her butt cheeks morphed into a thrill of excitement.

Damn, the man was fine. His lean athletic build carried just the right amount of muscle, and his tight, sporty shirt and shorts showed it off perfectly. He grinned, his short goatee outlining his lips and setting off the handsome lines of his medium-brown face. Sun-kissed highlights frosted the tips of his thick dark hair. But it was his eyes that held her attention, deep brown and gorgeous and filled as ever with a devilish glint.

Although multiple dark-green tables had covered the large wooden floor on the previous days, they’d been reduced to only one, placed directly at the center.

Looking at that table brought back the night before: her fingers tangled in the net, the firm smack of Jose’s paddle on her ass, the overwhelming pleasure of her orgasm as he’d ridden her hard.

She squirmed, her vag clenching with want.

“You’ve got that dreamy, far away look on your face again,” Bianca said.

Sandra glanced over to find her best friend grinning at her, her pretty brown face awash with glee.

“Yeah, well, you seem pretty happy yourself.” Bianca loved ping pong, but Sandra suspected her friend’s good mood had more to do with the man sitting on her other side.

Bianca’s eyes slid over to Michael then back. “Yep.”

Michael offered them a shy but beautiful smile, then turned back to reading the program detailing the day’s matches. With his Mediterranean good looks, he’d been Bianca’s long-standing object of affection who’d she’d finally asked out.

“How was your dinner last night?” Sandra whispered.

“Good.”

“Good? That’s all I get is ‘good’?”

The announcer turned on his microphone with a squeal and began introducing the first match, and Bianca kept her gaze firmly forward, refusing to meet Sandra’s eyes. “It’s starting. Got to watch.”

Sandra narrowed her eyes. Her friend was hiding something juicy, she could feel it. Then Jose’s name rang through the auditorium, and her attention jerked back toward the floor and its single table.

+++

Jose moved with the ease of a top athlete, his muscles bunching and releasing with every swift strike of his paddle. The sharp cracks sent heat whooshing through her body, sounding almost exactly like when he’d paddled her on just such a table the night before.

The game went on for a while, the opponents more evenly matched than any of the people he’d beaten on the previous two days.

Yet for Sandra, the outcome had never been in doubt.

“Winner of the match, Jose Ortega!”

The crowd erupted into loud cheers as Jose circled the table, waving his bright-red paddle overhead as he made his victory lap.

He bounded up the stairs with easy grace to come to a stop in front of her, broadcasting pride and satisfaction. He kissed her, short and sharp and hot, and she had to force herself not to pull him closer for more with the entire auditorium watching.

Still, his eyes lingered on her cleavage as he pulled away, and when she licked her lips, she tasted the salt of his clean sweat and wanted more.

She put that heat into her eyes as she said, “You were fantastic.”

He smirked. “You still know nothing about ping pong.”

“Bianca does.” Sandra elbowed her friend. “Tell him how great he was.”

Bianca nodded. “It was a really good match.”

“Excellent top spin on your returns,” Michael added.

“See?” She grinned up at him. “Excellent top spin.”

“You don’t even know what that means.”

“Sure I do. It means you’re great with your paddle.” Her fingers reached out to caress its edge.

His eyes darkened, and as he leaned over for another kiss, he whispered, “Just you wait.”

“Promises, promises.” She grinned and pressed her lips to his.

+++

In the end, the final match pitted Jose against Evan Grant, the asshole she’d had to deal with at Friday night’s party when he’d come on too strong.

Sandra found herself leaning forward, truly caring about a ping pong game for the first time in her life. She wanted Jose to win of course, but more than that, she wanted him to pound Grant’s overinflated ego into the ground.

Yet even her inexperienced gaze could tell they were evenly matched, the ball flying back and forth in protracted bouts that seemed to go on forever before anyone scored a point.

They were tied 5-5 when her phone chose to vibrate repeatedly, jarring her purse. She tried to ignore it, but it only buzzed again.

“Go on and get it,” Bianca said. “I’ll tell you if you miss anything good.”

“Thanks.” Sandra pulled her phone out, unsurprised to see a series of texts from the CEO of Weldone Sound. As one of her employer’s biggest accounts, the woman had no compunction about demanding immediate attention, Sunday or no.

Sandra gathered the advertising support information the CEO wanted, all of it taking a bit longer than otherwise because her eyes kept flicking up to watch Jose move with effortless grace and power.

She clenched her thighs together as he made a particularly vicious strike, the sound resonating in the vaulted ceiling of the room and through her.

Forcing her attention back to her work, she finished up and sent off the report.

Then she returned her full attention to Jose. “What’s the score?”

“It’s 7-8,” Bianca said. “Grant in the lead.”

Sandra grunted. Come on, Jose, she thought. I know you can do it.

And he did, eventually, though the match stayed close. In the end, Jose won, 12-10.

Sandra found herself rising to her feet as she clapped and cheered wildly along with everyone else in the room as Grant slunk out of sight.

“Winner of the match and the New York State Tournament, Jose Ortega!”

Wait. This was a local tournament? Did that mean Jose didn’t live across the country? He might, in fact, be close? His dark eyes met hers, filled with triumph and a heated promise.

“Hell, yeah,” she whispered to herself, watching as he raised his paddle high, his handsome face beaming.

+++

After a round of congratulations, they split up for dinner, Bianca and Michael going out again. Sandra went with Jose to his hotel room. “I want to get cleaned up, put on some real clothes, take you to dinner somewhere nice.”

“I can’t argue with that.”

So she found herself lounging stomach down across his bed, flipping through a few favorite websites on her phone when he emerged from the bathroom.

“Hoo mamma,” she muttered to herself. Jose’d looked good in athletic clothes, but they had nothing on him now. Black trousers, impeccably cut, made him seem taller. A deep gold button-up shirt made his skin glow with health and set off the natural highlights in his hair. He stood in the doorway, steam escaping around him, and rolled the sleeves up to show off his muscular forearms. God, she loved that.

Her appreciation must have shown on her face because he smirked and made a production of casually leaning against the doorjamb. “As good as you look on my bed, I need to eat, and I want to take you out for a proper dinner.”

“What do you feel like?”

“I’ll eat almost anything.” He shrugged. “And you’re the local. You pick.”

She hopped off the bed and walked for the hotel room door. “I know just the place.”

He snagged her arm on her way past and spun her until their chests were pressed together. His kiss was hot and insistent and had her straining toward him as want filled her belly. When they finally broke apart, she said, “I thought you wanted to get dinner?”

“I do. I just wanted a little taste of dessert.”

“You seem pretty sure there’s going to be an after.”

His fingers traced the edge of her shirt, skimming over the tops of her breasts. “God, I certainly hope so.”

Desire flashed across her skin, raising goosebumps.

Who was she kidding? Of course there’d be an after. Sandra kissed him again.

+++

Sandra picked a Thai restaurant only a few blocks from her apartment, so they rode the subway east into Brooklyn. The delicious smell of coconut and green curry wafted through the air as they entered, and Jose looked around at the jewel-toned décor appreciatively. “This is nice.”

The family who owned it poured a lot of love into the restaurant, using bright cloths in traditional fabrics to cover the tables. The walls were decorated with puppets and masks from Thailand that used a lot of rich golds and oranges.

Soon they were tucked into a booth, eating spicy shrimp and green papaya salad, delicious with the combined mix of salt and sour and heat.

Jose took a break from inhaling his appetizer to say, “Great choice.”

“I thought we deserved it after that horrible hotel food last night.”

Red curries, their sauce thick and rich with coconut milk followed, and Jose dove in with obvious gusto and a quick apology. “Sorry, I didn’t eat much lunch. Didn’t want anything weighing me down.”

She waved for him to continue, unbothered. Sandra enjoyed watching him, eating a bit more sedately. The past two nights had been wonderful, the rough sex and spankings having eased the last of her lingering tensions away. She wanted to take the time to enjoy tonight, so she lingered over her dinner, letting anticipation build.

He finally slowed down and sat back with a contented sigh. They chatted about what his win meant and how it would help him advance to the nationals.

Luckily, the Weldone CEO only sent one text querying a term Sandra’d used in her report, and she answered quickly so she could return to her meal and Jose’s bubbly company.

By the time his plate was clean, she’d had enough too and sat down her fork.

As if given a cue, their waitress came over. “Any dessert?”

Jose’s lips twitched, and Sandra pressed her hand to her mouth, trying to hold in her laugh.

He said, “No, just the check.” When the waitress left, he added, “I can’t wait to see what you have in mind for dessert.”

She grinned.

When they emerged from the restaurant, he said, “Where to?”

She wrapped a hand around his arm and started walking. “My place. It’s not far.”

After a few minutes of weaving their way through knots of people on the sidewalk, Jose pulled out his phone and looked up something, then he steered them right at the next block. His goal became clear when he halted outside of a liquor store a few doors down. “Wait here.”

He retuned minutes later with a heavy paper sack.

“What did you get?”

He opened it to let her peek inside. Bottles of Curacao, pineapple rum, bitters, and Rose’s lime juice clinked together.

“You’re going to make Sky Highs?”

“You said you liked them.”

She grinned and pulled him back to the main avenue. The closer they got, the more impatient she felt, desire coiling tighter with every touch, every look.

Her apartment was a tiny cube in one of those old brick buildings with loud radiators and a cranky window unit instead of central air. But it was hers alone, which was a luxury in the city. Although forbidden from painting the walls anything but white, she’d made up for it by hanging large, colorful art posters and draping her couch with batik-dyed fabric in a lovely pattern of blue and green.

Jose set the bag down on the one clear patch of counter space, her microwave and dish rack taking up the rest. He washed his hands and started opening cupboards.

“The shaker’s above the frig,” she said. “I’ll be back in a minute.”

After using the bathroom, she took a few moments to straighten her bedroom, hastily shoving the outfits she’d rejected that morning into her closet and shutting the door.

By the time she emerged, Jose had two Sky Highs ready. He held out a glass filled with an opaque, pale-blue liquid. With the first sip, the tart bite of lime and pineapple washed across her tongue followed by a hint of sweet with a touch of bitter. “Delicious.” She raised her drink in a toast to him.

Instead of sitting or continuing to stand in the living room, Sandra said, “Follow me,” and led Jose into her bedroom. Finishing off her drink, she sat the glass on the bedside table and walked over to the tall piece of furniture that was supposed to be used as an entertainment center. Only for her, said entertainment had nothing to do with televisions.

She swung open the two doors on top, and a little light came on inside displaying the toy collection hanging on pegs covering the back and side walls.

He sucked in a breath. “Wow. You weren’t kidding.” His hand reached out to touch her favorite riding crop.

“I love that one.” It had a nice-sized head of thick red leather, and its arm had a lot of flex, giving hits from it a springy feel that had a nice sting without raising huge welts.

He smirked over at her. “I’ll keep that in mind. Any other suggestions?”

“The flogger.” She pointed to its thick black handle topped with a bunch of foot-long black leather flails. Depending on how a person used it, it could titillate and sensitize the skin wonderfully.

“Okay, so how do you want to do this? Do you have a safe word? Is there anything you don’t like?”

“Let’s make our safe word pineapple.” She doubted she’d need to use it. “Otherwise, I like a lot of things, but I’m into all of this for the way the sensations add to my pleasure. Humiliation and extreme pain aren’t my thing.”

“Good. I’m not sure I could do those to someone I like so much,” he said.

She got it—it fit with his fun personality. He was confident and a bit cocky when it came to his ping pong abilities. Yet he didn’t have the harder edge of a major dom, which was perfect for what she wanted.

He pulled her close for a kiss while he reached out to snag the silky black blindfold from its peg. When they broke apart, he wrapped it around her head, tying it in the back.

Her heart sped. God, how she loved this, the anticipation of not knowing what he’d do next. Even the simple act of him stripping her clothes from her body became more sensual, each touch of his hot hands a delightful unknown. She sucked in a breath as his fingers traced across her chest to come to the front clasp of her bra. Once he’d popped it open, he cupped her breasts, pushing them high and together, his thumbs pressing into her nipples with enough pressure that she moaned. His teeth nipped at them, sending delicious little jolts of pain running through her.

His fingers ran down her ribs, the nails scratching lightly and making her gasp at the almost ticklish sensation. Then he slid the hipster panties from her, the brush of the silk wonderfully soft on her legs.

When he had her naked, he walked her to the bed and had her climb on so she kneeled, her hands wrapped around the top of the headboard, her ass in the air. Jose ran a finger over her hands. “You stay exactly like that.”

She nodded, licking suddenly dry lips.

He ran the silk of the panties over her butt cheeks, and she shivered. When he disappeared for a moment, she heard him rummaging in the cabinet. Anticipation curled higher. What would he choose to play with?

The flogger trailed down her back and across her butt cheeks, teasing for long moments before the first strike.

Thwack!

She sucked in a breath. Her skin was so sensitive from the past two days of paddling that the normally soft flails stung deliciously. “Oh, yes,” she breathed out.

Thwack!

She whimpered.

He hit her again and again, and the tingling sensation grew into a demanding throb. Sandra found herself pushing backwards, straining to get closer to him. “Please.”

Smack!

“Ah!” Sandra bowed forward, the sudden harder strike of the riding crop taking her by surprise. The pain of it shot straight to her clit.

Smack!

Then silk caressed her stinging ass, and a hard object pressed into her aching clit. It vibrated to life on the strongest setting, and she screamed, her orgasm sharp and intense.

The vibrator disappeared, and the flails on the flogger struck her ass again, followed by the riding crop, then the silk. He kept touching her continuously, changing toys from one moment to the next so she had no idea what was coming.

Jose teased the flails down her back, pressed the vibrator to her nipples, then—smack!—hit her butt cheek hard. Her ass burned, but each stinging strike of the riding crop had her clit throbbing with need.

More teasing, more sharp little spikes of pain. The flails sensitized her thighs as he struck them over and over before slapping the flogger lightly against her sex until she writhed, the sensation both maddening and not enough.

Smack!

The riding crop bit into her ass. She bucked, and her vag ached with emptiness. “Please, I need you in me.”

He ran the vibrator over her nipples one more time, then trailed it down her front to brush her clit for a few seconds in a tease that sent a sharp pulse of pleasure through her.

Plastic crinkled. His hand wrapped around one of hers and brought it to his hard length, letting her confirm the condom. She gave a tight squeeze that had him grunting and fisted his hard cock once, then twice more before her pulled her hand away. If the man wanted to tease, she could play that game. But he returned her hand to the headboard, pressing it firmly into place.

His body covered hers, the musk of his scent enveloping her. Jose bit into the sensitive skin of the back of her neck, sending delight flashing through her. His head nudged at her entrance, and she spread her legs wider, opening herself to invite him in.

With one smooth stroke, he plunged into her, her vag clamping tight around the hard length of him, greedy to increase the delicious pressure. Her heart skipped at the perfection of it, then beat double time. He rode her slow and deep, his body plastered against hers in the wonderful feeling of skin on skin. Sandra licked her lips, tasting the salt of her sweat.

After one last bite of her shoulder, Jose pushed upright. He began to move more quickly, his hips pistoning his large cock in and out of her.

“Harder,” she whispered, and he pounded into her, hitting a spot deep inside that sent out a burst of extra feeling, half-pain, half-pleasure, and completely perfect. The bed creaked in protest, but she called out, “Ah! Yes! Just like that!”

He gripped her hips, his fingers digging in to hold her steady as he kept up the punishing pace. He grunted with every plunge, his hips slapping into her, setting her tender ass cheeks stinging. Her hands almost slipped from the headboard, and she had to force herself to clutch more tightly, unwilling for anything to interrupt.

The blindfold blotted out any distractions, letting her focus on the feeling building within her. Sandra lost herself in the overwhelming sense of being so thoroughly taken. Desire coiled hot in her core, burning ever higher.

Then somehow, he sped up even further, his cock moving so quickly it created a solid blur of sensation that filled her. Fire flashed over her as her orgasm hit, burning along every nerve in her body. Her head arched back in a silent scream that left her gasping.

Jose groaned, and his motions grew jerky as he pounded into her once, twice, then collapsed across her back.

They didn’t move for long moments, both trying to catch their breath. She enjoyed the weight of him, pressing her into the mattress, and sighed happily. He gave the back of her neck a kiss, and pushed off of her, their skin parting with a rasping sound where their combined sweat had stuck them together. He eased out of her and moved away, and Sandra lay still, enjoying the combined aches of a joyous aftermath.

+++

Jose returned with a warm washcloth and cleaned her gently, the terry cloth scratching against her skin and sending aftershocks singing through her entire body. Then he uncoiled the blindfold before climbing onto the bed. They lay facing one another, pressed together. He smoothed a lock of hair away from her face and said, “This is nice.”

She ummed contentedly and nuzzled her nose into his neck, enjoying the smell of his skin. “Where’d you learn to do that?”

“I did a little research. This one site recommending mixing different types of sensation.” His hand caressed her stinging ass. “It sounded worth a try.”

“Well, you did beautifully.” She slung a leg over his hips, pulling him closer to her. Just because she liked rough sex didn’t mean she didn’t also like being held.

He shrugged, his shoulder muscles moving under her cheek. “I also paid attention to what you liked.”

He said it as if it meant little, but it was a rare quality. She should know: she’d been looking for a new play partner for over a year.

“We haven’t talked about it, but I live in White Plains.” His fingers traced little circles over the skin of her ass, which was now so sensitive from the past three days that even this faint touch sent delicious shivers racing through her. “It’s only a train ride away.”

Her mind spun with the possibilities. He lived so close to New York City. Was he saying what she thought he was saying?

His next words confirmed it. “I’d like to see you again.”

“And I like a guy who doesn’t play games.” She met his warm dark eyes and smiled. “Or at least not mind games.”

“So is that a yes?” His confident smirk appeared.

Jose was easily the best lover she’d had in years and knew exactly what she wanted. He’d taken to her toys with abandon and panache.

“It’s a yes.” Sandra pressed her lips to his, reveling in his hot kiss as delight bubbled through her.

Her horrible dry spell was over for good.

The End
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