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PADDLE TRILOGY ONE

Three Sexy Spanking Stories

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.

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.

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.

International readers, find the entire series here:

PADDLE SERIES

Link takes you to your local Amazon site. Trilogies located at bottom of page.


PADDLE PRIMER

Blindfolded, she’s at his mercy. He’s going to use every toy this time.

Finally getting the steamy sex she craves, Sandra wants her next adventure with the gorgeous Jose to be perfect. So when he asks her to demonstrate more of her sensation toys, she’s both tempted and concerned. Will he like it? Sandra would really hate to lose Jose… or his paddle.

The ice slides cold across her skin, raising shivers of want and need. Sensation overwhelms her as he adds the crop.


+++

Sandra pulled a tiny top and miniskirt from her closet and held them up in front of her full-length mirror. “No.” She tossed them aside with a huff of annoyance.

Jose would be there in only a half hour, and she wasn’t anywhere near ready. Even though they’d spent the previous weekend together, it had been more of a fling. Tonight somehow felt like their real first date, and she wanted it to be perfect.

It had been over a year since she’d found any kind of play partner who could provide the kind of rough sex she liked. Then a chance encounter at a ping pong tournament the previous weekend had landed her the hottest time she’d had in years.

Say what you will about the man, he knew his way around a paddle. She ran a hand over her ass cheeks, lost in a daze of remembrance. The bite of the riding crop, the sting of the flogger… lust washed over her, tightening her nipples.

And beyond the sex and spanking, Jose was funny and gorgeous and… perfect.

Sandra glanced at the pile of discarded clothes on the bed, suddenly realizing why none of them felt right: she needed a date outfit.

Besides, it wasn’t as if there was any doubt they’d end the night in bed. She grinned.

Diving into her closet one last time, she pulled out the dress that leapt to mind, checking it in the mirror. It was a lovely deep green with a sweetheart neckline and a skirt that hit mid thigh, showing just enough leg to be interesting. Perfect.

She bundled up all the rejected clothes and shoved them into the closet, then hurried to the bathroom to finish getting ready.

+++

When she opened her apartment door, Jose stood there in a dark-blue dress shirt open at the collar and with the sleeves rolled up, showing off a nice bit of his strong forearms. His dark-wash jeans hugged his athletic legs, making her long to run her hands over him.

The light from the hall caught the sun-streaked highlights of his thick dark hair, and his short goatee perfectly outlined very kissable lips. They curled as his tanned, medium-brown face broke into a pleased grin that only made him more handsome. Yet as always his eyes caught her, their warm-brown depths inviting her closer to share in whatever mischief he had planned.

“Hi.”

“My lovely Sandra.” He scooped her close, his body warm and firm and so, so good. “I like this.” He ran a teasing finger along the neckline of her dress, then up her bare neck to trace along her jaw, making her glad she’d chosen to wear her hair up.

Goose bumps broke out across her body.

She smiled. “Good. Now kiss me.” They’d texted and talked on the phone for the past week, but she needed some physical contact now if she was going to make it through dinner.

“Bossy. I like that too.”

His lips teased hers at first with nothing more than a light brush, but she growled and pulled him closer. He gave a delighted laugh and complied, his mouth hot as it opened over hers, his tongue sliding inside to play.

His hands splayed wide across her back, pulling her to him, and she moaned and rubbed her nipples against his chest.

Jose broke off the kiss with a gasp. “If we keep this up we’ll never make it to dinner.”

“So very tempting,” she said, twirling a finger in the hair at the back of his neck.

Then his stomach gurgled a complaint that had them both laughing.

She picked up her purse, tugged on his arm, and stepped out into the hallway. “Come on. Let’s go feed you so you have lots of energy for later.”

“There’s going to be a later?” He smirked.

“Not if you don’t hurry,” she teased.

He jolted forward, slamming the door behind him, and hand-in-hand, they ran down the stairs.

+++

Jose picked the food this time, choosing a Puerto Rican restaurant a quick subway ride away. “I love this place,” he said as he held the front door for her. “I try to come here whenever I’m in the city.”

Rich smells of garlic and seared meat filled the air, and her stomach made its own sound of want. The space was long and narrow, but the walls were covered in a bright, tropical wallpaper that gave it a festive air, and real ferns hung from the ceiling, their fronds long and green.

Once seated, he helped her with the menu, offering several suggestions. “You should try the mofongo. It’s almost as good as my Abuela makes.”

Sandra took his advice, planning on stealing a few bites of his roasted pork.

As they waited for the food, she asked something she’d been wondering about all week: “So, why ping pong?”

He gave a little snort of amusement. “Would you believe it started because I wanted to beat my brother at something? Manuel is four years older than me, so growing up he was always bigger, always smarter, and I just wanted to be the best at something.”

His lips quirked up on one side. “Mami found a ping pong table at a yard sale around the time I entered middle school, and Papi set it up in the basement. We played a lot, and at first it went like everything else. Manuel always won. But I joined a club at school and spent extra time playing. His longer arms were good for more reach, but they couldn’t make up for skill. Eventually, I started winning some of our matches, and by then I was hooked.” He took a sip of his coconut soda. “I ended up playing all through high school and college, and here I am.”

“You being competitive. I never would have guessed,” she teased.

He spread his hands wide and waggled his eyebrows. “What can I say? I like to rise to the challenge.”

She mock groaned at the pun.

“How about you?” he asked. “I’m curious about your tattoo. It’s fairly large.”

“Ah, well.” She smiled. “My first boyfriend in college studied graphic design. He wanted to moonlight as a tattoo artist to pay the bills. He got a job at one place, but didn’t like it and needed some samples of his work to get hired at a better shop. He doodled all the time, making these intricate designs inspired by Celtic knotwork and French trompe l’oeil. I fell in love with one of them and agreed he could give it to me.”

Sandra squirmed a bit in her seat, and a devilish glint filled his eyes. “Why do I get the feeling there’s more to the story?”

Ah, hell. Might as well admit it, she thought.

She leaned forward and lowered her voice, and he edged closer. “Being tattooed is when I discovered that a little pain added to my pleasure.” She still remembered it to this day. The way the sting of the needle on her skin had her wet within seconds. They way she’d only let Hunter get part of the design done before she’d rip his clothes off and ride him until she came. It had taken a week to do a tattoo that should have taken hours.

Heat flushed through her body at the memory.

Jose lifted his glass in a salute and said, “I’m glad you did, otherwise I might not be sitting here. I’m fairly certain you only wanted me for my paddle at first.”

“Oh, I don’t know.” She let her eyes rove over his muscled chest, tracing the way his shoulders narrowed to his trim waist. “There’s a bit more to like.”

“If you keep looking at me like that, there’s going to be even more.” His eyes flickered to his crotch.

“Oh, woe is me. Whatever will I do?” She flung her head back, resting the back of her wrist on her forehead.

His laughter rolled over her, rich and warm.

God, she loved how playful he was!

When the food arrived, they both dug in. The green plantain of her dish had a tang that was nicely offset by the garlic and the meatiness of the chicken. It was delicious.

She looked up to find Jose watching her, his happy expression making it clear he enjoyed her enjoyment.

Sandra smiled. He was delicious too.

+++

Since he’d left all the ingredients at her place the week before, Jose whipped up a couple of his Sky High cocktails once they got back. The slightly sweet pineapple and lime with a touch of bitters perfectly complimented the food they’d just had, and she toasted him with her glass after the first sip.

“I know I had flan,” he said, running a hand down her arm. “But I was hoping for more dessert.”

Her body shivered with awareness. “Got a sweet tooth, do you?”

His voice dropped to a husky whisper as he stepped close. “Where you’re concerned, I’m a regular sugar junkie.”

She tossed back the last of her drink, and he followed suit. Then she pulled him into her bedroom and across to the entertainment center.

When she opened the top cabinet doors wide, the light came on, clearly showing off her collection of toys. Jose came up behind her and wrapped his arms around her, so his words blew hot over her ear, raising goosebumps across her skin. “Would you be willing to try something different?”

“What did you have in mind?”

“You have so many toys.” He reached past her to run his fingers over a few of her more esoteric pieces. “I don’t even know what they’re all called.” He picked up a handle that held five stainless-steel pronged wheels. “Like, what even is this?”

Sandra laughed. “It’s a Wartenberg wheel.” She plucked it from his fingers and rolled it lightly over his forearm. “It sensitizes the skin and creates a different feel depending on how hard you push.” She added a little more pressure, and he hissed.

“See, that’s what I’m talking about. I want you to demonstrate how you like these things used… by using them on me.”

She sucked in a breath as shock hit her. None of her play partners had ever asked her that before, all assuming they’d always be the dom.

When she stayed silent for a bit, he asked, “Is that okay?”

“Yes.” She turned to face him, pressing a kiss to his lips. “It’s great.”

Then she stepped out of his arms and snapped, “Strip.”

“Yes, ma’am.” His agile fingers flew down the buttons of his shirt so he could shrug it from his shoulders. He kicked off his shoes and stripped his pants, underwear, and socks in one fell swoop.

When he straightened, his large cock bobbed proud before him, clearly interested in the proceedings.

“Have you ever done anything like this?” she asked.

“Not really.”

“Well, our safe word’s still pineapple. If anything becomes too painful or simply doesn’t feel good, use the word. You won’t hurt my feelings. It’s not sexy for me if you’re not enjoying it.”

“Okay.” He nodded.

She snapped the flogger against his thighs and hardened her tone. “Now get on the bed and lie still.”

He scrambled to comply, and she had to suppress a smile at his eagerness.

“Stay there.” She strolled from the room for the kitchen, where she cracked an ice cube tray over a bowl. Then she picked up a spare towel and made her way back to the bedroom.

Sandra stripped off her dress, leaving her in her matching black-lace bra and panty set.

Jose’s erection jerked as his eyes grew hot.

She walked over to the cabinet. “I’m not going to blindfold you so you can see what I’m doing, but a blindfold can make the whole experience more intense because you don’t know what’s coming next.”

He nodded and licked his lips.

“I want you to lie as still as you can.” She picked up the Wartenberg wheel. “Since you asked about this one, I’ll start with it.”

She rolled it lightly up his forearm, letting the tines of the wheels barely touch. “It’s excellent for waking up the nerves.” She rolled it over his bicep, then dragged it down across his pec, circling his nipple without touching it yet.

He sucked in a breath as it drew close.

Sandra continued to play with him, keeping the pressure light and not touching anything too erogenous yet. When she ran the wheel down his inner thigh, his muscles bunched and his cock twitched, his breathing growing heavier.

Lust coiled in her core. She’d never seen it from this side before, never realized how turned on she’d be by his increasing excitement.

She took one last roll across his torso, this time grazing his nipples with the sharp prongs. He moaned, and she had to fight down a smile of delight. “You can push harder with it,” she said, “but this one’s really sharp and can draw blood easily.” She avoided doing so with him, that being more pain than even she typically wanted.

Next she picked up the claw, which had four tines. “The claw provides a much more intense sensation. It doesn’t usually cut the skin since it’s not very sharp, but it can scrape more than you might expect.” She dragged it lightly down first one thigh, then the next. He frowned slightly, and his cock didn’t react, so she sat it aside. There was little point in playing with a toy the other person didn’t like.

To try something different, she grabbed the feather duster. His eyes widened as soon as she turned with it in her hand. She barely touched the bottom of his feet, and his leg kicked upward as he made a strangled sound. Ah, someone was ticklish. She could no longer suppress a grin.

She traced the duster up the outside of his leg, watching avidly as he gritted his teeth and fought to hold still. When she reached his waist, he burst out laughing, his hands darting in to cover his skin. She stopped and tapped at his hands with the handle until he moved them. Then she teased his chest until he writhed, yet he never said pineapple.

Sandra backed away for a moment, letting him settle. With a flick of her wrist, she ran the feathers over his cock, which bobbed and jerked as Jose squirmed, gasping for breath.

She finally backed away, only to return with the flogger. Her fist lash sent the flails slapping against his thighs. “Turn over.”

He promptly rolled, showing his gorgeous, well-muscled ass.

She traced the flails over his cheeks, enjoying the way the muscles bunched. Then she gave him a light slap. Smack! He hissed. She hit again. She repeated the tease with the flails, followed by light hits that held just the hint of sting.

This was all new for him, and she didn’t want to go too hard too fast and put him off the experience. Even if he didn’t like being whipped for himself, she wanted him to see it as a positive encounter so he’d continue to enjoy spanking her.

She liked the feel of the strike, the sound as the flails connected, and the way the black leather provided a nice visual contrast to the light-brown skin of his ass.

After a few more moments, she gave him one last smack with the flogger. “The wonderful thing about being spanked is it sensitizes the skin. Anything you do after is much more intense.” She held up the Wartenberg wheel. “I’m not going to use any more pressure than before.”

She rolled it lightly over first one ass cheek then the next, and he hissed, his muscles jumping and flexing. “Feel what I mean?”

He nodded his head vigorously, and she had him turn back over, glad to see none of the play had dampened the enthusiasm of his erection.

Plucking a cube from the bowl, she leaned over him. “I’m going to end with temperature play.” She had a very specific idea in mind for how to finish things off.

Sandra ran the ice around his nipple, the flesh pebbling into a hardened peak. Then she repeated it for his other nipple, leaving the ice touching a little longer.

Then she painted swirls across his torso, running from the sides of his neck down to the hollows of his groin. His cock bobbed and he trembled as she grew close. She teased the cube lightly along his length, and he hissed.

Sandra grabbed a lighter and candle from her collection.

His eyes watched closely as the wick flamed.

“These are made of special wax so the temperature is hot without burning.” She held the candle steady, letting a pool of wax melt on top. “The biggest thing is never to drip them on anywhere with hair.”

“No impromptu waxing sessions in the bedroom.” He grinned. “Got it.”

She splattered the melted wax across the middle of his smooth chest, thankful it was hairless.

He sucked in a breath, his back arching slightly.

She continued, dribbling a line down the side of his abdomen. “This also feels really intense on already sensitized skin. So if a body part’s been spanked, it adds an extra layer. Especially if you scrape it off with a knife.”

“A knife?” His voice went a little high as his eyes darted to his cock.

She bit back a laugh. “Don’t worry. I’m not putting any wax there, not your first time. In fact…” She blew out the candle and set it aside, picking up the knife she’d laid on the nightstand.

Jose sucked in a breath, his abdomen tightening as she placed the blade alongside one of the blobs of hardened wax. Using the lightest pressure, she dragged the edge of the knife across his skin, peeling the wax up in a curl.

As soon as the metal left his skin, he let his breath out in a whoosh, and she bit back a smile. She scraped another flat area, then the next, working her way around his torso, his wide eyes following her every move. When she finally came to the wax that had pooled in the center of his breastbone, she set aside the knife.

“For areas that aren’t flat, you can use your fingernails.” She curled her fingers so the tips all pressed into his skin, then dragged them across, digging under the wax. It released with a pop, leaving behind faint red lines scratched in the surface of his skin.

Without giving him time to recover, Sandra plunged her hand into the ice. Cupping a few cubes in her hand, she rolled them in her palm until they melted. Then she grabbed his cock and fisted him firmly.

“Oh, god,” he said, eyes wide. “It’s… it’s…” He moaned as she continued to pump.

She cooled her other hand, then used it to fondle his balls. His hips jolted as he thrust into her grip.

Yes, she thought. Someone certainly liked this. She squeezed her thighs together, trying to placate the insistent tingle of her clit.

She popped a couple of pieces in her mouth and let them melt part way. Then she wrapped her lips around his head.

He grunted. “Oh, shit! That’s… that’s amazing.”

Smiling around his cock, she sucked him farther into her mouth as her hands continued to work him. On every retreat, her tongue fluttered over his sensitive head, then she took him as deep as she could. She loved the way he panted, the way his hands fisted in the sheets, his taste salty and slightly bitter on her tongue.

With a strangled yell, he came, shooting hot into her mouth, his hips snapping upward.

+++

When he recovered enough to open his eyes, she grinned down at him and said, “My turn. How do you want me?”

He rolled from the bed, retrieved the black blindfold from the cabinet, and tied it around her head.

Lust shot through her. God, she loved this. The anticipation of not knowing what was coming next!

His hands were firm as he stripped her underwear from her and maneuvered her back onto the bed, having her lie face up.

She jolted as the feather duster tickled down her side, having to fight the instinct to cover her skin. Before she could fully recover, tiny prickles rolled over her breast, edging across her areola without yet touching the peak of her nipple. He circled her other nipple, the tines of the Wartenberg wheel sending shivers through her. Then he tickled her inner thighs with the feathers.

Her skin came alive under the heady contrast of sensations as he continued to work over her front.

Then his hands turned her over.

The claw scrapped over her ass cheeks, and she hissed as the increase in pain sent shivers through her.

Thwack!

The flails of the flogger snapped with a delicious sting as he set up a heady rhythm. The thin strips of leather struck again and again until she panted, pressing her ass up into the air to invite even more.

When he ran the Wartenberg wheel over her cheeks, the sharp metal tines felt ten times more intense than before. She moaned, her heart thumping in excitement.

He whipped her steadily, staying with the flogger, the repeated hits setting up a lovely sting that still wasn’t quite enough. She squirmed and panted, “More.”

He gave her one last hard slap.

Thwack!

Feathers teased across her ass, the soft tickle the opposite of what she wanted, and she whined in protest.

The sound of the flick of the lighter filled the room. He wasn’t going to—

“Ah!” The hot wax hit her stinging ass, making her hips jerk forward. But he didn’t let her escape, pouring more heat onto her other cheek. The burn was so intense, it was almost too much, yet wetness poured from her as her vag clenched with want.

The burn only increased as the knife scraped over her skin. She gasped, forcing her body to hold still even as it wanted to buck and writhe.

The shock of ice did make her jerk, but the startling cold turned soothing as he ran it over the areas he’d just removed the wax from. She almost sobbed at the change in sensation.

Then a cube teased her entrance, and she sucked in a breath. He wouldn’t…

The cold block pushed inside, going deep as his fingers shoved it all the way in. “Ah!” she ground against the bed, the sensation overwhelming as the cube melted.

Then he pulled her hips up, forcing her onto her hands and knees.

His ice-cold tongue shocked her clit, sending a pulse of lust blazing through her. She mewed, and Jose chuckled, the vibrations only adding to her torture.

He lapped at her nub, then ran an ice cube up and down her slit before sliding it deep into her. The melt water ran out of her, mixing with her own wetness in a squirting rush.

His re-warmed lips wrapped around her clit, and he sucked, the contrast in sensations too much. She came, fire shooting outward from her core as her arms collapsed and she screamed into her pillow, biting at the soft surface.

+++

Sandra was still shaking when Jose pulled her up to her knees again. “I’m not done with you.”

Smack!

“Ah!” The head of the riding crop bit into her ass cheek in a line of fire that ran straight to her core. Desire flashed through her, making her hungry again.

Smack!

Pain lashed her other cheek, and she moaned.

Thwack! Thwack!

He hit her again and again, and the pain razed her to the bone, setting her nerves singing until she became a writhing creature of pure want. “Please,” she sobbed. “Please, please.”

Two fingers thrust into her. “Is this what you want?”

She bucked backward, trying to force them deeper, but they disappeared. “More. I want more!”

Plastic crinkled, and the bed dipped.

He pulled her ass high into the air and used his knees to spread her legs. Then he nudged at her entrance and pushed inside, his thick head splitting her wide with the most marvelous pressure that burned. She moaned, loving how he filled her.

He thrust deep, pulling her tight against him. The heat of his skin burned against her sore ass cheeks, and she shivered.

Then he withdrew, only to thrust into her, his cock hitting that spot deep within her that was part pain and all pleasure.

Jose plunged forward, time and again, setting up a fast rhythm.

Sweat trickled salt into her mouth as she panted, the musk of his scent filling her nostrils.

His fingers dug into her hips as he pulled her back to meet each thrust with even greater force, sending her breasts bouncing.

He set up a punishing pace, his cock pounding into her with deliciously wild abandon. His skin smacked against her butt cheeks, sending pulses of pain spiking through her, adding to the sensation building in her core.

“Ah! Oh, god! Yes!”

Electricity, hot and bright, filled her, zapping along her nerves as she screamed, her back bowing with the force of her orgasm. Her vag spasmed around him, clamping tight.

He grunted, raw and guttural, and snapped his hips forward to bury himself even deeper.

+++

They lay in a tangled heap for long moments, Jose’s weight heavy and drugging where it pressed her into the bed.

When he eventually rolled off her and onto his back, he looked over at her. “So, how’d I do?”

Sandra scooted over to fling a thigh over his and give him a kiss. “You were wonderful.”

Jose smirked, his normal cockiness fully restored.

“How about you?” she asked, resting her head on his shoulder. “Did you like any of it?”

“The thing with the ice was pretty great.” He waggled his eyebrows, then his expression went thoughtful. “I’m not sure about the rest of it. I see why you like it, but…” He gave a little shrug, his muscle flexing firmly under her cheek.

Her stomach gave an anxious flip as she considered her next question, and she almost didn’t ask it. But not knowing would eat at her. “Do you mind doing it to me?”

His grin returned. “Hell no. I love how hot it gets you.”

She let out a whoosh of relief. “Good. I wouldn’t want you to get bored.”

His eyes filled with mischief as he ran a hand over her inflamed ass cheeks. “Trust me, that’s the last thing you need to worry about.”

She squirmed as his fingers tickled her sensitive flesh, and he chuckled knowingly, pulling her in for another hot kiss.


PADDLE PURE

He’s teased her all day, leaving her squirming with desire. Now she’s finally going to get the attention she craves.

Sandra’s work has been eating into her free time, leaving her aching with want. A trip with Jose offers the perfect opportunity to indulge in private delights. Traveling light, Sandra doesn’t pack any of her toys, looking forward to a steamy session with Jose and his paddle. Yet he’s brought along a naughty surprise to drive her crazy with lust.

Her skin tingles as the delicious sensations overwhelm her. The man is an expert with a paddle.


+++

As Sandra sat working at her desk on Friday evening, her cell phone rang, the screen lighting up to show Jose’s name.

“Hi.” She tried to put some brightness in her voice.

“Hi. I’m about to catch the train into the city. Is there anything you wanted me to bring?”

Oh, shit. She’d forgotten to text him. “About that…” She sighed and pinched the bridge of her nose, trying to fight off a headache. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to cancel our weekend visit. My boss just put me in charge of a new ad campaign and it’s due Monday. I meant to text you, but I got sidetracked. I’m so sorry.” The Yamamoto project could be a stepping stone to a promotion, so she had to get it right. She’d barely be have time to sleep, let alone get to enjoy any sexy spanking fun.

“It’s cool. I understand.” His tone sounded open and friendly instead of pissed off.

It made her miss him even more. And the sex. God, this week had been so stressful she could really use a good hard pounding. She was just about to tell Jose to come anyway, project be damned, when he continued.

“I’ve got an away tournament in Philly next weekend. Why don’t you come with me? It only takes and hour and a half by train. You can get away for a while, watch me play ping pong, and we’ll have sex all over my hotel room. It’ll be like our first date all over again.” His voice became husky and deep. “I’ll make sure to bring your favorite paddle.”

Her vag clenched with want as her mind whirled, filled with all the delicious possibilities of a weekend away with Jose and his paddle.

“It sounds wonderful!” Sandra couldn’t wait.

+++

As her work on the Yamamoto account continued over the next week, Sandra stayed late each evening so she could enjoy the weekend. Still, she ended up taking the very last train out of Penn Station on Friday night. When the taxi dropped her off at Jose’s hotel well past midnight, it was so late they fell straight into bed… to sleep.

After the alarm dragged them out of bed early on Saturday morning, Sandra took a quick shower and relinquished the hotel bathroom to Jose. They’d learned the hard, if fun, way that they couldn’t shower together without getting sidetracked. And he needed to get ready since he had his first ping pong game of day started in an hour.

Time to make up for two weeks without sex, she thought. She laid out a cute blouse and the pleated miniskirt she’d worn their second day together and tossed a bright red thong on top.

Jose walked out of the bathroom, one towel hanging deliciously low on his hips as he rubbed another over his dark hair. The well-defined muscles of his arms and chest rippled wonderfully under his light-brown skin with the movement. When he saw her clothing choices, his handsome face twisted into and expression of mock horror. His goatee perfectly outlined his pursed lips even as his lovely brown eyes flashed with heat. “You’re going to drive me crazy in those.”

She smiled over her shoulder at him. “That’s the idea. If I have to watch you wielding your paddle on something not me all day, I deserve a little pay back.”

He bent over to rummage in her suitcase, pulling out her deep-blue silk hipster panties. “I think you’re going to need these instead.”

“Oh?” She cocked an eyebrow. They were usually the aftercare underwear she wore when her ass was sore from a spanking. “You have some plans for this morning?” They didn’t usually indulge in sex games before he needed to play a serious ping pong match, but she wouldn’t complain.

“No. But I have something else I want you to wear today, and I don’t think it’ll work with the thong.”

Jose plucked a box from the front pocket of his suitcase and set it on top of the miniskirt. The label showed one of her favorite toy brands.

“Is that…?”

He opened it to reveal a sleek white piece of silicon molded into a U shape with one end flattened. His deft fingers untied her robe, and he knelt before her. With a nudge, he parted her legs. Then he smeared lube all over the cylindrical end and slid it into her, seating the whole thing so the flat head snugged against her clit.

With a tap of his fingers on his phone, each end of the vibrator sprang to life, buzzing both against her sensitive nub and her g-spot. Desire pulsed through her, and her knees went weak.

He turned it off.

Sandra licked suddenly dry lips. “You have remote control of it?”

His dark eyes glinted up at her, full of devilish amusement. “Yep.”

Oh, god. He’d certainly upped his game this time. Between the vibrator and him waving his paddle around constantly, he was going to drive her insane with lust today.

She couldn’t wait.

+++

As Sandra sat on the hard wooden bleachers of the basketball stadium, Jose made her wait in anticipation for the first use of the vibrator.

He stood down on the main floor with a cluster of other players as one of the tournament’s officials spoke to the group. There was a lot of foot shuffling and weight shifting back and forth. If she had to guess, the official recited a list of rules and regulations the players already knew, and they were impatient for the games to begin.

Dark green tables dotted the floor, ready for the many elimination matches needed to winnow the players down to the very best. Sandra crossed her fingers, hoping Jose would be one of the ones entering the playoffs on Sunday.

People filled the bleachers around her, chattering happily, and lots of obscure ping pong terms came from all around her.

She got out her phone and texted Bianca, Wish you were here. Her best friend loved ping pong and would be able to explain details about the games that Sandra couldn’t quite grasp.

Me too! You’re so lucky to be able to go to regionals. Bianca wrote back. Wish Jose luck for me.

Will do.

Without her friend, Sandra felt a little out of place. She’d wanted to come to support Jose. And getting away for a little time together and some hot sex was exactly what she needed. But now she faced an entire day of ping pong with no one to talk to and little vested interest since Jose would only be in a limited number of games.

She jumped with a gasp, the vibrator springing to quiet life, making her tingle with delicious sensation. The woman on her left shot her some side eye, and Sandra offered what she hoped was a convincing wave of her phone. “Got a crazy text,” she said, trying not to pant.

The vibration cut out, and her eyes tracked the room, finally latching onto Jose, who stood at the bottom of the bleachers wearing a mischievous grin.

Two could play at that game.

Sandra made a production of crossing and uncrossing her legs slowly, letting her skirt slide higher. Jose’s eyes darkened with heat, and it was her turn to grin.

Maybe today wouldn’t be so boring after all.

+++

Jose’s first game went so quickly she barely had a chance to register it had started before it was over. He trounced the other player, his red paddle little more than a blur as he sliced it through the air with speed and precision.

She stood, clapping and cheering and calling his name as he did a victory fist pump.

When she finally sat down again, the woman beside her said, “Is that your boyfriend?”

“Yes.”

“He’s good with a paddle.”

“He certainly is.” And the stranger didn’t know the half of it! Sandra began to daydream, remembering their first time together when she’d thought she’d picked him up for a quick one-night stand. She taken the risk to ask for the rough sex she’d liked, and he’d taken to it immediately. Her ass tingled at the memory of exactly how good he could be with that paddle, and she squirmed.

As if he’d sensed where her thoughts had gone, the vibrator kicked into life, tingling on her clit only this time. But it was enough to drive her crazy. She closed her eyes, fighting not to pant as pleasure coursed through her body.

The vibration stopped.

Sandra glanced down to find Jose at the foot of the bleachers, his dark eyes watching her closely as he smirked.

She spread her legs, letting her skirt fall open on the end.

Jose loped up the steps with long bounds and stepped past a couple of people to reach her. His kiss was hot and a little salty and sweet with the lingering fruitiness of a sports drink. As he pulled away, she fought not to fist her hands in his shirt and drag him back to her for more. She didn’t mind a lot of PDA, but he had a reputation to uphold as a serious player, and she didn’t want to jeopardize it.

“I’ve got one more game, then we break for lunch,” he said.

She pulled him close and whispered in his ear, “Does this tournament have one of those practice rooms set up?”

He grinned. “Yes, but unfortunately it’ll be in use.”

Damn. She’d really liked the time he’d spread her face down across a ping pong table. He’d tangled her fingers in the net and made her hold still. It had been a lovely little bit of bondage that had left her ass high and ripe for paddling.

The announcer’s voice boomed through the room, listing all the people playing in the next round, Jose one of them.

“Wish me luck!” he said.

She pulled him close and gave him a quick kiss then pushed him away. “Kick their butt.”

He smirked. “As my lady wishes.”

He ran easily back down the stairs, the muscles in his ass looking fine. Lunch couldn’t come soon enough.

+++

Damn it! Thwarted lust made Sandra a little testy as they sat crammed into a booth at a lunch counter a few doors down from the auditorium. Jose’d been corralled by some of the other players he knew from New York and swept along as they went for food.

Her Philly cheese steak was good, but not as good as sex would have been.

Jose shot her a concerned glance. “You okay?”

“I was really looking forward to dessert,” she said, using their code phrase for sex.

“Here,” one of the other players slid a plate of chocolate chip cookies across the table. “I got them for everyone.”

“Thanks.” Jose picked up a cookie and handed it to her. “Dessert, just like you wanted.” He smirked, teasing her because he knew full well what she really wanted.

Two could play that game.

Sandra flicked her tongue out to run it across the edge of the cookie and let out a little moan. “Oh, that’s so good!”

Jose’s eyes latched onto her mouth.

She wrapped her lips around the edge, nibbling at it slowly and licking repeatedly with her tongue.

Jose swallowed audibly and shifted in his seat.

Gotcha, she thought.

Then his free hand tapped at his phone, and the vibrator sprang to life with the internal section buzzing wildly against her g-spot.

Oh! Desire flashed through her in a sizzling wave. She bit into the cookie, the chocolate filling her mouth and coating her tongue.

When the vibration finally stopped, Jose leaned close to whisper, “I want to paint you in chocolate and lick you everywhere.”

She panted as another bolt of lust shot through her. “How many games do you have this afternoon?”

“Two. I should be done by five.”

Five. She only had to make it until five.

It would be forever.

+++

The afternoon continued like that, Jose teasing her with the vibrator at random times and her giving him peeks up her skirt to tease him right back. When he won his first match of the afternoon, he waved his paddle high overhead, making sure to catch her eye.

Such an evil man, she thought, loving it.

By the time the announcer called for Jose’s last match of the day, she could hardly sit stand it. Sandra kept squirming and rocking forward on the bench, using pressure to press the vibrator more firmly against her clit.

Jose faced his opponent, a woman with long arms and a severe expression. She’d pulled her curly blonde hair back into a super-tight ponytail and squinted at everyone through narrowed eyes.

But damn if the woman couldn’t play. Sandra sat forward, watching avidly as Jose darted from side to side, his paddle a red streak, it moved so quickly. He scored, but then his opponent did as well. They stayed locked like that, right up to the deciding point. Jose leaped for a shot, his paddle slamming forward and down in a viscous stroke that sent the ball slicing through the air and just past the tip of the woman’s paddle.

The announcer called the match for Jose, and he walked around the table pumping his paddle overhead in triumph.

Sandra stood, clapping and cheering with the rest of the crowd, then made her way down the steps. There might have been a few matches left, but she had no interest in seeing them.

When Jose turned from talking to the officials, she hurried up to him and snagged his arm before the other players could get him. “Jose, I need your help with something.” She made her tone urgent.

His lips twitched, but he didn’t give her away, saying, “Of course. Anything you need.” He waved to the others who congratulated him, but kept them walking for the door.

They didn’t slow until they’d made it the half block to the hotel and into the elevator. People rode with them, so Sandra kept her hands to herself until it let them out onto their floor. Then she grabbed his butt and used it to ferry him along to their room.

Once inside, Jose groaned and flopped back onto the bed, his paddle bag falling to the mattress beside him. “I worked hard today. Did you see how many games I had? And that last one was tough.” Since he’d won every match, he’d ended up playing the maximum number of games possible as he climbed the tournament’s rungs.

He toed off his shoes and socks while she slipped out of hers.

“Poor baby, that’s what you get for winning,” she said.

He smirked. “So I’m really tired. It’s your turn to do the work.”

“You won’t be able to help a girl out even a little?” She unzipped the bag, taking out his bright-red paddle and running a finger slowly around the edge. It had been a while since they’d played with it, and she’d been looking forward to its firm hit.

“Well, maybe a little,” he teased. He reached out a hand, and she seated the handle into his palm and climbed onto the bed to straddle him.

“This skirt always drives me crazy.” His free hand snuck up under it, tracing a line of fire up her inner thigh. He tapped at the vibrator. “How did this work?”

“Too well.” She mock scowled at him. “It got me going, but kept turning off before I could finish.”

“Hmm.” He narrowed his eyes and twisted his lips as if in deep thought. “That does sound like a problem that needs to be rectified.”

“Damn straight.”

“Come here.” He pulled her down for a kiss, his lips teasing hers. Sandra growled and plunged her tongue into his mouth. She’d had more than enough foreplay! His tongue tangled with hers, his hands hot as they slid inside her blouse to cup her breasts.

He pinched her nipples through the satin of her bra, and she gasped.

“Take it off,” ha said. “All of it.”

She smirked and sat up, pressing against his erection. “Yes, sir.”

He let go of the paddle so he could tuck his hands behind his head, his eyes intent as they traced every bit of skin exposed as she unbuttoned her blouse. She let it fall from her shoulders, her fingers sliding slowly toward the clasp on the front of her bra. With a twist, it sprang open, freeing her breasts.

Jose groaned, and she leaned over him, offering him her nipples. He licked and sucked, sending heat straight to her clit. Then he bit down, the flash of pain setting her on fire. “Oh, yes!” Her vag clenched.

When she finally straightened again, she slid off him to stand. Her hands dove under her skirt to slide off her panties without showing him anything yet. Then she pulled the vibrator from her and sat it aside. She flicked the front of the skirt up, flashing him, and said, “You’ve got too many clothes on.”

He laughed and sat up to pull his shirt over his head, the crunch making his abdominal muscles stand out in well-defined ridges. When he lay back down, he lifted his butt, and in one quick move, he stripped off his athletic shorts and boxer briefs, leaving him naked. His cock stood at attention, full and proud and huge. “Is that better?” he asked.

“Much.” She tugged at the skirt, letting it fall to the floor.

His eyes tracked over her, growing hot with appreciation. She shivered. God, she loved when he looked at her like that!

He picked up the paddle, slicing it through the air so its red surface made whooshing noised. “How would you like to do this?”

She grinned. “Are you really just going to lay there?”

“Yep. I’m saving my strength for later.”

“What’s later?”

“Round two, of course. Or did you think once would be enough?”

“Never.” She could never have enough of him. Sandra looked him over as he lounged on the bed, his erection giving the lie to his seemingly relaxed pose. “I have an idea.” Reverse cowgirl should do the trick. She pulled a couple of condom packets out of her bag and tossed them onto the mattress in easy reach.

Sandra climbed onto the bed and straddled Jose, but with her head pointed at his feet. She looked back over her shoulder at him and wiggled her ass. “What do you think?”

Instead of words, he lifted the paddle.

Smack!

Pain tingled along her nerves, morphing into pleasure.

Smack! Smack!

“Ah! Oh, yes!” Her heart raced as the sensation took her. She’d worried the angle might not be good, but Jose’s expertise came through once again. He knew exactly how to hold the paddle and the angle to use to give a nice satisfying hit.

Smack!

Pain sizzled through her, the sensation one she’d missed over the past two weeks. Masturbating couldn’t compare to this.

Smack! Smack!

Jose got into a rhythm, the paddle falling on her ass in regular strokes that had her panting and mewing with want as pleasure spiraled higher. Her vag dripped, liquid running down her inner thighs, and her clit throbbed in time with his hits, demanding release.

Sandra let herself drop forward until she could rub her sensitive nub along his length. The pressure was delicious, and she lost herself in the combined pleasure of her stinging ass and tingling clit.

Smack! Smack!

Her ass lit, the pain spiking, and she screamed, her head thrown back and her hips grinding forward as her orgasm filled her world with delight.

+++

Sandra came around, collapsed on top of Jose, her head cradled between his muscular calves. His fingers traced designs up and down her legs, and his erection poked at her stomach.

When she stirred, his hands slid up to her hips, and he pulled her backward and up until she kneeled over him again. A rip of plastic, and he smoothed a condom over his cock. With a little maneuvering, he situated her hips so his head pressed at her entrance.

Sandra sank onto him slowly, enjoying the feel of his huge size stretching her wide. Her vag clenched around him, making him gasp, and she rose up a bit, only to lower farther. God, he filled her so! With a sigh, she sat down fully, taking him deep, loving the spike of pleasure/pain as his length hit her cervix.

Then she planted her hands on his thighs, the crisp hairs tickling her palm. Sandra reared up, only to slam down onto him, their bodies slapping together. Jose grunted, and his cock jerked within her. His smell, deliciously musky and male surrounded her, and a trickle of sweat and salt coated her tongue as she licked her lips.

Undulating her hips, she rode him, rearing up to change the angle, loving he way his cock rubbed on the front of her vag in this position. But after long minutes, she needed to see his face. They didn’t do that often since she loved doggie so much, and she wanted to take advantage.

She moved off of him and turned around. Jose watched, his dark eyes glued to her, his hands rising to stroke her breasts, pleasure flashing through her as he tugged and tweaked her nipples. He pulled her in for a kiss, his tongue demanding as it plunged into her mouth, sending her pulse racing. Jose nipped at her lip, licked it smooth, then took her mouth in another punishing kiss.

When he finally let go, she shifted from being on her knees to squatting over him on her feet, using the extra freedom to bounce vigorously. Sandra slammed down onto him, over and over, her ass stinging every time it hit his upper thighs with a hard slap. But the tiny bursts of pain only added to her pleasure. Bracing her hands on his chest, she moved over him, riding him as desire coiled hot in her belly.

Jose’s hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging in as he pulled her down to hit with more force and speed. She panted, her mouth gaping wide as she watched his face, loving the pleasure that washed over his expression time and again.

Tingling built and built and she shifted the angle so the fat ridge of his head scraped across her g-spot with every thrust. Sensitized from all the teasing with the vibrator, her g-spot shot delight through her with every touch.

One of Jose’s hands rose, and he plucked at her nipples, tugging on them and making them ache. Her clit buzzed, wanting more, and she pulled his hand to her mouth. After sucking on his fingers, she slid them down her body to where her sensitive nub demanded attention.

His fingers bracketed her clit, squeezing. She slammed down on his cock, taking him deep. Jose grunted, his hips snapping up to meet her. Over and over she rode as the pleasure climbed higher, then higher again.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes,” she chanted.

“Sandra!” Jose yelled, his hips pumping up into her, his mouth open in a huge O, the tendons of his neck standing out as he screamed his pleasure.

His orgasm sent her up and over. She slammed down one final time, his cock hit her cervix in a lovely flash of pleasure and pain, and his fingers pinched her clit. Delight, hot and bright, exploded outward from her center, racing along her nerves with sizzling electricity. “Jose! Oh, god!” She gasped, unable to get enough air as the world shrank to this one bed and the two of them entwined in mutual pleasure.

+++

Sandra lay flat on Jose, his hands running up and down her back and sliding teasing fingers over her hot, sensitive ass.

She pulled her hair to the side, getting it out of the way, and craned her neck up to give him a kiss. Slow and languid, he played his lips over hers, his tongue darting in and out in teasing flicks.

When the slowed, she whispered into his mouth, “That was amazing.”

He grinned. “It certainly was. You should take a lot of the credit since you did most of the work.”

She snorted a laugh. “That I did.” The she tapped a finger to his chest. “You just remember that you promised me round two.”

His cock gave an interested twitch where it was trapped in between them.

“Somehow I don’t think that’s going to be a problem.” He smirked, then his expression turned more serious. “Was this okay? Just us and the paddle? I know how much you like your toys.”

“It was perfect. You were perfect.” She traced her fingers across his cheek. “I might like my toys, but at the end of the day all I really need is you…” She grinned. “… and your paddle.”


PADDLE PERFECT

He touches her in new places. Her desire sparks hot. It’s her first time… and it’s amazing.

Jose’s dreamed up more steamy surprises for Sandra. He’s found new areas to spank, overwhelming her with sensation and pleasure. Then he turns his attention to her rear. For all her rough play, Sandra’s never been taken there before.

Sensation overwhelms her. She’s always fantasized about rear entry, but it’s better than she ever dreamed, all naughty and hot.


+++

Her favorite coffee shop buzzed with all the activity of a bunch of New Yorkers hopped up on caffeine on a Saturday morning. Sandra cut through the crowd, finally reaching the tiny table Bianca had snagged in the very back.

They hugged.

“It’s so good to see you” Bianca said, her brown face breaking out in a huge smile that made her prettier than ever.

Sandra suppressed a wince. “I know. I’ve been a sucky friend. But really, a lot of it’s been work. I haven’t even seen Jose that much over the last few weeks.”

“So it’s going well?”

Sandra nodded. “It’s our three-month anniversary tonight. I know it might not sound like much, but it’s the longest I’ve dated anyone in years.” And it was the best sex she’d had in ages. Jose knew exactly how to spank her, how to make it hurt just right without crossing the line from rough to too violent.

Bianca ummed and took a sip of her cappuccino. She sat the cup back down and grinned shyly. “To be honest, I’ve been kind of busy myself.”

“Tell me!”

Bianca beamed. “It’s Michael… we’re in love!”

Sandra squealed and threw her arms around her best friend. “That’s wonderful!” Bianca had crushed on the handsome Michael for a long time before finally getting up the courage to ask him out. It had been the same weekend Sandra met Jose. Ping pong and dating, she thought. Who knew?

As Bianca chattered about some of their recent dates and how they’d first said the “L” word, a tiny voice whispered to Sandra: Love. Do I love Jose? Does he love me? Should we be saying it yet? She loved the sex and enjoyed his company. He’d quickly become one of her favorite people to talk to.

Sandra swirled her coffee, staring into its depths. It was far easier for her to focus on the physical release of a good spanking/sex session than the messiness of emotions. Great sex was the thing that relaxed her and helped her face the demanding work her job entailed.

She shifted on her seat and refocused on Bianca, pushing her worries aside: she refused to let the emotional stuff ruin a fun night of play.

+++

Later that day, Sandra finished up a round of texting with the CEO of Weldone Sound. As per usual, the troublesome client had ignored that it was a Saturday evening and expected an in-depth clarification of their latest marketing report now.

After taking a look at the time, Sandra rushed into the bedroom and threw open her closet door. She spun around with an armful of dresses clutched to her chest and dumped them all across her bed. Since they were celebrating their three-month anniversary tonight, and she wanted it to be special.

“No. No. No.” She dug through the pile, tossing the rejects left and right. Then her hand touched the softness of silk, and she pulled out a deep red halter dress with a skirt that hit her mid-thigh. Holding it up in front of her, she turned and posed in front of her full-length mirror. “Perfect.”

She dove back into her closet to find the matching heels. They were three inches high and had the tiniest straps, which made them super sexy, if not easy to walk great distances in. That didn’t matter tonight.

Jose was coming to her apartment for a home-cooked meal, and he’d promised to provide “dessert,” their code word for sex. She shivered remembering the promise that had deepened his voice. “We’re going to celebrate tonight. I want to show you some new things I’ve been thinking of.”

“New like the vibrator?” she’d asked.

He chuckled. “Think bigger. Much bigger.”

“How new?”

“You’ll have to let me know,” he said. “But it’s definitely not anything we’ve done yet.”

A thrill raced through her. Their games were always fun, but something new? Exciting. Jose had taken so well to using her extended range of toys, and his remote-controlled vibrator idea of a couple of weeks ago proved he could be inventive, so something new would be most welcome.

She hurried into the bathroom to finish getting ready, letting the hot water pour over her and sensitize her skin. Her soapy hands slid across her body, lingering wherever she imagined Jose touching. Her ass tingled as she stroked it, wanting to be paddled, and her puss clenched with desire.

She stroked the towel slowly over her skin, teasing herself. By the time she slid on the matching lacey black bra and panty set, she was already wet. The feel of the silk dress caressing her body made her moan.

Her hands moved quickly to put her long hair up and out of the way of any blindfolds or other implements Jose might chose. Then she put on smoky eye shadow and multiple layers of mascara until her eyes looked striking and mysterious. A slick of red lipstick that matched her dress, and she was done. She blotted her lips and threw a kiss at her reflection.

Returning to the bedroom, she straightened up the mess she’d made and sat on the bed to put on the heels. He’d be here any moment.

A buzzer rang out, and Sandra hurried into the kitchen to pull the lasagna out of the oven. It had taken her hours of work and wasn’t something she typically made. But it was easily her best dish, a recipe passed down from her great-grandmother. Mom swore this lasagna was the real reason Dad had proposed. Is that why I made it? she wondered. Do I want us to become serious?

Her phone chimed, chasing the serious thought away. It was a text from Bianca: Have fun tonight!

I will, she replied. You have some fun of your own with your man.

Not in doubt!

Grinning, Sandra set the table. She’d just finished placing the wine glasses when a knock sounded at the door.

Jose! Her heart skipped a beat, and she ran her hands down the smooth silk of her dress.

He stood framed in the doorway, dressed in a pair of black trousers and a lovely deep-blue dress shirt that made his light-brown skin glow. The clothes clung to his athletic frame, highlighting how perfectly muscled he was. The hallway light picked up the highlights in his dark brown hair. His goatee beard framed his perfect mouth as his handsome face broke into a grin.

His eyes tracked up and down her body, heat smoldering in their depths. “You look stunning.”

So did he. She wanted to plaster her body to his, but his hands were full of… an actual dessert? Her eyes skittered over the bakery box.

“It’s a flan,” he said, lifting the white box higher. “From that place you like.” He’d made a special side trip since the Puerto Rican bakery wasn’t on a direct line between the train station and her apartment. It seemed she wasn’t the only one putting some extra effort into tonight.

Her lips curled as she stepped aside to let him into the apartment. “Wonderful. It’s just that I thought you meant something else when you talked about ‘dessert.’”

He smirked, his eyes taking on a mischievous gleam. “Oh, I did. Don’t worry. I plan to ply you with both types of dessert tonight.”

Perfect.

Once he’d placed the box on the kitchen counter, he spun and caught her up in his arms. “Happy Anniversary.” His lips whispered across hers, gentle for the first few seconds. Then she moaned and opened her mouth, and his tongue swept forward, hot and insistent. Desire shot through her, and she pressed her breasts into his chest, loving how firm his muscles felt.

They broke apart panting. “If we don’t eat now, we’re not going to,” he murmured, his voice gone deep and husky.

“I can live with that.” Her voice came out a little breathless.

Then his stomach gave a growl of protest, and they both laughed.

She pulled out of his arms. “I obviously need to feed my growing athlete so he has lots and lots of stamina.”

He smirked. “I’ll have you know I’m a full grown man.”

Her eyes flicked down to his crotch. “Oh, I’ve seen you get bigger.”

When he tried to grab for her again, she shoved a bottle of Chianti into his hands. “Pour while I get the salads out of the refrigerator.”

“No, sit.” He led her to the table and pushed her into her chair. After pouring out the wine, he retrieved the salads and sat down across from her.

Lifting his wine glass high, he said, “To us.”

“To us.” They clinked glasses and drank deep.

They made small talk over dinner. Sandra vented about the latest super-demanding client at work while Jose told a funny story about a recent practice game he’d played. One of the other players had mixed a few novelty balls in with the regulation ping pong balls. “Every time one of us hit one of them, they’d fly off in a completely different direction than they were supposed to. You won’t believe how upset everyone got when they thought they’d suddenly started to suck.” His face morphed through various expressions of horror as he flailed his arm about mimicking someone taking wild swings with a ping pong paddle.

Sandra laughed and cleared the dishes while Jose mixed up a couple of his special Sky High cocktails. Once he’d set them on the table, he fetched the bakery box and hinged it open to show off the beautiful custard that had been drizzled with a rich layer of golden-brown caramel sauce.

He spooned a generous serving into her bowl and then heaped his with even more. Raising his glass, he toasted, “To us.”

“To us.” They clinked glasses and drank. Jose’s creation tasted of pineapple and lime in the perfect blend of sweet and tart.

Sandra took a bite and moaned as the smooth custard coated her tongue. The minutes passed in silence as they devoured the rich treat. When she finally licked the last traces of caramelized sugar from her spoon, she sighed. “This flan is so good.”

Jose’s eyes latched onto her mouth. “I love watching you eat it.”

She let her tongue flick out again, his gaze going dark as his pupils dilated. Sandra picked up her Sky High and drained the last of the cocktail.

“I think I’m ready for more dessert,” she said, setting the empty glass down on the table with a definitive thunk.

He held the serving spoon over the flan and raised an eyebrow in question.

“Not that kind of dessert.” She grinned. “Dessert dessert.”

He smirked. “My favorite kind.”

+++

Jose stood and pulled her up from her seat, his hands sliding down her back to cup her ass. “This dress is sinfully soft.”

“Then let’s put it to good use.”

She ran her tongue up his neck then gave a little bite, making him gasp.

His fingers worked at the skirt, pulling it up until the fabric was out of his way. Then he slid his hands under the lacey fabric of her panties. “I have such plans for you.” His deep voice rumbled through her chest, sending delicious shivers through her.

“I’ve been wondering what you have in mind.”

Instead of answering, his mouth took hers, his teeth nipping at her lips until she opened to him. His tongue pushed inside to tangle with hers, sending lust shooting outward from her core.

Sandra moaned and wrapped her hands around his strong shoulders, pulling him closer. She rubbed her nipples back and forth, loving the tingles that erupted and how his erection pressed into her stomach.

He gave her ass cheeks one last squeeze then let go, stepping backward and pulling her toward the bedroom.

Once inside, he lit a few candles and turned off the overhead light. Then he returned to her and slid the zipper on her dress slowly down her back, kissing along her spine as he went. When he crouched behind her, he gave one good tug, and the soft silk made a puddle at her feet. Sandra stepped out of it as he pulled it aside.

“These are some sexy, sexy shoes,” Jose said, his fingers teasing over her ankles. “I’m going to have you keep them on.”

“Okay.” It came out breathy.

His hands ghosted up her legs, causing goose bumps to break out across her skin. When he peeled off her panties, he gave her ass cheek a bite that had her jumping as the combined pain/pleasure jolted her system. “Ah!”

Jose stood and stepped around her. He unhooked her bra, and pulled it from her shoulders. His mouth descended to capture one nipple, sucking it inside to surround it in wet heat. He nipped at the swollen peak, and she gasped. Then he switched to her other breast, tugging the tip into his mouth with strong suction that had her panting with want. Sandra buried her hands in his hair as he continued the sweet torment.

When he raised his head, he said, “I haven’t been paying enough attention to the girls. I’m going to make up for it tonight.”

He had her sit on the edge of the bed. Then he unbuttoned his pants and opened them just enough for his erection to spring forward. Sandra licked her lips. His cock was gloriously large, its hard length topped by a swollen, flushed head.

She wrapped a hand around his erection and pulled him to her. She flattened her tongue then ran it over his head until he hissed. Smiling, she opened her lips, sucking him into her mouth, the taste of him filling her world with male and musk. Keeping one hand wrapped around his base, she took him into her throat, pulsing the muscles around him as she swallowed.

He grunted, and his hips jerked forward. Sandra looked up to find him watching her, his expression rapt. Desire shot through her. She loved seeing how much he wanted her! Bobbing her head, she fluttered her tongue over the sensitive spot where the thick ridge of his head came together.

Jose moaned, then tugged on her hair. “This is wonderful, but I want to start in on those plans I made.”

She let up on the suction so his cock emerged from her mouth with a pop and smiled up at him. She gave it a squeeze and said, “Are you sure about that?”

He growled and mock glared at her before stepping away to open the doors of her tall standing cabinet. The light sprang on, showcasing all of her spanking and sensation toys. Jose bypassed those to grab a bottle of lube. The cool gel squirted over her chest in sharp contrast to the heat of his hands as he spread it around, sending shivers racing through her. Then he brought her hands up to cradle her breasts. “Hold them like this.”

In seconds, the hot length of him slid into the furrow created. She stared down, fascinated to watch the purple head appear with each thrust, loving the feel of him against her skin.

“Yes,” he hissed as she pushed her breasts even closer together and leaned into him. “Just like that.” He continued to pump, his fingers twisting at her nipples until she whimpered, squirming on the bed. He sped up, his breathing becoming ragged, and his cock grew even harder right before he shouted, thrusting fully so his cum splashed hot across her upper chest and neck.

Jose pulled away. “You can drop your hands.” His fingers swirled the creamy liquid over her skin, spreading it down over her nipples. “You look so pretty like this with my cum all over you.”

He returned to the cabinet to retrieve a black blindfold and wrapped it around her head, tying it in back. Instead of turning her over, he kept her sitting on the end of the bed. “I’ve paid so much attention to your ass, I’ve neglected these beauties.” His hands stroked over her breasts.

Then his touch disappeared, and a thwack of leather fronds covered her right breast. The flogger. She jumped, then moaned so he’d know it was good.

He used it teasingly, batting her nipples to pained peaks of hardness that had her panting and straining forward. Every so often a swipe hit her arm, stomach, or thighs, but that only amped up the feeling of the leather striking her breasts each time he returned his focus to them.

Her clit throbbed, and she shifted from side to side on the bed, wanting more. “Please.”

Jose gave a deep chuckle.

Smack!

“Ah!” The head of the riding crop hit the side of her right breast, stinging so much more than the flogger and sending a sharp jolt of pleasure shooting through her.

Smack!

“Ah!” Her left breast sizzled.

Then he used the flogger in soft strokes that electrified where the head of the riding crop had hit. He kept playing like that, alternating the types of hits until she became a squirming mass of want. Her heart raced, and she panted, “Please, please, please.”

In an unexpected move, something firm pressed against her clit. It flicked to life: a vibrator. The deep hum caused her sensitive nub to swell with pleasure.

The riding crop hit her breasts again, grazing her nipples, the spike of pain adding to her pleasure. She came, hard and sharp, lights bursting behind her closed eyelids as she screamed with the force of it.

Sandra flopped back onto the bed, her muscles no longer able to support her.

But he wasn’t done with her. He rolled her over and pulled her down the bed until she kneeled on the floor, her forearms braced on the mattress.

The flogger’s flails teased across her ass cheeks, then hit with soft stings that had her writhing, wanting more.

Smack!

The riding crop bit in a sharp jolt of pain and transformed into pure sensation.

Smack! Smack!

“Yes!” God she loved how he whipped her!

He teased her with the flogger again, alternating the strength of his hits so it never got to be too much. Then he mixed in the riding crop to add a delicious new level of pain.

Smack! Smack!

“Please!” she whimpered.

He kept it up, ignoring any of the other sensation toys to stay with these two. But what a perfect combination it was! After a long session of flails from the flogger, Sandra couldn’t hold still any longer. She needed more. She reared back, shoving her ass toward him as her clit tingled insistently, the greedy little bundle of nerves demanding sensation.

Smack!

“Yes!” Another firm hit with the riding crop set her ass burning, the feeling shooting through her in a wave of delight. She was close, so close!

But Jose stopped. He had her stand and crawl onto the bed until she kneeling on the mattress, her weight on her forearms and her ass high in the air.

Clothing rustled, and in a few moments, the mattress dipped beside her. After a few crinkles of plastic, Jose pulled her hand to his cock so she could feel the sheath wrapping his hard length. She licked her lips, and her puss clenched with want. He was so huge! She couldn’t wait to have him inside her.

He moved behind her. Jose bit her other ass cheek, making her jump and shiver at the wash of delicious pain. Then he nipped his way up her inner thighs. He blew a hot breath over her, chuckling when it made her squirm. His tongue teased across her puss then crept higher. She held her breath. Was he going to?

Hot and wet, his tongue fluttered over her puckered hole. The sensation was exquisite! “Ah! Oh, god!” Sandra squirmed as it probed at her, slipping inside a tiny bit more each time. She’d never been rimmed before. It was fantastic!

Jose’s tongue speared into her over and over, and her clit throbbed. Sandra’s breath came out in panting sobs, as her heart raced. She was so close! She wanted to reach down and pinch the sensitive nub, to climb that peak again, but she also wanted to enjoy whatever he did next, so she clutched at the sheets and kept her hands where they were.

After one last flutter, Jose pulled his mouth away. Then his finger, slick with lube, traced down the center of her butt cheeks to tease at her puckered hole. His finger swirled around her asshole with a delicious wash of sensation. Then he said, “Is this okay?”

“I…” Sandra paused. For all her rough play, she’d never had anal sex before. She’d always been interested, but a lot of her previous play partners hadn’t grasped the line between rough and violent as well as Jose did, and she hadn’t trusted them with her ass. “I’ve actually never done it before.”

“Would you like to?”

With him? “Yes.”

“Okay. We can stop at any point if you want to. The safe word is still pineapple.”

She nodded.

His finger continued to tease, dancing over her skin and pushing in slightly. There was a faint burn, which felt similar to how her ass cheeks felt after a good spanking.

He worked his finger deeper, and delicious tingles shivered through her. Surprise hit her: her ass was so sensitive! Even more sensitive than her puss.

After another squirt of lube, he pushed a second finger into her, the tight ring muscle around her entrance protesting and clenching. Jose made soothing noises and stroked her hip with his other hand. The burn returned, more intense than before, but she took a deep breath and forced herself to relax, her body morphing the pain into pleasure.

“That’s it,” he said, working his fingers in her, scissoring them to stretch her wide. It felt good, and she made a little whimper of appreciation.

Jose chuckled and pulled his fingers out before dousing her with more lube.

Then something huge nudged against her ass.

She reared forward, her body instinctively trying to retreat from the intrusion.

Jose paused, holding the head of his cock pressed to her, letting her still.

She pushed back a little, bracing with her hands.

Pain, hot and burning. His huge cock, which had always felt so wonderful in her puss, was splitting her ass in two! “Oh, god!”

Then the head popped past the initial ring of muscle, and it got instantly easier. Jose grunted, and his fingers dug into her hips. “God, you’re so tight!”

He pushed forward, and a world of sensation washed over her, pleasure and pain combining into a heady mix that had her panting. Jose eased forward a bit farther each time, his huge cock filling her as it never had before. After a few moments, he came to rest with his thighs pressed to the backs of hers.

Sandra liked that he was so conscientious, but her clit had sparked back to life, and she was hungry to move. She pushed towards him, forcing him deeper. He took the hint.

Jose pulled out, then plunged forward slowly a few times. Sandra gave a little growl and reared back into him. His stroke sped up until he plowed into her, harder and harder. His cock became her whole world. It filled her ass so completely, the sensations so exquisite. She couldn’t believe she’d been missing out on this all these years!

“Harder,” she panted. “Harder.” She needed more.

Jose’s fingers dug into her flesh and pulled her ass high. His hips pounded forward, their bodies slapping together. Sweat trickled salt into her mouth, and she couldn’t seem to get enough air as her heart raced with exertion.

Pleasure spiraled upward, raising higher and higher as he continued to work in her ass. Little mews escaped her with every thrust.

“God, your ass is so tight around my cock,” Jose said, his tone strained. “You feel so good. Does my cock feel good?”

“Yes,” she sobbed. “Yes.”

“Touch yourself for me.”

Her clit gave a throb at the command, and Sandra sucked on her fingers to wet them before sliding them down to flutter over her sensitive nub. Warm tingles erupted, and she moved faster, pressing harder, matching the speed of Jose’s thrusts.

Pleasure hot and bright flashed fire through her body, setting her nerves ablaze as she screamed, her back arching as her muscles spasmed around him. Jose groaned, his hips snapping forward to bury him deeper than ever.

+++

Sandra collapsed face first onto the bed, Jose falling forward to cover her with his delicious weight. She turned her head to the side and pressed her face to his, his goatee tickling her cheek. They lay panting for long moments, then Jose eased out of her, the movement sending another flurry of tingles shivering through her body. He disposed of the condom and returned to lay by her side, rolling her over until they were face-to-face. He pulled off her blindfold.

Sandra traced her fingers across his chest and gave a contented hum.

“Was that okay?” Jose asked, his eyes searching her face. “The breast stuff?”

She nodded. She’d never done a lot of breast play before, but she’d liked it. “What gave you the idea?”

“This one site said that if your butt was ever too sore, I should look for other locations to spank.” His hand caressed her back. “So I went searching for a few new ideas.”

“I’m glad you did.”

He caught her eye. “And the other? The anal?”

She mock frowned, but couldn’t hold it, a smile breaking over her face. “It was amazing! I can’t believe I’d never done it before.”

He grinned. “I was a little surprised. You’re so adventurous in bed.”

She gave a little shrug. “I’ve always wanted to try it, but I never found anyone I trusted enough.” She met his eyes and whispered, “I trust you.”

His smile softened and he cupped her cheek with his hand. “I’m going to tell you something. You don’t have to say anything back, but… Sandra, I love you.”

Her heart skipped, and all her worries from the coffee shop rushed in. Then they were burned away by the warmth in his eyes. She’d never felt this way about anyone before. Sure, the sex was great, and the man could spank her better than any of her previous partners, with or without his paddle. But it was more than that. It turned out the emotional stuff was already here. They had care and trust and laughter.

This must be it, she thought, warmth filling her chest. Love. Her fingers dug in to his shoulder, tugging him closer. “I love you too, Jose.”

He pulled her to him until they were plastered together from breast to thigh, his body warm and strong against her. His mouth took hers hungrily, and he kissed her until she was breathless all over again.

And it was absolutely perfect.
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