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  Introduction


  
    Welcome to the first book in the Kink by the Numbers series, and the first book from the fevered imagination of James Hardcourt of edging.space and the Female Orgasm Denial Tumblr.


    How to use this book


    Not many erotic books come with instructions (it’s got authors notes too!) and these are entirely optional you’re the reader, it’s your book to do whatever you want with.


    But if you’re into the kink of tease and denial then it’s likely you also enjoy tasks and instructions. So I thought I’d build them into these books in a pretty subtle way, for those who fancy it.


    If you’re new to this… the kink of edging and orgasm denial is built on the belief that as good as orgasms might be, it’s even hotter to be denied. To be kept horny, wet, desperate, because it makes you feel amazing.


    Now, if you’ve never explored that idea before let me encourage you to read my blog and the other resources it recommends, because it’s honestly awesome.


    You have to try it to believe it. But please, just enjoy this book as something that might turn you on in new ways. Have fun reading to it, and playing with yourself as you read. I hope, as short as it is, my writing will take you through some exciting highs and lows as you follow the story.


    Many of the Edging Erotica series will be written from a first-person point of view. I don’t describe the protagonist much, because the idea is, she’s you - you’re her. I want you seeing what she sees, feeling what she feels, going on her journey. Who needs virtual reality… the pictures are always much better in words, right?


    So, I don’t describe our heroine in great detail - that’s for you to fill in. I also don’t tend to describe her partner(s) too much. We all find different things sexy, so you fill in the blanks, it’ll be all the hotter for it.


    If you’re NOT new to this however, you know who you are, we affectionately call you ‘denial sluts’ on the blog, then may I suggest some fun options that you might like to try as you read.


    Idea 1: You are only allowed to orgasm if the heroine does. And as much as I love happy endings (these are often erotic romances) I give you no guarantee at all that she’s going to get to cum. If that thought excites you, you should do this.


    Idea 2: You only get to play when she’s playing. This is harsh, isn’t it. This won’t be for most of you I think. But some of you might get off on this. Just allowed to touch while she does, or at least while something sexy is going down.


    Idea 3: Act it out. Is she humping something? Read as you hump. Is she sucking on a cock? Have something in your mouth. Is she naked, in a hot little outfit? Dress up. Pick up whatever you like from the book, have fun, bring it to life. Become her, she IS you.


    And maybe, mix those ideas up, try different things - or read it with a partner and get them involved. It’s all fantasy, designed to arouse, surprise and inspire you.


    Welcome to Edging Erotica. Let’s get reading!

  


  
    The Delivery

  


  
    Natalie fumbled with her keys as she climbed the steps to her apartment’s ageing front door. I shouldn’t have gone to the gym, don’t let me have missed it, please! If they’d taken the parcel back to the delivery office she’d have to wait until Saturday to pick it up. They said they’d try to deliver any time between five and six but maybe they were late. She’d dashed home from the gym without even changing, just in case.


    She pushed through the door and trotted to her postbox in the hallway. ‘Shit.’


    There it was, the little, red ‘we missed you’ note. Someone must have let them in. Natalie picked it up, looking for whatever number she had to call, but her frustration turned to anxiety as she read the scrawled comment. ‘Left with neighbour - Flat 2b’.


    Her face grew red. Oh boy, that was an entirely different set of problems. What if they opened it? What if the box said what it was?


    She ran up the two flights, her braids from the gym bouncing on her breasts as she leapt up the stairs. 2B, 2B, that’s the new neighbour. Oh God, could this get any worse? She hadn’t even got up the guts to say hello to the cute guy who’d just moved in next door.


    She’d thought about it, of course, that’s all she ever seemed to do, think about things. She’d imagined the witty conversations as she welcomed him to the building, ‘2B or not 2B’ usually featured in her opening line. She’d dreamt of offering him a tour of the area, maybe grab a coffee. But in reality, she’d watched for hours as his friends had helped him unpack, her unspoken fear that at any moment some pretty girlfriend would appear to shatter her fantasies.


    But no girlfriend appeared. From the snatches of conversation she caught he was just coming out of a bad breakup. Oh, what a shame… Not that it made any difference. She didn’t go and knock on his door. She just stayed in her flat, read her books, and went down the rabbit hole that had led her to buy what had just been delivered. Oh God, please let the packaging be discreet, I’ll die if it says what it is.


    Without thinking, she knocked on 2B’s door. She was still panting for breath as it quickly opened. There he stood, even hotter up close than he’d looked through the window. Instant regret hit her hard. Oh my God, I look like shit what am I thinking? She could barely speak, her face was red, chest heaving under the sweaty green vest she’d worn for her workout.


    ‘Hi, can I help you?’ His voice was buttery smooth, a gentle English accent that was the stuff of erotic dreams. And as in most of her dreams, she was struck dumb.


    ‘Hello,’ she finally managed to wheeze out. And that was it. She just stood there looking stupider by the second.


    He bit his lip, suppressing a little smile. ‘Is it… Natalie?’


    He knows my name! Suddenly her mind was filled with her own little fantasies, picturing him looking out of the window the way she had, watching her, asking around to find out who his hot neighbour was. This was it, a hot guy, any guy was finally interested in her. ‘Yes, I’m Natalie, how did you know?’ She leaned her hand up against the door frame, gazing up at his dark green eyes, finally no longer wheezing like a vacuum cleaner.


    He pointed behind him. ‘It… it said on this box? I’m guessing you’ve come to get it?’


    She had the sudden urge to facepalm. I’m such a fucking idiot. ‘Yeah, of course, thanks. Sorry. Obviously, that’s how you know.’


    ‘Can I give you a hand with it? It’s really heavy,’ he offered. ‘The delivery guy basically begged me to take it rather than put it back in his car.’ He half-turned, muscles tightening up under his thin white t-shirt.


    Natalie watched him pick up the heavy package with barely an effort. ‘That’d be great, thanks…?’ She raised her eyebrows.


    He picked up on it. ‘I’m Brandon, sorry, I should have introduced myself. You live next door right?’


    ‘I do! I’m sorry I should have come over to say hello, it’s been a busy week.’


    ‘It’s no problem. Nice to meet you. Now, where’s this going?’


    If only you knew. She blushed again, quickly walking away before he noticed.


    ###


    Natalie led the way to her door, opening it up and staring with dismay at the mess that confronted her. Oh God, why didn’t I wait five minutes to knock on his door? This is awful. ‘I’m sorry about the mess, I…’ Her eyes fell upon the dildo she’d left sitting right on the coffee table from the night before. There it stood in all its glory, a suction cup keeping all nine inches of it standing proudly erect. She squeaked and turned in panic but he was already coming in, it was too late to try to hide it.


    ‘Where would you like it, Natalie?’


    ‘Huh, what? Oh the box, yes, just, anywhere. No, not over there!’ He’d started to move towards the sofa and there was no way he’d miss the sex toy from there. ‘Maybe, the kitchen? Yes, the kitchen would be great.’


    ‘Sure, no problem.’ Brandon hoisted the parcel up onto his shoulder. ‘The same layout as my flat I guess? Oh no wait, yours is the mirror of mine.’ He carried it through to the first door on the right.


    The two apartments were a reversed copy of each other. Kitchens sharing drainage, the bathrooms next, and finally the bedrooms at the far end. Those definitely shared a wall. She’d spent many a night listening to the previous occupants, whose tastes weren’t as exotic as hers, but certainly weren’t shy about how much, or how loudly, they fucked.


    Natalie pulled herself out of the little daydream. Dammit, did he just glance over at the coffee table? She couldn’t tell, but followed him into the little kitchen. She watched him put down the heavy box, staring at his bottom. It’s even cuter up close. Her admiration was cut short by his next question.


    ‘So what’s in the box?’ He turned and smiled, hand resting on top of it.


    Natalie’s mind went into meltdown. What could she say, why hadn’t she thought of something? She stuttered, hoping some words would come to her.


    Brandon stepped forward. ‘I’m sorry, that’s rude of me, I shouldn’t have asked. I just guessed some kind of exercise equipment. I’m always on the lookout for good stuff you can use at home.’


    She leapt at his suggestion. ‘Yes, that’s it, exercise equipment. That’s what it is.’


    ‘Oh cool, do you need a hand setting it up? I’m very handy.’


    ‘I bet you are,’ she replied, speaking before her brain got involved. ‘Oh God, I’m sorry, did I say that aloud. Thank you, that’s very kind. But no, I’m fine. If I need any help I’ll shout, I promise.’


    ‘Okay, well it’s been nice to meet you. I’ll leave you to it.’


    Natalie relaxed a little as he started towards the kitchen door, he wasn’t going to press her on what it was. That was a relief. Then she remembered the huge cock that was the first thing he’d see as he went to leave. She slammed her arm across to the fridge, trying to nonchalantly block his way.


    ‘Can I, umm, get you a coffee?’


    ‘I don’t drink it after noon, but thank you.’


    Oh shit, oh shit. Her eyes searched the room for some other delaying tactic, looking at the noticeboard behind him. ‘Actually I did have something I wanted to ask.’ Brandon paused, waiting for her to continue. ‘I’m a bit ditzy sometimes and I kind of lose my keys quite a lot. The last guys in your place were kind enough to keep a spare for me. Would that be okay?’


    Brandon screwed his face up, bemused. ‘You want me to have a key to your flat? You’d be okay with that?’


    Now I think about it, no, but fuck my life I’m so bad at this.


    He continued, ‘I mean I could be a serial killer.’ He grinned, chuckling a little and gave what definitely looked like a suggestive wink. ‘Or some sex-crazed kinkster.’


    There was something about the way he said that made her heart skip a beat. ‘You’re, you’re not though, right?’ she asked him, breathing harder as he stepped just a little inside her personal space.


    ‘A serial killer?’ He gave her a warm smile. ‘Definitely not. I promise.’


    You didn’t answer the other one she shouted in her head but decided to be clever instead. ‘That’s what a serial killer would say,’ upping the ante a little, leaning in and closing the gap between them. Fuck, he smelt so good too, all musky and manly.


    She wanted to ask him about the kinkster comment. Did it mean anything? She looked up at his eyes again. Was he playing with her? There was a sparkle in his eyes as he held her gaze and then very deliberately just let his eyes run down her body and back up again. She’d never watched a guy check her out before. Suddenly she wanted his gaze to linger. Natalie realised her breathing was speeding up again.


    ‘I’d be happy to if it’s really useful,’ he finally answered.


    ‘Happy to what?’ she replied, still wanting to ask about the kinkster comment. ‘Oh God, the key, yes okay thank you.’ That was her plan to get a chance to hide the dildo. ‘Let me go find a spare. Stay here.’ She rushed into the living room, bashing her thigh on the sofa in her hurry to get to the sex toy. ‘I think it’s in a drawer,’ she lied, wrestling at the stupid suction cup and keeping her body between it and her guest. With an audible pop, the toy detached itself and she turned, burying it under a sofa cushion. At least something went right. ‘Oh no silly me, the key’s in the kitchen not here.’


    Quite proud of her deception she sauntered back around, past Brandon and grabbed the spare key off the noticeboard where she’d spotted it in the first place. She put it in his hand, his fingertip brushing her palm as he took hold of it. Even the little touch got her fired up again. She held onto the key a little too long, her fingertips now touching the palm of his hand. She smiled, feeling a little more in control now. ‘I’ve never done this before.’


    ‘Done what?’ His finger gave the lightest stroke across her palm.


    ‘Given my key to a boy.’


    ‘A boy huh. Well, this boy promises to take good care of it. You’re sure you’re happy with me having it?’ He raised his eyebrows.


    She paused a moment, thinking it through as she held his gaze. ‘Yeah, I’m sure. What are neighbours for, right?’


    ‘I couldn’t agree more. I’ll go, leave you to unpack your—’ he paused a tiny bit, ‘—equipment. Lovely to meet you, Natalie. I look forward to getting to know you better.’


    She let go of the key in his hand and he pocketed it, walking himself to the front door as she watched from the kitchen. The way he said that, how he paused on ‘equipment’, had her brain whirring. As soon as he shut the door she turned back into the kitchen, heaved a sigh of relief, finally looking at the long cardboard box leaning against the worktop. Her heart dropped in her chest. There, in big bold writing on the very end was written, ‘One Bar Prison.’ All he’d have to do was Google it and he’d know exactly what she’d had delivered.


    ‘Fuck my life.’

  


  
    Do it yourself

  


  
    After a quick shower to wash the gym off Natalie found herself back in the kitchen. She stared at the package as she filled a glass with water, sipping it as she pictured what was inside.


    She was an avid collector of sex toys. She had been since the time her best friend had dared her to buy a vibe from some seedy shop in town. She’d taken the vibe home and it had been instant love. The only kind of loving she’d ever actually experienced.


    But she’d never bought anything like this. Natalie had been looking at one of these devices for months, ever since she’d first seen it on some website. It had been expensive, but a bonus at work meant that she’d been able to stretch to it.


    She finished the water and went to pick up the parcel, straining to even lift it. Instead, she dragged it across the kitchen floor and over the bare floorboards all the way around to her bedroom. It dropped with a metallic clank on the big rug that covered much of her bedroom floor.


    She grabbed a knife from her little toolkit and with a few slices cut away the tape holding the box shut. Opening it up it looked like a collection of pipes and widgets, but the instruction guide showed it fully made up. Natalie briefly imagined her hot, new neighbour being there to help. How he’d pick up the instructions and try to figure out what this metre high extendable stick could possibly be for. The base bolted to the floor, like a half-height pole dancing set up. The picture didn’t show the key element of course, the dildo that would sit right on top of it. She already had that. She pictured it attached, as she had so often, being forced to mount it, the dildo pressed deep in her. Her fingers stroked the cold steel pipes and her other moved to her breast, playing idly at her hard nipple.


    She frowned. This was a stupid buy, I can’t even use it properly by myself. Maybe I should have been brave enough to ask him to help, it might have led somewhere. She could still return it, but if she was careful she could at least build it before she sent it back.


    Reading through the instructions Natalie began to piece it together. It wasn’t difficult. The pipes were different sizes and slotted into each other like a big, steel telescope. Each section had little holes that let you press in a button and slide it up and down until it locked in place higher or lower. At the bottom was a metal base that had holes in it for screwing down into the floor. She fitted it all together, it was very solid, very secure. Finally, she bolted the top piece in place, the special fixing that would lock onto the dildo.


    By the time she was done her heart was racing, buyer’s regret all forgotten. She crawled over to the side of the bed and pulled out her secret toy drawer. It was full of all the things she’d bought over the last couple of years since she’d got her own place. It was a bit of an addiction. Half of them she’d only used once, and maybe a few she’d bought in sales that had never come out of the box. Butt plugs of all shapes and sizes, vibrators for her clit, g-spot and any other spot the marketers could think of. She even had a remote-controlled one that was a ‘U’ shape, slipping inside against her g-spot and stimulating her clit too. That was a favourite. She berated herself for not slipping it in while assembling the new toy, but unsurprisingly, it wasn’t charged. While she remembered, she plugged it into the phone charger by her bed, and then went on rooting for what she was really after. The dildo.


    Her fingers found it, silky smooth, she could only just wrap her hand around it. It was purple, she always loved purple toys, but otherwise realistic looking, if an 8-inch cock is realistic. It had a nice head and subtle veining raised down the silicone. And at the bottom, a special locking piece that just happened to be what her new toy required. She closed the drawer in the side of the bed and shuffled back to the steel construction on her floor. The dildo slipped into the special cuff on top of the one-bar prison and a small bolt tightened up to secure it in place. Sure enough, once done up it wasn’t going anywhere.


    The final step would be to attach it to the floor. She’d planned to screw it down into the floorboards but another plan formed in her mind. She looked around the room and immediately saw a possibility. She just about lifted the steel pole, it was currently only about the length of her forearm as all the interleaving poles were at their shortest point. Hauling it over to the solid old wardrobe that had come with the house, she pondered for a moment and then piled up some boxes next to its wooden side.


    Natalie went down on all fours, trying to figure out just what height her plans required. She shoved a couple of magazines on the boxes and then lifted the heavy, extended dildo up onto them with a grunt. Grabbing her electric screwdriver she drove six big screws through the holes in the steel base and right into the side of the old wardrobe. She cautiously removed the boxes. It held! There it was, jutting out from the side of the wardrobe, a dick on a stick! She’d tried a few times to just use a suction cup dildo like this but it just kept falling off. And the few thrusts she’d managed were really awkward as she was too near to the wall. But this was perfect!


    Springing up she started taking her clothes off. She wanted to be naked for this, it always added something to the experience. She grabbed a blanket and threw it down under the dildo, the rug didn’t extend that far, but besides that, there was plenty of room alongside the wardrobe for her.


    She sank down again onto her hands and knees, backing up against the toy. She’d almost got it right, she had to spread her legs a little wider to sink down to the point the tip of the long dildo pressed against her already wet pussy. Grinning at her inspiration she pushed back, letting out a little moan as the head of the toy spread her open. She was already so wet. Who knew building things could be such a turn on? It felt so much better than if she was just pushing it in with her hands. Something about this position, being down, on all fours, her whole body pressing back slowly against something so solid, so immovable.


    A deep groan escaped her lips as she pushed back further, feeling the thick, long shaft of the silicone cock stretching her. Despite how wet she was, it was a struggle getting the big toy in her. That’s easily fixed. Staying on all fours she crawled around to the toy drawer. The hard floor hurt her knees, but something about that only made her more excited. She dug around in the drawer and pulled out a squirty bottle of lube.


    Another idea struck her and she fetched her tablet from beside the bed. The porn she’d been watching automatically played as soon as she opened it. Note to self, do not let friends use this without checking it first. The porn wasn’t what she wanted now, she typed in the search ‘doggy style big cocks’. Dozens of videos popped up. She stood and carried the lube and tablet back to her new toy, propping up the tablet where she’d be able to see the video she’d just set to play. Once she’d coated the toy with it she dabbed a little on herself too and resumed the position.


    It slid in so much more easily, a little cold from the lube, but well worth the effort. The head of it was against her g-spot now, she ground back and forth feeling the pleasure spreading from inside, and then thrusting back, feeling it go so deep. Oh, this was so much better than when she’d just used the suction cup. That had just kept falling down. This time there was no awkwardness, just focusing on that big dick buried in her.


    Reaching under she rubbed her clit with her fingers, her wetness already reaching it as she began to thrust harder, deeper. The pleasure was intense. She had to keep her breathing slow and steady to keep from going too far, too fast.


    Some music through the wall next to her broke her from her reverie. Brandon was in his room. She imagined him, lying just the other side of the wall. She thrust harder, fantasising that he could see her, what he’d say, the look on his face. ‘Fuck toy, little slut, cock sucking whore.’ She ran all the names through her head, and opened her mouth, imagining how it’d be to suck on him as she fucked the dildo. Oh, it felt so good. She shuddered with each stroke, getting close to the edge of orgasm. Her hand fell away from her clit, making it ache for more. But she was a good girl, and a denial slut - she loved to edge, to be kept from orgasming, even if it was just self-inflicted.


    With both hands on the ground she could thrust harder, the sucking, slurping sounds of her well-lubricated pussy turned her on even more. The old wardrobe started creaking as she pressed back hard against the cock attached to it. And that wasn’t all that started making a noise. Natalie just couldn’t help herself as she got close. She was a moaner, a really loud one. She found it almost impossible to keep quiet, and this was no exception. With each thrust she grew louder, the pleasure overcoming her inhibitions, overwhelming everything. Right on the edge now she groaned and moaned as she slid the cock from the tip of her pussy deep inside her.


    A creak right on the other side of the wall made her suddenly stop. The music had been turned down. How long for? Oh shit he heard me. Natalie paused, and then slid back on the toy, trying so hard to be quiet. The thought of him there, listening was so hot. Having to stay silent, something she found so hard to do, somehow made it even hotter. She imagined Brandon, pressing his ear to the wall, his cock in his hand. God, it’d be right there, right next to her face. She pressed her hand against the wall, visualising his inevitably perfect cock.


    At that moment the video changed on the tablet. The first had been relatively quiet, but of course, Sod’s law, the next one started with someone screaming ‘fuck my ass, I need you in me’. Natalie leapt towards the tablet, the dildo sliding out of her and bouncing like a diving board. She tried to pause the video or turn it down but failed to do both. Instead, she knocked it out of reach and the screaming moans of ass-fucking porn stars reverberated through the floorboards.


    ‘No, no, no!’ She raced across the floor on her knees, trying to turn the tablet over but her lubed fingers couldn’t get any purchase. ‘You like it in the ass you lemon-stealing whore?’ screamed the tablet, apparently she did, ‘Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!’ came the reply. What the fuck am I listening to? Finally, she managed to press the volume button and mute it.


    There was another creak from the floorboards near the wall. He’s still there, what do I do? The ache between her legs made the decision for her. She crawled back to the cock, and slid herself back onto it, a few thrusts taking it deeper inside each time. She moaned, unable to keep it in any longer. And she kept fucking, harder, deeper again, each pump down onto the cock forcing deep sexual moans from her lips. She hoped he was listening, hoped he was stroking to what he heard. The thought took her deep down the rabbit hole, that her moans might give him pleasure. That’s what she truly craved, more than being fucked, more than coming, she wanted to give pleasure.


    The thought nearly tipped her over the edge. She leaned forwards, letting the dildo slide out from her. Even keeping it in might have taken her over into orgasm. Now she felt so empty. Her pussy, stretched open by the thick cock, craved being filled again. But she didn’t dare, she knew she’d come if she slipped it back in.


    Instead, she listened. There was another creak; she was sure he was there, just the other side of the wall. Suddenly the thought of what she’d done hit her. Moaning like a whore so her new neighbour would hear. What was she thinking? She blushed, her face and her chest going a deep shade of pink. The ache in her knees started to drown out the embarrassment. This hands and knees thing is hard work! She crawled away from the edge of the room and sat back against the bed, her ears and cheeks burning with shame. No one had any clue about this side of her, and now, within an hour of meeting him, she’d possibly given it all away to a stranger in a moment of madness. She’d never be able to look at him, let alone talk to him again.


    She sat on the thin rug, thinking about Brandon. She imagined him in her doorway, letting himself in with the key he’d taken. Her feet slowly pushed apart, her knees still bent, playing with her breasts as she felt her wet labia open up. Natalie shut her eyes, pretending she was on show, and began to edge again, the fingers of one hand making little circles on her clitoris while she fucked herself with the middle two of her other hand. But it wasn’t enough for her ever hungry cunt. Not now she’d had a taste of the big cock.


    Before she lost all impetus to move Natalie grabbed the screwdriver and started to remove the screws attaching it to the wardrobe. She was nearly done when there was a big cracking sound and it tipped to the ground, ripping out a chunk of the wardrobe. Whoops. That’ll be hard to explain, but at least I know where to reattach it next time.


    She managed to get the splintered wood off the base. Her fingers caressed the dildo. It was still warm from her body, and getting stickier by the moment. She lifted it up until it stood upright, the way it was actually meant to be used. The sight of it there, this fantasy come true before her, made her forget her shame.


    She needed to try it.


    Grabbing the screws she pulled back the rug at the end of her bed, exposing the bare floorboards. She shifted the heavy metal base back and forth, trying to make it as central to the end of the bed as she could. It’d annoy her if it wasn’t.


    Finally satisfied, she drove the six big screws into the solid floorboards. The screwdriver could only just handle it, this thing wasn’t going anywhere. Natalie sat back on her heels, becoming aware again of the throbbing in between her legs. She held onto the cool steel with one hand, and let her hand drop down between her legs. She was so wet, the lightest touch of her fingers brought everything back. She needed more, She needed to be filled again. She couldn’t use it properly, but she could surely fuck this thing, mount herself on it. That’s what it was for, after all.


    Maybe I’ll let myself cum. She pushed herself up and examined the One-Bar Prison again. It was still on its lowest height, the tip of the dildo barely above her knees. She leaned down and clicked in one of the metal release buttons, letting it slide up until it clicked into another hole a few centimetres higher. Still not enough. She extended it a few more times. Standing again it was now well between her thighs. She stood over it, her feet either side. It only took a little bend of her knees to feel the tip of the cool silicone against her. It felt so good, so right. She crouched more, the large cock spreading her open as it pushed deep inside her. Her legs were already trembling, it was such an awkward position to hold. As much as she wanted to stay like that, she had to stand.


    She stepped beside it and bent down to press one of the buttons in. How high does this thing go? Instead of letting it just rise one or two notches, she twisted it, so the button missed the rest of the holes, and only clicked it back into place on the very highest setting. She reached down and did the same for the other two sections.


    When she stood, the dildo was the height of her breasts.


    Dark, forbidden ideas crept into her mind. She pictured herself, impaled on the dildo, slowly lowered onto it, feeling it slide in, deeper and deeper, nothing to hold onto, her body weight pressing her ever downward. The thought both aroused and scared her. As she was so prone to do, she began to elaborate on the scenario. Maybe she had a rope to hold onto, as long as her strength held out she’d be okay, but slowly feeling herself weakening, knowing what might happen once she let go, impaled on the cock.


    Why did that turn her on? Maybe it was the utter helplessness of it. That’s what turned her on about it in the first place, why it was called a ‘prison’. If it was raised to just the right level she could be mounted on it, unable to lift herself off. She shook off the fantasies of impalement, she had enough to turn her on here already.


    Once more she adjusted it, this time to a height where the dildo was a high enough that she could just mount it and not have to crouch far to fuck it. She rubbed herself against the silicone, warming it, her clit grinding on it as she pushed from the other side. ‘Hello lover,’ she whispered to the cock, bending down and licking it, sucking it, getting it wet. She went up onto her toes, and mounted it, letting out a satisfied groan as she sank back down. This was more like it. With just a little squat she could fuck the dildo deep into her. She bobbed up and down, rubbing her clit and pulling at her nipples, the arousal from before surging back. This was so good, felt so kinky, she’d been a genius to this.


    But it could be better. She went up on tiptoes and carefully dismounted the dildo and went and picked up the tablet, searching for ‘one bar prison’. There was the exact video she’d been inspired by. She set it to full screen, and just as she was about to mount up again, looked at the image of the girl, struggling on a dildo stand almost identical to the one in her room. She felt a rush of excitement that she’d dared to make this dream come true. And then she spotted the final missing element. How could I forget those?


    Natalie dashed to her wardrobe and dug out her ‘pornstar’ heels. A full six inches high, she’d never even dared wear them out of the house, in fact, she could barely walk in them. But she loved how she looked and was getting better at staying upright. She’d seen an idea a few months ago online and done all her chores in them for a couple of weeks. God, it killed her calves to start with. If only she actually tidied up more she might be proficient by now. Anyway, there was no way she was going to do without these for her first proper mounting.


    She slipped on the shoes, which wasn’t easy, they were pretty tight and the double straps at the top both had tiny metal buckles to do up. There was something about the black patent leather and thin stilettos that somehow made her feel more naked than she already was.


    She loved it.


    Natalie looked at the steel erection in the middle of her floor. It needed a name. She laughed as it came to her, ‘Maybe I’ll call you Brandon,’ she said to it. ‘I’m sorry Brandon,’ she said as she walked to it, caressing the dildo with her fingertips, ‘Am I under-dressed for our first date? Oh, our second date? Of course, you’re right, how could I forget that time against the wardrobe?’


    As she wobbled next to the dildo stand she realised that she was too tall now, it needed to go up another six inches, which really shouldn’t have been a surprise. Crouching down, holding onto the metal, she raised the top two sections a couple of inches each, but then she had an idea. She could get the height perfect in one go. She depressed the button, and just twisted it to the side like before so it didn’t lock back in place.


    Very pleased with herself Natalie stood and positioned the toy right beneath her. The video was getting loud now, the girl trapped on her own dildo was being teased and edged by some guy in black. The way she begged for release, both from the trap, and by cumming, was so sexy.


    With the bottom section still unlocked Natalie could bend over a little bit and slowly pull the toy up into her to the perfect height. She had to be careful, it kept slipping down if she let go, but it felt so good, and so exciting, balancing in her heels, slowly working it deeper. She wasn’t an idiot though, she knew she couldn’t go too deep, or she’d be stuck just like the girl on the screen. But it wouldn’t do any harm just to imagine, to feel it deep, and then push it back down again. Her pussy was so slick with arousal, it was coating the dildo now, and making her fingers slippery. She grabbed the toy, sliding it deep, the whole dildo nearly buried in her. It felt amazing, she ground against it, so solid, so…


    ‘Click.’


    ‘No, no, no, no!’ she cried. But it was too late. The metal button had somehow found a hole to slip into, much higher than she’d planned. She tried to bend down but with the dildo buried in her she could hardly twist at all, the highest button was far out of reach of her grasping fingers.


    She was completely stuck. Already effectively on tiptoes from the heels.


    Truly mounted.


    She was a one-bar prisoner.

  


  
    Rescue

  


  
    Natalie clenched her fingers in her hair, her breathing coming in short, sharp gasps. She tried again to reach down but could only just get her hands past her pussy. There was no chance of reaching the release buttons. She gripped the base of the dildo with her fingers, but it was completely secure. She was completely stuck.


    If only she hadn’t worn the damn heels she could have raised herself up, but she was already effectively on tiptoes. There was no higher to go.


    She started running through worst-case scenarios, this could be really bad. It was the beginning of the weekend, she didn’t have anything in the diary until she was due to be back in work on Monday. Even then all they’d do is call for the first couple of days.


    Three minutes for air, three days for water, three weeks for food she recited to herself, remembering the survival lesson she’d had at Scouts. That’s how long you could manage without something. Water - would you really die if you didn’t have any for just three days? Natalie prayed she wouldn’t have to find out.


    Come on Natalie, you’re smart, figure a way out. She looked around the room. Her phone was tossed up on the bed. If she could just reach the duvet cover maybe she… No, she couldn’t even bend close enough to be near to reaching the bed. Maybe she could lean sideways further? She shuffled around precariously on the heels. She could barely bend in any direction. No matter which way she reached there was nothing within reach.


    Panic overtook her. Tears formed in her eyes as she gasped for breath. She was truly fucked.


    Suddenly the music that was playing in the background got through to her. Her neighbour, he was there. Brandon could rescue her. Just as she was about to yell his name she stopped, considering the consequences. Complete and utter humiliation. The cute guy next door knowing forever what a fucked up little slut she was. Not to mention how he’d react when he saw her like this, naked, mounted like a puppet on a stick. She’d have to move apartments. She could never live it down.


    The panic began to overwhelm all her excuses. She realised it was the only option. The internal fight quickly ended when the music suddenly turned off. Oh fuck, he’s going out, it’s now or never.


    ‘Help,’ she yelled at the top of her voice. ‘Brandon, can you hear me?’


    There was no response. Maybe she’d missed him already. She shouted again, ‘Brandon, it’s Natalie next door, I need your help!’


    A familiar creak on the floorboards ignited her hope, and then his muffled voice. ‘Hello? Are you okay? Did you just shout?’


    ‘Yes, yes thank God you heard me.’ Relief flooded through her. But it only lasted a moment. While her life was no longer in danger, dying might be less awkward than what was about to happen. ‘I’m… stuck,’ she shouted. ‘I need some help?’


    ‘Stuck how?’ he shouted back, coughing, or something.


    Did that bastard just laugh? ‘It’s hard to explain, can you come over and help me, please?’


    ‘Okay, I’ll be right with you.’


    Natalie heard his footsteps tramp across the floor and fade. At least he seemed to be taking it seriously. What his reaction would be when he saw her she couldn’t even begin to think about. Within moments she heard her front door opening, and close again. She folded her arms, trying to comfort herself, to prepare for whatever his reaction was going to be.


    ‘You’re in the bedroom, right?’ he called, his footsteps drawing up to the closed door behind her.


    ‘Brandon, stop, please!’ She suddenly yelled. ‘Don’t come in.’


    ‘Wait, what? Don’t you need help?’ he asked from the other side of the door.


    ‘I do, but, oh god I don’t know how to explain what you’re about to see.’


    There was a pause. ‘Okay…’ he said finally, waiting for the explanation anyway.


    ‘I’m kind of stuck, on something.’


    ‘Stuck but not in pain?’ he asked. ‘You sounded truly desperate through the wall.’


    Natalie managed to stifle a laugh. ‘I’m truly desperate, you have no idea. If you hadn’t heard me I could have been in real trouble.’


    ‘So, what do you need me to do?’


    ‘I’m naked you see, I’m stuck here, naked. This is so embarrassing, and the thing I’m stuck on—’


    ‘The one-bar prison?’ he guessed.


    Natalie froze, he had read it! ‘Umm yeah, you read the box did you?’


    ‘It kind of said it in big letters on the top.’ Something about the way he said it told her he was grinning.


    ‘Do you know what that is?’ Natalie asked.


    ‘I do.’


    Natalie wanted to ask how, had he looked it up, or did he know already, but that wasn’t really important right now. ‘So yeah, I kind of fucked up trying it out.’


    ‘That must be awkward.’


    He’s enjoying this, I can tell, oh God, what do I do?


    ‘Natalie, do you want me to call a friend for you, a girl maybe?’


    Hope soared at his suggestion. She hadn’t thought of that, he didn’t have to see her. But hope died just as fast. What was worse, him seeing her, or her friends forever knowing just how kinky she was? She wasn’t sure her best friend wouldn’t just die laughing, probably while sending pictures to everyone.


    She couldn’t help thinking of him, just behind the door, the fact that she was about to be exposed. She couldn’t help the thought arousing her. Without thinking, she asked him a question.


    ‘Were you listening through my wall earlier?’


    He didn’t reply for what seemed like forever. ‘Yes.’


    Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. Does that make it better or worse? ‘What did you think I was doing?’


    ‘Either having sex with a mute or masturbating very loudly.’


    Natalie actually laughed. ‘Well, I’m the only one in here. So, yeah.’


    ‘I kind of guessed that from the yells for help.’


    Good one Natalie, even impaled on a giant sex toy you can’t help but make yourself look dumber. ‘Right, yes, of course. Did you, did you like what you heard?’ Even as she said it she buried her face in her hands. What the fuck am I asking? Natalie shut UP.


    Brandon chuckled. ‘I mean, yes. You sounded… very hot? I wasn’t sure if you were welcoming me to the apartment in your own special way.’


    She sighed. ‘Nope, just… being me!’


    ‘So this whole thing, being stuck, calling for help. Not some big masterplan to seduce your new neighbour?’


    If only I was that smart. ‘Nope, again, just me being… fucking me. You know what, come in. I might as well make my shame complete.’


    ‘You’re sure?’ Brandon asked, his voice clearer, nearer the little gap in the door.


    ‘I’m sure, just, fuck, just come in, please. I need you - help. I need help.’


    Natalie felt the slight breeze of the door opening and heard the creak of the floorboards. She didn’t know where to put her hands, moving them from her face to her breasts. Neither of which mattered as she currently had her back towards him.


    ‘Well, damn. You really are stuck,’ he said.


    ‘Just, yeah, just go on, laugh, say whatever you need to say. My pride is lying in tatters at my feet.’


    ‘God, you are beautiful.’


    His unexpected words would have caused her to fall over if she hadn’t been propped up so thoroughly. No one had ever called her that, besides her mum, and that didn’t count. Despite being unable to believe it, those words bounced around her head for a few moments before she could form a denial. ‘I’m not beautiful,’ she almost shouted, ‘I look ridiculous and I’m stuck.’


    ‘Well yes, you’re clearly incredibly stuck. But that doesn’t stop you being beautiful, in fact, it makes you even more so, to my mind. Anyway, I’m sorry, that’s inappropriate. I should shut up and just help get you off there.’


    ‘Don’t shut up.’ Her answer was instinctive. ‘I’m sorry, it’s just that no one has ever called me that.’


    ‘They have clearly never seen you naked then.’


    Natalie couldn’t argue with that. She rarely even got naked at the gym, preferring to come home and shower there. Despite the device, buried inside her, all she could do was think about his words. ‘I’m… not beautiful,’ she protested, more quietly this time. ‘Why does… being on here make me more so?’


    She heard him step closer, still not daring to turn around and look at him. Her arms were instinctively hugging herself around her waist, pushing her breasts up. ‘You’re sure you want me to say, rather than get you off that thing?’


    ‘Yes.’


    ‘To see you like that, mounted, so intimately. It’s like a fantasy come to life. In nothing but heels, somehow it makes you more naked, more… beautiful. I know I’ve only seen one side of you, but I promise you, you’re breathtaking.’


    Natalie’s mind went into meltdown. It was all too much. She couldn’t even argue, voice all her usual objections to his opinion. To be like this, on display. It was her fantasy too, thrust upon her so unexpectedly. She covered her face again, not sure if she was about to cry.


    ‘Can I… see the other side?’ he asked quietly.


    No, her mind screamed, no then you’ll see I’m not beautiful. I’m ugly and stupid and…


    ‘If that’s okay?’ he checked.


    She managed to silence her inner critic for long enough to just whisper, ‘Yes.’ With her face still in her hands, she heard him walk around her, keeping his distance, his breaths deep and full.


    ‘Wow. Just, wow. This side’s even better,’ he finally announced. ‘Natalie?’


    ‘What,’ she said, muffled through her hands.


    ‘Can I touch you?’


    ‘What, no!’ She peeped over her fingers. ‘Where?’ There he was, his eyes firmly fixed on hers, a warm smile on his handsome face. ‘Where?’ she repeated.


    ‘Just your hands, and maybe—’ he pulled out a tissue, ‘and maybe your cheek?’


    She felt a teardrop from her eye as she blinked and nodded. ‘Yes, okay.’


    Slowly he walked towards her, just those few steps quiet and careful like a hunter trying not to scare away a deer in the forest. Only this deer was trapped. He wiped her cheek and caught another tear on the tissue he’d pulled from his pocket. All the time his eyes never strayed below hers. Putting the tissue away he slipped his fingers into her hands where she instinctively grabbed hold of them. ‘Are you okay?’ he asked. ‘Do you want me to get you off this now?’


    ‘I… don’t know,’ she confessed. His words, his gaze, the way he was handling her. All of it was stirring up something inside her. Suddenly she didn’t want this to end. ‘Tell me… tell me I’m beautiful again.’ Natalie watched his face light up, one cheek rising in a lop-sided grin. He stepped back, still holding her hands, and as her elbows opened her breasts bobbed into view. The look of delight on his face made her pussy clench like a vice on the thick dildo inside her. She couldn’t help shuddering, which only made her more aware of her impalement.


    ‘Wow. You are stunning,’ he said. He squeezed her fingers, making her look up at him rather than the floor. ‘Natalie, do you know what safewords are?’


    She nodded. ‘Words people use in bondage scenes to stop it.’


    ‘Yes. Why don’t they just say, “stop” though, Natalie?’


    She paused for a moment. She knew the reason, but it was where her answer might take her that made her hesitate. ‘Because, because sometimes they say one thing, and want another.’


    Brandon took a step closer, speaking more quietly now. ‘That is a very good answer.’ He cupped her cheek again. ‘If I told you that all you needed to say was “red” and I’d free you from that thing in a moment, would that be helpful? We’d never need to talk about it again, it would be as though this didn’t happen.’


    She let that sink in for a moment. She could just say ‘no’ now, and end this. Her heart started pounding as the words formed on her lips, stuttering breaths, her tongue starting to form an ‘N’ on the roof of her mouth. But it didn’t come, her head giving a little shake before she heard herself say it. ‘Yes’.


    He picked up on her hesitation. ‘You’re happy using safewords?’


    ‘Yes.’ More confident this time, her breathing getting faster, not because of what had happened, but what might happen next.


    ‘Good. Good girl,’ he said softly. His words caused her to exhale sharply. The name she’d dreamt of hearing during so many fevered evenings. To finally hear them, and to be like this. It was almost too much.


    He continued, ‘And “yellow”, Natalie–’ hearing her name again grounded her a little, ‘–yellow tells me not to stop, but that you’re nearly at the limit of what you can handle.’


    Her head snapped up, looking at him again. ‘So fucking yellow!’ She coughed out a laugh.


    He bit back a smile, but his eyes couldn’t hide it. ‘Okay, good. That’s alright, I’d expect nothing less. But listen to me. No, don’t look away. I hear you. You’re safe, okay?’


    ‘Okay.’ She didn’t sound convinced, even to her own ears.


    ‘You’re shaking a little. Are you cold, or is it just the adrenaline of all this?’


    ‘I’m warm enough, thank you though.’ What am I doing? I’m naked, ask for clothes!


    ‘Okay then, but tell me if you get cold. Being cold is rarely sexy. I’m going to get you some water, alright?’


    Don’t leave! She took a deep breath. ‘Water, thank you, sure.’


    Brandon walked around her, giving her plenty of space, and she could hear him rummage in the kitchen for a glass. Natalie whispered to herself, ‘What the hell are you doing?’.


    ‘Are you alright, did you say something?’


    ‘No, no, I’m fine,’ she said loudly. Holy shit the walls are thin, he must have heard everything earlier. ‘Just berating myself for getting into this situation.’


    ‘Okay, well I’m coming back in now, is that okay?’


    My God, just tell him to get you off this thing, haven’t you had enough?


    ‘Never enough’ came the whisper from somewhere deep and dark inside her. Wherever it was, it was winning at the moment. Natalie jolted upwards, she’d slouched a little and the dildo had hit somewhere that had given her a short, sharp mix of pleasure and pain.


    Of course, that was the moment he walked back in. ‘Here you go, it’s not too cold, try and drink as much as you can. I don’t want you feeling dehydrated.


    As she took the glass and drank with trembling hands as she watched as his eyes flick downward for the briefest of moments, looking between her legs where the steel post, now warmed by her thighs, impaled her. As his eyes met hers the reality of the situation sunk in. No longer stuck, she could get off this thing with just a word. But until she did she was just as helpless, still a prisoner. His prisoner now.


    ‘How are you doing?’ he asked, taking back the empty glass.


    ‘I’m impaled on a steel sex toy being ogled by my hot neighbour and I’m not sure if this is a dream or a nightmare. How do you think I’m doing?’


    ‘Just say the word…’ he began.


    ‘I know, I know, but even that’s cruel, you know that right?


    ‘Go on?’ he prompted, standing back a little, his eyes more obviously exploring her now.


    ‘It means it’s my fault. As if it weren’t bad enough getting stuck here in the first place, now, now I could get free but you have to be some smartarse dom who understands how to fuck with me.’


    ‘Smartarse, hot dom, apparently.’ He chuckled, his English accent giving it a hint of supervillain.


    ‘I was kind of hoping you hadn’t picked up on that.’


    ‘You said you don’t know if it’s a dream, or a nightmare. Which would you pick? What kind of girl, what kind of submissive are you?’


    Natalie paused, looking down. ‘Doesn’t everybody want their dreams fulfilled?’ She looked at him again, eyebrows raised.


    ‘Are you telling me, or asking me?


    ‘I don’t knooowww!’ Natalie whined, jerking herself up and down in frustration. That was a mistake. The dildo buried deeper in her and she let out an involuntary moan.


    ‘Oh, that thing is deep in you isn’t it. How does it feel?’


    ‘I’m trying not to think about it.’


    There was a click from the kitchen. ‘The kettle must be boiled. I thought you might like a cup of tea.’


    ‘A cup of tea?’ Natalie stared at him, mouth open. ‘You find me impaled on a one-bar prison and your first reaction is to make tea?’


    ‘Tea fixes everything. I’m going to make a cup. Do you want one?’


    ‘I… I, dammit, yes now I do! You’re insane, you know that?’


    ‘Says the girl impaled on a huge metal pole and refusing to be rescued.’ He winked as he walked around her, a little closer this time. ‘How do you take it?’


    Hot and wet with a splash of humiliation? ‘Just milk, thanks.’


    ‘Right you are. Don’t go anywhere.’ He chuckled.


    Dick.

  


  
    Interrogation

  


  
    Without the distraction of Brandon, Natalie quickly refocused on her predicament. Her feet were starting to ache a little. She tried shuffling her weight in between them but even the little shift made her incredibly aware of the phallus buried deep inside her.


    Instead of shifting left and right, she began to move her weight from heels to toes and the sensation it gave was unlike anything she’d ever felt. Her weight was pushing almost completely against the front of her vagina, and most notably, her g-spot. She slid her fingers down and leaned back a fraction, she could feel the slight bulge the toy made against her tummy. A new frustration filled her, she wanted to fuck it, wanted to feel it thrusting in and out of her again, but she couldn’t even do that. Natalie ground her hips in frustration, feeling the broad pressure against her g-spot, causing the familiar urge to pee to grow. She knew that should pass, if she just pushed past it.


    She could hear the clink of mugs. He was coming back soon. Her fingers went to her clit, rubbing hard, rotating her hips to feel the toy grind in the best places inside her. Despite the situation, despite the discomfort, and even the neighbour about to see her naked once again, her fingers took her to another place, where it was all okay. A place where she was the liberated sex goddess of her fantasies. Where every encounter went perfectly, every man and woman lusted after her. She felt the physical joy surge through her body, her fingers whirring, oblivious of the little sounds she’d begun to make. She let her weight sink a little, the cock head inside her pushing even deeper, what had been painful before now a more complex, twisted pleasure. Fuck, she was suddenly so close to cumming, it felt so fucking good, just a few more strokes.


    ‘Whatcha doin’?’ came the voice behind her.


    Natalie screamed. ‘Oh my god, how long were you, did you…?’


    ‘Long enough for it to be a rhetorical question.’


    She hugged her arms around herself, one hand covering her breasts, the other cupping her mound. ‘I’m so embarrassed. I’m sorry, I don’t know what came over me. Everything’s so overwhelming.’


    ‘Do you want me to take you off it, we can just sit and drink a cup of tea, and talk,’ he offered. Walking around in front of her again, he handed her the mug of tea. She hesitated before unpeeling her hands from her skin and taking it. She clung onto the hot mug, the burning heat distracting her from her the blush that felt like it was covering her entire body.


    He sat back on the bed, facing her, the steam rising off his mug as he blew on it. ‘We can stop?’ he prompted her again.


    ‘Part of me wants that more than anything but…’ she paused,


    ‘Go on. But…?’ he encouraged.


    ‘But another part of me feels like this is finally a fantasy coming true and I don’t want it to end.’


    He nodded, taking a sip of his tea. ‘That’s a lovely answer. Good girl.’


    Natalie looked down into her tea, avoiding his gaze, her cheeks growing redder at her confession and his response. She sipped her tea.


    ‘Well, in that case, I suppose I should make the most of having you at my mercy.’ His chuckle caused her to peek up from her drink. He sat back on the bed, leaning on one hand, sipping tea with the other, not subtle about his examinations now.


    ‘What are you going to do with me at your mercy?’ she said quietly into her drink.


    ‘Hmm, perhaps the meanest thing you could imagine.’


    Her eyes opened wide as dark, despicable things rushed through her mind. ‘Like, what?’


    ‘I’m going to probe you, Natalie.’


    ‘What!’ she squeaked. ‘Where?’


    ‘In the most exquisite, important sexual organ you have.’


    ‘Which is that?’ she squeaked again, spilling a little tea on the floor.


    ‘Can’t you guess?’ He grinned, and slowly stood up, putting his drink down and walking up close behind her. ‘It’s the one bit of you I really haven’t seen yet.’


    She frowned. My ass, but he’s seen that. It’s a riddle, what hasn’t he seen. Ohhh. ‘You’re going to ask me questions.’


    ‘Gosh Natalie, who’s a clever little thing. Yes indeed. Your mind, the most important sexual organ. I want to know a little bit more about the girl who’d get herself in this situation like this. Because right now I’m utterly fascinated.’


    ‘Oh,’ she breathed out. Then she thought about his answer. ‘Oh fuck. You’re going to interrogate me?’


    ‘Yep,’ was his simple reply as he stood and started moving around her bedroom, as though he was looking for something.


    Hey, I’m naked on a pole, why aren’t you looking at me. ‘What if I don’t want to answer?’


    ‘You’re stuck on a one-bar prison, completely at my mercy, and I have all weekend free. How are those heels? I bet you don’t wear those often. Calves burning yet?’ He looked back at her and grinned.


    ‘Okay, valid point.’ At least he’s looking at me again now.


    ‘But I don’t need that leverage I think. I just need one thing from you.’


    ‘You do?’ She finished her drink as he walked back to her.


    He took her mug without asking, and laid it next to his. ‘Yes, I want your word. The truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.’


    ‘So help me God,’ she finished with a laugh.


    ‘Oh sweetheart, I think he’s abandoned you to me today. So do you give your word?’


    ‘I do.’


    ‘Good, first question. Where do you keep your sex toys?’


    Unconsciously her eyes flicked to the drawer beside her bed where he’d just put his tea.


    ‘Oh look, you answered that without even saying anything.’ He walked around the bed, sitting near the drawer but lifting the charging vibrator. ‘I noticed this earlier, but if I’m right there’s a remote for it somewhere.’


    ‘Oh shit,’ she whispered as he opened up the drawer.


    ‘Ah yes, there it is, and my goodness, what a box of delights. May I?’ He waited on her reluctant nod and fished out a small remote. He brought the small, U-shaped toy over to her. ‘I think this might help my interrogation too. And to distract you from your aching legs. Be a good girl, slip it in for me.’


    She took the We-Vibe, as it was called, and somewhat uncomfortably wiggled herself around to make enough room to slip the smaller side of the two inside her pussy.


    ‘Oh fuck, that is pressing right on. Fuck.’ The thick dildo was already filling her up, even the little bulge of the We-Vibe, a toy designed to be worn while having sex, put new pressure on her well-stimulated g-spot. The outer, larger bulge snuggled in at the top of her labia, pressing quite effectively against her clitoris.


    ‘Good girl, hands behind your back now. That’s it, yes, try holding your elbows. Beautiful. I’m going to play with this remote now, don’t let go of your elbows or I’ll turn it off, understood?’ Brandon walked back to the side of the bed, kicked his shoes off and sat back against the headboard. He pressed a button that instantly transformed Natalie’s situation. The vibrator head inside her, so securely pressed against her most sensitive spot, burst into life.


    ‘Oh my God,’ Natalie yelled, her hands dropping to her crotch. The vibrations stopped.


    ‘What did I say, Natalie?’ He waved the remote at her. ‘Hands behind again, please.’


    ‘But, it’s so intense. I can’t take it. I feel like I’m going to explode.’


    ‘You’re not a balloon. There’s a chance you’ll make a mess but that won’t be anything but horrifyingly embarrassing.’ He grinned, emphasising that last phrase. He really was enjoying himself now. ‘So not much worse than your current situation.’


    She looked up at him and actually growled. It only seemed to make his grin grow wider. ‘And if you can’t take any more, what do we have?’


    ‘Safewords,’ she muttered as she took hold of her elbows behind her back again.


    This time the vibrations started very slowly, and in the other spot, the bulb of the toy pressing against her clitoris. She closed her eyes, even the faint vibrations there felt incredible. She tried to writhe against it but the external vibrator had nothing to push against it. When she used it herself she always had a hand pressing it on hard. Without that, it was just a cruel tease. ‘Please, more, I need more,’ she whimpered.


    But instead, the vibrations stopped. ‘No, please, please more.’


    ‘You can earn some more, time for some more questions I think. If I like your answers I’ll turn the vibrator back on, and the more I like it, the higher I’ll set it.’


    ‘Fuck yes, okay, what do you want to know?’ The vibrations had triggered something in her. She stood now, hands behind her, breasts jutting out. For the first time while he was in the room she felt her inhibitions dropping away. She’d do anything for more of those vibrations, like an addict needing her next fix. She wanted to be made to do anything for them. Bring it on.


    ‘Okay, let’s start with something simple. How did you discover you’re kinky?’


    She thought for a moment. ‘I knew something was up for a long time. I used to get obsessed with any cartoons or films where the woman was tied up. I’d go to bed and imagine it was me.’


    He nodded. ‘Nice. Classic first signs. And then?’


    ‘Well at some point I was riding my bike on a bumpy road and it suddenly felt very nice. My parents were delighted how much I suddenly wanted to go out riding. And then I discovered I got the same feeling humping Mr Snuggles.’


    ‘Please let that be your teddy bear.’


    ‘You have a dirty mind,’ Natalie fired back. ‘Yes, it was.’


    ‘So you’re a little humper are you? You know some girls accidentally train themselves to only orgasm like that. It can prove a problem later on.’


    ‘I didn’t know that. Sadly that wasn’t my problem. In fact just the opposite, not that I knew it.’ All this talk of humping made her want to grind again, but it was too much, doing it while he watched.


    Brandon sat up. ‘You mean you couldn’t orgasm?’


    ‘Hmm, less couldn’t, more wouldn’t. I knew there was something more, I was just scared of it for a long time.’


    ‘Wow, so you were just edging the entire time? You must have been so horny.’


    ‘You have no idea. Please, isn’t this enough to get the vibe back on?’


    Brandon chuckled. ‘Nearly, you’re doing very well, but it’s all the same question really. But you’re definitely earning a good reward. Finally, then, you’re able to cum now, you’re not anorgasmic? Right?’ She nodded. ‘So how did that happen?’


    ‘That’s definitely a different question,’ Natalie protested.


    ‘You’re right, it is. Do your best to give me an answer.’


    She was puzzled by what he meant for just a moment before the vibrations exploded against her clitoris. ‘Oh fuck! Oh my God that’s, that’s so strong.’


    ‘Mhmm. I asked you a question, Natalie.’


    ‘Oh fuck, oh fuck. I came when. My friend… a dare, into a sex store. Holy shit is that on full?’


    ‘Nope. You were saying… a sex shop?’


    ‘Please, please let me push it on. It’s driving me crazy.’


    Brandon smiled and patently ignored her. ‘A sex shop…?’


    She spoke quickly. ‘Yes, bought a vibe. Came so hard I thought I’d die.’


    ‘I’m so glad you didn’t.’ He smiled again and the vibrations eased off a little.


    ‘Oh no please, I need more,’ Natalie begged, writhing against the pole, trying to hump against the vibrator that just wasn’t quite tight enough against her to give her what she craved.


    ‘More? I guess you did answer two questions. I can do that.’ The second vibrator inside her flicked on causing Natalie to throw her head back and let out a groan. The vibrations rose and fell, cycling between her clit and g-spot. She didn’t care that he was watching anymore. She closed her eyes, clinging onto her elbows for dear life as she ground herself on the giant cock impaling her. ‘Oh God, oh fuck that feels so good. Please, oh fuck I’m so close. I’m going to cum, yes yes… nooooo!’ The vibrations had died away just as she was on the very brink of cumming. Her head shot forward and she glared at him. ‘Oh, you fucker. Please, please turn it back on. I need it.’


    ‘Oh, you need it do you?’ He laughed again.


    ‘Yes, I need it. Please.’


    ‘And what would happen if you cum, Natalie?’ he asked in a more serious tone.


    ‘It would feel amazing.’


    ‘And then?’


    She took a few deep breaths. ‘And then, I’d realise I was mounted on a pole in the most embarrassing situation of my life and want to curl up and die.’


    ‘But do you feel like that now? How do you feel?’ He sat up and crossed his legs on the bed, leaning on his hands.


    ‘Not at all. I feel amazing. I even,’ she hesitated,’ I even like you looking at me.’


    ‘Well, that’s good to hear. I like looking at you too. You are absolutely gorgeous.’


    She lowered her eyes at that, but didn’t protest this time. ‘Thank you,’ she said, followed by another moan of pleasure as both vibrators started up again, more gently this time.


    ‘Tell me a fantasy of yours, something you’ve never told anyone.’


    To his surprise, she laughed. ‘You won’t believe me.’ She smiled through half-lidded eyes as he raised and lowered the vibrations, playing with her.


    ‘I promise I’ll believe anything you say, always.’


    ‘It’s not that it’s just, it’s this.’


    ‘This…?’ he asked, leaning in.


    She looked him right in the eyes. ‘It’s this exact scenario. Me here, on a pole, with a handsome dom controlling me. I’m honestly still not sure I’m not in the best dream of my life.’


    ‘That’s awesome. What happens next in the dream?’


    ‘Oh fuck, don’t ask that.’ She paused, turning her head away. ‘All kinds of things.’


    ‘Ohh, this is going to be good.’ Brandon bounced back against the headboard, raising the levels on both vibrators to encourage honesty. ‘Tell me one.’


    Shuddering slightly from the vibrations, and still slowly grinding herself against the dildo inside her, Natalie let out a defeated sigh. ‘I imagine having to pleasure you. Having to stroke you and get you hard so that—’


    Brandon was obviously trying to stifle a big grin. ‘So that…?’


    ‘—so that you can fuck me.’


    ‘Ohhhh. Yummy. But your pussy is impaled on a pole, Natalie. Where would I fuck you?’


    She bit her lip but didn’t say anything. Suddenly the vibrations ceased. ‘Oh no, no, please. In my bum, in my bum!’ Her body bucked as the vibrations went right back up.


    Brandon clapped his hands and laughed. ‘This is too much fun. Wow, Natalie, I love you already.’


    Despite the toy pulsing away, she suddenly went still, her hands dropping to her sides, staring at him. ‘What?’


    He sat straight up. His turn to blush. ‘I mean, you know what I mean, it’s just something people say. I just mean I love everything about this. I love these fantasies of yours. I love that it’s making one come true. But you’re right, it’s a powerful word. I’ll try to be careful with it.’


    ‘Thank you,’ she replied, hands going slowly back to her elbows behind her. ‘Do you want to know another one, another twist on this?’


    ‘More than anything,’ he replied.


    ‘I imagine, you hurt me.’ She lifted her head again, and stared right at him. ‘That you clamp my nipples. That you cane me, whip me, leave marks all across my skin.’


    ‘Fuck.’


    ‘And there’s nothing I can do about it. Maybe I’m gagged, or maybe you just like to hear me scream. That it gets you hard.’


    ‘Fuck’ he said again, under his breath.


    ‘Does it get you hard, Brandon?’


    He gazed at her for what felt like forever. ‘It does.’


    She paused, biting her lip again, her turn. ‘Fuck.’ She smiled, her face transforming. ‘Oh come on, doesn’t that deserve more…’ The vibrations rose. ‘Oh God yes, thank you, thank you. So good.’


    He sat and watched her grinding on the dildo, admiring her stamina. There was something in his eyes now, her words had ignited something. ‘One more, Natalie, I want one more scenario from you.’ She looked at him, breasts heaving as she sucked in air, her body shuddering with pleasure. He moved to the edge of the bed, right in front of her. ‘Tell me the one you don’t want to say. You know what I mean. The fantasy that flitted across your mind when I asked earlier, and you shut away in a box.’


    ‘No, please. Haven’t I said enough?’


    ‘Oh, so you did think of one, good.’ He pushed the remote, the vibrations alternating on high between inside and outside. Sweat was beading on her skin now, and as he looked closer he could see trickles of arousal reaching nearly to her knees. ‘Tell me, trust me with it. It’s only a fantasy. It doesn’t mean you want it in real life. That’s what fantasies are for, exercise for your brain. Tell me, Natalie, please.’


    She scrunched her eyes tighter. ‘You have me like this only, my hands are tied to the ceiling.’ He leaned in, making affirmative noises. ‘You’ve played with me, got me desperate, and then—’ she shook her head, defeated, ‘—then the doorbell goes. And you tell me the guests have arrived. And I’m begging you to let me off, but you just laugh, and go and let them in. And I can hear you all, there are dozens of people, all your friends.’


    ‘Just guys?’ he clarified.


    ‘No, girls too. They, they are the worst.’


    ‘What happens?’


    ‘Finally, you open the door, and they laugh so much. And some are shocked, some disgusted. Most are turned on. They all get pens, permanent markers you hand out. And they start to write on me, getting into it. They write awful things on me.’


    ‘What kind of things?’


    ‘Slut, fuck toy. They draw arrows up my thighs with “Fuck here”. Some of the girls write “whore” and add prices for my services.’


    ‘Oh really! What are the prices? I bet you’ve imagined it.’


    She shook her head, staring at him. ‘How the fuck do you know all this, are you psychic? Yes, I have. It’s a £1 for a handjob, £5 for a blowjob, £10 to fuck me, my arse of course.’


    ‘Those seem like excellent value.’ He grinned back at her and laughed.


    ‘Fuck you. I can’t believe I’m telling you this.’


    ‘Oh there’s more?’


    ‘Always. God. They start hurting me. Pinching, pulling, clamps, paddles. Some of them though, some of them are just quiet, like I would be. I can see it in their eyes. They wish they were in my place. But it’s not, it’s me. And then, well, they leave me to the boys. You can imagine. I finish up covered, and dripping with cum.’


    Brandon leaned back, slowly lowering the vibrations. ‘Wow, I can imagine. That–fuck me Natalie–that’s possibly the hottest fantasy I’ve ever heard.’


    She looked astonished. ‘Seriously? You don’t think I’m a freak?’


    He stood, stretching. ‘Oh yes, you are such a freak, I adore it. That is insanely hot. You have the most erotic fantasies. Thank you, those were amazing.’ He stepped closer. ‘Now how are you doing, you must be getting tired? Are you warm enough too?’


    ‘I think I must be battery powered. Nothing matters as long as you keep vibing me. But yeah, these heels are a bitch.’


    ‘Okay, well keep me updated, and here,’ he fetched the water and let her drink, ‘I don’t want you getting dehydrated. You’re umm, leaking a lot.’


    ‘Thanks. That’s not embarrassing at all.’ She gulped some down, handed the glass back to him and put her fists on her hips.


    ‘Not at all embarrassing, no. Not like leaving a dildo on your coffee table for guests to see.’


    ‘Oh my God, you did see it! I knew it.’


    He just chuckled and turned back to the bed, picking up the remote and setting it to a low, teasing loop.

  


  
    Exploration

  


  
    Brandon sat back on the edge of the bed, quiet for a moment as he looked at her, standing there with her hands on her hips like a naked Peter Pan. ‘You’re very lucky I’m a nice guy,’ he said.


    ‘That’s true.’ She paused. ‘What would you do to me–’ she challenged him, ‘–if you weren’t?’ It was her turn to interrogate.


    ‘If I weren’t a nice guy? You ask dangerous questions, Natalie.’ He looked around the bed and reached for her phone. ‘Hmmm, I mean, if I found you like this, and your phone was unlocked…’ He touched the screen and it came to life.


    ‘Oh my God, no please.’ She stretched out her arms towards him, forgetting for a moment her predicament.


    ‘Don’t forget your safewords.’ He didn’t even look up, but waited, not touching the phone.


    Natalie paused then said, ‘No, please, stop. Don’t, don’t look at my… browsing history.’ The knowledge of what he’d find, what she’d just given away made her feel like she was falling.


    Brandon laughed, looking up from the phone. ‘You are something else, do you know that?’ He gazed at her, a little shake of his head, before going back to the phone and doing exactly what she’d asked him not to. Just as she’d hoped, and feared.


    ‘BDSMLR,’ he read out. ‘That’s one of the Tumblr replacements isn’t it, since they destroyed themselves going all Victorian on their core audience. Hmmm, let’s see… Oh, Natalie, look, it’s girls just like you.’ He held the phone up and there was the last picture she’d been looking at, edging to, this morning. ‘And what’s this caption underneath it?’


    With growing horror, she remembered roughly what it said. ‘Oh fuck, please don’t read that, it’s awful, it’s so wrong. Please!’ Once again she bounced on the pole between her legs in frustration and her body arched with the sudden sensations it caused deep in her.


    ‘Felicity was so fucked,’ he read out. ‘Well, it’s a good start.’ He went back to reading. ‘Here she was, trapped, mounted, on display. Her captor had described what he was going to do to her, and then left with a promise. He put on a deep voice, “Think on those, Princess. If this pole is dry when I get back, I’ll set you free. But if it’s soaked in your slutty juices I’m going to use every hole I can get my cock in and have my way with you.’


    He looked up, eyebrows raised. ‘Fuck me, that isn’t messing around.’ He sat up on the bed, leaning closer. ‘Does that turn you on, Natalie. Did you masturbate to this?’


    ‘Yellow, yellow, yellow,’ she whispered to her chest, not able to look at him.


    ‘Good girl, and I know. But that doesn’t stop me expecting an answer, Princess,’ he quoted from the caption. ‘Does that turn you on? Do you masturbate to it,’ he repeated.


    Being called ‘Princess’ took her breath away. She closed her eyes, took a few shuddery breaths and answered him. ‘Yes.’


    ‘Yes, it turns you on, or yes you masturbated to it?’


    ‘Both. Well, I edged to it.’ She raised her head, nipples hard, sinking onto the dildo between her legs on purpose for the first time. She’d never confessed ‘edging’ to anyone.


    ‘Edging? Oh is that your thing? Orgasm denial?’ He watched her, not passing comment on the slow deep push she made on the pole between her legs. Instead, he looked back at the phone, flicking down the webpage, scrolling past post after post, pictures and captions and videos. ‘Oh wow, edging really is your thing, isn’t it. Look at this, “Good girls don’t cum”, “Just edge and ache”, “Orgasms are for others”. Fuck me, Princess. This is hot!’


    Princess, he called me, Princess again. Oh, God.


    Brandon stood up, stepping closer. ‘Is this what got you into this mess? You got yourself so fucking horny you climbed on this pole and didn’t think about the consequences?’


    She nodded, sliding as much as she could on it again. If only she could edge, this would be so much easier.


    ‘Are you fucking yourself while I talk to you… Princess?’ he asked, emphasising the name


    She choked back a little cry, her head lolling to the side, everything was getting very swirly. Suddenly he was standing beside her, his hand on her cheek, ‘Natalie, sweetie, don’t fade on me. You’re going into subspace, and that’s not very safe on this thing. I don’t want you to get hurt. So stay with me, okay, or I’m going to take you off it.’


    She forced herself to look back up at him although she still felt woozy, and amazingly good given her situation.


    ‘You know what sub-space is?’ He took her hand, squeezing it. She nodded but he continued, ‘The altered state of mind this kind of thing can put you in. You know how it’s normally countered?’


    She looked at him, shaking her head, eyes still half-lidded.


    ‘Adrenaline,’ he whispered into her ear, his t-shirt brushing against her nipples for the first time. That stirred her up. ‘Natalie, I want to touch you, more of you. May I?’


    That did the trick. She pressed her face against his clean-shaven cheek. ‘Yes. I want that.’


    She went from drowsy to more awake than she’d ever felt as he pressed his body to hers, both his hands dropped down, sliding behind her bare waist. Then they cupped her buttocks. ‘I’ve wanted to do that ever since I opened that door,’ he confessed. ‘You feel even better than you look.’ Then he squeezed her bottom, hard with both hands, before drawing his nails up her skin, leaving light red lines on her pale skin.


    ‘Ohhhh,’ she groaned into his ear as his hands kept their upward progress, working up her back all the way to her shoulders. But they didn’t stop, one pushed up, under her hair, scratching her scalp before his fingers flattened out, catching her locks between them. He gently twisted, winding her hair into his fist. ‘Can I kiss you?’


    ‘Yes, yes.’ She pursed her lips, eyes closed, but he tugged her hair back, ignored her mouth and softly kissed her exposed neck. ‘Oh fuck,’ she cried out, her hips involuntarily grinding on the toys buried inside her. One of his hands kept her head pulled back while the other traced around her ribs, coming up and cupping her breast, squeezing it, his thumb rubbing over her stiff nipple. His mouth moved down to the hollow in her neck, kissing the tendons pulled taut by his grip. He began rolling her nipple between his finger and thumb, pulling on it harder.


    ‘Oh fuck, oh fuck,’ she repeated as his grip on her hair loosened, moving that hand to her arse again, grabbing it firmly. His mouth slowly made its way down, kissing between her breasts, then pausing, relishing the way she bucked against the pole inside her. His lips took their time on the short journey to her other nipple. As he sucked it in between his teeth, flicking it with his tongue, she uttered an incomprehensible moan of pleasure.


    He stayed like that, rubbing and sucking on her nipples, pulling himself into her with his hand, both of them lost in the moment until her breathing turned ragged and he looked up. Tears were trickling down her cheeks; all the arousal and adrenaline, shame and humiliation, overwhelming her. She moved to wipe her cheek but his hand caught her arm. ‘No, let them fall, it makes you even more beautiful.’


    She broke at hearing the word again. Her soft teardrops turning into a steady stream, a choking sob preceding her objection. ‘You can’t call me that. I’m not beautiful. No one thinks I’m beautiful. You’re not allowed to say that.’ He moved back a little, standing up straighter as her tears ran around her chin, leaving twin silver paths where his hand and mouth had just been.


    ‘Natalie, you don’t need to believe it.’ He took the hand he’d grabbed and started kissing up her arm. ‘But you’re not allowed to tell me what I think.’ His kisses got firmer as he reached her shoulder, walking around behind her, nuzzling into her neck as his arms wrapped around her waist from behind now, cupping her breasts as he pressed himself against her. He sucked her earlobe into her mouth, and bit gently on it, causing her to tremble. ‘And don’t tell me what to say, Princess,’ he growled in her ear.


    With one arm firmly around her waist and the other squeezing her breast he pulled her back just a fraction, not just into him, but knowing the toy inside her would grind against her g-spot. He used his height to lift her ever so slightly, fucking her against the dildo buried in her. Despite her cries of pleasure he kept it slow and teasing, never increasing the speed. The vibrator fell to the floor, still quietly buzzing as he lifted her higher, but still on the dildo.


    Ten, twenty, thirty slow fucks as he impaled her again and again on the pole between her legs. She could feel the ridge of his jeans, his cock pressing them out, grinding against the bottom of her spine. Finally, the hand around her waist snaked down, brushing the top of her dark curls. ‘I want to touch… all of you’


    Her breathing was fast and shallow. She laid her head back against his chest. ‘I’ve never had anyone touch me’ she confessed. She shifted on her heels – him lifting her had made her realise how much her feet ached.


    He noticed her shuffling. ‘Are you okay, those shoes must be killing you?’


    She relaxed back into him, her thoughts returning to earlier in the conversation. ‘You know you asked what type of girl I was? If I’d pick a dream, or a nightmare?’


    ‘I do. You didn’t answer.’


    ‘I think… I think I like nightmares.’ She turned her head back to try to look at him. ‘Is that… okay?’


    ‘Of course, it is.’ His hand moved up from stroking her tummy to cup her other breast, both firmly in his hands now. He took her nipples between fingers and thumbs, and squeezed, hard. ‘You’re just a horny little masochist.’ She cried out as he pinched, pulling at her breasts but not letting go. ‘This might be very good, or very bad news. But I should warn you now, I’m just a horny little sadist.’


    He dug his nails into her tender nipples, causing her to yell, ‘Yes, oh fuck yes, don’t stop.’


    ‘Fuck, Natalie, you’re the stuff that dreams are made of.’ Her head turned towards him, seeking him out, grinding against the shaft inside her as he tortured her nipples. Their mouths met, their first kiss, hard and desperate, tongues clashing, her cries of pain and pleasure lost in his mouth.


    Natalie pulled back a little, gasping for breath. ‘Touch me, rub me, oh god, rub the pain away.’ Brandon’s hand was between her legs before she’d finished speaking, seeking out her clit with his middle finger. Pressing against it she convulsed, ‘Oh God yes, I’m so close already, I’m so close.’


    His other hand grabbed her chin, turning her face away and allowing him to press his mouth to her ear. ‘Don’t you fucking cum, do you hear me? Not without permission.’ His hand moved to her throat, gripping it gently. ‘Say it, say I won’t cum.’


    ‘But I’m so close!’ She was shaking against him, her pussy full and stretched around the toy, the tiny circles of his finger taking her right to the precipice of an incredible climax.


    He squeezed her neck just a little tighter. ‘Say it, or I stop. In fact, beg me, beg me not to let you cum.’ His hand moved back to her breast, squeezing it hard, the pain balancing the pleasure, helping keep her from going over.


    She finally forced the words out, her struggle clear. ‘Please, please don’t let me cum.’


    His hand left her breast and then smacked her tender nipple before moving to squeeze and pull the other one. ‘Safewords if you need them,’ he reminded her gently, and then much more aggressively, ‘Say it again, slut. He spat the word into her hair. ’Beg me not to let you cum, make me believe it.’


    ‘Please, don’t let me cum. Keep me like this. I want to be your fucktoy. Never let me cum, never let me cum.’


    ‘Impressive,’ he whispered, loud because his mouth was still pressed to her ear. ‘Be careful what you wish for, fucktoy.’ His fingers left her clit which caused her to whine like a little puppy, both hands back to playing with her breasts. He squeezed them, more gently now, fingers catching her nipples, pulling at them until they slipped off only to grab them again, milking them. Then every so often his hand would slide back down, begin masturbating her again, bringing her close, learning to read the signs, to read her body. He’d pull back just in time to stop her going over.


    He kept quiet as he revelled in the noises he dragged from her. Finally, he pressed his mouth back to her ear, ‘God, look how fucking wet you are, you nasty little slut. You’re going to stain the floor if you keep this up.’ He rubbed a little harder, fingers sliding down to the hot steel protruding from her cunt. ‘Oh my goodness, did hearing that make you drip even more? God, what kind of girl are you? What kind of girl even buys a toy like this, let alone gets herself stuck on it?’


    She cried out as his hands yet again moved from her pussy to her tits, unable to form proper words, overwhelmed by the stimulation of his hands, and even more, his words.


    ‘You are so fucked, Princess, you know that don’t you. I know all your secrets now, all your fucked up, dirty little secrets. And you love it, don’t you, you fucking love being tortured like this, being teased and humiliated. Look at you, dripping down that pole. What a little slut. Maybe I’ll just keep you like this. Prop you up, sure, but keep you fed and watered so I have my own little fucktoy to come and torture when I’m in the mood.’


    His hand half smacked her bottom, ‘I want to hear you say it, tell me you’re fucked, tell me you love it.’


    ‘I’m so fucked, I love it so much, please, please rub me again, let me cum.’


    ‘Oh no, no cumming for girls like you. Silly girls who get themselves caught on one-bar prisons. This is what you deserve.’ He spanked her bottom a little bit harder, careful to press back with his other hand so she didn’t hurt herself against the dildo.


    ‘Yes, yes, I’m so fucked,’ she cried out again. ‘So fucked, so fucked…’

  


  
    Aftercare

  


  
    She lost count of the number of edges he gave her, they all seemed to blur into one. She found at some point she’d wrapped her arms around his neck, holding herself up, but even that was becoming a struggle. But the pleasure, the never-ending torture of pleasure. She wanted to cum so much, while not wanting this to ever end. Her pleas alternated between begging to climax, or pleading to just be kept like this. What she loved most was he seemed to ignore both and just do what he wanted.


    Finally, he was kissing her forehead, wrapping his strong arms around her and lifting her up, off the one-bar prison.


    She felt like she was floating as he carried her to the bed. She suddenly felt so empty but she couldn’t remember why. Everything was fuzzy. She was lying on her bed, and there he was, down at her feet, undoing the straps of her heels. For some reason, she was most surprised by the fact that she was naked, and didn’t care at all.


    Her eyes closed and she groaned as he pushed his thumbs into her sore feet. Her whole body felt electric. She could feel every thread of the cheap cotton sheets on her bed. Her pillow was a cloud that she could sink her head into. And his fingers massaged pure pleasure into the balls of her feet. She pouted when it stopped but it was replaced by the little tickle of his lips, kissing them.


    She giggled. ‘You’re kissing my feet. That’s icky.’


    ‘I like your feet, they’re–’ he paused looking up to see her reaction, ‘–beautiful.’


    Her eyes stayed closed, but she nodded. ‘I do have nice feet, it’s true.’


    ‘My goodness, that is progress. She didn’t object!’ He kissed the tip of her toe. ‘Well, that gives me a very solid foundation to convince you about the rest.’ He lowered her foot to the bed but kept kissing, now her ankle, then her shin, slowly working his way up her leg. Natalie’s eyes sprang wide open once he got past her knee. She was suddenly very aware of her nakedness, and the proximity of his mouth to her pussy. He looked up and waggled an eyebrow, before continuing upwards, each kiss moving relentlessly closer to her mound.


    He was fully on the bed now, his arms and knees straddling her closed legs. Three kisses away, two, just one, his mouth hovered over her pussy. He looked up. ‘I could make you cum, if you want, Princess. I could spread your legs and suck and lick and finger you until you explode with pleasure.’ He smiled as her legs tried to open a little, but found them pinned in by his knees and arms. ‘Or… I could just leave you like this. Edged by my hand, kept needy, and desperate. No, come down. No regret, or shame.’ He turned his head and lifted both eyebrows. ‘So, which is it to be, make you cum, or deny you?’


    It was the hardest decision she’d ever made in her life, but it danced off her tongue the moment she could speak. ‘Deny me, please… Sir.’


    He couldn’t hide his smile at her decision, or what she called him. ‘Good choice.’ He pressed his mouth to her mound, giving it a single kiss, before looking back up at her and climbing up the bed, shifting sideways at the last minute to lie on his side next to her. His leg bent across her hips as his hand brushed her hair away from her face. His fingers returned to that very first place he touched, her cheek.


    She turned her head to look at him, a small frown on her face. ‘Are you even real, is this a dream?’


    He chuckled, moving his hand to cup her breast, gently squeezing where he’d been so rough before. ‘Does that feel real?’


    ‘Oh yes, and now I want to change my mind. Can I cum please?’ She pushed her hips up against his calf that was laying between her legs.


    ‘Oh dear, too late for that. But I do think you made a very good choice. Promise me, Natalie, promise me you won’t cum without my permission.’


    ‘I promise. I promise I won’t cum without permission… Sir.’


    ‘Sir” already huh?’ He smiled at her, blinking slowly.


    ‘It just felt right. Is that okay?’


    ‘If it feels right, then it’s the best time to say it. Good girl.’


    Natalie smiled back, flitting her eyelashes but struggling to keep them open.


    ‘You should sleep now, you’ve had a busy evening. I’m going to get you some more water.’


    ‘Thank you,’ she murmured as he carefully got off the bed. He filled up her glass from the bathroom and returned, putting it on the table by the bed. He stood for a moment, looking at her lying there so peacefully, shaking his head in disbelief. Brandon pulled the duvet over her naked body and tucked it in around her. ‘So beautiful,’ he said under his breath, then a little louder, ‘Goodnight, Princess. Sweet dreams.’


    She made a contented sigh, turning on her side towards him, barely awake. ‘I think I might love you,’ she murmured unthinkingly before snuggling into the duvet.


    It was Brandon’s turn to take a few deep breaths. Those words were bringing mixed emotions to the surface. He looked at her, as she began to snore ever so quietly, unable to resist brushing a last few strands of hair off her face. ‘I think I might love you too,’ he whispered so that only he could hear.


    He smiled, shaking his head as he turned down the light and walked to the door. He looked at her one last time, the reality of the situation sinking in, the smile growing on his face.


    ‘I’m so fucked.’

  


  Authors Notes


  
    Welcome to my author’s notes, a slightly unusual feature to find in erotica but I always like them in the books I read so I figured I’d give it a go and see if you liked them too.
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    With love, respect and some good old kinky-fuckery,


    James H.


    



    PS. If you are the type who likes author’s notes, even on your erotica, then you might want to check out my SubscribeStar, which is all about this type of content (as well as early access to my stories and the chance to influence what I write about).


    It’s free to join until the end of your first month, after which it’s about the price of a coffee to keep reading and supporting my writing.


    Find it at www.subscribestar/edgingspace


    



    PPS. Oh, and if you don’t know it, I urge you to Google ‘Lemon Stealing Whore’ - there’s a SFW version on YouTube, or the full version in all its glory on Pornhub. Both the worst, and therefore the best, porn script ever used, and entirely improvised, it must be, right?


    When did you last look at your lemon tree? Watch out for those lemon whores.


    



    Want more with Natalie and Brandon? Book Two in the Kink by the Numbers series is out now. Discover what happens next in Tease for Two - available now on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited

  


  If you liked this book


  
    Thank you so much for reading my book. I hope you’ve enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it.


    Can I ask you a favour?


    There are something like 60,000 new books published on Amazon every day. As a new author, it’s very hard to compete - to stand out from the crowd.


    One of the biggest aids in getting this book noticed is to have reviews. It would be so helpful if you’ll take the time to go onto Amazon’s site and tell others what you think of it. Even if you got this book for free, you can still leave a review if you have an Amazon account.


    If you’re worried about leaving a review for a book like this, I have good news. The reason I recommend going to Amazon to leave your review, and not just using the option at the end of the Kindle or other device, is because you can make it anonymous:


    [image: Image]


    Just click ‘Edit’ next to your name and you can put anything you like for your review


    Thank you! I really want to write more, in this series, and others - knowing you like the book and letting others see they are good quality and well written is a huge help and encouragement for me to do that.


    James

  


  Bonus Content


  
    James’s gripping Erotic Suspense - Entrapped (The Chastity Contract Series)


    ‘How much is your husband’s cock worth?’


    Emma stared at the message on her laptop and then laughed out loud. I thought this one wasn’t crazy. ‘What on earth are you talking about?’ she typed back.


    Instead of an answer, she received another question. ‘Would you want to lock him up long-term?’


    At least she knew what that meant. She bit her lip and pondered the stranger’s question. ‘How long is long?’ she replied.


    ‘A year.’


    Emma scrunched up her pretty, freckled face as she laughed again. The thought of just how crazy that would make her husband was an enjoyable fantasy, but a fantasy, nonetheless.


    ‘I think—’ she began to reply before the sitting-room door opened. ‘Be right back’ she bashed out before closing the laptop lid and pushing it to the end of the sofa.


    ‘Whatcha doin’?’ Her husband, Nate, leaned against the door frame, folding his arms across his chest, the sleeves of the old t-shirt he was wearing stretching tight.


    ‘Oh, just, you know, the blog. Blog stuff.’ That’s kind of true. Emma sat back on the sofa, legs crossed and patted the cushions next to her. ‘Want to come watch something, have you finished for today?’


    ‘Sounds like a good plan.’ Nate dropped back onto the sofa next to her. ‘Shelves are nearly finished.’


    He smelled good. He’d been putting up some shelves in the spare bedroom of their little semi-detached house. ‘Nearly done?’ said Emma. ‘The sooner it’s done the sooner you’ll have your own office space.’ Even if it does mean it’s no longer the nursery we hoped for.


    She pressed herself closer and breathed him in, loving the smell of hard work with his now ever-present musky hint of arousal. She hadn’t even had to remind him to put the shelves up. It’s remarkable how much better he’s got at doing all those jobs he used to put off, if only he’d learn to finish them. 


    Nate grabbed the remote and pulled up Netflix on the TV. ‘Anything you fancy?’


    ‘Well now you mention it…’ Emma leaned closer and slid her fingertips up the inside of Nate’s jeans, until they tapped against the hard edge they found there. ‘What a shame, it’s such a turn on you being all rough and ready from the DIY.’


    ‘Well that’s easily fixed,’ Nate said, letting out a frustrated grunt as his wife cupped her hand more firmly between his thighs.


    Emma snuggled in, laying down on the sofa with her head on his leg. ‘Oh baby, I really fancy sucking you right now.’


    Nate stroked his fingers through her long, light brown hair. ‘You’re killing me you know.’


    She rubbed her cheek against his thigh, not so accidentally bopping her head against his crotch. ‘I know.’


    After the ritual flicking through movie options, they decided on a new film neither of them had seen. It looked from the trailer like it might have some steamy scenes and Emma wanted Nate buzzing before they went to bed. Her fingers stroked up and down his thigh to add to his frustration. ‘Do you think it’s essential to the plot she wears those super-tight yoga pants?’ Emma asked after they watched a few scenes.


    Nate drew his fingers gently up her neck. ‘Given how slow it is so far, I think it’s their main tactic to keep us watching.’


    ‘She does have a very nice bottom.’ Emma turned more onto her back, looked up at her husband and slowly blinked her eyes. She tried to hide a smile, biting her lip as Nathan narrowed his gaze. She knew he was trying to figure out if this was a trap. It usually was.


    ‘Not as nice as yours, my love.’ Nate stretched his fingers to her tummy, stroking at the skin between her top and the summery skirt she had on. She arched her back a little so his fingers could slip under the waistband, but she wanted more. It used to be at this point she’d reward him for the right answer. Well any excuse for his cock in her mouth, really. But she couldn’t right now, the key was upstairs. It frustrated her as much as him at times like this, but it did force her to be more demanding.


    ‘Just how nice is my bottom?’ she prompted, eyes glinting.


    ‘Your perfect peach could launch a thousand ships?’ He grinned, leaning further over and walking her skirt up with his fingers. The heel of his hand pushed against the soft mound hidden underneath as her pale thighs and simple cotton panties were slowly revealed.


    Emma giggled. ‘That’s a very mixed metaphor.’ She let out a little gasp as he wrapped his fist around the fabric of her panties and pulled, dragging them up into her and pulling her closer. He rubbed his fingertip against the taut fabric, scratching his short nails against the damp cotton right where she wanted him. She loved him like this. She could feel his desire, the way he touched, grabbed, pulled at her. His lust only stoked her own.


    Let’s see just how desperate he is. ‘Actions speak louder than words, baby.’ She wriggled around out of his grasp so her knees slipped off the sofa onto the ground. She leaned on the far end of the sofa, so her bottom and lifted skirt were in his direction. Emma looked over her shoulder, wiggling her arse at him. ‘Do you remember when you’d just fuck me like this, any time you wanted?’


    Nate growled and rolled towards her, grabbing hold of her knickers and pulling them down so her bare bottom was framed between them and her skirt. ‘You are such a fucking tease.’ He pushed his hand between the gap in her thighs, sliding his thumb between her wet lips and then inside her, fingers cupping her mound.


    Emma gasped as she felt his thumb begin to rub inside her. She let out a little moan, ‘I learnt from the best.’ She opened her legs wider, giving him even more access.


    Nate’s middle finger pressed on her clit and she purred. She loved that, being held by her pussy, it made her feel so owned. He knelt on the floor too, moving behind her, kissing the curve of her buttocks, sucking, devouring—


    ‘Ouch, no biting, naughty!’ Emma laughed. She pouted as his thumb slipped out of her, but he began rubbing it over her labia, and then up, teasing it around her bottom. ‘Oh sweetie, do you remember when you used to fuck there too? You took so long teaching me to like it, and now you can’t. Isn’t that ironic!’ Her words turned into a yelp as his strong hand connected with her backside. ‘Nathan Stevens, what are you doing?’


    ‘You know what horny little teases get?’ Nate’s thumb stayed where it had landed, his thumb rubbing over her tight little bud. The look in his eyes made her tummy tumble.


    ‘Is it a good spanking?’ Please, please let it be that.


    ‘Good guess. Clever girl.’


    Emma grabbed a cushion and wrapped her arms around it, sinking her shoulders into the sofa and pushing her bottom up high with her knees still on the floor. She felt him stroking his fingers over her cheek, holding her breath as it lost contact. A pause. A moment of anticipation, and then the impact of his hand on her bottom. She bucked, her head pushing against the back of the sofa, and then the delicious sting. He stroked where he’d struck her, mixing the pleasure of his touch with the electric sensation of the spank. And then he delivered a second, harder, to the other cheek. She wanted more, staying quiet to provoke him.


    The next two came with a satisfying sound, one to each cheek, before his warm hand slipped between her legs, kneading her pussy, grinding on her clit once more. She pushed back, wanting his thumb inside her again but she was rewarded with another two quick spanks. It’s been too long; I need this so badly. She groaned as his fingers pushed inside her, roughly fucking her, curved so they ground on her g-spot. His mouth joined the mix, kissing gently where she was sure his handprints were already turning pink.


    Emma felt her resistance crumbling. She’d worked so hard, keeping him denied, being the ‘top’ this time. But here, on her knees, being spanked and explored, was where she belonged, where she craved to be. She could just unlock him, let him take her, have his way with her.


    She was about to tell him where she’d hidden the key upstairs when her laptop chimed. She paused for a moment, remembering the chat she’d been in the middle of earlier. Saved by the bell. She forced herself to push up onto her elbows and pulled the laptop nearer.


    Nate’s mouth left its important work for a moment. ‘You’re not going to answer that?’


    Oh God, I don’t want to, but you told me this is better. ‘Mhmmm,’ Emma forced out. ‘I was in the middle of an interesting conversation. Don’t stop though.’ Emma dared a look back over her shoulder and was rewarded with an amazed look on Nate’s face. You challenged me to blow your mind, this is your fault. ‘Edge me, honey, but don’t let me cum. Not yet.’ Or at all…


    



    Available exclusively on Amazon and Kindle Unlimited 


    Entrapped (The Chastity Contract Series)

  


  Get early access at SubscribeStar


  
    Would you like early access to my writing, and to help shape where it goes? Then my SubscribeStar might be for you.


    



    As a Fan Club member, you’ll get early access to stories, edging tasks, and the stuff too hot for Amazon or Tumblr to handle.


    



    Book Club members additionally get to vote on stories, contribute ideas, and receive Advanced Reader Copies.


    



    And if you’re an aspiring erotica writer there’s even the Writer’s Club - benefit from encouragement and feedback on your writing, exclusive membership of the Edging Space Writers Discord group and more.


    



    Find out more at subscribestar.adult/edgingspace
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    About the Author


    
      James has been creating smut for a couple of decades - it’s mostly been in his head until now - and more recently on his unexpectedly popular Tumblr blog.


      



      He’s married to Jane, who runs her own unexpectedly popular Tumblr blog, and somewhere in the mix they’ve managed to produce a couple of wonderful kids.


      



      They live happily just outside of London, England, and their friends and family are entirely oblivious to just what kinky little fuckers they are.


      



      You can find out more at Edging Space Publishing: www.edging.space

    


    
      You can connect with me on:


       [image: website logo]   https://www.edging.space 


       [image: twitter logo]   https://twitter.com/edgingspace 
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        Tease for Two - Book Two in the Kink by the Numbers series


        
          It’s the morning after the most exciting night of Natalie’s life. Could a date with Brandon, her rescuer, possibly be hotter and kinkier than their first encounter?


          Natalie might like to think she’s kinky, but until last night it was nothing but ideas and fantasies. How will she handle reality in the form of her hot, cute and dominant neighbour taking her on their first date? Travel with her on an emotional rollercoaster as she discovers that sometimes reality doesn’t always match up to her ideas – sometimes it can be even better, especially when assisted by a remote-controlled vibrator.


          And for Brandon, just coming out of a messy break-up – will her love of edging and denial be a turn-off, or a new kink that will open up a whole new world for them both?


          With all the hot consent, real interactions and sexy scenes that made One-Bar Prison a #1 bestseller, Tease for Two takes this budding BDSM relationship even further down the rabbit hole to a romantic, erotic, wonderland.


          Full of kinky play, edgy but adorable scenarios, and the hottest consent you’ll find in any erotica - explore this second of James Hardcourt’s Edging Erotica books and discover what rabbit hole it might take you down.
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        Entrapped (The Chastity Contract Book 1)


        
           https://www.smarturl.it/entrapped 
        


        
          A young married couple, a wealthy widow, and an offer that could change their lives. What will they give up to truly gain their freedom?



          Sex and relationship blogger, Emma Stevens, is conflicted when she receives a shocking offer from a rich and domineering follower, Catherine Argent. What will they trade to have her loving husband’s manhood locked away in a tight steel cage, his pleasure denied for an entire year. What’s it worth, what will they learn, and what will it really cost them all?


          The first novella in the Chastity Contract series, Entrapped is an erotic suspense that explores orgasm denial, male and female chastity, and the darker sides of the human mind.


          Get started with this suspenseful new series today and discover new erotic ideas, and the mystery behind their twisted benefactor’s real motivations.


          Contains drama, intrigue, and lots of explicit, kinky sex. 18+ only.


          Be careful what you wish for, you might just get it.
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