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  To Poppy, my wonderful editor. 

You’re amazing, thank you for all your 
hard work and incredible insight. 

No spanked bottoms for you.

Don’t be disappointed.







  
    
      “How do you run from what is inside your head?”


    

    
      The Cheshire Cat
Alice in Wonderland by Lewis Carroll
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Introduction



They say the third time’s the charm. If that means taking twice as long as planned then it’s true for this book. Having said that, it is nearly twice as long as I expected. On current trends these will be full novels before long (update, yeah book 4 is 70,000 words…)

Three-Line Whip is the first in my Kink by the Numbers series to concentrate on a particular kink. Like any erotica its core purpose is to turn you on and excite you.  But as I described in the last book, Tease for Two,  I also want each book to be subtly educational, exploring different aspects of the basics of BDSM and demonstrating things to try and ways to act. By wrapping the teaching up in a sexy story I hope it makes it easier to share and learn from.

This book is about spanking. There’s lots of other really hot content, in fact it throws in a lesson on cunnilingus that could change your world. But ultimately it’s about the power and process of exploring corporal punishment, or to give it the friendlier name, impact play.

There is of course the continuing theme of edging and orgasm denial that you’ll find in all these books. I call those the gateway drug of kink for good reason. They help make everything easier and more fun to explore. Along with that you’ll find some inspiring dialogue, especially for those aroused by embarrassment and humiliation. But most of all, I hope the creative way Brandon and Natalie explore together will encourage you to consider what excites you, and to feel more open to talk about it with those you trust. You don’t want to be like Natalie and get spanked for not trusting her friend do you? Oh wait, you probably do…

* * *






Books in the Kink by the Numbers series by James Hardcourt


	The One-Bar Prison

	Tease for Two

	Three-Line Whip

	On All Fours

	Five by Five (coming soon)




P.S. I’ve moved my ‘Edging Instructions’ to the end of the book if you want a reminder of ways to turn your reading into an exciting task.








  
  
  No Touch Brunch

  
  




Natalie’s face was vibrating. It was just about enough to rouse her from her Sunday morning sleep. She lay there, face planted into her pillow, her phone silently ringing underneath it.

Oh shit, it might be him. She forced her eyes open and reached under the pillow to get to it before it rang off. As per usual, it stopped ringing the second she tried to answer. ‘Missed call from Brandon’.

‘Shit.’

Did she ring him back, did she message? Oh, it all seemed so much easier when they’d been shouting through the adjoining apartment wall just the day before. But what a day it had been! She rolled onto her back, smiling. She wasn’t used to reality being better than her fantasies, but the last few days since Brandon so boldly rescued her had been more than she could ever have dreamed of.

The incredible, sexy, kinky date they’d been on yesterday had been beyond even her creative imagination. She remembered the posh afternoon tea supplemented by a remote-controlled vibrator in her, to which he had the control. So damn hot.

Her phone dinged with a voicemail. Even in this he was taking the lead. He’s so perfect.

‘Good morning,’ his dreamy voice came through the speaker. ‘I’m popping out for some breakfast, brunch kind of thing. Have you eaten? Do you want me to pick you something up?’

‘Hell, yes I do,’ she said to the phone, quickly following it up with a text. ‘I’d love you to pick something up, thank you.’ She blushed at the slight double entendre — the sex toy she’d got stuck on, which he’d literally lifted her off as their first encounter, was still standing at the end of her bed. Maybe I’ll just leave it there, see if he’ll put me back where he found me.

His reply to her text stopped her hand sneaking down between her legs. ‘What would you like?’

You. Your cock. Anything and everything. Hmm, that might be overkill. She quickly ruled out any sausage jokes. ‘You choose, I like you choosing.’

‘I like me choosing too. Good girl.’

Good girl… That did it. Her fingers were back on their journey to her clit, getting a little further this time before a prescient message came in. ‘I’ll be back in 20. Remember we agreed, no touching.’

‘Oh shit, so we did. Damn it!’ Natalie gave a little frustrated growl, but was relishing the fact he’d reminded her at just the right time. It was coming back to her now, the conversation after the meal. Oh my God, the bench… The secluded bench where he’d rubbed her, toyed with her, made her beg for all the things she wanted to experience for the first time with him. It was an extensive list, him being the first actual person she’d ever, well, done anything with.

He hadn’t left it there, though. He’d helped her unpack more of the things she’d said on their journey home last night, skillfully exploring some of what she’d meant before her embarrassment set in too hard.

They had agreed only one thing. She wasn’t going to cum, or even masturbate, without asking his permission. That thought alone drove her wild. Even with nothing else, that her hot, dominant neighbour was in charge of her cumming, or even touching, made Natalie feel like she was sinking down into the bed. She imagined it like a rabbit hole, tumbling head over heels like poor Alice. And more than that, of course, it made her want to rub her clit twice as much as before.

He’d suggested it after they’d parked up outside their apartment block. She pictured how he’d turned towards her, his hand moving to her knee, caressing her the way he had most of the drive home. ‘So, I’m new to this denial thing really, you’re the expert — but how would it be if we said you’re not allowed to cum, without asking me?’

Her breath had caught in her throat, but somehow she’d managed to fuck herself over even more when she finally spoke. ‘Just… cum?’ She remembered his chuckle, staying silent, letting her dig her own hole to fall into. ‘I mean, what if I had to ask, to even touch?’

He’d looked at her. Not asking anything more, taking her in, one side of his face rising in a smile. ‘How would it be if we said you’re not allowed to touch, without asking me?’ he restated.

‘Very, very, very hot. Yes, please.’

‘Just for the rest of the weekend,’ he added, his tone and wry smile suggesting he knew she’d want more.

Or forever? ‘Yes, just the weekend, of course.’

Natalie was coming face to face with the reality of what it meant to not touch. She rolled onto her front again, wrapping her legs around the duvet and pushing her mound into the ridge it made. Even that felt so good. She ground her hips into the soft bedclothes, wishing it was firmer, but relishing her panties dragging up and down, pulling her skin with it. It made her want more, but she wasn’t allowed, and that was insanely hot. Natalie gripped her arms under the duvet too, rubbing more of her body up and down, her hard nipples obvious through her thin t-shirt now. More, I need more. She hoiked her top up so the material sat above her bare breasts, and she began rubbing as much of her skin as she could over the duvet. She spread her legs wider, her knees at right angles, trying to get as much sensation between her legs as this position would allow. I can’t touch, I’m not allowed. Her thoughts were a mixture of frustration and fixation on the fact this was real. What she’d imagined, wanted, for so fucking long.

She suddenly wanted him to know what she was doing. Picking up her phone she messaged, ‘Am I allowed to hump?’

‘Hump, as in rub your needy pussy on the furniture? I don’t know,’ came the reply. ‘Does that count as touching?’

She kept grinding as she typed back. ‘No, not usually. No touch lets you hump. STRICT no touch doesn’t.’

‘I had no idea there were so many definitions.’

‘Oh, we’re just getting started.’

‘Yes, so it seems. Humping is allowed then. Back soon.’

Oh shit, he’s coming here soon, what am I doing? Her desire to not look or stink like she’d been dragged through an orgy took over.

Natalie jumped up and ran to the shower, barely waiting for the water to get warm before she gave herself a quick scrub down. Did she have time to wash and dry her hair? Probably not. Ponytail time. She dashed around, got her hair up, lipstick on and even some fresh underwear before the challenge of what to wear hit home.

Her eyes flickered between her jeans and her skirts. She’d been overdressed last night, but he’d seemed to like that. Skirt it is. Is the tartan mini too cliched? Yep, probably. Natalie pulled out a maroon, knee-length skirt and a simple white long-sleeved t-shirt. She was pulling the latter over her head when there was a knock at the door. She began jogging towards it but slowed herself. Play it cool, relax. It isn’t really the man of your dreams on the other side of the door, it’s just a nice guy with some breakfast. At that thought, her tummy rumbled.

As she opened the door, the smell of hot baked goods hit her and she let out a throaty moan.

‘Good morning to you too.’ Brandon had the big grin on his face that she was starting to get used to. ‘I’m sorry I had to knock. I’d misplaced the buzzer I used last time.’

Natalie’s face flushed red as she remembered how he’d set off the vibrator inside her to announce his arrival the night before. ‘Well yes, thankfully that is safely back in my possession.’ She stepped back to let him in.

‘For now,’ he said under his breath as he walked past her to the kitchen, not looking at her.

Fuck.

* * *

They sat at each end of her sofa, tucking into the ham and cheese croissants he’d picked. It was an excellent choice. Natalie hadn’t realised how hungry she was, but she hadn’t really eaten anything since their afternoon tea yesterday. The rest of the evening she’d been on a high from all that had happened.

‘So, how’re you doing?’ he asked after he finished the first croissant. He’d bought two each. This was definitely a plus.

Natalie finished her mouthful, brushing the croissant crumbs off her top. ‘I’m good. No, I’m really good. Yesterday was…’

‘Amazing.’ He finished.

‘Yep.’ She took a big breath. ‘You’re really, really good at this stuff you know.’ She looked over at him. Is he blushing?

‘Thank you. That’s lovely to hear. I mean it. No one has actually ever told me that.’

‘Seriously?’ Natalie put the last of the croissant into her mouth, eyeing the second one.

‘Yeah, you know most people aren’t very good at paying compliments. You’re exceptional at that. You shouldn’t underestimate how powerful that is. And also—’ he paused, ‘—I guess this has never been a public thing for me and it’s easy to be taken for granted in a couple.’

‘With your last relationship, you mean?’

‘For sure, it all got a bit toxic, even before she cheated on me.’

Well shit, this isn’t quite the light, sexy Sunday brunch conversation. Change direction, Natalie! ‘I, didn’t touch this morning.’

He smiled. ‘Good girl. I was thinking about you. I would have bet you didn’t.’

‘Oh really! So your faith in me isn’t entirely shattered despite my shower failure yesterday?’

‘We’re all allowed to fail, it’s a big part of learning.’

‘See, you are great at this. What would you have bet, that I didn’t touch?’ She tried to put on her best flirty smile.

‘Hmm, good question. I think, perhaps, a kiss?’

‘Oh, that is a good prize.’ Her thoughts of the second croissant were forgotten, she leaned up the sofa towards him. ‘So do you get the kiss if you win, or if you lose?’

As she’d hoped he leaned in close too, turning in the seat so their faces were near each other. ‘Oh, well I think I definitely won.’ He pressed his lips to hers and they were kissing again. She could taste the croissant on his lips, his warm mouth opening to hers. It brought back all the feelings from yesterday, where they’d made out for the longest time on the secluded bench. Natalie let out a little moan of happiness. ‘You are such a good kisser,’ she whispered as they took a break to breathe.

He chuckled. ‘You told me you don’t have much to compare to.’

‘I don’t need any to compare to know that.’ She gave him a gentle kiss on his lips again. ‘But you’re right, maybe I need to get some more data.’ She went to kiss him, but he’d frozen.

‘What do you mean?’ he asked.

Natalie realised how that might have sounded. ‘Oh God, no, I mean with you, not with others. I’m sorry.’

He relaxed and shook his head. ‘You’ve got nothing to be sorry about, that was obvious. I just… it’s still raw. I didn’t expect—’ he stroked his fingers gently through her fringe and then slid them down her ponytail, ‘—I didn’t expect this, so soon.’ As his fingers reached the end they gripped tighter, tugging a little on her hair. The sensation made her involuntarily let out a little sigh. ‘This is fucking cute, you know. I love it.’ He twirled her hair in his fingers.

She watched him sit up straighter, pushing back those negative feelings. She felt all his attention on her now, not on himself. He is so fucking hot. He leaned in. ‘Kiss me again.’

‘Yes, Sir,’ she whispered, following his rule to only use that when she thought she had to. She definitely had to. It was thrilling to say it, to see his smile in response as she moved in to kiss him, her hair still held in his hand. A hard, deep kiss and then he pulled her head back, exposing her neck to his lips, nuzzling, pulling at her, pushing in below her ear as he wound his hand tighter around her ponytail. ‘Oh fuck,’ was all she could say as his hand cupped her breast, squeezing hard.

His mouth moved to her ear. ‘I want you.’

Natalie made a little gasp at his words.

He pulled back, relaxing his grip. ‘What is it?’

She cast her eyes down. ‘No one’s ever wanted me before. Not like this.’

He lifted her chin with his finger. ‘Natalie, I find that very hard to believe, you’re beautiful, smart, funny, kinky as fuck.’ He grinned especially hard at that last one. ‘No one’s been brave enough to tell you, until now.’

She started to argue, ‘But…’

He put his finger on her lips, silencing her. ‘It doesn’t matter anyway. I want you. I couldn’t even sleep last night for thinking about you.’

‘Really, what were you thinking about?’

‘That, I’m going to have to break a vow,’ he said, letting her hair fall loose.

‘What, what vow?’

‘Oh, no, it was to myself. I promised I’d take a break from—’ he shrugged, ‘—all this.’

‘All this huh?’ she giggled, trying to lighten his suddenly pensive mood. It worked, he smiled. ‘Is that all you imagined?’

‘Goodness no. Much of it was far more X-rated.’

‘Oh, it was? Tell me, tell me! Wait, did you…’ she looked down at his black jeans. A bulge was obvious.

Brandon laughed. ‘Actually, I did.’

‘Fuck that’s so hot.’

‘Really, you like the fact I wanked, thinking about you?’

‘Oh my God, you have no idea. I mean, I know guys have, I’ve seen them, on cam. But it’s always kind of weird like that. The fact you’re just thinking about me is so much hotter.’

‘Okay, so hold up. This is out of my realm of experience. How does that work. Are you okay talking about it?’

I don’t know, am I? He’s going to think I’m a freak. Natalie hesitated.

‘Hey, you don’t have to tell me anything, and I think you know already there’s no judgement, I’m just curious about it, and about you. And this seems to be important. How about we get to those second croissants before they’re stone cold and you can decide if you want to tell me more? No pressure.’

* * *

Natalie finished her croissant first and made her way up the sofa, lying down with her leg on Brandon’s lap. A thought struck her. ‘Did you cum?’ she asked, making Brandon cough on the last of the croissant.

He paused, looking down at her, licking the crumbs off his fingers. ‘No, actually.’

‘Really, but, would you have normally?’

‘For sure.’

‘So, why didn’t you?’ She eyed the bulge that was still obvious in his lap, and edged her head a little closer to his groin.

‘Because you, Princess, have got in my head with all this edging and denial talk.’

‘Seriously, you didn’t cum? I’m not sure if I’m aroused or disappointed given it was me you were thinking about.’ She poked her tongue out and turned her head more towards him - she could feel it, the bulge of his cock against the side of her head. It felt hot through the denim. She rolled her head a little as though getting comfortable, and then ran her hand up through her hair, repositioning her ponytail and not-so-accidentally trailing the nail of her thumb up the bulge beside her. She sensed it twitch and bit her lip to stop herself grinning like an idiot.

‘You are a little tease, aren’t you. I thought you liked being on the receiving end?’

Natalie pondered it for a moment. ‘I live my life fantasising about being teased, I guess some of it rubs off.’

‘Mhmm.’ He nodded, and his hand moved to cup her breast again, the side of his thumb moving back and forth over where her nipple was already obvious. It felt good. ‘Speaking of rubbing, how have you found no touch?’

‘It’s been very frustrating but I was a good girl.’ This time.

‘Very good. And what did you hump in your frustration earlier?’ he asked.

‘My duvet, I piled it up.’

He scratched at her nipple through her top the way he had the day before. The sensation made her pussy clench and the ache between her thighs grow even stronger. ‘Ah, your duvet, I wondered what you were going to use. I was picturing something else.’

‘Oh?’ She rolled her head towards him, her cheek was pressed against his cock now, she was trying to resist the urge to kiss it through his jeans.

‘You know where your mouth is, right?’ He sounded breathy all of a sudden.

‘Mhmmmmmm.’ She hoped the hum she made might even do something to his cock. Another hard twitch told her it probably had. ‘So, what were you picturing?’

‘I could tell you, or, I could show you…?’

Natalie’s heart rate rocketed. Be brave… ‘Show me, how?’

‘Stand up.’ He gave her the smallest of pushes of encouragement with his knee. It was just what she needed. She sat up and swung her legs onto the floor, taking his offered hand as she stood. ‘Good girl, come over this side.’ He patted the arm of the sofa next to him. She did as he said. ‘Okay, now, knee up here, next to me, and the other one on the floor the other side.’

‘Oh, you pictured me, humping… the sofa?’

‘I did. Natalie?’ he squeezed her hand so she looked down at him. ‘Have you ever fucked the furniture before?’

How does he know to ask this stuff, fuck my life. ‘Yes,’ she said quietly.

‘Show me.’

She shut her eyes, one hand still holding his, the other gripping the back of the sofa, very aware of the rough weave of the fabric, on her hand, and between her thighs. She began to rub, grinding her aching mound into the curve of the sofa arm. ‘Fuck.’ It felt good already, too good. Her thin cotton panties dragged at her pussy lips, providing scant protection from the texture of the fabric. Brandon’s hand gripped hers and she became very aware that for the first time, she was being watched. It made her falter just for a moment. Come on Natalie, this isn’t your first rodeo. The unintended pun made her chuckle.

‘What is it?’ asked Brandon. She could hear the smile in his voice.

‘Oh nothing, just… how can something be so embarrassing and so hot at the same time?’

‘Don’t stop,’ he told her. ‘Grind harder. And it’s a good question, one I don’t really understand. I just know, it is.’ She felt him move and opened her eyes. He was kneeling up beside her. His hand let go of hers and once again grabbed her ponytail, yanking her head back a little once again. ‘Come on now, Princess, show me what you are, show me how horny I get you.’

She arched her back with every stroke back and forth, pushing her clit into the furniture as much as she could. Her thighs were getting hot with the friction, she could feel her panties being pulled in between her pussy lips, making her feel even sluttier, and more desperate.

‘Good girl, look at you. You know what you look like?’ Brandon leaned in, ‘A little bitch in heat.’

‘Oh God, yes!’

‘Is that what you want, Princess. To be my little bitch, kept in heat, kept like this, wet, needy, desperate?’

‘Yes, yes, yes!’ The pressure, the friction, and most of all his words were getting her so close now. She could sense the orgasm rising up in her tummy, fighting it off, on the edge, her mind opening up. ‘Please let me cum, please, I need it so much.’

‘Oh no, Princess, no cumming for you. That’s for other girls. Think of them right now, being fingered, being fucked, cumming. Thousands, millions cumming this second. But not you, you’re a little denial slut, and this is all denial sluts get.’

‘Yes, oh God yes.’

‘Good girl, stop,’ he said, turning her head towards him with her hair. ‘Do you know what I’m going to do later, Natalie? You know which of your “firsts” I can’t stop thinking about?’

Her eyes were open wide, she was panting with the exertion. ‘Oh please, tell me.’

‘I’m going to put you over my knee and spank that cute little bottom of yours until it’s bright red.’

‘Oh my God, really?’ Her face went even redder than the sudden exercise had got her.

‘Would you like that, you kinky little slut?’

‘Oh yes, please, I want it so much.’

‘Really, what kind of girl wants that?’ he gave her a half wink and grinned.

She bit her lip, venturing a guess. ‘The best kind?’

The strength of his laugh caught her by surprise. Brandon let go of her hair and put both his arms around Natalie’s waist, pulling her onto him as he lay back on the sofa. She lay on top of him, catching her breath, surprised by how hard his heart was pounding. Almost as fast as mine.

‘The best kind, indeed,’ he replied, stroking his fingers through her hair.

She lay there for a moment, suddenly very aware her panties were wedged right up between her legs. ‘How are you so good at this?’

‘I’m a fast learner, when I’m inspired.’

‘You really are. Were you serious, about the spanking?’

‘It was top of the list of the “firsts” you want to try. Are you still up for it?’

‘I really am.’ She snuggled into his chest a bit more, and as she shifted, she realised she could feel his cock pressing into her barely covered mons. Well wow, that’s suddenly very real. She was so distracted by the thought that she jumped a little when his fingers touched the bare skin of her thigh.

‘Oh, I’m sorry, is that okay?’

‘Yes, God yes, sorry I was just distracted.’

‘Are you nervous about the spanking?’

Yes right, that’s what distracted me, not your hard cock an inch from my pussy. ‘I guess I wonder how much it’ll hurt. The idea is super hot right now, I don’t even know quite why, but yeah, I’m excited to try.’

‘Well, that’s perfect because I thought we’d start with what I call a sensual spanking.’

Natalie smiled. ‘Oh, I like the sound of that. When do we do it?’

‘I’ve got a few things to do, I thought maybe I’d cook you some dinner and then, after that?’

He cooks too? Thank you God, you really worked through my checklist.

‘Is there anything you fancy?’ he asked, giving her a setup line. She perched her chin on his chest and looked up at him. ‘I think you already know the answer to that.’ Just to make sure, she pushed her hips down, pressing against his cock. She smiled with satisfaction at the little noise he made in response.

‘I think I do.’








  
  
  Counter Service

  
  




Once they were all done, they cleared the brunch away in the kitchen. Brandon dropped the takeaway wrappers in the bin and turned to Natalie. ‘I wanted to ask you something. Do you have someone you can confide in about all this?’

Natalie shrugged. ‘Not really, it’s always been something very personal. Do you think I should?’

‘Yes, if it’s possible. What we’re doing and are going to do, can be very intense. It makes me feel better if you have someone else you can talk to about it.’

‘Hah, that’s not the usual approach.’ Natalie rolled her eyes.

‘What do you mean?’

‘Well, when I’ve done stuff online most of the guys are keen for no one to know.’

Brandon frowned. ‘That doesn’t sound healthy.’

‘No, it really isn’t. They don’t want you to have anyone to turn to when they get all crazy I guess. I like the fact you’re encouraging it, but I’m not sure I’ve got anyone. I mean, there’s my best friend, Dana, but she’s not kinky.’

Brandon stepped up to Natalie and slipped his hands around her waist, pressing her close as they had been just now on the sofa. ‘Okay, but, do you trust her?’

‘Totally.’

‘And is she against kinky stuff?’ he asked.

‘No, she’s just not into it.’

‘How do you know?’

I wish you’d grab my bottom again. She pushed herself against him hoping he’d take the hint. ‘Well, she tells me about what she does and it’s not BDSM stuff, and I once told her about thinking spanking was hot and she didn’t.’

Brandon laughed. ‘You know, the average person has 22 unusual things that turn them on. First, don’t just judge her on that one thing, but also, it doesn’t matter as long as you trust her and she’s open. In some ways it’s better, it can give you a different perspective.’

‘But what if she doesn’t like it?’

‘She likes you, Natalie. That’s what matters. And turn the situation around, if she wanted someone she could confide in, would you care if you were into it or not, or do you care about being there for her?’

Natalie looked down. ‘You make a valid point. But, what if she thinks I’m crazy?’

‘You’re not crazy, you’re awesome. If she’s your best friend, she’ll know that more than anyone. I’m not pushing you but I do want to challenge you. Broach it with her. It’d make me happy to know there’s someone you can go to with this stuff.’

She looked back up, putting her chin on his chest. ‘I want to make you happy.’

‘Well, in that case, you better kiss me again.’ Brandon smiled and raised his eyebrows.

‘Can you like, grab my bottom again while I do?’

‘I have an even better idea.’ Brandon reached down, grabbing Natalie’s bottom and lifted her up against him. She instinctively wrapped her legs around him, laughing. ‘Oh my God, this is a better idea. Put me on the counter!’

He was already moving that way, perching her bottom onto the kitchen worktop. ‘You are utterly adorable, you know that?’

‘Better kiss me then!’ She went in before he had the chance to keep talking.

Natalie pressed herself against him, pulling him close with her legs. It felt so amazing, having him so close, so utterly focused on her. She let out a little moan of pleasure when he slid his hand up her back and into her hair, pressing their kiss even tighter. Kissing was making her even more horny. She imagined she could feel him, as she pressed herself up against his waist. She let out little frustrated moans and began rubbing her hips back and forth.

Finally, they broke off to breathe. ‘Are you going to fuck me soon?’ she asked.

He paused, leaning back a little, a curious smile on his face. ‘Is that what you want?’

‘I don’t know, I guess… I guess I worry about having not done it. And if you expect it.’ She looked away, feeling embarrassed for sounding so desperate.

He turned her face back towards him with his finger. ‘I don’t expect it. But I also don’t want you worrying about it. But in answer to your question. No, I wasn’t planning on fucking you soon.’

She opened her eyes wider. ‘Really? Why not?’

He grinned. ‘Because, dear Natalie, there is so much I want to do to you first. Maybe I could give you a little taste?’

She took in a sharp breath. ‘What, kind of taste?’

He looked down between them, to show where he was going. ‘Well, it’s more me doing the tasting. I’m going to head down. Remember your safewords if you feel uncomfortable?’

‘Oh shit, yes, yellow, red…’

‘Good girl, and what’s the colour right now?’

‘Very, very green, Sir.’

He kissed her gently on the lips. Then on her chin, reaching behind, pulling her ponytail back so he could plant little kisses down her neck to the hollow in Natalie’s throat.

‘Oh my God, don’t stop.’ She planted her hands on the kitchen counter, unwrapping her legs from his waist so he could keep moving down. Brandon took full advantage, kissing down between her breasts and then moving sideways, his mouth tracing the curve of her breast until his lips were over her hard nipple. She could feel his warm breath through the thin fabric of her top and bra. It was a hard enough peak that his lips could get a purchase on it, as he pushed his face into her soft breast, squeezing her nipple between his lips and teeth. ‘Oh fuck yes, oh Brandon.’ It was the first time she’d said his name in pleasure.

She moved her hand to squeeze her other breast; it was feeling left out. But he stopped her. ‘Keep your hands on the counter, only I get to touch.’ His words made her tummy flip, but it was nothing compared to the next ones. He looked up at her and smiled, a hunger in his eyes. ‘Now spread your fucking legs.’

‘Yes, Sir.’ She opened them until her knees pressed against the counter edge.

Brandon began his slow descent, his hands joining in now, holding her knees, pressing them back against the curved edge of the counter. He went down onto one knee, his mouth not going straight where she wanted it, but to her left thigh, just inches from his hand, where her skirt hem just exposed a little skin. That’s where he began his kisses, harder now, hungrier, pushing her skirt up with his cheek as he exposed more of her inner thigh, his kisses working their way up to the apex. The closer to the centre he got the more aggressive his kisses, sucking hard, sometimes bringing a sharp sting with them. Those are going to leave marks, oh fuck. The next was even harder, sharper. She jerked her leg involuntarily. He paused, looking up. ‘It’s okay, they just, well I’ll have bruises.’

‘I hope so, I want to leave my mark on you.’ He resumed, implicit consent obtained, she could see his cheeks raised in a smile as he inched towards her panties, visible at last as he’d lifted her skirt up.

Natalie could feel her pulse throbbing in her wrists, and between her legs as she watched him kissing along the hem of her panties. His lips teased her, moving up and down but never inwards where she wanted them most. ‘Please,’ she simply begged.

He paused, looking up. ‘Is that what you want, Princess, my mouth on your sweet little pussy?’

‘I’ve never wanted anything more.’

‘Good. But let’s see if we can make it even worse.’ Instead of planting a kiss on her mound he moved his head all the way to her other knee. ‘I can’t leave this leg out, it wouldn’t be fair.’ He grinned up at her and as he held her gaze his right hand slid up the thigh he’d already kissed and he planted his thumb firmly against her, right at the top of her labia, perfectly on her clit. And he pressed.

Natalie exhaled hard at the pleasure that simple move gave her. Her full frustration coming to bear against his thumb. She involuntarily started trying to hump, to get more stimulation from it. He broke off from his kisses. ‘You’re a needy little slut aren’t you?’

‘Oh yes, yes, the neediest.’

‘So hot.’ He resumed kissing, again the little sharp love bites leaving their red marks, like a little set of footprints leading to the treasure.

Finally he got there, his mouth at the join of her mons and inner thigh, his nose pressed into the curve. He paused, both hands taking the edge of her skirt and tucking it under her bottom and thighs, keeping it out of the way. Natalie was suddenly very aware of just how wet her panties must be. She’d been grinding on the sofa, with them buried in her slit. She’d managed to smooth them out before following Brandon to the kitchen but that wouldn’t change the state of them. She suddenly wanted to change them, to be clean and fresh and pristine for him.

Once again, as though reading her mind, he brought it up. ‘Someone’s a messy little girl down here.’

Natalie’s face turned crimson. ‘I’m sorry, I can go and change, it’s just…’

‘I love it,’ he declared, flabbergasting her. ‘Don’t you dare.’

‘What, but I’m so messy?’

‘Yes, and why are you so messy? Because of me. Because of what I made you do. Your panties don’t lie, Princess. They show me just what impact I’m having.’ He rubbed his thumb up and down her slit, pressing the fabric into her.

‘I, gosh, I hadn’t thought about it like that but…’

He interrupted again. ‘Plus you smell so fucking good.’

She went crimson, taking in his words. ‘Oh my God. You, you mean it?’

‘Oh yes. Your little cunt, pumping out pheromones. I tell you Natalie, it makes me want to get my cock out and fuck your brains out right here and now.’

She clenched her fists at the image. ‘Oh my God, does it?’

‘Mhmmmm. But like I said. There’s so much I want to do to you first.’ And with that he leaned in and kissed her sodden panties, pressing his mouth against the entrance to her as his nose replaced his thumb, grinding against her clit.

His hands went back to her knees, keeping her spread as wide. It meant that, under her nearly translucent knickers her labia were spread, giving him access. She felt him push in with his tongue, working her panties in deeper as he nuzzled his face between her legs. She desperately wanted to grab his head, pull him in even harder, but her hands were glued to the kitchen counter by his earlier command. Instead, she groaned out loud, encouraging him, spurring him on, giving little encouragements of how good it felt.

A desperation grew in her, she finally expressed it. ‘Please, please take my panties off, I want you on me.’

He paused, leaning back a little, a growing smile on his face. She could see a shine on his nose and cheeks. Oh fuck, that’s my pussy juice on his face!

He raised his eyebrows. ‘Tell me, tell me what you want.’

‘I want your mouth on me. I want to feel your lips on my skin, I want you to tongue fuck me, suck my clit, make me cum on your face.’

‘That is a very good list.’ He slowly drew his hand up her thigh, until his thumb pressed where his mouth had just been, and he began rubbing the pad of it over her wet panties from her clit, down to her vagina, pushing the tip in as far as the material would let it.

‘I’d like those things too.’ He rubbed hard at Natalie’s clit, sending waves of pleasure through her that made her buck against his hand. ‘Apart from the cumming, of course.’ His thumb circled harder and faster.

‘No please, please you could ruin it. Ruin my orgasm. I beg you.’

He paused, a quizzical look. ‘Ruin your orgasms? Does that work for women? I’ve seen it on guys, their cocks pumping out cum while they don’t get any stimulation. But, are you telling me it works for you?’

‘Yes, yes they’re so evil. Just when you want it the most you get nothing. Your orgasms just disapp… Oh fuck!’

Brandon had slid his fingers under Natalie to give his thumb greater leverage, which he used to flick his nail up and down fast over the thin material covering her clitoris. ‘Oh my God that’s so intense, that’s going to make me…’

‘No, no cumming, we agreed. Come on Natalie, show me what a good girl you are. Tell me more about these ruined orgasms.’

‘Please, please,’ she begged, but took control of her breathing, keeping it low and steady to prevent her climaxing without permission. She got back to his question, eventually. ‘They are the worst, and… I love them. They are so cruel, so mean. They scratch the itch just a tiny bit and then…’ She stopped, suddenly realising what a bad idea it was to tell him the next bit.

He picked up on it. His fingers pushed hard against her panties. With the fact they were deeper under her that meant it pushed her knickers into her and his fingers dug in, right against her bottom. Natalie let out a sexy squeak. Brandon grinned, ‘Green?’ he checked.

‘More like brown,’ she managed to joke, but he didn’t laugh as she’d hoped.

‘That’s a cute joke but when I ask you if things are “green” I always want a yes or no, okay, sweetie?’

‘Yes, I understand, and yes all good just… your finger is poking my bumhole and my brain doesn’t know what to make of it.’

Brandon finally laughed. ‘And what does your bumhole make of it?’

‘I think it wants your entire finger in there.’ Natalie froze a little, not quite believing what she just told him.

‘Very good,’ he said as though she’d just told him she fancied a milkshake. Her honesty was rewarded with his thumb resuming it’s intense nail flicks over her clit and his middle finger pressing even harder against her arse. ‘You didn’t finish your sentence, Natalie. Ruined orgasms scratch the itch and then…’

‘Oh, please don’t make me tell you,’ she begged, secretly hoping he’d do exactly that.

He looked up at her like a teacher peering over a pair of spectacles. She gasped as his thumbnail stopped it’s gently flicking and pushed into her clit. ‘Owwww, oh my God, that hurts.’

‘Do you want me to stop?’ He didn’t lessen the pressure at all.

‘Yes, and no,’ she added quickly.

‘Perfect. Now, it’s rude not to finish your sentences.’ He wiggled the tip of his nail against her. It nearly rendered her speechless. It hurt, sure, but being so aroused, and the pain, right there, where she was so used to pleasure — it was doing things to her she didn’t understand. Part of her wanted to hold out, to make him hurt her more. But Natalie didn’t like to be rude.

‘They scratch the itch just for a little bit, and then I’m soon even hornier than I was before.’ She groaned as his thumb resumed it’s pleasureable flicks up and down over the cotton. It was tinged with pain now. It felt even better because of it.

‘That is fascinating. So a ruined orgasm just leaves you worse off than you were before. How appealing.’ His thumb moved from nail to pad, rubbing her hard and fast now, squeezing against his middle finger which was starting to push the fabric of her panties into her bum. ‘Maybe I will give you a ruined orgasm to see how well that works.’

‘Oh please, yes please anything, I’m so desperate! You have no idea. Not being able to touch it just… I’m going crazy.’

‘Maybe I like you crazy. Lean back a bit’ He took his time to kiss the inside of her thigh again. He swapped the knee he was leaning on, managing to keep rubbing her throughout, but then he eased off the pressure both in front, and behind and Natalie felt his finger start to rub the thin material that was barely covering her bottom.

‘Oh, that, feels…’

‘Nice? Do you like me playing with your bottom, Natalie?’

‘Apparently so, oh don’t stop. Is it supposed to feel that good?’

‘This entire area is rich in nerve endings, and they can feel very nice indeed. Check this out.’ Instead of the pad of his finger he used his fingernail to trail around the entrance to her ass, little circles around it like a leaf circling a drain, gently, teasing, and so fucking good.

‘Oh, I had no idea. It never feels that good if I play there.’

‘Some things really take on a new life if it’s not under your control. Have you ever tried to tickle yourself? You can’t, it doesn’t work. But if I…’ he trailed his other hand up the inside of her thigh, his fingers just brushing ever so lightly over her skin.

Natalie jumped. ‘No, no I’m so ticklish, don’t, please.’

‘I’m sorry, just demonstrating.’ He clearly wasn’t sorry at all, but the firm kisses he placed where he’d just tickled seemed to help calm her. ‘So, do you fantasise about anal stuff?’

‘I do, but it’s mostly things in me, not like that, playing around it. I have butt plugs. I like them sometimes, although I’m not sure my body does.’

‘Let me guess, do you have a little silicone one and a metal one with a jewel?’

‘Yes, how can you possibly know that?’

Brandon chuckled. ‘It’s what most people get to start, and they are both terrible choices. The little one is almost always too small. Small butt plugs are awful, they never feel secure and they just pop out at the slightest opportunity.’

She nodded. ‘It totally does, it’s so annoying!’

‘And the other one, I mean they are super cute, but how badly do the sharp edges holding the jewel cut into your butt cheeks?’

‘So badly! I was so disappointed. Are you sure you’re not psychic?’

‘You’re not the first to accuse me. But yeah, those jewelled ones fit a few butts okay, and some expensive ones are better, but for most people they’re only good in one situation.’

‘Oh?’

Brandon pressed his finger tip hard against Natalie’s bottom, it worked its way in just a little bit, making her squirm. ‘Yes, when I want you on all fours, on display. Ass up in the air, cheeks spread.’

She said nothing, picturing herself like that, caught up in the moment. The sensation of his finger in her just made her want more. ‘Do you like anal?’ she asked, just trying to stay slightly in control of the conversation.

‘Giving, or receiving?’ he asked with a smirk.

‘Oh, I meant, giving I guess?’ But that was not what she was now thinking about. How’s he going to receive?

‘I do, I love it actually. No matter how often you do it, it still somehow feels naughty every time. And truly, is there anything more intimate than eating out someone’s ass?’

Natalie’s thoughts skipped from wondering how he’d receive, to quickly imagining him fucking her bum, to now, with a blush, imagining his mouth there.

He slipped his finger away, leaving a bit of material stuck in her. ‘You’ve felt how good my finger tip just felt. Imagine my tongue there.’

‘Well I am now, oh God, really, you like that?’

‘I do, as long as you’re sparkly clean. Our bodies are amazing, Natalie. I’m a firm believer in discovering all they are capable of.’

She was still blushing, and the thought of what she wanted to ask made her face deepen even redder, but figured she didn’t have much to lose at this point. ‘Would you, teach me? What my body is capable of?’

‘I’ve thought of almost nothing else since last night.’

Her heart felt like it was going to explode. This perfect meeting of her needs and his experience. It was a dream come true.

His hands moved back to her knees, spreading them wide once more from where they’d closed up as he’d played with her. ‘Now where was I, oh yes…’ He began his kisses once more at the fold between her thigh and her panties, moving from one side to the other, his lips and nose touching the fabric of her knickers ever so slightly in between each kiss to the side.

She got more desperate, pushing her hips forward, trying to get him to plant his mouth where she really wanted it. ‘Please,’ she whispered, ‘please I need more.’

And finally he gave it to her, a kiss planted right over her clit, pressing lightly but staying there, breathing out, she could feel the heat of his breath push through the fabric. She couldn’t resist, she finally moved her hand from behind her, sliding it through his hair. He didn’t seem to mind. ‘Please, more…’ Her breathing froze as he slipped the tip of a finger underneath her panties, and moved it all over to the side, finally exposing her pussy to him. ‘Yes, please, please…’

He gazed at her for a moment, so close, his breath cool on her wet lips, making her feel so exposed but still safe, and desperate for him. ‘You’re so beautiful,’ he said quietly before planting a kiss right on her bare, sensitive, wet skin. One, tender, lingering kiss, the tip of his tongue ever so slightly touching her just as he pulled away, carefully replacing her damp panties back over her.

‘Oh fuck no please, more, please don’t stop.’

He ignored her, standing up with a brief stretch and then leaning in, quietening her complaints with a kiss. She realised she could taste herself on his lips, and it made it all the sexier, realising what had just happened, where he’d just been. Natalie wrapped her legs back around him, pulling him close, trying to do everything she could to keep him there, show him how much she wanted this, wanted him. This time it was his phone that denied her. It chirped and he pulled back. ‘I need to go, but that was lovely. You’re lovely.’

‘You’re lovely too,’ she replied, trying to find something to say. Oh, now I sound like a parrot.

‘Thank you,’ he said, with a wink. He takes compliments so easily, I wish I could. ‘Still up for later?’

‘More than ever. Umm, how do you want me dressed?’

He took a pace back, forcing her legs to unwrap from him. He looked her up and down. ‘You look gorgeous in that. Maybe just new panties, I think those are ruined.’ He looked pleased with himself.

‘Yes, Sir.’ She smiled back.
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After a little cleanup and a fresh pair of panties, Natalie checked her phone. A dozen unanswered messages from Dana reminded her of her promise to Brandon. Before I got my pussy licked and ass fingered. Just remembering it started another tingle inside her. She was going to have to put more washing through soon.

‘I’m sorry, I’m sorry,’ Natalie messaged back. ‘Are you free? Come over and I’ll tell you all about it.’

‘I’m already on my way!’ was Dana’s reply.

Natalie wasn’t sure if she was joking or not. You could never tell with Dana.

It might not have been a joke as it wasn’t long before she was ringing to be let up to the apartment. Once through the door Dana swooped into the kitchen, heading straight for the kettle. ‘I need coffee, and to hear everything!’ She spun around, looking at Natalie properly for the first time. ‘Holy shit, did you fuck? You’re glowing!’

‘Dana! No we didn’t, we only just met.’ Although if you knew what we did do. Oh God do I really have to tell her I’m kinky?

‘You totally did something, I can tell!’

Natalie looked at the kitchen counter where just an hour ago she’d been teased and fingered and kissed.

‘You’re blushing! This is so exciting. Come on, tell Dana every little detail.’

Natalie managed to hold off until they were both sitting on the sofa, hands wrapped around steaming cups of coffee. Usually it was Dana’s latest beau they were discussing, but this time it’d be Natalie’s. That felt a little strange. Even more so when Natalie realised her friend was leaning back on the sofa arm that Brandon had her humping earlier. I really must put down towels if, when, he makes me do that again.

Dana interrupted her daydreaming. ‘Come on, spill the beans.’ She was clearly enjoying herself.

Natalie thought for a moment what Brandon had asked her to do with Dana, and took a deep breath. ‘Okay, I’ll tell you everything but, there’s something I need to confess first.’

Her friend’s demeanour softened at once. ‘Oh sweetie, is everything okay? What is it, you can tell me anything, you know that.’

‘I guess that’s the confession, I haven’t told you everything.’

Dana shuffled a bit nearer and laid her hand on Natalie’s. ‘Go on.’

‘So, I’m kind of kinky.’

Dana went quiet, and then made a snort, before bursting out laughing. It was not the reaction Natalie had ever imagined in all the times she’d run through Dana finding out her secret. ‘Do you really think I don’t know that, you muppet?’

‘What? But I’ve never told you,’ Natalie protested.

‘No, not in actual words, but honey, the fact you’re a kinky little fucker was never in doubt. Oh my God, is Brandon kinky too?’

Natalie was still so shocked by her friend’s reaction she didn’t answer. ‘How did you know?’

‘Well, you have this super sexy aura about you that isn’t coming from what you’re doing with guys, well not until now anyway. And you talk about sex a lot for someone not getting any. And sex toys, and bondage, and porn, and yeah. You just didn’t ever want to talk about it and I didn’t want to push.’

‘But I thought you didn’t like it?’

‘Kinky sex? It’s okay, I like a bit of variety and being tied up is always fun. Why didn’t you think I liked it?’

‘Because, I told you about spanking and you said you didn’t fancy it.’

Dana stared at her friend and gently shook her head. ‘I love you Natalie, but you are an idiot sometimes. Was that seriously your attempt at letting me know you were kinky?’

‘I feel stupid now I think about it.’

‘So you should. Honestly Nats, what did you think I was going to do, shun you because you like getting spanked? I just don’t like stuff in my arse, but if you do, all power to you. I’m a bit annoyed you didn’t trust me with all this. We’re best friends, I’m never going to judge you, even if you like stuff I don’t. Just the way I hope you’d never judge me if the situation was reversed.’

Natalie hung her head. ‘Of course I wouldn’t, I, I, eugh, I don’t know, I’m an idiot, I am so sorry.’

‘Well, you can make up for it by telling me all about you and Kinky Hot Guy. He is kinky, right? You didn’t answer, but you blushed even more.’ Dana’s self-satisfied grin was almost blinding in its intensity.

‘Yeah, he totally is. He’s all dominant and experienced and it’s like a dream come true.’

Dana nodded her head to the inside wall. ‘And he lives, right there?’

‘Yep.’

Dana’s eyes sparkled and she smiled. ‘This coffee isn’t bad, but it needs some sugar, don’t you think it needs some sugar?’

‘What are you talking about, you never take sugar in your coffee?’

‘I know, I know, but suddenly I fancy some. Hold on.’ Dana leapt up and ran to the kitchen. ‘Oh no, you’re out of sugar.’

‘Huh? There’s some in the…’ Natalie watched Dana rush out of the kitchen with an empty mug in her hand and head to the front door. She suddenly realised her wicked friend’s plan, but it was too late.

‘Just going to see if your neighbour can lend us some!’

‘Dana!’ Natalie screamed, jumping up from the sofa and rushing after her. ‘You can’t, no!’ But sure enough, as she got into the hallway Dana was already knocking on Brandon’s door. Fuck my life. Natalie paused in the hallway at a distance while Dana grinned at her, taking up a casual pose waiting for him to answer.

The door opened and her friend went for it. ‘Hi, I’m Dana. Sorry to trouble you, I think you know Natalie, your neighbour. I’m her best friend. We’ve run out of sugar, would you believe it? I wondered if I could borrow some?’

Natalie still couldn’t see Brandon from where she was standing, but she could picture the amused smile on his face from the tone of his voice. ‘Well hello Dana, how lovely to meet you. I do indeed know Natalie, in fact we were only talking about you this morning.’

‘Oh really, good things I hope?’

‘The very best things I can assure you. And how fortunate you ran out of sugar so we could meet. Let me get you some.’

Dana handed the cup through the door then span to look at Natalie and mouthed ‘SO HOT’ pretending to fan her face. Natalie just giggled but stayed where she was. A warm glow was spreading up her spine from her friend’s reaction to… gosh, what was he? Her boyfriend, her dom? She had no idea.

Brandon’s voice indicated he was back. ‘So what have you girls been talking about?’

‘Mostly you.’ Dana smiled sweetly.

‘Oh really, good things I hope?’ he said, echoing her earlier question.

‘You’re cute, I like you. And yes, the very best things.’ Dana laughed, he’d clearly made a good impression. ‘But not many of them yet, so I’m going to go back and find out much more.’

‘I like you too. And you have my blessing to ask anything.’

Dana didn’t look too impressed. ‘Your blessing, huh? I was going to anyway.’

‘Okay, that’s good.’ Brandon’s tone was reconciliatory. ‘But what I mean is, I am actively encouraging Natalie to have someone to confide in, and she says you’re the one. If she trusts you, so do I.’

Dana’s body language relaxed a bit. ‘Okay, thank you. She’s only just started telling me some things I’d really have liked to have been told already, so I guess she’s taking your words to heart.’

‘That’s great to hear.’ Brandon sounded genuinely relieved. ‘Dana, tell her she’s a good girl.’

She laughed again while Natalie’s skin felt like it was on fire from hearing him say that. ‘I’ll make sure to. She is, a very good girl. And Brandon, I love her like a sister, you better look after her or you’ll have me to answer to.’

‘I understand. We all deserve friends like you, Dana.’

His words cut through the steely look that had fallen on Dana’s face with that last little warning, turning it back into a warm smile. ‘I really like you already.’

‘The feeling is mutual. Enjoy the sugar.’

Dana turned as the door closed and skipped down the hallway, grabbing Natalie’s hand and twirled her around in the hallway ‘Well holy shit, it’s only first impressions, but he’s a keeper!’

‘I cannot believe you did that.’ Natalie tried to look cross but couldn’t hold back. ‘You really think so?’

‘Oh my God, so hot, and even I get the dom vibes off him, wow.’

Both of them turned as Brandon’s door opened again and finally Natalie saw him, leaning through the doorway. ‘Hi sexy pants,’ he called down to them.

Dana got in first, ‘Hi Brandon, we have just met though, that’s a bit informal. Oh wait, you were talking to her?’ She squeezed Natalie’s hand and grinned. ‘Sexy pants,’ she chuckled, ‘cute.’

‘Hi,’ Natalie stuttered out.

‘Dana, did she tell you how we met yet? About her rescue?’ he asked, with a cheeky grin.

Natalie looked at him with her mouth open. Noooo, you bastard! But despite the red flush over her face, something else was warming up too.

Dana was clearly picking up on the mischief. ‘She hasn’t yet, but I’ll be sure to ask.’

‘I only ask, because, well as her best friend you should probably know that being embarrassed turns her on.’

‘Is that right?’ Dana opened her eyes wide at Natalie and gave the biggest grin she’d ever seen.

‘Yeah, I just thought you should be warned. You don’t want that happening, by accident.’

‘You’re very thoughtful, thank you Brandon!’ She leaned in, ‘Oh Nats, I like him even more now. You are so screwed.’

Natalie gave a resigned sigh as she got a little wave and a blown kiss from Brandon, trying to ignore her growing arousal, and failing. ‘I am so screwed,’ she agreed.

Dana led her back into the apartment, still not letting go of her hand. When they sat back down on the sofa, this time much closer to each other, she asked, ‘So is that true, being embarrassed turns you on?’

Natalie couldn’t keep eye contact. ‘Yes, yes, I’m a twisted little fucker. I can’t explain it.’

‘So wait, how long has that been true? When we were younger and used to give each other embarrassing dares?’

Natalie didn’t respond at first, but rubbed her forehead thinking about all the stuff they used to get up to. ‘I think, well yeah you’re almost definitely to blame for part of this.’ She laughed. ‘Do you remember that time I streaked around the park?’

Dana started laughing too. ‘I’m not sure streak is the best term. I thought you’d got lost, you took so long.’

‘Yeah well I — fuck I can’t believe I’m telling you this — I might have stopped off in that little wood to rub one out on the way around.’

‘No! Natalie Posner, what are you like?’

‘I told you, kinky, and horny, all the time.’

‘All the time?’

Natalie glanced at the kitchen. ‘Is it too early to have a glass of wine, I think I’m going to need it.’

‘As long as there’s enough for me too, definitely not too early. It is Sunday after all.’

Natalie got up and headed to the kitchen, pulling a half-finished bottle out of the fridge and emptying it into two mismatched glasses. She handed one over to Dana before she flopped back down onto the sofa, raising her glass, ‘To best friends and no secrets.’

‘Amen, hallelujah,’ Dana sang out, clinking hers to Natalie’s. ‘Now, I don’t care how embarrassing it is, or how much it turns you on.’ She chuckled. ‘Tell me all about this date!’

And so she did. Everything, the hot drive there, her almost panic attack, and the remote controlled Lush vibrator.

Dana loved it, rating it as ‘one of the sexiest things she’s ever heard.’ Natalie couldn’t disagree. She faltered at the final act of the meal though. ‘Then he made me do something, but it’s so embarrassing.’

‘Oh dear, and what does being embarrassed do to you?’ said Dana, taking another gulp of the wine while it was still cold. It was too cheap to let it warm up.

‘Shut up, that’s embarrassing too.’

‘I enjoy knowing you’re horny,’ Dana confessed, the wine helping.

Natalie sat up. ‘What, really?’

‘Yeah, I realise it’s something I’ve noticed before without being aware of it. But it energises you, doesn’t it?’

‘Doesn’t it do that to you?’ Natalie asked.

‘I mean, it energises me to go and have sex or to grab my vibe. I don’t think it’s the same as for you.’

Natalie couldn’t quite fathom they were having this honest a conversation, but Brandon had been right, it felt like a weight off her chest to confide this stuff. I’ve been so silly not trusting her with it. ‘It’s not the same I don’t think, it’s kind of the centre of it all for me. I’m… I’m what they call, a denial slut.’

‘A what?’ Dana looked genuinely intrigued.

‘A denial slut. My big thing is orgasm denial.’

‘Denial as in not having them? Is that a thing? Why would you do that?’

Natalie shook her head, ‘I’m sorry, it’s stupid.’

‘No, no, it’s not stupid. I’m sorry, let me rephrase that.’ Dana coughed a little and said in a gentle voice, ‘I haven’t heard of that, how intriguing, tell me about it.’ She grinned, ‘Is that better?’

Natalie laughed. ‘Your communications training is finally coming in useful, huh? But yes, that is better.’ She blew out her cheeks. ‘Okay, I love not being allowed to cum.’

‘Really! I’ve honestly never heard about this. How, what, why?’

Natalie smiled. It was so lovely being able to tell her best friend about this at last. It was her favourite topic in the world and she’d felt until now it had to be a secret. ‘Well, the how is pretty easy, you don’t cum. But you do edge, a lot.’

Dana nodded. ‘Okay, edging I have heard of. Right, I guess it’s the same thing?’

‘Yeah, except some people will edge just to stretch things out, but they will end up cumming. That’s the difference with denial — edging isn’t just part of it, it’s the point of it.’

Her friend scrunched her face up. ‘But don’t you get insanely horny?’

‘Yep. But it’s more complex than that. If you get that horny, but still don’t cum, amazing things happen.’

Dana shuffled up the sofa, closer to Natalie. ‘What kind of amazing things?’ she asked in a soft voice.

‘The denial high, for one.’

‘A high, really?’ She didn’t look convinced.

‘There’s no other word for it. It makes me feel so good. I’ve got to the point I don’t want to cum, because I’ll lose the high.’

Dana leaned in. ‘Wow, this is amazing. So, how often do you cum?’

‘Well it varies, I mean sometimes I cum a lot. But I eventually miss the feeling of denial too much and if I’m really into it, maybe once, twice a month?’

Dana laughed. ‘That makes my couple a day seem very self-indulgent.’

‘No, not at all, orgasms are great. I love orgasms. I…’ Natalie bit her lip and visibly blushed.

Dana noticed. ‘What, what were you going to say?’

‘Don’t make me say it, it’s perverted and wrong.’

‘Oh my God you so have to tell me. Is it embarrassing?’ Natalie nodded. ‘Oh even better, tell me.’

‘You promise you won’t think I’m a freak?’

Dana gripped her hand. ‘Babes you are a complete freak and I love you all the more for it, this is so hot.’

‘Really? Okay. I was going to say, I love you cumming.’

Dana sat up. ‘What, me, as in, me specifically?’

‘Yes, you specifically. It’s not sexual, well, I mean it obviously is, just it’s not like some lesbian thing.’

‘Although that would be hot too,’ Dana added. Natalie just looked at her friend, unsure what to make of her expression. ‘Anyway, go on, it’s not sexual, but it is?’ Dana prompted.

That would be hot too? Natalie rubbed her face and puffed out a breath, refocusing on her confession. ‘I get off, God that sounds bad but whatever, on the idea of you cumming, when I’m not.’

Dana broke into her biggest grin. Oh shit I’m so fucked, why do I love it? Her friend squeezed her knee, ‘So just to clarify, and I want all the details. When you say you get off…?’

‘Really, you’ve going to make me say this?’ Natalie took a deep breath as Dana nodded vigorously.

‘I edge thinking about you cumming.’

Dana bounced in her seat. ‘Holy fuck, just wow! More, tell me more.’

Natalie shook her head in disbelief. ‘You really want to know?’

‘Fuck yes. Now what do you think about?’ Dana said in an assertive tone.

‘I think about you cumming, by yourself. With the toys you tell me about. And most of all with the guys you’re with.’

‘Is that why you always want all the details? I figured it was just a virgin thing.’ She laughed.

‘I mean, it is a virgin thing, I’m super curious. But yeah, it’s the other thing too.’

‘That you picture me getting fucked and cumming while you don’t?’

Natalie ran her hands through her hair. ‘Shut up, I can’t believe I’m telling you this.’

‘If only I’d known I’d have told you even more.’

Her head shot up. ‘What, seriously?’

Dana smacked the back of her arm. ‘Hell yeah. You missed out girl, I’d have told you in excruciating detail, just how it felt, how good the orgasms were. I was holding back because I thought it was mean.’

‘But, but…’

‘I didn’t even tell you about how often Charlie makes me cum. It’s insane, I lose count. I can’t think when he’s done. But don’t you worry, I’ll be making sure to tell you in future.’

Natalie just sat there with her mouth open. ‘Oh my God, you’re a denial bitch!’

Dana looked a little shocked. ‘A what?’

‘No, no, it’s a thing. It’s women who get off on knowing someone else isn’t cumming when they can.’

A smile spread across her face. ‘Oh wow, I’m a denial bitch for sure. Is it like a yin yang thing?’

Natalie shrugged. ‘I mean, yeah, kind of I guess. I am turned on knowing you’re cumming and you get off on knowing I’m not. Oh shit, I’m really, really fucked aren’t I.’

‘Is this what you hoped for?’

‘Actually, I usually imagined you wanting to try denial too. That we’d be, denial buddies.’

Dana laughed hard at that. ‘Is that a thing too? Wow, who knew there was all this to it. I mean that’s a cute thought, I’m definitely curious.’ Dana shuffled in, and stroked her fingers up Natalie’s arm, her voice dropping down low. ‘But why would I give up cumming when I know that they aren’t just for me, but for you too now? I think I’ll have to try and have even more, and make sure I tell you all about them. Isn’t that what a good friend would do?’

Natalie paused, suddenly having to control her breathing. She looked at her best friend. ‘You’re evil, and I love you.’

‘I love you too, and I am so happy you can tell me all this at last.’

‘Me too, and Brandon will be very pleased.’

Dana snorted. ‘Is that right? Why?’

Natalie explained how he’d said he’d like her to have someone to confide in. Dana nodded, ‘That does sound like a very good idea. So that’s what he meant when he said I could ask anything?’

‘Yes, he meant it.’

‘I like him, he’s smart. That makes me want to trust him. But then again, that could be his evil plan.’ Dana made an evil villain cackle. ‘So is he into orgasm denial?’

‘Umm, actually no. Well, not until he met me.’

‘Oh really, made a convert?’ Dana grinned. ‘How’s that working out for you?’

‘I’m not allowed to touch myself without his permission.’

Dana smacked the top of Natalie’s arm. ‘Get out of here!’

‘Is that crazy?’

Dana stood up, pacing around. ‘So crazy!’ She leaned in next to her friend. ‘And so hot. Was that his idea?’ She sat up on the sofa arm, right over Natalie then got back up, too full of energy to stay still.

‘Umm, probably mine, I kind of like fucking myself over.’

‘You do, don’t you. This is amazing.’ Dana suddenly swung around to face her. ‘Wait, wait. His question.’

‘Oh no, don’t…’

She dropped back onto the sofa right next to Natalie. ‘There’s more to it isn’t there, this is bad, embarrassing I mean? How the two of you met?’

Natalie looked away. ‘It’s the worst. Please…’

‘Just how bad is it?’

‘The single most embarrassing event in my life.’

That got Dana to finally sit still. Her voice dropped low. ‘I want to know everything.’ Her eyes were wide with curiosity plus a strong hint of arousal.

Natalie paused for a moment. ‘Do you want the bad version, or the “you’re going to kill your friend from embarrassment” version?’

Dana laughed. ‘I know which I want, but which do you want? And why is it so bad?’

‘It’s so bad because the first version I tell you, but the kill me version means, I show you.’

‘I want that!’ She slapped her hand down on her knee.

‘But you asked me which I want,’ Natalie whined.

‘Fuck that, show me! I know which you want anyway, you dug your own grave, denial slut.’

‘You’re never going to be able to unsee this,’ Natalie warned.

‘Show me, show me,’ Dana chanted, jumping up.

Natalie blew out her cheeks again, and stood up demurely, resigned to her fate. She walked to the bedroom where, due to her stupidity, the One-Bar Prison she had got stuck on two nights before was still fully erect on her bedroom floor. She paused by the door. ‘Last chance, I open this door and you’ll know for sure what a freak I am.’

Dana stepped up close, and brushed Natalie’s hair back over her ear. ‘Babes, you’re not a freak, you’re just kinky, super kinky, and I love you all the more for it.’ She planted a tender little kiss on Natalie’s cheek then put her hand on the door handle, on top of Natalie’s, and pushed the door open. Natalie watched her eyes go wide, mouth fall open. ‘No, fucking, way!’

* * *

‘It’s called a one-bar prison?’ Dana circled the device, giving the steel pole a kick and laughing at the way the dildo on top of it wobbled. ‘Wait, wait, wait. He said it was a rescue.’ Dana turned to Natalie. ‘Tell me you didn’t get stuck on this thing.’

Natalie couldn’t speak. Her face felt like it was on fire. The full depth of her stupidity the other night came rushing back and she had to remind herself that it had turned out okay. Much better than okay.

Dana put her hands on her hips. ‘How do you even have this?’

‘I, I… It was always a fantasy. It was a stupid impulse purchase.’

Dana laughed. ‘Not as stupid as getting stuck on it. Oh my God, this is amazing. I can picture you now. What were you wearing.’ She looked up from the still wobbling dildo.

I’m going to die. I’m going to DIE. Natalie just looked at the ground, not daring to meet Dana’s gaze. ‘Heels,’ she finally whispered.

‘Heels? Just heels! You were naked!’ Dana’s voice had risen so high nearby dogs were wincing. It wasn’t just them.

‘Yes. Just heels.’ Natalie closed her eyes, she felt a little dizzy. This was so much worse than any of the embarrassing things she’d done with Dana before. But the effect was the same. She felt her body responding, not just blushing, but a primal arousal, her nipples were like bullets, her pussy getting wetter by the second. She dared to look up, to be met by Dana’s grinning face.

‘I’m never going to let you forget this, this is too good. Oh, my God. I knew you were kinky but this is a-maz-ing. Come here.’ She grabbed Natalie’s hand and yanked her up to it. She stepped back and looked at her. ‘It can’t have been this high though, that’s like, past your tummy button.’

‘It was, they, are very high heels. That’s why…’

‘Why what?’ Dana prompted.

‘Why I was stuck. I couldn’t lift myself up. I was totally stuck.’

Dana had to put her hands on her thighs and take a big breath. ‘I don’t know if this is awful or hilarious. Both maybe. Wow, I can imagine it, this thing really works like a prison.’

‘Hence the name.’

‘What was it like? Is this embarrassing, by the way, are you turned on?’ She straightened up and looked Natalie up and down.

‘You have no idea.’

‘I have some. You could cut glass with your nipples right now and your eyes are so dilated you look like you’re high.’ Dana laughed and plopped herself down on the end of the bed, just where Brandon had sat that fateful other night. ‘Tell me more, tell me everything.’

And so she did. She leaned herself against it, the dildo pressing against her tummy as she replayed the entire evening to her best friend. Part of her couldn’t believe she was telling her everything, but the way Dana ate up everything she said was not only a surprise, it was intoxicating. So often the situation had been reversed, her waiting on every detail of her friend’s sex life. It felt good to be the one with something to share. One bit of the story got her in trouble though.

‘He offered to let you call me, and you didn’t let him!’ Dana crossed her arms and gave a genuine pout.

‘I’m so sorry, I should have. I just didn’t realise you’d… be so into this.’

‘Oh, I am so into it. But that’s still very bad, as is being dumb enough to get stuck. You really should be punished.’

Natalie’s head snapped back up to see Dana’s big smile. ‘I’m… I’m getting spanked tonight.’

‘You are?’ Dana sounded delighted. ‘What for?’

‘I just asked to, I’ve imagined it forever.’

‘Well, I guess that will do, but you have to tell him that you need a good spanking from me, for being dumb and most of all not trusting me.’

‘Seriously?’ Natalie had never seen her friend like this, she didn’t know what to make of it.

‘Very seriously, and I want to hear all about that too. Brandon seems to like you telling me, do you like it too, Nats?’

‘I do, I’m not sure I’ll ever get used to it.’

‘Oh, I’m sure you will. But you were right you know,’ Dana nodded to the one-bar prison, ‘I’m never going to be able to unsee that. Now, how about another cup of coffee, or something stronger?’








  
  
  Late for Dinner

  
  




The clock was definitely going slow. Its hands were creeping painstakingly towards 7pm. Natalie didn’t know what to do with herself; she’d dressed twice despite being told what to wear. She had done her hair, make-up, and plucked everything that dared rise above the crowd, simply for something to do.

What I really want is to lie back, spread my legs, and edge my brains out. But I’m not allowed. Or at least, she had to ask, and she didn’t dare. Natalie hadn’t realised what a coping mechanism edging had become until she wasn’t allowed to do it.

Time and again she found her fingers slipping down, starting to tap unconsciously on her mound. Do I do this without realising, do I touch myself?

She had pulled up some spanking porn, trying to find more distractions. It wasn’t her default porn choice, but it was always a turn on when she saw it. She wasn’t sure why it had been the first thing that had come out of her mouth when Brandon had asked about what she wanted to try. But sitting on his knee that previous evening, she’d desperately wanted to be rearranged, bent over it. But why? Why do I want him to hurt me so much? Natalie didn’t know, but she wanted to find out.

As she watched beautiful women getting their perfectly sculpted bottoms reddened she suddenly felt nervous. What if she didn’t react properly, what if she disappointed him?

She remembered his words from earlier. ‘We’re all allowed to fail, it’s a big part of learning.’ I’m allowed to fail, I’m allowed to fail, he won’t hate me, he won’t.

That thought made her feel a bit better, but it did nothing to salve the unbearable ache of her wet pussy. She glanced at the clock, still five minutes to go. Natalie looked at the sofa arm. Fuck it…

She turned the laptop to the side so she could still see the girl who was now getting caned, hard, and swung her leg over the arm of the sofa where he’d had her earlier. Even the pressure between her legs caused her to groan with pleasure. She stuck her bottom back and began working back and forth, imagining it was her in the porn, bent over, getting caned, counting aloud. She pumped her hips, dragging the thin material of her knickers against her. She needed more, it was only making it worse. She felt how wet they were getting. I can change them, again.

Leaning forward so her clit took more of the pressure, she began squeezing her breasts, wishing she was naked, wishing he was watching. The cries from the girl getting caned were slowly drowned out by her own slutty moans. All nerves cast aside, she was ready for whatever he wanted from her. She pictured him, staring at her bright red bottom, unable to resist, throwing her down, fucking her. ‘Oh Brandon, yes, fuck me, take me,’ she acted out. ‘What do you want me to do, Sir?’

Her phone rang in response, causing her to freeze. Natalie pulled back off the sofa arm so fast she almost gave her thighs a friction burn. Fumbling for the phone she saw it was him. She had one more ring before it’d go to voicemail. She flicked up.

‘Natalie, all okay? You’re running late.’ His tone was firm, inquisitive.

She looked at the clock on the wall. Oh no! It was nearly ten past seven. She didn’t know what to say, partly because she was still quite out of breath from the sudden humping.

‘I’m so sorry I, I am all ready I just got… distracted.’

‘Oh, did you now. Is that what’s got you breathless?’

Fuck my life. ‘Yes. Sorry, I’m on my way. Sorry, sorry.’

‘Wonderful, see you in a moment.’

Natalie looked at herself in the mirror. She was blushing so much from the embarrassment and exertion that you could barely see the make up she’d put so much time into. She fanned herself, heading for the door. She didn’t want to be any later than she already was.

As she stepped into the corridor and closed her front door two things struck her. First, she’d just forgotten her key. Second, she hadn’t changed her underwear. She didn’t need to check, she knew the ones she was wearing were soaked.

‘Fuck.’

* * *

Natalie stood by his front door, still catching her breath, feeling stupid and all too reminiscent of their first meeting when she’d rushed up the stairs and knocked on his door without thinking.

This time she was thinking a lot. This time she had some idea of what might be in store. It made her even more nervous she was going to ruin it.

She knocked and waited, bouncing on her toes, which wasn’t easy in the mid-height heels she’d added to her outfit. Brandon took his time answering, giving her a chance to gather herself a little more, reciting ‘I look good, I look sexy, he said I’m beautiful’ a few times in her head.

She was about to knock again when he opened the door. ‘Hello.’ He was wearing that cheeky, know-it-all grin that both provoked and aroused her in equal measure.

‘Hello.’ She bit her lip and quickly looked him up and down. He was dressed more casually than their last date, a stylish, form fitting knitted jumper over stretch black jeans and a pair of black canvas trainers. But it was his hands her gaze lingered on. Those are going to spank me, oh my God. She may have trembled slightly at the thought, she wasn’t sure.

He seemed to be admiring her too, taking his time looking over her. An intense and unexpected desire to be naked came over Natalie. For her to have nowhere to hide, exposed, just the way she had been when he’d first rescued her. ‘I’m sorry,’ she apologised again. Brandon didn’t reply, he just stepped back, letting her walk past him into the apartment.

He closed the door, walking up behind her, and in a low voice that almost made her doubt she heard it, he said, ‘I’ll do my best to make sure you are.’

His words made her feel dizzy. The thought of someone holding her to account, someone to please. Someone to disappoint. She paused, trying to get a grip again. It gave him the chance to catch up, pressing ever so lightly behind her, his fingers brushing her hair back over her shoulder from behind. ‘How are you doing? Are you okay? You look beautiful, if a little flushed.’

‘Oh God, I’m so embarrassed.’ She turned towards him, his mouth was right in front of her. Memories of where it had been, what it had done to her earlier, flooded back. ‘And I’m so horny,’ she admitted.

‘It seems one does lead to the other with you, my dear Natalie.’ He thought for a moment, his mouth twitching into a smile. ‘Do you want me to make it better, or make it worse?’

Her gaze moved from his beautiful lips to his sparkling eyes. ‘Make it worse, please, Sir. Always, make it worse.’

He let out a growl of pleasure as he leaned close, whispering in her ear, ‘Stand against the wall then.’

Natalie’s breath caught in her chest. She turned, taking a step backwards until her bottom pressed against a boiling radiator. ‘Ouch, that’s hot!’

He chuckled, gently gripping the sides of her arms and sidestepping her to the bare wall. ‘That’s not how I’d intended to get your bottom red. But yes, I did turn the heating up.’ He put his forearm on the wall above her, pressing his lip to her ear in a half-kiss. ‘We can’t have you getting cold, later.’

Natalie instantly imagined herself naked, and the fact he’d been thoughtful and organised enough to raise the temperature ready for that did funny things to her tummy. She turned her head, wanting to kiss him, but he kept slightly out of reach.

‘Lift your skirt.’ His instruction surprised her, bringing her vividly back to the present.

‘Yes, Sir.’ She hesitantly reached down, lifting her short skirt above the tops of her stockings, and then, right up, above her hips.

He didn’t even look down, he just kept his gaze on her face. ‘Good girl. Now, why were you late?’

‘I, I was humping the sofa arm, like earlier.’

‘I see. And why were you doing that?’

‘Because, I’m so horny and it’s all I’m allowed to do.’

He couldn’t help smiling. ‘Yes, that must be very frustrating.’

She let out an exasperated whine. ‘I’m going crazy.’

‘Good. I like you crazy. Did you change, before you rushed over, or did you just rush out?’

Natalie felt her cheeks, and she swore her thighs, blush a deep red. ‘I, forgot. I meant to, I’m sorry.’

‘Don’t be sorry. Frankly, the fact you’re wet because of me is something I find myself enjoying every time I think of it, which has been more than you’d imagine.’ He looked down at last, one hand dropping down. ‘May I?’

Oh fuck, he’s going to feel me up, through my soaked panties. ‘You may,’ she said, unable to hide the tremble in her voice.

There was no teasing this time. His hand firmly cupped her mound, fingers pushing in between her thighs so he could squeeze her. ‘Oh Natalie, you are disgustingly wet, Princess.’

That combination, his hand and his words, saying out loud the embarrassing state of her underwear — it rendered her speechless.

He wasn’t done. His middle finger pressed the slick material in between her pussy lips, rubbing it up and down against her sensitive clit. ‘What kind of girl goes on a date with her pussy in a state like this?’ His fingertip moved to her clit, circling it hard, causing Natalie to cry out.

‘Oh God, yes. What…kind…of…girl?’ She closed her eyes, giving in to his words, his fingers, letting the answer pour out of her. ‘A slut. A needy, desperate little whore of a slut princess.’

He was quiet for long enough that she opened her eyes. He was staring at her, studying her. ‘Fuck me. Good answer.’ Her smile grew to match his, her eyes half-lidded from the pleasure. ‘I don’t want to stop touching you,’ he admitted.

‘I don’t want you to either, it feels so good.’

‘I love you being this wet, I’m serious. It’s so sexy.’

‘Well, if you keep talking to me like that, you won’t be disappointed.’

‘Good. But we should get you something to drink, don’t want you dehydrated now do we, and dinner needs taking out soon.’

Natalie pouted at the thought of his fingers stopping what they were doing, and let out a little whimper when they did. Brandon raised his hand to face-level. ‘Open up, there’s a good girl.’ She let out a little breath of excitement and parted her lips. Brandon slowly slid his middle finger into her mouth. She sucked it instinctively, a little nod indicating his pleasure at her response. There wasn’t much on it, but having his finger in her mouth made her ache for it elsewhere. As if reading her mind he whispered, ‘Later,’ as he slid his finger back out. He gave her a peck on the cheek and turned, heading to the kitchen. She pressed herself back against the wall, watching him go.

If this was how the evening was just starting, Natalie couldn’t wait to find out how it was going to end.
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Brandon started whistling in the kitchen while Natalie straightened her skirt, and looked around the apartment properly. It was a mirror image of hers in layout, which was strangely disconcerting. It was much more nicely furnished though. Matching furniture rather than Natalie’s random assortment of whatever she could find on eBay. The two leather sofas and an armchair were particularly nice. Natalie couldn’t help herself gazing at the arm of it, wondering if he’d have her perched on there before long.

‘Food’s ready in ten.’ Brandon came out of the kitchen carrying a couple of tall glasses, handing one to Natalie. ‘Virgin Moscow Mule,’ he said in answer to her raised eyebrow.

‘Virgin, huh?’ She raised an eyebrow.

He laughed. ‘That wasn’t deliberate. That bit of it anyway. No, I thought it’d be better to keep the drinks soft given what we might try later.’

‘How very sensible.’ Natalie sipped at the gingery mocktail. ‘That’s delish,’ she announced, although a bit of booze wouldn’t have gone amiss. ‘I love what you’ve done with the apartment.’

‘Thank you, would you like a tour?’ he said with a grin, making it clear it was entirely unnecessary but something to do.

He walked her through the sitting room which had a nice deep carpet underneath the furniture she’d already admired. She noted the X-Box under the big TV. I hadn’t tagged him as a gamer, interesting. There was a set of dumbells and an exercise mat in the corner, tucked away behind a small but elegant dining table with four chairs.

She peeked into the bathroom, remembering what she’d imagined that time she’d heard him showering. Now she pictured it even more clearly. The thought of Brandon, naked, filled her mind.

He went through the other door and she followed. ‘Sadly my bedroom doesn’t seem to be as well equipped as yours. Not a single bit of bondage equipment in sight.’

She looked around. ‘That is disappointing.’ What’s not in sight? ‘You should speak to the landlord, he’s very open-minded.’

‘Oh is he? I should complain about how thin the walls are. You can hear everything you know.’

That shut her up for a moment. ‘Everything?’ She recalled that first evening they met, where she’d noisily fucked herself against the wardrobe right next to the adjoining wall.

‘Mhmm, there’s this girl next door… So hot. I can’t help but wonder what she could possibly be doing to make such delightful noises.’

Natalie tried to ignore the latter part of his comment. ‘So hot you say? Tell me more about her.’

He leaned in, as though confiding. She could smell his musky aftershave. ‘Well, I’ve not really got to know her yet, just admired her from afar. But my goodness, not only is she breathtakingly beautiful, but there’s something about her…’

Natalie struggled to maintain the game, being called beautiful short-circuited her brain every time he said it. She leaned back against the wall, the one she’d so rudely introduced herself to him through. ‘What kind of something?’

Brandon leaned up next to her again, as he had in the entrance hall. ‘Well, I mean it’s only a guess, but I think she’s kinky.’

She opened her eyes in an exaggerated shock. ‘You don’t say, what kind of kinky?’

‘My guess, pretty much every kind. All the best ones, and some new ones too. I imagine she’d be insatiable in bed.’

Natalie took a couple of breaths before replying. ‘Insatiable, you say, you think she’s a slut?’

‘Oh, only in the best possible way. The kind a guy dreams of.’

‘And what does a guy dream of?’

Brandon put both hands on the wall, either side of Natalie, pressing her gently against the wall. ‘More and more, you.’ He kissed her gently on the mouth, hers opening to show she wanted more. His hand slid down over her shoulder and he gently took hold of her throat. Holy fuck, yes. She felt her pussy clench. He was just about to reciprocate the kiss when the oven timer began to beep. ‘Oh dear, I guess we’ll just have to make you wait.’

Natalie blew out an exasperated breath. ‘Story of my life.’

‘Oh Natalie, some things are worth waiting for.’ He grinned, rubbed her neck with his thumb and gave her a quick peck on the lips before turning towards the persistent pinging timer. ‘And some things can’t wait. Want to help me in the kitchen?’

‘Sure, but I’ve been known to burn water.’ She followed him, glancing at the bed as she left, imagining him in it, and then her under him.

* * *

The smell of something roasting made Natalie’s mouth water as they entered the kitchen. He turned to her. ‘Do you want to help with some mise en place?’ 

‘That sounds fancy, what is it?’

He chuckled. ‘You’re right, it’s a pretentious way of saying food preparation.’ He put his hands around her hips and moved her gently to the side, pressing her against the worktop. ‘It means “putting in place”.’ He smiled and raised his eyebrows.

Natalie’s heart rate spiked as he touched her. You can put me in my place anytime you want. ‘Happy to help,’ she managed to stutter as he pulled a drawer out from where she’d been standing and gave her a small, finely balanced chef’s knife.

Brandon tasked her with finely cutting up some lettuce while he checked what was cooking in the oven. The smell of roasting meat when he opened the door was divine, reminding Natalie how little she’d eaten. ‘What are we having?’

‘Some pan-fried sea bass to start and then pork belly as the main.’ He shut the over door with a nod, seeming pleased at progress.

She glanced away from watching him bend over the oven and focused back on her lettuce. ‘Wow, you don’t mess around, that sounds, and smells, amazing.’

‘Well, I wanted to show off to the girl next door. I hope to make a good impression.’

Natalie kept on slowly cutting the lettuce, not turning to show her blushing cheeks. ‘She told me you’re doing an above average job so far.’

There was a clunk of a pan being put on the stove and then she felt Brandon behind her, his hands either side of her on the counter, pressing her against it. ‘Above average huh, well that doesn’t sound good enough. Just what did she say could improve that?’

She ground her bottom against him. She was sure she could feel his cock pressing between her buttocks through his trousers. ‘Well, given she’s kinky, and I agree with your earlier assessment on that,’ she let out a little moan as he flicked her hair to one side and kissed the curve of her neck. ‘I think, she’d love you to stop asking if you were allowed to do everything and go full dom mode on her.’

His kisses didn’t stop but he did give a little chuckle as he moved up her neck to kiss under her ear, making her squirm against him and the worktop. ‘But Princess, asking consent is full dom mode. But, I take that on board and how about this, I do what I want to you tonight. Touch, play, explore. Would that get me beyond, “above average”?’

Touch, play, explore. Yes, please. ‘Oh yes, I’m sure it would. And I always have safewords, right?’

His hands slid from the counter, down the sides of her legs and under her skirt, stroking the skin of her outer thighs. It made her breathing ragged. ‘Of course you do, but I don’t expect you to use them.’

She half-turned her head, ‘But…’

‘What I mean is, keep this simple, keep it real. Tell me with the words and responses you make if you like what I’m doing to you, and if you don’t, tell me too. Teach me. Use “yes, no, that feels good, I don’t like that”.’

‘Oh okay, that makes sense.’ She opened her stance a little wider. His hands slide around her thighs. ‘I like that.’

He kissed her neck and squeezed her legs. ‘Safewords are so important, but sometimes they’re about freeing you to say things like “no” and “stop” when you don’t mean it. Because that can be hot and fun too. But tonight, just say what you mean, no games like that. Sound good?’ As he asked his hands moved from her thighs to one cupping her wet mound and the other pressing in behind, and he began masturbating her clit through them.

She groaned and pushed back into him. ‘Oh fuck, yes, very, very good. God, how do you expect me to cut lettuce while you do that?’

‘Carefully. Anyway, that’s plenty of lettuce, good girl. Now put your hands on the counter and don’t move them unless I tell you to.’

‘Shit, yes Sir.’ She put down the knife and carefully placed her hands, fingers spread wide, on the countertop.

Brandon’s foot hooked inside hers, pushing out. ‘Spread your legs wider.’ His fingers kept up their glorious massage of her pussy as she shuffled them shoulder-width apart. ‘More,’ he demanded. She sank down a little as she opened her stance even further, feeling her wet labia part. ‘Good girl.’ She felt his hands grip her panties, at the front and back, and pull, pull up into her, dragging the thin, wet material in between her parted lips. Natalie cried out as he sawed them back and forth, each stroke working them deeper into her until it pressed the bunched up material against her, from clit to arsehole. He smoothed the waistband upwards, keeping them there, before letting her skirt fall.

‘Oh, fuck, that’s… something.’

He gave her bottom a gentle squeeze. ‘Hmm, you do swear a lot, Natalie.’

‘I can’t help it, it’s only when you do stuff to me.’

Brandon lifted the back of her skirt up, holding it against the small of her back. ‘You can’t help it? I suspect you can, with the proper motivation. You’re going to get a smack if you swear, young lady, is that clear?’

Young lady, oh my God. Why is that so hot? ‘Yes, Sir. Very clear.’ She turned her head to look at him over her shoulder. ‘And so fucking hot.’

His laugh was drowned out by her shout as his hand connected with her left butt cheek in a solid, fast smack. ‘Owww, holy shit that hurt!’ She cried out again as he landed another firm smack on the other buttock.

‘Did you expect it not to?’

She clenched her hands on the counter. ‘I, I don’t know. If I did it myself it was never that hard. Can you do it softer?’

‘Of course I can.’ His hand moved to caress the pink marks that were forming on her bottom. ‘But do you want me to?’

Natalie thought for a moment. ‘No.’

‘No, what, Princess?’ He gave her bottom a squeeze and then started playing with the back of her panties, pulling it up again, making it dig into her.

‘No, Sir. I don’t want you to do it any softer.’

Brandon let her skirt finally fall to cover her reddened bottom. ‘You’re so fucking hot.’

She spun around to face him. ‘Hey, no fair, how come you can swear when I can’t?’ She bit her lip in a half smile.

‘Because I make the rules.’

‘But, that’s not fair either.’ She looked up at him through her fringe that had fallen over her eyes.

He brushed it back gently with the hand that had just smacked her so hard. ‘No, it’s not, is it. And sometimes unfair is super hot too isn’t it.’

‘Yes. Ff… Gosh,’ she corrected herself, ‘I am so fff…’ she grinned, ‘screwed.’

‘Yes, yes you are. And loving every minute of it, it seems.’

‘Every second.’

* * *

The sea bass smelled delicious as Brandon fried it quickly in the cast iron pan. Natalie enjoyed just watching him in the kitchen, finishing the dishes, serving them out on plates he’d thought to warm in the oven. Who knew cooking could be so sexy?

He’d taken a break a few times to stop and kiss her, at one point lifting her up onto the counter as he had in her kitchen earlier. She’d hoped for more of what he’d done to her that morning, but he had fun just playing with her breasts and leaving her wanting more.

He’d clearly taken her challenge to do what he wanted to her. As he worked around the kitchen he’d made a glass of water, with ice and a slice of lemon, and handed it to her. ‘Drink more.’ As she began to, he put his hand right up her skirt causing her to almost spit out the cold liquid. He gripped her thigh, pressing his thumb against her bunched up panties, right over her clit, making her moan between sips. ‘Finish it.’ He simply told her.

Natalie watched him as she drank, her legs spread, his hand up her skirt. Please God, don’t let this be a dream. He is so ridiculously hot.

‘What are you thinking?’ he asked, picking up on her smile.

‘I’m just happy. What are you thinking?’ she fired back.

‘Hmm, I’m just wondering if I want you to eat dinner, naked.’

She sat up straight on the worktop. ‘What!’

‘Well I miss it, things started off so well, I got to see all of you when you were stuck on that pole. But now it just makes me want to peel your clothes off, all the time.’

‘Seriously?’ Natalie was breathing hard again, imagining sitting at the table, him fully dressed, her totally naked. Why is that so fucking hot? ‘I can be naked if you want.’

His eyebrows peaked just once, ‘No. Not yet, anyway.’ He lifted Natalie off the counter before she could respond. ‘I do want something though. Take off your panties.’

‘But, but…’ She saw the look of arousal in his eyes. This wasn’t the time to coy. ‘Yes, Sir.’ Natalie slipped off the counter, and turned to give him a better view. Then she hooked her thumbs under her skirt and into her panties, pulling them down slowly as she bent over as far as she could without tipping over. He’d done a good job wedging them in her. They stuck for a moment, before she gave them another tug and they sprang into view, bouncing up and down where they got stuck around her knees. She put a hand onto the worktop for balance, letting her lean over and arch her back, closing her legs slightly so her knickers could slide down the rest of her legs and stay perched between her ankles, just above the floor.

‘That was remarkably elegant.’

‘Why thank you.’ I won’t tell him I actually practise this stuff. She weighed up what she wanted to say next, and decided to go for it. ‘I’m very fucking elegant when I want to be, Sir.’

She heard him step up, her skirt lifted onto her back. She braced herself with both hands on the counter for what she hoped was coming. She wasn’t disappointed. A delicious ‘twhwack’ sound accompanied the sharp sting of his hand, once, twice, three times across her bottom. Then he stepped back, and she was left there, skirt up, bent over, completely exposed, waiting for him to tell her what to do.

He kept her waiting. ‘Stay like that.’

‘What, seriously?’ She could feel the cool air on her wetness.

‘I like the view. In fact, I love it. You go a delightful shade of pink when you’re spanked.’ It wasn’t just her bottom that went pink, hearing that.

Brandon left Natalie, bent over, bottom out, as he put together the last bits of the starter. She was pretty sure he was taking his time on purpose. Her tummy actually started rumbling. All this kinky stuff sure works up an appetite.

He’d carried both the plates of starters through to the dining table before he told Natalie to stand back up. Her skirt fell back down, finally covering her now cooled bottom. He cupped it, squeezing. ‘How’re you doing?’

‘That was hot, being exposed, and kind of being ignored a bit too. I’m so horny I think I might die.’

‘I won’t let you, don’t worry. Now, give me your panties.’

Natalie began to vocalise a complaint, but bit her lip, bent down, and stepped out of them. She bent over again, his hand taking the opportunity to rub inside her thigh as she picked them up. To her mild horror Brandon stretched out his hand. ‘They’ll be cold, and wet.’

‘Yep. Give them to me.’

The wet panties were placed into his hand in a scrunched up ball. Natalie could feel just how soaked they were, but she reluctantly let them go.

‘Good girl, turn around.’ She did. ‘Open your mouth.’

Oh my God, is he going to gag me with them? She slowly opened her mouth. Brandon gently shook out her underwear and held it by one side of the waistband. With a smile he placed it in her mouth, so the rest of her knickers hung down.

He put his finger under her chin and closed it. ‘Don’t let go. I thought I’d walk you to the table.’ He looked at the floor, ‘On all fours,’ he added with a big grin. ‘Good girl, down you go.’

Natalie let out an amazed squeal, but kept her mouth shut, double checking with a glance that he was serious. His little nod removed all doubt. So down she went, on the kitchen floor, on her hands and knees. This better not rip my stockings. Who am I kidding, that’d be even hotter. She looked up at him, towering over her now, she was shaking a little from the adrenaline pumping through her.

Brandon reached down, hooked his fingers through the other end of her panties, and tugged, like a perverted, messy leash. ‘Good girl,’ was all he said, as he led her out of the kitchen, slow steady steps so she could keep up. Her face was burning with a mixture of arousal and humiliation. I didn’t even protest, and now he’s leading me like a dog to the table. She looked up to see him smiling down at her. And I fucking love it. Her wet panties were filling her view, the smell of her arousal unmistakable. The fact her bare pussy was starting to leak down her thighs made every little step even more telling.

It seemed an eternity for them to make it down the hall and reach the dining table at the far end of the sitting room. Brandon crouched down next to her, opening her mouth with his finger, and taking the panties out. ‘Well done, I wasn’t sure you’d be up for that.’

She looked up at him from all fours. ‘It’s only just sinking in. That was crazy.’

‘Crazy good?’

‘If the fact I plan to masturbate to it for the rest of my life counts, yes crazy good.’

Brandon laughed, standing, and giving Natalie his hand, pulling her up. ‘If you’re allowed to, that is.’

‘You are incorrigible.’

He smiled, his eyes twinkling. ‘I can only work with what I have. With you the possibilities seem endless.’ He moved around her to pull back the wooden dining chair for her to sit.

‘I’m going to make a mess on that you know.’

‘We’ve already discovered you have ways to rectify that, Natalie.’

She didn’t dare look at him for fear of blushing even harder, her mind going back to how he made her clean up the mess she made at their date last night. With a deliberate flair she flicked her skirt back and sat her bare bottom on the cool chair as he helped her move it into place. ‘How can such a gentleman be such a kinky pervert?’ she wondered aloud.

‘I hear the best ones always are. Now, eat, enjoy, don’t let it get cold.’

* * *

The sea bass tasted even better than Natalie had imagined, and she was strangely proud of the finely sliced lettuce that Brandon had elegantly laid out on the rectangular plate. Natalie effused about the food but was otherwise unusually quiet as she ate, trying to show off good table manners. How my dad would be proud.

‘Are you doing okay?’ Brandon had noticed her silence.

‘Yes. I think I’m just processing. That, that was something else.’

‘The crawling?’ he checked.

‘Yes. Just, I don’t know. You’ve seen me naked stuck on a pole, you’ve vibed me in public but, gosh, you leading me on all fours and I didn’t even think about not doing it. That’s crazy.’

He looked pleased. ‘It is, isn’t it.’

Natalie put her knife and fork down on her plate and looked at him. ‘I love this.’

Brandon followed suit, raising the corner of his mouth. ‘I can tell.’

They both ate some more of the starter before Natalie decided she needed to make sure he knew just what she meant.

‘I love it. I mean it, love, adore, need; it’s so much more than my fantasies. Every time I fantasise, I’m really the one in control. That moment just now, I had no idea it was coming. I just had to do what I was told. You are so fucking good at this.’ Natalie realised she’d sworn and drew in a quick breath.

‘I’ll save that one for later.’ He gave her a warm smile, ‘I love it too. You make it very easy.’

She raised her eyebrows in surprise. ‘I do? How?’

‘More than anything, you tell me how you’re feeling. It makes such a difference. Like even this, it’s so encouraging.’

‘What else do you like?’ She folded her arms and sat back in the chair.

He thought for a moment. ‘You walk the line between bratty and submissive very well. I guess what folk like will vary but I think you’re delightful.’

She tried to hide her smile at his compliment, and failed. A thought struck her. ‘You’re not scared about topping from the bottom?’

He finished a mouthful. ‘That’s when a sub tries to direct what’s going on, right?’

‘Yes, it gets talked about a lot online.’

‘Yeah I have read some of that, and some people treat it like it’s a cardinal sin. Which I think is ridiculous, it’s all communicating. I don’t care if you try to push things in one direction, sometimes I’ll take that into account, other times I’ll deliberately ignore it. But I’m better off knowing more of what you want. I would think it’s only insecure doms who fret about it.’

Natalie nodded vigorously. ‘Actually, that’s so true. I’ve been accused of it a few times, and that’s just how it felt. Most of the time it was clear I knew way more then them but they got pissed off because I was trying to help.’

Brandon stood up and came to sit in the chair nearest Natalie. ‘You’ve don’t seem to have too much luck with online stuff.’

‘You can say that again. It’s been disappointing, and worse.’ She shifted in her seat.

He put his hand up on the table near hers. ‘Yes, you hinted you got in some trouble. Is it okay to ask about?’

Natalie sighed, not knowing what to say. I don’t really want to talk about it.

Brandon seemed to sense her hesitancy. ‘Look, no pressure. I’ll clean away the starter and you think about it. I can only promise you, I won’t judge, or think anything bad. Whatever you’ve been through, it’s made you who you are, and I love how you’ve turned out.’

‘You have a silver tongue on you, don’t you.’ He laughed as he collected the plates, then just as he began walking to the kitchen, dropped in, ‘Maybe if you’re lucky you’ll find out.’

Natalie’s mind flashed back to him earlier, between her legs. ‘Yes, please,’ she said earnestly to the empty room, sliding slightly on the seat as she opened her legs.

‘No touching,’ Brandon called out from the kitchen.

‘Are you fucking psychic?’ she shouted back without thinking.

His head popped around the door. ‘I’ll save that one for later too.’
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Brandon laid the main course down in front of her. It was beautiful, like something from a food magazine. Three squares of pork belly topped with perfect crackling, sitting on a creamy mash, with some greenery arranged around the sides just to make you feel slightly more healthy.

‘Your cooking intimidates me,’ Natalie confessed, digging into the food once she’d waited for him to sit.

‘Oh really, you’re going to get your first spanking later and it’s my cooking that intimidates you.’

‘You make a valid point.’ Natalie put a slice of pork in her mouth. ‘Oh my God, that’s so good.’

‘Thank you, yes, it has a bourbon glaze on it. It’s yummy isn’t it. Try the mash with it.’

She did, and he was greeted with heightened moans of pleasure. Brandon grinned, ‘Good, huh.’

‘Sooo good.’ She shut her eyes and slowly chewed.

Once she’d swallowed Brandon put his cutlery down. ‘Did you think about my question?’

Natalie slowly nodded. ‘Yes, and I’m going to tell you. I don’t want to, but given how Dana reacted earlier maybe I need to learn more about being open.’

He smiled as he carved his pork up. ‘You really did think about it, that’s great. Thank you for trusting me.’

‘Can we not do it now though, ask me about it later. Thinking about it makes me feel a bit queasy and right now I’d like to be distracted by this yummy food.’

He put his cutlery down. ‘Of course. And, I have something else that might distract you once you’re done with that. I’ve invented a special dessert for you.’

Natalie didn’t even finish her mouthful before she replied. ‘You have? What is it?’

He laughed at her enthusiasm. ‘Oh, you’ll find out. I don’t want to ruin the surprise.’ He could barely conceal his grin. Oh shit, what’s he up to?

Natalie enjoyed a few more mouthfuls in quiet before she spoke again. ‘So, are you into spanking?’

‘Yes, for sure. It’s not absolutely top of my list but it’s hot and fun, which is a good start. There’s one thing I struggle with for most corporal punishment.’

‘Oh, what’s that?’

‘The punishment bit. If there’s not actually some infringement to address, I find it tricky.’

‘Isn’t that the point?’

‘Not always. From what I read some couples just do it, no excuse needed. Maintenance spankings they sometimes call them. I don’t know why it is, but that doesn’t work for me.’

Natalie thought it through, replying with a smirk ‘So I need to be naughty to be spanked? Anything in particular?’

He shrugged. ‘Yes, and no, I guess that’s my work around. It can be anything, anything at all, any arbitrary rule.’

‘Like me swearing!’ Natalie suddenly realised his rule had a bigger context.

‘Exactly like that. Although you do have a filthy mouth on you, and it excites me to think of stopping that.’ Brandon chuckled, and went back to eating.

‘You really don’t like me swearing?’

‘Actually, it’s kind of cute. It’s more I love the idea of you having to do something different purely because I told you to. Not swearing, dressing differently…’

‘Not touching.’ Natalie added, suddenly aware again of her bare bottom on the seat.

He nodded. ‘Especially not touching. Or not cumming at least. Every time I think about the fact you can’t, you won’t, it thrills me. How has it been for you?’

Natalie felt her heart start to race. ‘It’s been so hard, and so good. It really takes the experience to another level. Normally if I’m on no touch it gets boring pretty fast. I’ll have had to get really horny edging for a few days before no touch does much for me. But when it’s me not touching, but you can, just wow. It means so much more.’

‘I love that. But yes, I can see how it might get boring. What does it do to your libido over time?’

Natalie finished off the last bit of pork she’d been saving before answering. ‘Well, if I’m really horny from extended denial, it’ll be good for a few days, where I’ll just be going crazy not even being able to edge. But for me, unless I’m being really controlled and dominated in other ways, it’ll fade off after that. But that’s not true for everyone,’ she added, putting her knife and fork together on the plate. ‘I’ve got friends who are more than happy being kept on no touch for weeks, or months.’

He looked impressed. ‘Oh wow. Friends?’

‘Yeah, online. Some I’ve known for a few years who are into it. Mostly other women, a few guys. In the absence of a dom around sometimes we set tasks for each other just to have something to do.’

Brandon finished his food too. ‘Oh, tell me more, what kind of tasks?’ He stood, gathering his plate and taking hers too. He leaned in. ‘Stand up, and put your hands on the table. All this talk makes me want to touch you more.’

‘Fuck,’ Natalie said without thinking, only to be met by a grin from Brandon. He didn’t need to even say it was being saved for later. She stood up, feeling the wetness from her bare bottom cool as it was exposed to the air. Brandon left her standing like that, her hands on the table, while he took the dishes to the kitchen. She only just remembered he’d asked a question as he came back in. ‘Tasks, yes, sorry. Something distracted me.’ She gave a little gasp as she felt his hand slide between her legs from behind, his middle finger settling nuzzling in between her pussy lips, the tip of it against her clit. ‘Oh my God.’

‘Tasks?’ he prompted her, as he squeezed her, tiny movements on her clit making her tremble.

‘Yes, sorry, tasks. God. Umm, well just… oh fuck that feels so good.’

At her swearing, Brandon pulled back his finger to just below her clit and flicked it forward, causing her to cry out with the intense, almost painful sensation. ‘I’m not saving them all up, Princess. You were saying?’ His other hand reached around and cupped her breast, squeezing it.

She let out a little gasp. ‘Yes, sorry, Sir. Tasks. Mainly the basics, agreeing how many times a day we edge, how long we can’t cum for. Please, rub me more, I need it.’

He ignored her request, just making tiny movements, forcing her to try to rub herself against his hand. ‘Tell me more.’

‘Dares,’ she said breathily, arching her back to try to give him more access, ‘we dare each other to do things.’

Brandon slid his hand back, so his fingers circled her entrance. ‘You need to get better at filling out the details without me prompting you for every little thing, Princess.’

‘Yes Sir. Dares like… Oh please, fuck me with your fingers.’ Natalie was trying to push herself back against him but his teasing hand wouldn’t do anything but play around where she wanted it.

His hand lifted away for a moment and came back with a little slap right on her pussy. ‘Focus, young lady.’

She laughed at him calling her that, all her teacher fantasies starting to rise up before she did what he said, and focused. ‘Dares like edging in risky places.’ She paused, then remembered what he’d said, filling out the details. ‘Like public bathrooms, in front of a window, in class.’

‘In class?’ He encouraged her by moving back to her clit, rubbing harder.

She moaned softly before continuing. ‘Yes, usually with thigh masturbation, you know about that?’

‘I’m sure you can show me later. Stand up straight.’ He brought the fingers that had just been between her legs up to her mouth. ‘Be a good girl,’ he prompted.

Natalie opened her mouth, and took his fingertips in it, sucking each quickly and cleaning them up. Not that saliva is any cleaner I don’t think, but fuck this is so hot. ‘Was that my dessert?’ she asked with a cheeky grin.

‘Oh no, although,’ he looked down at her, ‘I think it might be mine.’

She stayed quiet, subduing the screams of excitement she wanted to let out.

‘No, I’ve come up with something creative for dessert. It’s going to be very sensory, besides one sense. Hold on.’ Brandon went to the side-cabinet and opened a draw, coming back with a black piece of fabric, and a small squeezy bottle. He let the silky blindfold unfurl. ‘You’ll be wearing this, if that’s okay with you. If you don’t like it at any point, just take it off, but it’ll help you focus on your other senses.’

‘A blindfold, how exciting.’ Natalie tapped her fingers on the table in anticipation.

‘You are so fucking cute.’ Brandon let out a sigh. ‘And then there’s this, I wanted to check, no allergies to stuff like this?’

Natalie looked at the bottle as he turned the label towards her. ‘Glow Warming Lube,’ she read out loud. ‘Oh wow, I’ve not used that but I’ve used… worse with no ill effect.’

He put it down on the table. ‘Worse?’

She nodded. ‘Yeah, another dare actually. Tiger balm. On my clit.’

‘Tiger balm!’ Brandon’s eyes went wide. ‘That stuff is brutal. What was that like?’

‘Pure agony.’ She looked at him. ‘Is that, hot?’

‘Literally, and figuratively. You’re awaking my sadistic side.’ She could see it. He was somehow more focused, his breathing deeper. ‘I haven’t let that out in a long time.’

She turned her head to look at him face on. ‘Maybe you can, with me. Is that what the lube is for?’

Brandon seemed to snap back to the moment. ‘This, no it’s pretty mild compared to what you’ve done it seems. But it is going in you, so we’ll see.’

Her nostrils flared. ‘Really? Now?’

‘In a moment. Just remember what we said before. Keep telling me how you’re doing, and how everything feels. But once this is in play, we can’t do much to stop it. Happy to try?’

She looked down at the innocent looking bottle. ‘I mean, it’s actually designed for this, right? How bad can it be?’

Brandon lifted the blindfold, ‘Let’s find out.’
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Brandon tied the strip of silky material around Natalie’s head. ‘It’s more symbolic than an effective blindfold, just keep your eyes shut too.’ She nodded in response. Somehow being restrained even like that made her feel more still, kept her quieter. ‘Now, hold the table, here, yes, and bend over like before. I’ll go and get the rest of dessert.’

His hand guided her down so she could rest her arms on the table, legs still straight, bent right over at the hips. Natalie arched her back a little, trying to look the way they do in porn.

‘I love you doing that, good girl.’ She felt Brandon reach behind her, wriggling in expectation of another rub, but instead he just caught the hem of her skirt and flipped it up on to her back. ‘At least one of us should be able to enjoy the view.’ And with that she heard him walk to the kitchen.

As she stood there, so exposed, she could faintly smell the lube he’d left next to her, a hint of menthol and chilli perhaps. It took her back to the multiple times she’d used much stronger rubs on her clitoris. It had been quite a popular dare among her online friends for a while. She remembered how the first time she’d used far too much and ran, naked, to the bathroom, trying in vain to wash away the pain. That’s when she’d learnt that adding water to menthol only makes the burning worse. That was when she’d finally screamed.

She blushed, remembering lying to her dad that there had been a spider in the shower. ‘How big was it?’ he asked, giving a suspicious look. ‘Huge, but I dealt with it.’ She’d felt strangely proud given it was a lie.

It hadn’t stopped her going back and trying it again, this time mixed with a bit of lotion to dilute it. She’d often use it, even without a dare. And eventually, neat again, as a punishment for cumming when she shouldn’t have.

Natalie came out of her daydream to realise Brandon was back in the room. ‘Are you staring at my butt?’ She gave it a wiggle.

‘It’s hard not to.’ He stepped closer, making her jump a little as he put a plate down on the table. ‘Oh sorry, should have warned you.’ She heard him pick up the lube and squeeze it. ‘Here’s a warning though, I’m about to slide my fingers in your pretty little cunt, and they’re coated with warming lube.’

Natalie let out a sexy little moan at his words and laid her head sideways on her hands. ‘Yes, Sir. And Sir… Brandon?’

‘Yes, Natalie?’

‘Use lots, I want to burn.’ For you.

‘Damn,’ he said under his breath, followed by the suction noise of another squeeze of lube. ‘As you wish.’

She let out a little gasp as the still cool lube touched her. His fingers began to rub it over her pussy lips, working it up to her clit. ‘Oh yes, more there,’ she begged as he circled her aching, desperate little nub just a few times. And then down, rubbing it in deeply between her lips until his fingers reached her vagina, and without hesitation, they pushed inside her, spreading the lube finger deep within her wet pussy. It felt so good. ‘More,’ she begged again as his fingers slid back out. It wasn’t the lube she was thinking of now, just his fingers.

‘No, that’s enough. And anyway, this is just part of it. Sit.’ She did so, feeling the beginnings of a tingle where the lube had covered her clit. ‘Shuffle in, I want you close to the table.’ He pushed her chair in as she did a couple of lifts, sliding over the chair a little with her juices and the lube. ‘Do you feel it yet?’

She tilted her head. ‘No, well, just starting to, I think.’

‘Perfect, now, open your mouth.’

What’s he got for me now, oh God, is it his cock? Suddenly her head was filled with thoughts of him forcing her to suck him, blindfolded. She opened wide, waiting to hear the sound of his zipper. Instead, there was a cracking sound from the table and she found a cool spoon against her bottom lip. ‘Try this.’ She put her lips around the spoon and pulled. It was a curved piece of thin chocolate. And it was delicious, dark, deep flavour, with something extra.

‘Oh! It’s spicy,’ she declared.

Brandon laughed. ‘Yes, chilli chocolate. Speaking of which…?’

Natalie focused back between her legs, and for sure, things were starting to heat up. Her clit was starting to really feel it, throbbing and swelling in response, and her labia too, a strange mix of the heat of the lube and the coolness from the air. But she was used to that from her own experimentation. It was inside, where she’d never dared put it, that was beginning to feel the burn. ‘It’s hot for sure. And it isn’t stopping. Damn, I thought the lube ones were weak.’

‘I did my research.’ He touched another spoon to her lips, more chocolate. She studied it with her tongue more carefully before she chewed, there was something wet on the inside of the curve, creamy, a cinnamon flavour. ‘Is there ice cream?’

‘Hah, you have good tastebuds. Yes, there is, it’s a chocolate ice cream bombe. Here’s a proper mouthful.’

As she took in another mouthful, this time the curved pieces of chocolate made sense. They’d been covering the ice cream dome. The mix of the two, the spicy chili chocolate, and the cool cinnamon ice cream, was divine. ‘That’s so delicious. Fuck though, you didn’t hold back with the lube did you. Fuck, fuck, fuck.’ She couldn’t help grinning, knowing what each word would bring her later.

‘Language, Natalie. I’m having your next spoonful instead now.’

She pouted. ‘Oh no fair, I want spanks.’

She could hear him eating the ice cream, then he spoke. ‘Oh, you’ll get those too, I promise.’

She had to sit there, listening to him praise the dessert as he ate it, undistracted from the growing heat inside her. It felt like it was spreading, a strange pleasurable burn that could quickly become just pain if it kept up.

‘How’s that hot little pussy of yours, Princess?’ Brandon asked after he fed her another mouthful.

‘Heating up rapidly. Can I touch? That will help.’

He paused. She felt the cold spoon touch her lips and she opened up for another mouthful of the spicy cold dessert. ‘Sure, good idea. But, wait, hold out your hand.’ She did, feeling him take hold of it. Then she heard the squelch of the lube bottle being squeezed and its deceptive coldness on her fingers. ‘Don’t want you drying out. Rub with that.’

‘That’s, a lot.’ She laughed nervously, but put her hand down, lifting her skirt, suddenly realising she was going to be masturbating, blindfolded, in front of him. Once again the urge to be naked swept over her. The immediate coolness of the lube was a relief to her clit, but only for seconds. As she rubbed it into her clit the pleasure from masturbating was instantly battling the searing heat of the lube. Somehow it had brought the heat there back to life. ‘Oh my God I’m on fire.’

She heard his chair draw near. ‘You said you wanted to burn, you little pain slut. You just wait, wait until I have you over my knee, until my spanks turn that gorgeous little bottom bright red. This is just the warmup.’ He chuckled at his unintended pun. ‘Oh Princess, is your poor little cunt on fire?’ He paused, stroking her hand. ’Good, your suffering gets me hard.’

Natalie could only just stop herself begging for his cock. She managed to be a bit more subtle despite the sexual frenzy she was working up to. ‘I thought, I thought you were going to make me suck you. That my dessert was your cock.’

He chuckled. ‘I do love the way you think. Open up.’

She opened wide, rubbing hard now, near the edge, the burning only making everything more intense, the point where pain and pleasure began to merge and she just wanted more of everything. Natalie imagined his cock being pulled out, opening wide to suck one for the first time. But he hadn’t stood up. Instead, she felt his finger in her mouth, he’d dipped it into the ice cream.

She eagerly sucked it off, but he kept his finger there. Oh, is that what he wants. As she had so often with her dildos, she began to practise her blowjob technique on his finger, sucking the tip, flicking the pad of his finger with her tongue, tugging at it with her lips before pushing deeper until her lips reached the end of his finger. The tip of it tickled the back of her throat, making her gag a little. But her practise kicked in, she just kept at it, gagging a little, not worrying about it, going back to sucking the tip, and then deep again, her throat not reacting so much the more she did it.

She stayed quiet, sucking him, until she felt his other hand gently close around her throat. ‘Oh God, I love when you do that,’ she told him, before going back to sucking on his finger.

Finally he spoke. ‘Wow. You’ve seriously never done that for real?’ She shook her head but kept fellating his finger, trying not to smile too much with the pride that was filling her. ‘When you said you wanted me to teach you, I didn’t imagine you’d know so much already.’

She pulled back. ‘Good girls learn what they don’t know.’

‘So it seems, I’m very impressed.’ He took both hands away.

Natalie wriggled in her chair. ‘I think I’m internally combusting.’

Brandon laughed. ‘I’m sorry, I got distracted, there’s one more surprise that might help.’ He stood and she heard him fetch something from the kitchen. ‘Stand up, and bend over again. You can take the blindfold off if you want.’

‘No, I like it, thank you though.’ Natalie stood, the movement made more challenging by the fact it all made different bits of her burn more. She heard a strange sucking noise behind her.

‘There, okay, now, carefully sit back down, no slower, that’s it now…’

‘What is that,’ she cried out. Something cold pressed against her from the chair.

‘It’s a dildo. A cold dildo. Be a good girl, line it up, and sit.’

She reached down, moving the tip of the dildo from nearer her bottom to where she was currently burning. It was genuinely cold. ‘Did you just take this out of the freezer?’

He laughed, ‘No, just the fridge, the freezer would be dangerous. Come on now, sit.’

The commanding way he said it, and the thought that he was making her lower herself onto a dildo as he watched, sent Natalie into a new frame of mind. She could feel the cold silicone pressing into her, never more aware of a toy as it disappeared inside her. And it was perfect, not too big, but filling her, and the coolness against the heat of the lube. She let out a big sigh of pleasure and relief. ‘You’re a genius, that feels amazing.’

‘Thank you. Now eat up before this ice cream melts, and see if you can figure out the riddle.’

‘What riddle?’ She opened her mouth and ate more of the chocolate and now melting ice cream. ‘Can I have a clue?’ she asked between mouthfuls.

‘How many plates did I bring out, sex bomb?’

Sex bomb, I like that. Just the one plate I think. She wriggled on the suction cup dildo that was still cold inside her, bringing her relief, but now the growing urge to fuck it. Riddle, riddle… She thought about the dessert, chili chocolate, so that was spicy, with cold ice cream in the middle. It suddenly clicked.

‘I’m like the pudding! Spicy lube, with the cold filling.’ She realised something else, ‘Oh and sex bombe, like the dessert. That’s very clever.’

‘Thank you. But you’re so close. You’re not just like the dessert, Natalie.’

She gasped. ‘I am the dessert? Just one plate. Wait, I’m… your dessert?’

She heard him clap quietly. ‘Clever girl. Stand up.’

She slid up off the dildo, which was almost at body temperature now anyway. As soon as she stood he picked her up, and carried her to his end of the table, sitting her in front of where he’d sat. ‘Blindfold on or off, Princess?’

I like not being able to see I think. ‘On for now still please.’

‘Good girl, lay back, it’s all clear behind you.’

‘Oh my God, okay.’ She put a hand on the table and lowered back, picturing herself.

‘Has the lube faded?’

‘Yes, thank God. But will it burn your mouth?’ She heard him draw his chair in.

He laughed, settling her feet on the corner of the table. ‘You are, extraordinary. I don’t think so but I don’t care even if it does.’

‘Fuck, okay. How, how do you want me?’

‘Legs spread wide, playing with your tits, tell me what feels good, and no cumming. Oh, and I’m just going to clean you up a bit first.’ Natalie felt a warm, wet towel caress her thighs, then wipe her from clit to bottom. Good Lord, he even thought to warm the towel.

And then nothing else mattered. Nothing but his mouth on her. No teasing now. He hungrily kissed her labia, nuzzling his face in. She felt him part her lips wider with his fingers, and his tongue entered her, circling around and then pushing deeper. He’s tongue fucking me, oh that is amazing.

Brandon’s face pushed hard into her, his tongue as deep as it could go in her pussy. She reached down, grabbing his hair, never wanting it to stop, but praying he’d move to her clit next. The little rubs his nose made against it only drove her more crazy. But he didn’t, he stayed there, his hands pushing her thighs wide, thumbs caressing her pussy lips.

Natalie remembered his instruction and started squeezing and pulling at her breasts. It made her clit ache even more for his mouth. ‘Please, please, my clit, I beg you.’

His tongue gave her entrance a final swirl before he spoke. ‘Oh, what’s it want, my little slut?’

‘Your mouth. Sucking, licking, please.’

‘Anything else?’ He began kissing the inside curve of her thighs, working up one side and hovering over her clit before going up the other.

‘Am I allowed to ask to cum? It’s my first time doing this. Wouldn’t making me cum make you happy?’

‘You’re allowed to ask. But think first, do you really want me to?’ With that wicked challenge, his mouth stopped hovering, and he pursed his lips over her clit, lifting the skin above it with a thumb to expose it further, and began flicking at it with his tongue.

‘Oh yes, yes, that’s so good. More, please more.’

Brandon made lazy circles around it, stroking it from all sides and then pressed in harder, finally sucking it between his lips, flicking it fast with his tongue as he sucked. Then he pulled back causing her to make a little sob of frustration. ‘Didn’t I ask you a question?’

Natalie was beyond words. She just made unintelligible groans of pleasure, grabbing at the tablecloth, pulling at her breasts. Her legs went up in the air, wrapping around Brandon’s back, pulling him in. ‘Yes, oh fuck, that’s the best thing I’ve ever felt. Don’t stop, don’t stop. Please, please can I cum. I beg you.’

He ignored her, his hands reaching up, cupping and squeezing her breasts, his fingers and thumbs pulling at her nipples through her top and bra. Her breath was coming in fast pants now, she could feel it building, an intense pleasure spreading from his mouth, amplified by what his hands were doing.

‘I’m going to cum, please, please let me,’ she begged.

He slowed fractionally, his hands carefully positioning on her breasts, and then he pinched, both her nipples, hard, unrelenting between his fingers and thumbs. ‘No, fucking, cumming,’ he said slowly, taking in a deep breath before going back, sucking her clit back deep into his mouth now, pleasure and pain from her clit and her tits, pushing back the orgasm.

Natalie grabbed at his hair, trying to pull him in even harder, but he was unmovable, like a rock. She clung onto him, trying to slow her breathing, keep her orgasm under control. She ripped off her blindfold, which was a mistake. The sight of him, his head buried between her legs, nearly made her climax. So many times she’d imagined it. His hard pinch of her nipples reassured her it was definitely not a dream.

He glanced up, saw her looking, and smiled, raising for another breath. ‘Well, hello up there.’

‘Hello,’ she replied, suddenly shy, suddenly very aware of his mouth, slick with her juices.

‘How are you doing?’ He smiled and lazily licked at her clit as if it were nothing, rather than blowing her mind with every flick.

She panted a few times, watching him. Shaking her head to regain a little composure. ‘I think it’s fair to say, I’m doing well. Do you have any idea how good that feels?’

‘I can only imagine. But your reactions are a beautiful clue. Describe it for me.’ He moved his head down, but kept eye contact, and sucked her clit into his mouth. This time he circled her clit with the tip of his tongue, but hard, and fast, aided by the face he was pushed against her, making her clitoris even more accessible.

She grasped at him. ‘I mean, oh my God, that there, that is like nothing I’ve ever felt. It’s like my fingers times a hundred. So soft, yet hard and seriously, I could come any second if you let me. Please?’

He just shook his head, and then changed what he was doing, sucking her clit harder between his lips, held lightly between his teeth as well as his lips, and flicking it up and down.

She groaned. ‘Oh shit, and that, that’s amazing too. What are you doing, fuck! What’s it like, what’s it like? I don’t know. Don’t stop.’

But he did exactly that, causing her to cry out with frustration. ‘Which of the two is best?’

She let out a frustrated little sigh. ‘Both amazing, but the swirly one.’ In response, he did it again. ‘Yes, yes that’s oh fuck, a bit harder and I couldn’t stop myself.’

‘I know,’ he said, breaking away, smiling

She lifted her head higher. ‘How can you know?’

Brandon stroked her thighs. ‘I can feel it, I can feel you tensing, building. Your thighs, your torso. So the swirly one’s better than this one?’

He went back, sucking her in again, flicking his tongue up and down.

She arched her back. ‘Oh my fucking God. I mean that’s, oh yes, yes. That’s so good too but different, not quite as good. I could still cum though, please?’

‘Nope.’ He grinned, kissing her thighs. ‘That’s interesting. The swirly one is hard work. My tongue can only do that in bursts. But this one, it’s like sucking on a straw, I could do it,’ he paused and kissed her exposed clit, ‘all fucking day.’ And he went back to it to prove his point. Sucking her clit in, making her arch, clawing at his arms, grabbing his hair. Sometimes he’d switch to the even more intense swirl, and she’d cry out every time, begging to cum. Knowing that he could sense she was close meant she let go even more. And he proved it, bringing her to the edge, over and over, just stopping or slowing before she climaxed.

At one point she couldn’t handle it. She cried out, ‘You fucking bastard, please, let me cum, I can’t hold it back anymore.’ He just chuckled into her, and began sucking again, proving her wrong.

Finally he slowed, her legs relaxed from trying to constantly pull him in. She was just about able to put her feet back on the table, but they slipped off, and she lay, draped over it, legs hanging down.

She blew out a breath. ‘That was. The most incredible. Experience.’ She let out a big, pent up breath. ‘Are blowjobs that good?’

He laughed, pulling her skirt down, ‘Well I can’t make a direct comparison, obviously. But given the way you sucked my fingers earlier, I’d say they could be.’ Natalie’s glow of pride was hidden behind her already flushed appearance.

He stood and walked around the side of the table and gently kissed her on the mouth, whispering into it ‘Best dessert, ever.’ She smiled back at him. He picked up the plate and cutlery behind her, leaving her lying there, stupefied. ‘Just imagine if I was finger fucking you at the same time.’ He brushed her cheek. ‘Feel free to play while I make us some coffee.’

She did, and she imagined. She imagined a lot.
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When he returned Natalie was still splayed on the table, her fingers between her legs. She paused, looking at him. ‘Don’t stop,’ he told her. She was on such a high from the pleasure he’d just given her, she didn’t need anything more, her fingers began playing with her clit again, she let out a little moan, mostly for him.

‘You realise you’re lying on my dining table, masturbating — edging,’ he corrected himself.

She looked at the ceiling. ‘I’m trying not to think about it, you’re not helping.’

‘Maybe I can distract you.’ Brandon leaned over the table and kissed her, his hand reaching down between her legs. Natalie began to move her hand out of the way but he grabbed it. ‘I want to feel you edge for me.’ He moved her hand back, resting his on top, his other hand sliding under her neck, fingers into her hair as he resumed the kiss. Natalie couldn’t help but moan into his mouth as she lay there, his hand on hers, letting him feel what she was doing, sharing this most intimate experience that she’d only ever done alone before.

He pulled back from the kiss, just enough to focus on her eyes. ‘I bet you can get yourself even closer than I did, can’t you, Princess?’

Her breathing was already getting ragged. ‘Yes.’

He blinked slowly and smiled. ‘Show me.’

Natalie gazed into his beautiful eyes, feeling his hand gently resting on hers as she edged. She felt it all fall away as she rubbed herself to the very edge of oblivion. Nothing existed but his eyes, the weight of his hand, and the pure pleasure she was driving through her entire body with every circle on her clit. She felt like she was on fire now, coated with the lube he’d used on her before. The hard table below her felt like it was melting, letting her sink into it.

‘You’re there aren’t you,’ he said with some wonder in his voice. ‘I can see it.’

She nodded, trying to keep breathing steadily. ‘Yes, right on the edge, so good.’

He watched her, his fingers stroking over the back of her hand, and then moved back in to kiss her but she stopped him, ‘Wait.’

He raised an eyebrow. ‘Are you okay?’

She took another couple of short, sharp breaths. ‘If you kiss me I think I’ll cum.’

‘Seriously?’ His eyes filled with wonder.

‘I think so, just…’

His lips were back on hers, his tongue pushing into her mouth. Natalie felt it happen, even that… penetration, enough to tip her over, his forceful, deep kiss. But her moan turned to a cry as he slid his fingers through hers, and pulled her hand away, onto the cold hard table.

She cried out, ‘No, no, oh God no, I’m cumming, please, please!’

But he ignored her, holding her hand down, kissing her hard, as the orgasm she so desperately craved was ruined, no stimulation to make it feel good, her pussy clenching on nothing.

She let out a little sob, looking at him, eyes wide with astonishment as he pulled back from the kiss. ‘You absolute bastard, you ruined it. You ruined the first orgasm you gave me. I can’t believe it.’

He grinned and rubbed his nose against hers. ‘Someone’s been teaching me.’

‘Well, that someone is an idiot.’ She let out a big sigh and pulled her skirt down.

‘Are you always this grumpy after a ruin, you didn’t tell me about that bit.’

She wriggled on the table, not knowing what to do with herself. ‘Hmpff. Yes, probably, sometimes. I’ve never had someone else do it.’

Brandon put his mouth to her ear. ‘It was really fucking hot. The noises you made, just, yeah. I like ruining you.’

She turned her face away. ‘That’s so cruel, don’t say that.’

He pressed his mouth to her ear. ‘Imagine if ruins were all you had from now on. Imagine if you’ve already had your last proper orgasm and you didn’t even know it.’ He gave a little chuckle and then caught her earlobe in between his teeth and bit it gently.

Natalie gave a guttural moan at the new sensation, but then processed what he’d said. ‘No, no, no. Get out of my head you wicked man.’

He chuckled, his hand on her tummy. ‘Is that a thing, only ruins?’

‘I don’t want to talk about it.’ She couldn’t help smiling though, she kept trying to look away so he wouldn’t see.

He rubbed just above her mound. ‘Poor baby, maybe you will in twenty minutes, when you get even hornier, that’s what you said, right?’

She growled, still facing away. ‘Apparently, with the right words, it doesn’t need that long,’ she admitted, acknowledging the rapidly returning ache his words were causing.

‘Oh really, good to know.’ His fingertips played lower down her dress.

Natalie nodded, squirming a little as he sucked her earlobe deeper into his mouth. ‘I’m so fucked. But my brain needs to process what just happened.’

With a final kiss on her neck, Brandon straightened up. ‘You’re quite right. How about we have a little cuddle before we see if you want anything more.’

She finally looked back at him with a reluctant smile. ‘I definitely want more, but a cuddle first sounds heavenly.’

He scooped her up with his arms, Natalie gave a little whoop and clung on around his neck. ‘I feel like a rescued Princess,’ she declared as he carried her.

‘Rescued from what?’ he asked as he moved towards the single chair on the rug.

She grinned at him. ‘From the sadistic man who only lets me ruin my orgasms.’

Brandon sat down on the big leather armchair, with her still on his lap. ‘Oh, I have bad news, there’s no rescuing you from him.’ He gave her another kiss.

She turned, unable to suppress her smile. ‘Best news ever.’
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It turned out that a bit of Netflix and cuddle was a great idea. Natalie sat with her legs up the side of the wide armchair, nestled in Brandon’s lap, her head against his shoulder. As snug as she was, finally her bladder called her away to the bathroom and Brandon made them some decaf coffee. She took the chance to grab her phone and check in with Dana.

‘All going great. Mind-blowing meal you won’t believe it. Tell you more later,’ she messaged.

The text hadn’t been checked by the time she was done, so she went back, and happily took her place on Brandon’s lap. She was sipping her coffee when her phone pinged. ‘It’ll just be Dana, I’ll reply later.’

Brandon turned the TV down a bit. ‘No, it’s fine. Say hi from me.’ There was a cheeky smile that made Natalie wonder what he was thinking. She put down her drink, picked up her phone and checked in. Dana wanted details, of course. She was about to put her off when Brandon spoke up. ‘Call her.’

‘What? Now?’ Natalie asked.

He nodded and then wiggled his eyebrows. ‘If you don’t mind getting felt up while you do.’

She did a double-take. ‘Oh, but, really?’

‘How good are you at keeping quiet?’

She stared at him, then her phone, hitting the dial button. ‘I guess I’m about to find out.’

Brandon started with little kisses on Natalie’s neck as she and Dana exchanged pleasantries, but slipped his hands around her waist and began playing with her breasts, pulling at her nipples through her top. ‘Is that Dana?’ he said aloud as he squeezed her tits hard, covering her little gasp. ‘Say hi from me.’

She did. ‘Hi back, sexy pants,’ Natalie relayed, rolling her eyes.

Brandon laughed. ‘You can put her on speakerphone if you want, up to you,’ he said loudly enough for Dana to hear. At the same time he slid his hand down Natalie’s belly and cupped it between her legs, massaging her through her skirt.

‘Oh yes, let’s do that,’ Dana said loud enough for them both to hear before Natalie had a chance to disagree. She shook her head and hit the speaker button.

‘Hi Dana,’ Brandon said, ‘how’re you doing?’

‘I’m very well, thank you for asking,’ she replied in a deliberately polite manner.

‘You’re very welcome. I hear our mutual friend finally shared some important things with you.’ He gave Natalie’s pussy a little ‘well done’ pat and squeezed it in his hand. She had to stifle a moan.

Dana laughed. ‘She did indeed, it was most insightful. Although to tell you the truth I’d guessed more than she imagined.’

‘Oh, did you now, what gave her away?’ He walked Natalie’s skirt up with his fingers until her mound was uncovered, and then slipped a finger onto her clit and began to rub it ever so lightly. She had to bite her lip to keep quiet, it was still so sensitive after her ruined orgasm.

‘The inordinate interest in my sex life, the fact she regularly looked like she’d had a good fucking whenever I surprised her, knowing she definitely hadn’t. And then there was the porn on her phone. I can’t unsee some of the things I found in her download folder.’

Natalie finally couldn’t stay quiet, ‘Dana, oh my God!’ Brandon took his cue and rapidly rubbed her clit. ‘Oh my God,’ she said again, in a very different tone.

Dana didn’t seem to notice. ‘Sorry babes, just looking out for you. Hey, did you spank her yet?’

‘Oh, she told you about that, did she? No, not yet, we were just cuddling up.’

‘Aww, you too are so cute.’

Brandon chuckled, and pushed his middle two fingers deep into Natalie’s pussy as he replied, ‘I know right.’ He began fucking her as Natalie squirmed, trying to stay silent.

Dana went on, ‘Did she tell you what I told her to?’

‘You know, I don’t think she did.’ He pulled his fingers back out and brought them up to Natalie’s mouth. She looked at him, eyebrows raised, and then parted her lips, letting him push his wet fingers in. She started sucking. ‘What was it she was supposed to tell me?’

‘That she needs a good, hard spanking for being dumb and not trusting me.’

Natalie squeaked and pulled Brandon’s fingers out of her mouth. ‘You did not say hard,’ she objected. His hand was back down between her legs, rubbing her before she could complain any more.

‘Well, I am now.’ Dana laughed.

‘I’ll try not to disappoint,’ Brandon said, circling hard and fast on Natalie’s clit. She couldn’t keep still, grabbing onto his arm, starting to pant. I’m going to cum again if he keeps this up.

Dana spoke up. ‘Tell her she has to tell me everything you did to her. Including whatever it is you’re doing right now.’

He laughed loudly.

‘I will, I promise,’ Natalie piped up. ‘I love you, thank you for checking on me.’

‘Oh, I’m gonna check, don’t you worry. Love you too.’

‘Bye Dana, speak soon,’ finished Brandon. The girls both called out their goodbyes, and he hung up. ‘I like her.’

‘You are so naughty.’ Natalie put her hand on his hand between her legs, this time feeling him playing with her. I can’t believe it, it’s a guy’s hand, there. This is so crazy.

‘She probably thought you were sucking my cock.’

‘Oh my God, do you think so?’ Natalie hadn’t considered the sucking noises she’d made. She laughed. ‘If she thought I was sucking your cock…’ She rolled her hips. ‘I can feel it pressing into my back.’

‘I can feel your back, pressing into it.’

She looked up with puppy dog eyes. ‘Don’t you want me to suck it?’

‘More than almost anything,’ he said with a little smile.

She turned to face him more. ‘So what’s stopping you?’

Brandon brushed her hair back from her eyes. ‘Self-control. Not wanting to go too fast. The desire to give you the perfect experience.’

Natalie’s eyes went wide. ‘Have you been planning how I’d suck your cock?’ Is he blushing?

He didn’t answer immediately. ‘Yes, a few ideas.’

‘Oh tell me, tell me.’

‘It was more a fantasy than anything. It’s not like a detailed plan, and some of it isn’t realistic.’

‘That’s okay, that’s what fantasies are for,’ she gave his own advice back to him. ‘Tell me, please. I feel like it’s all been about me so far and I’ve adored it, but you get that I want to return it, right?’

‘I do, I imagine it’s a big part of this for you. Okay, so, in the fantasy,’ he emphasised. ‘You’re down on your knees, between my feet.’

Natalie smiled, twisted her body, and slid down elegantly onto the floor. ‘Like this?’

Brandon grinned. ‘Yes, just like that.’

‘Okay, then what? Oh, what am I wearing?’ She looked up at him, her hands on his thighs. He’s definitely blushing!

‘You’re naked, apart from one thing.’

She froze. Say it’s a collar, say it’s a collar. ‘What, one thing?’

‘It’s crazy, I’m overstepping. This is just a fantasy, right?’

All she could do was nod, her heart was pounding.

‘It’s a collar, a thin little black leather collar around your neck.’ Brandon looked at her, waiting for her reaction.

Fuck it, I’m going to tell him. ‘I hoped you’d say that.’

‘Really?’

She nodded. ‘So, so much.’

He stroked her cheek. ‘But, that’s pretty serious. For some a collar is like marriage, well getting engaged at least.’

‘I guess, but it can mean whatever we want it to mean, right? There are no rules?’ She sat up on her knees, and let her hands travel up his thighs. She was very aware of the bulge of his cock, inches from where her fingers played.

His eyes moved from her hand to her face. ‘Yes, we make the rules.’

‘We make the rules,’ she echoed, ‘I like that.’ She edged her fingernails up, until they brushed along his trousers, just below where the fabric rose up, shielding his cock. She looked back at him, remembering how he’d asked her earlier in the corridor. ‘May I?’

‘You may,’ he whispered.

Natalie traced her fingertips around the outline of his cock, sweeping them slowly left and right, rising up the ridge in the fabric, until she could feel the firm flesh underneath. She softly stroked from where the bulge fell away into his pants, to the very tip. He let out a little gasp as her nails tickled beneath the tip where she guessed the sensitive bit she’d read about was. From his reaction, she got it about right. ‘Does that feel nice?’

‘Very nice. You sure you haven’t done this before?’ He was trying to smile, but the things she kept doing made him catch his breath and close his eyes. Knowing she was making him respond like that was exhilarating.

‘Only in my head like a million times.’ Natalie focused on the bulge in his trousers. She watched with increasing excitement as it responded too, growing larger, longer. She moved her hand so her nails surrounded the head of it, more obvious now through the material. She drew them over it to the tip and back, relishing the little pants Brandon made. Her thumb rubbed at his frenulum. ‘Is that the spot?’

‘Yes, damn, that’s definitely the spot.’ He gripped the arms of the chair more tightly.

She stared at the outline of his penis, her fingers stroking back down the length before wrapping her hand around the bulge as well as she could. She squeezed, feeling it pulse, reacting to her touch. She squeezed again, harder. ‘Is that nice too?’

‘It is. You’re quite the tease too, aren’t you?’ One hand moved to play with her fringe, brushing it out of her eyes.

Natalie thought for a moment, her thumb resuming rubbing underneath his cock head. ‘I’ve spent a decade teasing myself, I can’t tell you how good it is to do it to someone else.’

‘What do you want to do?’

She dragged her eyes away from the outline of his cock. ‘I want to get it out. I want to see it, I want to feel it, stroke it. I want to suck it.’

Brandon smiled, regaining a little more composure. ‘Good girl. I’ll let you, soon. But, not yet.’

She pouted, it wasn’t for show. ‘I can’t even see it?’

He ran his fingers through her hair. ‘Not today. We’re going so fast with so much, let’s save some things, savour them. If I wasn’t going to spank you, then I’d maybe think differently, but it feels right to focus simply on that tonight.’

‘You have way too much self-control, you know.’ She gave him a squeeze.

Brandon laughed. ‘There’s no such thing. Better than not having it, don’t you agree?’

‘I suppose so.’ She gave a little smirk, leaned in, and kissed the tip of his cock through his trousers. ‘See you later,’ Natalie whispered. ‘God,’ she said, gazing at it then looking back up, ‘I don’t think I knew what lust was until this moment.’

Brandon leaned over and took Natalie’s hands, getting her to stand, and then pulling her in, arms around her waist, so she ended up kneeling over his lap.

She looked down at her legs spread over him. ‘I’m going to make a mess on your trousers.’

‘Good, that’s hot, I never mind.’ She shrugged and settled down, realising it stretched her legs rather wide. ‘So, tell me about spanking,’ he said. ‘What do you like about it, why was it the first thing you wanted to try with me?’

She wiggled her mouth, thinking. ‘I don’t know, that’s a good question. I guess it’s a bit of a kinky classic? It’s in lots of the books I read, lots of the captions from Tumblr. Now I think about it, I don’t really understand why. Maybe the humiliation of being put over your knee, that’s exciting. And I like pain. I think it’ll be just the right kind of pain to turn me on.’

‘I suspect you’re right.’ He reached over and picked up her unfinished coffee. ‘Drink up, I don’t want you getting dehydrated.’

She took it and sipped at it. ‘And then?’

‘Then, young lady, you’re going to get a good, hard, spanking.’

‘Yay!’
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He finished off his drink too, and wiggled a bit, having to readjust himself.

‘Oh no, are you uncomfortable?’ Natalie grinned, pleased at her work. She was feeling bolder now, and her arousal from the ruined orgasm was fully kicking in. ‘You could still get it out you know, if it needs some room. I haven’t got any panties on. And I’m very, very wet. I could just, slide over it, up and down.’

Brandon watched her with a growing smile, gently shaking his head. ‘You are something else. I hadn’t considered the fact you’ve been training yourself to tease. Goodness me, what am I getting into?’

‘Me, hopefully.’ She laughed and he joined in. Her laughter stopped and her mouth fell open as he reached under her skirt, cupping and squeezing her bare mound, his fingers pushing into her without hesitation. ‘Oh, God, I’m so sensitive. Please, play with me again.’

His hand slid up between her breasts and once again held her gently around her throat. She groaned a little, both of her hands holding onto his wrist as he spoke. ‘We are never going to get to that bottom of yours if we just keep playing here. But how about this, I promise to mix the two up. I’m planning on giving you a sensual spanking, at least at first.’

‘Oh, what’s that?’ She started pushing her hips back and forth on his fingers, making a little gasp as he pushed them deeper in her.

He smiled. ‘It’s where your bottom gets warmed but also, your pussy gets a right good feeling up.’

She pressed down hard against his fingers. ‘I like the sound of that!’

‘I thought you might.’ His fingers slipped out and rubbed and squeezed her mound. He looked around. ‘Where did those panties of yours end up?’ He spied them by the table. ‘Ah, there they are. Be a good girl and go and fetch them,’ he smirked, ‘on all fours.’

Her gaze shot back to him. ‘Oh my God, really?’

His hand patted her cunt, then gave it a few firmer little smacks. ‘Something tells me you’ll get off on crawling.’

‘You are a smarty pants.’ She bit her lip and obeyed anyway, climbing down onto the floor, and with a glare, crawled over to where he’d left them. She watched him walk to his bedroom and as he returned, carrying a tray, she elegantly bent down, and took them in her teeth. I knew pilates would come in useful. The look on his face as she raised back up was well worth the theatrics.

She turned and crawled the short distance to the sofa, which was where he headed this time, as he walked alongside. Well, that continues to be arousing.

Natalie knelt up next to the sofa arm, relieved at taking the pressure off her knees and thankful for the thicker rug under her. She took the panties out of her mouth and laid them down as he put the tray down next to them. She studied it. There was a black leather paddle, and another with cutout hearts down the centre, showing red underneath. ‘That’s cute,’ she said, pointing to it.

‘It leaves heart-shaped marks.’

‘Oh my God, that’s so cool.’

He laughed. ‘I thought, given you’ve not done this, you might want to try a selection.’ He sat down in the centre of the sofa. ‘You know what the others are?’

‘That’s a flogger,’ she said, indicating the handle with the black leather tassels. ‘What’s that version?’ she asked, pointing to one next to it with fine rubbery strings.

‘That’s a fun one, the little strands can tickle, or give quite a sting. Did you notice the handle on the first one?’

She hadn’t until he pointed it out. It was a series of four bulbous ridges before a straight bit.

‘Oh, it’s, a dildo!’ She looked up at him, wondering what he planned to use. She decided to keep going. ‘Sounds interesting. And that’s a crop, right? And, wow, a cane. You have quite the selection. Do you have a favourite?’

‘I do, actually.’ He patted his knee and Natalie took it as a sign to shuffle closer. ‘It’s my hand.’

‘Oh, really? Why?’

He pointed to her underwear. ‘Put those on, slip your heels off, then climb up over my knees and I’ll tell you,’ he told her, sitting back a little into the sofa. Over my knees, fuck me, this is actually happening. She wiggled herself around, somehow, putting panties on in front of him, especially wet ones, felt almost as exposing as taking them off. She looked at his knees projecting off the edge of the sofa. ‘Is there an elegant way to do this?’

He laughed. ‘No, not particularly. But if I angle a bit, lay over my knees, arms on the sofa, but your legs hanging down. That’s a good position. If you lay totally flat your thighs can crease near your bottom and that’s not ideal for spanking or any of this.’

Once again she was conscious of her nudity she tried to get into position without making too much contact, but in the end gave up, and just pushed herself up and lay across, her bottom slightly raised above her shoulders which were leaning on the sofa.

‘Good girl. How are you doing?’ His hand began caressing her back with soothing strokes.

She turned her head to look back at him a bit, ‘I’m nervous, and excited, and aroused, and a bit scared.’

His hand moved to squeeze her bottom. ‘Those are all very appropriate. I’ll look after you, I promise. And remember, you can use safewords, but I’m going to take whatever you say as what you mean tonight.’

‘Oh yes, right. I forgot. That’s good.’

‘And as to why I like to use my hands most of all, Natalie…’ He gave her a gentle smack on one buttock and then gave it a squeeze through her panties. ‘First, because oh my God I want to touch you.’ He gave her another rub to prove his point and then his hand came down firmly on the other cheek, causing her to cry out more with surprise than pain. ‘And second, because it hurts me a little too. And something about that feels right. I like there being a feedback system, that punishment costs me something.’

Natalie was glad she was lying down. Even those two spanks had taken her further into that submissive, emotional state. She struggled to tell him what a good answer that was. She just wanted to feel, more. She pushed her bottom up a little bit and it began.

One cheek, then the other, gentle little spanks, each one just a bit harder than the last. It was more about the entire situation, being over his knee, virtually naked, helpless. ‘More,’ she whispered.

‘Good girl,’ he replied. It’s all she wanted to hear right now. The spanks came at the same interval, but they were harder, each strike starting to sting now. ‘Oh, what a beautiful pink your bottom goes, Princess.’ He paused, stroking his fingers lightly over where he’d been spanking. ‘Now remember, this is a sensual spanking. So spread your legs a little wider, that’s it.’ And with that she felt him slide his hand between her legs and started masturbating her, hard, through the thin, wet material. ‘My goodness, Natalie, you are disgustingly wet. Did being treated like a little bitch in heat get you even more aroused? What am I going to do with you.’

Her only response was a guttural moan as he pushed his thumb in between her wet pussy lips, pressing the damp cotton into the entrance of her pussy, massaging there as he rubbed her clit on the outside with his fingers. It felt better than anything yet, to be so helpless, over his knee, his hand in and out, pleasuring her. Natalie felt his other hand under her torso. He cupped her bare breast, squeezing firmly before his finger and thumb found her nipple, and pulled, rolling it between them. She did the only thing she was able to, and groaned, pushing herself against his hands, trying to get more of whatever he was doing. ‘Fuck. More, please,’ she begged.

‘More? If you say so.’ His hand drew back and returned with a sharp smack to his bottom. ‘Honestly Princess, your cunt felt so good I’d almost forgotten what I had to punish you for. Thank you for the reminder.’

‘But, but…’ Her complaints did nothing to stop the slow, firm spanks he meted out on her arse. They were getting harder now as was his grip on her tits. He’d moved his hand to the other breast, pinching her nipple, pulling it down towards the sofa. ‘What are we going to do about that uncouth little mouth of yours. I guess we’ll have to find something to fill it.’

‘Your cock?’ she managed to say, the opportunity too good to miss.

‘Oh, you’d like that, wouldn’t you. Sucking on my cock, face fucked like a good little whore. Is that where you want it most little girl?’ The spanks stopped and she felt his fingers slip inside her knickers this time, pushing her folds apart, rubbing the entrance to her sex, then pushing two fingers inside her. ‘Or would you rather it here, in this little virgin fuckhole? Oh but look how tight and wet it is. And it feels so needy, clenching on my fingers. He fucked her hard, invading her pussy, burying his fingers as deep as he could get them.

‘Poor Natalie, it must be so frustrating not even knowing how a real cock feels. But then again, I did first meet you mounted on a big dildo. Maybe it’s had enough experience. Perhaps I should concentrate my efforts, here.’ He rubbed the pad of his thumb on her bare arsehole. ‘Perhaps this is what a denial slut like you needs, or deserves. We could leave your dripping pussy all alone and just fuck you here.’ He pressed hard against it as he made little circles.

‘Oh God, yes, please, fuck my ass.’

The sound of a smack resounded around the room. ‘It’s arse, not ass. We aren’t American, Princess.’

‘Sorry Sir. Please fuck my arse.’

He smacked her again, and the pattern continued. ‘We’ll see. Now, what else are you sorry about, hmm? What was it Dana said? I’m trying to recall. Perhaps I should call her to check.’

She didn’t want her friend intruding on this moment. ‘No, no. I remember, I remember. She said I need a good hard spanking for being dumb and not trusting her.’

‘Well remembered.’ He paused, his hand caressing her reddened cheeks. ‘Is she right, Princess? Do you deserve… do you want a good hard spanking?’

Natalie’s mind went to the question she’d put off at dinner. You have no idea. ‘Yes, Sir. I do.’

‘Okay then, this is going to be hard, okay? Keep talking to me. And you aren’t going to have these to protect you anymore’ He took hold of her panties and yanked them down around her thighs. His spare hand moved to caress her face, stroking her hair as she lay onto her arms. ‘Try to relax, if you tense up it’ll hurt more.’ She felt his hand raise and already began to flinch. ‘Natalie, relax.’

She let out a breath, forced her back and bottom to soften, and then it came, a hard, fast spank to the bottom of each cheek. ‘Holy shit, that hurts!’

‘Good. It’s supposed to. Ask for another.’

‘Oh God.’ This was a moment from so many fantasies finally coming true. She knew just what to say. ‘Thank you, Sir. Please may I have another?’

‘Splendid.’

The spanks resumed, hard, so hard, on each cheek, causing her to clench her fists and her teeth. She began to fight against it, to squirm. Sometimes he’d pause, make her ask for more. His arm moved from stroking her hair to over her back, keeping her in place. She tried to move, to push herself up, but he was too strong. His other hand was relentless, loud smacks reverberated around the room. She couldn’t hold it in any more. Each spank forced a little cry from her mouth. She knew she could stop it with a single word — a simple ‘no’ but she didn’t want it to stop. She needed this. And she kept asking for more. She thought of Dana, she thought of how dumb she was not to share this part of her life with her. She was getting punished for that. She was learning her lesson. And it felt, right.

‘Fifty,’ he eventually said, his hand stopping and the caressing of her very red bottom taking over. ‘Good girl, what a good girl.’ His fingers curled through her hair, grabbing it more tightly while his other hand pushed back between her legs. ‘I thought you’d say stop. Are you okay?’ He began masturbating her again, causing her to stumble over her words.

‘Yes. I need… I need this. It’s good. Rub more, please. Make it better.’

He did, his fingers working her clit as his thumb slid into her slick pussy, fucking her, as he pulled at her breasts, rolling and milking her nipples with his other hand then his hand around her neck or fingers in her mouth. It barely took a minute to get her to the edge of orgasm. Something had changed, she felt utterly at his mercy.

There were no games going on now. Her orgasms were his to give, or keep back. And so she begged. ‘Please, please let me cum. I need it, oh please Sir, I beg you. Let me cum, make me cum.’

His fingers were relentless. ‘No.’

‘Please, I’m sorry, I’m sorry,’ she cried out among the groans.

‘What are you sorry for?’

She didn’t answer, but gave a moan of pleasure as his thumb rubbed her g-spot. He kept it up, grinding inside her, and then repeated the question. But this time his thumb slipped out of her, and he pressed his finger and thumb to either side of her swollen clit, squeezing it, pinching it. He did the same with a nipple, pulling it hard.

‘Oh, my fucking God!’

‘What are you sorry for?’ he repeated once more.

‘For not trusting Dana, for touching myself in the shower,’ she paused, his pinch became tighter and she gave a little sob. ‘For being so fucking stupid.’

Instantly his fingers let go and he was rubbing where he’d pinched, not to pleasure her, but to take away the pain of it. The next thing she felt were his arms under her, lifting, turning her until she was cradled in his lap. Natalie wrapped her arms around his neck and clung on. She let out another sob and buried her face into his chest. Her mind was racing, thinking of the things she’d never told anyone, her deepest shame. He didn’t say anything, he just cuddled her, giving her head a few kisses.

Finally, her breathing slowed. ‘Do you want to tell me?’ he asked quietly.

Do I? What if he thinks I’m too stupid for him? She wiped off the tears on his t-shirt and looked up. His gentle eyes and soft smile greeted her. He rubbed away some wetness on her cheek, and raised his eyebrows to repeat the question. ‘Yes, I’ll tell you.’
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The new position she was in was squeezing her bladder. ‘But first, I really, really need to pee.’

He chuckled. ‘Of course.’ She began to push herself up. ‘Woah there, let me help you. You’ve just been through an intense spanking. I think you’ll find that harder than you imagine.’

‘What, walking?’ She put one foot down on the ground and sure enough, it felt very wobbly.

‘Let me help you.’ Brandon lifted Natalie beside him on the sofa and stood up with a stretch, turning and taking her hands. He lifted her but didn’t let go. Her legs trembled.

‘Oh damn, you weren’t kidding. I need to sit for a bit longer. Argh but I really need to pee.’

Instead of letting her sit Brandon scooped one arm under her legs and lifted her. ‘I’ll take you.’

Natalie wrapped her arms back around his neck. ‘You are so romantic.’

‘Carrying you to the toilet to pee, yes, it’s a classic romcom scene.’

She giggled. ‘It would be if I wrote it. Thank you for looking after me.’

He carried her across the room, and into the bathroom. ‘It is my pleasure, and delight.’ He sat her down on the toilet, which already had the lid up, and stood back. ‘I’m going to get us some things from the kitchen, but I’ll be back outside the door in a minute if you need help.’

‘I’ll be fine, I’m sure. But thank you.’ She watched him close the door and the second the latch shut she was able to pee. As the pressing need reduced she became more conscious of the heat, and ache, of her bottom on the seat. She thought back to moments ago, where he was spanking her, hard. She thought about what she was being punished for, and to her surprise, she felt different about it, that she no longer had to feel guilty about not trusting Dana. Damn, does this actually work. Would it work for…? She didn’t even complete the thought in her head. The idea that she was about to tell him about it made her feel wobbly again.

She refocused herself on what had just happened, the sensual part of the spanking. She’d adored that mix of pleasure and pain. After a quick wipe with some tissue she reached down and felt herself. She was ridiculously wet. She felt with her fingers, remembering how his had felt. The things he’d said came back to mind. She fingered her ‘virgin fuckhole’ and had to fight the urge to rub her clit as his threats to abandon it and only fuck her ass, arse, he prefers arse, she corrected herself. That whole threat was so wrong, and so hot. She pulled her hand away, standing and returning her panties to their place to reduce the temptation. They were soaked, and turning translucent. She shrugged, he seemed to like that.

‘How are you doing?’ he asked through the door.

‘I’m fine. I’m good. I’m great.’ She shook her head at her incoherence. ‘I can walk fine, I’ll just be a minute.’ She quickly washed her hands, glancing in the mirror and slightly surprised she was topless.

‘I’ve got a top for you if you want it.’

The guy is fucking psychic. ‘Yes please, thank you. I’m on my way.’ She heard the door open and he dangled a thick checkered shirt through. Natalie grabbed it and put it on. It was warm and soft and she wrapped herself up in it. Oh it smells of him. I’m wearing a guy’s shirt. A hot dom’s shirt! She opened the door. ‘Thank you. You think of everything don’t you.’

‘I try my best.’ He reached out his hand and she took it.

‘In all my fantasies I never thought how hot this is.’

He began to lead her back to the sofa. ‘This, being?’

‘Someone looking after me.’

He smiled, letting go of her hand and picking something up from beside the sofa. He handed her a bar of chocolate, it had even already been opened and folded back. ‘I think that’s 90 percent of the job, to be honest.’

Natalie bit off a chunk of chocolate and then answered with her mouth full. ‘What’s the other 10 percent?’

She made a little gasp as his hand cupped her wet panties and held her tight. ‘Anything that gets your knickers this wet?’ he suggested.

She chewed the chocolate, her body humming from the sugar, and his grip. She gave a cheeky smile. ‘Can we make that at least 20 percent?’

He laughed and gave her a squeeze. I love making him laugh.

‘I’m just making some tea, sit.’ He indicated the sofa. ‘There is a blanket there too if you need to cuddle up in more.’

Natalie sat, bit off another chunk of chocolate and pulled over the blanket. There was something unusual about it, it was strangely heavy. ‘What’s up with this blanket?’ she called out as she draped it over her legs.

‘It’s a weighted one. They’re oddly comforting. It’s got glass beads sewn inside to make it heavier.’

Natalie tucked her feet up onto the sofa and pulled the heavy blanket around more of her. That is oddly comforting. She watched as he returned with two mugs and sat down next to her.

‘I ran out of Jasmine Pearl tea,’ he joked, referring to the speciality teas from their previous date, ‘Tetleys will have to do.’ He handed her the mug, holding the side of it so she could take the cool handle. ‘So, how’s your bottom? It’s important to assess that kind of thing.’

Natalie wiggled on the sofa. ‘I mean, a bit sore but much less than I imagined. It’s more like glowing. Is that normal? It really hurt at the time.’

‘That’s totally normal. Those were hard spanks but they weren’t excessive, one of the reasons using a hand is good. But also with you over the knee I can’t spank as hard as in other positions.’

Natalie took a little sip of her tea. ‘What kind of other positions?’

‘You over the end of the sofa, or bed, or even lying flat but with a bolster underneath you to lift your bottom up. They all make sure your sit spots are accessible.’

‘My what?’

‘Sit spots.’ Brandon chuckled. ‘The bits you sit on. The soft bits. That’s where you need to be doing this, nowhere near your tailbone or hips or leg bones.’

‘You knowing all this makes me feel even safer.’

‘Good, it’s not hard to research, there’s lots online and in a few books. It’s mostly common sense. But you feeling safe is just what I want.’ He took in a deeper breath. ‘Do you feel safe enough to tell me what you didn’t want to earlier?’

Natalie thought about it. She ignored the inner voices shouting to keep it a secret. ‘I think so.’

‘Okay, look no pressure, just share what you want to. But put that tea down, come and snuggle up first.’

Brandon turned himself so he was leaning against the corner of the sofa, putting one leg up, patting between his thighs. Natalie turned, spying the table next to him for her mug, and spying an opportunity. She knelt up on one knee, leaning over him, allowing the shirt she was wearing to open up. She leaned forward, her breast revealed right next to his cheek as she planted the tea down, and waited.

‘I really want to suck your tits right now,’ he said.

Fuck. ‘What’s stopping you?’

He turned his face, planting a little kiss just next to her nipple. ‘I want to hear your story even more.’

She let out a little moan, his kiss turning the tables. ‘But, but you could suck them instead, and I’ll tell you another time?’

He chuckled then grabbed her by the waist, twisting her and pulling her back to sit between his legs. She leaned back, realising what was jutting into the small of her back that made it less than perfectly comfortable. She smiled to herself and gave a slow wiggle, feeling him tense in response to the stimulation. ‘How’s your… hand?’

‘More sore than your bottom from the sound of it.’

‘Oh dear, I’m sorry my poor bottom hurt it.’ She took it in her hands, and kissed it. ‘Maybe it’ll toughen up.’

‘Maybe I’ll use a paddle next time,’ he replied in a sexy growl.

She bit her lip, imagining it. ‘Here, you can let it rest somewhere nice and comfortable.’ Natalie opened up the shirt and moved his hand to her bare breast, before covering it up again.

He gave her breast a squeeze and let it rest there. ‘Oh, that is comfortable, thank you. Although there’s something poking into my palm.’

She giggled. ‘Don’t worry about that, there’s something poking into my back, I’m just enjoying it.’

They both laughed and he pulled her in a little closer as she lay her head back and breathed out a sigh. ‘Okay, so…’

He spoke into the pause. ‘Only tell me what you want to, no pressure.’

‘Thank you. I will. So. As I said, I got into this pretty early, exploring online.’ She paused, considering the secret she was about to share. She couldn’t quite believe this was happening, or that she felt so relaxed about it. ‘Pretty soon I found just reading about things, watching porn, wasn’t enough. I wanted some actual experience.’

He nodded. ‘I can appreciate that.’

‘I didn’t want anything person to person, I mean I was living at home, didn’t drive, absolutely didn’t want my parents or friends to know, so online was the obvious place to look.’

‘Right. I’m sure it’s the first place for many.’

‘Yeah. So many. Many women…’ she corrected herself, ‘girls like I was.’

‘You talked about it being like a shark pool the other night,’ Brandon recalled.

‘Exactly that, it’s a perfect analogy. Sure there are some good guys out there, but the reality is that you have a pool of horny submissive girls, and guys too, who are eager, and naïve, and we’re all looking for our perfect dom.’ She could feel she was tensing up and forced herself to breathe and relax.

He stroked the top of her arm with his other hand. ‘So what was your experience?’

She tilted her head back against him. ‘I got into a few online forums, rejected any messages at first. But after a while I got a bit more confident, and started chatting to a few, and when they seemed nice, let down my barriers even further.’

‘Okay, that’s only natural.’ He gave her a little hug around her shoulders.

‘I know, and most of them were fine. They all wanted pictures, but I refused, and some were still nice, some told me I wasn’t a proper sub, others just ghosted me.’

‘Mhmm, that was smart, sending pictures can…’

Natalie interrupted him. ‘I did send them. Eventually. One guy, he was so sweet at first. He was super cute. We chatted so much. He began giving me little tasks. It was so exciting. He’d asked for pictures at first, but had backed off. But after a while the tasks began to involve them, and I was so horny, and was starting to trust him. I took some. I was so nervous. But he told me how beautiful I was, and how sexy and he showed me how hard they got him.’

She let out a breath and found her cup of tea in front of her. ‘Drink a bit more.’ She took a sip, and another and then he took it back and put it on the table.

She continued. ‘He said he wanted me to be his submissive. I was overjoyed. But to be that, I’d have to cam for him. I was so desperate, I wasn’t thinking straight.’ Natalie paused, taking a few breaths. ‘It all changed then. He started making me cam for him every day. I’d still not been totally naked. He said that a sub had to hold nothing back, that it was his job to teach me. So he threatened me. He told me if I didn’t cam nude for him, he’d send my pictures, my videos, to my parents, to my friends.’

‘What a fucking lowlife.’ Brandon put his arm around her shoulders protectively.

‘I was so scared. I did it. I hadn’t realised how much I’d told him in all our chats. He knew everyone’s names. He told me he’d worked out who they were. I didn’t know if he was telling the truth. But I did it. I did what he told me. And I hated it. But part of me was turned on too. After all wasn’t this what I fantasised about, being forced to do things?’

Brandon kissed the top of her head. ‘You know fantasies don’t mean you…’

‘I know, but I was stupid. I am stupid. Anyway. I did anything he told me. I was so scared, and confused. He kept telling me this was how it was supposed to be, but it didn’t feel the way I thought it should. It felt wrong. Abusive.’

‘It was abusive, oh Natalie, I’m so sorry.’

She shook her head, trying to hold back the tears. ‘Don’t be sorry, it’s my fault, I was an idiot.’

Brandon held onto her, his lips on top of her head as he paused before responding. ‘Natalie, he was threatening blackmail. It’s a terrible, awful thing. I can’t even imagine how you felt. But it was not your fault.’ He let out a deep breath. ‘How do you feel about it now?’

‘I try not to think about it. The thought of him still having those pictures and videos makes me feel sick.’

‘What did he actually make you do?’ Brandon asked quietly, ‘If you’re okay telling me.’

‘The usual, strip, do positions, use toys.’ She turned her head and pressed her face into his shoulder, trying to push back the memories, the shame of it.

Finally Brandon asked, ‘What would you say to someone else who had the same experience?’

Natalie thought for a moment. ‘That, everyone’s doing it nowadays. That unless I was an actress or something no one would care.’ She paused. ‘Hmm, that, I guess that does put it in perspective.’

‘I’d also add that him sharing them is definitely illegal. And if you were under 18 it’d be serious prison time for him.’

‘Yeah, I guess so. Even telling you makes it feel not nearly so bad. But I still can’t forgive myself for being so stupid. I constantly berate myself.’

‘Is there anything I can say that’s going to help that?’

She thought again and looked up at him at last. ‘Knowing you don’t care helps.’

‘Well, I want to go and rip his arms off, but no, it doesn’t make me think anything negative about you at all. Do you believe that?’ She nodded. I think I do. He spoke again, ‘Can you forgive yourself though?’

She blew out her cheeks. ‘I don’t know, it’s been so ingrained, feeling guilty about it, feeling stupid.’ She nestled into him, quiet but thinking. ‘I’ve carried it for so long.’

‘Okay.’ He was quiet, letting her think.

Natalie thought back to the impact of her recent spanking ‘So, the Dana thing, being dumb not telling her about my kinkiness.’

‘Yes?’

‘I feel different about it now. After the spanking. I feel…’

‘Absolved?’ Brandon suggested.

She nodded. ‘Good word. Yes, I paid my penance. And it made me feel better. Do you think,’ she paused and looked over the sofa edge to the tray of impact toys, ‘do you think any of those would help absolve me?’

Brandon sat up a little, lifting her with him. ‘Look, I don’t think you need any absolving at all. We’ve all done stupid things, and we all learn from them. I don’t think you need punishing, you did nothing wrong. But, if you really think it’ll make you feel better.’ He paused.

She wriggled, suddenly uncomfy, and then realised what it was freshly sticking into her back. ‘Brandon! I’m spilling my deepest secret of how I was blackmailed out to you and you just got hard!’

‘I can’t help it, it’s not that. You know it. It’s the thought of, you, and your bottom, again.’

Natalie smiled to herself at his sudden lack of eloquence. ‘What would you pick to use on me?’

He tried to shift behind her but it only served to reinforce how hard he was. ‘What would I pick? Hmm, the heart paddle. But I don’t think this one is up to me. What do you need?’

She felt he was right. This penance was hers to determine. She looked at the tray. ‘Which one hurts the most?’

‘Well the cane, but…’he glanced over at the kitchen. ‘There’s a way to make it worse.’

The tone of his voice made Natalie turn over on top of him, following his gaze. She straddled his thigh and pressed against him letting out a little moan as her very wet panties rubbed against his clearly outlined erection. She nuzzled her forehead into the crook of his shoulder, ‘How can you make it worse?’ She looked down to where she was pressing against him, making a dark stain on his jeans.

‘Have you heard of figging?’

Natalie’s head shot up, staring at him. ‘With the ginger?’ Her eyes were wide with intrigue and arousal.

Brandon shook his head in wonder. ‘How can you be up for this? You’ve just confessed a deep secret, had a hard spanking before that and cooled down cuddling on the sofa.’

‘How? Because the hottest man I’ve ever met went down on me, ruined my first orgasm with another person, then made me crawl naked to my apartment, gave me my first spanking, and has been playing with my breast while I sit on his hard on. That’s how.’

‘Okay, that’s fair.’ He smiled properly.

She leaned in close, feeling the bulge of his cock press against her clit. ‘And now, I think he’s about to cane me, and fig me to help me put my past behind me?’

‘So it seems.’ He gave her a kiss. ‘You are incredible. Finish your tea and I’ll go get the ginger.’

Natalie ignored the tea and polished off the rest of the chocolate instead while he went to the kitchen. She reflected that even having told him about her secret, and how he listened and responded, was all starting to change how she felt. But she looked down at the cane as the last of the chocolate melted in her mouth. That’s what I need to really put it behind me. She smirked at the pun and reached for the tea so she was doing what he’d told her to when he came back.

He returned soon after with a chopping board, placing it on the ground next to the sofa. On it was a fresh piece of root ginger about 12cm long and thick as the base of her thumb. Next to it was a knife. He sat down next to it and patted the ground. ‘Are you sure you’re up for this, we can do it another time?’

She slipped onto the ground next to him and crossed her legs. ‘No, I’m good, I’d like to get this over with. I think it will help, and even if it doesn’t,’ she eyed the ginger root, ‘I’ve wanted to try figging ever since I first read about it.’

He picked it up and handed it to her. ‘Do you know the origins of it?’ He picked up the knife, handing it to her carefully.

‘Something Victorian? What am I doing with this?’

‘You’re going to skin, and carve the ginger, into a butt plug.’

‘Oh gosh. Making me create the instrument of my own torture. You’re evil!’

He smiled and seemed to take it as a compliment. ‘See, your language is improving already. And yes, Victorian. Well, using it on people anyway. They were a kinky bunch. Long before that was the practise of “gingering” a horse. Putting ginger in its bottom to make it more lively, and so worth more when selling it.’

‘How barbaric,’ said Natalie, beginning to shave and carve the root.

‘Says the girl making her own ginger butt plug.’

‘Well, I get to choose to do it,’ she looked at him and smiled, ‘and get to choose my barbarian.’

‘Ugg,’ he replied.

‘Barbarian, not caveman.’ Natalie stuck out her tongue.

He shook his head gently. ‘You are very bold for a girl who’s about to get caned.’

‘Well, the spanking didn’t hurt as much as I imagined. I want to see just what I can take,’ she cut off another piece of ginger, ‘and what you can dish out.’

‘My, my, is someone’s masochistic side blossoming?’

‘So much!’ She held up the carved plug. ‘How’s this?’

‘Very good, but it needs more of an indent to stop it slipping out, or slipping in. Just keep the base that wide.’ She nodded and started digging into it with the knife. ‘I’m going to suggest we focus on safewords again.’ Brandon picked up the cane and swished it in the air. ‘If you’re not telling me to stop when I get going with this, I’m probably not doing it right.’

Natalie kept focused on making the indent in the ginger. Her eyes were starting to sting a little just from the pungent smell of it. ‘You’re the expert.’

‘Hmm, somehow you make me feel like I’m learning most of this again.’ Brandon put the cane back down and Natalie just smiled to herself, and began humming as she finished off her very own instrument of torture. ‘That’s perfect,’ he told her. ‘Go and wash your hands, I don’t want you touching your eyes or anywhere else by accident.’ He held out the tray and she placed the carved root on it. Natalie stood, humming happily, and went to wash her hands.
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When she returned he was standing, cane in hand, tapping it against his palm. The look on his face made her feel a little dizzy. She walked closer, listening to the swish of the cane in the air. You don’t hurt when you hit me with this one, do you.

‘How do you want me?’ she asked, wanting to break the quiet.

‘Come here first.’ He tapped in front of him with the tip of the brown cane. Natalie came to stand right there, looking up. Brandon raised his spare hand, sliding it up her cheek and through her hair. ‘Are you sure about this, you really think it will help?’

She just nodded. Then she took a big breath and puffed it out. ‘I’ve berated myself for years over this. I was stupid. But I was young and naïve, I know. But I think, I hope this will help.’ She gave a shy smile, ‘And if not, it’s an exciting new experience, right?’

He didn’t reply, instead pulling her into a deep kiss. Finally, he pulled back. ‘You are fucking extraordinary.’ He glanced over to his bedroom. ‘When we’re done, and I’m looking after you. Do you want me to take you home, or are you happy to sleep here?’

‘Sleep in your bed?’ Her eyes went wide.

He grinned at her reaction. ‘No hanky panky, just somewhere to rest and cuddle and sleep.’

She faked a pout and brought up her hand, her finger and thumb just a bit apart. ‘How about a little… hanky panky?’ That made him laugh.

‘How are you so cute? We’ll see. But that’s a yes to staying here? It’s only a wall from your bed anyway.’

‘It’s a big yes, thank you for asking.’

‘You’re welcome.’ He kissed her again, then pushed his fingers under the shirt she had on, causing it to fall back, and with a little shake of her arms, drop to the floor. He pointed to the sofa, where she saw he’d piled up cushions beside the arm of the chair. ‘Bend over it please.’

‘Yes, Sir.’ She went to the sofa and leaned over the leather arm curving her bottom over it as she rested her elbows on the pile of cushions. This suddenly felt very real. ‘What about my…’but before she finished she felt his hands grab her panties and yank them down around her thighs. The next thing she felt was his mouth on her, kissing her still rosy cheeks. She instinctively spread her legs a little wider.

‘Oh, is there something else you want now, Princess?’ She was hoping for his hand there but jumped a little when she felt the tap of the cane on her pussy lips. Brandon made a few taps, and then rubbed it back and forth, sawing deeper into her slit.

‘Oh God, yes.’ She looked back over her shoulder and gave him a wicked grin. ‘Don’t you have something bigger you can do that with?’

‘You know what, looking at your perfect ass and wet little cunt, maybe the temptation is too much.’

‘What, really?’ She looked at him, not sure if he was being serious. He didn’t sound very serious.

‘Head down, good girl, and spread those pretty legs for me.’

Oh fuck, is he going to… She shuffled her feet wider apart. She heard him put the cane down, and then, the sound of his zip. Oh my God, he’s going to fuck me. She felt the weight of his hand on the small of her back, pushing her down into the cushions. And then there was something between her legs, something bigger, wider, spreading her pussy lips. Why is it so cool? He pushed the object inside her and she cried out both in surprise, and disappointment that it wasn’t his hot, hard cock.

‘I knew that dildo flogger would come in useful,’ he laughed.

‘Oh you bastard, I thought you were going to fuck me.’

‘I know, Princess. It’s taking all my self-control not to. But something tells me how crazy it’s going to get you will be more than worth it.’

‘What was the zip?’

‘Just me fucking with you.’ He gave her a quick smack on one cheek.

She began to protest again but it turned into a groan of pleasure as he thrust the large ribbed dildo in and out of her a few more times. ‘Good God, look at the mess you’re making. It’s dripping down your thighs. What a fucking slut you are, Princess. Can’t you control yourself?’

‘Oh God, please, make me cum,’ was her only response.

‘Cum? Oh no, orgasms aren’t for girls like you. Needy little denial sluts who are empowered by their desperation. No, no, you’ve taught me that already. No, I think you need something very different.’ The dildo was pulled out and his fingers replaced it, drawing up between her lips, wiping the juices from her pussy up to her arsehole. He rubbed it in slowly with his fingers. ‘Are you ready, Princess. Are you ready to burn for me again?’

‘Set me on fire,’ she whispered. ‘Cleanse me.’

‘A slut and a poet.’ He kissed her bottom once more then she felt the coolness of the ginger root pressed against her hole. ‘Relax for me, Princess.’

Natalie let out a breath and pushed with her bottom, the way she had learnt to putting her butt plugs in. She was rewarded with a ‘Good girl’ and the sensation of something cool sliding into her bottom. Not very deep, but it felt secure.

Brandon surprised her by joining her, going down on one knee next to her on the sofa. He had a wicked grin on his face. ‘I wanted to watch this bit.’

‘Which bit? Ohhhh!’ The coolness of the ginger juice was beginning to transform into a heat, slowly at first, but rapidly gaining in strength. ‘Oh my God, how hot does this… yowzer!’

‘Oh yeah, it’s way worse than the lube isn’t it, sweetie. Your pretty little bumhole is going to be on fire, and you know the best bit, when I cane you, which I’m about to do, it makes you clench on it, and squeeze more juice out, and burn even more.’

‘You’re fucking evil.’ She grabbed his hand, clenching it. ‘Oh please, it burns so much, I can’t take it. Please, have mercy.’

He narrowed his eyes, ‘Remember, we’re using safewords now.’

She looked at him, and smiled. ‘I know, I was just testing. Good…’ she paused, wincing at the burning inside her, ‘…job.’

‘Are we green?’ he said, using their safeword that indicated to keep going.

‘Yes.’ She panted, trying to control the burning. ‘Punish me, please. Help me, hurt me. I promise, safewords.’ She put her head down in her arms, letting go of his hand.

Natalie stayed like that. She heard the music turn up in the room and flinched as she felt the cane gently tap her bottom, guessing he was exploring where to hit.

‘Ready?’ was all he said. She nodded, and within a couple of seconds the cane came down hard across her bottom. It took a second for the shock of it to sink in, and then she yelled. The pain was like nothing she’d ever felt, and the way her bottom clenched meant the burning increased inside too.

‘Holy fucking shit that hurts.’

‘Yes,’ he said, matter-of-factly. ‘Ready? I’m not going to ask each time after this. Try to relax, and especially not clench. It’s actually a good lesson.’

Fuck your lessons. She took a big breath, trying to relax as she let it out, still in something like shock from the first one. What the fuck am I doing? ‘Yes,’ she said.

The pain exploded again, in a slightly different spot. She yelped, clutching onto the cushion, trying not to clench her bottom but failing. The pain from the first strike seemed to just be growing rather than fade, and the ginger inside her was searingly hot now. Another stroke came down across her buttocks, the swish of the cane giving her just a moment’s warning, and then another.

It was beyond description. Her entire bottom was on fire. She wanted to jump up and run away, but something kept her there. Something telling her she needed this, that she had to do this.

She actually managed to keep her bottom relaxed for the next two strokes, and it made a real difference. But the burning, outside and in was no less, just that instead of fighting it now, she was submitting to it, letting the pain wash over her. And she could feel it. She could feel it doing its work, cleansing her, absolving her. ‘Don’t stop,’ she managed to whisper. I’m insane.

‘Four more, but I want you to say something before each one.’

‘Okay,’ she was able to gasp, turning her head on her cheek, looking at him. The cane in his hand invoked a very different emotion now, fear, and respect.

He looked at her, she could see a passion in his eyes. He spoke out her lines. ‘I was stupid, but I’m not anymore. Say it.’

‘I was stupid, but I’m not anymore,’ she said. The cane swished through the air and she cried out.

‘I was naïve, but now I know better.’ She repeated him, and yelled once again.

‘I was abused, but now I am healing’ She started to repeat it, but broke into a sob on the second half. She managed to say it, and was silent as the cane came down.

‘I was despised but now I am loved.’ She began to say it but broke down before she finished. She heard the cane whistle through the air. Wait, I didn’t say it. But to her surprise it didn’t make contact with her, although she heard it hit something.

He was beside her, kneeling. She heard him whisper in her ear, ‘But now I am loved.’ She gave a few big sobs, then sniffed, and managed to blurt it out before his lips were on hers, kissing it better, kissing her better. His hands were through her hair, holding her, pulling her in. ‘I’d cuddle you more but I need to look after your bottom first.’ He gave her a kiss on the top of her head and disappeared behind her. She felt the ginger taken out and breathed a sigh of relief, although the burning didn’t stop.

He knelt next to her again. ‘I’ll lotion it soon, just let it cool down or it’ll sting even more. Your burning bottom though, that’ll take ten minutes to fade.’

She just nodded, feeling so heavy, her head weighing down on her arms. She felt his hands under her, lifting her up. How can he lift me when I’m so heavy? Before she knew it she was laid down on her side in his bed, the duvet over her. She closed her eyes and felt him lay down on the bed behind her, his arm around her. She snuggled back against him, a little annoyed at the duvet between them but grateful for the way it wrapped around her and protected her bottom.

‘Is it true?’ she whispered. ‘Am I loved?’

She felt his kiss on the back of her head, and his arm pull her close. ‘Yes, it’s true.’

She let out a little sob, but a question in her mind wouldn’t go away. ‘What happened to the last stroke?’

‘Love happened,’ he whispered. Brandon opened his hand, showing a red welt across his palm. ‘I took it for you.’

She didn’t know what to say. She took his hand, kissed it and hugged it to her chest, resting there. Finally, feeling safe.






Author’s Notes



Okay, hands up who got emotional at that ending? I did for sure. I got through a few tissues in that last scene (No, not for that! You have a dirty mind. Good work.).

I hadn’t intended these books to be a romance, but it seems like I just can’t help it. As I wrote in previous notes, ‘if I want these books to be real, to model what I think good kink looks like, feels like, then if love isn’t at the heart of it I’m teaching you the wrong things.’

More than that, as this book has started to explore, we’re all a bit broken. We all carry our mistakes, our doubts, our fears with us. They may have shaped us, but they don’t have to define us. And a key to making that true is having someone you can share with. Whether it’s a Dana or a Brandon, a friend or a lover - finding someone you can be your true self with is incredibly important in getting a right perspective on who you are and what really matters.

If you have someone like that, who you want to share with, but don’t dare, how about using these books as your way to start that conversation? ‘I just read the most incredible book (seriously, talk me up).’ They’ll be curious, ask you what it was about, why it was amazing, and it’s a simple way to begin to open up about the things that matter to you. You don’t have to go into explicit detail, not everyone’s a Dana, be wise, but say something. A true friend will accept you for who you are. 

And you never know, they might be kinky too and both of you have been idiots not sharing sooner…






Avoiding or recovering from blackmail

On a more serious topic, as Natalie’s experience of blackmail shows (which is a tragically common occurrence based on many real reports to me) there are those for whom BDSM is nothing but a shortcut to finding women and men who are ‘easy prey’. This comes about from a few factors: The surplus of submissives and shortage of dominants online causes an imbalance for sure. And the strength of the emotions and power of the experiences involved can quickly cause you to act without thinking it through. 

If you’re lucky enough to not have experienced those kinds of problems my prayer is that forewarned is forearmed and that Natalie’s story will help keep you safe. 

There are two very simple tips that will help you enormously. 


	Always have a friend you share with about what you’re doing - they will keep you thinking straight and help you avoid being entrapped in secrets and lies. 

	Don’t share any pictures or information that will personally identify you until you are absolutely sure it’s with someone who you can trust and who has your best interest at heart. A good dom/me will understand this. If they don’t, they aren’t.




‘The Acid Test for Dominants’ is a much more detailed (if somewhat old) list of other warning signs, and well worth a Google. You can find it at the helpful site kinkabuse.com which is full of other useful essays and content to help keep you safe from online and offline abuse in the BDSM world.

If you have personally experienced that kind of abusive behaviour let me repeat Brandon’s words. ‘It’s not your fault.’ Let me strongly encourage you to tell someone you trust. Just to have someone else on your side, telling you it’s going to be okay and helping you think it through rationally will make a world of difference.

There is help available in every country. I won’t list all the sites but Google ‘online blackmail help’ or ‘sextortion’ and you’ll find local resources, guides and help to get you out of the situation. It’s going to be okay. It’s not your fault. Stop panicking and get some help. It’s going to be okay.









On to lighter subjects!

For those who haven’t heard the phrase, ‘three-line whip’ isn’t actually a cut-price Cat-o’-nine-tails. It’s a term from British Parliament where the government tells their members ‘you better vote for this or you’re in trouble’. Given this book focuses on the area of spanking and corporal punishment, it felt like a good title. Plus, it has ‘whip’ in it. And the word ‘Three’ (you’ve figured out each title has its number in it, right?)

Once again a huge thanks to you all for your support. Book 2 - Tease for Two (see what I did…) has garnered wonderful feedback and sales continue to do well. Most remarkable though was the weekend I put Entrapped, book one of my Chastity Contract series on promotion. It not only hit #1 of all erotica in the UK, Germany, Spain and a few more country’s Amazon stores, in Germany it was the most ordered book in English for the entire weekend!

Special thanks to my wonderful Subscribers over at my SubscribeStar. The support I get there covers all my basic costs and lets me use services and software that make writing a much easier process than it could be. Thank you. If you sign up (there’s even a free tier now) you will also get the latest updates, the stories too racey for Amazon to publish, and early access to chapters and even the entire books before anyone else.






Keep up with the latest news

If you want to keep up with what’s happening, make sure you’re signed up to my rapidly growing mailing list - it’s all ‘safe for work’ content, just talking about books.

Speaking of which, the next book in the series is called On All Fours and will be exploring more of submission, collaring, and pet play! The best way to find out about it is to sign-up for my newsletter.

Sign up to my mailing list here 




And remember, if you want to go the extra mile and support what I’m doing, you can do that by joining my SubscribeStar.

If you go for the Book Club tier then you will be the first to not only hear about my books, but read them. You get early access to everything I’m writing, as well as the chance to shape bits of them and help me decide where to focus my efforts.




Lastly, you’ll see after these notes are some discussion points. These are obviously, entirely optional. But some pretty deep stuff comes up in these books, and I thought that a few questions to help you think about them might be a useful bonus. There are questions to discuss and even some possible task ideas. 

Let me know if they’re useful, or if I’m overreaching. I honestly have no idea at this point. You can feedback to me by emailing james@edging.space.




Thank you for reading, thank you for caring, until next time.




James Hardcourt
November 2020







  Discussion Points



Helping you to explore some key ideas from the book




Each of the Kink by Numbers books introduces some BDSM concepts, and beyond that tries to model realistic, and good practises for exploring this by yourself or with a partner.

Here are some questions to help you reflect on those and apply anything that’s useful.




 Questions for a submissives/bottoms


	What of Natalie’s experiences most resonated with you, and why?

	Natalie was keen to explore spanking and impact play. How do you feel about that aspect of BDSM and has this book changed how you feel about any of it?

	What are some things Natalie does as the submissive to make impact play safe and enjoyable?

	Natalie has managed to master edging and denying herself without cumming. What different techniques does she use in this book to maintain her arousal?

	How comfortable are you using safewords? Are there any new ways safewords were, or weren’t used that you can learn from?

	Natalie talks a lot about online ‘doms’, and the dangers of that - do you recognise those experiences and how can you keep yourself safe online? 

	There are a few things that Natalie had practised so that she’d impress when she did them for real. What could you try that’d be fun and arousing to practise but also come in useful with someone else?




 Follow-up tasks for submissives 


	Try edging, using the breathing and mental techniques described.  How does edging for a while and then trying ‘no touch’ of some kind affect you? You can find more ideas at my ‘female-orgasm-denial’ Tumblr blog

	Find things to practise as part of your exploration of submission - classic examples are walking in high heels, stripping, different ways of dressing that make you feel sexy, and giving hand jobs and blowjobs 

	Try mixing in some ‘pain’ with your edging when you’re close to orgasm - nipple pinching, pegs on your skin, or smacking yourself. Explore how it is different from when you’re not aroused.

	Find your favourite quote or quotes from the book. Write them on post-it notes or somewhere prominent on your device to remind you of them. If appropriate, consider sharing them on social media #edgingspace will let me see them!







 Questions for a dominants/tops


	What about Brandon’s behaviour, speech and ideas did you find realistic? What did you think wasn’t?

	Were there some things he said that stood out as especially effective. How would you say them in your own words?

	Do you rely on safewords too much as your only measure of consent. Could you encourage simple communication sometimes as an more educational alternative?

	Brandon takes some very simple ideas and with some creativity makes it an event for Natalie. Where could you be more creative?

	Do you enjoy dishing out corporal punishment for its own sake, or do you feel you need an excuse to be comfortable with it? What kind of creative excuses could you use to make any punishment inflicted feel more justified?

	Is there a role in using punishment as a way of absolving guilt or past mistakes. What are the benefits and dangers of this?

	If there was one idea you could take away from this book, what would it be and how can you put it into practice?







 Discussion questions for couples 


	Look at the questions for subs and doms, ask each other the ones you want to know the answers to and discuss.

	What were the hottest bits of the story for each of you, and why? Was there anything you didn’t like? Talk about that too.

	What can you take from the way they communicate and use to better communicate with each other?

	There’s a mixture of kinky and vanilla experiences. Where is the balance in what you do as a couple? Is that where you want to be? Discuss where you each feel you are, and where you’d like to be, and see if you can reach a compromise and some practical ways to make it happen.




 Follow-up tasks for couples 


	Even within your relationship, do you have others you can confide in for a different perspective? If not, might that be a good idea, even if it’s others online you can talk with anonymously?

	If you don’t want others knowing what you do, which is very common, how can you build in discussions of your sex life that sit outside any BDSM dynamic and allow open discussion without reservation?

	Do you have regular date nights? We’ve found these a vital part of maintaining a healthy sex and romantic life in our marriage. They don’t have to be fancy afternoon teas, but just special time set aside for each other without distractions, where you can talk, and connect, and plan.

	Speaking of planning - take it in turn to plan those, and even better sexy evenings, or weekends away. The plans will NEVER work out as you expect, but the enthusiasm and excitement that builds, as well as whatever parts of the plans pay off, will mean you’re far more likely to have a successful time.

	Is spanking or impact play something you’d like to explore more of as a couple? There are many different toys that can bring a different sensation to it. Explore a site like Lovehoney to inspire ideas of what you might enjoy together.




I hope you find those useful. I’d love to hear from you if you do. Message me on my Tumblr or email james@edging.space - and feel free to throw questions my way if I can help.




James Hardcourt






Edging Instructions




How to use this book

Not many erotic books come with instructions (or author’s notes) and these are entirely optional. You’re the reader, it’s your book to enjoy however you want. 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 let me explain 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 and 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 it, and playing with yourself as you read. I hope my writing will take you through some exciting highs and lows as you follow the story.




If you’re NOT new to edging and orgasm denial, 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 getting pretty romantic already) 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.

This book involves spanking and caning. Those aren’t too easy to do to yourself but a spatula or wooden spoon works a lot better than just trying to smack your own bottom. If you’d prefer to use your hand then a smack between the legs is a much easier option than trying to reach around behind you. Although it can be even more sensitive. Consider yourself warned.

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.






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 helps 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.

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]

Click edit next to your name and you can then change what appears on your reviews

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 Hardcourt

Click this link to go to the book page on Amazon







  Want more of Natalie and Brandon?



Read their continuing adventures in book four of the Kink by the Numbers series:

On All Fours

It’s time to put on the ears, and plug in the tail. Natalie’s going deeper than ever!

As the kinky lovebird’s relationship blossoms it’s time to become Brandon’s pet and playtoy.

[image: Image]







  Entrapped - A Sample Chapter



Entrapped is the first book I actually wrote (although I published The One-Bar Prison just before it). It’s a proper story, with plot, and lots of characters and goodies and baddies and did I mention orgasm denial, chastity devices and some fantastic twists.

The story is about a young, kinky, married couple. They’ve had orgasm denial as part of their sex life since they first began exploring, but more recently he’s been on the receiving end. An extraordinary offer from a wealthy widow could soon change their lives.

While it focuses on male orgasm denial to start with, female denial comes to the fore in book two and beyond.

Here’s a sample to see if it’s your kind of thing. It’s the second chapter, which gives you a more interesting insight I think. I hope you enjoy it.

* * *

Emma had surprised herself a few years back. She’d never liked porn. It was all so fake and predictable. She’d rightfully protested that even the stuff Nate claimed was good quickly descended into gynaecological detail of things, going in and out of other things, until someone made a mess.

What she liked even less was how those videos made her feel. Those perfect women with their fake boobs and their complete lack of inhibition. How could she compete with that?

It turned out she didn’t need to compete, she just needed to find a new perspective.

It was a Cosmo article that Nate found a few years earlier which set them on this adventure. ‘Spice up your sex life with these 14 unmissable tips’ or some other clickbait. He’d unsubtly left it open on a tablet and finally got up the nerve to suggest they try some. Things like regular date nights had actually been great. Reluctantly, she’d agreed to try the one about sending each other sexy images they found online. While most of the images she first saw didn’t do much for her, there were some that had captions on them, little stories, vignettes, that brought the image to life. Sometimes it might be the backstory, more often snippets of a conversation that gave tantalising glimpses into the story behind the picture.

The first time she tried writing some of her own the reaction from her husband convinced her she had a bit of a talent at it. She would never forget his first response, ‘You just blew my fucking mind.’ She decided she’d found a new calling. And then, much to her amazement, she discovered that not only she was good at it, but the blog they used for it quickly gained a loyal following.

A couple of months into their shared sexy blog adventure Emma had stumbled across an image that had changed everything. It was a shot of a naked couple, the woman casually lying back on a sofa, drinking a glass of wine, while he rubbed her foot. ‘Chastity play. Have you tried it?’ the caption had read.

Emma had only ever linked chastity with nuns or Bible Belt teenagers making pledges. She hadn’t understood how it related to this image. Until she saw it. Around the man’s cock was a little steel cage. It was cute more than anything. But as Emma began to imagine the implications she’d felt a fire ignite inside her. The wine, the casual nakedness, the foot rub; everything was down to that cage he wore. Then she noticed a final detail. The woman’s necklace, the only thing she wore, from it dangled a little key.

When she searched out a few similar images, and added her own captions, Nate’s reaction had surprised them both. ‘That is both terrifying and unreasonably hot. Are you kidding or shall we get one?’

When they found a cheap plastic cage for just a few pounds on eBay they both agreed it was worth it even as ‘a bit of a laugh’. Much to her surprise, when he finally put it on, it was much more hot than funny. Much, much more. And he seemed to feel the same (it took him hours to get soft enough to put it on which should have been a clue).

That was a few years ago, but as popular as the blog had become, she often felt a bit of a fake. Before then, and still often now, Emma had been more ‘vanilla’ as kinky folk called it, or at least, classically submissive when it came to sex. Sometimes she still struggled to believe that her hot, mostly dominant husband wanted this. That he’d give up his pleasure for her. One of these days I’m going to learn to really make the most of it.

She stopped her reminiscing and opened her eyes, pleased to see Nate was still fixated between her legs as he massaged her other foot. Reaching down she took hold of the dildo from where he’d left it by the sofa. It was still warm from the dishwasher. She nestled the tip of it against her, pushing gently. She was so ready for it that the head of the big toy opened her up and slipped in with little effort. ‘Oh God, that’s what I need,’ she said, truthfully, and to turn her husband on even more. As good as her foot massage felt, something was suddenly more pressing.

She opened her legs wider, pushing the tip deeper now, working the ridged tip against her g-spot. She kept watching him, taking such pleasure in his transfixed stare, as she took even more pleasure from the toy pushing deeper now inside her. Time to get him more involved.

‘Fuck me, baby. Fuck me with it,’ Emma said, leaving it half buried inside her while her fingers moved to play with her clit.

Nate slid one hand down her leg, frustratingly slowly, giving her foot a kiss before laying it down. He stroked the top of her thigh, ignoring the dildo, and brushing his thumb ever so lightly over her clit. ‘Hand away then, princess.’

Emma pouted, but mostly because she knew he thought it was cute. She loved it when he reminded her that almost everything she knew about teasing, he’d taught her.

‘Stop teasing me,’ Emma complained. ‘You know what I want.’

‘Weren’t you in the middle of an interesting chat?’ he replied, playing with the end of the toy now, but just to twist it a little inside her.

‘Oh goodness, I forgot!’ She laughed, reaching down to the floor and lifting the laptop onto her tummy. She peeked up at her husband over the screen, hoping he’d take up the challenge of trying to distract her. He normally couldn’t resist.

This was one of his kinks, teasing her, stimulating her while she was doing something else. Her best friend had once caught onto it when he made her cum during a call to her. Even remembering it was mortifying, although her pussy clenched at the memory. She let out a happy sigh as he began stroking it deeper and she tried to refocus on the screen hiding what he was doing.

Emma closed the email from Catherine and went back to the chat. It seemed she wasn’t a patient woman.

‘Hello’. ‘Are you still there?’. ‘Did you get it?’. Were just some of the messages.

Emma ignored her natural inclination to apologise and had to pause as Nate’s fingers joined in playing. Think you can distract me huh? She read aloud as she typed, ‘Hi Catherine, got the email, thank you. But what do you mean what’s his cock worth?” she grinned up at him over the screen, ‘it’s not for sale. I’m extremely attached to it.’

‘Not as attached as I am,’ he said with a wink before disappearing down behind the laptop, nuzzling his mouth and nose into her thigh.

‘Oh, that feels good,’ said Emma, then she laughed.

‘What’s funny?’ Nate moved his mouth up and kissed the cleft between her thigh and neatly trimmed mound. His tongue flicked out, tracing over her swollen clit.

‘She just… oh damn, keep doing that. She just said I’m so attached to your cock I keep it locked up. It’s true I suppose. Stop teasing me, I need more.’ Emma closed her eyes and moaned as he closed his mouth around her clit, pushing the toy deep in her. He slowly drew the width of his tongue up her lips, taking his time. He knew how to drive her crazy. She arched, pushing into him, nearly letting the laptop slip off her tummy.

Nate paused again, ‘What else is she saying? You’ve got me curious now.’

‘And you’ve got me wet and horny. Did I tell you to stop?’ Nate pushed her legs wider apart and Emma felt his mouth go to work again. ‘Good boy,’ she giggled.

She read back over Catherine’s last messages. The indicator showing she was online had now gone. ‘You’re obviously busy but I’ll email you my proposal now you know I’m really me,’ it said. There was just a little peacock emoji after her last message. What’s that stand for?

‘Oh whoops,’ Emma said, ‘I think we pissed her off. She’s gone.’

Emma shifted her legs as Nate’s mouth combined with the dildo, its tip deep inside her. She felt the pleasure spreading down her legs and up her tummy. ‘Oh babe, that feels so good.’

Nate’s sucking slowed and he lifted his head. ‘What does she mean “what is my cock worth”? Let me see the rest of what she said.’

‘No,’ Emma said, surprising him. ‘Get your sexy face back down between my legs. She’s going to email. I’ll tell you what you need to know.’ She smiled, proud of being so assertive, and its results.

Nate groaned. ‘You are so hot when you’re like this.’ He kissed her right between the legs. ‘I’m going to suck and lick you until you tell me what else your famous author friend was asking. No cumming for you until I find out.’

Maybe I’ll just never tell you and you can never let me cum she wished, but said instead, ‘How about we move off this sofa and get to bed?’

‘Bed, already? Does that mean you’re going to unlock me?’ The look on his face was so adorable she already knew what the real answer was sure to be. ‘Maybe, we’ll see. Go shower, you’re all sweaty from earlier. I’ll be waiting.’

* * *

Emma’s resolve had hardened a little by the time Nate sauntered into the bedroom. He was completely naked, well almost. She admired his body. It wasn’t quite as buff as it had been when they’d got married but he still got to the gym a few times a week and to her he was the most beautiful man she could imagine.

What was between his legs made her catch her breath every time she saw it like this - the shiny metal cage encasing his cock. Just like that picture they’d seen a few years back. Despite both their initial arousal at him in that first cheap plastic cage neither of them had the slightest idea of the impact it was going to have.

Nate and Emma loved sex toys. She still had the little vibrator that he’d bought her as a ‘joke’ when they’d first started going out. She still blushed remembering him dragging her into that seedy old adult store around the corner from the Mexican restaurant they’d loved. Never in her life had she thought about going to a place like that. It turned out it was his first time too.

They’d both been rather shocked at the porn on display and found refuge in the small toys section. Emma had stared at the realistic dildos, asking Nate if men were really that big. It was his turn to blush. The most embarrassing moment had been when she’d asked what the strange wide but short toy was and Nate had laughed, explaining to her what a butt plug was. She hadn’t believed him to begin with. She knew so much better now.

But the cage, the cage had been something different from the first moment he tried it on. A fire had ignited inside her, and his usual passion was suddenly under her control. It was intoxicating, for them both.

And so here he stood once again. It seemed so normal now. He didn’t wear it all the time, there were weeks, and months where he was free. But she preferred him like this, her ‘caged tiger’. The way it looked, the way it made him act.

Right now though, she wanted what was inside it even more. Emma had retrieved the key from its hiding place and it now dangled between her fingers. His eyes went from it to the sly little smile on her face. Throwing the cover back she revealed she was naked too, and she shuffled a little down the bed, lifting her knees and spreading her feet. She adored the fact she didn’t have to say anything. Not just because it was so damn sexy, but because she still found it so hard to ask explicitly for what she wanted. Closing her eyes, she felt his lips on her shins. She had to fight back an apology for not shaving them and just shut up and let him get to work. She knew he didn’t care. His hands gently pushed her knees wider apart and his kisses resumed, tickling her knee, then moving up her inner thigh. They became more passionate the closer to the apex they came. Harder, sucking at her skin, his tongue wet against her thigh. It traced a warm line that quickly cooled until it met her own wetness, swirling gently at her entrance. She felt him lick his tongue up slowly, tasting her, licking her until his mouth reached where she craved it so much.

Amazingly Emma hadn’t been a fan of oral sex, well not receiving it, anyway. She’d fallen in love with sucking cock the first time she’d wrapped her lips around Nate’s penis. But the reverse, him going down on her? As pleasurable as it was, she always felt a bit awkward; it was so intimate, so exposing. She was much more comfortable about giving it than receiving. Until she couldn’t - until that cage around his cock gave her no option but to receive. Somehow that freed her up, it took away the guilt that she was just lying back and being selfish. And the awkwardness, that was dealt with by the pure desire that the chastity cage caused in her husband. He’d gone down on her before, and was pretty good at it, but something changed when he was locked up. Something wonderful. The way he went down on her, the passion he somehow poured into his ministrations on her clit and labia, it was so fucking hot.

‘God, you taste so good.’ His muffled words broke her reverie. He said it so often now she actually started to believe him. Emma kept her eyes closed and ran her fingers over her breasts as Nate’s mouth latched around her swollen clit. It was already so sensitive from his teasing earlier. She gripped her hard nipples between her fingers and thumbs as he began sucking.

She could cry from her arousal already, but she wanted more. Make it worse she wished, pulling hard at her nipples until her fingers slipped off before grabbing them and doing it over and over again. Make it worse, make me hornier, don’t let me cum.

This was his fault.

When they’d met she’d been, well sexually naive is a nice way of putting it. They were both virgins, it was a bit of a fairy tale romance. But in one area she’d been far behind. Sex had been very taboo in her family and the liberal attitudes of his were a shock to her. But it went deeper than that. He’d been mentally exploring his fantasies for years; she’d never even masturbated.

He was wonderful about it. As they grew closer, as her trust for him had grown and their friendship had turned into more, he began to get her to open up about it. He shared his fantasies with her, and they began to shape hers too.

Most importantly he worked out her weakness. She couldn’t resist a dare. So, he dared her to touch herself. To masturbate. To learn how good things felt. He bought her toys like the vibrator and then her first little dildo. He told her what he wanted to do with them while they were away from each other.

What he didn’t tell her to do though, was climax. As she’d never masturbated, she’d never orgasmed. She remembered the look in his eyes when he’d first figured that out. ‘You’ve never cum?’ he’d whispered. She’d felt ashamed at being so innocent, but his next words transformed that, forever. ‘That’s so fucking hot, you have no idea.’

And so this became the central theme of their sexual exploration together. ‘Edging’ they discovered it was called. He did it a bit too, but the fact he’d cum so much as a teenage boy meant it was always so easy to revert to what he was used to.

For her though, an orgasm was something she’d never known. Somehow scary and forbidden, although that of course excited her too. His ideas for her, the tasks he set her, and the play they enjoyed together all centred around teasing her, edging her, denying her. And it transformed her. From naive little innocent to fully fledged kinkster. It caused her to delve deep into this new side of her and discover how much she loved the wider aspects of being told what to do by him, of submission, and more.

When he’d got down on one knee that day and asked if she’d be his wife his first whisper in her ear once she’d calmed down was, ‘I’m going to give you your first orgasm on our wedding night.’

He kept his promise. In fact, he’d kept even more. With all the wonderful, kinky things to explore together they both agreed to save sex for that night too. Something her religious parents would no doubt have approved of, if it weren’t for all the really kinky shit he was teaching her instead.

The deep irony of their current situation, that it was him who was regularly denied and whose orgasms were limited wasn’t lost on either of them.

Back down between her legs Nate began working his magic. He’d mastered a combination of sucking and licking that meant he could relentlessly take her closer and closer to climax. But damn him, he could read her so well, the tiny movements she’d make, the noises, the tensing muscles. She didn’t need to tell him when she was at the edge, about to climax, he knew. And so he kept her right there, right on the very edge of orgasm, utterly lost in pleasure, tortured by it. Her favourite place in the world. Her wonderland.

That’s where he took her. She felt the world falling away as pleasure and need engulfed her. She began to beg. ‘Please, oh god, darling, let me cum, it feels so good, let me cum, I need to cum.’

The words meant nothing. She knew it pleased him to hear her beg, and it was just so hot to say what she craved. But she loved knowing he would ignore her pleas, that nothing but their safeword would make him take notice of what she begged for in this moment. His mouth was unrelenting, devouring her clit, keeping her on the edge of the precipice but not letting her go over. It was utter torture; it was utterly beautiful.

As sometimes happened, she began to cry. Desperation, pleasure, frustration all merging together to give her some kind of release that the evil bastard between her legs wouldn’t yet give her.

She used to be so embarrassed by it. She barely cared any more. It just brought back the words that had transformed the experience. ‘Tears make the best lube’ he’d whispered one day as he licked her salty cheeks clean. It wasn’t true at all of course, but it was just so damn hot anyway. And it hadn’t stopped him making her weep so much at times they’d actually tested the truth of it.

One thing had changed of course. The key dug into her palm as she clenched her hands against the duvet. In the blur of arousal she blurted out, ‘I’ll unlock you if you let me cum.’ She didn’t know if she meant it. She didn’t know if she wanted it. And this was the confusion of the new dynamic the chastity cage brought. Before, it was just up to him. Now she had this new leverage. Some days she loved it, but right now she almost wished she didn’t have it. She wanted to cum so much, and it had caught his attention. His sucking slowing slowed, easing back, lapping at her more gently, allowing her to catch her breath.

‘Oh, will you?’ He looked up, his beard wet with her juices. His eyes narrowed as he smiled. ‘And what stops me from just taking it from you and fucking your brains out right now?’

His tiger was in full fury right now. His look sent a shiver down her spine.

‘How about you unlock me and we’ll see if we can fuck an orgasm out of this needy little cunt?’

Emma didn’t need any more convincing. She threw the keys to him and he knelt up on the bed, legs apart, unlocking the cage in a swift motion. His circumcised cock sprang out, the base of the cage acting as a cock ring, making his beautiful dick rise up harder and bigger with every beat of his heart.

‘Turn over,’ Nate commanded, stroking his cock slowly with a hand. Emma didn’t want to stop looking at him but there was no arguing when he used that voice. ‘Yes. Sir.’ She rarely called him that nowadays, but it still felt so right when she did. She flipped over, biting her lip as she wrapped her arms into her soft pillow and pressed her cheek down into it.

His hands grabbed her hips, lifting her bottom up. He pushed her legs apart, kneeling in between them. His hand traced down to between her legs, and he slid two fingers inside her. ‘God look how wet you are, you little slut.’ His other hand came down on her bottom in a gentle smack. No matter how aroused she’d been by everything earlier, being treated like this was just taking her to another level.

‘You want to cum, do you?’ He ground his fingertips against her g-spot producing a different craving.

‘Oh god, fuck me, please, fuck me!’ she cried.

His fingers slipped out and Emma felt the head of his cock replace them, teasing the entrance to her. Automatically she tried to back onto it but his hand kept her in place, pushing her head and shoulders back down into the pillow. His palm opened her up even more and his thumb brushed over her now totally exposed arsehole, making her shudder. ‘But fuck you where, my love?’

‘Oh god, my pussy please, I want you in me.’

‘But what kind of wife keeps her husband’s cock locked up? Is she the kind who should get fucked in the ass if she’s silly enough to let him out?’

‘Please, just, oh god, anything. Let me cum, fuck me.’

‘Well which is it baby, do you want to be fucked or to cum?’ He bent over her more, the tip of his cock sinking in her a little deeper, and his hand reaching under starting to rub her clit, making her groan. ‘Which would you pick, to be fucked, or to cum?’

‘I, I don’t know, you choose, please, Nate!’

‘Good answer, my love, clever girl.’ And with that he pushed, sinking his cock deep in her cunt. Emma cried out with pleasure as he stayed there, filling her, fingers quickly bringing her to the brink of orgasm, only for them to pull away just as she was about to go over.

He grabbed her hips again, holding her in place as he began to slowly slide the full length of his cock out to the entrance of her pussy and bury it hard right back in her. Over and over, building up speed. His hips were smacking against her buttocks as he pounded her harder and harder, driving her into the bed, taking out all his arousal and frustration on her, in her. It was divine. Nothing existed for them in that moment but him inside her, that most intimate of contact. He slowed, his hand again reaching under to pleasure her, igniting hope that she might get to cum. But she never knew. And she loved not knowing.

She could sense he was close to orgasm, from the way he was pacing himself, from how he breathed. It was exquisite, imagining that the pleasure she was feeling, the sensations her body was giving him, was about to take him over the edge. A primal urge to be filled with his seed overwhelmed her, the thought of his cum spurting deep inside, coating her, filling her brought her right to the brink of climax. ‘Please, please I’m there, please baby, let me cum, fill me up, make me yours!’ she cried out.

His fingers ground fast against her, his decision made as he thrust himself harder now, his breaths deep and shuddering. His cry of joy was what finally did it for her too. She felt him, thrusting, pumping his orgasm into her and her body arched, pulling him in, grinding against him as pleasure exploded inside her too, wave after wave of ecstasy, pure release, their climax perfectly shared.

‘Wow.’ He leaned over her, one hand on her shoulder, his cock half sliding out as he kissed her neck and nuzzled into her. He slowly pushed back in her; she could feel how full of him she was as his cock pushed it back up her.

‘That was…’Emma paused, catching her breath. ‘Yeah, wow.’ She giggled. ‘Umm, my knees hurt, can I lie down?’

‘Of course, baby.’ But instead of sliding out, he pushed in deep and then wrapped his arm around her midriff, rolling and lifting her so they both lay faces up with her on top of him. ‘But I’m not done with you yet.’

Emma squealed with delight. ‘You haven’t had me like this for ages!’ She wound her hands above her head and wrapped them behind his neck, just the way she used to. ‘Bound to him’ they called it. The rule was simple, if she took her hands down, he stopped. ‘That was so amazing. We need to fuck more baby, I miss it.’

‘I know, it’s so good. But it would be easier if—’ and he began to thrust his cock hard into her with each word, ‘— you didn’t lock my cock up in a little cage.’ He laughed and moved one hand to grab her breast as he began masturbating her with the other hand.

‘You’re right, but if it makes you fuck like that, well maybe quality over… Oh fuck, I’m going to cum!’ she declared.

‘Nu uh, no you don’t.’ Nate gave a short sharp smack to her mound, a tactic that almost always worked.

‘Oh you bastard. I love you!’

He wrapped both arms tightly around her waist and started working her up and down on his cock. ‘What a good little fuck puppet you make, baby. Maybe I’ll just spurt in you again and leave you like this.’ He arched his hips and somehow it made the sound of his cock fucking her cum-filled vagina so much louder. It was the most obscene sound, and turned her on even more given her current state of mind. She could feel it flowing out of her as he pulled his cock out and plunged it back in.

The base ring around his cock meant that he’d kept hard after his orgasm, something they took for granted when they first started having sex but wasn’t always a sure thing five years into marriage. His cock swelled even more as plunged her down onto it. ‘Is this what you need, my little slut wife? To be reminded that you’re my fuck toy all over again? Your beautiful body dedicated to my pleasure?’ He pressed his mouth against her ear, whispering as he slowed his thrusts. ‘Do you think I don’t see it, alongside the lust when you look at my caged cock? I see it my love. The envy. Wishing you could be so easily encased, so simply denied. You wish it was you, don’t you?’

She couldn’t think. She couldn’t analyse what he was saying. Here, totally exposed, her arms bound around his neck, being fucked over and over, all she knew was that he knew her. ‘Yes,’ she whispered. ‘Yes, yes, yes.’

She felt his hand move down, rubbing her once again. The heat of arousal from what his cock was doing burst into flames, consuming her. He felt her burn.

‘Say it,’ he whispered, ‘say what you want, what you need, my perfect little denial slut.’

‘Never let me cum,’ Emma wailed as his fingers worked their magic. ‘Keep me like this forever.’

‘Maybe we’ll have to get you fitted, my love. Finally get that pussy locked away in a custom fitted chastity belt.’

She let out a guttural groan, rising up against his fingers, but it turned into a high pitched whine as he stopped rubbing and just cupped her mound, squeezing it tightly, ‘Imagine it, baby, steel keeping your needy little pussy all safe and sound. Not able to touch, locked away, like a good little denial slave.’ He pulled her up, his cock finally sliding out, even more cum dripping out behind it, and wriggled, repositioning it. ‘This is the only place I’d have to fuck, my little slut. Where princess, where would I fuck you?’

He pushed his rigid cock against her tight rosebud, the cum lubing him enough so that when she groaned, ‘in my ass, Sir,’ he pushed and it popped inside, her muscles clenching on him. ‘Only in my ass,’ she murmured again, sinking down into the fantasy, his fingers keeping her on the edge. ‘Locked away. Anal only. Your denial slave.’

Emma writhed against him, squeezing herself around his cock, lubricated by the mix of her juices and his cum. ‘Cum in me, cum in my ass,’ she begged. And it was enough. Hearing her beg, feeling her squeeze on him. He groaned loudly, gripping her breast with his other hand, edging his wife as he emptied his balls in that secret, forbidden place.

Finally, his fingers slowed on her. His arms wrapped around her again, not in a hold this time, but in a loving embrace. ‘Well we haven’t done that in quite a while,’ he said with a chuckle.

She let her head fall back past his shoulder. ‘I forgot how much I love you there when you’re denying me. You’re still in my arse you know.’ She laughed.

‘Why do we say ass in the middle of things and arse now?’ Nate chuckled.

Emma lifted herself off his cock with an unceremonious wiggle and turned around, so she was lying on him face to face. ‘Well that’s obvious. Most porn is American.’ She grinned, kissing him. ‘Why don’t you go and wash that cock of yours and you can fuck me again.’

‘Oh damn, I forgot how insatiable you are when you’re denied,’ laughed Nate.

‘That’s the whole point isn’t it?’ said Emma, pouting. ‘I thought you love me like this.’

‘Oh, I do, but my job is done here, your holes are filled and you’re all horny and needy. It really is a shame chastity belts are so rubbish on women. I’d lock you up this instant.’

‘I wish. Or, you could just make me cum! Or fuck me again. You can fuck my ass, arse, whatever, it’s all warmed up for you now.’ Emma wiggled on Nate and began kissing him again.

‘You’d have to convince him; he thinks his job is done I’m afraid.’ Nate nodded downwards.

Emma slipped off Nate to the side and looked at his shrinking cock. She laughed. ‘Holy crap, how much cum was in your balls? It’s like a proper mess down here, and half of it’s still in my bum! Poor baby, you really must have been so desperate.’ Emma started drawing shapes in the mess on Nate’s tummy, leaving patterns in the short dark hair on his skin. ‘Is it really bad that the thought of how full your balls were makes me want to lock you up again?’

‘My god, I’ve created a monster. First you beg for me never to let you cum, and now you want my cock locked up too,’ Nate complained.

‘Best of both worlds, baby.’ Emma kissed him again, and whispered in his ear, ‘I’m only what you made me, this is entirely your fault.’

‘It usually is, that’s true. I think I better get in the shower,’ Nate said.

‘And I’ll change the sheets. As usual the worst of the cumplosion is on my side. I swear you do it on purpose!’

Nate laughed, carefully getting up and grabbing a dirty t-shirt to catch the worst of the mess. He pulled the cage base ring off his now flaccid cock and tossed it onto the bed. Emma stared at it, her mind finally going back to her earlier conversation. How much is that cock worth? She looked up at him, her face alive with the afterglow of what he’d done to her. ‘I love you very much, Mr Stevens.’

‘I love you too.’

She watched his cock until he disappeared past the door. How much is it worth? Everything.

* * *

Entrapped - The Chastity Contract is available on Amazon
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            It’s time to put on the ears, and plug in the tail. Natalie’s going deeper than ever!

As the kinky lovebird’s relationship blossoms it’s time to become Brandon’s pet and playtoy.

But before they can get to that fantasy, Brandon has to take some time away. It gives him the perfect chance to dominate her from afar.

And then – an embarrassing trip to the pet shop to get her a collar and more. How will she discover if she’s a kitten or a puppy? She’ll have to try both!

Natalie thought she’d already offered him everything, but can she give him what he truly desires?

‘All this…’ Natalie touched her ears, then held her tail, and finished with her fingers on the collar. ‘All these things turn me on. But intimacy? Intimacy is my fetish.’

With all the hot consent, real interactions and sexy scenes that made the other books bestsellers, On All Fours, James’ first full-length novel, takes this beautiful BDSM relationship to the next level.

The Kink by the Numbers series is by blogger and sex educator, James Hardcourt. It’s written not just to titillate, but to educate, encourage and inspire new ideas, ways of thinking about sex, and how to integrate them into your life. Incorporating an introduction with reading task ideas, author notes, and discussion points for submissives, dominants, and couples, these books are for anyone who loves good erotica, and wants it to not only excite them, but challenge and inspire too. Or you can just use them to get off. It’s all good.

Full of kinky play, edgy but adorable scenarios, and the hottest consent you’ll find in any erotica - explore this fourth book of James Hardcourt’s Kink by the Numbers books and get inspired.

Get it on Amazon
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            He wanted love, but she’s offering something else entirely…

Amy has a problem: her best friend, Dylan, is in love with her, and after returning from her first year at university, he’s about to tell her how he feels and mess everything up.

She’s got problems of her own - her humiliating failure to find anyone to explore her secret, kinky desires with are really starting to get her down.

It might not be what he wanted, or even what she imagined, but perhaps there’s a solution that will give them some of what they are looking for? Friends with kinky benefits.

But there’s going to have to be some rules, and for Dylan, one in particular is going to leave him hornier than he knew was possible.

When love and kink cross paths, you can bet both of them are going to end up getting much more than they bargained for.

This new series by James Hardcourt, author of the chart-topping Kink by the Numbers and Chastity Contract series, is his first new adult romance with James’s ever present kinky twists. The first person perspectives of both Amy and Dylan explores with humour and honesty how unrequited love, and desires, can be transformed into something new, beautiful and very, very kinky.

Get it at Amazon
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            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.

Read it on Kindle Unlimited or buy it at Amazon
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