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Derek had apparently come to the club in a black limousine, which had waited for him out in the lot. We barely spoke during the short ride, or while taking the elevator up dozens of stories to his penthouse.






“This way,” he said, pointing.






“Your bedroom?”






“No.”






The lights in the halls came on automatically as we approached, illuminating the classical artwork on the walls. We reached a door with no knob, only a glossy, black square. Derek flattened his palm against it, and the door opened.






“Fancy,” I said. “What is this?”






“You’ll see.”






For a moment my blood ran cold, picturing newspaper on the floor and a selection of butcher’s knives hanging from chains. Fortunately, the chains were the only part of that vision that came true. Chains with cuffs on the end hung from the ceiling at the center of the room, dangling over a king-sized bed with a coal black comforter. Lining the walls were racks of sex toys, from whips and canes to dildos and vibrators. Strange pieces of furniture I’d only seen in cheesy horror movies looked a lot less campy in this context.






“Give me your hands,” he said, shutting the door behind us.






An excitement had grown in me that I could hardly contain; a cocktail of giddiness and fear coursed through my veins. My brain was thinking,
 No way, this is crazy
, but my body had veto power. At that moment it didn’t want to be anywhere else in the world.






I presented my hands, palms up; Derek took them and lifted them up to the hanging cuffs, then locked them around my wrists. He pulled on a second chain connected to the cuffs, causing them to lift. I squealed as my arms were pulled over my head, stretched as far as they could go and then some, forcing me to lift my feet.






Disbelief washed over me as I realized I was now completely helpless. It happened faster than I had ever imagined it. Yet, it occurred to me that I
 had
 imagined it: fantasies of being bound played out in my mind. I’d always brought the focus onto the handsome, muscular man who was preparing to defile me; I never entertained the notion that I was focusing on the wrong part of the fantasy.






“How does that feel?” he asked.






“Good,” I admitted, tugging at the cuffs, though there was no escape…
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Tie Her Use Her Own Her





The last moan of the electric guitar faded as the song ended. I opened my eyes, lips stilled formed in a little O, and nodded my thanks as a round of applause echoed through the club. I tried not to direct my focus back to the man in the suit in the second row, but I couldn’t help it. I had to know if he was still there.






Yeah, he was. And his gaze was still trained right on me. Quickly, I looked away. Too late, for sure, but then I’d been totally thrown ever since he sat down. Thankfully, only he could tell. The rest of the audience just heard the kind of set I live to play. One second my sour notes are stinging their hearts, and another my fury boils their blood. My rock show is a roller-coaster ride, and at the end I know they’ve been shaken and thrown around.






The man in the suit, though, he saw the truth: I was a little off my game, and it was all because of him. Who was this admittedly very handsome man, and why was he so well dressed?






No matter how many “No Smoking” signs they put up this club always smells like an ashtray. It’s badly lit and the beers come in Shitty and Shitty Lite. This guy looks like he should be ordering martinis at a club where the bouncers wear suits and the bartenders model on the side.






Whether anyone else could see it or not, I could tell this man was here for me specifically, and now he was sauntering over like he’d run out of excuses to put it off any longer.






“Derek.”






“Excuse me?”






“My name’s Derek.”






I set my guitar down on the stage as the audience fractured and found its way back to the bar. I wanted to drop a snarky response about not having asked his name, but I’d had many men come up to me after a show thinking they had the clever line that would drop my panties. They wanted me to go tit-for-tat, but I knew better.






“Nina Nix. Thanks for coming to the show,” I said, nodding as I slipped my instrument back in its case.






“Tequila.”






“Huh?” I resisted the urge to roll my eyes. He hadn’t taken the hint.






“Your drink’s tequila.”






A lot of drinks are my drink, but he wasn’t wrong: I did enjoy a double of Patrón. “What’s yours?” I asked.






“Bourbon,” said Derek. “Have a drink with me, I’m buying.”






“I’d love to, but I actually have to help pack up,” I explained, gesturing toward the drum kits and amps my band-mates were clearing from the stage.






“Nina, we got this,” said Chuck, the bassist.






“Thanks,” I growled, my eyes shooting daggers.






I turned to Derek and felt something start to churn inside. Like a jam in a machine worked its way out and the gears got back to turning. He was certainly attractive, now that I was seeing him up close. A square jaw and short, dark hair gave his face a chiseled, solid appearance. His gray suit — I had to know why he was wearing a suit — fit impeccably; it had to be custom. His cyan tie almost seemed too small compared to the breadth of his shoulders; it hung loosely as it drew down past his booming chest.






When I looked into his gray eyes, I recognized a predatory hunger coupled with mischievous amusement. I felt a stirring between my legs and realized I was staring into the dark orbs of his pupils.






“Come,” he said again. “I’ll take good care of you.”






I snorted, though his words struck a chord that sent a shiver up my spine. I’ve taken care of myself since I was a teenager, but some part of me wanted to believe him when he said it.






He ordered our drinks and dropped a twenty from a money clip.






“Hold on, pal,” I said. “First you’re going to tell me your fucking deal.”






His eyebrows raised curiously. “Pardon me. Am I the first?”






“The first what?”






He sipped his bourbon and set it down. “The first man to accept your invitation.”






I was starting to tire of his games. “What fucking invitation?”






His expression darkened. “Don’t take that tone with me, pet. The one in your lyrics. The one asking for the release you crave.”






I’d had enough. I took the tequila shot he’d bought and downed it in a gulp. “Thanks for the drink,” I muttered, getting up to leave.






“Stop.”






I turned. He hadn’t yelled or issued the command with panicked desperation. He had issued an order calmly, like there was no doubt it would be followed. Clearly, he knew something I didn’t, because I couldn’t explain why I actually did as he asked and stopped.






“Sit.”






I leaned against the bar stool, which was as close to sitting as I really could: my jeans were so tight I couldn’t really bend at my knees or hips. I could take short steps on my black heels, but I had to turn with my body. The pants were uncomfortable, but they looked incredible. I knew not every guy was there to hear me sing; that’s okay, as long as they paid the gate.






Derek waited for me to look at him before he spoke. “What do you tell people when they ask about your lyrics?”






“Can you be more specific?”






“Your song, ‘Tie Me, Use Me, Own Me’ — it brought the house down earlier, but I’m the only person in this room who understood it.”






Now this was getting interesting. “It’s a song about abuse,” I said, a line I’d told more than one entertainment journalist.






“Please,” he said dismissively. “You don’t play it safe with your music, so don’t try it with me. That song is about a need so deep within you it shows up in your music uninvited.”






I caught the attention of the bartender and pointed at my empty glass. “I think I know what my own songs are about.”






“Do you? I’ve heard you play before, and that song isn’t some weepy lament on some guy who did you wrong. It’s practically an anthem about not denying your needs or what makes you wet.”






I took a deep breath before continuing, attempting to slow my traitorous heart’s incessant beat. “I’d never heard it described that way,” I said.






“Yeah, well, that’s because nobody from a zine is going to imply you want to get tied up, fucked and dominated…”






“Excuse me?” I straightened up and rose to my feet.






“…Assuming they even realize it. It’s right there in the title, for fuck’s sake.”






I’d dealt with fans who’d thought they understood me through my music before, and some of them had a good eye for meaning. I’d not written “Tie Me Use Me Own Me” to be literal, but I had felt that telltale quiver in my core when Derek put it that way.






“How long has it been, Nina? When was the last time you screamed in ecstasy without a microphone in your hand?”






Too long. I get my share of suitors, but few make good on their slick talk.






The bartender came along and poured me another shot. Derek gave him a quick nod and a fresh bill, so a second bourbon appeared. I slammed my shot glass on the bar and licked the taste from my teeth while watching him take a leisurely sip.






All right, Derek
, I thought.
 You want to test your theory?






“You think you know what I need? Fucking prove it.” I sustained those last words so they could reverberate in his mind. “But first, tell me who wears a suit to a place like this.”






Derek grinned. “This is what a man wears when he wants to be seen, Nina. This is what he wears when he wants to convey class, taste and one more thing. Do you know what?”






I shivered. “What?”






“Dominance.”






—






Derek had apparently come to the club in a black limousine, which had waited for him out in the lot. We barely spoke during the short ride, or while taking the elevator up dozens of stories to his penthouse.






“This way,” he said, pointing.






“Your bedroom?”






“No.”






The lights in the halls came on automatically as we approached, illuminating the classical artwork on the walls. We reached a door with no knob, only a glossy, black square. Derek flattened his palm against it, and the door opened.






“Fancy,” I said. “What is this?”






“You’ll see.”






For a moment my blood ran cold, picturing newspaper on the floor and a selection of butcher’s knives hanging from chains. Fortunately, the chains were the only part of that vision that came true. Chains with cuffs on the end hung from the ceiling at the center of the room, dangling over a king-sized bed with a coal black comforter. Lining the walls were racks of sex toys, from whips and canes to dildos and vibrators. Strange pieces of furniture I’d only seen in cheesy horror movies looked a lot less campy in this context.






“Give me your hands,” he said, shutting the door behind us.






An excitement had grown in me that I could hardly contain; a cocktail of giddiness and fear coursed through my veins. My brain was thinking,
 No way, this is crazy
, but my body had veto power. At that moment it didn’t want to be anywhere else in the world.






I presented my hands, palms up; Derek took them and lifted them up to the hanging cuffs, then locked them around my wrists. He pulled on a second chain connected to the cuffs, causing them to lift. I squealed as my arms were pulled over my head, stretched as far as they could go and then some, forcing me to lift my feet.






Disbelief washed over me as I realized I was now completely helpless. It happened faster than I had ever imagined it. Yet, it occurred to me that I
 had
 imagined it: fantasies of being bound played out in my mind. I’d always brought the focus onto the handsome, muscular man who was preparing to defile me; I never entertained the notion that I was focusing on the wrong part of the fantasy.






“How does that feel?” he asked.






“Good,” I admitted, tugging at the cuffs, though there was no escape.






He paced around me once, looking me up and down, taking in everything. I blushed as his eyes lingered. I was used to having people look at me — even stare — but normally I didn’t feel this vulnerable.






Then it happened all at once: he swept his arms around me and planted his lips on mine. My gasp quickly died, washed away by a moan that rose as his arms pulled me tight against his hard body. I inhaled his masculine, cool cologne and tasted the peppermint on his breath. I wanted to return his embrace, but with my hands bound I could not. The frustration fueled my sense of helplessness, and I felt my legs lifting to close around his waist.






A soft chuckle rolled from his chest as he felt my feet latch together behind his back. I growled my desire and let his tongue slip into my mouth. He drew it back and sucked my lip, holding it for a second before letting go.






“What line am I thinking about right now, Nina?” he asked.






I balled my fingers into fists, struggling against the cuffs, and thought of my song, “Chocolate and Thorns.” I repeated for him the refrain: “Hang me out to dry. Make me beg. Give me more than I can take.”






“That’s right,” he muttered, nibbling along my neck as his hand rubbed between my legs. “You’re hanging, but not dry. That’s not how it works.”






“No,” I mumbled.






“You’re very, very wet,” he said, somehow slipping his hand into my unfathomably tight pants. I felt the tips of his fingers find my sodden entrance, but for just the second, then they were gone. He let go of me and pushed my legs off of him. “I should probably give you a minute to right yourself.”






“No!” I cried, twisting by body back and forth. “Don’t, please.”






I knew what he was doing: he was going to make me beg, just like I said in the song. I should have been furious with him, but I’d never been so aroused in my life. I’d never relinquished control like this, and it felt surprisingly liberating. For once I’d gone home with a man who knew exactly what he was doing, and for once I wanted him to do it, and not just get it over with.






“Don’t what?” he asked.






“Please, don’t leave me like this.”






Derek nodded, caressing my chest through the tight, black blouse I wore. “Tell me why I shouldn’t,” he said.






I trembled as he massaged my breasts, rubbing my pebbled nipples with his thumbs. “I’ll do anything you want,” I replied, shocked to find I meant it.






“Is that so?” he teased, reaching into the neck of my blouse.






I nodded vigorously. “Please, Derek, I will.”






“Good,” he said, and in one swift motion he tore my top in half, splitting it from the neck down all the way through. I gasped, shocked by the sudden exposure. The cool air of his dungeon sent a chill through me, but it was quickly replaced by the growing warmth in my core.






Derek took a step back and loosened his tie. Deliberate in his pace, he watched me squirm as each button came undone on his white shirt.






The line is “Make me beg,” not “make me wait,”
 I thought. Yet, seeing his body rewarded my patience. Despite the clean-cut look he sported from the neck up, his chest was inked with long, dagger-like slashes running diagonally down his six-pack abs. They rippled as he twisted around to pull his arms from the sleeves of his jacket.






Once he’d taken off his shirt, my eyes were drawn to the pants, and the tent that had risen in his crotch. From the look of it, I realized he had all the tools needed to deliver on the last verse of my refrain: “Give me more than I can take.”






He didn’t drop his pants yet, though. Instead, he lifted my legs until they were back around his hips again, allowing him to lift my chest and bury his face between my breasts. I threw my head back as waves of desire flooded through me. I pulled hard on my cuffs, lifting me further into Derek’s steely grip. He sucked on a nipple while caressing the other with his fingers. Moaning softly I bit my lip, a song of lust and passion writing itself in my mind. I could have written an entire album to describe the sensations running through me and still it wouldn’t have been enough.






I shrieked as his teeth bit softly on my nipple, eliciting a jolt of sweet pain that I hated and loved and needed all at once. He let go, and the throb left over ached in a way I never thought I would enjoy.






“Surprised you’re enjoying the pain, Nina?”






“Yes,” I said, my voice throaty and sparse.






“You shouldn’t be. You’ve sung about it.” He reached down and unbuttoned my jeans, then set my feet back on the floor.






“I did?” I tried to think of my songs, but all I could concentrate on was what he was doing with his hands and mouth.






“You did. ‘Hurt me so good, make me scream.’ Remember?”






Sure, I remembered, but before I could answer him, he yanked my jeans down to my ankles, exposing my skimpy, black thong.






“Very nice,” he said, squeezing my exposed cheeks. He ran two fingers against the damp fabric of my panties and smiled. Then he slipped past me and walked away, heading for a selection of whips and floggers hanging from pegs. I moaned as he made his decision, settling on a flogger that looked made from some kind of leather. Its long lashes were red and black, and it looked capable of causing a great deal of pain if used properly.






“Ever ask a man to spank you before?” he asked.






“Sometimes,” I admitted.






“Do they ever hit you hard?” He swung the flogger through the air loud enough for me to hear it go by.






“No.”






“Wish they did?”






I barely had to think about it. “Yes, but I didn’t really know then.”






“No, I suppose not.”






I felt the air shift around me as he stepped up close from behind. With his warm breath in my ear I began to shake, anticipating what was about to happen.






“You want me to make you scream?” he asked.






A tear escaped from my eye and rolled down my face as I nodded. “Please, yes.”






I screamed. Maybe I was expecting some kind of countdown, or for him to give me some additional warning, but he didn’t: the next thing I knew, a searing sting erupted across the skin of my ass, and a howl escaped my lungs until it filled the room.






Heaving against the chains and dancing on my toes I groaned as the pain enveloped me. I had no idea it would hurt that acutely. Derek paused for a moment, and then I felt something new: a dull ache left over, like an echo of the original pain. It should have hurt, and maybe it did a little, but now I savored it. Was it a rush of endorphins, or a sense of strength fueling my satisfaction? I’d taken something unpleasant and found enjoyment in it. Isn’t that what my songs were all about?






“Again?” asked Derek.






“Again.”






“What’s that?”






“Again, please.”






He swung the flogger, targeting the same spot he’d struck before. I moaned as the impact made me lurch, though I could not escape. Derek didn’t ask whether I wanted him to keep going: he heard my needful moans and directed one swat after another against my abused cheeks. He painted every inch of my skin with precise smacks, and by the time the spanking was finished I felt as though my entire ass was burning. Heat radiated out from the sore flesh, and welts were forming that would make sitting down unpleasant for hours.






Derek put his finger to my lip and held it there until I opened my mouth. “Hold this,” he said, wedging the hilt of the flogger between my teeth. He crouched down and lifted my feet long enough to take my pants off the rest of the way. He rested his head against my leg, then kissed it, working his way up my thigh. When he reached the elastic band of my thong he gathered it in his teeth, then pulled it down. I writhed in place as the last of my clothing came off, exposing me fully to the man.






“Beautiful,” he said, returning to his feet. He unbuckled the black, leather belt he wore, then looked at me with a smirk. “I’ll keep this handy,” he said, bunching it up and giving it a quick swing. Then he shuffled off his pants, revealing the big bulge in his beige boxers. If I hadn’t quite believed it before, now I had no doubt: when he lowered the boxers he revealed his massive package, which stood hard and ready, easily the biggest cock I’d ever seen. Yeah, I’d probably pen a verse or two about it before the night was done.






He lifted my thighs, his biceps bulging as his strength easily carried my weight. He then pulled my body close to his and positioned the tip of his cock against my sopping entrance.






“Think this is more than you can take?” he asked.






“Maybe,” I said, truthfully. Long and impossibly thick, I’d never had such a large member try to penetrate me. Yet, my pussy dripped eagerly, and I knew I needed him to make it fit. “Let’s find out.”






Derek grunted a laugh, then guided me onto the tip of his magnificent specimen. I gasped as it entered, and Derek held me so that I could get used to his thickness. Every time he felt I was ready he let me sink onto his rod a little further. After another moan, he knew to continue. This pattern seemed to go on and on, this cock felt like it never ended. Every time I didn’t think it could go deeper he found another inch to drive inside. My walls clenched down on his shaft as my pussy hungered to take in Derek as far as he could go.






When at last he was all the way in, he groaned blissfully and began to thrust. Like a machine shifting into gear, his motion became rhythmic and tireless. I howled blissfully as his instrument pounded me for what felt like an eternity. Euphoria sang in me from head to toe as the throb from the flogging mingled with the bliss of his cock, eliciting a sense of pleasure I’d never felt before.






I could have written off the whole thing to Derek’s superior manhood, but I knew that wasn’t it: the punishment I’d endured made the whole thing far more exhilarating, as did the bondage. Knowing I was at Derek’s mercy made the experience far more potent. From the sounds he made, the iron-like hardness of his cock and the pure strength of his body, I knew Derek could keep this up for a long, long time, and I would be his to play with until he was finished. Not only did I not mind the idea, it sent a fresh surge of arousal through me, and suddenly I was on the cusp of climaxing.






“I’m going to come,” I said.






“Not yet,” he commanded.






“Huh?” I breathed, stunned by his order. I don’t know why I announced that I was on the verge — it was something I’d always done. But nobody had ever told me not to before.






“Hold it,” he said. “Until I tell you otherwise.”






“I don’t know… if I can,” I panted, the powerful bliss rising inside me faster and faster.






“You better,” he warned. I shuddered, intimidated and excited at the same time.






Holding back the pressure immediately became my sole focus; I had no idea how long he’d want me to delay the orgasm, which would clearly be massive when it came. I tried not to think about that; instead I turned my thoughts to the burning in my muscles: my arms had hung from the cuffs for so long, and now they were screaming to be let out. Yet, even that didn’t help much, as the pain fed into my arousal and brought on a wave of ecstasy I could barely keep at bay.






Maybe it was the look of desperation in my eyes or the tormented whine in my moans, but Derek finally took pity and announced, “You can come.”






Relief flooded through me as I let it all go. I felt a rush that powered through me like a train, though that may have been Derek, who began pumping harder and faster than he had before, fueling an explosive orgasm that left me howling in ecstasy. My fluids rolled down my thighs as a powerful spasm shook me. I panted so fast I nearly hyperventilated, trying to keep up with the roar of bliss thundering through every cell in my body.






I looked into Derek’s eyes, wondering how close he was to release, but the enjoyment in his expression reminded me of somebody out for a nice jog on a brisk morning. He wasn’t there yet at all, and so he kept pounding. The wet slaps of my body against his filled the dungeon and the heat generated by our intertwined bodies caused the air conditioning to kick on. The cool rush of air seemed to breathe fresh energy into both of us, and Derek responded to it by increasing his pace even further.






The feeling of his massive cock driving into me turned into an all-out maelstrom of joy as I barely could tell apart one thrust from the next. I began to come again and again, sobbing as the unstoppable bliss overwhelmed my mind and body. Derek was starting to inhale deeply and rapidly, and I knew even he was nearing his peak.






“You think… I’m almost… finished… with you?” he panted, grinning. “Not… even… close.” And with that he groaned, his hot load spilling into my chamber.






I shrieked as one last, intense orgasm rocked into me. Derek gave me a few final thrusts, letting my tight hole milk every last drop out of his tip, and then finally he stopped. Holding my waist with one arm, he released the buckles on the cuffs that held my wrists, then caught me as my knees gave out and I fell into his grip.






The last thing I felt before passing out was something cool and soft surrounding me, and then there was nothing.






—






When I woke, every part of me felt airy and light. I’d never been screwed like that before in my life, and my pussy still throbbed pleasantly. After a minute I realized I was lying on the bed I’d seen when we first entered the dungeon. I wasn’t in cuffs, though I was still naked. Sitting next to me, wearing just his boxers, was Derek.






“Hi,” I said.






“Hey.” He set down his phone, which he’d been reading from while I was out. “How you feeling?”






“Amazing,” I said.






“How’s your ass?”






I reached down and rubbed my cheek, wincing as the soreness reached my senses. “It hurts, but in a good way.”






“I figured. Turn over, onto your front.”






I did as he said and found it did relieve the sting. He produced a tube from a nightstand next to the bed and poured a cream of some kind into this hand. He rubbed my ass cheeks with it, and soon I felt a nice soothing effect on the skin. At the same time, the front of his boxers lifted; touching me had refueled his arousal.






He put the ointment away, then opened another cabinet and pulled out two bottles of water. To my surprise, they were nice and cold. We drank them down thirstily; it was easily the most refreshing drink I’d ever enjoyed.






“Tell me, Nina: if I hadn’t approached you at the club, where would you be right now?”






Derek brushed my hair back; it was a mess, but I didn’t mind.






“Back at the hotel with the rest of the band, probably. Maybe still at the club, drinking.”






“You travel a lot to perform.”






It wasn’t a question, so I said nothing. Though I was hardly a huge star, I had enough of a following that I could travel the country with the band and get good gigs. My agent felt I could break it big with the right album and marketing.






“This is your third visit to my city this year. Only, I don’t know where you call home.”






“Cleveland,” I said.






“How appropriate,” Derek said, getting up and searching his wall of restraints for something. “How do you like it there?”






“I like it just fine, thank you,” I snapped. I didn’t want to get into it about Cleveland with a man like Derek, who lived in a penthouse and rode in a limo and wore a jeweled watch as big as a dinner plate.






Derek selected a bundle of rope from the wall and brought it back to the bed. “Sit up,” he said. “Put your arms behind your back.”






My eyes widened as he separated out several lengths of rope from the bundle; I did as instructed, aroused and intrigued. The cuffs he’d restrained me in before had been so simple, though effective, and I’d heard of people using cuffs during sex before. I’d seen the fuzzy pairs they sold at adult video stores, though they always seemed silly to me. The rope looked anything but. He didn’t mess around either: he measured out the cords with complete confidence. Clearly, he knew how to use them.






“I’m glad you travel as often as you do, Nina,” he said. “It meant I didn’t have to wait as long for a chance at tying you up.” He took my wrists and started knotting a band around them, securing them so tightly I knew I had no chance of breaking free. Immediately I felt the churning in my core and the telltale drip of my fluids.






“Why me?” I asked. “Surely you can find someone local who likes this stuff.”






Derek laughed. “Would you believe me if I told you I had another girl tied up in my bedroom?”






I giggled too, surprisingly turned on by the idea. “Probably, yeah.”






He gave my ass a smack. “Maybe next time.” He pulled my wrists to the small of my back, forcing me to bend my elbows, then began tying rope all around my torso, forming a harness around my chest and binding my wrists in place. The rope felt smooth but tight, constricting my body. When he was done I tested out the bonds and found I couldn’t get loose, of course.






Derek pulled me to the edge of the bed so my legs could hang off, then lowered his boxers. “You’re a musician, Nina, so I want you to use your mouth.”






I smiled at him, then opened my lips to accept his thick tip. I wasn’t one to give just anyone the pleasure of my mouth; only a man who I felt really earned it. Maybe I loved his music, or he’d made me laugh so hard I cramped; in Derek’s case, he’d given me a series of orgasms so blissful I never thought I’d come down from them.






So, it was me, for once, who got to surprise him, as I took his shaft deep into my mouth and throat and held it there, sucking hard as my lips sealed on his meaty rod. A rock musician’s lung capacity shouldn’t be underestimated, but Derek must have, because his eyes widened in delight as my tongue rubbed the length of him while I still sucked. When I finally let up, I inhaled furiously, then set back to work, taking him in and out until he jerked and twitched with pleasure. I moaned eagerly when he grabbed my hair and forced his cock all the way in. My mouth felt stretched so wide it hurt my jaw, but I suppressed my gag reflex and sucked happily.






“Oh shit,” he said as he climaxed. He nearly didn’t have time to pull out, but he withdrew just in time and squeezed off his seed, painting my face with the milky load. Hot spurts landed in my hair and all across my face. I held my tongue out to lick off the remainder. I panted as I tasted him, and when he was done he sat back down and pulled my head back to rest on his chest.






“You give an awesome blow job, you know that?” he said.






“Yeah, no shit.”






He grabbed one of my breasts and pinched the nipple between his fingers. I whimpered as fresh pain arced through my chest.






“Is that any way to reply to a compliment?” he asked.






“No no, I’m sorry,” I said, though I wasn’t sure if I really wanted him to stop or not. Like the spanking, I found the pain to be enjoyable once I got used to it.






“That’s better,” he said, flipping me onto my back and setting me down on the bed. From his wall of toys he selected a magic wand vibrating massager and showed it to me. “I expect you know what this is.”






“Yes.” I had one at home in my apartment, and one in my suitcase at the hotel. I’d lost one in Seattle, another in Santa Fe. I’d lost a few in Los Angeles…






“You enjoy using it?”






“Very much,” I replied.






“Good.” He picked up another length of rope and tied it around the device, then pressed it against my clit. I waited in anticipation, mentally urging him to turn it on, but instead he tied my legs together, forcing the toy to stay put. I tried to stay patient as he continued tying my knees and ankles, and soon I was fully bound. I panted hungrily as the complete bondage rocketed my arousal to new heights. The rope felt incredible around my body, and the overwhelming sense of futility as I struggled brought on a wave of bliss.






However, Derek wasn’t quite ready to activate the vibrator. He went to the wall for one more item: a pair of clips of some kind. Connected by a thin, metal chain, they dangled from his outstretched finger, giving me a good look at them. I said nothing, entranced by the devilish grin on his face. Then he held the clips open and let them close on my nipples.






I shrieked as agony lit my chest like twin bolts of lightning. Though the torment fed my arousal, the pain did not subside like it did after a spanking. The clamps were stuck on my sensitive nips and, to make the sensation worse, Derek held the chain connecting them and tugged it just enough to intensify the pain. Looking down I could see my nipples being pulled outward, lifting my breasts with them; I moaned as the pain spread like an electrical fire.






Yet, just when I was about to complain about the pain, Derek turned on the massager. Suddenly the torment was replaced, the steady motion of the machine making my clit harden. I fantasized about Derek leaving me in this dungeon of his, the vibrator locked against my sensitive flesh and my chest suffering without succor.






“Tell me what you’re feeling right now,” he said, kissing my cheek, then resting his head against mine.






I looked into his brilliant eyes. “Bliss… suffering… together.”






“What else?”






“What would happen… if you left me like this… for hours. I’d be… ohhhh… powerless… to stop you.”






I imagined it, trapped in a cycle of orgasm and recovery, but without the possibility of a proper break. I almost wanted him to do it, to see what it would be like, but instead he stood there, watching.






“That’s pretty hot, Nina. Even if I didn’t realize you were that kinky.”






“Me… neither.”






Derek kissed my forehead, then caressed my breasts. “Let’s try it for a little while. I’ll be back soon.”






I couldn’t believe he’d actually do it, but then that was how Derek seemed to operate. “You can come, by the way. Don’t hold back on my account.”






“Thanks,” I said, drawing the single syllable out across two breaths, unable to convey my sarcasm in just one.






He couldn’t have been gone for more than 20 minutes, but time was hard to tell when you were tied up and coming over and over. For all I knew, he never even left — he could have just stayed out of view behind the bed, but if he was there he didn’t say anything.






Tied past the point of any movement aside from twisting and struggling, I turned until I was resting on my side, which relieved the weight from my tied arms. I gasped as ecstasy blasted through me, my juices spilling into the sheets as one orgasm after another welled up and burst.






I was only able to maintain my balance on my side for so long, and after a while I fell, landing on my front. A moan elicited by the fresh pain in my breasts graduated into a scream as the vibrator was pushed harder against my punished clit. I turned my head so I could pant, then let loose a wail of unchecked euphoria as I writhed in place.






This seemed to go on forever, and I learned without a doubt that being left to suffer the pain and pleasure of unstoppable forced orgasms was as effective a torture one could devise. Thankfully, Derek soon returned; he flipped me over in one quick move, lifting me like I weighed nothing. He shut off the vibrator, then removed the nipple clamps. I screamed as they came off, not realizing that blood would return to the poor pinched nips and bring with it a new source of pain. Derek quickly brought his mouth to bear on one nipple, sucking on it. I wasn’t sure whether this was to sooth the pain or exacerbate it, but either way I moaned as his tongue danced across my punished skin.






“Enjoy yourself, Nina?”






“I think so,” I said. My mind was like a ball of static: just noise and light. Somebody needed to adjust the tuner and bring me back.






He took something from the wall but stashed it in the nightstand before I could see it. He picked me up by my shoulders and turned me over, laying me out over his knees. My toes curled as I felt his strong hands clasp my flesh. I’d never been manhandled like a doll before, but I loved it. Derek’s strength and my compact frame made it easy for me to feel like a toy in his possession. The idea appealed to me on a level I didn’t quite understand, something I’d have to sort out through song.






Part of me wanted to break out of the ropes and run straight to the closest recording studio. I could have composed a dozen songs on the spot, I felt so charged with energy. I knew I’d be expressing these new desires in my music, like a siren’s call to the dominant men like Derek able to understand its message.






Not that I expected I’d ever meet anyone truly like Derek.






Now laid out over Derek’s lap, my ass stuck out in the air, I whimpered as he stuck his finger between my legs and found my soaked pussy.






“Nina, I’m guessing you don’t let that many strangers take you to bed,” he said, tapping my bottom softly.






“No.”






“Why is that?” he asked. “You’re young, you’re beautiful. On the road, surrounded by opportunity. Do you just not meet any men who appeal to you, or is it something else?”






It was hard to think of an answer with his hand probing for my g-spot, but I tried to focus. “Nobody… like you,” I managed.






“Sure,” he said, loosening the knots in the ropes binding my legs. “Maybe you should tour around here more often,” he suggested. “I’d hate to think of you not being able to get what you need.”






He was right, I realized. There was no going back after this. I’d never be satisfied by some average-looking guy who wouldn’t think to spank me unless I told him to. I needed a man like Derek, a man who took control in the bedroom and took what he wanted. A man who would tie me, use me and own me. Just like the song. Derek had heard it loud and clear. I don’t know how I didn’t.






“I’ll talk to the guys. This is a fun city. They won’t mind.”






“Good,” he said, releasing my legs and setting aside the vibrator. “Now, I think we have time for one more round, don’t you?”






“Please,” I said, loving the submissive tone of my voice.






“All right, but this time you’re going to give me the one thing you haven’t yet.” He took out the toy he’d picked up and showed it to me: a long black dildo of some kind. Its glossy surface shone all the way down to its flared base. Derek reached into the nightstand and took out a bottle of lubricant and spread it out over the toy, then pushed my legs apart.






“Are you ready?” he asked, and I realized what he had in mind.






“I am.” I trusted him to know what my body wanted and could handle. I’d already surprised myself with how much pain I could endure; I had no intention of stopping now.






On instinct I clenched tightly when I felt the cool toy press against my tender bud.






“Relax,” said Derek.






I forced myself to do as he said, and let my tender bud open enough for him to slip the tip of the plug inside. I moaned as it spread the tight hole, but Derek gave me time to adjust to the intrusion. I’d had an occasional finger find its way into my rear, but never anything as thick or hard as the plug. Every time Derek worked it an inch deeper I gasped and moaned, enjoying the feeling of being filled coupled with the new soreness. Eventually it sank deep enough that the widest section of the toy found its way in, thus causing the rest of the toy to follow until stopped by the wide base. I sucked in my breath as the sudden insertion shorted my circuits for a moment.






“Perfect fit,” he said. “Like it?”






“Yes,” I panted, quivering as I clenched down on the toy. It felt so solid inside me, painful yet comfortable. I felt like I could enjoy keeping it inside for hours.






He turned me over one more time, and when he did I felt the plug shift within, eliciting new jolts as it jostled. He pulled me into the center of the bed, then got up. From the wall he chose some kind of toy, a red, rubber ball with two black straps attached to it. He held it up to my lips and said, “Open.”






I complied, then tasted the rubber as he wedged the ball between my teeth. “Lift your head,” he added, slipping the straps behind my neck and buckling them there. He pulled until the gag was tightly lodged in my mouth. “Try to spit it out.” I pressed against it with my tongue, but it wasn’t going anywhere.






Closing my eyes, I squirmed and absorbed the multitude of strange new sensations. I’d never had either my mouth or ass filled in such a way, and I grunted excitedly as I enjoyed their spell on me. They would reside in me until Derek opted to remove them, and I relished that he could have such an effect without even physically touching me.






I felt the bed shift around me, and when I opened my eyes Derek was straddling my body, raised up by his arms. “Nina, you’re everything I thought you’d be, based on your music. I look forward to your next recording with great curiosity.”






You and me both
, I thought, laughing through the gag.






“Now, sing for me.”






And then I felt it: his massive erection had found my eager orifice, slick with my own juices. I shuddered blissfully as he inserted himself, this time without the caution. Despite his incredible size, he slid in easily, my chasm eager to be used.






Sighing through the gag, I started to moan, then sob as Derek began to thrust harder and harder. I could feel his cock pressing against the plug in my rear, another new and intoxicating sensation, and just wanted to feel that feeling forever. It was like discovering a flavor so exotic and delicious you couldn’t believe you’d never tried it before. I never imagined I could find a pleasure so pure and powerful, and if not for Derek, I doubt it would have ever happened.






I thrashed in the ropes and his embrace as he hammered my greedy pussy, drool escaping my lips and trailing down my cheek. The euphoria was so intense I thought I might pass out, and I still hadn’t come. Looking in his eyes, I knew Derek wanted me to hold it at bay, so I did.
 Please
, I implored with my expression. He had to know how hard it was for me to delay the orgasm that was building.






“Mmm,” I hummed. “Mmm.”






“You want… to come?” he asked, speeding up his rhythm, blitzing my brain with ecstasy.






“Mmm!”






“Then… you may.”






Relief flushed through me as I let the orgasm break. I screamed through the gag — which did little to quiet the sound — and quaked as my juices gushed. I felt my consciousness lift through the sky, up into the clouds, someplace far away. I was in subspace, and all I could perceive was the bliss of Derek and his manipulation of my body. Somewhere back on Earth he continued to slam into me, an engine of hot sex that kept turning and never grew tired. It could have taken him an hour to come or a day; it all felt the same to me.






When he finally came, I screamed out one last time as he shot me full of his seed. I closed my legs as soon as he pulled out, locking in his warmth, as if I could take it with me. When I passed out, I felt the warm trickle as it slowly escaped and I thought,
 Damn. I’ll have to come back for more.






—






Everything but Derek and the buttplug were gone when I woke. I lay face down, and for a minute I felt like a scrambled egg. Once the grogginess cleared, I smiled as I recognized the man who had given me such an unbelievable night.






“Thank you,” I said.






“You’re welcome,” he replied, amused. “I had a great time. I’ve met some kinky, submissive women, but you’re something else.”






“Really?” I was genuinely surprised.






“Oh, I’ve only scratched the surface with you, I can tell.”






I blushed, though it seemed a bit late for that.






Late…






“What time is it?” I asked.






“Past three. You’re welcome to stay over, of course,” he offered.






“No, I have to get back. We’re hitting the road for our next stop in — fuck — two hours.”






I started to get up, but felt the plug in my ass. I reached to pull it out, but Derek grabbed my wrist.






“Don’t,” he said, letting go. He handed me my panties and jeans. “I want you to have that, as a gift, but only if you agree to take it out later.”






I looked at him for a moment, waiting to see if he might be joking, but when his face didn’t slip into a smile I knew he meant it.
 So be it.






I took my thong and slipped it on; the g-string clung to the plug’s base, holding it in. Then I took the jeans and began the difficult job of putting them on. Having an intrusion in my ass didn’t make it any easier, but after a few minutes of struggling I got them on.






“Here,” said Derek, tossing me a white t-shirt. “I hope you didn’t like that blouse too much.”






I grinned. “An ex gave it to me. Fuck it. I only wore it because it looked good.”






“I’ll buy you a much nicer replacement next time you’re in town,” Derek promised.






“Thanks, I’d like that.” Standing up I teetered on my feet for a moment, then found my balance. My legs were weak, and my ass hurt, but I loved it all.






“My driver will take you to your hotel, or wherever you’d like to go,” he said, leading me out of the dungeon and through his penthouse. I collected my purse and gave him a card with my number on it.






“I’ll call you,” I said. “When I’m back in town.”






He pulled me against him and kissed me; we held each other for a time, lips locked and tongues dancing. A man in a suit at one of my shows; I still had trouble believing everything that had happened.






We continued to kiss in the elevator down to the ground floor, in the lobby of his building and out on the street until the limo pulled up.






“Have a good night, Derek,” I said.






“See you soon, Nina,” he replied, giving my ass one last squeeze.






“You bet.”






He shut the door to the limo and I watched him as the car drove off. Sitting down with the plug still inside was uncomfortable, but I enjoyed the twinges of pain as the limo slowed down, sped up or turned a corner.






When Derek was out of sight, I took out my phone and scrolled through the messages. As I groaned at the flood of texts, it rang.






“Nina, where are you?” It was Chuck, my bassist.






“On my way to the hotel. I’ll be there soon.”






“Okay, great,” he said. “Have a nice night?”






“Yeah,” I said. “Hey, how would you feel about basing the band here instead of Cleveland?”






There was a short pause, then he said, “That might be cool.”






“Good,” I said. “That’s good.”
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Mason carried me through the door and waited for his eyes adjust to the low light before setting me down on the bed. Once I was comfortable, he flicked the lights on and shut the door behind him, pushing it slowly so that I could see it closing.






He reached into his pouch again and pulled out a second pair of handcuffs and a small, metal key. He picked up my wrists and unlocked one of the cuffs, then reconnected the lock around the metal bar of my bed’s headboard. He set the key down on top of my nightstand, a stubby, wooden box that was barely big enough for an alarm clock and my phone.






My heart raced as I tugged against the cuff, but to no avail. Mason smiled devilishly as he fixed my other hand using the second set of cuffs, leaving my arms totally bound and spread. I’d been tied up before, but never like this; not naked, resting on an otherwise comfortable bed.






Any last remaining doubts I had about doing this disappeared when Mason pulled his tank top off over his head. His body could have been carved out of wood. After living on a farm for years, I’d seen men with all kinds of cut physiques, but they didn’t have Mason’s looks. He unbuckled his belt, and his pants fell to the floor; as he kicked them aside, I saw his tight, black underpants and the tent formed within. I blanched, realizing how big his manhood must be.
 Is this going to hurt?
 I thought. Then I felt silly, though, because of course it would. Then again, I liked things that hurt, so how bad could this be?






“Having any impure thoughts now?” he asked.






I nodded, barely able to speak, I was so excited.






“You’re very beautiful, Abigail,” he said, climbing onto the bed, and me. “Especially when you’re in bondage. I think I should keep you like this all… night… long.” He planted kisses on my breasts between words, and I gasped at the warm touch. My toes curled as he kissed up and down my neck, reaching my lips. As we kissed I felt his fingers sliding down my stomach, probing their way lower and lower until they reached my wet orifice. I shuddered as he made contact, massaging me until I couldn’t stop moaning. He laughed softly, kissing my cheek as my howls reverberated through the room.






When he stopped touching me there with his hands, I thrashed angrily, not wanting him to stop. In response, I felt a pinch on my nipple, as Mason squeezed it tightly. I shrieked, but settled down.






“I expect you to behave,” said Mason.






“I will! I promise!” Could he tell that I’d agree to anything he said while my nipples were being tortured? It hurt so much, but I would do whatever he wanted as long as he didn’t let go.






“You’re going to tell me what you like, and what you don’t.”






“Okay,” I agreed, though he must have been able to tell on his own.






“You know the difference between good pain and bad pain?”






I shook my head. I thought all of it was bad… and good.






“Good pain is the kind that I control, the kind I cause. Bad pain is unintended. You’ll know it when you feel it. I want you to tell me immediately if there’s any bad pain.”






“I will, thanks.”






I felt a smack against the side of my ass. I sighed, letting the air escape my lungs like I’d taken a satisfying first drag from a cigarette.






“Don’t forget, Abigail: I intend to cause you pain. If you’re mine, you’re going to suffer. But if you didn’t enjoy a little suffering, we wouldn’t be here now, would we?”






“No, sir,” I said…
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“Let’s move this to the bedroom,” he said, after they’d made out for a while.






Rebecca giggled. “Bedroom,” he’d called it. The term was relative. “Okay,” she said.






In one swift move, Harry reached under her and picked her up. She let out a surprised
 whoop
 and then cackled with glee. She was thin and short - petite - but he picked her up like she weighed no more than a pillow. She should have known he was even stronger than he looked.






She looked into his steely eyes as he carried her effortlessly through his workshop to the so-called bedroom. Indeed there was a queen-sized bed, and he gently set her down upon it. Next to the bed was a nightstand, but the resemblance to a real bedroom ended there. No walls separated the area from the rest of the workshop, and there were no lamps or alarm clocks or wardrobes. The bed didn’t have a blanket or comforter, just a mattress, fitted sheet and pillows, all white.






Harry opened the drawer of the nightstand and retrieved a few bundles of rope and a thick, red ball gag. “I have a hard time believing that of all the things at my disposal, this is your favorite,” he said.






“Ropes are like chocolate,” Rebecca replied. “They’re cheap and simple, but they always satisfy.”






“Yes, but then that makes me a master confectioner, and you’re asking for Milk Duds.”






“I like Milk Duds,” Rebecca argued.






“Quiet,” Harry ordered. “Spread your legs.”






Just like that, he was in the zone. He knew what she wanted: dominance. His tone changed from playful and loving to demanding and cruel. There would be no more tender kisses or smooth caresses, not for a while.






With her legs spread and her wet chasm exposed, Harry spooled out a length of rope and tied it around her ankle. He then drew the rope through the bed’s lower headboard and tied it off. Unlike the head and headboards on most beds, this one was custom made by Harry, and it was not a decorate piece of wood with posts on each end. Instead, it consisted of a series of inch-thick metal pipes that formed a grid of hollow squares. This allowed ropes and other binding tools to be fed through the board in a nearly infinite number of ways. Additionally, the contraption was adjustable, and could be lifted up or down, or detached altogether. Harry had also made three more of these boards, and they could be used on any side of the bed, in whatever number necessary. Normally only two were in use.






Harry finished with one ankle and then secured the other. “Hold out your arms,” he said. She did as asked, Harry repeated his bondage work on her wrists, spreading them wide and fastening them to the bed. Each time he tied a wrist, he pulled her forward as far as she could stretch, and he made sure there was no slack in any of the ropes.






Just as Harry described, the technique was simplistic, but as Rebecca pointed out, it was effective. The stringent ropes immobilized her completely, and exposed her sex to whatever pain or pleasure was in store.






Rebecca didn’t know why, but this was what she craved. Being made helpless aroused her like nothing else could. Submitting to the sexual whims of a man like Harry satisfied her on a level some women couldn’t even contemplate…
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