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All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.

Cover photo is by Christian Buehner: https://unsplash.com/@christianbuehner

Honest reviews are always appreciated. Loved it? Hated it? Can't decide what to make of it? Leave a rating and let the world know!

This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each reader. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please visit your favorite eBook retailer to purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
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"You're gorgeous like this, you know," Mal murmurs, and the words soothe along Freddy's skin like a balm. "Spread out and helpless. I could do anything to you."

Freddy shivers, greedy anticipation rushing down his spine at this pronouncement. Mal could do anything to him. Anything at all, and Freddy would be powerless to stop him. Never mind how much bigger and stronger Mal is, how easily he can overpower Freddy even in the absence of extra restraints. Tonight he has Freddy bound in unyielding rope, defenseless and naked on the floor, desperate to be claimed.

And Freddy can't even beg Mal to touch him—to hurt him—because of the rubbery gag filling his mouth almost far enough to make him choke, a strap buckled snugly at the back of his head to keep it in place.

The carpet of Mal's living room is a scratchy texture beneath Freddy's naked backside, and it sets off a flare of pain every time he shifts in place, aggravating all the feverish welts from the long and torturous caning. God, the sensations are delicious. He'll be remembering this for days, every time he sits down and has to fight not to squirm.

Going to work on Monday will be a nightmare, and he can't fucking wait.

But now, in this moment, he finds himself holding his breath as Mal kneels possessively between the clumsy splay of his legs. Mal is still fully clothed, apparently unbothered by the erection straining his inseam. He moves like a man who has all the time in the world, and Freddy breathes a muffled sound, pleading without the capacity for words.

"I know." Mal strokes a soothing hand along Freddy's thigh. "I know you want to come. Be good and I'll consider it."

The suggestion that Mal might deny him is enough to make Freddy's cock try—and fail—to swell within the tight confines of the little cage Mal stuffed him into when Freddy was still soft. It's a tiny piece of plastic, so small Freddy can't entirely believe his cock fits inside. It sits snugly against his body, causing an electric thrill of pain every time his cock tries to stiffen with arousal. His balls hang swollen beneath, encircled by a tight metal ring that isn't connected to the cage, throbbing with every beat of his heart.

He whimpers at the seductive slide of pleasure when Mal reaches between his legs and cups his balls in a gentle hand—then sobs when that hand squeezes suddenly, ruthlessly tight. Mal loosens his grip and brushes his thumb softly back and forth in a soothing gesture. All illusion. Freddy knows damn well that Mal is about to hurt him, in ways they haven't indulged in quite a while, and the anticipation leaves him lightheaded.

Freddy does not try to get away. Even when Mal lifts his free hand into a fist and draws his arm back, the position unmistakable, Freddy just spreads his legs wider. Ready. So fucking ready. And when Mal swings hard and punches into his hand, where he holds Freddy's throbbing stones—as though punching a baseball mitt—the howl of pain Freddy shrieks is not accompanied by any effort to pull free.

"Good boy," Mal croons. Then hits him again. The blow of his fist, the dig of hard knuckles, the heat of impact—all of these things shatter across Freddy's senses, and he arches off the floor with a frantic keen. Another blow lands. Another after that. Again and again the force of Mal's fist connects with delicate flesh, and Freddy sobs and squirms and does his best to take it with all the desperate obedience he can muster.

By the time Mal finally stops, the throbbing ache in Freddy's balls is so intense that he barely notices the scrape of carpet beneath his ruined backside. His cock hurts, where the pain has twisted around with contradictory pleasure and left his body trying again and again to stiffen within the tiny cage. When Mal lowers his head and sucks gently, taking one of Freddy's stones into his mouth, then the other, the confused pleasure slides across his senses like pain, and he bucks helplessly in place.

"Hmm." Mal's considering hum tells Freddy nothing about whether or not he will be allowed an orgasm tonight. And then Mal's hands are on his hips, lifting and shoving him, forcing Freddy over onto his stomach with irresistible strength.

The little plastic cage feels bizarre beneath him, a different sort of pressure now that it's being pressed in by the weight of his body. Freddy wriggles, experimenting with the sensation—closing his legs to heighten the trapped feeling—gasping when this movement squashes his abused balls and reminds him just how much he is hurting.

Before he can part his legs again, Mal kneels astride him, knees squeezing Freddy's hips, legs preventing him from spreading wider. Mal's hands drag along welted flesh, obviously savoring the patterns he has marked into Freddy's skin. Admiring his handiwork. Freddy wishes he had remembered to ask Mal to take pictures before Mal forced the gag into his mouth. It's too late now. Maybe next time.

"I'm going to fuck you now," Mal murmurs. "Just like this. I'm not going to loosen you up first. You're lucky I'm even using lube, considering how badly I want to wreck you tonight."

Freddy moans a muffled, wordless noise of agreement, and Mal huffs a fond laugh.

"God, you're shameless." Mal gives his ass a cruel squeeze, and then both hands disappear and Freddy hears the slide of a zipper, the rustle of fabric, the click of a cap. "Don't worry, sweetheart. I'm going to fuck you so hard you won't be able to walk up the stairs to bed."

Yes, Freddy thinks, but of course he can't say it. He can only sob, shaken and eager, when Mal finally spreads Freddy's welted cheeks and lines the blunt tip of his cock up with the tight and waiting rim of Freddy's hole. A heartbeat of vicious anticipation, and then Mal thrusts inside. Freddy screams at the moment of penetration, the agony of being spread open by a thick cock when his body is nowhere near ready for the intrusion. It hurts so goddamn much, and he loves it, tries to take more, but of course he can't move like this. He has no leverage at all, stretched out on his front as he is, arms bound behind him, legs pinned together as Mal's whole body settles on top of him.

Mal is so big and broad that Freddy could disappear beneath him, and the impaling length of his cock keeps driving forward without mercy. He forces deeper into Freddy's body without bothering to give him time to adjust, without making sure he's ready. Of course Freddy isn't ready. He doesn't want to be ready. He wants Mal to make him take it, exactly like this, and the pain of having his dreams so thoroughly satisfied makes him jolt and sob against the floor.

As soon as Mal bottoms out, he withdraws again, cock dragging roughly along Freddy's inner walls. So perfect that for a moment Freddy can't breathe.

Then he slams forward, even faster than before. Driving what little breath is left out of Freddy's lungs, and then establishing a truly merciless pace that fills Freddy so thick and tight that there's no escaping. It's good. It's so dizzyingly, disorientingly good, and Freddy melts
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