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Content Warnings



This is collection of 5 short erotic stories that includes profanity, and elements of kink such as impact play, knife play, blood play, breath play, restraints, praise, degradation, CGL relationships, wax play, and humiliation and more

As a reminder, this is not to be used as an instruction manual. The things read in these books are fictional and anyone taking part in the practice of BDSM, should do so under the guidance of a trained professional with enthusiastic consent. 
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Vintage Porn at The Pendulum
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I’m at the point in my life where an afternoon matinee alone in the middle of the week was a luxury that didn’t go unnoticed. However, tonight was different. Tonight I was coming to a special event put on by The Pendulum, the most prestigious and exclusive kink club in New York City. I had been a member for only a few months, but everything I learned about the place I had loved. The club’s owners, Mrs. and Mrs. Haynes, were well known in the community for running an establishment that was welcoming to all, and it certainly showed. I had attended a few events to meet others and always enjoyed them, so this week instead of an afternoon matinee I found myself sitting in a theater that had been created in the main playroom of the club. If I hadn’t been there just last week, I never would have believed it was the same room. They’d set up comfortable theater-style chairs in front of a large screen with black fabric draped along the sides of the walls covering many of the toys, implements, and specialty furniture used during normal nights of play.  
I reached for a drink as I passed a naked woman with nothing but a tray of champagne and made my way to my assigned seat. The event was busy already, and I wanted to get comfortable before tonight’s festivities began. They promised us a series of adult films from over the years. Everything from the 1908 movie, A l’Ecu d’or ou la Bonne Auberge, to modern day films. I might be more excited about the viewing than meeting people tonight, but that didn’t matter. If I was lucky, I’d get to do both. 
“Excuse me, I believe that is my seat.”
I looked up to see the face of the man who the deep voice belonged to and was at a loss for words. To say he was the most beautiful human I had ever seen would have been an understatement. Dressed in nothing more than a pair of black slacks and a white button-up dress shirt, he seemed to command the room. His shirt was unbuttoned and his dark brown skin nearly glistened in the low lights. He gave me a small smile as he pointed again to the seat next to me I had been blocking. I shook my head and stood to let him by, but nearly fell into him when my skirt caught on the side of my chair.
“You okay there?” His arms came around me to hold me steady, but it was too late. My body pressed into his, and all I felt was sheer, unadulterated muscle. I looked up at him again, but this time he bent his head and whispered into my ear, “You smell amazing.”
My grip tightened around him without me knowing, and I realized I still hadn’t said a word. “I... I’m sorry, sir.”
“I prefer Daddy, but we could work on that.”
His mischievous smile and wink nearly undid me as he stepped back and maneuvered me back into my seat before taking his. I watched as he reached into his pocket and checked a few messages before silencing his phone. The lights dimmed around us, and the screen started up, finally saving me from an unforgivable moment of gawking. A l’Ecu d’or ou la Bonne Auberge began and the short film took only minutes as the maid, who got caught pleasuring herself by her employers, was then railed by the husband. The threesome spent the rest of the film switching off. The film was old but still hot as hell and I was enjoying it more than I had thought I would.
It wasn’t until the second film began that I felt his first touch. His fingers danced along the side of my thigh, just under the armrest that separated the two of us. His eyes were still on the screen as I looked over. I looked down to make sure I hadn’t lost my mind and sure enough, his long fingers were making their way over the top of my thigh and caressed the soft skin between my legs. I looked forward and tried to control my breathing as his fingers moved closer and closer to my core, when suddenly he reached over and lifted the armrest so he could access what he wished.
Never in my life had I experienced anything like this. Pure lust ran through me and the nameless stranger that was sitting next to me was like something out of a dream. I uncrossed my legs, welcoming his touch and looked over just in time to catch a small smile cross his face.
“Watch the movie, little girl.”
The low timbre of his voice hit me just as his long fingers grazed my panties. I was soaked and there was no hiding it. Truth was, I didn’t want to hide it. I needed him to know how badly I wanted this, needed this. It had been far too long and the idea of meeting a complete stranger tonight just added to my excitement. I closed my eyes to the sensation of his touch and heard him again.
“Do you have problems following instructions?”
“No, sir.” My response was immediate as my eyes shot open and I refocused on the movie. Two bodies were moving in tandem, one screaming out their release, while the other had a possessed look about him as he pumped in and out of her body, reaching for his own climax. My stranger’s fingers slid between my wet folds slowly. He gently circled my clit in the most tantalizing way. It was the kind of teasing I did on my own when I wanted to drag things out, and I loved everything about it.
“Come here.” He pulled me to him with his other arm, and helped me into his lap while never slowing the teasing ministrations of his fingers. My back was to his chest as I sat in his lap. Each of my legs fell over his and if anyone looked back, they could see quite a show. I laid my head back onto his shoulder and moaned softly as he dipped two fingers into my core.
“Mmmm, that tight little pussy is going to feel amazing as it clenches around my cock.”
I whimpered out a response and turned my head toward his as he captured my lips with a kiss that ignited a fire deep within my soul. A connection this intense was like something you’d see in a film like the ones we were watching.
“Does that excite you, little girl? Do you want my cock deep inside this pussy of yours?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Where?”
“Here.”
“Here? Just like this?”
“Yes.”
He adjusted his hold on me, tearing my panties from my body before undoing his belt and zipper to pull his cock out. I had nothing to go on other than the feel beneath me since I was still facing the screen, but when he leaned my body forward and lifted my hips, I knew I was in for trouble. He was huge, but I was slick with need. I felt him slide his hard shaft between my folds, coating himself in my juices, and then without warning he began pushing himself deep inside of me.
“Just breathe, in and out,” he coaxed as his hand wrapped back around me and he massaged my clit, willing me to relax. “That’s it, just like that.”
His encouraging words excited me. I wanted to please this man. The burning sensation of him stretching me wider and wider was both painful and pleasurable. I wanted more, all of him, and quickly, but it appeared he was the one in control tonight and all I had to do was follow his lead. Inch by inch, he pushed until finally he was completely inside of me. I felt his arm wrap around my waist and he pulled me back up to him, completely changing the angle and feel of his rock hard cock. I gasped and his hand came over my mouth as the other played with my clit, pushing me closer and closer to the impending climax I was desperate for.
I glanced around the room and saw we weren’t the only ones in a state of semi-undress. The adult film festival was clearly a hit, and it made me smile.
“Do you like knowing they could see you?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Only this once. After tonight, this pussy will only be mine and no one else gets to enjoy what’s mine.”
The possessiveness in his voice made me whimper again like a lovesick puppy.
That’s when he began to move. His hips thrust up from below as he held on, moving me in tandem with his movements below. My hands came up, and I grasped my breasts. Pulling and pinching at them when I felt his mouth come down on my neck. The sensations were overwhelming. His firm grasp, his large cock, my hand, his mouth… it was all too much. Even the feel of my clothes rubbing against my body all seemed like they were working against me and I was about to come undone.
“That’s it,” he growled into my ear. “That’s my good girl.”
“Sir, I’m so close. I can’t stop it.”
“Don’t,” he ground out as his breathing and movements increased.
Thrust after thrust, he hit deep within me as those all too familiar sensations ran through my body and then, without warning, I crashed. The fire burned deep within my core and exploded out into every nerve ending in my body. He held his hand over my mouth as I screamed out my release, since I had grown oblivious to everyone around me. His movements hadn’t stopped and only seemed to drive my climax higher and higher until finally he fell over the cliff he had been teetering on. His teeth sunk into my shoulder as he growled out his release, coating my insides with his seed.
When it was over, I didn’t dare move. I couldn’t even if I wanted to. My body was putty in this man’s hands as he held me tightly to him and his cock pulsed deep inside of me.
“Now that was one for the record books,” he said with a small laugh. “Do you think we will still make it home in time for the sitter?”
I turned my head and looked up at my husband. “Maybe we should text her and let her know we’ll be late.”
I gave him a wink and his lips met mine. When he planned nights like these, I realized how lucky I was. We never had a spark. We had a fire that burned deep and needed to be unleashed often. 
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