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Chapter One, Securing the Room and Ropes

 

With his Audi A4 parked in front, David, barely out of his teens, burst into the seedy motel room with the energy of a man on a mission, the brown paper bag hitting the table with a dull thud. His eyes, wild with anticipation, darted straight to the bed. He dropped to his knees, the carpet rough against his skin, and peered underneath. That queen size bedframe was more than just a piece of furniture; it was the linchpin of his long-nurtured, dirty fantasies, the kind that had kept him up at night, his mind racing with possibilities.

Dirt and stains be damned, David didn't give a flying fuck about the state of the carpet. He was on a mission, his body low to the ground, his face inches from the filth. The underbelly of the bed was a testament to neglect, a graveyard of dust bunnies and forgotten filth, but David's focus was laser-sharp. He needed to confirm if the legs of the bedframe were accessible, his heart pounding with the thought of what he planned to do with them.

A grin of pure satisfaction split David's face as he eyed the four sturdy legs of the bedframe, each one a potential anchor for the ropes he had in mind. "Fuck yeah!" he exclaimed, the thrill of his plan coming together echoing in his voice, the room's grimy atmosphere doing nothing to dampen his spirits.

David's heart raced with the thrill of being one step closer to his deepest, most carnal fantasy, to be bound, spread-eagled, utterly helpless, and at the mercy of a dominating woman. He'd dreamed of this for so long, the thought of ropes cutting into his skin, the vulnerability, the anticipation of her touch. She would tickle him, her nails raking over his skin, teasing him to the brink of madness. Then, the ultimate submission, her mouth working him, bringing him to the edge only to pull back, the torment exquisite. She'd ride him, her body claiming his, until he was utterly spent, his fantasy realized in the most raw, unfiltered way.

The few girls David had trusted enough to share his desires with had either looked at him with judgment, their eyes narrowing with disdain at the thought of tying him up, or they simply weren't interested, leaving his fantasy unfulfilled. For a long time, he'd gone without, the yearning growing stronger, a secret hunger gnawing at him, waiting for the right woman to take the reins and make his dreams a reality.

Even if it meant paying for the company of that woman.

But now, with the bedframe checked and the ropes ready, David was tantalizingly close to living out his long-held fantasy.

Just one thing was missing, the woman.

But she was on the way, and with each passing second, the anticipation built, the room charged with the electricity of what was to come.

A friend of a friend of a friend had hooked him up with the number of a call girl. The time was set, 2pm sharp at Mel's Motor Manor Motel, just off exit 236. The anticipation was palpable, the countdown to his fantasy's fulfillment ticking away.

David arrived thirty minutes early, eager to claim his spot. After texting the call girl dubbed Krazy Kris that he'd be in room 12 at the roadside dump, he rushed to inspect the bed and its frame once more. Satisfied that he could be bound to it with ease, he felt a surge of excitement, his body responding as he walked towards the table, his erection growing with the anticipation of what was to come.

David did a quick once-over of the motel room. It was old, the kind of place where the smell of cleaner couldn't mask the underlying funk, and the so-called fresh sheets did little to disguise the musty odor. The bed, though a fixed object, looked like it had been through the wringer, driven a million miles by countless weary travelers and couples bent on out of the way quickies. The place was run down, but for the price, it was exactly what he expected.

At the table, David grabbed the paper bag, moved to the bed, and upended it. Four strands of nylon rope tumbled out, landing with a soft thud on the bedspread. He got to work, tying each length of rope to the legs of the bedframe, giving each a firm tug after securing the knots, ensuring the frame would hold when things got wild, when he'd need to struggle. Despite the room's shabbiness, the bedframe was solid, unyielding. As he tied each rope, he couldn't help but wonder how many others had been in this position, how many hookers had been bound here, or how many had tied up men like him. Once a rope was secured at one end, he tossed the free end onto the bed, ready for what was to come.

After securing the last rope to the last leg of the bedframe, David heard a knock at the door. Confusion washed over him. Could it be Kris? He glanced at the bolted-down clock on the nightstand. If it was her, she was twenty minutes early, which threw off his meticulously planned timeline.

He didn't hear a car, which added to his confusion. Who could it be if not Kris?

"Yeah?" David called out, his voice dropping to a deeper, more authoritative tone than usual. 

"David. It's Kris. Let me in." 

What was she doing here so early? But at that moment, he really didn't care. Adrenaline surged through him as he rushed towards the door.

 




Chapter Two, $200 in Twenties

 

David's face flushed with heat as he approached the door, his hands slick with sweat, fumbling to unlock it. A twinge of excitement pulsed between his legs, the anticipation of what the woman on the other side was about to do to him sending shivers down his spine.

He opened the door, and there she was, her blue eyes piercing, belonging to a hot MILF in a tight tank top, the outline of a black bra visible beneath, paired with a black leather miniskirt. Over her shoulder, she carried a small black leather purse. She grinned, eyeing him up and down, "So, you're David?"

David, struck dumb by the sight of the hot MILF prostitute, could only nod like a fool. "Uh. Yeah!" he managed to stammer out.

Kris flashed him a wicked smile. "All right then." Without waiting for an invitation, as was her way with these young tricks, she took charge, pushing past yet another eager young man who needed the firm touch of an older woman. "Close the door behind me," she commanded, her voice leaving no room for hesitation.

As Kris strutted past him, David caught a whiff of her perfume, mingled with the faint scent of cigarettes. While she surveyed the motel room, he took the opportunity to drink in her form, his eyes tracing the contours of her hourglass figure from the messy allure of her hair down to her black leather knee-high boots, each detail adding to his growing excitement.

Kris strutted around the room, her eyes catching the ropes tied to the bed, her demeanor both playful and cautious as she scanned for any signs of danger. "So I'm tying you up, huh?" she asked, her voice a mix of amusement and curiosity. Then, she turned around, locking eyes with her young trick, her gaze intense and commanding.

David felt a giant lump form in his throat. This was the first time he'd ever been this close to such a hot MILF, discussing his deepest fantasy, bondage. "Uh, yes. Yes! I already tied the ends to the bedframe," he said, his voice tinged with nervous excitement as he picked up a length of rope from the bed to demonstrate.

Kris glanced at the ropes on the bed, then took the rope from David's hand, her fingers deliberately brushing against his, sending a shiver through him. "We have to talk business first," she said, her voice firm, setting the tone for what was to come.

"Right!" David exclaimed, rushing to grab his wallet from the back pocket of his jeans. He pulled out a wad of twenties, counting them out until he reached the agreed-upon sum of two hundred dollars, which he handed over to Kris.

Kris folded the bills with deliberate slowness, her movements seductive, stuffing them into her little black purse before placing it on the dresser. "Well... get undressed," she commanded sharply, her tone snapping him out of his daze.

Putting his wallet in his back pocket, David snapped to attention, his movements hurried and clumsy as he undressed himself in front of this hot MILF, his fingers fumbling with buttons and zippers, the anticipation making him all thumbs.

Kris watched with a slight smirk as the gawky boy undressed, her eyes taking in his nervous energy. Though often tired of her tricks' antics, she never lost interest in watching these sexually awkward, inexperienced boys strip down with haste, eager to get to the action. Their inexperience made them all the more fun to torment, and to pull fast ones on.

As David nearly stumbled while taking off his pants, Kris asked with a hint of amusement, "So I take it you want to be tied spread eagled?"

David, without missing a beat, replied, "Uh, spread eagled on the bed. Yes!" He put his jeans over the back of the chair at the table.

"So, your arms and legs tied to each corner of the bed?" she clarified, her voice teasing.

David, now stripped of his underwear, revealing his rock-hard erection, confirmed, "Yeah. Arms and legs tied to each corner of the bed. That's what I've dreamed about."

Kris's eyes traveled up and down David's body. He was slender, almost devoid of body hair, with no trace of body fat. The only hair on him was a neat little patch of curly pubic hair at the base of his hard cock. "Dreamed about, huh?" she mused, acknowledging in a polite way what he was paying her for.

"Oh yeah," David
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