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Fred was on his way to see Kristy
again; for the third time this week. They had only recently become
lovers but their friendship was years in the making, and somehow
that was helping. They already knew they could tell each other
everything, and that seemed to carry over to their sexual
relationship as well. From the outset Kristy had been adamant that
she might seem a spitfire outside the bedroom, within she wanted to
be a slut to be used roughly and often painfully.

Tonight she was going to share
something new with him, and he didn’t know what it was going to be.
That was both exciting and nerve wracking as he loved the things
she offered, but always felt a little guilty. She had warned that
he had only begun to learn just how naughty she really liked it,
but that she would get him there, and tried her best to maintain
that it wasn’t for his pleasure at all, but her own.

When he arrived, she was already naked,
as was her want, and on her knees as well. For some reason, this
accentuated the difference in their heights even more than when she
was under him getting fucked. She was barely more than three feet,
and at nearly six, she was roughly half his height. It had never
been an issue, until they had sex that first time, and he foolishly
thought he was going to be too “big” for her tiny body; a delusion
she had quickly relieved him of.

He picked her up after closing the door
behind him, and she whimpered with pleasure as he carried her down
the hall to her bedroom. What he saw when he entered there was an
array of sexual paraphernalia that appeared utterly fitting on the
set of some movie about a pretty boy billionaire with mommy issues.
A collar and leash, a whip, a crop, cuffs and ropes were neatly
displayed.

“What is this?” he asked,
knowing full well she had implied her desire for such things, but
so far it had just been rough sex and role plays.

He sat her down, and she walked over
and took the wide studded collar from the bed before turning to him
with a serious look. “I would have you collar me if it is your
will. First I would have you know what that entails. For me,
collaring only applies in the home, but when I’m in your home, or
you in mine, then I am yours in every way imaginable. Anything, and
I mean anything, you desire is yours for the taking at any time. I
don’t want you to ask, just take what pleases you, and in that I
will find my pleasure.”

“I don’t understand how…” he
began, but she placed a finger to his lips, which required her to
rise onto her tiptoes.

“You need not understand,
just accept this is what I want, nay I need, to be completely happy
in a relationship. If you cannot give me this, I understand, but I
truly want it, and defy you to abuse the power I would give” she
told him, taking a knee and extending her arms toward him with
bowed head.

It was something that Fred had been
attempting to accept since their first sexual experience. He wanted
to, but he had been so scared. Still, in her words just now, she
had said something he’d not caught in prior conversations. She had
always used the words like, love, or want, but this time she had
said need. She couldn’t be happy without it, and he’d come to
realize he couldn’t be happy without her. Reaching out he took the
collar and gently placed it around her neck, buckling the shiny
silver buckle.

“I accept you as my slave. I
promise to use you regularly, and beat you for my sheer amusement”
he said and smiled at the shocked look she shot up at him before
quickly lowering her eyes again. He wasn’t sure if she was
disappointed or excited by his brazen statement, but she was the
one who wanted things to be violent and rough. He wanted her happy,
so she was going to get her pleasure.

Taking the leash from the bed he
clipped it on her new collar. With a tug, he indicated for her to
rise, which she did quickly. “Turn and kneel on the bed slut” he
ordered, and ignored the slight pang of guilt he felt at calling
her names. Kristy complied swiftly, and leaned over onto her
elbows. Grabbing up a pair of the leather cuffs he pulled her arms
roughly behind her, forcing her down on her face and breasts, and
cuffed her hands behind her back.

He then took his time to undress,
wanting to be ready to fuck her hard as soon as he gave her a good
lashing. Kristy kept her eyes averted, but he knew she was excited
from the little movements of her body, and the sheen of wetness
beginning to show in her slit. More than tantalizing her, he was
preparing himself, knowing that what he said was easily as
important as what he did.

Finally, he walked close, and picked up
the crop. It was stiff and narrow, and would most certainly leave a
mark. The little flapper on the end was sure to provide plenty of
noise and burn. “Do you know why you are being punished?” he
asked.

“Because I am a dirty slut?”
she asked.

“Exactly! Here you are tied
up, and about to be flogged, and you are wet!” he exclaimed,
punctuating his statement by roughly shoving two fingers into her
hard enough that she grunted. “Only a filthy whore would be excited
about getting whipped. Perhaps I’ll have to whip that notion out of
you” he said, surprising himself with the vehemence in his voice.
“How many lashes do you imagine it will take?”

“I don’t know master, but
I’d say not to start with less than twenty” she replied.

He moved beside her then whipping the
crop through the air a few times which made it whistle. Each time
Kristy flinched, and at the same time moaned so quietly he barely
heard it. The anticipation was killing her; that much was
sure.

“Here it comes” he said,
then let the crop whistle just over her ass. This time the moan was
louder, and the tension in her body was unmistakable. Having her
this wound up was fun, but she wanted to feel it too. The crack of
the crop was louder than he had anticipated, and the red whelp that
instantly formed on her ass was as mesmerizing as the squeal of
pain that she muffled in her mattress. Rubbing the crop over her
ass, he slid his fingers back inside her, thrilled to find her
literally dripping.

The next stroke he delivered even
before withdrawing his fingers, catching her off guard. She
squealed out loudly, her face uncovered, but the spasm of
contracting muscle around his fingers said more than any words she
had ever shared. He still didn’t understand, but he was convinced
now that she meant it when she said she enjoyed it.

Over the next few minutes as he
alternatively lashed her, and then rubbed her stinging ass, he
watched as her cries of pain turned to moans of ecstasy. As the
final stoke fell, she grunted and her body moved of its own
volition as she came.

“I do believe we will need
further treatments to cure you of your whorish ways” he
said.

He was rock hard already, but when she
said “Perhaps you should fuck it out of my ass” he was more than
ready to do just that. Standing behind her, he lubed his cock, and
placed the tip against her tightly puckered anus. Grasping her hips
firmly, he thrust into her all in one motion which made her cry out
much louder than any of the strikes.

“Oh Master! It hurts so bad
Master. Please don’t rape my tiny little ass” she
screeched.

“Shut up slut and take that
cock” he replied, setting a rough and rapid pace in her little
ass.

“Yes Master” she screamed,
and he knew she was cumming. It was so amazing to him that she
liked it this rough, and he never grew tired of watching his big
thick cock disappearing into her tiny body. This angle gave a great
view of her little ass that made his cock look incredibly
big.

“Oh fuck, I’m going to cum”
he said, realizing it as he said it.

Kristy looked back at him. “Please let
me drink it Master” she said.

Fred didn’t hesitate, pulling out of
her ass and helping her to stand. She barely bent at the waist to
put him in her mouth and begin to suck. Her hands were still bound
and Fred took advantage, grasping the back of her head and face
fucking her deeply. She had an amazing skill at deep throat, and he
took full advantage ramming his whole length down her throat over
and over again, until after a dozen or so strokes, he erupted,
pushing her back until only the head stayed in her
mouth.

“Eat that cum; swallow it
all” he growled, needless as she was welcoming his spurts with
relish.

When he had finished, he unsnapped her
cuffs, leaving them on, but not attached. He directed her then to
go shower. He called in a pizza, and then followed her, allowing
her to scrub his cock, balls, and ass thoroughly. By the time she
finished this task he








































cover.jpg





