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Chapter Six


“Tell me how many times you fucked Gigi after we
started dating,” I prompted Brent.

Once again he had me tied to my bed. I wasn’t
wearing my playsuit this time because this was just casual sex,
there wasn’t any need to get dressed up and fancy. Instead of being
in the traditional spread-eagle position, he had me face down and
ass up. My words were slightly muffled by the pillow under my face.
The other pillow was shoved under me to keep my ass in the air.

I felt open and vulnerable.

I loved it.

“We only hooked up once after you and I started up,”
he told me, running his hand over my bare ass. He didn’t touch my
pussy or asshole, though I desperately wanted him to. He was going
to keep teasing me until I was begging for it.

“How many times?” I repeated.

“Let me think,” he said as he caressed my skin. His
fingers ran down the edge of my crease, getting close to where I
wanted him to touch, but not close enough. My pussy felt like it
was on fire, which was odd because I was also dripping wet. I could
feel my amrita starting to dribble out of me. It was wanton and
wrong and I loved it. “It was probably a weekend thing. That’s how
long she usually visits for. Arrived on Friday night and spent the
night with me, visited her family on Saturday. Claimed to go to a
hotel that night, but spent it with me. Saw her family again Sunday
morning. Geez, I can’t remember details now. Let’s say twice Friday
night. Once Saturday morning. Twice Saturday night. And once more
on Sunday. That would be six times.”

“You came in her each time?” I asked. I wanted
details. I got off to details.

“I couldn’t say for sure, but probably she gave me a
handjob at least once.”

“Ooh...you poor baby. You deserve better than
that.”

“I can assure you her handies are very good. But let
me think. One handjob, probably one blowjob and she usually
swallows, so I came four times in her pussy.”

I could feel my jealousy rising. Brent ran his index
and middle fingers on my labia, not truly touching my pussy, but
coming oh so desperately close.

He circled one finger around my tightly puckered
asshole. I wanted him to touch it, but was afraid to ask. I wanted
him to put a finger inside me where it didn’t belong. I wanted his
cock in me because my body was in desperate need to be fucked and
used.

But I had to play the game.

And I wanted to hear how my boyfriend had been
fucking his life-long friend.

“You didn’t fuck her ass?” I asked, realizing
exactly what he had told me.

“No. We never do that.”

I turned my head as far as I could to see him out of
the corner of my eye. Brent’s handsome face with a little stubble
on his cheeks and chin looked down, not at me exactly, but my ass
and exposed pussy. He was shirtless. I could just see his lean
muscles and bare arms. I couldn’t see below his waist. I didn’t
know if his cock was out and hard or if he was still just teasing
me.

Was he going to spank me?

Was he going to put a finger up my ass?

Was he going to reach down low and find my pussy to
rub and tease it?

Was he going to do all the above?

“You never do that? You’ve never fucked her
ass?”

“No. Never.”

“Why not?” I demanded of him. It was a strange thing
to be asking, but I had already given myself over to the fact that
I didn’t have a normal sex life compared to...well, compared to
just about everyone else in the world.

He shrugged. “Turn your head back around. You’re not
supposed to be looking at me.”

I did what he asked because he had promised to make
me cum and make it fun and interesting.

I liked the idea of interesting.

But I didn’t shut up about it. “Why haven’t you
fucked her ass?”

“She’s never asked me for it,” he replied without
concern. He pulled his hands away. I heard the sound of him opening
up the bottle of lube I kept handy at the bedside. A moment later I
felt the cool liquid glide between my cheeks and over my anus.

I tensed up ever so slightly and then tensed up
again when Brent’s finger pressed against this forbidden opening
that had been violated over and over again in my lifetime.

Okay, so maybe it wasn’t so much forbidden as it was
an alternative entrance that only a special few people got to use.
Like half my lovers over the course of my lifetime.

I moaned a little because I like to be used and
violated.

“Please…” I tried to keep it a whisper that only my
pillow would hear, but Brent had sharp ears.

“I told you not to beg!”

“I’m sorry! I’m so sorry! It’s just too much.”

He pulled his finger out of me.

“You’ll need to be punished now.”

I just silently nodded.

I could take any punishment.

Unless that punishment was denial of sex. I needed
to be fucked right now. I needed a cock in me, preferably in my
ass, but I’d take it where I could get it.

He spanked me once on the ass.

That was nothing. I could easily handle that.

I could easily handle a severe spanking and beg for
more.

He paused and caressed the slightly reddened skin
where he had struck me.

His hand pulled away and I smiled, readying myself
for a nice spanking in preparation for sex.

He waited for a long moment and I wondered what he
was doing. There was something to be said for the anticipation of
it, but sometimes I just wanted to get down to business.

And then the flogger hit my ass and I yelped without
meaning to.

I’m not big into masochism or pain, but a little bit
is fun every once in a while. I had bought the pretty pink flogger
with its leather straps and glittery handle because I was in an
experimental mood. It was a nice bit of equipment but when I tried
it on myself it was all I could do to not to cry.

I had allowed one other person to use it on me.
Evan. He was okay in bed and he liked to spank my ass during sex so
I had decided to push things up a notch.

Big mistake.

I couldn’t sit down on a hard surface for a
week.

That was the end of my relationship with Evan. His
bad luck.

But I kept the flogger.

Brent didn’t use it on me so hard that I wanted to
cry, but the pain was...exquisite.

“Oh please don’t,” I begged. I pulled against my
restraints, but I wasn’t going anywhere. I was scared and excited
and I wanted to be fucked more now than when we started. “I’m
sorry, I’m so sorry.”

He didn’t hit me again.

I was a
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