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INTRODUCTION: PREPARED FOR PLEASURE


Anal sex is an activity that doesn’t “just happen.” There needs to be at least some planning involved by one of the parties, preferably both (or all), an acknowledgment that something special is about to occur. The stories collected here feature various types of anal play, but in every case, preparation is a key part, both mentally and physically. For many of the characters you’re about to encounter, the thrill of anticipation kick-starts their anal foreplay, sending them on a journey that often changes the course of their sex life.

Many of these twenty-three stories play with the taboo nature of anal sex, its forbidden quality that even its biggest fans still fixate on. We are often drawn to anal sex precisely because even now, in 2013, there’s still a hint of exoticness to it. In these tales, men and women open themselves up, literally, to their lovers, sometimes for the first time. All parties learn about the specific thrills that make playing with that area so pleasurable. Sometimes a character has had a previous negative experience with anal exploration, like Lela in “Rectified,” by Tiffany Reisz.  When Brad tells her, “I know what I’m doing,” she’s not sure if she can trust him, but she takes a chance. You’ll have to read on to find out exactly how she’s rewarded for her risk-taking.

Whether using fingers, tongues, toys like butt plugs (vibrating and not), anal beads or anal dilators, these men and women appreciate the pleasures that can be found when they relax, let go and open themselves up. Furthermore, anal sex doesn’t have to be the only action going on; it can be combined with other kinds of touch. Here’s what happens to Vanessa in “A Winter’s Tail,” by Veronica Wilde: “She sighed with pleasure, then surprise, as the tip of the anal beads eased into her ass. Oh god, yes; he was double-penetrating her with two toys. This was what she lived for. He gently pushed the beads inside her tightness, making her squirm, then slowly withdrew them until she cried from sheer delight.” In “No Rest for the Sick,” by Medea Mor, Becky experiences a kinky dual delight when Patrick delivers a firm, powerful spanking to her plugged bottom: “He followed quickly with two more hard slaps on her now-burning flesh. They reverberated through her body, hitting the plug in her ass before echoing off it again, making her squirm in his lap.”

I feel responsible for telling you that if you’re trying anal sex at home, lube is a must; these stories are here to entertain and arouse you, but if you’d like to learn more about how to approach real-life anal sex, read Tristan Taormino’s The Ultimate Guide to Anal Sex for Women, Bill Brent’s The Ultimate Guide to Anal Sex for Men and Karlyn Lotney’s The Ultimate Guide to Strap-On Sex. Anal isn’t about going as fast as you can, but about slowing down, unwinding, indulging in the process as much as the outcome. These characters take their time so they can enjoy every part of the process, from the first meandering touches, exploring a lover’s “back door,” to the more intense  acts. I hope you enjoy the journeys these characters take and find plenty in here to turn you on.

 



Rachel Kramer Bussel 
New York City






BRENDA’S BOOTY

Tenille Brown


It was a day at the shop just like any other. Hot, and Brenda was sweating with her cleaver in her hand, customers roaming in and out, placing orders and picking up their packages of meat.

She was brushing a short wisp of hair from her forehead when she noticed him standing there. The man stood just over six feet; he was standing there looking, but acting like he wasn’t looking, which was what bothered her the most. He would be the last customer of the day if he would just get on with it, but he wouldn’t. He wanted to gawk instead.

Brenda knew she could and probably should ask if she could help him, but she wasn’t in the mood to play his game. She’d let him stand there and pretend he didn’t know what he wanted, all the while ogling her ass in the tight jeans she wore today.

It took the man twelve damned minutes.

“Excuse me,” he said, finally, “how might one go about getting a ham?”

And something went straight through Brenda. The eyeing  she could handle. The game playing she was used to. But he was at a meat shop for Christ’s sake!

Brenda slammed the cleaver down on the counter and swung around. She looked the man square in the eye and said, “Kill a damn hog!”

And the man, medium in weight, with smooth brown skin and nice hair, had nerve enough to look surprised.

“Ma’am, I just want to order a ham,” he said with nervous laughter.

Brenda exhaled. “Then say that. Hell, it’s not rocket science.”

Her eyes dared him to ask to see her boss. She was almost begging him to so she could tell him that she was her fucking boss, that she owned this place and she didn’t answer to any damned body.

But the man only nodded and said, “Thank you, ma’am, and you have a nice day.”

The thing was, though, being killed with kindness didn’t fly with Brenda.

She called after him as he turned to walk out the door. “Hey!”

He turned around.

“You came in here for a damn ham. You’re leaving with a damned ham. And I’m giving you the best I got…at a discount.”

So Brenda picked him one, the biggest one, and placed it on the counter. “Now, will there be anything else for you today, sir?”

“Well,” he said, leaning over the counter so that he was face-to-face with her. “My name is Lewis and I’d like to take your name and number, if you don’t mind.”

Brenda stood up straight. She posed just for a minute so that he could take it all in, big bust, small waist and all.

Then she said, “The number to the shop is right on the door. Maybe you missed it.”

Lewis said, “Maybe you misunderstood. I don’t want to call you here at your job. I want to call you at home. On your private line.”

“I don’t have a private line.” Brenda turned around and let him get one last glimpse of her ass before he let himself out.

But when she heard the bell sound over the door, she realized he hadn’t lingered.

“Hey!” Brenda called after him. “Lewis? That what you said your name was?”

Before he could confirm, Brenda picked up one of her business cards and scribbled her home number on the back of it. “Call me later or tomorrow or whenever and tell me how that ham was. I appreciate customer feedback.”

 



“You’re an ass man. How typical.” Brenda sucked her teeth.

This was after Lewis had hugged her hello and accidentally let his hand slip lower than the small of her back.

The first time she let him touch her and her ass was what he went for. Greedy and impatient, like a kid.

“How typical of you to call me typical,” Lewis said, blatantly and roughly rubbing her rump now through the cotton of her dress.

Brenda slapped at Lewis’s hands. “Don’t make me change my mind about getting in this car.”

“No, don’t do that. I have a whole thing planned, and that might just ruin it.”

Lewis was smooth, and Brenda was almost tempted to say she had met her match. It was all new to her. She was perplexed.

He stopped flirting with her ass long enough to open the door of his convertible for her.

The drive was scenic and long, but the talk was stimulating. Brenda barely noticed that nearly two hours had passed before they reached their destination.

“A drive-in?” She cocked her head.

“And it ain’t typical,” Lewis affirmed.

Brenda took off her seat belt and glared up at the screen. “Well, it was in nineteen-sixty-five,” she said.

Lewis removed his own seat belt and the belt around his jeans as well. “Then I want you to tell me if this is typical. Bring your slick-talking ass over here and have a seat on my lap.”

If she were in her twenties, Brenda might have hesitated, but she was thirty-seven. She didn’t have a three-month, three-week or even three-day rule. She could fuck whenever she felt good and goddamned ready.

And she was ready.

So, without a word, Brenda climbed on Lewis’s lap. She lifted the skirt of her dress so that it flowed over both her legs and his. Lewis pushed his hands underneath and found the edge of her panties and slowly began pulling them down.

“We’re not the only ones out here, you know,” she said, as if she actually cared.

“But we’ll be the only ones here fucking.”

She got comfortable on his lap, pulling out Lewis’s stiff rod and guiding it inside her. Brenda began riding Lewis slow and easy, using her wetness to her advantage, gliding down slowly, then rising up again.

She grabbed on to his small ears, leaning forward to smell the coconut conditioner he liked to use on his thick curly hair.

Brenda whispered, “Don’t worry, baby. You can just tell me what the movie was about.”

Lewis’ thick cock sent wavelike sensations through Brenda’s body. No longer satisfied with the slow and steady rhythm they  had started out with, she began bouncing her large, rounded ass on his tight thighs.

Kissing him as they fucked in public, Brenda’s eyes rolled back. And just when Brenda knew she was about to beat Lewis to the punch, just when she knew she was about to come, Lewis removed his cock and began rubbing it against her ass.

“Mmmm. You know I love it when you tease, baby,” she said. “Now, give it back.”

Lewis did give it back. At least he tried. He placed his cock a little farther back this time, toward her rear opening.

Brenda didn’t speak at first. She didn’t want to jump the gun when he might have only been playing around.

But then came the push and the pressure, and Brenda jumped what seemed like five feet in the air.

“Hold on, wait a minute,” she said.

“What?” Lewis asked, confused.

“Take the needle off the damned record. You are not fucking me in the ass, man.”

Lewis nodded slowly. “I get it. It might be a little soon. I’m sorry I rushed it.”

“No, no, no. That’s not what I mean, Lewis.” Brenda was pulling her panties back up, now. And she was back in the passenger’s seat looking Lewis straight in the eye.

“Baby, you have me a bit confused.” Lewis said.

“Well, hell, I’ll just say it. I don’t do that. And the reason being is, I don’t believe a dick belongs in anybody’s ass.”

“A simple no would have sufficed, Brenda.”

“No, it wouldn’t have. You would have wanted to know why. Men always want to know why.” Brenda was shaking her head from side to side now, frustrated.

They always wanted it and went for it. That had been Brenda’s experience. She couldn’t help her ass. Her mama’s ass was  big. And so was her grandmama’s. It was her blessing and her curse.

“So, you never…?” Lewis started.

“I didn’t say I never. I actually have…once, twice with this one guy. And it wasn’t anything to write home about. So, you can get that particular thing out of your damn head. Now pretty much anything else,” Brenda said, before easing back onto his lap, “is on the table.”

She didn’t wait for him to answer before she again started to ride him, this time like he was a bucking bull, twisting and turning her hips in motions that held his mouth frozen open and his hands gripping the steering wheel.

She knew that when he came he would be vocal, so when Lewis began to buck, Brenda covered his mouth with hers and squeezed her hips as tight as she could as he came inside her.

She sat there a while slumped against his chest, sweat easing between her breasts. Brenda freed Lewis and let him catch his breath, and then she threw her leg over his lap and let him finger-fuck her for the next twenty minutes until she was jerking and convulsing herself.

Lewis licked his fingers one by one, nasty fellow that he was.

He was driving her back home before the credits rolled.

 



Brenda liked Lewis’s cock better than any other. It was the perfect length and girth, and maybe it was silly of her to think so, but it seemed his was made for her.

Her cunt, though, not her ass.

And was it really wrong to be satisfied with just that? That Brenda actually liked lying on her back and spreading her legs wide for him? That she loved when Lewis slid his hands beneath her and lifted her ass off the mattress to bring her closer to him?

Thinking of these things, Brenda wiggled as he pulled the stretchy pair of pants over her bubble-shaped ass and wide hips.

Many men had tried and all had failed, except for Gary those two times. And he hadn’t made it very appealing. He’d been too rushed and he came too quickly and really, Brenda didn’t know what the fucking big deal was about it any damn way.

So, if Lewis was fine fucking the way that they were, then so was she.

Lewis was licking Brenda’s cunt from behind. He loved the taste of her and he didn’t mind saying so. He was kissing and sucking her shoulders now and making his way down her back.

But, this, Brenda wasn’t expecting this. It was his tongue.

Then again, over the months, Lewis had given Brenda many things she didn’t expect, like multiple orgasms. That was an unexpected and newfound pleasure.

But, yes, his tongue. His exceptionally long tongue had gone from lingering along the small of her back to slowly gliding along the hills of her asscheeks. Then he used the tip to slightly separate them and he put his tongue there, too.

“You taste lovely,” Lewis paused long enough to say.

He was sucking and making little noises with his lips and his tongue and Brenda was soaking the couch beneath her. She was embarrassed and she wasn’t. She wanted him to stop so she could gather her bearings. She wanted him to keep going so she could lose control.

Lewis’s tongue was strong, strong enough to push against her opening just a little, just enough. And it didn’t hurt or feel awkward or weird. Brenda actually liked it.

She liked the way his tongue loosened up the tightness. But just his tongue and that was all. He didn’t need to go any  farther because already her eyes were clenched tight and she was crawling up the couch cushions.

And she was coming, right there in her own living room and they hadn’t gotten anywhere near fucking. Her body was trembling so much she thought it would never stop, but eventually it did, and Lewis was right there to turn her over, suck on her nipples and slip his cock inside of her.

 



The pomp and circumstance made Brenda giggle. Lewis was always up to something. Tonight it was oil and candles all over his two-bedroom apartment.

“I know how it is being on your feet all day. You could use a good rubdown,” he had said when he opened the door for her.

Now, lying on a quilt in the middle of his living room, the words floated in circles around her ears.

A man could get lost in that ass…

And as he massaged her body with his strong, rough hands, all she could think was how she wanted him to get lost, so lost in her ass.

Lewis began with his finger first, entering slowly. She barely felt the pressure at first, and then it was more intense.

Curious and amazed at the motions Lewis could make with one digit, then two, Brenda lay still, awaiting what was next.

He was hovering over her.

“Is this okay?” he asked, finger-fucking her ass.

Brenda nodded, her mouth parted open.

Then she felt the first, then second ridges of his fingers. He turned them in half circles and pushed them in deeper.

Brenda opened like a bud, and she found herself lifting her hips from the floor to meet his fingers, to help him go deeper.

“Lost,” Lewis said, “Completely lost.”

But Brenda was already lost. She pounded her fists on the  floor as she stained the quilt. She came down flat and hard, bringing Lewis down on top of her.

She might have slept there had Lewis not tapped her on the shoulder.

“Get up, babe,” he said, “I made you a ham sandwich.”

“What? No treat tonight?” Brenda stood up and stepped back with her hands on her hips.

This was after Lewis had done everything from licking her toes and fingers to sucking on her clit until it was sore. He had laid her across the kitchen table and covered her with honey and removed that with his tongue, as well.

“Treat? I thought I was the treat, my dear?” Lewis bowed at the waist dramatically, naked as a jaybird.

“Funny, but you know what I mean.”

Lewis stepped up close to Brenda, then reached around and grabbed onto her ass. “Someone wants their booty toyed with, eh?”

“I have to ask for it, do I?” Brenda pretended to pout.

“You want it finger-fucked some more? Want me to lick it?”

Brenda shook her head. She lowered her chin in her hands. “I was thinking we could try something else.”

Lewis held up a finger. “Ah! That little dildo you keep in your nightstand you thought I didn’t know about. We can try that tonight.”

Brenda stomped her feet. “You know damn well what the hell I’m talking about, Lewis.”

Lewis kissed Brenda on her neck and tweaked her nipple. “Darling, you told me in the beginning. Cocks aren’t made for asses. And I respect that.”

Brenda folded her arms. “Fuck your respect.” And she turned and left Lewis standing alone in the kitchen.

[image: 002]

Brenda normally didn’t mind being awakened in the middle of the night, but she was pissed. Lewis snuck up behind her and wrapped his arms around her waist. She slapped his hands away.

“Go to sleep,” she said.

But he was pulling her nightgown up above her knees.

“I’m not sleepy,” he said.

“I am. And I’ve got work in the morning.”

“I’ve got work right now. And it’s right underneath this gown.”

His hands were there before he finished speaking and he was rubbing right between her fleshy cheeks. There was something on his hands, but Brenda was too distracted to ask what it was.

As if reading her mind, Lewis said, “Don’t worry, it’ll help, because I do realize, my dear, that an asshole is not a cunt by any means.”

Lewis straddled Brenda, his knees on either side of her hips. He lowered himself down on top of her, sighing.

“You feel as nice as I thought you would,” he said.

But Brenda knew he couldn’t see the smile that was spreading across the face buried in the pillows.

The tip of Lewis’s cock felt much different from the tip of his tongue and much, much different from the tip of his finger. There was width and there was weight, there was guidance and there was determination.

He distracted her with a tongue in her ear and a hand cupping her breast, all the while whispering dirty, nasty things to her.

“I’ve been waiting to get lost in this ass.”

The nastier he talked, the wetter Brenda became.

She began to finger herself as Lewis moved slowly and carefully inside her ass.

“Fuck me,” Brenda uttered against the wet and wrinkled sheets.

“Yes,” Lewis breathed. “But I don’t want to come too soon. And I don’t want to hurt that big, pretty ass of yours.”

Brenda’s fingers were drenched. She pressed back against Lewis’s solid crotch as he pushed carefully forward, opening her wider with every thrust.

When finally she could hold back no longer, Brenda came first, tossing her head back into Lewis’s hairless chest.

Lewis continued, now gripping Brenda’s cheeks and squeezing them together against his cock.

He became rigid as a log against her back, releasing from the base of his throat the must guttural moan Brenda had ever heard.

“Hold still, Brenda,” Lewis said. “Here it comes.”

And it was different, receiving come inside her ass, different but good and Brenda lay there in the wetness with Lewis slumped on top of her breathing heavily.

“Think you can find your way out?” she asked, looking back over her shoulder and winking.

Lewis grinned. “I don’t know if I want to.”






RECTIFIED

Tiffany Reisz


The Butterfly.

 



Cowgirl.

Missionary.

Doggie.

Lela flipped page after page after page in the sex-position manual and grew more and more depressed with every picture that greeted her. All of them. She’d done every single position in the book.

Tears of frustration burned her eyes. She blinked rapidly to dispel them, but one escaped and landed in the center of a Lotus position sex diagram.

“Dammit.” She hastily wiped off the tear, but it had already left a water mark. Now she had to buy the stupid thing.

“I’ve seen women crying into books before, but usually it’s over in the fiction section,” came a voice from behind her.

Turning around, Lela came face to chest with a man over six feet tall. Craning her neck, she found his face rather closer to the ceiling than her own and discovered that it was a  handsome face and the man was smiling kindly at her.

“The nonfiction is depressing enough for me.”

The man cocked his head to the side and gave her a searching look. She should have been embarrassed getting caught by a man as she wept into a sex-position manual. But after spending an hour in stirrups today as a parade of doctors prodded her vagina, cervix and uterus, the tattered remains of her dignity had packed their bags and headed west.

He coughed softly and Lela noticed he’d extended his hand. Quickly pulling herself together, she tucked the book under her arm and shook his hand.

“Brad.”

“Lela. I’m a mess.” She found his grip oddly comforting and didn’t pull her fingers back from him.

“Hi, Lela. Are you going to tell me what’s wrong or do I have to spend the rest of my life wondering why a beautiful woman was weeping over 101 Perfect Nights? I mean, it’s no Kama Sutra, but it has a happy ending. Lots of them.”

He meant the words as a joke but Lela couldn’t laugh.

“No happy ending for me.” She leaned tiredly against the bookcase.

Brad squeezed her hand a little tighter. She should have been scared of a man so big, built like a football player, dressed like a stock trader and hanging out in the sex section of a bookstore. But something in his eyes made her trust him a little, and she needed to talk, had to talk. A stranger seemed better suited than a friend.

“No happy ending?” Brad crossed his arms over his broad chest. He had salt-and-pepper hair but looked no more than forty. “Every story should have a happy ending. Well, any story that has you in a bed in it.”

“You’re hitting on me.” Lela smiled for the first time today.

“I’m flirting with you. I have the floggers back home  when you want me to hit on you.”

Lela raised an eyebrow at him. God, it would be nice to just spend a day in bed with a man like this—sexy, confident, and kinky, too. But she knew it would end the way it always ended.

Pain. Tears. Apologies.

“I appreciate it. My ego needs all the help it can get. But I promise, I would be a waste of effort.”

“I refuse to believe that, Lela. Tell me what’s wrong. If you’re not going to flirt back, the least you can do for my ego is to tell me why.”

She wrinkled up her face in embarrassment.

“It’s gross.”

“Time of the month? Not gross. Easy to work around.”

“If only. I…” she began and paused, deciding if she really wanted to be one of those people who told her life story to a stranger. Yes was the answer. Today. Yes. “I have severe endometriosis. I am twenty-seven years old and have been trying to have sex for ten years. Never had it without pain. And today the doctors—a whole team of them—stuck their fingers in me and said surgery was the only way to rectify things. Why have surgery to have good sex if I’ve never had good sex and don’t even know if it’s worth it?”

Brad brought her hand to his lips for a quick kiss.

“That is a sad story. So what’s the book for?”

“This? They said I should try some different positions. I don’t think they believed me when I told them I’ve tried them all.”

“Anal?”

She nodded. “A couple times in college. Didn’t go well.”

“Did it hurt?”

“He didn’t know what he was doing. Another fail.”

“I don’t know if this will convince you to stop crying into sex books and come back to my place with me but…”

“But what?” She let him pull her closer, close enough she could smell the cedar scent of his soap and see the smile that lurked at the corner of his lips.

“But…I know what I’m doing.” He said the words with confidence bordering on arrogance and with such an intimate gleam in his eyes that Lela couldn’t stem the tide of images his words conjured. The thought of a man inside her without her body seizing with pain?

“I’ve never gone to bed with a man I just met.”

“No wonder you’re crying in the bookstore.”

“You won’t think less of me?” She smiled at him.

“The only women I judge for their sexual choices are the women who turn me down. All none of them.”

“I’d hate to break your streak.”

“Then don’t.”

“It probably won’t work, you know? I’m warning you right now.”

“I’ll probably have you screaming from pleasure in under an hour. I’m warning you right now. Say yes.”

Lela laughed. Might as well. It was the least she could do for her poor vagina after all she’d put it through today.

“Yes.”

“Good. Let’s go.”

“I have to buy this first. I got it wet.”

“Trust me. Female tears are the least of the body fluids on this book.” He took it and shoved it onto the shelf while Lela made a mental note to wash her hands thoroughly at Brad’s place.

They grabbed a taxi and spent the twenty-minute ride whispering abbreviated life stories to each other. Lela Moore, well-paid actuary, single, no kids, no hope. Brad Wolfe—he swore it was his real name—ex-wife, no kids, just a club he treated like his baby.

“What kind of club?”

“The best kind,” he said and gave her a wolfish smile.

The club turned out to be exactly what she’d imagined. Black walls, ornate staircases, many rooms with closed doors.

“Sex club?” she asked as he escorted her inside.

“Kink club. We cater to all the fetishes here.”

“Is ‘terrified of sex’ a fetish?”

“It’s a damn shame, is what that is.” Brad led her up the central staircase to a room at the end of a second-floor hallway. He opened the door to a bedroom that appeared to have been lifted from a nineteenth-century house of ill repute. Seemed an appropriate setting for some behavior of ill repute. “Let’s get you over that, shall we?”

“If you can do it, you’re a miracle worker.”

“I can do it if you’ll let me. You’ve gotta trust me though.” He opened an ebony cabinet inlaid with ivory and pulled out a flogger.

“Okay, you weren’t kidding about the flogging thing?”

“I never kid about floggings. You say you’re afraid of pain during sex. Fine. Let’s get the pain out of the way first so you can focus on the sex.”

“Are you—”

Brad strode to Lela and looked down at her. The move emphasized the height disparity. She wasn’t short. Not at all. But he was so big she felt tiny in comparison and rather hated to admit how much she liked that.

“Lela…I know…what…I…am doing…” He said each word slowly and punctuated the sentence with a kiss. A long kiss, a slow kiss, a deep kiss that said even more than his words that he knew what he was doing.

“I believe you.”

“Good. Take your clothes off.”

She almost balked at the order before deciding she’d already come this far. What was stopping her? Off came her high heels, her skirt, blouse and bra.

“No panties?” Brad asked as she stood before him naked.

“I took them off at the doctor’s office. Didn’t put them back on again. I’m soaked with lube.”

“A woman who comes pre-lubed? Love it.”

Brad ran his hands up and down her arms. He touched her back, belly and hips before cupping her breasts. He teased her nipples with his fingertips as he assaulted her mouth with the softest of kisses. The first stirrings of desire danced in her stomach. She’d been here before. The foreplay, the buildup, the hunger and need…and then wrenching pain and crushing disappointment. But maybe she could let go of her fears enough to at least enjoy the prelude to the disaster.

“Come here. Right here.” He pulled her to the side of the bed and gave her one more kiss before pushing her onto her stomach. She tried to relax into the soft silk sheets as Brad adjusted the width of her feet still on the floor. She heard something like the clinking of metal and then felt something wrap around her ankles. Her legs were locked in, immobile.

“Brad?”

“Spreader bar.”

“I can’t move my legs.”

“You’re naked. Where were you planning on going?”

“Good point.”

“Question. You said the last time you had anal sex was…?”

“College. Five years ago.”

“I’m not small.”

“I noticed.”

“Stay here.”

“Very funny,” she said as she tried again to move her legs.

She heard him rummaging through the cabinet and in seconds he’d returned to her.

“I need to open you up a little so I don’t hurt going in. You still believe I know what I’m doing?”

“Yes. I think.”

“Good enough.” Brad dropped to his knees behind her, spread her cheeks open and started to lick her.

“Wait…”

He pulled back.

“That ‘wait’ sounded like a ‘wait, what the fuck are you doing’ kind of ‘wait.’ I thought we already established—”

“Sorry. I just wasn’t prepared for…you know.”

“My tongue in your ass? Now you’re prepared.”

He started to lick her again and after a minute she started to relax. Before her doctor’s appointment this morning she’d shaved and groomed thoroughly. And if she could admit it to herself, it did feel weirdly good. Brad massaged her thighs while he kissed her and slipped a hand between her legs. He slid one finger into her vagina as he pushed his tongue inside her. A moan escaped her throat. The doctors had told her to experiment with positions more. Maybe she’d call them tomorrow and tell them that she’d done her homework.

“Do fingers hurt?”

“No,” she said, panting. “Fingers usually don’t. Just—”

“Cocks?”

“Yeah.”

“Please try not to sound depressed when I’m massaging your G-spot.”

She laughed into the sheets. “Sorry about that.”

Brad bit down hard on her right cheek and she gasped with the sudden pain.

“You have an amazing ass. That’s not the only time I’m  going to bite it today.”

“Thanks for the warning,” she said, still gasping.

“Another warning, I’m going to thoroughly lube you right now and insert a plug. It’ll open you up.”

“You don’t ask permission to do things, I’m starting to notice. You just do them.”

“Now you’re catching on.”

Brad started to ply her with the cold liquid, moving slowly inside her, one finger and eventually two. Before long she started to feel something she hadn’t quite expected—pleasure. Intense pleasure. His wet fingers deep in her, his free hand massaging her back, bottom and thighs, his words of encouragement as she opened up to him, they set every nerve in the lower half of her body alight.

“Good girl,” Brad whispered as she moaned and dug her fingers into the sheets.

“Thought I was being bad here.”

“Oh no. We don’t play by those rules in this house. Any beautiful woman who spreads for me on a Monday morning? She’s a very good girl.”

Brad pulled his fingers out and Lela winced as he pushed the plug into her. It fit snugly but if she forced herself to relax, it didn’t hurt at all. She felt a fullness from it, a pleasant penetration. She made a mental note to never try anal with a guy who didn’t know what he was doing ever again.

She sensed Brad kneeling down again and unbuckling her from the spreader bar.

“I’m going to flog you. I have two very good reasons for doing that. My erection is just one of those reasons.”

He pushed his hips into her bottom and she felt the truth of his words against her skin.

“Do I get to know the other reason?”

“Endorphins. Intercourse causes you pain. Endorphins fight pain. I flog you and the endorphins start flooding your system. It’s all very scientific.”

“That’s why we’re doing it?”

“That and reason one.” He pressed reason one into her hip again.

He turned her to face him and wrapped a silk scarf around her wrists. As he tied her wrists, she watched his face. He seemed utterly absorbed in the task and his dark eyes shone with intelligence mixed with desire. Without warning, she kissed him. He didn’t object.

“I’m still going to flog you,” he said when he pulled back from the kiss.

“I wasn’t trying to stop you.”

“I like you, Lela. I might have to fuck you all day.”

“If you manage to pull this off without me in agony, I’ll let you.”

“Let me? Not sure I asked.” He gave her a wink and spun her to the bedpost where he quickly tied her arms above her head.

Lela closed her eyes and took a deep breath, a breath that she released in a yelp as the flogger hit the center of her back. Brad took aim and hit her again. Up and down her entire back, from her neck to her knees, he flogged her. It hurt but not badly enough that she needed him to stop. Every blow set her skin burning and her body flinching even as the plug inside her sent shivers of pleasure through her hips.

The flogging ended after a few minutes, and Brad pushed his body into her back.

“I’d flog your beautiful body all day, but my cock won’t let me.”

“A firm taskmaster, is he?”

“I try never to tell him no.”

Brad untied her wrists from the bedpost and swept her up in his arms. The sudden removal of her feet from the floor set her laughing even as he laid her in the center of the bed.

“Don’t laugh. I’m trying to be sexy.”

“You are sexy, Brad.” She gripped him by the back of his neck as he sucked her nipples one by one. “You don’t have to try.”

“Now tell me, what position do you most wish you could do without pain?”

“All of them,” she said, and he gave her a steely stare. “Okay. There’s a version of missionary where her legs are up on his thighs. Always thought that looked so sexy spreading like that, ankles on opposite sides of the room.”

“Nice. You can do that position in anal.”

Brad sat up on his knees and unbuttoned his shirt. She watched him undress, adoring every square inch of his thick, muscled body. He hadn’t been kidding about the “big” part either, she noted as he rolled a condom onto his length.

“Knees to chest,” he ordered and she complied. He worked the plug out of her and sat it on the bedside table. It shocked her how big it was. If that fit into her comfortably, so should he. Picking up the tube of lube again, he worked even more of it into her before slathering a generous amount over his cock. He dried his hands, grabbed her thighs and yanked her close. Lela stared up at the ceiling as he positioned himself and started to push inside her. Inch by inch he worked his way in with slow, short thrusts. When her body gave him no resistance, he sunk deep and lay on top of her. As his hips settled between her thighs, her legs spread even farther apart.

“Good?” He bit her neck.

“Very good,” she breathed. Very good…she meant it. He was inside her, all of him, moving, thrusting, fucking her. She  couldn’t believe that a man was inside her and she felt nothing but wanton pleasure. Brad put a hand to the side of her head to hold himself up as he reached between their bodies and found her clitoris. With each slow deep thrust, he rubbed the swollen knot. Her hips rocked into his. She couldn’t get enough of his cock, his fingers, his mouth on her face, her neck. All these years, this is what she’d been missing.

Lela’s body started to tighten. Her shoulders came off the bed and she buried her head against Brad’s chest as her vagina clenched and her whole body shook with the climax she’d never experienced during sex before. Collapsing against the bed, she merely breathed as Brad pumped into her until his eyes shut tight and he came with a hoarse grunt.

Carefully, he pulled out of her and lay on his back. Laughing, Lela crawled on top of him and stretched out across his chest.
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