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The great art of life is sensation, to feel that we exist, even in pain.


 


—Lord Byron






INTRODUCTION:

CAGED LUST


Love is a dangerous game.

No doubt about it.

From the moment your eyes meet, until that first touch, first kiss, first tryst on the living room floor, your emotions run ragged. Your heart races. Every look burns with intensity. Every statement is loaded, filled with double meanings. You hear things differently. You speak in a brand-new language.

But love in a pain-pleasure relationship—well, that just ratchets things up another notch. His hand on the back of your neck is no longer the prelude to a sweet caress. It’s the move before he puts you in your place, drops you to your knees, shows you who’s in charge. Her fingernails, spade shaped, painted strawberry-red, are lovely to look at, especially when they dig their way down your naked skin, leaving marks you’ll admire for days to come. Echoes, reminders of your night together.

Even the most mundane items in your household become possible sex toys—a wood-backed hairbrush can whip a naughty ass  as easily as taming a stubborn hairdo. A handkerchief becomes a blindfold, a gag, a symbol to let others know exactly what you crave.

And what do you crave?

That Ping-Pong paddle, carelessly tossed on the bedside table.

The steel handcuffs, waiting for use in the bottom of your purse.

The leather belt that he’s casually, oh so casually, draped over the chair, where you’ll look at it all day long, and worry, and wonder, and plan, and hope. You’ll walk past the chair, trying not to gaze at the leather hanging there. But you’ll fail. You’ll stroke the cold metal buckle, you might even double up the belt and let a blow hit your thigh. Gently at first, then a bit harder. And harder. So you’ll know what it’s going to feel like later. You’ll be ready.

Ready for your fantasies to come true.

Because that’s what the stories in this collection are all about: truth. The true pleasure of getting what you want. What you need. The true undeniable relief of being able to bare your soul—as well as your skin—to the hands of another. Or to be the one in charge. To be responsible for grabbing that belt. For reaching back. For making the first strike.

So lick your finger and get ready to turn the page, to enter the dark secret love of those who dabble in lust in cages and pain-tinged pleasure.
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Rebecca had dozed almost the whole way, just the way she liked. Bare feet up on the dashboard, sun slanting in the side window to warm her shoulder and her thigh. Her body dreaming to the rattle and hum of the truck.

When the rattle and hum changed to clunks, Rebecca woke but didn’t open her eyes. This was her favorite moment: right before she knew where they were. Gerald took her somewhere new once a month, but it was always a surprise. She liked surprises, liked the way the trips kept their relationship new.

The trips weren’t the only thing that kept their relationship new. The sex too…she smiled at the memory of the last trip they’d taken together. The hotel room was so fancy, the sheets so soft, she’d asked Gerald to bind her in them, as much of her as he could, before he fucked her.

She felt Gerald’s hand on her thigh. Her smile had given her away. “Morning, sleepyhead,” he said.

“Morning,” she said. She kept her eyes closed a moment  longer, taking in the sounds and smells. The sun was gone off her shoulder now. Bumpy road beneath her, no other sounds of traffic or people. The air coming through the half-open window smelled green and fresh. Somewhere away from the city, but that’s as much as she could tell. She should have known when Gerald had driven up the driveway in Aaron’s truck.

Aaron was Gerald’s best friend, and as far as Rebecca knew, they’d been friends since they were little kids. They’d even roomed together in college, which must be where they’d picked up their habit of sharing things. They were always borrowing each other’s tools and vehicles. For this little trip, Gerald had traded their city-bred Honda for Aaron’s big Ford.

Rebecca had liked Aaron the first time she met him, with his white-blond surfer’s hair and his quick laugh. It was a good thing, she often teased Gerald. She’d never date a guy whose friends she didn’t like. He was cute too. She’d been on the lookout for a girlfriend for him forever, but so far, he hadn’t shown much interest.

Gerald gave her thigh another squeeze and Rebecca opened her eyes. Trees lined both sides of the road, so tall that she couldn’t see the sky.

“Wow,” she said. “Where are we?”

Gerald’s big laugh filled the truck.

“I was hoping you’d ask,” he said. “Umpqua National Forest. You like?”

She moved closer to him. His skin always smelled like cedar shavings and wood glue from the furniture shop where he worked. “I like,” she said.

“Just wait,” he said. His voice held that hint of mischief that she knew meant sex. Sex and something new. She shifted on the seat, aware of how quickly her body responded. Sometimes all she had to do was think about fucking him, or remember fucking him, and she’d be wet.

The trees came in closer, hemming them into the road. Rebecca watched them in silence. She knew better than to ask what the plan was. Gerald liked to surprise her almost as much as she liked to be surprised.

When he took a left onto a bumpy dirt road, Rebecca had to raise her eyebrow and look over at him. Gerald took his hand off her thigh to maneuver the truck around the big holes in the dirt. She still didn’t ask, but they sure were in the middle of nowhere. And it was chillier than she was dressed for, in the white miniskirt and blue tank that Gerald had laid out for her that morning. She wrapped her arms around her shoulders and shivered a little.

The truck started climbing, almost nose in the air. Rebecca swallowed, trying to ease the pressure in her ears. Soon, the truck leveled out and they were beyond or above the trees—she couldn’t tell which. Everything opened up around them, into rolling meadows of wildflower. The air grew warmer. White-capped mountains rose in the distance on all sides. She hadn’t slept that long, but it was like she was in another country. She couldn’t believe this was a place you could drive to from their house.

“Jesus, Gerald, it’s beautiful. How did you find it?”

“That’s my little secret,” he said, which is what he always said when she asked how or why or where. And it also let her know something else: that he was feeling mischievous. No wonder he’d had her put on her heeled summer sandals and a pair of cherry-printed panties that didn’t even begin to cover the curves of her ass.

She wiggled in the seat, still trying to ease the pressure she was already feeling between her legs. Gerald didn’t say anything, but he must have noticed, because he grinned out the front window like he had a secret.

Gerald took another turn, driving along a path so faint that  Rebecca wondered if they were supposed to be there. When he stopped, she saw a picnic table and a ring of campfire stones. Camping then. She’d never been.

When they’d both gotten out and stretched, she came around and hugged him. “I didn’t know you knew how to camp,” she said to his shoulder.

“Oh, I don’t,” Gerald teased. “I thought you did.”

“Very funny,” she said.

Gerald held her at arm’s length, like he was seeing her for the first time. She liked the way that he often studied her. Sometimes, when he tied her up, he’d just stand and watch her forever before he touched her.

But now he shook her. Hard. She gasped, and then felt a hot flare of anger in her chest.

“What was that—”

“This is what you wear for camping?” he asked. “Don’t you know there are ticks? Snakes? It’s dangerous out here.”

She wrapped her arms around her shoulders and shivered. Gerald was dressed in jeans and hiking boots, a long-sleeved shirt.

“But you told me—” she started, and then she saw that dark thing in Gerald’s hazel eyes. And she realized he’d set her up for this, that he’d planned this whole thing. He was going to fuck her here, in the middle of nowhere. He was going to punish her for a choice that she didn’t even make. And she was going to let him.

The pressure between her thighs increased. Her panties were suddenly too tight, digging into her tender insides. She put her head down, looked at her pearly-painted toes, shiny against the meadow grass. “I’m sorry,” she said.

Gerald tugged at her little skirt like he was trying to make it cover her thighs. His voice was softer. “This isn’t going to  work,” he said. “It’s too dangerous. You’ll have to change into something else.”

She scuffed the ground with her sandal, unsure. “But…I didn’t bring anything else,” she said.

Gerald raised her chin, made her look at him. “Then you’ll have to borrow something of mine,” he said. “Okay?”

He was asking about more than the clothes. He was asking her permission to move forward with this scene, this scene that he’d been planning for who knew how long. She was nervous, all this space around her. There wasn’t anyone else here, but they were in the wide-open. It wasn’t anything like the hotel room, or the other places Gerald had taken her.

But her body knew, and she didn’t hesitate. “Okay, Gerald.”

“Okay, Sir,” he said.

Sir? She wasn’t sure about that one. Rebecca swallowed. His eyes were still his eyes, the smart, sexy eyes she’d fallen in love with. He didn’t blink, and she remembered how those lashes would sweep her belly with butterfly kisses in the mornings.

She wanted to tuck her hands between her thighs, both for comfort and to ease the ache she was feeling.

“Okay, Sir,” she said.

He nodded, then walked around to the back of the pickup and opened the cap.

“Skirt off first,” he said, not looking at her.

“What? Here?” She said it before she thought.

Gerald stood up straighter, taller. Before he spoke, his mouth was a straight line. “There’s nobody here Bec, just you and me.” The words sounded reassuring, but Rebecca knew that they weren’t meant to be. Gerald was just laying down the rules.

Her safeword was on the tip of her tongue. All she had to do was say it. She’d said it once before, when Gerald had wanted to fuck her bent over the car on a busy street. She’d chickened out  at the thought of being so exposed. She’d said the word. Gerald had squeezed her thigh and told her it was okay. But she’d always regretted it, not taking the chance. Maybe Gerald knew that, maybe he was offering her another go.

She looked around at the meadow. A few butterflies flitted from flower to flower, but Gerald was right. There wasn’t anyone else here. She put her fingers against the side of her skirt. For a moment, her fingers felt too cold to undo the zipper. But Gerald’s eyes warmed her, and she slid the zipper down. She carefully stepped out of her skirt, grateful he’d had her wear panties. At least they covered a bit of her ass.

When Gerald held out his hand, she folded her skirt and put it on his palm.

“Panties too,” he said.

She should have known he wouldn’t let her off that easy. She slid her panties down. The air against her skin was cool, but not cold. Still, she shivered. She knew Gerald was watching her while she bent. She stepped out of her panties and folded them before handing them over.

Gerald took her clothes and then rummaged in the back of the truck. While she waited for Gerald to hand her a new outfit—whatever it was that he’d picked out for her, she was sure it was some skimpy thing—she tried to cover her naked ass with her hands.

He saw her and laughed. Then he gave the bottom of one cheek a squeeze, letting her know just how much of it was visible, even through her spread fingers.

“First of all, you’ve got too nice of an ass to cover it up,” he said.

Instead of clothes, he held out a canvas bag.

“And second of all, I don’t actually have anything for you to wear,” he said. “At least not yet. But if you get this tent set up  before Aaron gets here, I might be able to find you something.”

“Before…” She had trouble getting the words out.

Gerald looked at her as though he’d said something perfectly normal.

“Aaron’s coming to spend the night,” he said. That grin again. It made her insides feel soft and whooshy. “That was his trade for loaning me the truck.”

Rebecca pinched her legs together and tried to think. Gerald had never introduced someone else to their weekends. She didn’t know how that made her feel. Nervous as all hell, yes, but also aroused. Her pulse beat hard between her thighs.

Without waiting for her response, Gerald held out the canvas bag. “The tent,” he said. And his voice held nothing but command.

Rebecca had never even slept in a tent before, much less put one together. She didn’t know how long she had, and she didn’t want to ask. Just as she reached for the canvas bag, Gerald let it slide from his fingers.

“Pick it up,” he said.

Gerald leaned against the truck, watching. She bent, keeping her knees almost straight, the way he liked. She tried to forget that she was mooning the whole Umpqua forest in the process. Still, his quiet groan of appreciation made it easier and when Rebecca came back up, she wiggled her ass just a little.

“Over there,” Gerald said. His voice was already slightly hoarse. “Where it’s flat.”

Rebecca grinned, but kept her face turned away. She didn’t want Gerald to see how much she loved the effect she had on him, how easy she could create changes in his body. When they’d first started dating, and she asked for him to tie her, he’d obliged. And for a long time, she’d thought he was just doing it for her. But now she knew him well enough to know that he loved it as  much as she did, loved seeing her vulnerable and begging for it.

At the flat spot, she pulled the tent out of the canvas bag. It was a mess of fiberglass poles and colored bungees and material. No directions. Oh Jesus, Rebecca thought, she was fucked here. There was no way she was going to get this thing together.

She tried to take the hollow poles apart, but they were hooked together with rubber bands or something inside, and they snapped back in place, getting even more tangled. Gerald was watching her. She couldn’t see him, but her mind told her all she needed to know: he was still leaning back against the truck, his arms folded, just watching. Watching and waiting.

Fumbling with the poles while worrying about her bare ass was no easy task. One of the poles fell to the ground, hitting a rock with a loud ping.

Even without turning around, she knew Gerald was coming. She bent down fast to retrieve the fallen pole. But Gerald was faster, on her before she could stand back up. His zipper pressed into her ass. He bent over with her, so that she was beneath him and he was the one who came up with the pole in his hand.

His lips were against her ear. “I’m sure I don’t need to tell you that this equipment is expensive,” he said. “And here you are, throwing it on the ground.”

“Gerald, I—”

He brought the tent pole against her throat, just hard enough to stop the rest of her sentence.

Rebecca swallowed. They’d played a lot of games, but this was the first time he’d used his strength on her like this. It scared her a little. But it also made her insides so soft. The world outside went away and it was just Gerald and her, just her pulse beating hard against the pole.

Gerald moved the pole down her neck, toward her chest. “Was there something you wanted to say?”

It wasn’t a question, but Rebecca shook her head. The press of his zipper grew harder, until she could feel the outline of his cock against her ass. She tried not to squirm against it, even though she wanted to.

Gerald slid the pole down and ran the cold material over her breasts. Rebecca shivered, loving the feel of the hard pole against her nipples. Gerald must have seen her reaction because he increased the pressure, moved the pole up and down until her nipples were dark pink. They burned from the motion. Her breath stuttered out.

Gerald dropped the pole away from her body and reached around with his empty hand. He dipped one finger inside her. She was surprised how easy he went in, up to the first knuckle.

“Wet already, I see,” he said into her ear.

Her cheeks flared crimson despite the cool air as a second finger slid inside her, and wiggled with the first. She couldn’t help it; she let her head fall back with a sigh against Gerald’s shoulder.

Gerald started speaking, moving his fingers inside her in time to his words.

“You know, the purpose of the tent is to keep us from getting wet.” He was toying with her. Holding her to his body by the movement of his fingers. “But now you’re already wet, so we have a bit of a problem, don’t we?”

She nodded, and realized too late it wasn’t what he wanted. The tent pole caressed the inside of her leg, moved toward her center.

“Don’t we?” he asked again.

“Yes, Sir,” she said, her voice vibrating in time to his fingers moving inside her. He raked his thumb over her clit, hard enough to empty her lungs. She pressed against the calloused flesh, aching.

But Gerald gave his big laugh and pulled his fingers out of her, leaving her wet and hollow. He put his fingers to her lips and she sucked him in. Her own tangy and sweet taste flooded her tongue. He let her suckle him just long enough for her to wish it was his cock in her mouth, and then he pulled his fingers from her lips.

When he put his hand against the back of her neck, she knew he meant for her to touch the ground. And so she did, with her hands first, and then as he bent her even more, with the tips of her long hair.

She stayed that way, looking at her pale fingers spread out on the ground. Her dark hair rustled over the yellow grasses.

“Hands to your ankles,” he said. “And open your legs.” Gerald tapped the inside of her thighs with the pole as he spoke. It didn’t hurt, but she saw it had potential. She quickly spread her legs and then wrapped her hands tight to her bare ankles.

The bungee cords made loops, binding her wrists to her ankles. And then, as if Gerald was afraid she was going to run away like that, he wrapped a bungee loosely from ankle to ankle, shackling her. The stretchy material gave her the impression that she could break free, but when she tried to wiggle in the bonds, she knew she had underestimated it.

“Okay?” Gerald asked. It was his real voice. It let her know that he was outside of his comfort zone too, something that rarely happened. The thought gave her strength. It also made the buzz between her legs louder.

Instead of answering, she wiggled her ass at him. It was a bold move, and she knew it, but she couldn’t help herself.

Gerald’s voice was more growl than anything. And then there was the heat, thin and hot against the back of her thigh. The long sear of the pole nearly set her off balance. She gripped her ankles tighter trying to stay upright.

Gerald was using the tent pole. She realized it as soon as the second strike hit, right on the outside of the curve of her ass. At home, Gerald favored his hand or a paddle. This pain was different. Not a flat slap of pain, but a thin laser that seared into her flesh.

He brought the pole against the other side of her ass. Another strip of laser. Rebecca took a deep inhale, trying to right herself against the throbbing. Her ass, between her legs—her whole lower half felt like it was on fire.

Knowing Gerald, her ass was now perfectly matched, with a long, pink welt on each side. When he started like this, it meant he was going to work his way down from the top of her ass to the bottom, flipping from one cheek to the other until her ass was striped like a zebra. It meant that before he was finished, he was going to use that tent pole on her clit.

She shuddered, even before Gerald brought the pole down on her skin again. He must have seen her movement, because he put his force behind the next swing. The pole gave a short tight whistle and then landed.

Again and again, the strokes came down, getting closer to her clit until every inch of her ass felt scalded. The pain was there, but she could barely feel it over the throbbing of her clit. She didn’t think she could stand it another minute if he didn’t touch her.

Seeming to sense this, Gerald put the pole between her legs and brought it up against her clit. She gritted her teeth and tried not to cry out. She knew that any sounds would increase her punishment. But on the second hit, she squealed just a little. Her clit was so raw and ripe that every movement brought her closer to the edge. She couldn’t ever remember wanting to come so badly.

“Please, Gerald, please…” As soon as she said it, she knew.

He stopped. Oh god, the empty ache was worse than the pain. She knew what she needed to say, but she couldn’t bring herself to say it.

“Please, what?” he asked. He still didn’t touch her. Her clit boomed against the cool air until she thought she couldn’t bear it.

When she finally said it, it was so quiet that she was afraid he hadn’t heard. She was afraid her words got lost in her hair and the position.

But Gerald must have heard at least the “Sir” part, because he pressed the pole against her. The material, which she knew was warm from striking her skin, rolled back and forth over her clit. She gasped at this new sensation, the solid pressure and roll of it.

Gerald kept rubbing the pole back and forth over her clit in the same motion she would have used with her fingers, if her fingers were free. He was bringing her so close, so close.

“You’re not going to come, are you?” he said.

She wasn’t sure, but she shook her head anyway. The only sound was her own hitched breath and the tips of her hair brushing the grass.

Gerald pressed his blue-jeaned cock against her ass and kept going like he didn’t notice her response. “Because if you come, I’ll have to leave you like this until Aaron gets here,” he said. “I can just imagine him driving up, expecting a few birds and bees and finding…”

When Gerald said Aaron, she had an instant picture of him in her head. She couldn’t help it, she imagined him touching her, bending his blond head to lick her nipples while Gerald rubbed the tent pole against her clit.

She had to shake the image out of her head, so she wouldn’t come. But her body kept moving of its own accord, pressing and rubbing against the pole that Gerald was holding.

Gerald didn’t take the pole away. He just kept sliding it back  and forth over her clit while he talked. “…Finding you here, dripping. All wrapped up in pieces of his tent. Naughty little girl.”

At that, she couldn’t stop it anymore. She couldn’t even pretend to be in control as her pussy clenched at the sides of the pole, looking for something to draw in. Gerald was nearly fucking her, even though he was still dressed, his zippered cock rubbing back and forth across her already sensitive skin. She loved coming like this, the way the world slid away and she was just the burn of her ass and her clit, an exhale of “oh, oh…”

And then it was over, and her legs shook so hard she wasn’t sure she could stay upright, but Gerald held her up with the pole and his hands until she stopped trembling.

As soon as she stopped, Gerald stepped away, leaving her wet and bent, wrung like a rag. It wasn’t just her ass that was exposed; she felt like her desires were out there in the open now too.

She stayed that way, looking at her pale fingers spread out on the ground. At dark hair touching the yellow grasses. She couldn’t see Gerald. Couldn’t feel him either. Her mouth wanted to cry out to him, to hear him answer, no matter what her punishment would be. But she refused to break that easy.

She inhaled, trying to tell herself she could be doing yoga. Trying to tell herself to forget that she was half-naked, her entire lower body open to the world. For a moment, she was content to bend there, in the silence. Knowing that she and Gerald were alone in all this bigness, that he was watching her from somewhere. That he’d be back any second to take care of her.

And then she heard the sound of their Honda, coming slowly up the dirt road behind her.
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Jen had been tutoring Marcus for about a year. He was just twenty. She was nearing the end of that decade and lonely. The lessons were no hardship for Jen. In the absence of a boyfriend, she had grown to look forward to their weekly hour together as she would a date. Her initial observation that he was extremely attractive had grown into something more urgent. She found subtle excuses to touch him.

As the hour of his arrival approached, Jen would pass the hall window, hoping to catch an extra glance at him as he walked up her drive. She took pleasure in opening the door of her house to him, and welcoming him in.

Just before his exams they’d had an encounter. It was a quick Shake ’n’ Bake of a tryst, a spank and wank, if you will. On his way into the study he had bent to talk to her terrier.

“Hey, Rags, hey little dude. How are ya?” His combats rode down to reveal the band of his tighty whities and a tattoo above that, an intricate pattern spreading out from the base of  his spine. Jen had to clutch the door frame, weak-kneed. But his homework was less impressive.

“So did you get to do the essay plan we discussed?”

His usual excuses surfaced again. “I just didn’t get time, I’ll have it next week, I will.”

Frustration replaced the wave of desire. “Do you want to get into University, Marcus?”

A shrug. “I can’t really deal with the thought of another four years of school.” Yet here he was. Trying to do the right thing, but scared to try in case he failed.

“It looks like we’re wasting each other’s time, then. And you’re wasting your mother’s money.”

“I hear enough of that from her.” His light voice grew testy. She tried a different tack. Hand on hip, she risked a joke.

“Get it together, Marcus. I’m not your mother. Don’t talk to me like that. I’d swear you were looking for a spanking.”

To her astonishment, he had turned to her, eyes bright, and his tongue darted out to moisten his lips. “If you think it will help.” He arched an eyebrow.

Jen’s armpits prickled and she felt her pulse begin to drum. Where was self-preservation when she needed it? The little demon on her shoulder pushed her better judgment firmly out of the way. Her internal struggle ended when she ordered him to bend over the desk.

“Trousers down, Marcus, we may as well do this properly.”

He’d obeyed quickly enough, eager fingers unbuckling his belt. He shivered when she rested her hand lightly on his ass, giving him time to back out, to laugh it off. When he turned and locked eyes with her, she read only excitement there.

“I do need a spanking, Jen.”

So she had obliged, landing smack after firm smack on his buttocks as he braced himself against the desk. She’d finished  the spanking by grabbing a light wooden ruler and rubbing it against his hot cheeks.

“Have you learned your lesson?”

“I…yes, I…” She could see he wasn’t sure how to answer; the ruler sliding to and fro on the cotton of his pants was distracting him, as was his erection, straining his waistband. He rubbed himself on the edge of the desk and closed his eyes. She marveled that he was so into this. She brought the ruler down on his ass, snapping it in a fast series of little slaps that she knew would sting his tenderized skin. When she stopped, he straightened and reached back to rub his rear. It was her turn to raise her eyebrows.

“Well?”

“I’m sorry I snapped. And I’m sorry about this.” He grinned and gestured to his cock. “I can’t go home like this.”

He was right. He couldn’t. She’d crossed the line when she made him undress. But she tried, she paid lip service to common sense. “You know I can’t. This isn’t—it’s too much to ask of you. If I were in your place, I wouldn’t be able to stop myself telling my friend I just got it on with a teacher. And then he’d tell his mother, and she’d tell your mother. And I’d be in the papers.”
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