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The Pain Line 

 

He looks so vulnerable, this man of mine, blindfolded and 

sprawled star-shaped on black satin sheets. Beautiful Jacob’s smooth 

chest rises and falls, his breaths sharp, quick. Ropes attached to the four-

poster bed struts chafe his wrists and ankles, their redness testament to 

his struggles. From below his navel, a fine line of black hair tapers 

outward the lower my gaze travels, spreading to join the curly thatch 

surrounding his turgid cock. That cock bobs against his lower abdomen 

while he waits…waits. 

The crop slapping against my palm startles him, and his hips buck. 

He bites his lower lip and exhales a long breath, the burst of air 

displacing his dark fringe. At the bed’s foot, I stand with legs apart, 

naked in black knee-high boots. Nipples taut, I snap the crop once more. 

Jacob doesn’t flinch. A smile graces his clean-shaven face, and he pulls at 

his restraints, his need to touch me obvious. 

“Repeat the safe word,” I whisper. 

“Beauty,” he says, his tone rich, enticing. 

His tight bollocks twitch, and I move the crop’s tip along one of his 

inner thighs. He looses a strangled groan, licks his lips. 
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“Do you think you’ll break before you reach The Pain Line?” I ask, 

the crop teasing the base of his shaft. 

He smiles again, and those dimples I love enhance his charm.  

“No.” 

“Do the ropes hurt?” I lightly trace a line up his cock. 

“They do.” 

“Good.” 

His total trust has always astounded me. He rests easy on the bed 

knowing I hold an instrument that can wield such terrible pain if used 

inappropriately, yet his muscles only bunch as he awaits the bite, the 

sting. His toned stomach spasms, the crop tracing figure of eights over 

the flat planes, and he sucks in air, holds it. I raise the crop, and his hands 

clench into fists, his wrist veins prominent. Breath still held, his toes 

splay, and pre-cum drizzles, drips onto his stomach. The overhead light 

renders it an opal, a liquid jewel that I ache to lick away. 

“Anticipation kills you, doesn’t it?” I laugh, low and throaty. 

The crop swoops down, cracks against his thigh with a delicious 

slap. My cunt clenches, and I long to climb on the bed and lower myself 

onto him, have him fill me, complete me.  

“Resistance brings a sharper orgasm, Beth, you know that.” He 

pants, inhales then exhales through those supple, alluring lips of his. Lips 
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that have surrounded my nipples, kissed my mouth pliant, and sucked 

my clit. 

How well he knows me. Knows what I’m thinking. 

Another swift shot in the same place, another slap of crop on flesh, 

urges his head up and forward, neck corded, teeth gritted. A pained moan 

wrenches from him, and he flops back down, his chest sweat-glistened. 

“Quiet,” I say, stern, no nonsense. “You know how your talking 

riles me.” 

Ah, the game plays out the same way every time, but the 

experience is never dull. He closes his lips, breathes through his nose, 

nostrils flared. A welt blooms on his thigh, an angry red slash. Tomorrow, 

Jacob’s trousers will rub against it, and he’ll remember tonight while he 

works, the recollection hardening his cock beneath his desk. He revels in 

those moments, says they make him long to return home, and the day 

drags on, tormenting him, heightening his desire. 

His tongue slides over his lips again, and a bead of sweat breaks 

from its anchor and meanders from his temple into his ear. I lick my own, 

mimic his movement, and wish his mouth on mine. No. No. 

I fondle my nipples, fingertips soft against their rigidity, and a shot 

of desire zips to my core. Dampness lubricates my folds, and I stave off 
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the urge to dip my fingers inside and circle my nub. An ache pulses 

through me, a fierce yearning, and I sigh in an effort to calm myself. 

“Don’t touch it,” he says. 

“Hush!” 

I strike him again—one, two, three blows. 

“Fuck! Ah…Beth. Come here.” 

I remain silent. 

“Please?” he whispers, cock vein pronounced, a purple-hued streak 

against pink. “Beth?” 

Crop on the floor, I walk to the bedside cabinet, my heels loud on 

the wooden flooring. I lower to my haunches, my scent wafting up to 

tantalise him, and he turns his head. Opening a drawer, I reach inside and 

curl my fingers around a slim phallus, four inches in length. Should I use 

it on myself?  

“Don’t,” he says, head level with my slit.  

A smile tweaks my lips, and I reach into the drawer for lube. 

“Fuck. I smell you, Beth.” 

The heady aroma has grown with my excitement. My inner thighs 

slick, I sashay to the end of the bed and climb on, kneel between his legs. 

His breathing quickens, and another opal drips, disappears into the line 

of hair. I take my time unscrewing the lube, squeezing a droplet onto the 
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phallus, and tossing the tube aside. With practised, languid strokes, I 

smooth the liquid, up, down, up, and imagine Jacob’s cock in my hand. 

Phallus ready, I slide it between his ass cheeks. He grunts and tries to 

raise his knees, cries out as the rope burns his ankles. 

“Oh, God! This bit…always gets to me,” he whispers. “I can do this. 

I can do this.” 

I circle his puckered hole, ease the phallus tip inside. He jolts, 

releases an “Ah!” of pleasure, and I wait for him to become accustomed to 

the intrusion. One second, two, three...and I push further until he takes it 

all. His cock bounces then strains at an angle to his body. As I begin a 

slow rhythm—in out, in out—I fist his cock and copy the phallus’ 

movements. Jacob’s inner thighs press into my legs, and he bares his 

teeth. 

“Agonising, the pain of holding off release, hmm?” 

He nods, and a low growl rumbles from him, exacerbating my lust. 

My ministrations must be maddening. On other nights, I am the one 

receiving, and the stroke of his tongue up and down my slit almost brings 

me off. It takes massive concentration to quell the sensations. 

His cock hardens further, and his testicles rise inside their sacs. He 

is close, so close. A few strokes more, and I remove the phallus, take my 
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hand from him. He whimpers, the sound an indication he nears The Pain 

Line. The pain of holding back. 

“Beth, please. Please come here.” 

And I want to. Oh, God, I want to, but…no. 

I drop the phallus and stand, hold my arms out to my sides to 

steady myself. Lifting one leg, I place my boot sole on his groin to the 

right of his cock, and lower the heel. Press it into his sac…gently. Jacob 

keens, raises his head, and a sob bursts from him. 

“Please…I can’t…can’t—” 

“Say the safe word.” 

He struggles, the rope grinding against the bed posts. “No.” 

“Then hush.” 

I apply more pressure, and he lowers his head, thrashes it on the 

pillow from side to side. A touch more, more again, and he opens his 

mouth, snaps it shut, lips a thin line. A sigh escapes me. Damn. I didn’t 

want him to know how he affects me. I’m rewarded with a smile despite 

his suffering. 

“Bastard,” I say on another sigh and press a little harder. 

“Oh, fuck. Fuck!” He grits his teeth, and air hisses between them, 

long and drawn out. “I…I’m—” 

“No! You mustn’t.” 
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I remove my boot and step up the bed. Knees bent, I rest them 

either side of his torso. My thigh muscles relax, and a light breeze tickles 

my skin. I look down at Jacob’s pursed lips. He blows gently, his biceps 

bunched, knuckles white. 

“Are you struggling?” I ask. 

“N-no.”  

His hot breath huffs out, caresses my slit, and I cup his face, thumb 

his cheeks. My scent fans up, and he inhales deeply, his brow furrowed in 

concentration. I lower myself onto his stomach, the contact of his skin 

against my wet folds a painful tease. He groans. 

“Untie me, Beth.” 

“No.” 

“Fuck.” 

I smooth my hands down his neck, along his collarbone, and palm 

his chest. Dig my nails into it and scrape them toward my cunt. My 

fingertips glide over my inner thighs, and I itch to touch myself. His cock 

taps my ass, the tip damp. Maybe a little too damp.    

“Have you…?” I hold my breath. 

“Nearly. I—” 

“Hold off.” 



The Pain Line 
 

11 
 

I tweak his nipples—hard—and he writhes beneath me, hands 

starfishes. His tongue darts out, and I lean down, catch it between my 

lips and suck. Jacob raises his head again, greedy, wanting, and I pull 

away. I ache for more, for the feel of his tongue against mine, but he chose 

this, chose to be tested. One tiny scoot backward, and his cock, hot and 

ready, slides up my ass cleft. Careful to keep it there, I move. My skin’s 

abrasion on his sensitive shaft wrenches a groan from him, and he bucks 

his hips, strives to gain control. Nipples pinched once more, he mumbles 

incoherent words, and I quicken my pace. 

His animalistic yell and the lowering of his hips prove he’s 

perilously near, and I lay my hands on his chest to brace myself. Lifting 

my ass, I settle my cunt on the end of his cock. The air stills along with 

my body, the only sounds our ragged breaths and the bedside clock’s 

monotonous tick. My inner walls contract, squeeze his throbbing tip, 

and Jacob whimpers again, the sound pitiful. I plunge down then up, let 

his cock leave me. 

I want to sink down again, ride him until I’m gasping, striving for 

the pinnacle, but that isn’t the game. That isn’t how we play.  

“You want me, don’t you, Beth?” 

“No.” 
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I climb off him, off the bed, and untie each rope. He rotates his 

wrists and ankles, bends his legs. His hand moves to his face, lingers 

above the blindfold, but he lowers his arm and rests it beside him. I open 

the door, its creak alerting him to what I’m  doing, and leave the room. 

Outside on the landing, I lean against the wall. The cold contact shocks a 

little desire away, and I close my eyes, steady my breathing. A fierce 

throb swells my clit—I feel it, feel it expanding—and if I slipped my 

fingers… No. I start the count to sixty. Just one minute extra to make him 

think he’s safe. Is he indecisive? Does he ponder on whether to fist his 

cock, fondle his sac, give himself a taste of pleasure? The rules state he 

must not touch. He must remain still. 

Sixty reached, I tiptoe into the room, my footfalls near-silent.  

Jacob’s fingertips hover above his cock, and he sucks the pointer 

finger of his other hand. Naughty. I wait, will him to break the rules so I 

can rub my clit, give myself relief. He takes his finger from his mouth and 

places both hands on the bed, palms down. Fuck. 

“Did you touch, Jacob?” 

He jumps and shakes his head.  

“Did you want to?” 

He nods. 

“But you didn’t?” 
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“No.” 

“Good.” 

Fingertips circling my areolas, lust grips me, and I push my breasts 

together, massage them, fancy Jacob’s hands do the touching. Rolling a 

nipple between finger and thumb, I pull, tweak, the pleasure-pain almost 

too much. Pressure builds in my clit, and my other hand snakes down. 

The touch of my damp hair halts its progress, and I snatch my hands 

away, hold them out to my sides. 

“Are you touching, Beth?” 

“No.” 

“Sure?” 

“Yes.” 

“Come here?” 

“No. Turn over. Get on your hands and knees.” 

Jacob complies. His broad shoulder blades stick out, and his 

narrow waist begs for me to wrap my arms around it, rest my cheek on 

his back, spoon him. Crop in hand, I walk to the bottom of the bed, stand 

sideward, and bring the instrument up in a wide arc. It cracks against his 

ass, and he shunts forward, a whoomph of surprise gusting out of him. He 

hangs his head, arches his spine, then relaxes. The crop smacks his ass 

again, and his yell brings further moisture to my cunt. Another, another, 
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another, each strike urging hoarse cries from Jacob—and me. Breath 

sifting through clenched teeth, I strike him again—hard—and his deep 

shout accompanies his hand leaving the bed and moving down to his 

cock. 

“Leave it!” 

“Beth, I…I can’t…I’m—” 

“I said leave it!” 

Frustrated, he slaps his palm on the bed, and I whip him twice 

more. 

“Turn over. Quickly.” 

I can’t take any more. He spins over, and I let go of the crop. It 

clatters to the floor. 

“Beauty,” I say. 

Fuck. 

Jacob snatches off the blindfold, and his piercing black eyes meet 

mine. His flushed cheeks, heavy breathing, and thick cock show his 

hungry state, and I climb on the bed, position myself over him, present 

my ass to his face. I lick his cock head, savour the taste of pre-cum, and 

guide his shaft deeper. His tongue probes my wet hole, and I suck 

upward on a moan. Lips catch my clit between them, and he sucks, I 

suck, and God, I want to come. With frantic movements, my head bobs 
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up and down, my tongue flat against him. His tip butts my throat, the 

shaft widening, and his vein pulses. I suck up, lick the head, swirl my 

tongue tip around the rim. Jacob’s fast, flickering attentions gain pace, 

and I give a frustrated cry. Turning, I straddle him, lean down to kiss my 

juices from his lips. Hands cupping his face, I kiss him, conveying all my 

emotions, my need of him, my love for him. He returns it, and, with 

reluctance, I rear up and slide onto his cock. 

Ah, fuck, the feel of him slowly filling me spurs on my orgasm, and 

I ride him hard. He brings his hands up to fondle and pinch my nipples, 

and the sensations created intensify my speed and yen for release. His 

hips rise a little, and I press my clit against his lower abdomen, the 

friction aiding my chase for the ultimate pleasure. My sheath squeezes 

him, and tingles grow in my clit, spreading through my folds and 

spiralling inside me.  

Jacob pants, grunts, and pinches, pulls my nipples. “Beth. Fuck, 

I’m—” 

I’m there, desire roiling. I hiss through my teeth, suck in a sharp 

breath, and rest my hands on his chest for better leverage. His cock 

throbs, and I pump him faster, harder. Cum spurts, warm, so deliciously 

wet. My elated cry joins his, and he glides his hands over my breasts, 

grips my waist and pushes me down onto him. His body shudders, and 
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he closes his eyes, lips slightly parted. I slow, aftershocks buzzing my 

clit, my labia. Still now, I lean forward, offer him my mouth. He runs his 

tongue over my lips, dips it inside to touch mine. Our kiss deepens, and 

his hands, so gentle, roam my back, my buttocks. 

I don’t want to move. Want his cock inside me forever. Love for 

him surges, and I break the kiss to pepper others on his eyelids, his 

cheeks, his salty neck.  

“God, I love you, Beth.” 

“I love you too,” I whisper. “Desperately.” 

 


