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I found it at a yard sale. It was an old coffee table, or some such thing, made out of 2"x 6" lumber. Just a basic, squarish-style table, when turned on end, it looked like a C. I immediately saw the possibilities, paid the owner and took it home. It needed some sanding and some stain, but that was easy. I added some eye screws on the insides of the legs and brought it to your house to try it out.

You looked somewhat surprised at your present, but when I explained its use, you warmed up to it. We threw a couple of pillows on top, got you undressed and into your wrist and ankle restraints, and fastened you face down on it, your arms and legs clipped to both sides. Right away, I realized there was a problem with your comfort, so I unclipped your ankles, wrapped some rope around your thighs and had you kneel. Perfect…I was able to fasten your thighs to the eye screws. You looked very vulnerable and open to me, and I know you felt that way.

I took out the flogger and tried it out on your backside. I particularly liked the new spanking bench, because your ass was doubled over and more exposed to me. As I struck it, you began moaning with each stroke. I had you count the first 20, but when I probed your cunt with my fingers until you came, we did not resume counting as I began to spank you with my bare hand. I cupped my hand before slapping your cheeks. This made a loud noise when it struck you, but did not hurt much. Instead, it seemed to turn you on as you squirmed.

I came around to your front, took my shorts off, kneeled in front of you and offered you my cock. Your mouth was level with my cock, and you sucked it in eagerly. As your wonderful mouth moved expertly around me, I began flogging you again with the purple flogger. You moaned around my cock, and sucked me even harder. I was beginning to build to my climax, so I dropped the flogger, and reached under your body, grabbing your breasts in my hands. As I felt the nipples in my fingers, I squeezed them roughly. This brought a groan from you. "Suck it harder, slut," I demanded. You complied. Your moans were almost constant now, as I repeatedly squeezed your nipples and breast flesh. The feeling of them, your constant moaning, and your mouthwork, finally drove me over the edge. My cock jetted streams of fluid into your mouth, and I heard you swallow it. Each swallow served to squeeze my pumping prick, making the orgasm more intense. In the midst of my cum haze, I realized that my squeezes on your breasts were bringing you to another climax. As I finished mine, I helped you with yours, stroking your back, neck and holding your head. Wow, what a way to break in a new piece of play furniture.


