The Quickie

By Robert Caveat 


Our schedules had been out of sequence for so long, we had just about given up on getting together again. Even though we lived relatively close, our work and family needs just weren’t cooperating with our desires. We were able to find time to talk on the phone and to email each other, but that several hour block of playtime had not recently been there. It was almost as though we needed to make an appointment several weeks in advance to have some private time together. 


One evening, I was ready to head home after work, and was wishing to see Mary. I realized that I had about half an hour of extra time before I had to play taxi and take the kid to practice. Mary was going to be home for a little while and then had to head off to do some volunteer work. 


Suddenly, it occurred to me that perhaps we had been blind to those little opportunities we did have. As I drove away from work, I used my cell phone to speed dial Mary’s number. When she answered, I told her my idea. “Pet, at least we will have some time together,” I suggested, trying not to sound like I was pleading. That would not be appropriate behavior for a Dom. Fortunately, Mary agreed with my idea. I quickly drove to her place, parked the car, and grabbed the bag I always carry with me. 


Mary met me at the door, naked except for wrist and ankle restraints. I hugged and kissed her passionately, while imprisoning her arms behind her. I heard her whimper as my mouth devoured her. I released her, gave her a swat on her fanny and followed her to the room where I had installed two eyescrews into the ceiling. I wasted no time in taking a rope, blindfold and spreaderbar from my bag and using them to secure her with her arms overhead and legs helplessly spread apart. 


My hands gently caressed her underarms and sides, causing her to shiver slightly. My clothed body pressed against her back, and my arms surrounded her, while my hands lightly touched her stomach, then traveled up to her breasts, feeling each subtle curve. Her breasts fit perfectly in my hands, their nipples tickling my palms. I could feel them grow with each touch. She leaned back against me, pressing us together from top to bottom. My fingers and fingernails began to pinch and scratch her nipples, and I heard the intake of breath and moan that resulted from this treatment. I pinched harder, and she tried to move away. There was nowhere to go and no way to move more than a few inches. She realized the true helplessness of her situation. No choice but to take what I had to give her. 


The flogger was next. I circled her body, twirling it so the ends swished biting caresses across her breasts, loins and bottom. She wiggled and moaned in response to each loving flick of the flogger. I paid special attention to her cunt lips, flogging them from behind and through her spread legs. Again, she tried unsuccessfully to escape the fiery flicks. The spreaderbar made it impossible to move away, and I enjoyed the jerky dance as she still made futile efforts. 


Mindful of the time, I stopped and moved a large chair in front of her, so the back of it was touching Mary’s stomach. Unfastening her wrists from the overhead eyescrews, I pulled her forward by the rope so that her stomach was over the back of the chair, and her arms and head was in the seat. I then fastened her arms to one of the chair legs. For good measure, I attached a rope to the spreaderbar between her ankles and secured it to the chair’s back legs. Her sexy exposed bottom was too much of a temptation, so I began spanking it until my stiff cock presses uncomfortably against the front of my jeans. I pulled at the zipper and worked myself free of the fly and my shorts. My cock waived stiffly in the air until I pressed it against her bottom, rubbing it across those freshly warmed globes. 


Her cunt was at the perfect height, so I took her quickly and without mercy. She was dripping wet, hot and ready for me. The steamy silkiness of her sex was almost too much to take. I knew I would not last long. As I pressed forward, my cock bottomed out against her cervix, and she grunted. I reached forward and around her, grabbing her breasts and squeezing them roughly, using them for purchase. As I began fucking her, there was no finesse. My hips pistoned forward and back, increasing the tempo. Each movement forward caused my loins to smack against her bottom. The contact also caused the chair to rock a bit. 


We both were making guttural sounds. I reached my peak first, and the sounds of my climax pushed Mary over the edge. My cock began pumping jets of creamy jism, showering her insides with its hot fluids. I resisted the urge to freeze in mid-movement and continued to work my cock in and out of her love tunnel, giving us both extra pleasure. 


It was over too soon. After catching my breath, I used a bathroom towel to clean us up a bit before untying Mary. She quickly went to her knees and finished cleaning me up with her lips and tongue. My pet cocksucker. Finished, Mary stood up. We cuddled for a few moments, and it was time for me to go. She gave my cock a little squeeze and tucked it back inside my jeans. A zip and a pat and the horse was again in its barn. I repacked my toy bag, and we hugged at the door. “I hate to come and run,” I whispered. 


“I know,” she whispered back, her lips moving against my chest. “It was wonderful. Come again, Sir.” 



“I will,” I promised. “We both will.” As I headed to my car, I reflected that while we were not always able to get together for long periods of time, a quickie was certainly the next best thing. 


