{ASSM} The Rental Unit {Animal} (MF Mdom sm anal, rim)

This was previously published as “Burn Me, Hurt Me” on RPP.com. When the narrator agreed to give his temporary secretary the punishment she asked for, he didn’t realize how much pain she really wanted.

As always, and especially with stories involving pain along with other sexual activities, please bear in mind that this fantasy is fiction, and should always remain so! But . . . if you're a girl, if you are like Andrea, and if you find me, I can please you without leaving much damage.
THE RENTAL UNIT, by Animal

"This is Andrea," said the Client, "She's a temp. She'll put together the report, so she'll basically be working under you."

As we shook hands and mumbled the usual lines, I saw a twinkle in Andrea's eye. I don't think the Client had any idea that his introduction could be taken the wrong way. I already knew he was very straight and deeply religious. He would not have seen any humor in referring to a temporary clerical worker as a rental unit.

Andrea, the rental unit, looked about thirty, slender and blonde, with a classically beautiful face. Great cheekbones. Long legs, pale green eyes, and sparkling teeth that were just irregular enough to suggest she had never needed orthodontistry.

She was a bit of a chatterbox. She told me that she'd recently moved to the East Coast after all her life in southern California. I figured she was either running away from a guy or chasing one. On the second day, I learned that she was approaching her fortieth birthday. You really had to look close to see it, and even then it was hard to believe. She was given to tight jeans or stretch pants, and long jackets, but she had a flat belly, a narrow waist, a beautiful firm round ass, and nice little boobs. They were too small to be phony, and they seemed to be naturally high on her chest.

Andrea occasionally dropped lines like, "I know I'm anal about this . . ." and "My ex-boyfriend just didn't seem to understand what I needed." She had never been married, had lived with one guy for several years, and had had an abortion that left her unable to bear children. This was more than I wanted to know about a temporary secretary. And this sort of confirmed that she was running away from, not after, a guy.

My contract was to put together a business report that could win my client a huge, profitable program, and I was being paid a lot of money for a three-week effort. I'm a double retiree, once from the military and once from industry, and now that I don't really need to earn an income, I'm making more money than I can spend. Especially now that I don't chase women nor party all night.

On the second day, Andrea apologized for wearing her stretch pants, and I told her I liked them, that she looked good in them.

Then she had an accident that put her car in the body shop, so I picked her up for work each day and took her home at night. One evening, I took her to dinner at a fine restaurant I knew from previous business in this city.

Vague enough? I hope so. I want to tell the story, but I don't want anyone I know to recognize me or Andrea - which obviously is not her real name.

She had already told me that wine got to her quickly, and at dinner I realized it was true. She didn't get sloppy, or loud, or sad, but she was obviously affected by two glasses of Merlot, and she asked for a third. By the time we left the restaurant, she had told me how badly her last boyfriend had treated her, and how much she hated her cheap efficiency apartment. And how she liked working under me.

"How do you know that?" I asked suggestively.

She blushed. We were nearing my hotel, on the way to her apartment.

"What's your hotel room like?" she asked, as if to change the subject.

I'd had a martini and a glass of wine myself, so I gallantly asked, "You want to see for yourself?"

"Sure," she replied, as if calling my bluff.

When we got out of the elevator on the top floor, she took my hand.

She acted like she was impressed by my suite. And especially by the Jacuzzi tub. "Oh, I love a bath," she said. "My place only has a shower."

"Be my guest," I offered, expecting her to make an excuse.

"Okay," she replied. She started the tub, and then spent nearly an hour in the bathroom, using up the bath salts, the shampoo, and the conditioner, and then using the hair dryer. She came out in the white cotton terry robe that came with the suite. I was on the couch with a glass of single malt on the rocks.

She posed in front of me, holding the robe closed with her hands in the pockets. "That was bad of me, wasn't it?" she asked. 

I nodded. "I think you probably need to be punished." I was kidding. Or at least, I think I was kidding. I really wanted to see where this would lead.

"Do you want to punish me?" 

"If you believe you deserve it."

She nodded. "How . . . will you punish me?" 

"I, uh, I'll begin with a spanking," I said with a leering grin, "but it has to be on a bare bottom."

In a single fluid motion, she opened the robe and let it slide from her shoulders to the floor. Before I could really get a good look, she knelt and then stretched out across my lap. I did notice that she was a real blonde.

For a moment, I just admired her beautiful ass. Her hips were narrow, her waist even narrower, and her buttocks jutted out round and firm and smooth. Creamy tan skin. I couldn't help caressing her ass, which drew a moan from her throat. I just couldn't believe she was almost forty.

Then I raised my hand and slapped it down on her right cheek. She gave out a little laugh that was almost a sneer. 

Left cheek, harder. I waited to watch the handprint appear.

Then the right, pause, and the left, each time a little harder. I wanted a reaction.

After about ten slaps on each cheek I realized she was crying. I stopped spanking and caressed her beautiful bottom.

"Is . . . that all?" she whimpered.

I began again. Harder. Slowly, pausing after each slap. She never begged, never tried to protect herself, never cried out. 

After another ten or fifteen slaps to each cheek, my hand was sore, and I knew her ass had to really hurt. I stopped again and caressed her beautiful ass again. As I slid my hand across her cleft, she opened her legs, so I slid my fingertips between them.

She was sopping wet. I stroked as far as I could reach, and she arched her back to I could reach even farther. I slipped a finger in her pussy and she pressed back against my hand.

I expected her to be somewhat loose, but she was squeezing my finger. She slid down, taking my hand with her.

I actually had not realized how aroused I was, but Andrea did. She felt my erection through my slacks, and now she could reach the zipper. While I fingered her, she opened my slacks and pulled my cock out.

"Oh!" she sighed, "You’re . . . big!"

The last time anyone - who shall remain nameless - measured from my pubic bone to the tip, my cock measured just under nine inches. Not much under, but it doesn't get that hard very often any more. It felt close to its youthful vigor with Andrea's inspiration. 

"Don't stop," she gasped, and then she engulfed me with her lovely mouth.

I added a second finger, and she began pumping her face up and down my cock. Just as I was getting close to that point of no return, she stopped and rolled over on her back.

Her front was as lovely as her back. Smallish breasts, but still firm, and more of that flawless, smooth, honey-tan skin. 

I raised my wet fingers to her face, and touched her mouth. She opened her mouth and began licking them. Lapping up her own juices.

"Are you finished spanking me?" she asked, as she spread her sleek legs even wider.

I couldn't speak. She had trimmed her pubes, and her pussy lips were absolutely smooth. I brought my open hand down on her little blonde pussy. Neatly trimmed, a little blonde triangle at the top of the cleft, the soft labia absolutely smooth.

She gasped, and raised her hips. I spanked her pussy again. And again. And rubbed my finger in the cleft before I raised my hand again.

She turned her head and took my cock in her mouth again, and sucked me as I spanked her pussy and fingered her.

After about ten, maybe more, hard slaps, she groaned, "I need you . . . in me now."

She writhed free and straddled me, and impaled herself with a groan. I couldn't remember a pussy so tight, or so wet. Up and down, and then again, and every inch of me was in her. I even felt the very depth of her pussy strained over the head of my cock.

"Your cock . . . hurts . . . me . . . nice," she croaked.

She moved up slowly and then down fast on my cock, and I stroked her clitoris, and in what seemed like seconds, she came.

She kept fucking me and she came again.

This time she collapsed on me.

"You . . . you didn't . . . cum . . . yet."

"I will," I told her.

"I want . . . I know . . . you're all wet with me . . . but . . . I want to . . . may I . . . make love to you with my mouth?"

"Of course," I told her, gallantly.

She managed to get my slacks and undershorts off more quickly than I ever had, and then she was kneeling between my legs with my cock in her mouth.

She sucked it like it was the best thing she had ever tasted. She licked my balls, and guided my feet to the coffee table in front of me. She continued to lick my balls, and she lifted my scrotum and licked behind them, then lower.

"Oh! Yes!" I hissed, as I drew my knees up further. "Lick me there!" I felt her tongue at my anus. "Put your tongue in my ass!"

She fucked my asshole with her tongue, and I felt the pre-orgasmic urge.

She sensed it too, and jumped up. She captured my cock and took it as deeply into her mouth as she could. Her fist pumped the shaft, her lips and tongue worked on the head, and she sucked as I erupted like I was twenty or thirty years younger, and she gulped it down.

She looked up at me like a guilty child. "Was that . . . really bad?" she asked.

I nodded, not trusting my voice nor my words.

"Are you going to punish me again?"

I nodded again.

She had drawn my heavy leather belt from my slacks. "With . . . this?"

I was speechless. I nodded and took the belt from her.

She bent over the back of the easy chair. "I might try to get away," she said. "You probably should tie me up."

I used her nylons to tie her wrists to the front legs of the chair, and two of my neckties to bind her ankles to the back legs.

"How . . . many?" she asked.

"Twenty-five," I said, as I wrapped the buckle end of the belt around my right hand.

"Is that all?" she said.

"I'll decide how many," I told her. "At least twenty five, and then I'll turn you over. If you've had an orgasm."

She trembled, and I laid the belt across her perfect ass.

I placed most of them on her beautiful cheeks, with a few on the backs of her thighs, and a few more where the tip of the belt hit between them. I know she had one orgasm, perhaps more.

When I untied her, she turned around with her back to the chair and let me tie her ankles to the back legs of the chair again. She had to arch her back to remain standing, and she let me tie her wrists together behind her back. She had to lean back sharply or she would have fallen on her face. This position thrust her loins and breasts forward. 

I laid the belt across her flat little belly. Across the front of her thighs. And across her tender breasts.

After maybe ten or twelve strokes, I inadvertently let the tip of the belt hit her pussylips. I corrected my aim, but she squirmed around to let me know where the target should be. I popped her pussy again, and then again, and she began cumming.

When I untied her, she turned around and I began fucking her from behind, and she came again. I couldn't believe how tight she still was, nor how wet. I pulled out and she moaned, "No," and then I pressed my cock against her asshole.

"Yes," she gasped, "Fuck me . . . there. Fuck my ass!"

She moaned in pain as I forced my cock up her ass. I had so much of her juice on me it was like using lube. I buried my cock up her ass, and began fucking her with long, slow strokes.

Andrea came again.

"Let me . . . suck you again," she sobbed.

I pulled out and she turned around and dropped to her knees and began sucking me again, unmindful of the taste of her own bowels. Well, she had already tasted my ass, she might as well taste her own.

We slept for an hour or two, and when I woke, she was lighting a cigarette, which she offered to me.

"I don't smoke cigarettes," I told her.

"Neither do I," she said, handing it to me, "put it out." She took a deep breath, making her breasts stand out proudly.

"Are you sure?" I asked.

She put her hands behind her and looked up at the ceiling. "I'm absolutely sure."

I wasn't. The red handprints from a spanking, even some welts from the belt that would fade away in a few days, those I could accept. But to burn her perfect, smooth skin?

"Please," she begged, "I . . . need . . . "

I pressed the hot end of the cigarette against her left breast, just beneath the nipple, and when she whimpered, I drew it away. 

"No," she hissed, "put it out."

I pressed it against the side of her breast, and ground it out.

"Light it again," she gasped. 

I ground this one out more slowly, at the inside edge of her right nipple.

It obviously hurt her, a lot, but she didn't draw back nor resist.

The cigarette was finished after two more snuffs, and she lit a new one.

This one was good for five burns, three of them on her pinkish areolas.

She gave me a third lit cigarette, and stretched out with her legs apart. "See how long you can make this one last."

I stroked her smooth vulva. She was dripping wet. I didn't grind the cigarette out, but just pressed it against the taut puffy flesh. Several times. She stiffened, but she didn't pull away.

By the time she began to come, I had burned a half-circle around the top of her cleft.

Andrea trembled as she lit another cigarette. "In . . . the middle," she pleaded.

I burned her above her clitoris, then on either side of it, and finally right on that sensitive little bud as she exploded in another orgasm.

She wasn't much good for anything but blow jobs and butt fucks for the final week of my assignment, but she always swallowed, and she always licked me clean afterward.

END

