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Isaac and Rose

It had been a good evening, plenty of conversation fitted in over dinner. Isaac wondered if he owed Cat, who had set them up on this blind date, some kind of thank you - a thought that swiftly vanished from his head when Rose asked if he wanted to come back to hers. "It's only round the corner," she promised, though Isaac would've travelled much further if it meant getting to continue to spend time with her.




"Yeah, that sounds good," he agreed, grinning. Unless he was reading this wrong, and he was pretty sure he wasn't, they both knew where this was going. He held Rose's hand as they walked down the street, letting his hip bump against hers and feeling a flutter of excitement every time she didn't pull away.




Her flat was pretty amazing, with views all across London, but all Isaac had eyes for was how Rose kicked off her shoes and began pulling off her dress.




“So, Isaac, what sort of sex are you into?” she asked, grinning across at him.




Isaac chuckled, discarding his jumper and shirt before setting his hands on her now-bare waist and moving them up to trace the band of her bra around her ribs. He opened the clasp and dragged it off, cupping one of her breasts as he bent to kiss and nip his way along her collarbone.




“You’re beautiful, half-naked and it’s been a while,” he admitted. “I’m really not fussy.” He dropped his other hand to her bum, pulling her against his chest while his thumb teased her nipple. From what little he knew of Rose, he felt confident in assuming she wasn’t going to want to do it slowly and sweetly with the bedroom lights out. “Energetic.” It was the word he felt best summed up the sex he most enjoyed.




Rose let Isaac take her clothes off easily, leaning into the touches he placed against her skin. There was a shiver she gave, but Rose didn’t think it likely to be the actual temperature, even if Isaac’s hands were still a touch cold from the night air, but she could almost feel them warming up, taking heat from where Rose was offering it so easily. 




Rose’s own hands came to rest on Isaac’s hips, fingers brushing the skin there, the muscles flexing under her touch were incredibly distracting and Rose thought she really should have more sex with professional athletes.




At the admission that it’d been awhile, Rose grinned. “Best make the most of it then,” she suggested pulling Isaac into a kiss, biting at his lower lip before letting go again. Energetic Rose could certainly do.




Isaac laughed in response to her advice to make the most of it. Yes, he could certainly do that. He kissed her, chasing the taste of her lips then letting her take charge as she pressed her teeth into his lip. He moaned appreciatively, pressing his hips forward into her.




Bringing her arms up, Rose wrapped them around Isaac’s neck, before pushing herself up and off the floor, legs wrapping around his waist, fully expectant of having him support her weight as she kissed him again.




When he felt her put her weight on him, Isaac reacted instinctively, both hands moving to support her, one under her ass and the other cradling her thigh. It had been a good long time since he’d had sex sober, and the sharpness of his mind felt fucking great. When he pulled away from the kiss, he took a deep breath in, grinning at her wild hair.




“As nice as this is,” he said, giving her a little bounce, “I can’t reach several interesting places.” Turning them, he took a few steps to the sofa, resting her bum against the back, releasing enough of her weight that he could pull back, kiss his way down her chest to take her nipple into his mouth. 




He made sure to warm it thoroughly with lips and tongue before he bit gently. His hands, meanwhile, found the waistband of her pants, already open from when he’d interrupted her stripping.




Rose was going to tell Isaac that where there was a will there was a way when he broke the kiss to tell her that their position wasn’t the greatest for access, but the bounce made her laugh instead and by then he’d already settled her down on the sofa, kissing his way down her body. Rose was perfectly happy to keep her comments to herself, for as long as Isaac’s lips and tongue stayed fixed on her nipple, and then he bit it and the loudness of the moan Rose gave bounced off the massive glass windows around them.




Her hand came to run over Isaac’s bare shoulder, the other one supporting her weight against the sofa. The way Rose’s nails dug into Isaac’s skin was neither careful or tender, but she did then also wrap her leg around him, heel pressed tightly against his ass as she pulled him closer, but left enough space for him to get rid of her pants.




Rose’s moan, and the way it bounced off the glass, had Isaac grinning against her skin before he moved his attention to her other nipple, to see if he could make her moan again. He grazed his teeth more roughly this time, responding to the way her nails dug into his skin. 




Impatient to feel her legs wrapped around him skin-to-skin, Isaac stepped back, letting the air of the flat move over her wet skin as he pulled her pants off and dropped them on the floor. He kicked his own off as well before returning to between her legs.




“Much better,” he said, hands stroking firmly up the outsides of her thighs. At her hips, he slid his fingers beneath the material of her knickers. Those would have to come off in a moment, but for now he just gripped her hips under the material as he ground against her. He kissed her, leaning into her and trusting her own strength to keep them from tumbling over the sofa.




The second bite, the harsher one, didn't just get a similar moan to escape from Rose's lips, it achieved a louder one, followed by her nails cutting into Isaac's skin. The speed at which he moved away and then returned pleased Rose and she drew him in easily, pressing her thighs against his hips, ankles hooking together to pull him in closer, push back against the way he thrust towards her. 




Rose’s free hand slid over from the top of Isaac’s shoulder across his back until she could just as satisfyingly dig her nails into the skin of his buttocks, pushing forward again.




Like most trust placed in Rose in regards to her personal life, it was mostly misplaced and half way through another thrust, she fell backwards, dragging Isaac with her. Luck was the only thing that stopped Rose’s head hitting the coffee table in front of the sofa, leaving them both, instead, sprawled slightly upside down on the couch. She didn’t really notice, though, pulling Isaac into another kiss instead, happy to just adjust their movements to the new angle.




“Shit!” Isaac exclaimed as they toppled. He tried, and mostly succeeded, to cradle Rose’s head before it could hit anything. When Rose, seemingly unconcerned, pulled him in for another kiss, Isaac let his hands move down her back, calloused fingers catching a little in her long hair.




Feeling like vital blood was rushing to his head, rather than elsewhere, Isaac pulled back, found a way to solid ground. He pulled Rose with him, into his lap as he settled on the sofa. His fingers curled around her knickers again, this time from the top. “Up,” he told her, helpfully pulling the material away from the curve of her ass so she could lift herself out of them.




Isaac moved them so easily that Rose really just followed. At his instruction, Rose pushed her ass up, letting him slide her knickers over it and then flung herself sideways to let him pull the material over and off her legs, too. Then, finally completely naked, back pressed against the cushions, pushing one of her legs towards Isaac so she could run her foot over his bare leg, as she took in his naked body, being able to actually fully see it for the first time since he’d gotten naked.




“You’re really hot,” she observed. He was. If Rose hadn’t known before, she’d certainly be able to tell now that he was an athlete. The way his muscles were so defined under his skin, the strength in his movements. It was a pleasure to watch. And then Rose thought how it was a pleasure to touch, too, and reached out again, to pull him back in closer, resettle between her legs. Her hands, now free of having to support her, slid over Isaac’s back, nails once again scraping the skin, before reaching his ass and giving a rather energetic squeeze to it.




Isaac ran his hand over her extended leg, following it back to the rest of her body, lifting it to hitch over his hip while his fingers inched up the inside of her thigh. 




“Thank you,” he said, smirking as he bent his head to kiss the skin between her breasts. “Cat has very good taste.” Isaac wasn’t really thinking about Cat, though. Not as he stroked his fingers between Rose’s legs, finding her already wet. He teased her, stopping to turn his attention back to her nipples, one after the other. Finally, he circled her clit, pressing softly at first, then harder to see what noises she made, what she liked.




His hips hitched forward as she squeezed his ass. “Enough foreplay,” he decided, kissing her once, hard and passionate, before he positioned himself against her and let her hand on his ass drag him into her.




Rose shifted her hips up, encouraging more, back arching towards his lips. She wanted more. More touches, more fingers, more kisses, more everything, but then he announced that they were finished with the foreplay and Rose laughed. That was acceptable, too. When it came to sex, Rose was really rather happy to go with whatever the other person wanted, since she enjoyed the majority of things.




When Isaac set himself against her, Rose didn’t hesitate at all to push her hips down and herself onto him, giving a satisfied and loud groan at the sensation of having him inside her. Then, she dug her nails in harder into his skin, pushing herself up, angling better, demanding more with every movement.




“Fuck,” Isaac breathed. Reflecting that perhaps his friends had been right and Isaac had needed to get laid, because this felt fantastic. Rose’s skin where her limbs were wrapped around him was soft and warm. As he slid into her, he moaned at the tight heat around him. And she looked glorious, arching up to him, moving against him. 




Aware of just how quickly this could be over, Isaac moved slowly, thrust into her carefully. Her hips, the quickness of her breath, demanded more so he pressed his thumb against her clit while his hand splayed across her stomach.




It was impossible to resist picking up speed, moving against her, driving down into her with all the energy he’d earlier predicted. He bit his lip, then hers, as he came close to orgasm. With an effort, he stopped, leaning into her, circling her clit and enjoying the way her hips ground in response.




Rose felt that the speed was a bit erratic, but she did still moan in response to Isaac’s touch, the way he did come down on her only to move away again. His fingers between them were sending sharp waves of pleasure through her in a way which Rose thought was almost too much. With ease, she reached between them, gripping Isaac’s wrist only to pull his hand away, placing it against her hip and then thrusting down against him hard, orchestrating his body in the way she wanted it to be.




Rose tilted and turned her head, until she could press her mouth against Isaac’s shoulder, placing a kiss there with a rather harsh breath and then biting the skin hard as she pushed down again, her fingernails scraping upwards from his ass across his back again. The energy passing between them was sharp and clear and satisfying.




“Fuck,” Rose moaned, pushing her ass up so she could angle Isaac in her to hit all the right places. The pace could’ve been steadier, but Rose was quickly adapting to it, tilting her head back and exposing her neck to Isaac, as she brought her hands down beneath herself to push up more.




As Rose pushed him into the position she wanted, Isaac was able to brace one foot against the floor, giving him a better angle to resume thrusting, working to meet her hips with his. Her nails left sensitised streaks of skin in their wake that he could feel even after she pushed her hands against the couch.




He kissed the long line of neck she showed off for him, his stubbled jaw scratching against her collarbone. The hand on her hip moved to grab her ass, helping hold her up without restricting her movements. His hips thrust smoothly into her, his own head falling forward as he groaned, breath hitching with pleasure each time he pressed forward and felt her hips meet him.




From the angle Rose was at now, she found it much easier to dictate the speed, though Isaac’s hand on her ass, pulling her up and against him helped a lot too. Still, Rose matched the pace, most timed activity she’d done in ages, moving towards his inhales, fitting her own moans around them. 




This was, by far, not the roughest sex Rose had ever had, but she had to give Isaac kudos where they were due, because it certainly was energetic. Flexible. There was something delightful about how easily their bodies just adjusted to whatever angles they shifted into.




The pace was, by now, steady and pleasing and steadily pleasing. Rose’s legs wrapped comfortably around Isaac, drawing him in, only to shift again and again and again. His hand on her ass stilled but Rose did not, pushing up more, harder and faster, more and more until she felt him come, responding with a satisfied moan to match his, Rose finally let her ass fall back down on the sofa, legs relaxing around Isaac.




Bringing one of her hands up, Rose ran it gently over Isaac’s back, where no doubt her nails had left marks that’d stay with him for days yet to come. She shifted slightly, just to hear the response he’d give to overstimulation, grinning happily as her breath came out in little, harsh gasps.




Isaac had tried to slow down, had wanted to hold out a little longer, enjoy her body a little longer, but Rose’s movements never ceased and he came with a cry, pleasure crashing over him. He shifted at the hand on his back, grunted softly as she moved beneath him then pulled back until he could settle on the sofa, supporting on his own weight but still close to her, sharing warmth with her in the large room.




“Want to have sex again?” he asked turning to look at Rose. “In a little while?”




Stretching out like a cat, Rose ran her feet over Isaac’s legs, before giving a satisfied groan as her muscles moved and readjusted from the sex. Then, she got up from the sofa, heading towards the kitchen.




“Yes,” she nodded glancing over her shoulder at Isaac. “I definitely want to have sex again,” she confirmed.




“Do you want juice?” Rose asked heading for the fridge and pulling out a carton of orange juice and then finding two glasses, completely unbothered by her own nakedness.




“What kind of sex do you want to have next?” She asked jumping up to sit her bare ass on the kitchen counter as she took a sip of the juice.




“Sure,” Isaac said, sitting up after a moment and following her. He collected his glass from Rose, swallowing down half off it and suddenly realising how thirsty he was. He topped up without asking permission, then leaned against the counter where she’d chosen to sit.




“I think it’s your choice,” he said. He had requested energetic sex, which he felt they’d fulfilled - especially if you counted the tipping over the back of the sofa. It was still mostly true what he’d said earlier. Rose was beautiful and naked and any sex that continued to involve those two things was unlikely to displease.




Rose hummed thoughtfully as she sipped her juice, thinking over her options. She did also tilt her head to look at Isaac, to drink in the way he stood there, naked in her ridiculously yellow-shelved kitchen. Putting her glass down, she pulled one of her legs up, placing her chin on top of her knee as she watched the way his stomach muscles flexed with every sip of the juice he took.




“What are your thoughts on bondage?” Rose asked raising an eyebrow at him. She had a lot of thoughts on bondage and all of them were pleasant ones. “You seem trustworthy, want to tie me up?” She offered far too freely to someone she had met that night, but Cat clearly didn’t think that Isaac was likely to murder her, so it ought to be fine (if anything, no one ever thought that someone else was likely to murder Rose, mostly people thought that Rose was likely to accidentally murder herself and/or others).




“I am very trustworthy,” Isaac confirmed. He genuinely believed that he was, and it didn’t occur to him to even think about whether Rose ought to be so sure. He grinned at her, aware of how unusual this conversation was by more conventional standards, but also enjoying the difference. “I’d love to.”




“Excellent,” Rose nodded. If their first round of sex was any indication, Rose felt confident in that she was in for a good time.




They still had some time before Isaac was going to be ready for any kind of sex, though. “So, have you figured out what’s wrong with me?” he asked. Presumably it was getting drunk in a pub and spilling his woes to anyone who would listen, only to then invite them to a party and immediately forget about it. But, despite that, Rose hadn’t kicked him out yet.




“Questionable levels of self-preservation,” Rose offered with a smirk, reaching for her glass to take a sip. “Strong drive to prove yourself to others for no real reason,” she added, licking her lips as she looked at Isaac. “Tendency towards rancorousness,” she concluded, pushing her leg out and towards Isaac to poke him with her toe. “I like it,” she told him seriously.




Isaac caught her foot as she pushed it out to prod him, running his thumb around her ankle. He considered her points, finding neither of the first two very surprising. He wasn’t a physically careful man, anymore than he’d been a cautious child. He’d been obsessed with stunt driving, disappointed when his parents explained it was unlikely any hockey team that might employ him would allow him to do it as a hobby.




“What’s rancorousness?” he asked. He was smart, but his vocabulary could hardly compete with a lawyer who’d studied for as long as Rose had.




“I’m glad I meet with your approval,” he added, which presumably fit right in to wanting to prove himself.




Rose enjoyed the way his fingers felt around her ankle, even if she did desire a perhaps a stronger touch, but the lightness of it was not unappealing.




“Rancour is a long standing bitterness or resentment,” she explained. The thing with Rose was that she worked trials, had worked trials for years, which in turn meant that she had to be good at reading people, and especially reading their flaws. She didn’t tend to bother with it outside of her work, but Isaac had asked.




“You think I’m bitter?” That did surprise him. Isaac thought of himself as easy-going. He didn’t hold grudges, except against his ex but quite frankly she deserved it.




Rose laughed at Isaac’s question. “That’s not what I said,” she pointed out.




“I said that you have a tendency towards rancorousness,” Rose repeated. “I don’t think you are bitter, I think it very likely that you experience and hold onto bitter feelings when they present themselves.”




Setting her glass down, Rose moved her leg so her toes would brush against Isaac’s side, bending them upwards so she could pull him in closer, hanging her other leg back down over the counter and reaching out to brush one of her hands over Isaac’s stomach. Her thumb making a small circle against his stomach muscles. Then, she tilted her head, grinning up at him.




“Do you have sex with people on the first date often?”




Isaac set his own glass aside as Rose pulled him in once more. He didn’t object, his hands settling to squeeze her thighs. He enjoyed her touch, light as it was. The kitchen counter was not the most comfortable location to continue, though, at least now they were beyond the rush of needing to be as close as possible as quickly as possible. Isaac shrugged.




“What counts as often?” It had been a long time, nearly six years, since Isaac had been on a first date.




His question of what counted as often made Rose give another delighted laugh. “I am possibly the worst person to ask to identify time,” she admitted grinning, shifting her other leg so she could hook her ankles together, trapping him between her thighs. Bringing her other hand up to run her fingers through the back of Isaac’s hair, Rose pulled him down for a kiss. One that lasted for a while before she let go, tilting her head back and resting it against a cupboard.




“Brazil,” she told him, at his confused look, Rose grinned. “My safeword,” she clarified.




Isaac wasn’t sure what to make of Rose’s clarification, but he also thought her thumb drawing circles on his stomach was much more interesting than dissecting all his flaws. Then she kissed him, and Isaac let the matter drop, his hands moving to her back, kneading the muscles there firmly as they kissed. He raised an eyebrow when she randomly started naming countries, then the other when she explained it was her safeword.




“Am I to ignore all other protests, then?” he asked, hitching her towards him. He did understand that was pretty much the point of a safeword, but it never hurt to be absolutely clear, especially since they barely knew each other.




“That,” Rose said running her fingers over his skin, nails scraping it very lightly, a wicked smile crossing her lips. “Is up to you,” she informed him.




Rose had had sex with people who did prefer to stop at hearing the word ‘stop’ but she had also had sex with those who pushed at every and all boundaries, working towards the safeword. She wasn’t quite sure which of the two groups Isaac slotted into, or if he’d create a whole new group, but she was rather eager to find out.




“So where am I tying you up?” he asked. “And with what? Do you have a special cupboard for bondage, too?”




“Where,” Rose informed him. “Is up to you. It’s a big flat. Beds, doors, tables, floors, whatever you want,” she added with a grin, truly unfussed by which one he picked. Jumping off the counter top she had been sitting on, Rose shook her head, giving a small laugh.




“I have a box in a cupboard,” she offered heading for her bedroom to find the said box. Pulling the box out, she sat it on the bed, flipping the lid open.




“Pick your poison,” she told Isaac waving her hand towards the contents. There were ropes there, body restraints, some quite tender whips, a few nipple toys and a couple of other bits and pieces.




Following Rose into the bedroom, Isaac pressed against her from behind as he peered over her shoulder at the contents of the box, wrapping his arms around her waist. One hand ventured down, teasingly moving between her legs before retreating. He glanced around the room, only needing a few moments before he had his plan - or at least, the first stage of a plan, the rest he would deal with later.




Still behind her, hips flush against her ass, Isaac reached for the rope. He pulled back just enough to grab both her hands and hold them together, twining the rope around her wrists and knotting it. It had been some time since he’d done this, too, but evidently he hadn’t forgotten. He leaned into her again, turning her head so he could kiss her.




“Over there by the window,” he told her, waiting until she’d taken a few steps away to collect the nipple toys as well.




There was no protest or even question from Rose when Isaac told her to go to the window, instead she obediently, and quite happily, did exactly as instructed. Stopping when he tugged on the rope, tilting her head back again, eager to see if he’d give her another kiss.




Isaac followed more slowly, mapping out the room and the image in his mind of what he wanted to do. He moved a small, decorative and empty table (the kind of thing he hated, but was coming in quite useful now) to stand beside the window, dropping the toys onto it. 




Then, with his hands both free, he tugged Rose towards him, spinning her so her breasts brushed against his chest as he kissed her hungrily. He was hard again, and as he pressed his erection into her thigh it was tempting just to fuck her again like this. Instead, he bit down on her lip before he stepped back.




“You can talk,” he told her, brushing his thumb along the corner of her mouth. He didn’t know her comfort levels, and he didn’t really want to hurt her - at least, not to where pain dominated over pleasure. He guided her back against the wall next to the window, looking her up and down with obvious appreciation.




When he pressed two fingers between her legs he gave a pleased hum at finding her more aroused than she’d been a moment ago. He bent to suck one nipple back into his mouth, teasing with lips and tongue, giving her light grazes of his teeth but nothing like the bites that had made her moan earlier.




Rose returned the kiss as hungrily as it was offered, moaning against Isaac’s lips when he pushed her erection against her, almost considering asking him to just fuck her right there and then. She didn’t, though, mostly because Rose was very interested to see what he’d do next. 




Telling her she could talk made Rose laugh, because she did enjoy talking, even if right now she was slightly too preoccupied making sounds at the way Isaac’s fingers slipped between her legs, pushing her hips forward to meet them, arching her back towards his mouth when he sucked one of her nipples into his mouth.




It was, she realised, very pleasant to discover that his touches this time around felt different from how they’d been during their sex-having on the sofa. Rose certainly had a great deal of appreciation for variety, finding someone who could offer it wasn’t always an easy task.




“More,” Rose said in a far more begging than demanding fashion, wiggling her body to try to get more contact out of Isaac’s fingers, keen and so very wet.




The way she wiggled for his attention was incredibly hot, her breasts bouncing slightly with the movement. He hadn’t intended to, but she really was very appealing so he slid his fingers into her, thrusting them inside her, moaning at the reminder of how hot and wet she was. Isaac kissed the nipple he’d been sucking, then the rest of her breast, adding small nibbles to the less sensitive flesh. Finally, he pulled back, chuckling at the noise she made when he pulled his fingers free of her.




“Sorry,” he said, in a tone that was thoroughly unapologetic. “Need two hands.”




Pausing briefly to suck the tips of his fingers clean, he reached for the first of the nipple toys. The clamp was simple to operate, and Isaac only needed his other hand to steady Rose’s body and make sure he didn’t pinch any excess skin. Satisfied with his work, he kissed her, his hand already reaching for her other breast, rubbing that nipple and rolling it between his fingers.




“Good?” he asked. Clearly, her nipples were sensitive and he fully intended to take advantage of that.




Rose felt a little bit like her whole body was on fire. If fire was pleasant and enjoyable and she craved more of it. The moan she gave when Isaac gave her what she wanted, sliding his fingers into her was so deep Rose wasn’t sure it didn’t resound in the room for a while after. Then, when after a moment he pulled back, the sound escaping Rose’s lips was akin to a high pitched whine. She only stopped herself from begging because of Isaac’s comment that he needed both of his hands. Rose was so very interested to find out for what.




She wasn’t disappointed either, when Isaac returned with the nipple clamps, adjusting one to the nipple he’d spent a great deal of time sucking beforehand. The question took Rose a moment to comprehend because the sheer want bubbling through her felt so good.




“Yes,” she confirmed, blinking at Isaac. He’d done this before, she could tell, because no one who hadn’t was this confident in their actions, and Rose was more than keen to see what else he did. His confidence helped her to get sucked into just enjoying herself, not even momentarily considering to question his actions.




In an easy, simple move, Rose dropped to her knees in front of him, tilting her head up in order to look Isaac in the eyes as she licked her lips demonstratively.




Rose dropping to her knees hadn’t been in Isaac’s plan. In fact, he’d thought to go to his. He looked down at her for a moment, groaning as he hesitated. He could make her get back up, follow through on his intentions. He hardly thought she was going to mind. 




On the other hand, fuck but she looked like she wanted to be exactly where she was. Isaac would’ve had to be some sort of legendary knight to turn that down. The way she looked up at him, eager and aroused, made his decision.




He pushed a hand into her hair, his fingers tangling in the strands as he guided her firmly. He brought her parted lips to the tip of his cock, waited until he felt her tongue brush heated flesh and then pressed forwards. His only words were half-formed curses as she sucked him, her mouth closing tight as he pushed in, then letting him retreat only so he could thrust again. His hips moved in the same rhythm from earlier, his pleasure building steadily.




The groan Isaac gave was utterly delicious and when his fingers tangled in Rose’s hair, leading her head closer, she licked with such great satisfaction. The sounds she received in return were glorious and when Isaac pushed into her mouth, Rose received him eagerly, a mix of licks and sucks following the action. The fact that he moved, that he fucked into her, made Rose moan around him, tongue working over and under his cock, body thrusting forward to match his actions.




It was, she realised, going to be over much quicker than she had any intention to let it if she continued as willingly, as needily, as she was currently. So Rose slowed down, giving smaller, slower licks, eyes wide open as she watched Isaac through her lashes. 




When he finally pulled back, wet but still hard, Rose licked her lips, giving him a look that cats usually reserved for cream. There was so much heat between her legs that Rose genuinely wondered if she could accidentally set herself on fire.




In losing his own plan, Isaac tumbled willingly along with whatever Rose wanted. Her mouth was amazing, her tongue moving over his cock in ways that pulled low, urgent noises of pleasure from him. If she hadn’t slowed down, he wouldn’t have stopped and he whimpered when she switched the pace on him, interrupting his fast track to orgasm. It was still good, and meeting her eyes as she looked up at him made his stomach clench with how much he wanted her.




Which was why he pulled back, and ignored the avaricious look she gave him.




“Up.” His voice was rough, but he bent to put his hands on her waist and help her, leaning her back against the wall while his fingers walked the ropes to check they weren’t rubbing her too tight. Satisfied they weren’t, he pressed against her, her body seeming almost hot to the touch.




“I want to fuck you,” he told her simply.




Rose was grateful for the help he gave her in getting up, unsure if her legs would truly hold her if she attempted it on her own, hands tied and knees weak from lust. That feeling didn’t cease and rather only increased at Isaac’s words, the simple statement of wanting to fuck her. She considered telling him that she had suspected as much. There was also a level of appreciativeness within her towards how he’d ran his hands over the ropes, checking. The mix between the want and carefulness was almost shockingly arousing.




When there wasn’t much more action after his statement, Rose realised he was waiting for her to actually answer. She did, in as much as she leaned forward to catch him for a kiss, breasts brushing against Isaac’s chest, the metal attached to Rose’s nipple shifting in a way that made her give a deep moan. 




Then, before she could get too distracted, Rose turned around, pressing her back against Isaac’s chest instead, grinding her ass against him, before bending forward, pleased at how the ropes tugged.




“Do,” she told him as simply as he had told her.




Isaac enjoyed the moan when the toy shifted, almost as much as he enjoyed the way Rose bent and ground her ass into him. Everything she did was unexpected, but Isaac enjoyed it, enjoyed reacting to it and readjusting and the way she changed things up. They didn’t need further words as he guided his cock into her, the angle different this time but the pleasure from her body no less intense.




He bent with her as he fucked her, his hand coming around her body to cradle her breast, teasing her undecorated nipple with his fingers, pinching to see if she would moan for him again. He kissed the back of her shoulder, scratching her with his teeth and stubble since his hands were somewhat occupied and his nails were kept short for hockey anyway.




When Isaac finally did follow up on his words, Rose gave a deep, low moan, having awaited the action for what felt like forever. She pushed back into him, wanting more and more. As Isaac’s hand came to her breast, fingers pinching at her nipple, Rose cried out a mix of a swear and a moan. 




His touch was so incredibly satisfying she would’ve praised him right there and then, if she hadn’t been so busy fucking her way onto him. This was, Rose thought, raising her hands upwards, fingertips brushing against Isaac’s stomach, very good sex.




“Harder,” she moaned, this time more a demand than a beg, but she felt confident that he was unlikely to decline. In order to help, or perhaps illustrate, Rose pushed herself against him with all her might, which probably wouldn’t have worked if it hadn’t been for Isaac’s strength of pushing back.




At her demand, Isaac dropped his hand to her hip, holding her steady as he obliged, putting more force behind each steady thrust. He’d forgotten what this was like, using his strength to intensify pleasure like this - for her and for himself. 




He met her hips pushing back, muscles flexing, a careful balancing act that had sweat prickling at his spine and stomach. Once he felt secure in it, he reached his hand to release the nipple clamp, letting it drop to the floor because it was much more important to get his hands back on her.




He reached between her legs as best he could given the way they both kept moving. He let her own body do the work of pushing her against his hand, feeling her body tighten around him in response.




The moan that Rose gave in response to Isaac letting the nipple clamp drop off got completely absorbed in all the other sounds Rose was making in response to how well he fucked into her. His hand between her legs, the way he almost made her work for it, it was satisfying and she angled her hips ever so slightly to meet it better, to claim the pleasure he was offering.




“Fuck,” she swore and then almost screamed with the orgasm that crashed through her, and yet she didn’t stop moving, pushing, needing.




Rose thought that if Isaac wasn’t going to come soon, the way her body felt almost overly sensitive now was going to ruin the moment for both of them. She did her best, going harder and clenching her muscles around him, and then, as a final offering, moaning his name loudly.




Rose needn’t have worried. Her body clenching around him and the sounds that seemed to ring through the bedroom were more than enough to trigger Isaac’s orgasm. He muffled his moans in her shoulder as he came, feeling her bound hands and the rope against his stomach for a moment before pleasure blotted out everything else.




After a moment to catch his breath, he helped her straighten up, letting her rest her weight against his chest as he fumbled to undo the ropes sight unseen. When the rope too fell to the ground, he offered one last feat of athleticism by lifting her up and carrying her the short distance to the bed and dropping her on it before joining her, sprawled out unabashed on top of her covers.




“Fuck that was fantastic,” he informed her with a grin. He definitely felt like he’d made the most of it.




Rose was glad for the support he offered, letting her lean against him, because without it, she was rather sure she might’ve just collapsed in a puddle on the floor. She didn’t actually realise her hands were free from the ropes until Isaac picked her up and she reached out automatically to hold onto him, before being dropped onto the bed. 




It took Rose a moment to catch her breath back, blinking slowly and bringing her hand up to run it over her nipple, biting her lip at the way it felt sensitive but not unpleasant.




Rose rolled on her side so she could press a kiss against Isaac’s lips, running her tongue over them. “Do you want to have sex again?” Rose asked, repeating his question from earlier. “Once I’ve had a nap,” she added, though she suspected a nap might be more like a whole night’s sleep how well fucked out she felt.




“Yes,” Isaac told her. “Once I’ve had a nap.” He had to be up early for training, so he thought he might nap, have more sex and then go home.





Tom and Lizzie

Tom and Lizzie had been on a few dates, mostly weeks apart as their busy work schedules made arranging more frequent meetings difficult. Tom had been pleasantly surprised to get a text informing him that Lizzie was home alone all night, and asking if he wanted to come over.




He'd wasted no time, only bothering to change his shirt before he drove over. Almost as soon as he was through the door, Lizzie was on him, pressing him back against the wall. 




Tom groaned, giving as good as he got and pushing back, stumbling over to the couch and pulling Lizzie down onto it with him. She settled in Tom’s lap, bringing her arms up to drape over his shoulders. Wrapping an arm around her, Tom grinned, sliding his hand into her hair.




Lizzie shifted her hips so she could sit more comfortably in Tom’s lap, finger of one hand coming up to brush against the back of his neck. Tom slipped his hand over her hip, under the material of her shirt, and Lizzie shifted her hip so Tom's fingers would slide under her shirt more. Lizzie rocked her hips forward, making Tom groan.




He pushed his hands under her shirt and dragged it off her body, before pulling her against him, ducking his head to press kisses against all the newly accessible skin. He grabbed her ass, pushing his hips up from the couch to meet her movements.




"Weren't you looking to get laid tonight?" he teased. "Because I can help with that."




Happily Lizzie let Tom pull her shirt off, giving a small gasp and then a much deeper moan at Tom’s hands against her ass and then the way he pushed his hips up into her. "I am rather counting on you helping," she assured him, leaning in closer to give Tom’s lower lip a small bite before licking her way into his mouth.




Tom slid his hands up her spine, splaying his fingers to cover as much skin as possible as he returned the kiss. Impatiently, he broke the kiss to pull his own shirt off, leaning into Lizzie, feeling the lace of her bra scratch against his chest. It wasn't a bad feeling, but Tom would much rather have Lizzie's breasts against him, so he reached up to snap open the clasp and tug the straps down her arms.




He licked a stripe down Lizzie's throat, bending to continue across her collarbone, nipping lightly. Since Lizzie was already half naked, he dropped his hands to her pants, easing the button open and dragging the zip down before sliding his hand under the material to urge it lower on her hips.




Moving her hands to let Tom get rid of her bra, Lizzie brought her hands down to run over Tom’s now-bare sides, nails running over the skin as her palms pressed in. Lizzie tilted her hips forward to make it easier for Tom to open her pants and then shifted somewhat to let him push them lower, but with being sat atop Tom removing them was a bit more challenging, so Lizzie didn’t bother, instead pressing her lips against Tom’s again.




Licking against Tom’s lips and then down across his collarbone, Lizzie gave a small bite to Tom’s earlobe. "You wanna whip me?" Lizzie asked grinding her hips down so she could rock against Tom.




Tom kissed her greedily, hands exploring anywhere there weren't clothes in the way. When Lizzie moved away to bite at his ear, he groaned and thrust his hips up into her, meeting her as she ground down.




"Yeah," he breathed when she offered him the opportunity to whip her. "Wanna see how you respond." Given Lizzie's general responsiveness to his touch, he was sure he wasn't going to be disappointed.




"Eagerly," Lizzie assured Tom, because Lizzie was really quite sure she would respond eagerly. In general, Lizzie responded to the majority of sex-related things eagerly, but even more specifically, she was yet to find something about the way Tom touched her that Lizzie didn’t respond to eagerly.




Since they'd have to go to the bedroom to get the whip anyway, Tom decided to kill two birds with one stone. "Hold on," he told Lizzie, wrapping his arms around her to support her and standing up.




Fortunately, he knew the way to the bedroom by now and could easily drop her on the bed, leaning down to keep kissing her as he pulled her pants the rest of the way off. Unable to resist, he kissed his way down her body, parting her legs to press his mouth against her knickers.




Distracted by the way she bucked her hips into the contact, Tom settled on the bed. He tugged her knickers to one side and slid two fingers into her. "Fuck, you're so hot," he told her, grinning up at her.




Lizzie gave a giggle when Tom lifted her, carrying her through to the bedroom. There really were a lot of benefits in having sex with a professional athlete, Lizzie thought. And then Tom dropped her on the bed and scattered her body with kisses, and Lizzie twisted to get more, to invite more.




She pushed her hips up and closer to Tom when he’s mouth settled between her legs, heat pooling quickly in response. When Tom’s fingers replaced his mouth, Lizzie pushed her legs apart, using her hands to thrust herself against Tom’s fingers as she moaned.




With shoulders pressing into the mattress, Lizzie lifted her hips enough to try to get more. "Such a fucking tease," Lizzie commented, pushing as much as she could more against Tom.




"Am not," Tom replied, grinning unrepentantly as he shifted away from Lizzie's body to drag her underwear off completely. Once she was naked, he settled back between her legs, this time using his hand and mouth together to coax more of those sounds from her. 




His free hand held her hip down, though it didn't stop her from twisting to push herself against him. He'd been going to stop, he really had, but watching her reaction, hearing her moan and feeling her clench around his fingers, he didn't want to stop.




It was very easy to just let Tom continue, the way his fingers moved inside her, the way his tongue pressed against her. Lizzie did move, or try to as much as she could with Tom’s hand holding her tightly, but she did also moan receptively, eager for him to make her come. She let the orgasm wash over her easily, giving a small whine when Tom did pull away.




Tom moaned himself as she came, mouth working her gently through it while his hands stroked her thighs. When he retreated, smiling, he was aching to touch himself, but he resisted, instead turning his attention to her collection of sex toys.




He found a whip easily, standing over Lizzie's body on the bed to run it lightly over her skin. "Still want this?" he asked, making Lizzie moan. She did want it, she wanted a great many things.




Licking her lips, Lizzie’s eyes slid over Tom’s body, considering how easily she could get rid of his clothes, too, and take him into her mouth. But then, he also looked so hot, the promise of the whip soft against Lizzie’s skin. In the end, she didn’t even bother nodding, instead rolling over and getting on all fours on the bed, looking at Tom over her shoulder.




"Please," Lizzie offered, the word so begging that it almost surprised her, except it didn’t really, because she did very much want him to. To everything.




The way Lizzie rolled over, the way she looked back at him and practically begged, was so hot Tom felt almost scorched by it. He wanted to bite her, fuck her, both at once and somehow whip her as well. He did move closer, running one hand down her side before leaning closer to squeeze her breast as he licked and bit the sharp angle of her shoulder blade.




He didn't let it last long, pulling away to focus on the whip in his other hand. He ran it down her back, over her spine and all the way to her ass. And yet when he first landed a blow it was higher on her back, to one side of her spine. When she moaned in response, Tom groaned along with her, his jeans feeling almost uncomfortably tight now, but he didn't want to stop.




The whip he'd chosen was a light one, braided so it would sting more than thud, and Tom was careful with it, especially as he turned his attention to her thighs, flicking the whip against first one and then the other, watching the way Lizzie shifted her weight slightly in response.




First, Lizzie gave a small, needy whine when Tom’s teeth came into contact with her shoulder because that wasn’t what she’d asked for and he knew that. But then the whip travelled over her body before finally stinging against Lizzie’s skin and this time the moan she gave was much louder.




When Tom raised it again, bringing it down against Lizzie’s thighs, one and then the other, she shifted inasmuch as she could, almost into the whip. Licking her lips, Lizzie squeezed the sheets beneath her hands, pushing her ass more upwards and more towards the whip.




Pushing forward again and then back, Lizzie turned her head so she could look at Tom as her tongue darted over her lips again. "Please," she offered again, moving in about the same fashion as she would if he’d be fucking her.




Tom met her eyes and nodded, because there was really no chance he wasn't going to give Lizzie what she wanted. He was just glad he'd done this before, because he remembered how steep the learning curve had been. He moved nearer, resting on the bed behind Lizzie, bringing the whip against her ass with a smack. He watched the small red mark bloom on her skin, then lifted the whip again, landing it on her thigh once more.




The sound that Lizzie made when the whip did finally come down against her ass was a mix between a gasp and a moan and maybe Tom’s name.




"Harder?" Tom asked, his free hand tracing the curve of her hip, fingers not quite light enough to tickle, but close. Before she could answer, he leaned in to bite over the mark on her ass, licking the skin gently immediately after. "Or do you want me to fuck you?"




The sting that the whip left behind was pleasant and Tom’s question of whether she wanted it harder or whether she wanted him to fuck her made Lizzie almost whimper because what she really wanted was both. Trying to push her ass more towards Tom, not that there was really more when his lips were already against her skin, Lizzie gave another moan.




"Harder," she decided. It had not been an easy decision to come to, since Lizzie felt like her body was on fire with how much she wanted Tom’s touch, but the sharp pain that the whip left seemed to just push her torwards wanting it more when Lizzie hadn’t thought there was much more left. "Fuck," she hissed when the whip came down again.




There was something heady in following Lizzie's instructions even though he was the one wielding the whip. Maybe it was just knowing she wanted this, or knowing he was pleasing her, Tom wasn't sure. Whatever it was, he relished it, hitting her harder, careful to avoid anywhere he'd actually do damage. He enjoyed that too, the confidence of knowing what he was doing.




"Harder," Lizzie encouraged and then whimpered when she got what she asked for. Only then, Lizzie finally sighed. "Fuck me?" She asked Tom, though she was just as willing to accept more. Anything. Maybe everything.




Lizzie's whimpers were so damn hot that Tom ignored her plea for him to fuck her, at least long enough to leave two more red marks on either side of her spine, just above the curve of her ass. Then he let the whip drop, shoving his pants and underwear down in one.




Lizzie really had no objections to the hits that came after her request, eagerly responding to them with a mixture of soft and harsh moans, which only intensified when Tom bit her shoulder again.




Tom covered her body with his, nipped his way up her spine until he could deliver a harder bite to her shoulder. "Yeah," he said, belatedly agreeing to what she'd asked. He knelt back on the bed, lining his cock up and sliding into her with a loud groan. His hands fell to her hips, urging her to move back against him the way she'd been mimicking earlier.




"Ah, fuck," Lizzie groaned when Tom finally pushed into her, the sensation feeling like it was everywhere at once. The urging of Tom’s hands was almost unnecessary how willingly Lizzie pushed back against him, then moving forward again only so she’d be able to push back against him harder.




Everything about Lizzie’s body and the way Tom touched it felt like fire and Lizzie was very, very happy to make it feel even more so as she gave a plentitude of sounds in response to the sensation.




She wanted--well, Lizzie wasn’t even particularly sure what she wanted right then, but it was also kind of everything, so she moved one of her hands up, reaching for Tom in an almost uncomfortable angle, trying to drag him down for a hungry, wanting kiss.




Tom met her thrusts easily, falling into a rhythm that must have been helped by the fact they'd been having sex semi-regularly for two months now. The sounds she made made him thrust faster, wanting to hear more, until she tugged him forward into a kiss that made his hips still for a moment as he responded to it. Biting at her lower lip, he snapped his hips back into her, breathing harshly against her mouth.




When he came, with her name a low groan on his lips, he gripped her even harder, pulling her body back against his. He shuddered, hands both digging into her hips. "Fuck, Liz," he said softly. He didn't want to move, even as his touch eventually gentled and he slid his hands over her body, one taking the weight of one breast while the other stroked across the soft skin of her stomach.




Lizzie was quite sure that there’d be actual bruises against her hips, finger shaped bruises, and she really didn’t mind. Truthfully, Lizzie wasn’t sure she could’ve minded anything just now, not with the way Tom came down on her hard, the way she pushed back and then the way he moaned her name when he came. No, Lizzie definitely didn’t mind.




Her own breath was coming in harsh gasps and it was easy to lean into Tom’s touch as his hand slid over her body, giving a small hiss as she pressed her ass against Tom, the lines of red sparking up in a flash of stinging pain.




"You’re so fucking good at this," Lizzie commented before finally, finally pulling away and crawling more up the bed, but only so she could flip over on her back and look at Tom, the sheets pleasantly cool under her body. "And so fucking hot," she added holding her hand out so he’d come closer for her to touch more.




Tom grinned, because who wouldn't love being told they were excellent at sex? He closed the distance between them on the bed, settling a hand on the curve of Lizzie's waist and letting his head rest against her shoulder.




"If you're going to keep saying things like that…" he teased. He stretched his legs out, running his toes along Lizzie's calf. "You're pretty fucking amazing yourself," Tom added, because she was, both in terms of ability and looks.




"Nap before round two?" he suggested, fingers moving idly against Lizzie's skin. He felt ridiculously satisfied, if not quite sleepy.




Lizzie laughed when Tom didn’t finish his sentence but then told her that she was pretty fucking amazing, too. "Good," Lizzie confirmed since it wouldn’t do for only one of them be amazing. The sex was definitely improved if both of them were amazing. As for whether she needed a nap, before Lizzie could really reply she yawned, so probably. Rolling slightly more on her side, Lizzie pressed her body against Tom’s. "Maybe a little nap," she suggested feeling really rather spent.




Pressing a kiss against Tom’s skin, Lizzie yawned again. "A little nap," she repeated. "And then we can have more sex before you need to go to work," she teased, a hand settling against Tom’s ribs as Lizzie’s body stilled with exhaustion.





Justin and Andrea

Having her boyfriend live so close to the office was really incredibly convenient. That was Andrea's first thought as she greeted Justin with a kiss when he opened the door to his house. "You want to fuck?" she asked, seeing no reason to beat around the bush. "I have an hour," she added, as incentive for Justin to get moving.




He did, closing the door behind her and pulling her hard against his body. Andrea was only too happy to go along, at least until Justin started pulling up her shirt.




"Can we have sex upstairs?" she asked, raising an eyebrow at Justin's rather big street-facing windows. "I don't want to put on a show."




"Shall I carry you?" Justin teased, making Andrea laugh. While she was sure Justin could, she also imagined there was a great chance it would just end in disaster, and then no one would be having sex. Rather than take the chance, Andrea let Justin lead her up the stairs, doing a pretty good job of getting her pants undone as they walked.




Once in Justin’s bedroom, Andrea kicked her shoes off, reaching to pull Justin’s shirt up, hands sliding over his ribs as she tiptoed to press her lips against Justin’s. "This is a great lunch break," Andrea decided in between kisses. "We should do this more often."




Justin helped Andrea pull his shirt off, wrapping his arms around her as she kissed him and then pushing her in the general direction of the bed, following her onto it. His hands found the buttons of her pants, pleased to discover they were already open. He shimmied down the bed and urged her to lift her hips so he could tug them off her.




"We could arrange that," he said, pulling her shirt off to kiss her stomach while his fingers moved back to the clasp of her bra. On days he only had morning shifts, Justin thought it would be an excellent way to round out his day.




Kissing Andrea properly, Justin slid the bra away from her skin, covering one breast with his palm just to hear the reaction that Andrea gave. He stretched his body out along hers, slightly to one side, enjoying the heat from her bare skin against his chest. His free hand moved to push his own pants down, pleased he'd been wearing running clothes that didn't need to be fiddled undone.




Andrea made soft sounds in exchange for the kisses Justin placed against her stomach and then moved to let him take her bra off. She bit her lower lip, giving a sharp inhale of breath when Justin’s hand cupped her breast, twisting her back so she could move into his touch more easily and almost definitely more eagerly.




The way Justin shimmied out of his own clothes made Andrea chuckle, but she did press her lips against Justin’s neck, grazing it lightly and moving her hips against his when he pulled her in closer. With the way they were positioned, it was easy enough for Andrea to move so she could straddle Justin’s hips, pushing her body upwards, settling on top of him.




"What are we doing?" She asked running her hands over Justin’s arms. "Exciting lunch-time sex or everyday lunch-time sex?" Both of which were, presumably, a thing people who had lunch-time sex had.




Justin grinned up at Andrea when she came to straddle him, setting his hands on her hips and moving against her gently, more teasing than anything intended to be more serious.




"Well," he said slowly, leaning back against the pillows just to watch her. "I vote for exciting sex. But you're the one who has to go back to work after." Which either meant Justin would leave the decision up to her, or that if they were going to be doing exciting things, it should be Justin who was the focus. Either way, Justin was perfectly happy to go along with it.




"Ooh, we've still got blindfolds," Justin remembered. "Those are exciting but you'd still be able to work after."




Justin dropped his hands to knead the muscles of Andrea's thighs. "What do you want?" he asked. "You know what I've got." Andrea had been over often enough to be aware of what supplies Justin had. "I'm sure I've got nipple clamps somewhere," he added thoughtfully, dipping his head to nip lightly at Andrea's breast.




Andrea felt that this was a good position to be making choices in. She especially thought so since she could rock her hips against Justin, mostly in a teasing fashion, pleased with the way he both responded and rocked back.




The vote for exciting sex was hardly surprising but Andrea did give a thoughtful hum when Justin pointed out she had to go back to work after. Andrea wasn’t really sure if that was a comment on the levels, types or length of excitement they could have. She did give the suggestion of a blindfold a thought, running her hands over Justin’s arms and settling them atop his hands where they rested against her body.




The suggestion of nipple clamps, followed up with Justin’s teeth against her breast made Andrea give a soft moan. "Do you want to spank me?" She offered giving his hands a squeeze which in turn meant giving herself a squeeze.




Justin grinned as Andrea moaned in response to his mouth against her breast. He enjoyed knowing her body well enough to predict what would please her. When her hands squeezed his, he gripped her hips harder, lifting his own body to rock against hers.




He groaned against her skin when she suggested spanking. "Yes," he answered, because of course he wanted to. "Sure you'll still be comfortable to sit and work if I do?"




Andrea rocked her hips atop Justin when he gripped her hips harder, pushing into her. Leaning forward, Andrea caught Justin’s lips with hers, giving his lower lip a not so gentle bite, grinning at the groan Justin gave to her suggestion.




Rocking her hips against Justin again, Andrea hummed when he asked if she was sure she could sit comfortably and work if he did spank her. "I’m quite sure I won’t be comfortable," she told him, before grinning. "That’s kinda the point," Andrea informed him because really it was.




"You are wonderful," Justin told her, moving his hands to her ass. Moving off Justin, Andrea half-crouched next to him, tilting her head slightly at Justin. Andrea wasn’t exactly sure what about her words made her wonderful, but she was happy enough to accept Justin’s claim as true.




He moved as well, pushing his clothes off the bed to the floor and surveying Andrea in her knickers. "And gorgeous," he added, reaching out to tweak her nipple between finger and thumb. Andrea gave him a happy wiggle with her hips when he added that she was also gorgeous.




The playfulness of that was quickly replaced by the way Andrea’s breath hitched when Justin’s fingers trapped her nipple. She pulled back just enough to make it slightly more.




"How do you want me?" Andrea asked because despite being in bed it still gave them a few options. She did also reach out to run her hand over Justin’s, giving a soft, pleased sound as she bit her on lower lip, feeling herself get hot just at the idea of having Justin’s hands against her, hard enough to make her feel it potentially hours later.




As to how he wanted her, there weren't a huge variety of options. Unlike Andrea's room, Justin's was minimalist, with very few useful surfaces. It was mostly dominated by the bed.




"Hands on the headboard?" he suggested, "and keep these on for now." He ran his hand down to playfully flick the elastic of her panties.




There wasn’t even a moment during which Andrea considered questioning Justin at all, instead just crawling to the top of the bed and placing her hands against the headboard like how he’d instructed.




The snap of the elastic against her skin made Andrea give a small laugh, which carried, at least a touch, some level of eagerness for more. Using the headboard for leverage, Andrea pushed her body back a bit, pressing her knees against the mattress as she lifted her ass up, glancing over her shoulder at Justin.




"Are you going to be gentle?" She asked in every which way making the question sound like the answer she expected was ‘probably not’.




Justin enjoyed how much fun sex with Andrea was, how they could both laugh as well as do exciting and adventurous things. He smirked in response to her question, shaking his head slightly. "To begin with," he answered. Starting gently, and with knickers on, would warm Andrea up so he didn't accidentally do real damage, or hurt her more than he intended to.




Walking around the bed, Justin ran his hand over Andrea's back and ass before he started - gently as promised - with a few light swats to Andrea's bum. Her response, the way her breath caught in her throat, quickly hurried Justin from gentle to not, putting more weight into each movement.




‘Gentle to begin with’ worked just fine for Andrea, especially when Justin followed up on that promise. Andrea’s breath caught slightly as Justin’s hand made contact with her ass. It was gentle, too, a gentleness that increased into stronger slaps so slowly that it made Andrea almost whine for more.




When he felt Andrea was sufficiently desperate, Justin paused, dragging her knickers off and tossing them to the floor. "Good?" he asked, because there was no harm in making sure, besides which he enjoyed when Andrea told him how much she enjoyed his hands.




Andrea pushed her ass more towards Justin, in as much as she could, nodding energetically. "Very good," she confirmed, eager for more but still appreciative of Justin stopping to ask.




At the next slap, Andrea moaned audibly, biting her lip awaiting the next touch. Justin’s hands really were excellent and the way they sent ripples of pleasure through Andrea’s body so easily made her offer low, pleased sounds.




"So good," she moaned, using her hands to push back from the headboard more and towards Justin as she tilted her head back slightly with another cry of satisfaction at the way the pain spread through her body, but it was hardly painful at all and mostly just so fucking hot.




Andrea's enthusiasm somehow made her look even more gorgeous, and Justin couldn't help but want her. On the other hand, she was clearly enjoying what he was doing and he didn't want to stop.




"You're so hot," he told her, meeting the way she pushed back against him with another slap. "So fucking gorgeous." He kept going, drinking in every moan and twist and gasp, until Andrea's skin was warm and slightly red from his efforts.




He smoothed a hand more gently over her ass, fingers teasing between her legs. He groaned hungrily when he found her wet already. "Wanna fuck?" he asked hopefully. He certainly wanted to.




The words somehow managed to feel as hot as the touches and Andrea really had no idea how but they did so she let them. Especially when they were accompanied by Justin’s hands against her skin. The moan that escaped Andrea when Justin’s fingers teased - and it was teasing - between her legs was low and keen.




Before she could answer, Justin joined her on the bed, kneeling behind her and pressing kisses to her back while his free hand lifted her breast and found her nipple to tease.




Andrea pushed herself back against Justin when he joined her on the bed, giving soft sounds both at the kisses against her skin and the way his hand came up to her breast.




"Yes," she confirmed and gave another push with her hips. "Please," she added, somewhat unnecessary since Andrea could feel Justin’s eagerness to fuck her, in fact, she thought that if only she angled her body slightly differently, they could already be fucking. "Hard," Andrea told Justin, turning her head enough to receive a kiss.




Justin was only too happy to both fuck Andrea hard and kiss her, dragging his teeth along her lower lip. It wasn't a long kiss, because Justin was too keen to kneel behind Andrea, guiding himself into her. He groaned, covering her body with his and pausing to just enjoy the way she felt around him.




"So good," he assured her, already feeling the way she moved back against him. He pulled back, thrusting into her gently to begin with, but quickly increasing the pace and force.




The moment Justin entered her, Andrea did push back, giving a low, satisfied groan at the contact. Once he started moving - a pace that increased pleasantly and quickly - Andrea pushed back more, a small whimper escaping her when her ass pressed against Justin, the soreness sending a wave of pleasure through her in addition to the one she was already experiencing. The spanking, Andrea felt, had definitely been an excellent idea.




Justin's hands moved over Andrea's body, one moving to the other breast while the other squeezed her hip as Justin fucked her. "You're amazing," Justin told her, breath coming hard between the words. He dug his nails into Andrea's hip, groaning as her ass pushed against him.




"Ahh, fuck," she moaned and half nodded. "So are you," she informed him breath catching slightly. "And so is your cock," Andrea added using her hands against the headboard to push back against him harder.




Andrea was sure that the red marks on her ass were going to be joined by red marks on her hip where Justin’s fingers dug into her skin and she really did not object to that at all. Instead, Andrea did a very good job at meeting Justin’s thrusts, doing her very best to increase the pace as much as she could from her position.




The headboard helped there greatly, even if it was starting to creak suspiciously with ever harder thrust that Justin gave. It was hard to care, though, given the way Justin’s body moved against and in her so pleasantly.




The creaking of the headboard went unnoticed by Justin, who was far more concerned with Andrea's whimpers and her words. He grinned when she told him he was amazing, hand moving from her hip to between her legs. He did his best to move his fingers over her clit in a rhythm with his thrusts, speeding up both when it seemed not to be enough.




His own body reacted to the increased pace quicker than Andrea's did, and he came with a groan, leaning down to nip her shoulder blade before he leaned back on his knees, too boneless to do much else.




After a moment, he shifted so his hands could reach Andrea again, one resting on her ass while the other returned to her clit, wanting to make sure she came as well. He knew her body well enough by now that it didn't take long, and the way he squeezed her ass definitely seemed to help. He watched, still breathless and damp with sweat as she came.




"So beautiful," he told her, pressing a kiss to her hip.




Andrea felt Justin’s body tighten just before he came, offering louder moans in encouragement, which quickly shifted to smaller whimpers as Justin’s fingers worked against her in a clear attempt to have her come, too. 




It wasn’t until his hand squeezed her ass, reminding Andrea of the marks he’d left there earlier that she did come, with Justin’s name on her lips as she pushed her body back into him, turning her head to give Justin a smile when he called her beautiful. He was, too, she thought, especially the way he looked as fucked out as she felt.




Moving back away from the headboard, Andrea let herself fall back onto the bed, an action that received another creak from the headboard in response. "What a good lunch break," she informed Justin.




Justin moved to be closer to Andrea, stretching out against her side and giving a thoroughly satisfied sigh. "It really was," he agreed, even though it hadn't really been a lunch break for him. It had still been excellent. He leaned in to press a kiss against Andrea's cheek. "I'm glad you got bored of paperwork and came over," he told her.




Leaning into Justin, Andrea grinned. "So am I," she confirmed. Maybe in the future if Andrea could remember, she’d try to take more lunch breaks with Justin if he didn’t have work. This definitely was nice.




Stretching her leg out to press her foot against the headboard,  Andrea gave it a small push. It creaked again. "I think your bed might disagree, though," she told Justin.




Justin turned his head to frown at the headboard, as if he could see whether it was actually damaged or just… creaky. "Well, I can buy a new headboard," he said. "I can't buy a new Andrea."




She laughed. "I certainly hope not," she teased, turning her body to press a kiss against Justin’s lips.




Justin would have a look later, maybe see if they sold reinforced headboards online, or something. "Maybe it can be a part of my making my house less boring."




"Okay," Andrea announced pulling back. "Now I need to go back to work," she informed Justin getting out of the bed and starting to put her clothes back on.





Ryan and Steph

Steph was used to Ryan being already home when she got in from work, but he'd been delayed at the bank, and so Steph had decided to start cooking. To his credit, Ryan had been suitably grateful, and had even promised to liven up Steph's otherwise boring day with interesting sex.




Dinner had been perfectly nice, not even burned or anything, but Steph was quite eager to move on. She returned from putting the plates in the sink, sitting down in Ryan's lap rather than back in her chair. Bringing her hand up to his face, Steph ran fingers over Ryan's cheek.




Ryan wrapped his arms gratefully around her. "I like coming home to you," he told her simply. "You make me feel good." It made almost a fluttering feeling settle in Steph's stomach and she realised that she so desperately wanted that, wanted for him to feel good.




"I'm glad," Steph commented leaning in closer to kiss Ryan because she was glad.




Once she pulled back, Steph ran her hand over Ryan's shoulder and then down his arm, fingers brushing against his side. "So," she said shifting in his lap. "Do you want me to make you feel even better than good?" Steph asked doing, what she deemed, a very good job at wiggling her eyebrow at Ryan suggestively. Or maybe hilariously. Steph wasn't really bothered which.




Ryan chuckled. "I was going to ask if I could make you feel good," he said, curling a hand around her hip to hold her somewhat still in his lap. "So what if we both make each other feel good?"




"Yeah," Steph nodded. "I think that seems like a very reasonable proposition," she informed Ryan seriously and then leaned in closer to kiss him again, this time letting the kiss linger longer, her teeth biting gently against Ryan's lower lip as Steph ran her hands across his ribs and then down to the hem of Ryan's shirt so she could slip her fingers just under it, seeking out the way his muscles moved under his skin, against her touch.




Steph shifted again, in as much as she could with Ryan's hand holding her against him. Turning her head slightly, Steph ran a line of kisses down against Ryan's jaw, a soft bite against his neck following.




Steph's hands on him sent familiar tingles over Ryan's skin, and he dug his fingers more firmly into her hip as she bit his lip. He leaned into her kisses as much as he could, hissing when her teeth found their way to his neck. "Fuck, you're so hot," he told her, meaning not just how she looked but also everything she did.




The chair probably was not going to be the best place for anything, so Steph pulled back, but not before she'd left another kiss against Ryan's lips. "Did you not promise me interesting sex?" She asked raising an eyebrow at him.




Ryan slid one hand under her clothes to drag his blunt nails across her hip. "I did," he agreed. "You want to use the whip?"




Either way, the chair was not going to cut it, so Ryan hoisted Steph onto the table and stood, leaning over her to kiss her. His hands pressed her down against the wood automatically as he rocked into her. If he hadn't promised interesting, he'd have been tempted to pull her clothes off right there. "What do you want?" he asked, as he pulled back.




When Ryan moved her up on the table, Steph opened her legs to make more room for him between then, hands sliding up higher under Ryan's shirt, nails lightly scratching against his sides. Whips did sounds nice, especially the way Steph could feel her whole body responding to the memories of the other times they've used them. Whips were very nice and Ryan was very good at using them.




Steph gave a small hum, tilting her head up to catch Ryan's lips in another kiss, dragging her teeth over his lower lip less gently than the previous time. "The whip sounds good," she told him pushing his shirt up more.




Moving forward on the table, Steph brought one of her legs up, using her knee against the side of Ryan's ass to pull him in closer, one of her hands making its way from under his shirt over to Ryan's ass to give it a squeeze.




"Wanna tie me up?" Steph offered. "Fuck my ass?" She added with a grin. If they were going to go for interesting, Steph was perfectly happy to go for a whole bunch of those all at once.




Ryan grinned when Steph said the whip sounded good, pleased that he'd managed to predict something she would like. In this area, at least, it wasn't something he struggled with, though he was also quite sure that there was a wide range of things to which Steph would have said an enthusiastic yes.




None of which stopped him feeling pleased with himself for having a good suggestion. Especially not when that suggestion came with Steph's nails against his skin and Ryan groaned. He loved it when she did that, and she knew it.




Slotting himself eagerly between her legs, he pulled his shirt off so she'd have more skin to touch before urging her own off as well. Her skin was hot as he ran his hands over it, tugging at the straps of her bra before he moved his attention to the clasp.




The answers she gave all made Ryan's blood surge down to his cock, which he rocked eagerly against her. "Yes and yes," he agreed, moving his hands down to her bum so he could lift her up against him. "You do have an excellent ass," he added, since she'd been passing on compliments to his earlier.




"I do," Steph agreed energetically with a nod and did her best to push herself forward to meet the way Ryan rocked into her, though the table wasn’t the most convenient place for such a movement. The removal of clothes was met with an eager sound from Steph as she leaned in to give Ryan’s now-bare shoulder a small bite. Running her tongue over the mark her teeth left, Steph leaned back slightly.




"Come on," she said, pushing Ryan off her enough so she could get off the table. "Lets not fuck on my kitchen table," she suggested quite sure the table was nowhere sturdy enough for that sort of thing.




Taking Ryan’s hand, Steph led them towards the bedroom, letting go once they were there so she could push her hands down between them to undo Ryan’s pants, one hand slipping into them, palming his cock through the material of Ryan’s underwear.




"You’re really fucking hot, too," Steph assured him, especially with the sounds he made in response to her touch. Lips against Ryan’s neck, Steph ran her tongue over the skin. "What do you want?" She asked. "Tell me," she encouraged.




Ryan moaned as Steph palmed his cock, pushing his pants off and stepping out of them without taking his hands off Steph. Once he was naked, he pulled back just enough to get the rest of her clothes off too, running his hands down from her sides, over her hips and down to her ass.




"You," he answered. Right now, it really was that easy. He wanted Steph, her enthusiasm, the way she knew his body well enough to know exactly what he'd like, the sounds she made. As long as he could have those things, he didn't really care what specific kind of sex they had, and was perfectly happy to fulfil Steph's requests, which had all been brilliant anyway.




"Such specificity," Steph laughed, moving easily to let him take her clothes off, hands running over Ryan’s body wherever they could reach, hips pushing forward as he brushed his hands over her ass.




Reluctantly, Ryan pulled away to move to Steph's sex drawer, carefully selecting soft cotton rope and a whip. Turning to look at Steph, he gave her a grin. She really was fucking gorgeous, and he felt incredibly lucky to have met her. Especially when she trusted him with this, to tie her up and whip her and fuck her and still make her feel good.




"Lie down with your hands together in front of you," he instructed. "I'm going to tie your wrists."




Ryan was, Steph though, incredibly nice to watch. Especially naked. The way his muscles moved, the way his body just looked so fucking good. Her own body, Steph could feel, heated up just at the idea of him, but especially when he told her to lie down, put her hands forward, told her what he was going to do as if she might object. Steph had no intention to at all, but she did appreciate that he felt the need to tell her.




Following his instructions, Steph crawled onto the bed on all fours, giving Ryan a look over her shoulder as she pushed her hands forward, wrists together. Steph’s tongue darted over her lips, wetting them as she waited for Ryan to come back and tie her wrists up as promised.




Steph looked so sexy, the way she watched him over her shoulder, that Ryan immediately moved to press a kiss against one shoulder while his hand cupped her breast, taking the weight of it while he teased the nipple with his fingers. He stopped so that he could carefully wrap the rope around her wrists, tying them together before adding a loose loop that connected them to the headboard.




"Comfortable?" he asked, testing the tightness with a finger and waiting for a nod from Steph before he tested the whip gently against his own thigh.




With little more than a few kisses leading up to this, he knew better than to go too hard too fast. Instead, he teased Steph with soft, unexpected strikes against her thighs and calves. It was only when he could hear her breathing coming heavily that he started to put more of his strength into it, enjoying the gasp as he wielded the whip against Steph's ass.




Steph turned her hands, fingers wrapping around the rope as she pulled against it. The material turned against her skin but didn’t give. Loose enough to be comfortable but still tight enough to not let her escape.




"Yes," she nodded in confirmation before catching her lip between her teeth as she watched Ryan test the whip, finding it oddly sweet. A thought that rather quickly left Steph in favour of catching her breath when the whip met her skin instead, soft at first, the strength only gradually increasing as she moved below the blows. 




Ryan really was very good at this and Steph gave small whimpers that then increased in volume until she moaned as the whip came down harder against her.




With her hands tightening against the ropes, Steph pushed herself back more, or as much as she could anyway, before the ropes limited her movements. "Touch me," Steph half breathed, half begged, wiggling her ass as much as she could, both eager for the touches but also the sharpness of pain that sparked against her skin with every blow. "Please," she added unsure what she was actually begging for. Everything, maybe.




Ryan enjoyed being good at this, knowing he was good at it and watching as Steph squirmed for more. He found he never really wanted to deny her, preferring to give her everything she wanted, though perhaps not always as quickly as she would have liked.




Slowly, he stroked a hand over her skin, fingers dragging down her spine before he set one knee on the bed to lean closer. As she pushed back against him, he slid one hand between her legs, pressing a finger into her and grinning as she moaned in appreciation. The way she moved against him made him want to get on the bed and fuck her now, but he didn't. Instead he pulled away, nipping the skin of her shoulder with his teeth.




He gave her ass a few more strokes with the whip, enough to bring the blood to the surface under her skin and heat her up. Then he went to hang up the whip and fetch the lube, warming it in his hands before he squeezed some onto his fingers. He kissed her back as he settled behind her, fingers pressing between her buttocks to get her ready. He didn't want this part to hurt, and he was careful.




Honestly, there was something incredibly appealing about the fact that Ryan never made Steph beg for things. She did so willingly but he also never held that against her, never teased her or didn’t provide.




It might not have been as fast as she wanted, but that felt more pleasant than frustrating, the way his fingers slid across her skin, teasingly until Steph gave a loud moan when Ryan’s finger slipped into her, pushing her hips back as much as she could with the rope holding her in place. The hits with the whip that followed made Steph give a multitude of sounds, mostly sharp moans and harsh breaths mixed in with the loud way in which she called out Ryan’s name.




The space to actually just let her skin throb, cold air almost scratching against it, before Ryan returned, was so short that Steph much rather opted for giving another eager moan when Ryan’s fingers returned to her body. Again, she tried to push back, ropes tight against her wrists, almost but not quite cutting.




The sharpness that the feeling sent, along with the way Steph’s skin felt from where the whip had left marks on it and Ryan’s fingers slowly and carefully stretching her out made Steph almost cry with pleasure.




"So fucking good," she breathed, because it was. There wasn’t much Steph could really do from the position she was in, but she did wiggle against Ryan as energetically as she could, whilst moaning his name encouragingly.




The way Steph pulled against the ropes was so hot, especially because she'd asked Ryan to tie her up, so he knew she liked it, wanted it. There was nothing about Steph's enthusiasm, the way she wriggled and cried out his name, that had ever made Ryan question whether or not she enjoyed this. He kept kissing her, whatever skin he could reach, as he thrust his fingers carefully into her.




"Steph," he moaned, sound lost amid all the sounds she was making, the ones that made Ryan ache to be inside her already.




He was as patient as he could be, but he finally asked if she was ready and, receiving a definitely affirmative noise in response, knelt behind her and pressed his cock into her. He moaned her name again, closing his eyes to focus on the way she felt both under and around him.




His fingers dug into her hips and he made sure to press his hips against her ass, knowing she would feel it extra-sensitively because of the whipping. He fucked her, slowly and gently at first, but not for long before he increased the pace, responding to her moans and the way she moved.




The question of whether she was ready, didn’t get much more of a response than half a nod, followed by sounds and the way Steph pulled against the ropes and towards Ryan’s body. Words simply were far too difficult right now when there was just so much pleasure to concentrate on instead.




And then he pushed into her and Steph was quite sure that at least briefly everything went quite brightly white just from how fucking amazing he felt. The way he pushed against her, sparking the marks on her ass to flash up with a twinge of pain, quickly to be overshadowed by the sensation of pleasure was amazing and Steph tried to say as much but mostly it all just came out in a mix of sounds, none of which could be identified as actual words.




Ryan’s hands steadied Steph’s hips just enough to control the pace and that made Steph moan even louder, the feeling of him inside her hot as fire. As were the sounds he made as he moved, whenever Steph could actually untangle them from the sounds she made.




And then the pace picked up and Steph held onto the rope tighter, knuckles almost white from how hard she gripped. She felt like every part of her body was responding to the way Ryan felt against and in her, all the thrusts receiving louder and louder sounds.




When Steph came, she came so hard that she was sure the ropes must’ve actually cut into her wrists from how hard she pulled against them, but that, too, only helped to increase the pleasure, the way she couldn’t actually pull back, pull away, the way Ryan could do as he pleased and yet he seemed to mostly please to please her.




With Steph's whole body responding to pleasure, Ryan added his low groan to hers. She felt and looked incredible, and Ryan fucked her harder, his breath coming quick and harsh as he tried to keep up. He chased down his own pleasure with fierce determination, his nails leaving little dents in the skin of her hips as he thrust into her.




When he came, he felt it through every nerve ending, and he had to collapse over her to catch his breath before he could move again. When he did, he pulled carefully away from her, fetching a cloth to clean everything up before he moved to undo the ropes around her wrists.




She had red marks from where she'd pulled so hard against the ropes, and Ryan kissed them, then helped Steph roll over onto her side so he could kiss her on the lips. The kiss was long and lingering, making up for the fact he hadn't been able to kiss her as they had sex.




He grinned as he asked, "So was that interesting enough?" For him, it definitely had been, and he climbed into the bed with her, pulling her snug against him.




Steph felt Ryan come, matched his groans with her own, body moving against his as much as she could before he finally pulled back and Steph couldn’t do much more than let herself collapse against the mattress.




She almost didn’t notice him leaving and coming back, until Ryan reached to undo the ropes against her wrists, replacing them with soft kisses that felt a very different kind of pleasurable from the way he’d fucked her - not less or more, just different. It was, perhaps, the difference that somehow made the whole thing even more. When Ryan turned her on her side, Steph moved easily, leaning it to respond to the kiss he offered.




The question that followed received a breathless laugh in return, as Steph’s breath hadn’t quite made its way back to steady just yet. "Yeah," she muttered, moving in closer so she could press a kiss against Ryan’s shoulder.




"We do have very good interesting sex," Steph added with a happy sigh, before moving kiss Ryan properly, tongue soft against his lower lip.




"We do," Ryan agreed. "And we can have more of it in a bit," he promised making Steph grin widely. That was the sort of promise she liked hearing.


Ivan and Maggie

For their sixth wedding anniversary, Ivan had bought Maggie a whip. Or rather, he’d bought a whip to use on her. They’d played around with things like that before, so he knew she’d like it. He had also gotten her non-sex related presents, but those were currently irrelevant as Ivan sat on the bed and watched Maggie strip seductively for him. Sex had always been on the cards for tonight, so Ivan had set the box with the leather whip next to him on the bed.




Maggie was beautiful, the way her body moved and Ivan took great pleasure in watching his wife dance to the song she’d put on. Once she was down to only her very nice underwear, Ivan reached out to pull her closer, running his tongue over the material of Maggie’s bra. His lips brushed the hardness of her nipple that poked through before Ivan pulled back enough to give his wife a grin.




"I've got one more anniversary present for you," he said, reaching for the box. Holding it out to her, Ivan waited for Maggie to open it.




The heat of Ivan's tongue against her nipple made Maggie squirm, trying to press her body closer and giving a whine when instead Ivan pulled back to talk. It was hard to be annoyed for long, though, not when Ivan offered her another present.




Turning so she could perch her ass on Ivan's sturdy thigh, Maggie ran her hands over the box, her long nails catching under the wrapping paper. She ripped it off, then lifted the lid to reveal the leather whip. Eagerly, she wiggled against Ivan, turning enough that she could catch his lips for a kiss.




"Yes," she breathed, giving a nod. "How do you want me?"




Ivan’s cock hardened instantly at the ease with which Maggie said ‘yes’. He knew she’d want it, but nonetheless the confirmation made his cock very responsive. To then also have the choice of how he wanted her, Ivan smirked. Running his hands over his wife’s sides, Ivan teased a finger under the clasp of her bra.




"I'm going to tie you to the bed," he told her. Ivan already had a plan. More so than that, he’d already attached the ropes to the headboard, ready to tie Maggie down as soon as she was. First, though, Ivan was going to get her fully naked.




Maggie shifted, rocking her ass against Ivan's hardening cock as well as she could from her position in his lap. She loved how fast he could get hard for her, how much he still wanted her, even after years of marriage.




She turned, presenting Ivan with her back so he could unclasp her bra, dropping it to the floor as soon as she could. "Are you going to leave marks?" she asked, her voice breathless with excitement.




"Oh yes," Ivan drew out slowly as his hands slid over Maggie's smooth skin. He did rather plan to mark it, to show her how she was his. Ivan knew she'd love that, love the reminder tomorrow when her clothes brushed against the marks, sending waves of soreness through her body.




With Maggie's bra off, Ivan leaned in to press a soft kiss against her shoulder. Running his hands downwards, Ivan stroked over the material of Maggie's panties. "Turn around, sweetheart," he told her, pressing his mouth against one of Maggie's nipples, Ivan sucked it into his mouth, enjoying the sharp moans she gave in response.




The heat of Ivan's mouth against her bare skin made Maggie feel as if she'd come over all goosebumps, and she closed her eyes to savour the feel of it. She could feel her knickers getting wet as Ivan stroked strong fingers over them, and she obeyed, standing up so he could strip them off her.




Running her hands over Ivan's shoulders, Maggie looked down at him through her lashes. "Can I take this off for you?" she asked, tugging at Ivan's shirt. "You'll look so hot whipping me without it. I'll be able to see all your muscles." Unless Ivan was planning to blindfold her, but Maggie preferred not. Her husband was gorgeous, and she loved seeing him in all his glory.




"You can," Ivan nodded, shifting so Maggie would find it easier to pull his shirt off. Ivan wanted her to see him, wanted her to know how little material there was between them.




Once she'd taken his shirt off, Ivan moved to slip Maggie's panties off. He loved how she moved with his touch, turning just enough to be helpful. "You're so good," he muttered, before sliding one of his hands between Maggie's legs. She was already so wet and Ivan gave a moan of his own in response.




Seeking out Maggie's clit, Ivan ran his finger over it, enjoying the reaction he got.




Maggie moaned, doing her best to lean in to Ivan's touch. Her clit already felt so sensitive, and they hadn't even really started yet. "Not so good you won't whip me," she teased, her eyes sparkling with amusement. Whipping definitely didn't feel like a punishment, but Maggie also didn't think of herself as particularly the good girl type. "Not so good you don't need to tie me up," she added, just as unrepentant.




Clutching at Ivan's shoulder, Maggie rocked her body against his hand, doing her very best to get his fingers to stroke harder over her clit. She knew she wouldn't be allowed this for long, and she wanted to get the most out of it.




Moving his fingers more against Maggie as she rocked, Ivan hummed. "Just good enough to get whipped," he teased. Even the idea of having Maggie tied up and so willing for him to whip her was hot, and Ivan’s cock throbbed in his pants from just the thought. The thought and the way Maggie ground against him in his lap.




"Take my pants off," he instructed her, pulling his hand back but then very demonstratively licking her wetness off his fingers. "Don't touch my cock, though," Ivan added, sure that he'd find it hard not to just fuck her right there and then if she did. "Then get on the bed facing the wall."




Maggie moaned, leaning in so she could lick the taste of herself from Ivan's lips, sucking one of his fingers into her mouth before he pulled back and gave her a push to dislodge her from his lap. Maggie just laughed, seeing no reason to be upset that he'd chosen to physically remind her of his instruction.




Pulling Ivan up from the bed, Maggie ran her hands over the taut muscles of his stomach, taking her time as she unbuttoned and unzipped his pants. As she pushed them off, she let her fingers graze his cock just a little, because she wanted to.




Ivan's breath caught at her touch, before he smacked her hand away. "Now you're just asking for trouble," he observed, shaking his head. It was quite thrilling, though, to know Maggie wanted to touch him so badly. Ivan was also aware that she wanted everything else he had planned for her.




"Always," Maggied agreed, smirking over her shoulder as she turned to get comfortable on the bed. The slap had stung her hand, but Maggie knew it was nothing compared to how her ass would feel as soon as Ivan started with the whip.




Once Maggie had gotten on the bed the way Ivan had instructed her to, he moved to run his hand over her ass. "I'm going to mark you up so good," he promised before giving Maggie's ass a light slap. "Give me your hand," Ivan instructed, pulling out one of the restraints he'd fastened to the bed earlier.




Settling her weight against the mattress, Maggie pushed her ass back against Ivan's hand, knowing that it would also make it a prime target for the whip as soon as he'd restrained her. "Yes," she hissed, nodding her excitement. "Mark me up so I can feel it all day tomorrow."




Obediently, she offered Ivan her hand, staying still while he slipped it through one of the restraints and tightened the material against her skin. Maggie gave it a tug, moaning at how it limited her movement. As Ivan moved to the other side of the bed, Maggie parted her legs, giving him a view of her pussy, which practically throbbed with how much she wanted him.




"Such a tease," Ivan commented, but he did also lick his lips as he took in how Maggie looked. With her legs parted, he could almost see how wet she was. Ivan certainly knew she was. Once he’d secured Maggie’s other hand, too, he stepped back to admire his handiwork.




Ivan’s cock was throbbing as he took in the sight of Maggie tied to the bed, on her knees, pussy exposed and ass waiting for the whipping he’d promised her. "You're so fucking hot like this," he breathed. It was tempting to just fuck her, but Ivan knew it’d be so much hotter and more satisfying once he’d whipped her.




Still, Ivan did move to run his fingers over Maggie’s exposed pussy, easily sliding a couple in. "So wet already," he observed. "Going to beg me, baby?" Ivan asked rather encouragingly as he pulled his fingers back only to then push them back in her.




Maggie felt hot, like fire was racing from Ivan's fingers against her pussy, spreading to every nerve. She let her head fall forward as she moaned, her hair tickling her bare shoulders. Knowing it would make her look even better, Maggie arched her back, tightening her pussy around Ivan's fingers as if she didn't want to let him go.




"No," she answered, her tone pure cheek. She probably would beg; she certainly wanted to feel the whip enough to make it worth it, but Maggie felt quite certain that if she refused, Ivan would simply have to whip her for disobedience. "Are you going to make me?" he asked.




The refusal did earn Maggie’s ass a slap, but Ivan didn’t remove his fingers from her pussy just yet. Her sharp intake of breath at the sharpness of his palm against her ass made Ivan pump his hand in and out of Maggie faster. He loved how she wiggled against him, leaning in to give one of her asscheeks a bite.




"I'll make you beg me to fuck you, yes," Ivan finally answered, pulling his fingers back and licking them, lips smacking. Fetching the whip, Ivan dragged the strands of it over Maggie’s bare back, down to her ass. One of the leather strands slid between Maggie’s asscheeks and Ivan teased her further.




Then, without any warning, Ivan brought the whip down against her ass hard.




The sting of the whip against her ass made Maggie's breath catch, her whole body going still for a moment as the pain radiated out. "Ohh, fuck," she moaned, dragging in a deep breath that was pushed out of her in an even louder moan as Ivan brought the whip down again.




Strands of the whip licked fiercely against her ass as Maggie's fingers clutched at the bedsheets. She used the leverage to push her ass back and into the brilliant lines of pain the whip lashed against her skin. Glancing over her shoulder, Maggie licked her lips. "Fuck, Ivan, you look so hot," she breathed. "Come on, harder. I want to see you work up a sweat." She wiggled her ass temptingly, giving a sharp gasp as Ivan whipped her again.




"Such a bossy bottom," Ivan laughed, but he did also deliver what Maggie was asking for. The whip smacked against her ass again and again. He dragged it over her thighs, before whipping those too. Maggie’s moans filled the room, making Ivan’s cock so much harder.




The way she moved against his blows was beautiful. Her cries of pleasure mixed with those of pain. Some of the whips blows were lighter than others, ensuring that Maggie never quite knew which one would land where or how hard. Her ass was already red and Ivan reached out to run a hand over the skin there, giving it a pinch that he was sure would get a reaction.




Maggie's ass felt scalding hot, and every blow Ivan landed on it just intensified the heat until Maggie could hardly stand it. Her eyes watered from the overwhelming mix of pain and pleasure, and if she hadn't been tied down, she would have given in to the desire to touch herself while watching how Ivan's muscles moved as he lifted the whip.




The sound she made as Ivan's strong fingers pinched her ass was nearly a scream, but she still pushed her ass back towards him, rather than pulling away. "Touch me," she ordered, enjoying the way it played right in to his calling her bossy. "Please," she added, "I'm so wet for you, Ivan, feel it."




Ivan shook his head, but didn’t actually refuse to do as his wife asked. Instead, he ran his hand down her ass, fingers easily slipping between her legs. If he’d thought she’d been wet before, it was nothing in comparison to how wet she was now. "God, I can't wait to put my cock in you," Ivan mussed, before pulling his fingers back again.




Whilst his cock was absolutely hard, Ivan still waited to touch himself. Instead, he brought the whip up again, smacking Maggie’s ass, some of the strands slipping between her legs and grazing her thighs. "Do you like it? Do you like me whipping you?"




"Yess," Maggie moaned, and whether it was in response to Ivan's question or the thought of his cock in her was difficult to tell. "Fuck, it feels so good. It hurts." It really did, so much so that Maggie could feel the muscles in her thighs twitching in response to the whip grazing against them.




The keener the pain, the more Maggie was aware of her pussy, where there was only the pleasure of the sensation throbbing through her. "Please," she said again, far more sincerely. "Touch me again, Ivan, please. I want to feel you." He looked so good, standing there with the whip, his cock hard and so ready for her.




As tempting as whipping Maggie more was, Ivan also couldn't take much more of how hard his cock was. Dropping the whip to one side, he pushed his underwear off and moved behind Maggie, lining his cock up with her. Ivan thrust in with a loud groan, she was so hot and so wet around him. "Fuuuck," he groaned.




Pulling back, Ivan slammed back in. His hands came to rest against Maggie's hips as he pulled her in closer. "Fuck yourself on my cock, baby," he told her, giving another hard thrust before he ran one hand over Maggie's marked ass.




The order, as much as the feel of Ivan's cock, made Maggie's breath come harder. She pushed herself back, breasts swaying beneath her as she did her best to set a rhythm. Hampered by the ropes, it wasn't quite enough, but the sparks of pain that shot through Maggie every time her ass hit Ivan's thighs more than made up for that.




"Fuck, I love your cock," Maggie said, almost whimpering between the words as sensations threatened to overwhelm her. "So hard, all for me. It feels so big." Maggie knew Ivan loved to hear her, but everything she said was also just true. She squeezed her muscles around him, grunting with the effort of pushing her ass back. "Please," she said again, not at all shocked by how needy her voice sounded. "Fuck me. Harder."




Gripping Maggie’s hips harder, Ivan fucked into her faster. He put a lot of his strength into it, to fuck her just as hard as she wanted, to slam that big cock in her just how she asked. "You're so tight, fuck," Ivan grunted as he fucked his wife harder and harder. He loved the way she pushed back. With her hands still tied, Maggie couldn’t push back a lot but she still did a very good job at trying.




"You want to come, baby? Want me to rub your clit until you do?" Ivan asked, one of his hands moving to cup Maggie's breast, fingers pinching her nipple before his palm slid over her stomach and between her legs.




Ivan's cock was slamming into Maggie so hard it made her cry out every time, noises falling from her lips that were half-gasp and half-curse. She loved every minute of it, trying to tilt her hips so that Ivan could fuck her deeper. His hand between her legs made pleasure explode through her, and she whined, caught between wanting to rock back against his cock or forward into his clever fingers.




"Yes, yes, yes," she chanted, words tumbling hurriedly over one another. She wanted to come, and she wanted Ivan to fuck her, and she wanted to keep feeling the flares of sensation when he ground his thighs into her ass. When his fingers pinched at her clit, Maggie screamed, bucking her hips wildly as every muscle tightened.




Ivan’s fingers were skilled in bringing his wife to orgasm, and he didn’t hesitate to use that knowledge. The way he fucked into her didn’t slow down but Ivan did also rub Maggie’s clit. The sounds increased a lot and he matched them, his own breath coming harsher and harsher as he fucked her. Ivan’s hand on Maggie’s hip tightened and he leaned forward, changing the angle slightly but also putting more effort into rubbing her clit.




Maggie’s orgasm was loud and her muscles tightened around Ivan as she came. His own climax wasn’t long to follow, fucking harder and harder into Maggie, until finally Ivan came crying her name out loud.




"Fuck," he said after a moment, when his breath returned. "Happy anniversary, baby," Ivan said, leaning down to press a kiss at the nape of Maggie's neck, his now-softening cock still inside her.




If she hadn't already been on her knees, Maggie was sure her orgasm would have knocked her flat, so intense was the rush as Ivan's fingers rubbed against her clit. She was so lost in it she barely heard him coming behind her, but she certainly felt it, the hot rush of his cum and the sudden weight of him against her back.




She laughed, pulling against the ropes so she could turn her head and find Ivan's lips with hers. "What a great anniversary present," she told him, thinking of how her ass would still be red tomorrow. Wearing Ivan's marks, even if no one but the two of them would know, felt like a very appropriate way to celebrate their marriage.




"If you untie me, I bet I can get you hard again before bed," she suggested, with a smirk.





Other works by Henrietta Soto:




Shorts




Horny by Night, Horny by Day




When PR assistant Flora feels horny after a long evening of work, she pays a late night visit to Jude, star of the team, to see if he can satisfy all of her desires. When he fucks her in all of her holes, Flora's deepest desires come true. The next morning, Flora wakes up even hornier...




Dare You Not to Come




Marc is a man who likes a challenge, and Leila knows just the thing. She dares him not to come until she gives her permission, then uses her clever mouth to test his limits. Marc wants to win, but does he want to fuck Leila more?




Breakfast in Bed: Feed Him, F*ck Him




Noah is always up for some fun between the sheets, and when Isabella suggests feeding him breakfast it's a whole new intimate experience. Being good for Isabella is its own reward, but he's not going to say no when Isabella simply demands to have him. Hard.




She Has Him




Harley and Felix have tried most things in the bedroom, so when it comes to light that Felix has never been had by a woman, Harley wants to be his first. Knowing no one else has ever had him like this makes it all the more exciting, and Felix can't get enough of letting Harley take control.







His Series




James and Nadine explore the pleasures of a dom/sub relationship, from James' first menage at an erotic party to sparks of literal electricity against his skin. Nadine loves the control of leaving marks against James' skin, and brings things to a whole new level when she offers James his first collar.




Available as a bundle HERE.




Or individual stories:




His First Party

His First Whipping

His Second Party

His Collaring

His First Electric Play




Wicked Naughty books




Wicked Passions




Sir George Johnson is a man of impeccable taste, and one who is used to women falling at his feet and obeying his every order. In the dark of the night, he happens upon Celeste Duvall, a vampire hungry for something more than just blood. George and his well-equipped dungeon have never seen anything quite like her, and he threatens to tie her up and keep her for himself. 




To his surprise, Celeste is perfectly willing, and even eager to be teased and played with, her limits tested and any disobedience harshly punished. She's impressed by his stamina, and the inventiveness of his collection of toys. Will one night be enough to satisfy their sinful passions, or has each of them met an unexpected match?




This exceptionally naughty Victorian-era BDSM erotic novella is intended for adult audiences.
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