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    Paddle Play: His Punishment 
 
      
 
    Bending to pick up one of Charlie's stray socks, Tanya clicked her tongue against her teeth. Charlie wasn't untidy like this, not usually, and yet this afternoon she seemed to be finding his things everywhere. He'd even left the lunch dishes piled by the sink, after Tanya had specifically asked him to wash them up.  
 
    They'd lived together for over a year, and Tanya knew her boyfriend well. This wasn't just carelessness or procrastination: this was Charlie's way of reminding her it had been too long since they'd played together.  
 
    In the quiet of their bedroom, Tanya changed out of her comfortable weekend clothes, pulling on a tight black dress, complete with heels. She let her hair fall loose around her face, then completed the look with a coat of dark red lipstick. Looking at herself in the mirror, she appeared every inch the dominant woman. Charlie would love it.  
 
    Her heels made satisfying clicking sounds on the wooden floor of the hallway before Tanya stopped in the doorway. "Turn the television off, Charlie," she ordered, and was pleased how much command she could put into her tone even without raising her voice.  
 
    There was only a moment of hesitation in Charlie's movements before he did as instructed. It was the tone that had done it, because he hadn't seen Tanya yet. When he did, turning his head, Charlie's eyes widened, tongue darting over his lips to wet them. 
 
    "You look nice," he told Tanya, turning and reaching out to brush a hand over Tanya's side. "Sexy," he added after a moment.  
 
    "I feel sexy," Tanya answered, with a smirk. As much as she enjoyed Charlie's appreciation, the clothes weren't just for him; they also made it easier for Tanya to take on the dominant role that she loved.  
 
    As she moved to straddle Charlie on the chair, her already short dress rode up even higher, exposing her thighs. She pressed her mouth to Charlie's, kissing him hard to remind him who was in charge. When she pulled back, she had to lift a hand to wipe the fresh red lipstick from the corner of Charlie's mouth.  
 
    "You didn't do the washing up," she remarked, raising one eyebrow. "And you left clothes all over the floor in the bedroom."  
 
    Charlie tilted his head back, whilst his palms ran upwards over Tanya's outer thighs. "Did I?" Charlie hummed as if this was new information to him. There was, however the smallest of smirks tugging against the corners of his lips.  
 
    Tanya allowed herself a smile, because she knew Charlie had been acting out on purpose, and he knew she was fully aware of that. Tanya would never punish him for genuine absent-mindedness, but she had no such scruples about punishing him when he was deliberately asking for it.  
 
    "You did," she confirmed, "and you're going to make it up to me later." She felt a throb of arousal between her legs just thinking about how good Charlie's tongue would feel against her pussy.  
 
    First, she had other plans, and she got back to her feet, giving Charlie room to move. "Follow me to the bedroom," she ordered. "On your hands and knees."  
 
    Again, Charlie hesitated only briefly before dropping to his knees. He was wearing shorts, which meant that his knees scraped against the hard floor but he didn't offer any objections. Following Tanya to the bedroom, Charlie sat back on his heels once there.  
 
    With his knees parted, it was easy to see the way his cock was already hard under the material of his shorts. "Are you going to punish me?" It might've been phrased as a question, but the tone in which Charlie asked it very much implied that he both knew the answer and was very happy with it.  
 
    If she'd been wearing any, Tanya's panties would've already been wet just looking at how obediently Charlie kneeled for her, how hard he was because of her. Knowing she had the power to turn him on with just her tone and the words she used sent tingles across Tanya's skin.  
 
    "I am," she answered, moving slowly around the room, as if she needed time to make up her mind. She knew exactly what she was going to do, but making Charlie wait would only make him more needy. "Strip for me," she instructed, "and then bend over the bed, ass towards the window."  
 
    This time there was no hesitation in Charlie's movements. He pulled his shirt off first, slowly, almost as if he wanted to be putting on a bit of a show. To remove his shorts, Charlie had to stand up, but once they were off, his cock bouncing free, Charlie got back down in order to crawl to the bed.  
 
    Following Tanya's instructions, he bent over the bed, muscles tight in his legs. Charlie rocked forward, giving a loud groan when his cock rubbed against the bed.  
 
    "You look so good like this," Tanya purred, walking between the window and Charlie, leaning forward to run a hand down his spine and over his ass. "So hot, waiting for me to punish you." She slapped a hand lightly against Charlie's ass, more for the noise it would surprise out of him than as part of his punishment. 
 
    From under the bed, Tanya pulled their box of toys, letting Charlie watch her as she pretended to contemplate the various options. She lifted a flogger, bringing the strands to trail over her own hand, before discarding it and carrying on her slow search.  
 
    Charlie whimpered as his eyes followed Tanya’s movements. The discarded flogger earned an almost wistful look, before Charlie’s eyes returned to Tanya’s actions. He licked his lips as she sorted through the box, giving small, soft moans every time she picked something up, only to discard it again. 
 
    "Tanya," Charlie groaned. "Just pick something," he told her, almost demandingly. It wouldn’t work, of course, if anything, Charlie would’ve been well aware that demanding would lead to the opposite effect. He was eager, though, almost too needy in his lust as he rocked his hips against the bed again. 
 
    Tanya's fingers brushed the paddle she'd always intended to use, just as she turned her head to give Charlie a look. "You're being so bratty today," she said, shaking her head. "Clearly, it's been too long since I reminded you of your place." It had been too long, and that was precisely why Tanya didn't intend to rush this. She wanted to give Charlie a punishment he would remember. 
 
    Placing the paddle on the bed, where Charlie couldn't help but see it, Tanya tidied the box away, sliding it back into its place. "Fold your arms in front of you on the bed," she said, standing behind Charlie and letting him feel the brush of her breasts against his back as she picked up the paddle once more. "I don't want you trying to rub your ass when it gets sore."  
 
    Her words roused a moan from Charlie, as he clearly imagined what it might take for him to get a sore ass from the paddle. He did follow Tanya's instructions, arms folding in front of him. Charlie's eyes were still on the paddle, half glazed over in lust.  
 
    "Will you make me sorry? For being bratty?" Charlie asked, definitely in a very bratty way. The tone in his voice highly implied that he wanted to be punished, confirming the nature of his bratty behaviour as intentional.  
 
    Turning to glance at Tanya, Charlie sucked his lower lip between his teeth before letting it go with a pop. "I have been very naughty."  
 
    "You'll be very sorry," she confirmed. "Especially when you can't sit down tomorrow without remembering this." She looked forward to it, knowing that it would make her wet to watch Charlie fail to find a comfortable position.  
 
    Standing straight, paddle in one hand, Tanya let Charlie just look at her for a moment. She loved the lust in his eyes, knowing it was all for her, and knowing how powerful she looked.  
 
    "Are you going to watch?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. She could have told Charlie to look ahead, or close his eyes, but she liked the idea of him watching her.  
 
    Charlie’s eyes did focus on Tanya. Looking her up and down carefully, Charlie shifted, clearly to seek out some friction for his cock. There was a certain degree of eagerness in how he sat there, awaiting for Tanya to hit him. He’d acted up, invited this. 
 
    It was easy to tell that the anticipation was building in Charlie, because the longer he watched Tanya the more tense his muscles got, the more he began pushing back, as if almost seeking the paddle out. Finally, when the first blow came, Charlie cried out. It was a moan of pleasure and pain mixing together. 
 
    Without any pause, Charlie pushed back more, asking for more. 
 
    Tanya's pussy throbbed at the way Charlie looked, the way he sounded. She loved the way something as simple as a paddle in her hand could transport Charlie to a place where pleasure and pain were all that existed.  
 
    Settling her weight carefully, Tanya put the full force of her upper body into the next blow, leaving a beautifully bright red patch right across Charlie's ass. "That's two," she informed him. She didn't tell him how many there would be, but Tanya liked to keep count.  
 
    After two more full-force blows, Tanya let the paddle linger, the rough material scraping over the flushed skin. "How do you feel?" she asked, and the certainty that Charlie could take more, would need more, made lust pound through her body.  
 
    "Naughty," Charlie answered straight away, confirming Tanya's suspicion that he wanted her to hit him more. With Charlie's ass already red from the hits he'd taken, every further one would feel so much sorer.  
 
    Yet, Charlie definitely moaned in pleasure when Tanya hit him again. He shifted into the blow, groaning when it also led to Charlie's cock brushing against the bed. The sounds Charlie made increased in volume with each blow until there was a shift from moans of pleasure to ones that sounded slightly more pained.  
 
    "Taaaanya," Charlie whined.  
 
    The sound of her name on his lips went straight to Tanya's pussy, and she bit back a moan of her own. Charlie knew who was responsible - both for his pain and for his pleasure - and Tanya loved seeing her power recognised.  
 
    Instead of stopping, she slowed down. It would give Charlie time to tell her to stop, if he needed her to, but it would also allow the pain to build to fever pitch before Tanya added yet another hard smack. 
 
    "Are you going to be good for me?" she asked, still holding the paddle in readiness while she waited for an answer.  
 
    "Yes," Charlie said almost breathless. "I will." Charlie's ass was red from the paddle hits and his cock was so hard. There was a real chance that at this point he really would promise anything. "Please, Tanya," Charlie begged, he was still pushing his ass out, though, hands clasped tightly together.  
 
    The tone of his voice made Tanya ache, her nipples hard beneath the fabric of her dress. Often, she would give in, let Charlie fuck her until they were both too spent to move. Not today.  
 
    She swung the paddle, landing it lower on Charlie's thigh, drinking in the way the skin changed from tan to pink. She did it again, on the other side, and again until Charlie's knuckles went white from resisting the urge to protect himself.  
 
    "That's enough punishment," she said, her voice soothing. "But you still need to make up for your bad behaviour."  
 
    Charlie looked up at Tanya, blinking slowly, half-dazed from how sensitive his body must’ve felt. It seemingly took him a moment to even get his words back, but once he did, Charlie also nodded. "I do," he agreed. "How can I make it up to you, Tanya?" Charlie’s voice was hoarse as he clearly thought of the different ways he could. 
 
    "Can I eat you out?" He asked but didn't actually move. Tanya hadn't told him to, and Charlie was being good now. "I'll do it so well," he promised eagerly, licking his lips as if it was an indication of how good he’d eat her out. 
 
    "I know you will," Tanya agreed, giving Charlie a smile. No matter how bratty he might be, Charlie was very good with his mouth, and Tanya fully intended to take advantage of that.  
 
    Swaying her hips, she moved to the bedside table, setting the paddle down where they'd still be able to see it, to be reminded of how well she'd used it. Not that Charlie would need a visual reminder, not when he would have the soreness in his ass for ages.  
 
    Thinking of which, Tanya smirked. "Lie down on your back," she ordered, feeling a thrill run through her at the knowledge that Charlie would feel her marks every time he shifted against the blankets.  
 
    Clambering up on the bed, Charlie laid down just as instructed. He did wince as his ass pressed against the mattress, but in no way attempt to slow down or protest. Instead, Charlie’s hands reached out for Tanya, running over the side of her legs. 
 
    "You're so hot, baby," he breathed. "Will you leave the heels on?" Charlie's voice was very hopeful as he asked, almost as if he didn't at all mind what else Tanya decided to do for as long as she did that. 
 
    Before straddling Charlie on the bed, Tanya had to pull the skirt of the dress up around her hips, to free her legs enough to make room for Charlie's body. She stayed there, enjoying the sight of him between her thighs, while she slowly wiggled the rest of the way out of the dress, leaving her in just the heels and her lipstick.  
 
    "My pussy's so hot," she agreed, wanting to fill Charlie's mind with thoughts of his cock pushing into her. "If you can make me come with just your mouth, I'll let you fuck me." She didn't restrain Charlie's hands, she didn't need to. She knew the promise of a reward would be more than enough to ensure he gave her his best efforts.  
 
    "Everything about you is hot," Charlie half-corrected, though it was evident that most of his attention was focused on how much he wanted to touch Tanya. His hands were already on her, hips thrusting upwards almost unintentionally. With Charlie’s hands hot against Tanya’s skin, he pushed up more, as if that would lead to her fucking him before he ate her out. 
 
    The push wasn’t very committed, though, since Charlie clearly wanted to prove his worth to Tanya with his mouth first. "Come on, baby, let me show you how good I can be for you," Charlie encouraged, pulling Tanya’s body closer. 
 
    She let him move her body, getting even wetter at the reminder of how strong Charlie was. Being able to boss him around and discipline him was entirely something Charlie allowed her to do, which only made it hotter for both of them.  
 
    Leading one of his hands to her ass, Tanya moved up Charlie's body until she was more or less sitting on his face. "Go on then," she urged, anticipation tightening the muscles in her stomach. "Remind me how great your mouth feels."  
 
    Charlie didn’t hesitate to thrust his tongue upwards, licking over Tanya’s clit. He moaned against how wet she was, the sound vibrating upwards through Tanya’s pussy. With his mouth hot against Tanya, Charlie put all of his effort in making Tanya moan. His hands came to settle against Tanya’s ass, rocking her against his face. 
 
    Lapping up the wetness, Charlie gave another low groan. His tongue pressed against Tanya’s clit harder, circling it to get more sounds from her, to send waves of pleasure through her. 
 
    After her arousal had been building for so long, Tanya felt as though it simply exploded through her at the touch of Charlie's tongue. She moaned, rocking her hips down against his mouth, trying to get more friction against her clit.  
 
    One hand gripped the headboard of the bed, making it creak with the force of her thrusts. She tangled the other in Charlie's hair, tugging hard enough to hurt and pulling his face even closer.  
 
    "Fuck, Charlie," she swore. "You're so good at this." It certainly wasn't going to be hard for Charlie to make her come, but Tanya wanted him to work for his reward. With an effort of self-control, she forced herself to still. "Keep going," she urged, her breasts bouncing on her intake of breath.  
 
    Charlie gave another low groan against Tanya, tongue sliding inside her almost teasingly. At the way she moaned, the sounds filling the room, Charlie ran his tongue upwards until it pressed against Tanya’s clit again. He teased her, not too much, but only enough to prolong getting Tanya’s orgasm to cruise through her body. 
 
    With his hands, Charlie pulled Tanya’s body more against him, clearly loving having his mouth against her pussy. His tongue moved faster, licking harder and in steady motions, knowing exactly what would bring Tanya to the edge of orgasm, and how to push her over it. 
 
    Shifting slightly, Charlie brought one hand up to cup Tanya’s breast, his fingers light against her nipple. 
 
    Tanya could feel pleasure building steadily in response to Charlie's tongue. "So good for me," she praised him. "So obedient, when you want to be." She smirked, then gave a louder moan as Charlie's fingers came up to tease against her nipple, her muscles tensing as she fought not to just lean into the touch.  
 
    "Harder," she demanded. "Fuck, Charlie, pull harder." Her nipples were always sensitive, and the feeling of Charlie's fingers against one of them was incredible, but not enough.  
 
    The tug that followed earned a much louder moan from Tanya and Charlie hummed against her pussy, clearly pleased with having made the sound fall from her lips. Moving his other hand, Charlie slid it between their bodies, a finger finding its way to Tanya’s pussy and Charlie didn’t even slow to press it into her, tongue still circling her clit. 
 
    The combination of Charlie's tongue and his finger made Tanya buck her hips hard, riding his face. She lifted a hand, covering his on her breast and moaning loudly as his fingers tugged at her nipple. 
 
    Charlie's finger thrust inside her, and Tanya could feel pleasure coiling sharply, until one hard thrust of his tongue against her clit sent her flying over the edge. She nearly screamed as she came, her cheeks and chest flushed pink as she rode him through the waves of pleasure, until they ebbed.  
 
    "Oh, fuck," she said, still moving lazily, milking the last sensation from Charlie's mouth. "Ohh, Charlie."  
 
    Charlie didn’t stop there, though, carrying on pushing his fingers in and out of Tanya. His tongue also didn’t stop licking Tanya’s clit. He was clearly determined to carry on until she pulled away. The hand that Charlie had against Tanya’s breast slid down so he could wrap it around her, stroking over her ass as she pulled her against him tightly. 
 
    Thrusting his own hip upwards, Charlie’s body tilted as he carried on licking Tanya. With fingers still sliding in and out of Tanya’s pussy, Charlie was clearly aiming to make her come again. 
 
    Tanya felt the heat building between her legs again and gave a groan. She hadn't expected to come twice, and while she had no doubt Charlie would stop if she told him to, she didn't want him to stop. She tightened her pussy around his fingers, swearing loudly when that made Charlie's thrusts feel so much more intense. 
 
    "You're so good," she moaned, her hips rolling slowly, more or less letting Charlie do all the actual work. "And you're so hot, between my legs like you belong there." Charlie's tongue against her clit felt almost like he was worshipping her, and Tanya wanted it to last forever.  
 
    Charlie half-attempted to agree with Tanya that he belonged between her legs, she could tell because there was an almost lyrical hum where his mouth was. Thankfully, Charlie also knew better than to actually stop pleasuring Tanya with his mouth, so there were no actual words, instead Charlie licked over Tanya’s clit faster and with more pressure. 
 
    With his fingers not stopping their movement, Charlie clearly focused on making Tanya come again and come hard. It seemed like he was almost completely absorbed in making Tanya come, like nothing else even mattered, so thorough was Charlie’s focus. 
 
    Charlie's tongue pressed hard against her clit, making Tanya tip her head back, hair tumbling around her shoulders as she moaned. It felt so good, and all Tanya had to do was give in to it, letting a second orgasm rush through her body. She cried out Charlie's name as she came, her pussy squeezing hard against his fingers still inside her.  
 
    As the pleasure almost tipped over into pain, Tanya brought a hand down to Charlie's hair, tugging his mouth away from her. "Fuck, Charlie," she breathed, chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. "You can be so good for me, when you try." She ran a finger gently over his cheek while she pulled back. She felt gloriously satisfied, her whole body tingling with it.  
 
    "Think you can make me come again while you fuck me?" she asked, raising a challenging eyebrow.  
 
    "Yes!" Charlie promised before Tanya even had the change to properly finish the sentence. He certainly seemed eager to do so, thrusting his hips upwards, even when there was nothing for his cock to grind against just yet. Charlie’s hands ran over Tanya’s sides and up to her breasts. As she moved lower down Charlie’s body, he used the opportunity to suck one of her nipples in his mouth. 
 
    Charlie’s tongue swirled around it and he didn’t seem to even try to be gentle. Having Tanya tell him to tug harder had clearly stayed with Charlie as his lips closed around her nipple. After a moment, he abandoned it in favour for the other one, sucking just as hard on that one, before teasing it between his teeth. 
 
    Tanya moaned, her fingers still holding tight to Charlie's hair, though she made no attempt to pull him back from his attention to her nipples. Instead, she arched her back, thrusting her breasts towards his mouth, her sounds becoming even louder as she felt his tongue move hard against her.  
 
    Her pussy ached, needing to be filled, but still Tanya held back. She slid lower on Charlie's body, using one hand to line his cock up against her, teasing him by guiding through the wetness but not letting him thrust into her. "Yes, what?" she asked. She was still the one in control, and she wasn't going to let Charlie get away with brattiness, no matter how much she might want him.  
 
    Charlie groaned against Tanya’s breast, sucking hard to get a moan from her before he pulled back to answer her question. "Yes, I think I can make you come while I fuck you," he repeated obediently. "Please, Tanya, let me show you," Charlie added as a beg. One of his hands were still cupping Tanya’s breast, whilst the other slid down to her ass, giving it a squeeze. 
 
    There was a small attempt from Charlie to thrust his hips up, but not so much that he’d actually do anything. No, instead, Charlie left it up to Tanya to decide when he was allowed to fuck her, even if the closeness (and the wetness) did make a string of moans fall from Charlie’s lips. 
 
    The 'please' was exactly what Tanya had wanted to hear, and she leaned forward, giving Charlie a hard kiss. "So perfect for me," she praised him, knowing that he would particularly love to hear it after she'd punished him so well. Tanya never wanted to leave Charlie with any doubt about how well matched they were.  
 
    When she leaned back, Tanya lowered her body slowly, thighs trembling as she sank down onto Charlie's cock. She gave a deep moan, feeling him fill her up so well. She rocked back into the hand against her ass, enjoying the way it gave her something to push against as she rode Charlie slowly.  
 
    Lifting herself up, Tanya gasped, the brush of Charlie's fingers still tingling against her nipple. "Fuck, you feel good. So hard for me, Charlie."  
 
    This time Charlie did push his hips up, fucking into Tanya and giving a loud cry as he did so. He didn't move fast, though, probably worried he might come too soon if he did. What Charlie did do was shift so he could return his mouth to Tanya's breasts, sucking one of her nipples between his lips.  
 
    Mouth wet against it, Charlie started to thrust up into Tanya more. His pace was steady, effort obviously put into not going too fast or too slow. Charlie's tongue worked against Tanya's nipple, making the same movements as it had earlier against her clit.  
 
    Tanya dropped both her hands to Charlie's shoulders. She enjoyed feeling the strength of the muscle under the skin, knowing that Charlie could have easily flipped her over and fucked her however he chose, but that he preferred to let her set the pace. She dug her nails into the skin, letting Charlie feel how sharp they were as she left scratch-marks across his upper back. 
 
    Charlie's cock felt so good that Tanya rocked down on it, grinding her hips in steady circles, trying to get some friction on her clit. The suction against her nipple made her whine, she could feel the tingling all the way down to her pussy. "Make me come, Charlie," she instructed, not caring how he did it as long as he did. "And then I'll let you fuck me however you like," she promised. 
 
    The words must have been a great motivator, because Charlie fucked up into Tanya ever harder. Hsis mouth moved onto Tanya's other nipple and he bit it lightly between his lips before sucking hard. As he did so, Charlie also brought a hand between them, seeking out Tanya's clit so he could press a finger against it.  
 
    With every thrust, Tanya's body rocked against Charlie's finger harder and harder. Charlie's mouth didn't stop sucking her nipple. The moans that fell from Tanya's lips mixed with the grunts that Charlie gave, letting them send vibrations through Tanya's breasts as they bounced, only stopped by Charlie's mouth.  
 
    Tanya felt as if her body were almost glowing with the pleasure that built up inside her. After two orgasms already, she could feel a third on the horizon, dancing just out of her reach. She rocked her body harder against Charlie, loving the way it made his grunts sound that much louder against her breasts. A particularly hard movement pushed her nipple against Charlie's teeth, and she cried out, the feeling shooting straight down to her pussy. 
 
    "Yes," she moaned. "Charlie, yes, come on." He hardly needed encouragement, his finger so steady against her clit that all Tanya had to do was let her body take over. It really required no thought, just the movement of their two bodies. 
 
    When she came, Tanya could've sworn the whole room went white, her eyes rolling back as she trembled on top of Charlie, her muscles squeezing tight around his cock. 
 
    Charlie let her ride her orgasm out, his thrusts still steady but slower. Finally, with one more nibble against Tanya's nipple that earned him a moan, Charlie pulled his mouth back. Tilting his head up, he kissed Tanya hard, teeth grazing over her lower lip as his tongue slid in to meet hers.  
 
    Then, with one sudden movement, Charlie flipped them over. He managed to stay inside Tanya and once on top of her, Charlie fucked into her hard, his movements speeding up with each thrust.  
 
    Tanya's nails scratched harder against Charlie's shoulders, clinging onto him as he fucked into her body with such ease. "Fuck, yes, Charlie," she moaned, wrapping her legs around his hips, letting him feel the sting of her heels against his legs. She raked her nails down his back, digging them in to the skin of his ass. 
 
    His cock felt so big, slamming hard into her with every thrust, and Tanya moaned, wanting him to hear how much she loved this. The sounds Charlie made just proved how much he wanted her like this, and Tanya loved the evidence of his desire. It only made her hotter to know he'd never use her unless she allowed it. "Do I feel good?" she asked, digging her nails in harder. 
 
    Charlie's voice hitched as he pushed his ass towards Tanya's touch, seeking out the sharpness of pain she sent cruising through his body. He also thrust into her harder, the bed shaking under them as he did so. 
 
    "So good," he groaned. "So fucking hot and tight." Each word was emphasised with another thrust. Charlie's muscles tensed under Tanya's touch and he fucked into her harder and harder, before finally coming, Tanya's name on his lips. "Fuck!" Charlie groaned with one last thrust before collapsing on top of Tanya.  
 
    Tanya moaned, taking almost as much pleasure in Charlie's orgasm as she had in her own. It was just so hot, watching him lose control, knowing it was because of her, because of the things she did to him. She ran her hand lightly over his spine, pressing a kiss into his hair where his head rested on her chest.  
 
    "You were so good," she told him, giving him a little push so that he'd at least roll to one side. She kept him close, though, one leg hooked over his hip, pressing her breasts against his chest. "You took your punishment so beautifully." Tanya knew she would get to punish Charlie again, but now wasn't the time to remind him of that. She wanted him to feel good, at ease. She stroked her hand softly over his ass. "Does it still hurt?"  
 
    "Yes," Charlie answered but there was no complaint in his tone, like he was more than happy to take her punishment. And he was, since Charlie had more or less asked to be punished. He shifted off Tanya, but slid lower so he could rest his head against her chest.  
 
    With one hand stroking over Tanya's hip, Charlie pressed a light kiss to the closest patch of skin. "I'll tidy up," he promised, sounding very content now that she'd punished him.  
 
    Tanya smiled, snuggling closer to Charlie's hand on her hip. "I know you will," she assured. She knew Charlie hadn't been leaving things a mess to annoy her, he'd only wanted to remind her to play with him, and Tanya was very pleased with how that had turned out for both of them.  
 
    "I'll get you some lotion, and a glass of water," she offered, pressing another kiss to Charlie's hair. "Then you can tidy once you've rested." She offered him another smile and added, "I think you deserve it as much as you deserved the punishment."  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Trouble at Work: Punished by His Boss 
 
      
 
    By four o'clock on Friday, Eric was feeling pretty damn good about how his week had gone. He'd pitched to one of the big-deal companies in their field, and the follow-up meeting had all but confirmed he'd be getting the deal he'd argued for.  
 
    With only an hour left at work, Eric was sitting back in his desk chair, nominally reviewing some sales' figures, but mostly planning how he was going to celebrate his big win.  
 
    "Eric…" Georgie was clutching a sheaf of papers to her chest, looking nervous. "Lisa wants to see you."  
 
    Eric raised an eyebrow. Lisa Gilman was their managing director, and half the office seemed to be convinced she breathed fire, if their trepidation to knock on her door was anything to go by. On the contrary, Eric found her incredibly sexy, always striding about in tight skirt-suits and high heels.  
 
    "What about?" he asked, but Georgie only widened her eyes at him, clearly not having dared to ask Lisa for any kind of justification. "Alright," Eric assured, getting up and straightening his tie. "I'll find out for myself."  
 
    He strode confidently to Lisa's office, knocking but not waiting for a response before he pushed the door open. "You wanted to see me?" he asked.  
 
    "Yes," Lisa nodded, looking up from the paperwork she was doing. "Close the door behind you," she told him. Her office was certainly spacious. A corner suite with huge windows. There was glass between her office and the corridor, too, but Lisa often had it tinted dark - like now - since many of her meetings were fairly confidential.  
 
    She waited until Eric had closed the door before putting the folder she'd been working on away. "I'll be straight with you, Eric, I've called you in for a disciplinary, this morning was the third time you've been late for work," she told him, Lisa's tone was ever so professional.  
 
    The words, and Lisa's professional tone, probably shouldn't have gone straight to Eric's cock, but they did, and for a moment his mouth was too dry to form any kind of response. "I see." Eric couldn't deny that he had been late, though frankly a couple of minutes here and there seemed pretty trivial in comparison with what he'd achieved for the company.  
 
    "What will this disciplinary consist of?" he asked, meeting Lisa's steady gaze. He wasn't going to be like the rest of the office, like Georgie, too scared to question Lisa's authority.  
 
    The attitude seemed to impress Lisa if the way she raised her eyebrow at Eric was anything to go by. "What do you think might be an appropriate punishment for such behaviour?" Lisa asked, the slightest pink at the tip of her tongue darting over her lips.  
 
    Eric's lips quirked into the beginnings of a smile. He was quite sure it wasn't company policy to offer employees the chance to discuss what they felt would be appropriate punishment, so Lisa asking gave him licence to be creative.  
 
    "You could bend me over your desk and spank me for every minute I was late," he suggested, the smile blossoming into a smirk. It was the kind of suggestion that could have been a joke, unless Lisa wanted to take him seriously.  
 
    There was a moment's pause in her movement, a stillness that almost implied that perhaps this was more of an HR issue than a joke, but then, Lisa's tongue made a reappearance, this time slower as she ran it over her lower lip. Looking down at the file and then back up at Eric, Lisa gave a small hum.  
 
    "According to my records that's thirty two minutes," she commented, but it hardly sounded like she wasn't considering his suggestion. "My hand might get tired."  
 
    The idea of being spanked thirty two times was enough to make Eric's cock thicken, though he made no move to draw attention to it. Instead, he tipped his head to one side, as if he were giving Lisa's words due consideration.  
 
    "You wouldn't have to use your hand," he offered, before breaking into another grin. "I'm sure you could improvise something." There were plenty of books and files around the office, and Eric's knees almost went weak at the prospect of being spanked with any of them. 
 
    Lisa’s gaze slid across the room as if she really was considering exactly what she might use instead of her hand. Slowly, she got up from her chair, a finger sliding over the folder on her desk before she walked over to her book case. Similarly, Lisa slid her finger over the spines of books there, her eyes remaining on Eric as she walked. When Lisa finally reached the door of her office, she locked it. 
 
    "Get on your knees," Lisa told Eric, her voice sharp, but also very focused, like she knew exactly what she wanted and what she had planned. 
 
    Eric did his best to drop elegantly to his knees, spurred on by the weight of Lisa's gaze on him. He wanted her to see that he could be good, that he would do exactly as she ordered, because he wanted to. His cock was fully hard, aching behind the tight lines of his suit pants.  
 
    Passing a tongue over his lower lip, Eric could feel his heart knocking against his ribs. This certainly hadn't been what he'd expected, but not a single part of him regretted it. "How soundproof is your office?" he asked, because if Lisa was really going to spank him, Eric doubted his ability to be very quiet about it.  
 
    "Completely," Lisa answered, somehow managing to make just that one word sound full of promise. She walked back about as slowly as she’d walked to the door, her fingers returning to drag over the books on her shelf but her eyes stayed focused on Eric. "So you can be as loud as you'd like to be," she added, clearly understanding what he'd meant.  
 
    Picking up one of the books, Lisa tapped her nails against it. "And I intend to make you want to be quite loud," she informed Eric, before smirking slightly. "Take your shirt off," she instructed. 
 
    "Yes, boss," Eric quipped, but he didn't even pretend the words didn't send a shudder of arousal through him. The idea of being spanked, while the rest of the office carried on oblivious, made him feel far too warm, and he was very glad of the instruction to take some of his clothes off.  
 
    He moved slowly, taking care over loosening his tie and the buttons of his cuffs. He could feel Lisa still watching him, and he looked up boldly as he unbuttoned his shirt, curious to see whether she liked what she saw.  
 
    The way Lisa's eyes turned darker with lust implied that she definitely appreciated Eric's muscles. Once his shirt was off, Lisa moved in closer, running one perfectly manicured nail over his back, just hard enough to leave a light scratch.  
 
    "Put your hands on the desk, fingers only," Lisa instructed. She waited for Eric to do so before walking back around and sliding one drawer open. After a very short rummage, Lisa pulled out a long, plastic ruler.  
 
    Keeping his fingers on the desk, Eric knelt up, catching a glimpse of the ruler and drawing in a quick breath. A book or a file would've spread the impact out over a larger area. Thirty-two blows with the thin ruler was most likely going to hurt.  
 
    Eric could feel a prickle of sweat gather along his spine, but he had no intention of backing out now, not when he was about to find out just how much Lisa might enjoy a little disciplinary action.  
 
    "Ready?" he asked, in case there was anything else she wanted before she began.  
 
    Lisa gave a soft laugh in response. "Are you?" She asked but before Eric had a chance to respond, the ruler landed sharply against Eric's fingers. The surprised sound of pain he gave in response was met by a moan from Lisa, like she took pleasure from the pain he was experiencing. The second blow against Eric's fingers was less surprising even if no less painful.  
 
    "Stand up, hands against the desk and legs spread," Lisa said, licking her lips. Whatever her plan included, it didn't seem like it'd be thirty-two of the same sort of blows.  
 
    Eric didn't bother to bite back a moan. He wanted Lisa to hear him, to know how much it turned him on to realise she'd clearly done this before. He trusted her word that the office was soundproofed, but - if it wasn't - the idea that people might hear him only made Eric hotter.  
 
    He got slowly to his feet, bending over so he could put his palms flat against the desk, letting his head hang loose between his shoulder blades. His ribs expanded with every breath, and he gasped as the ruler came down again.  
 
    "Should I be counting?" he asked, aiming to sound lightly amused, and flushing at how needy he sounded instead.  
 
    "If you'd like, I don't plan to lose count." As she answered, Lisa brought the ruler down against Eric's lower back. The hit was much lighter, showing that she was well aware of how sharp the pain from the ruler could be.  
 
    Setting the ruler down, Lisa reached to brush a hand over Eric's bare back, before she pressed her chest against it. From behind Eric, Lisa's hands slid around his body, hands teasing over his stomach muscles. Moving lower, Lisa's fingers stroked over Eric's belt buckle as she pushed her hips forward, grinding against his ass.  
 
    It was easy to trust Lisa, and any thought of counting was immediately rushed out of Eric's mind by the feeling of her body pressed against his back. His skin felt so sensitive already that he could count the buttons on her blouse as her breasts pushed them against him. 
 
    It took an effort of will not to spin around and pull Lisa's hips against him properly, but Eric was quite sure that would only add to his punishment. Instead, he pushed his ass back, letting Lisa grind against it and moaning quietly. "Enjoying yourself?" he asked, genuinely curious about the answer, and about whether Lisa would tell him.  
 
    "I'm beginning to," Lisa hummed, her fingers teasing over the skin just above Eric's belt. She did then move to undo it, taking time as she opened it, sliding the belt out slowly, before moving onto the buttons. Once all the fastenings were open, Lisa slid the material down. She pulled his boxers down, too, letting the clothes pool around Eric's ankles.  
 
    In a swift movement, Lisa pulled the belt out of its loops, running the material over Eric's leg. Her free hand softly brushed over his ass, before Lisa gave it a squeeze. "Another twenty eight to go," she told him, tone very much implying that Lisa was looking forward to this.  
 
    Eric's groan was the loudest noise he'd made yet, and he felt a hot flush of arousal spread over his chest, contrasting deliciously with the cooler air against his exposed skin. He was starting to wonder if he'd last for another twenty eight blows. His cock was already hard enough to ache, especially without his clothes to keep it constrained.  
 
    The slap of the leather against his ass wasn't exactly a surprise, but it still made Eric's breath catch in his throat. The pain was sharp, spreading instantly across his body. When Lisa delivered another blow, it seemed to blot out all other sensation, so that the only thing Eric could focus on was the lines of pain across his rear.  
 
    After those two, there was a pause, and whilst Eric couldn't see what Lisa was doing, it was almost possible to hear her watching him. She reached out to stroke a hand over the redness she'd already left against Eric's ass. "Twenty six," she muttered.  
 
    Then, the slap of the belt landed against Eric's legs and Lisa moaned at almost the same time. Her enjoyment of hurting him was evident. "Can you take more of the belt?" Lisa asked.  
 
    The leather left a profound sting, which Eric could feel even after the pause Lisa left. She was clearly able to put more force behind it than the ruler, and the flexibility of the material meant it moved with Eric's ass, curling around him to deliver the pain full across each cheek.  
 
    Nonetheless, Eric nodded. "Yes." There was something so hot about being spanked with his own belt, his trousers around his ankles. Lisa had stripped away all Eric's poise, and she hadn't even removed a stitch of her own clothing.  
 
    Eric pushed his ass out as much as he could without lifting his hands from the desk, clearly presenting himself for further punishment.  
 
    The belt once again licked across Eric's skin, this time even harder. It left a line of stinging across his ass, with the tip of the belt grazing over Eric's thigh. The next blow was higher, but also slightly lighter, as it smacked over Eric's back.  
 
    "Bend over the desk," Lisa told him, setting the belt down next to Eric, somewhere he could see easily. Then, Lisa's bare palm came down against Eric's ass, in a harsh slap, just over the marks that the belt had left. Another followed, and another before Lisa stilled again.  
 
    Open-mouthed, Eric moaned through the impact, every blow making his cock throb with how much he wanted to rub against something, anything. It wasn't until Lisa stopped that the full effect of the pain really hit him, building under his skin so that it was all Eric could do not to reach back and try to rub the sting away.  
 
    The longer Lisa made him wait, the more anticipation coiled in Eric's stomach. His ass hurt, enough to make Eric's eyes water, but the pain just seemed to set every nerve ending alight. He gripped the edge of the desk so hard his knuckles went white, spreading his legs slightly as if that might get him some measure of relief from the ache in his ass.  
 
    Lisa stroked over Eric's ass again, her hand soft in contrast to the sharpness of her slap. She then reached out for one of the files in the desk, rolling it up tightly and smacking it against her hand as if to test it. Satisfied with whatever she'd wanted it to feel like, Lisa brought it down hard against Eric's ass.  
 
    "I will take you down to fifteen and then we'll have a little break," Lisa told him, before the wrapped up file slapped Eric's ass again. The slaps were close together but each next one seemed harder, or perhaps just sharper against the already sensitive skin.  
 
    Fifteen still seemed like a long way off, and Eric nodded. The way each blow felt different seemed to keep his body sensitive, never having the time to adjust to any one sensation. "You're good," he complimented, with some of his usual swagger, though his voice sounded ragged, like he was only just holding on to it.  
 
    He knew he'd be feeling the ache in his ass for hours after Lisa was finally done with him, but he appreciated the way she drew it out. He pushed his ass back, the movement making his cock rub against the desk, making Eric bite his lip to hold back a moan.  
 
    True to her word, Lisa didn't stop. As the blows increased in force, the sounds Eric made got louder and louder. They seemed to only encourage Lisa more. She was hardly gentle but she was steady, blow after blow. Finally, when the pain seemed almost too much, Lisa stopped. 
 
    "That's fifteen left," she informed Eric, setting the folder down. "Take a step back from the desk and get on your knees." There was some shuffling behind Eric as he did so and glancing behind him, Eric just caught Lisa sliding her panties off.  
 
    Once he was on his knees in front of the desk again, Lisa moved in front of him, sitting down on the desk. She pulled her skirt up enough for Eric to see her pussy once she parted her legs. "I'll take a blow off for every time you make me come," she told him. "You don't have to, you're welcome to just have another fifteen," Lisa added, before smirking at Eric, like she knew that he would hardly refuse.  
 
    Eric's ass was so sore he couldn't quite bring himself to rest it on his heels, meaning he had to hold himself up. The strain in his muscles was slight, but Eric knew it would increase, and found that just as hot as the ache where Lisa's blows had landed.  
 
    "You hardly have to bribe me," he said, looking up at Lisa, enjoying the sight of her above him, still almost fully dressed, looking every bit the proper business woman - at least, from the waist up.  
 
    Running his hands up her thighs, Eric leaned forward, tongue darting out to lap at Lisa's exposed pussy. Finding her wet already, he moaned, loving both the taste of her and the proof that she'd been as turned on as he was. He wasted no time, circling his tongue around her clit, flicking experimentally to see what she responded to.  
 
    And Lisa did respond, her breath hitching before she gave a loud moan. With her hands gripping the edge of the desk, Lisa pushed forward, so she could rock her hips more against Eric’s mouth. Leaning back slightly, Lisa’s moans got louder as Eric’s tongue pressed harder against her clit. 
 
    "Oh yes, just like that," she cried in pleasure. Letting go of the desk with one hand, Lisa moved it to Eric’s hair, tugging quite hard as she seemed to try to pull him even closer. "Yes, yes, yes," she chanted, rocking more and more. "Fuck, I'm so close!" 
 
    Eric pressed his tongue even harder against Lisa's clit, trying to do more of what she'd liked. Hearing her moans surround him, Eric wanted nothing more than to make Lisa come. Not because he necessarily wanted to reduce his punishment, but for the pure pleasure of knowing he'd been responsible for her losing control.  
 
    His hand moved from Lisa's thigh, fingers brushing lightly against her pussy, more teasing than satisfying. Lisa hadn't said he could use his hands, but she hadn't said he couldn't, and Eric was curious to see whether she'd impose any limits.  
 
    Lisa rocked against Eric's mouth, her fingers tightening in his hair. "You can use your fingers," she told him almost as if reading his mind. Then again, the sounds that Lisa was making were a clear indication that she was very much enjoying herself.  
 
    When Eric did slide a finger inside her, the sound Lisa gave was so loud that briefly he had to wonder if the sound proofing would be sound proofed enough. With his tongue still against her clit, it didn't take long for Eric to make Lisa come and she did so with another loud cry, muscles tightening around Eric's fingers.  
 
    Since Lisa's challenge had been for every time Eric could make her come, Eric didn't pull away. He did slow, licking more teasingly against her pussy in case she was sensitive immediately after orgasm. He thrust his finger into her slowly, rubbing against as much of her pussy as he could manage.  
 
    Eric's thighs were starting to ache from holding his weight, but it was easy to ignore,  especially when Lisa kept making such fantastic sounds for Eric to listen to instead.  
 
    "Add another finger," Lisa encouraged, showing how much she was happy to have another orgasm if Eric could bring it. She leaned back, parting her lips even wider. The sounds falling from Lisa's lips demonstrated how much she was enjoying Eric's mouth and fingers.  
 
    Rocking her hips, Lisa tugged on Eric's hair again. "Faster," she instructed. When Eric obliged, Lisa moaned louder, and her second orgasm wasn't far off. "Fuuuuck, yesss," Lisa cried and her muscles tightened again, before she relaxed, licking her lips.  
 
    "That's enough, for now," she said pushing Eric's head back.  
 
    Eric pouted briefly, before lifting his hand to his mouth to suck Lisa's taste off his fingers. When he'd finished, he looked up, tongue darting out to wet his lips at how hot Lisa still looked.  
 
    "I'm so fucking hard," he said, his tone pitched to make it sound almost conversational, rather than a complaint. He was very eager for Lisa to at some point do something about it, but Eric was almost enjoying how desperate his body felt. If Lisa wanted to keep him waiting, Eric was sure she'd give him plenty of other sensations to focus on.  
 
    Lisa looked down, tongue darting over her lips as she took in the sight of Eric's hard cock. "So you are," she agreed pushing herself off the table. Rather than saying anything else, Lisa took a step to the side.  
 
    "Take off all your clothes and bend over the desk," she instructed. Whilst Lisa had stripped most of Eric's clothes, his pants and underwear were still pooled around his ankles. "Don't rub your cock on the desk," she added. "There's another thirteen minutes to get punished for, but then, I might consider rewarding you. If you take this and thank me for it." 
 
    Eric swallowed hard, incredibly turned on by the prospect of being bent naked over the desk, of having to thank Lisa for the pain he had no doubt she was about to inflict. He wasted no time, carefully stepping out of his shoes and pants, kicking them into a haphazard pile along with his tie and shirt. After a moment's pause, he stripped his socks off, too. He had a feeling Lisa was precise about wording, and when she'd said 'all' she'd meant 'all'.  
 
    Bending over the desk, Eric groaned at the ache still in his ass. He gripped hard to the other edge, spreading his legs to give him a more stable position. He twisted so he could watch Lisa over his shoulder, curious what she'd pick first. "Thank you for my disciplinary, boss," he said, feeling it wouldn't hurt to start as he meant to go on.  
 
    Lisa laughed, but there was also a degree of satisfaction in her eyes at Eric's words. She started by reaching out and running her hand over Eric's ass, pressing hard against the marks she'd left there already. Then, Lisa smacked her hand against them, giving a moan at the pained sound that Eric gave. 
 
    "I want you to say thank you every time," Lisa told Eric before slapping his ass again, obviously testing if he'd follow instructions. When he did, Lisa smiled, moving to pick up the belt again. She waited for a bit, before not particularly lightly having the belt come down across Eric's ass, no doubt leaving another sharp line of red.  
 
    Eric moaned, feeling the pain bloom where the belt had come down. His ass felt so hot, like the skin was burning up, and Eric only wanted to feel the fire more fiercely, have it consume every nerve until he couldn't tell pain from pleasure.  
 
    "Thank you," he called, his voice sounding hoarse already. The next blow startled a hiss from him, catching the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. "Thank you." There was no hope of controlling his voice, not if Lisa was going to keep hitting him so hard.  
 
    The third blow from the belt was just as hard and Lisa moaned in sync with the cry that Eric gave. It was evident that causing him pain aroused her. This time the thank you was almost breathless, and Lisa gave a small hum. Her hand returned to Eric's ass, fingers soft and gentle against the skin. "You're good at taking punishment," she praised.  
 
    The praise settled a different kind of heat under Eric's skin, and he wanted to be good, to earn more of it.  
 
    Lisa set the belt down, seemingly done with using it. There was still another nine hits to go. Picking up the ruler, Lisa dragged it slowly over Eric's thighs. Then, again with no warning, she smacked him with it, a sharp, stinging pain running through his body.  
 
    Eric's sharp gasp sounded ragged, and he lifted his head as he tried to suck enough air into his lungs. It took a moment for him to gather his wits, and the 'thank you' didn't come quickly enough. Before Eric could completely get the words out, Lisa had once again brought the ruler down against his thighs.  
 
    Feeling like his blood was whistling through his body, Eric managed, "Thank you, for both." He wasn't sure if Lisa had counted his attempt at the words, but he didn't want to risk losing out on the prospect of a reward.  
 
    The third hit with the ruler was definitely lighter, but it was also still definitely stinging. Lisa set the ruler down, next to the belt. She then followed the hit up with another bare handed spank, smacking loudly against Eric's ass. Much more softly, Lisa did run a hand over the skin, but then did also pinch it.  
 
    Picking up the rolled up file, Lisa slapped that hard against Eric's ass, waiting for the thank you, before she did it again and again until there was only one last blow left. "What shall I use last?" She asked Eric, nails scratching lightly against his back.  
 
    Eric's eyes watered, and even if he'd wanted to, there was no way to hide the tracks of tears down his cheeks. Despite the pain, or more likely because of it, Eric felt a pang of regret that it was about to be over. It was quickly replaced by a lurch of hope, that Lisa might still reward him for his good behaviour. 
 
    His mind moved slowly over all the options, trying to decide which he had liked best. It was still true that there was a special thrill to being spanked with his own belt, and not just because it had also hurt the most.  
 
    Licking his lips, Eric glanced back at Lisa. "I like the belt best," he said, honestly, "but I think you should pick. Call it a thank you for disciplining me so well."  
 
    Lisa seemed quite pleased with Eric's answer, and her fingers trailed over the belt. "I will pick it because I want to," she told Eric. "But I also like that you would pick it, it's incentivising." The way she said 'incentivising' sounded very professional, almost like Eric wasn't completely naked, bent over Lisa's desk, waiting for her to spank him one more time.  
 
    Picking up the belt, Lisa took her time, letting Eric's anticipation build. Finally, she brought the belt down against his ass, hard enough that the mark would stay for days, if not a week as it bruised. "Will you be late again?" Lisa asked.  
 
    The blow was hard enough that Eric felt like it knocked the breath out of his lungs, and his fingers tightened on the table to keep his hands still. "Thank you," he said, the words coming out almost choked.  
 
    It took a lot longer for Eric to formulate a response to Lisa's question. "Probably," he finally said. Eric knew how hard it would be to change the habit of a lifetime, and he'd never particularly prioritised turning up to the very minute, not when strolling in two or three (or ten) minutes late made so little difference.  
 
    "If I do, I'll take my punishment, like a model employee," he promised, far more sincerely, though not without a trace of amusement.  
 
    "I would prefer you not to be late," Lisa told Eric, but her tone also very much implied that she wouldn't be against punishing Eric again. "Stand up and turn to me," she instructed, taking a step back. For a moment, Lisa seemed to just take in how Eric looked - naked, hard and with tears running down his cheeks. Then, she took a step forward, bringing a hand up to his cheeks so she could wipe the tears away.  
 
    Lisa brought one of her now-wet hands down to Eric's cock, fingers wrapping around it. "You were very thankful for your punishment," Lisa hummed, hand slow as it moved over Eric. "I will let you fuck me, that's your reward, but if I don't come, you'll be punished again," she told Eric, licking her lips before a small smirk settled against them.  
 
    Eric shuddered, his hips bucking into Lisa's hand. "I don't know if that's incentivising or not," he said, echoing her own earlier word choice. "I liked making you come, and I liked being punished." Yes, it had been a lot, and Eric's ass still hurt, but it had also been so hot that Eric had no doubt it would figure in his fantasies for weeks.  
 
    Taking Lisa's word as permission, Eric ran his hands up her sides, feeling the material of her skirt and then her blouse. "You look so hot," he told her. He let one hand move to cup LIsa's breast, thumb seeking the slight bump of her nipple under the shirt and circling it. He almost didn't want to take any of Lisa's clothes off.  
 
    Whilst Lisa did give a soft moan at the brush of his finger, she didn't seem very inclined to have Eric take her clothes off either. Instead, Lisa ran one hand down her side, pulling her skirt up a bit. "Sit down on the desk," Lisa told him, and she'd know full well just how painful her request would be for Eric.  
 
    Lisa watched Eric follow her instructions, taking enjoyment in how much pain sitting down caused him. With her other hand now free, Lisa hitched her skirt fully up, before moving to straddle Eric.  
 
    Eric's hands reached for Lisa, pulling her close and letting his fingers take a grip of the bunched material around her waist. He could feel the heat of her against his cock, and Lisa had said he could fuck her, but he hesitated. He wanted to savour the moment, Lisa's body warm against his, the throb of his ass against the hard desk.  
 
    Finally, leading his cock to Lisa's pussy, Eric paused again, biting his lip briefly before he looked up at Lisa. "Go on," he encouraged.  
 
    Lisa lowered herself almost excruciatingly slowly, taking her time as Eric's long cock slid into her. She was hot and so wet, moaning at how Eric filled her up. Rocking her hips forward, Lisa adjusted to his size, before starting to ride him. The movements were still slow, still teasing. 
 
    "Fuck, your cock is so big," she moaned, the pace picking up ever so slightly. Lisa's hands settled against Eric's shoulders, nails digging into his skin - not too hard, but probably hard enough to leave a mark.  
 
    The bite of her nails against his bare skin only emphasised to Eric how naked he was, and all Lisa had taken off was her panties. The thought made him moan, clutching tighter to Lisa's skirt.  
 
    Eric rocked his hips, enjoying the flare of pain every time his ass moved against the table. It mixed with the pleasure from how tight Lisa's pussy was around his cock, and he groaned even louder, resting his head against Lisa's shoulder. "That's it, fuck, that feels so good," he urged.  
 
    Moving one hand, Eric wiggled it under Lisa's skirt, his fingers finding her clit and letting her movements push her against him.  
 
    Lisa shifted as if to invite Eric's fingers closer, her cries of pleasure surrounding them. Lisa's hips rocked forward, with her legs pushing her up and down. The hotness of Lisa's pussy surrounded Eric, the sounds of his groans mixing with the loud moans that fell from Lisa's mouth.  
 
    The way she pushed herself down against him started to become harder and faster. Lisa also rocked against Eric's fingers, seeking out the pleasure he was offering. "Fuck, yes!" Lisa groaned beginning to rock faster and harder. "Come on," she encouraged. "Make me come again!"  
 
    Her tone was downright bossy, which drove Eric to give her exactly what she wanted. He pressed his fingers harder against her clit, thrusting his hips up with even more force. It made the wood sting against his ass, which only made everything seem so much more intense.  
 
    "Come on," he said, voice practically a growl with how hoarse his throat was. He wanted Lisa to come first, and then he wanted to keep fucking into her while all her muscles squeezed around him. He lifted his head, biting at her jaw, hoping the little edge of pain might bring her closer.  
 
    It did seem to do the trick, because Lisa gave a loud scream, pleasure overtaking her. A string of 'yes yes yes' and 'harder' fell from Lisa's lips as her pussy clasped tightly around Eric's cock, encouraging his orgasm to join hers.  
 
    Eric bucked his hips up hard, grip moving to Lisa's hips so he could pull her down against him. He gave a ragged cry, pleasure and pain ringing through his body simultaneously, until he couldn't tell where one feeling ended and another began.  
 
    He moaned even louder as he finally came, orgasm sweeping over all other sensations as he came deep in Lisa's pussy. He kept hold of her hips, not wanting to lose the warmth of her, breathing harshly against her blouse as he came back to an awareness of the office around them. He chuckled, but couldn't quite find words.  
 
    It took Lisa a few moments to catch her breath but once she did, Lisa gave one more, much slower and shallower, movement with her hips. Finally, she moved off Eric, his cock sliding out of her. Taking a step back, Lisa straightened her skirt as she seemed to take in the image of Eric - naked, spent and exposed. If the way she licked her lips was an indication of anything, she seemed to rather enjoy the sight.  
 
    "I will refrain from placing a warning on your file, but next time the punishment might be more severe," Lisa told Eric, her voice so professional, almost like she hadn't just fucked him, almost like despite her skirt being straightened, Eric wouldn't know that Lisa still had no panties on.  
 
    Eric gave a louder laugh, delighted by how quickly Lisa could revert to her professional demeanor. It would take a little longer for him, but he did get himself up off the desk, doing his best to glance down at his own ass. He was sure it was still red - it certainly still hurt.  
 
    Carefully, he bent to collect his clothes, pulling his slacks on and trying to smooth out the creases. "I'll keep that in mind," he promised, though his tone sounded very much like he would enjoy the prospect of another punishment.  
 
    Slipping his belt through the loops of his pants, he added, "I'll go out and tell them you dragged me across hot coals for daring to be late, shall I?"  
 
    Moving to pick up her panties, Lisa gave a hum in response to Eric's comment. "Yes," she nodded. "I have neither the time, nor the wish, to punish all of my employees." Seeing how big the company was, that made sense. Whether this was the sort of punishment anyone else got was left rather unclear. 
 
    Instead, Lisa approached Eric, reaching to put her panties in his pocket, patting it before she moved to do his buttons up. "If you ever require more punishment, my door is always open," she told him, before smirking slightly. "Discipline, you see, is somewhat of my speciality."  
 
    Eric paused, looking at Lisa with a smirk. "Yeah, I can tell," he assured, almost with a teasing lilt to the words. "I'm not going to be able to sit comfortably at my desk for days." If that was the price that had to be paid, it was certainly worth it. Eric would enjoy the reminder, and he'd probably be half-hard anytime he shifted position.  
 
    "I must admit, there was a moment I hoped you'd have to gag me with my tie," he told Lisa. He had liked being loud, liked knowing nobody in the office would have any idea what was going on, and it was probably better for his professional image that he was able to put his tie back on without suspicious wet patches. Still, if next time Lisa wanted to take him up on that suggestion, Eric would be very, very willing.  
 
    "I'll keep that in mind," Lisa said, her tone sounding very promising. It was rather clear that Lisa would be very far from objecting to punish Eric again if he did want - or if she deemed he needed it again.  
 
    Straightening the things on her desk that they had shuffled by their activities, Lisa walked around to sit down at her desk. "You are free to leave now, Eric," she told him, tone professional and clear.  
 
    Eric could take a hint, and after making sure his tie looked respectable, he headed for the door. "Thank you, boss," he offered, giving Lisa a grin, sure that the words would remind her of his gratitude for each of the blows she'd given him. He checked her panties weren't showing in his pocket, gave her a mock salute and walked back out into the office.  
 
    Part of him had wondered whether there would be stares, whether Lisa's promises of soundproof walls had been exaggerated, or untested. Mostly, he was greeted by empty office chairs. As soon as it had hit five, most of his colleagues had clearly left, looking forward to their weekends.  
 
    Georgie was still there, and she rushed over, her big eyes looking worried. "You were in there for ages!" she said, reaching out a hand to give Eric's arm a tentative squeeze. "Is everything all right?"  
 
    It was an effort not to smirk, and Eric wasn't completely sure he managed it. He tried his best to turn it into a sort of wry smile. "No lasting damage," he lied, thinking of his ass and the bruises he knew he'd be developing even as they spoke. "Lisa just wanted to make it clear that my attitude towards punctuality leaves a lot to be desired."  
 
    "What?" Georgie asked, looking shocked. "All that, just because you aren't at your desk by nine on the dot? It's not like you're the only one!" That made Eric chuckle, and he wondered who else was getting to see the side of Lisa he'd seen today.  
 
    "She was… forceful," Eric agreed, having to fight to keep his smile in order. Georgie looked so worried it was hard not to laugh. "It's alright," he assured her. "She didn't put anything on my record. It was just a reminder that she's the one in charge, and I have to do things her way." It was a reminder Eric wouldn't at all mind repeating. "Really," he added, as he started to move towards his desk to gather his things, "as far as disciplinaries go, it was quite pleasurable."  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Showing Him Off: Exposed and Willing 
 
      
 
    Jenny had always wanted to live in the middle of a city. It had taken her some time to save up the money, but now that she did, her favorite thing about her new apartment was the floor to ceiling windows that took up one whole wall of her living room. They looked out onto the glassy modern office building across the street, and at night Jenny could watch the employees packing up to leave, each office going dark one after another as people headed home. 
 
    Tonight, Jenny had great plans for those wide windows. She’d invited Luke over to celebrate, cooking him dinner in her fancy new kitchen, and then settling together on the couch.  
 
    Most of the office building’s lights had gone out by the time Luke had started affectionately nuzzling at Jenny’s neck. She tilted her head, giving him more access, then slid a hand into his hair and tugged gently. “Look,” she said, turning his face towards the windows. “There’s still people at work. Do you think they can see us?” Her breathless whisper made her excitement at the idea very obvious.  
 
    Luke lifted his head curiously, glancing over at the window. His hand was lightly brushing over Jenny’s hip. “I don’t know, probably?” He answered, sounding both honest and a little confused by her question. “Do you want me to go draw the blinds?” The offer was met with Luke pulling back a bit, as if he was ready to go the moment she said yes. It was kind of sweet, even if completely missing what Jenny actually had intended with her question. 
 
    “No,” Jenny answered, shaking her head. “I like the idea of someone being able to see us. I like not knowing for sure, but imagining that maybe someone is watching.” She ran a hand down Luke’s chest, tugging his shirt out of his pants so she could slide her fingers across the warm skin of his stomach. His muscles tensed in response, making Jenny’s breath catch in her throat. She would never get tired of admiring just how fit Luke was.  
 
    With the hand still in his hair, she tugged his mouth to hers, kissing him hard before she bit down on his lower lip. “I like the idea that we might make people want. I’m wet just thinking about it.” She smirked at Luke, spreading her legs as much as her tight skirt would allow. “You should see for yourself,” she encouraged.  
 
    Luke’s hand ran lower, over Jenny’s legs, the touch hard enough not to be completely teasing, but still light enough to not feel like he was pressing down against her. After a glance at the window, Luke looked back at Jenny. She could see the way what she’d said clicked in his head and he licked his lips. “You want to be on display?” Luke asked and the shade of lust in his eyes showed her that he wasn’t opposed to the idea. 
 
    Getting off the couch, Luke knelt in front of Jenny, hands still against her bare legs as he reached to push the hem of her skirt up. He leaned in to press a kiss against Jenny’s inner thigh, and then gave it a small bite, startling a soft gasp from Jenny. Teasingly, Luke then moved over to her other thigh, repeating the action, but also running his tongue over the hot skin. 
 
    Jenny moaned, bucking her hips up off the couch as if that would get Luke’s tongue to touch her where she so badly wanted it. “I want us to be on display,” Jenny corrected. “Both of us, so that all those boring office workers can see how hot we are together.” She ran a hand through Luke’s hair, letting her nails lightly graze across his scalp.  
 
    “Don’t be a tease,” she scolded playfully, her free hand resting on Luke’s neck, fingers just dipping under the collar of his shirt. “Take my panties off and feel how wet I am, baby.” The idea of sitting there, fully dressed but with nothing on under her skirt, was enough to make Jenny give a low moan.  
 
    Luke did smirk up at her, but that was where any resistance ended. His fingers moved under the material of her skirt to seek out her panties and pull them down. Jenny could see him stuffing the material in his pocket before he leaned back in to kiss her inner thigh again. This time, though, instead of moving to the other one, too, Luke licked his way up and between her legs. 
 
    When he discovered how wet she was, he gave a small grunt that vibrated through Jenny, joining with her own moan at how good his tongue felt against her. Luke teased the tip of his tongue over her clit before licking lower to where all the wetness was gushing down to meet him. 
 
    “Fuck, yes,” Jenny moaned, letting go of Luke so she could hitch her skirt higher. It still covered her, but Jenny enjoyed the contrast between the cool air on the tops of her thighs and Luke’s hot tongue against her pussy. “You look so good down there,” she praised, her fingers moving to the buttons of her blouse.  
 
    Through the windows, Jenny could still see the lights of the offices, could even make out a few silhouettes hunched over desks. “Don’t stop,” she ordered, breaking off to moan as Luke’s tongue teased inside her. Undoing several buttons revealed a glimpse of lacy bra, and Jenny felt a throb of arousal at how exposed she felt. “Here,” she urged, reaching to open Luke’s shirt. “Let me take this off.”  
 
    Luke let her pull the shirt off, seeming to only moving away from Jenny’s pussy for as short of a time as absolutely necessary. She loved how much he enjoyed licking her, more moans falling from her lips as Luke’s tongue pressed inside her again. He was lapping up her wetness so eagerly, teasing her clit gently before giving it a suck and causing more loud sounds to escape Jenny’s lips. 
 
    One of Luke’s hands pulled Jenny closer, letting her rock against his face at whatever speed she wanted. The other hand traveled up Jenny’s body, fingers brushing over her breasts, seeking out where her nipples were hardening under the material of her bra so he could tease them, pinching lightly through the lace. 
 
    Jenny gave a sharp cry, letting herself be louder than she would usually. She liked the idea of being heard, and even though it wasn’t possible from across the street, Jenny could still imagine. “Look at you,” she purred, lifting one leg to drape over Luke’s shoulder. “You’re so gorgeous, half-dressed and on your knees for me.” It was a sight Jenny would never get tired of, and she knew Luke liked to hear how much she enjoyed it.  
 
    Curling her toes against Luke’s back, Jenny bucked her hips, needing more than just Luke’s tongue inside her. “Use your fingers, baby,” she urged. “I want you to make me come right here, and then show me how hard it’s made you.” She had no doubt that Luke’s cock already ached, but he didn’t want him to stop eating her out to show her. The longer she made him wait, the more eager he would be.  
 
    Obediently, Luke moved his hand back down to Jenny’s pussy, fingers easily sliding inside her wet hole. He was slow at first, but quickly picked up his pace, pumping his fingers in and out of her faster and faster, his tongue still licking against Jenny’s clit. The speed with which his fingers fucked her made Jenny arch her back and push down. Luke took this as the encouragement that it was and inserted another finger inside Jenny. 
 
    Her liquids made Luke’s hand wet, she could hear it. The sound was joined by her moans and the noises Luke’s tongue made as it licked Jenny faster. Her orgasm was close and she was sure he knew it, too, but Luke didn’t slow down, just finger-fucking her harder and harder. 
 
    The pleasure was cruising through Jenny’s body, so close to tipping her over the edge, and she bit her lower lip as she watched Luke. His expression was so intense, so concentrated on doing everything he could to obey her that it went straight to Jenny’s core. Lifting a hand to replace Luke’s against her breast, Jenny flicked her fingernails over her lace-covered nipple, crying out at the sharp bolt of pleasure-pain.  
 
    Luke’s fingers were hammering into her, fucking her deep and fast. Jenny lifted her hips, pushing herself back against his fingers, and Luke sucked hard against Jenny’s clit. With his fingers twisting inside her, it was enough, and Jenny felt the whole world go hot and dark as every muscle tightened and she moaned, hips bucking as she came with Luke’s name very loudly on her lips.  
 
    He didn’t stop, stroking his fingers slowly in and out of Jenny’s pussy while she tried to catch her breath. “Fuck, that felt good,” she said, but she felt anything but satisfied. She wanted more - and specifically, more of Luke. “Are you hard for me, baby?” she asked, her pussy throbbing at the words.  
 
    With his fingers still moving in and out of her, Luke pulled back, giving Jenny a nod. “I am,” he confirmed, but she could also see the playfulness in his look. His fingers inside her curled upwards making Jenny give a small scream as the movement made more pleasure shoot through her. “Let me make you come again,” Luke said but it sounded more like a statement than a request. 
 
    His fingers sped up and if anything the intent look on his face increased as Luke began to move his fingers faster again. “You’re so wet,” he groaned and Jenny could feel him add another finger, stretching her out as her stomach muscles tightened with pleasure. 
 
    It felt so good and it was so tempting just to give in, to let Luke make her come again, but Jenny really wanted to see him. She leaned forward, giving his shoulder a push. There was no way she was strong enough to overpower Luke, not unless he let himself be overpowered. “I want to see you,” she said, putting a note of command into her tone.  
 
    “Show me,” she urged, “and then I’ll let you make me come again before you fuck me.” Jenny wanted that, to have Luke fuck her right there, in front of the windows, where anyone could chance to look over and see them.  
 
    There was a small hesitation that she could see, and Luke definitely thought about that. For a moment, Jenny had to wonder if he’d argue with her over this, but then Luke pulled his hand back, licking the stickiness off his fingers. “I guess,” he drew out and Jenny almost laughed at how bratty he sounded, but Luke did then get up to take his pants off. 
 
    If he was at all bothered by the fact that someone might see them, he certainly didn’t show it. Luke pushed his pants off, letting his cock spring free. He was hard, just as Jenny had asked for. Raising an eyebrow at her, as if to challenge her, Luke waited. When Jenny nodded, he knelt back down, licking a hot, wet line upward against her pussy. 
 
    Her muscles tightened in response, and Jenny felt herself grow even wetter. “Fuck, lap it all up, Luke,” she urged, moaning as Luke obeyed, his tongue moving in broad swipes over her sensitive flesh. Spreading her legs wider, Jenny’s ass scooched down on the couch, pushing her skirt up around her hips. She pulled her arms roughly free from the shirt, one hand cupping her breast, feeling how her nipple pushed out against the lace.  
 
    Glancing over to the windows, Jenny could see them both reflected in the glass. Luke, naked, his face pressed between Jenny’s legs like he wanted nothing more than to taste her. Her own reflection looked debauched, bra exposed and chest heaving. “Show me how you want to fuck me,” Jenny urged, teeth scraping over her lower lip as she pinched her nipple through the thin material of her bra.  
 
    Luke sucked against her clit before pulling back and smirking at Jenny. “You’ll have to turn around for me to show you how I want to fuck you,” he told her. Luke’s fingers found Jenny’s pussy again, two sliding in at once to tease a moan out of her.  
 
    Jenny’s body reacted instinctively, rocking her hips in an attempt to set a rhythm against Luke’s hand. “Oh, yes, oh, fuck,” she cried out, one hand tangling in Luke’s hair while the other pinched at her nipple, lace scratching against it in ways that made Jenny cry out. “Your fingers feel so good, so thick.” Jenny wanted something more, something bigger. 
 
    She pulled Luke’s head back, letting go only when his fingers slid free from her. Turning around, she knelt on the couch, pulling her skirt all the way up and sticking her ass out. Looking over her shoulder, she could take in the way Luke’s eyes focused on the glimpse of her pussy he could see between her legs. “Come on,” she demanded, “show me.”  
 
    This time Luke didn’t hesitate, pressing his fingers back inside Jenny, pumping them in and out of her twice, fast. He then leaned in to give her ass a playful bite, before pushing a third finger inside her. “God, you’re so fucking hot,” he breathed, before starting to move his hand again. Having him fuck her with his fingers felt so good and Luke didn’t slow, instead going faster and faster.  
 
    Jenny’s screams filled the room as her hands clutched hard against the back of the couch. “Yes, baby,” Luke encouraged. “Fuck back, come on, show me how hard you’ll fuck my cock.” His fingers didn’t slow down, just fucking Jenny more.  
 
    Half-dressed in the middle of her living room, with Luke naked behind her, Jenny felt hot. She knew they were worth looking at, the two of them, and it made her want Luke even more. Determined to show him exactly how hard she would fuck him, Jenny moaned as she pushed back, meeting every one of his thrusts.  
 
    Riding his fingers, Jenny let her head fall forward, gasping every time Luke’s fingers bottomed out inside her. Pleasure was building steadily, a low fire that burned in the pit of Jenny’s stomach. She arched her back, giving a moan that was almost pornographic. “I’m going to take your cock so deep,” she promised. “Going to let you fuck me hard, right here.”  
 
    Luke didn’t slow down but he did groan at Jenny’s promise, making her want it ever so much more. She fucked against him harder and Luke pushed forward just as much. When Jenny came, it was with a loud scream, her muscles tightening around Luke and her whole body trembling as the pleasure cruised through her.  
 
    It was only once she was done that Luke pulled back, licking his fingers clean and giving Jenny a grin. “Did I do well?” He asked, obviously because he wanted praise and not because he doubted he had.  
 
    It was almost enough to make Jenny hold back, but she wanted to praise Luke because she knew how much he liked it, even if he wouldn’t quite admit to it. “You did amazingly,” she said, stepping back off the couch and turning around. “I love how your fingers feel in me, hitting all the right spots. You know just what turns me on.”  
 
    Feeling bold, Jenny bent over to push her skirt off, stepping out of it and catching a glimpse of her nearly-naked body in the glass. She stepped closer, nipples stiffening as she looked up at the lights still glowing from the windows across the street. She half-turned, drinking in the sight of Luke, just as naked, just as confident in his own skin. “I bet all the women are wishing they could be in my place,” she purred. “Especially if they can see how hard you are for me.” She held out a hand, wanting Luke to come join her.  
 
    In the reflection of the window, Jenny could see Luke approaching her. He pressed up behind her, his cock hard against her ass as Luke leaned down to suck Jenny’s earlobe between his lips, giving it a small tug. His hands traced down over Jenny’s sides and Luke rocked his hips against her, showing her just how hard he was for her. 
 
    “So are you planning to show me off?” Luke asked, his tone was teasing. “For all the women,” he added and Jenny could almost hear the smirk. “And all the men.” Whether he meant men who wanted him or her was unclear but Jenny assumed it was probably both. “Shall I help you out of your bra?” But there was no hesitation, Luke’s fingers already working open the clasp holding her bra closed. 
 
    Watching as Luke eased the cups down her breasts sent a thrill through Jenny’s body, and she ran her tongue lightly over her lips, loving how sexy they looked together. “I plan to show us off,” she corrected, turning to kiss Luke once he’d dropped her bra onto the floor. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her body flush against his. “And you,” she added, smirking as she pulled back. She let her nails gaze lightly against the nape of his neck. “You’re very worth showing off.” 
 
    Jenny could imagine so many different ways to show them off; it made her pussy ache for Luke’s cock just to think about it. "How do you want me?" she asked, rolling her hips forward and letting his cock grind against her thigh. "On all fours here, by the window?" Or maybe Luke could fuck her right up against the glass. The idea made Jenny shiver with desire.  
 
    Luke gave a grunt at the suggestion, pressing a rough kiss against Jenny’s lips before he made his way lower. He sucked one of her nipples in his mouth, rolling it between his lips. The soft moan that Jenny gave seemed to urge him to suck harder. Once Luke seemed satisfied with the sounds Jenny had made, he pulled back again. “How do you want it?” He asked and Jenny knew it was because Luke enjoyed doing things the way she liked them. 
 
    His hand trailed over her ass and he gave it a squeeze. “How do you want to be seen when fucked?” That was accompanied by Luke glancing out the window, licking his lips. “If anyone looked up, what’s the way you want them to see you? To see me?” Jenny could tell that the prospect of being seen was starting to turn Luke one even more. 
 
    “I want them to see all of you,” Jenny answered, stepping aside so Luke faced the window, his gorgeous body on display, from the tight muscles of his chest and arms to the way his thick cock stood out so hard for her. Running one hand up Luke’s chest, she watched in the reflection as his muscles twitched. “I want them to see how strong you are, how hard you can fuck into me and fill me up.” Her fingers circled around Luke’s nipple before pinching it hard enough to make him cry out.  
 
    Giving a moan of her own, Jenny leaned in to mimic Luke’s actions, catching his earlobe between her lips and sucking hard. “I want you to bend me over against the window and fuck me from behind,” she decided.  
 
    “Yeah,” Luke breathed. “I want that, too,” he added, though Jenny already knew this was the case. Pulling Jenny in so he could kiss her, Luke bit her lower lip lightly. “But not on all fours,” he told her shaking his head. Luke ran a hand over Jenny’s hip, tugging him harder against her and she gave a soft moan at how his hard cock pressed against her thigh.  
 
    He gave another squeeze to her ass, before spinning Jenny around so easily, reminding her just how much strength he had, how much he let her do as she pleased with him. Reaching for Jenny’s hands, Luke placed each against the window, nudging her legs open with his foot. She let him, mostly curious about what exactly his plan was. 
 
    Once she stood exposed, breasts bouncing as Luke pressed against her, he began to kiss his way down her back, before kneeling behind Jenny. “Let me show the world how good I can make you feel?” He asked and then smirked at Jenny in the reflection. “Please.” 
 
    Jenny moaned, feeling her pussy throb as she looked at her own reflection, how on display she was like this. Someone who glanced through their window could see everything - her nipples flushed and standing proud, her pussy soaking wet between her spread legs, and best of all, Luke on his knees behind her. “Fuuck, yes,” she moaned, arching her back to stick her ass out more.  
 
    “Get me ready for your cock,” she ordered, tongue darting over her lips. “I want everyone to watch you earn it.”  
 
    Luke didn’t hesitate to show Jenny just how much he could do to earn it and his wet tongue licked over her pussy. Jenny’s body reacted instantly, sending pleasure cruising through her and she pushed back with a moan. Luke used one of his hands to hold Jenny’s hip, with the other one dragging up and down her leg before he finally teased it between her legs. The tip of Luke’s wet tongue circled Jenny’s clit before he licked back up, not stopping until he reached her asshole. 
 
    The gasp and then the following moans that Jenny gave seemed to definitely encourage him and Luke’s tongue licked wetly against her, teasing all of the nerve endings there. Luke used his hand to slide a finger inside Jenny’s wet pussy, slow in his movements. 
 
    As much as possible, Jenny held still, wanting Luke to do all the work of fucking his finger into her. When she couldn’t take his teasing anymore, Jenny squeezed her muscles tight around him. “Add another finger,” she ordered, “fuck me with two, slowly, like you’ve been doing, it feels so good.” And Luke’s tongue, still circling maddeningly against her asshole felt amazing, too.  
 
    She groaned as Luke obeyed her, his second thick finger stretching her pussy. “Fuck you look so good like that, on your knees, giving me exactly what I want.” Jenny leaned forward, moving her hands further apart so she could press her breasts against the cool glass.  
 
    Luke’s fingers fucked into her slowly but steadily, and his tongue felt so hot against her. Jenny’s cries of pleasure filled the room around them and it really was a shame no one could hear them. But someone could see them, there were still lights on in the offices across the street, not many, but that was even more thrilling. Someone working a late shift, seeing Luke eating Jenny’s ass and fingering her so well. 
 
    When Jenny pushed back more to get Luke to finger fuck her harder, he took that as an encouragement to press yet another finger inside her, stretching her out more (but not as much as she knew his huge cock would). The tip of his tongue teased against her opening and Jenny was certain Luke knew how good it felt. 
 
    Pleasure was spreading through her, radiating out from Luke’s fingers filling her and his tongue lapping hot against her asshole. Jenny knew she could order Luke to go faster, that if she brought a hand down to her clit and let herself grind against it she could come just like this - but she wasn’t ready, not yet. She wanted to come when Luke was inside her, fucking her from behind while the whole world could watch them.  
 
    “Touch yourself,” she ordered. With her legs spread either side of Luke’s kneeling form, she could see his hard cock in his reflection. “I want to watch you stroke it, imagining you’re fucking me just like your fingers.” She shivered, her nipples aching from how hard they were. “I want to know anyone could look down and see you, on your knees, with one hand on your cock and the other fucking me so well.”  
 
    Luke gave a hum of agreement that seemed to vibrate all the way through Jenny and she moaned softly, and then much louder as Luke curled his fingers inside her. In the reflection of the window, Jenny could see him following her instructions, fingers wrapping around his thick cock before he began to stroke it. The sounds that Luke made were swallowed up by Jenny’s body, tingling their way through her. 
 
    Pulling his mouth but not his fingers back, Luke looked up at Jenny and even in just the reflection she could see the lust in his eyes. “Fuck, you’re sexy,” he moaned. “Anyone would be lucky to see you like this.” 
 
    It made Jenny moan even louder because she loved knowing that Luke found her hot like this. Knowing he liked seeing her in control, it made Jenny want to put herself on display even more. Using her hands on the glass for leverage, Jenny pushed her body back hard, fucking herself on Luke’s fingers still inside her.  
 
    “Watch me, baby,” she ordered. “Watch how I’m going to fuck you when you finally get that thick cock inside me.” She pushed herself back harder, moaning louder as she watched Luke’s hand fly faster over his cock. “That’s it,” she urged, “imagine you’re fucking me - but don’t come.”  
 
    The groan that Luke gave at that was loud and almost pained, but he did, for a bit, manage both - to fuck himself into his hand hard and not come. It was challenging to keep her eyes on Luke when his fingers worked so well inside her, but watching him was so hot that Jenny did her best to. Luke did slow, both his hand around his cock and also the one fucking Jenny. 
 
    “Are you ready yet? Can I fuck you?” Luke asked leaning in to press a kiss against Jenny’s ass cheek. He gave it a playful bite, his fingers continuing to tease her. 
 
    “Almost,” Jenny teased, pushing herself back once, twice more against Luke’s fingers before she decided she was satisfied. “Stand up,” she instructed. “I want to make sure I can see you while you fuck me. I want everyone else to see you, too.” There were only one or two lights left on across the street, but Jenny imagined they belonged to workers who’d spotted them and were now choosing to stay and watch the show.  
 
    Putting more weight against the glass, Jenny bent over more, her spine sloping down from her shoulders to her ass at a sharper angle. It meant she could see Luke standing behind her, his face and chest visible in the reflection. “Fuck, I’m dripping wet, baby,” she groaned. “Come on, tease me with that gorgeous cock of yours. Don’t give it to me all at once, I want to feel every inch.”  
 
    Ever so obligingly, Luke aligned himself behind Jenny, dragging his cock through her wetness first, the tip pressing against her clit ever so teasingly. But then Luke did press his cock inside her, just as slowly as Jenny had asked for. He took his time, even though she could feel how challenging it was for him not to just slam into her. Jenny had asked for slow, though, and Luke was going to deliver that. He was so good at being good for her. 
 
    “Fuck,” Luke breathed. “You’re so fucking wet, so tight. I just want to screw you so hard, Jen, fuck.” His words caught in his throat and yet, while Luke did grip his hands harder against Jenny’s hips, he didn’t bolt forward the way she was sure he would’ve done if she hadn’t set any rules for this. 
 
    Jenny’s mouth dropped softly open, the heat of her breath steaming up the glass. “You’re so good,” she moaned. “So obedient, fucking me exactly right.” Jenny certainly had plans for Luke to screw her as hard as he wanted, but not yet. She squeezed her muscles tight around him, enjoying the way it made Luke swear behind her as he pressed slowly forward.  
 
    “They’re all going to be so jealous,” she said, focusing beyond their reflections, on the lights across the street. “So envious that I am the only one who can tell you what to do.” She moaned as Luke’s hips ground against her ass, his huge cock all the way inside her. “Don’t move,” she ordered, knowing how difficult it would be.  
 
    There was a loud, almost whiny grunt that fell from Luke’s lips at her instruction but he didn’t move. Not his hips, anyway. Luke did run his hand over Jenny’s back before he slid it around her, seeking out one of her breasts so he could play with her nipple. His touch was far from soft and Luke tugged against it almost painfully.  
 
    “Fuck, your boobs are so great,” he told her but still didn’t move his hips waiting for further instructions. 
 
    Jenny gave a chuckle, groaning as the movement of her stomach muscles made Luke feel even bigger inside her. “Go on,” she urged, unable to resist the temptation. “Play with my nipples.” Luke knew exactly what to do, his fingers rolling and pinching just hard enough to be painful, and the bolts of sensation seemed to go straight to Jenny’s pussy, making her even more wet.  
 
    Finally, feeling like the heat between her legs was actually going to ignite, Jenny pushed her hips back. “Fuck me, baby,” she ordered. “Screw me as hard as you want, right here against the window. I want everyone to see how hard you pound into me.”  
 
    Jenny had barely managed to finish her sentence before Luke pulled back only to slam into her again. Her scream was masked by the next one and then the next one, Luke was so strong and he could screw Jenny very well. She let him know how much she was enjoying it by pressing back more, her hands flat against the window, breasts bouncing with every push that Luke gave. 
 
    He wasn’t gentle, but then, Jenny didn’t want gentle. She wanted him to fuck her like his life depended on it and Luke really did. His hands held her hips as Luke fucked harder and faster, a collection of grunts escaping him as he pushed forward, meeting each and every time Jenny pushed back. 
 
    Luke’s cock was so big, stretching her out and filling her up, and Jenny couldn’t get enough of it. She arched her back, angling her hips so that Luke could plunge into her even deeper. “Oh fuck, just like that,” she moaned. “You feel so good, fucking me so hard, I want everyone to know it.” She knew they were putting on a great show, and that just turned Jenny on even more.  
 
    She could hear Luke’s noises getting louder, the grip on her hips almost hard enough to hurt. She cried out, loving the idea that she might have bruises tomorrow, that she’d be able to remember every moment of their night. “Come on, baby,” she urged. “Fuck me! You’ve been waiting for so long.”  
 
    “Fuck, Jenny,” Luke groaned, his body slamming against hers as he fucked into her. “You feel so good,” he grunted, words barely sounding like words with how harsh his breath was coming. Jenny’s screams of pleasure got louder and louder, too, her orgasm quickly approaching. The tightening of her muscles around Luke’s cock clearly encouraged him.  
 
    “Gonna come for me, baby?” He asked and from his voice, Jenny could tell that Luke was close too.  
 
    Jenny’s cries were almost wordless, just a string of ’yes’ and ’Luke’ and ’harder’. Luke obeyed, pounding into her so hard Jenny knew she’d feel it tomorrow. He moved one hand from her hip, fingers pressing between her legs, every thrust pushing her clit hard against his hand.  
 
    She screamed as she came, the sound echoing off the glass so loud that Jenny was almost convinced the office across the street would be able to hear her. Luke didn’t stop, fucking her through her orgasm, so hard and so fast that Jenny felt the aftershocks of pleasure tightening every muscle. “Come on, baby,” she urged. “I want you to come for me. I want you to come in me.”  
 
    Luke impossibly seemed to speed up more, hands returning to Jenny’s hips as he pulled her against him fucking her harder and harder until she finally felt him come. There were a few more hard thrusts before Luke was finally done, Jenny’s name half a sigh on his lips.  
 
    Finally, once he was done, Luke pulled out of Jenny, leaving her empty. He pressed a kiss against the nape of Jenny’s neck before pulling her up and against him. “Was that what you wanted? Letting anyone who might look see how hard you get me to fuck you?”  
 
    The sight of her reflection, looking exactly as well fucked as Jenny felt, pulled hard against Luke’s fit body, made Jenny give a sigh of satisfaction. “Yes,” she breathed, dropping a hand to cover Luke’s on her stomach. “Exactly what I wanted. You were so good.” Luke really had been, and Jenny gave a delighted shiver as she thought about how she could reward him, later.  
 
    “Did you like it?” Jenny asked. She knew that Luke had, that he’d been into the idea of their having an audience, even if they could never know whether they really had or not.  
 
    “Yes,” he said with a small smile. “I like knowing you want me to show me off.” And he was well worth showing off. Fucking Jenny so hard. They’d certainly put on a show.  
 
    Jenny grinned, moving away from the window and gathering up her clothes, but not bothering to put any of them on. “Why don’t you close the blinds, then we can go to bed and talk about how I’ll reward you for being good?” she suggested with a smirk. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Used by the Librarian: He Requires Discipline 
 
      
 
    The group of guys at the back of Brie’s library had been an absolute pain in her ass for most of the day they’d been there. She had gathered - from their loud conversations - that they had a project from college, something they had to do in order not to be thrown off whatever sports team they were on. It’d be a lie to say that Brie truly cared about the details. What she did care about was the fact that the men wouldn’t be quiet. 
 
    Most of Brie’s day was measured in installments of needing to hush them. By the time the working day was winding up, only one of the guys was still left. The table they’d occupied was filled with scattered books that Brie knew would take her ages to place back in their rightful places on the shelves. But at least the talking had finally stopped. 
 
    “Will you and your friends be back tomorrow?” Brie asked as she approached the table. The library was deserted now, only her, the guy and Arnold, the ancient security guard who was probably already having his evening nap, left in the building. “Because I might have to teach you some appropriate library etiquette if that is the case.”  
 
    Briefly, Brie’s mind conjured up some very inappropriate images of how she might teach these college athletes good library behavior, but most of it didn’t involve being quiet. 
 
    She could feel the young man’s gaze on her, sweeping from head to toe, then lingering on her chest, where Brie’s low neckline failed to completely hide her cleavage. “I don’t much like the sound of an etiquette lesson,” he answered, rolling his eyes, “but I’ll be back tomorrow.”  
 
    He leaned back in his chair, looking over the mess on the table as if seeing it for the first time. “I’m Jasper,” he said, giving Brie a wink. “You can just leave this stuff out. We’ll need it again, so there’s no point putting it away.”  
 
    “That’s not how libraries work.” It was very hard not to roll her eyes at that, but Brie did manage. The way Jasper leaned back into his chair did nothing but make Brie want to teach him how to behave in a library more. The relaxed pose and the world-is-mine attitude were tiring and Brie was pretty sure that she knew exactly what a spoiled brat like Jasper needed.  
 
    Tapping her fingers against the table, Brie gave a small hum. “The etiquette lessons aren’t meant to sound appealing,” she informed Jasper. “They’re a lot more about getting a point across than making sure you enjoy yourself.” There she paused, running her tongue over her lower lip. “Though, I’m sure I could manage to work in some enjoyment.” 
 
    That made Jasper raise an eyebrow, and Brie was pleased to see him sitting up a little straighter, actually paying proper attention. “That sounds… promising,” he murmured, lifting a hand to run slowly over the front of his shirt. He was handsome, Brie had to give him that, clean-cut and in a designer shirt that flattered his broad shoulders.  
 
    “What would this lesson involve?” he asked, standing up and taking a step closer. He was taller than Brie had expected, towering over her, even in her heels, and it only made her more determined to show him his proper place.  
 
    She didn’t take a step back, despite assuming that that was probably what Jasper had expected. Instead, Brie tilted her head slightly, giving a small hum. “Well, first, I would obviously have to punish you for all the misbehavior of today,” Brie informed him. “And then I’d have to tell you precisely how to behave better.” At that, Brie ran her tongue over her lips, before her fingers reached to trace over Jasper’s chest, the touch ever so light. 
 
    “Tell me, Jasper,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “Do you enjoy being punished?” From the sort of richer-than-thou attitude, Brie rather assumed that Jasper didn’t have a lot of experience with being punished. That, to be fair, only made the prospect of disciplining him so much hotter. From the way he shifted, Brie was quite sure he, too, was thinking similarly. 
 
    “I might enjoy being punished,” Jasper answered, and there was only a very slight hesitation. Brie could almost see the moment that he talked himself into it, and he added, “At least, I might enjoy being punished by you.” It was both a promising and a flattering addition.  
 
    Still seeming unwilling to take his eyes off her, Jasper closed the distance between them, letting Brie’s hand settle more firmly against his chest. She could feel the heat from his skin through the thin material. “What do you want me to do?” he asked, and whether or not Jasper had done this before, Brie was pleased he seemed willing to take instruction.  
 
    And really, ’what do you want me to do’ were some of Brie’s very favorite words. “Follow me,” she told Jasper, running her finger over his chest one more time before she turned away to walk towards her desk. She did glance over her shoulder to make sure that Jasper was following her and smirked as she turned away again, because yes, yes he was. This was going to be fun, Brie was quite sure. 
 
    When they reached her desk, Brie faced Jasper, biting her lower lip teasingly, before bringing her hand up to ’accidentally’ undo the top buttons of her dress. It exposed her breasts beautifully and Brie was very well aware of that. 
 
    Sitting down on the desk, she gave Jasper a curious look. “Kneel,” Brie instructed. 
 
    There was definitely a hesitation, and Brie almost wondered if Jasper would ask why, or simply turn around and walk out. She said nothing, just watched the uncertainty and curiosity on Jasper’s face. Glancing down at her breasts, Jasper licked his lips, then seemed to make up his mind.  
 
    Slowly, he dropped to his knees, his hands loose at his sides. There was still doubt in his eyes, but Brie could see arousal there, too, as he looked up at her from his new powerless position. “What -” His voice was rough, and he paused to clear his throat before he tried again. “What else?”  
 
    Brie smirked at Jasper, pleased with the obedience. He looked unsure, but also like he wanted to see what else she’d do to him. And Brie had many plans. “First, I’ll have to punish you for your behavior today,” she informed Jasper seriously. Brie lifted her leg, stretching it out so she could place the heel of her shoe just below Jasper’s shoulder. When his eyes slowly moved up her leg, Brie grinned at him. 
 
    “Have you ever been whipped, Jasper?” Brie asked. It was good to know exactly what experiences Jasper may or may not have, but she fully intended to educate him about the ones he hadn’t. And probably some of the ones he’d had, too. 
 
    “No,” Jasper answered, and his eyes had definitely widened in surprise. Brie could see the way his throat moved as he swallowed, and his gaze briefly left her to move around the room, as if he were expecting to see a whip hanging on the wall somewhere. “You bring a whip to work?” he asked, and his tone sounded at least as much impressed as startled.  
 
    He shifted his weight, evidently trying to get comfortable on his knees on the thin carpet. To give him the credit he deserved, he didn’t complain, nor ask if he could stand up.  
 
    “Well, libraries are magical places, you never know what you’ll come across.” Brie did have a whip in a drawer, she had a great deal more in a drawer, too. “Your constant talking has rather shown me that you have very little respect for a library. I’ll have to make sure to change that.” And Brie was very confident that she could do that. Or at least show Jasper why respecting libraries was important.  
 
    Certain that they were now the only people in the library, with Arnold having locked the front door before his nap, Brie smiled. “Take your shirt off,” she instructed.  
 
    This time, there was no hesitation in Jasper’s movements. His fingers came almost instantly up to the buttons of his shirt, deftly slipping each of them open, revealing such an even and unblemished tan that Brie felt eager to leave some marks on it. Once Jasper had finished with the buttons, Brie moved her heel from against his shoulder, allowing him to slide the shirt the rest of the way off.  
 
    Glancing up at Brie once more, Jasper let his arms hang at his sides while her gaze moved over his exposed muscles. “Should I fold the shirt?” he asked, one hand making a small gesture to where the material had puddled against the floor.  
 
    It wasn’t what Brie had expected, but that just somehow made it hotter. Both because he’d volunteered and because it was such a subservient action that Brie could hardly resist it. “Yes,” Brie nodded, waiting for Jasper to fold the shirt. When he had, setting it to one side, Brie stood, walking over so she could drag her hand over Jasper’s shoulders.  
 
    “Good. Obedience will get you rewards,” she told him seriously. But before any rewards, Brie still fully intended to discipline Jasper. She was very curious about how he’d find being hurt. She rather hoped enthusiastically.  
 
    “I can be obedient,” Jasper said, so quickly that Brie doubted he’d really meant to say it at all. He sounded genuine, and though he blushed, he kept his chin up, brazenly meeting Brie’s eyes. It was a very good beginning, and one Brie was sure she could build on.  
 
    He kept his shoulder still under Brie’s touch, and that, too, seemed like a promising start. “What kind of rewards?” he asked, gaze dropping to where Brie’s breasts almost spilled out of her dress. “Will you take your clothes off, too?”  
 
    The question made Brie laugh, and she very much enjoyed how keen Jasper sounded. “All in good time,” Brie nodded. Her plan definitely did involve taking her clothes off, too, but not just yet. “Good rewards,” she added, before walking around the desk to open the drawer where she knew a short, but nonetheless beautiful, cat o’ nine tales lived. She slapped it against her palm, drawing Jasper’s attention up to her. 
 
    Smirking, Brie walked around him, dragging the strands over his back gently. “Before rewards, however, punishment must be issued for your earlier misbehavior.” 
 
    Though she couldn’t see his expression, Brie could read Jasper’s nerves in the way the muscles of his shoulders tightened. She waited, enjoying the power it gave her not to whip Jasper when he was clearly expecting it. His back was every bit as tanned and unmarked as his chest had been, and Brie let the strands of the whip caress him, imagining the way his body would react to her first blow.  
 
    Jasper’s hands clenched and unclenched, but he didn’t turn around. Brie wondered if it was taking a considerable effort of self-control to keep his eyes facing forward. Finally, Jasper made a noise of frustration. “What are you waiting for?” he asked.  
 
    “Patience,” Brie answered almost instantly. “It is a virtue, after all.” If anything, the challenging tone made her less likely to do what Jasper wanted. Still, Brie didn’t want to push her luck too much. She didn’t know exactly what Jasper’s limits might be, so experimenting with it gently was the best approach. Asking could also work, but Brie felt that he honestly might not know. 
 
    So finally, she brought the whip down against his back. It wasn’t a hard blow, but one that would still send a sting through Jasper’s body. While Brie might’ve followed that up with another blow with someone she knew, not knowing what Jasper’s boundaries were made her pause for a reaction. 
 
    Jasper drew in a sharp breath, but Brie didn’t have to wait very long before he let it out in a low moan. “Fuck,” he said, and the surprise and the desire in his voice made Brie feel a throb between her legs. “It hurts, but it feels good.” Some of the tension had seeped out of Jasper’s body, his head bowing forward as he relaxed into the sensation.  
 
    “Will you do it again?” Jasper asked and, when Brie gave no instant response, added, “Please.”  
 
    He would’ve hardly needed to ask but Brie nonetheless appreciated that he did. “Yes,” she answered easily, fully intending to do it more (now that she knew he was willing to take more). This time when the whip came down against Jasper’s back it was harder, tails licking over his shoulders. It wouldn’t leave very significant marks, but it did in the first instance leave red criss-crosses on his skin. 
 
    This time the moan that fell from Jasper’s lips was almost instant and Brie gave a similar sound herself, almost unexpectedly. His enjoyment of the pain definitely made her hotter. She landed the whip again, letting it spread streaks of red across Jasper’s back. He looked so good like this, leaning into the pain as it came his way. 
 
    “Does this make you hard?” Brie asked, but she could see over his shoulder the way his pants tented. This definitely did make him hard. “Being punished for your misbehavior?” 
 
    “Yes,” Jasper answered, lifting his head but not looking over his shoulder at Brie. She could see the way his ribs heaved with every breath he drew in, a bead of sweat sliding slowly down his spine. “Being punished, and that it’s you punishing me. You’re so hot in that tight dress. I was thinking about you all day.”  
 
    That pleased Brie, to know that he’d been thinking about her. Still, she was rather sure whatever he’d imagined hadn’t been this and that just thrilled Brie more. 
 
    Jasper leaned forward, almost inviting Brie to use the whip against his back again. “I don’t even know your name,” Jasper moaned, as if that somehow made everything even hotter.  
 
    She couldn’t help but laugh at that, because Jasper was right, Brie hadn’t told him her name. Mostly that had just been accidental, though, she had no need to not disclose it. “Brie,” she told Jasper, dragging the tails of the whip over his back gently, almost teasingly. It was enjoyable to watch the way Jasper’s muscles twitched, like he wasn’t quite sure when the next blow might come but also anticipated it. 
 
    “What were you thinking?” Brie asked. “I want you to tell me.” She loved to imagine how he’d sat there at the desk, watching her, getting more and more turned on every time she’d come to tell him and his friends off for being too loud in the library. 
 
    “That you were too hot to be a librarian,” Jasper answered, and Brie could tell without even being able to see his face that he was smirking. “And that I liked watching you walk away in your tight skirt. You’ve got a great ass, as well as great boobs.” Brie had to wonder if Jasper was deliberately being crass, hoping to get her to whip him again.  
 
    “I definitely thought about bending you over the library desk,” he carried on, and then paused. “I didn’t expect this,” he admitted, sounding more sincere.  
 
    “No, I don’t imagine you did,” Brie commented, her hand sliding over Jasper’s back, pressing against the marks she’d left there. It didn’t surprise her that his thoughts had involved her ass and her breasts, both were very attractive.  
 
    Leaning down, Brie ran her tongue over the rim of Jasper’s ear. She could feel the way a shiver ran down his body, smirking against his skin at it. “See, I was watching you, too. And my thoughts were similar... except in my fantasy you were the one who gets bent over a table,” she half-whispered in Jasper’s ear.  
 
    She could see the way Jasper’s hips shifted, pushing his hard cock forward against empty air, and he gave a low groan. “You want to fuck me?” he asked, with only a slight hesitation. Brie suspected it wasn’t something he’d done before - but he didn’t sound shocked, so she’d bet good money that it had at least crossed his mind.  
 
    “Have you got a strap-on in that drawer as well?” he asked, in a very different tone, one that Brie recognized for the bravado that it was. He still hadn’t said no.  
 
    “Libraries are magical places,” Brie repeated teasingly. She wouldn’t insist if Jasper didn’t want it, but so far he hadn’t really indicated that he would be against the idea. Still, Brie would start with simpler, easier things. “But that can wait,” she promised him before walking around so he could see her. Brie set the whip down, before leaning against the table. She pulled her skirt up, slowly, revealing more skin inch by inch.  
 
    Jasper’s eyes followed her movements, which made Brie smirk. “I’ve seen that your mouth can do a lot of talking, can it do other things, too?” She certainly had told him and his friends off enough for talking, and each time Brie had imagined what it’d be like to tell them to do something better with their tongues. Now was her chance to find out just how good Jasper’s mouth could be.  
 
    As she lifted her skirt high enough to reveal her lace panties, Brie could feel the weight of Jasper’s gaze on her. It almost made her want to spread her legs and pull him in immediately. Almost, but not quite, because Brie enjoyed making Jasper wait.  
 
    It took him a moment to remember that she’d asked a question, and he didn’t lift his gaze to meet her eyes as he answered. “Yes, I can do other things,” he promised, darting his tongue out over his lip. “Can I show you?” He started to crawl forwards.  
 
    Brie held her leg up, her heel against Jasper’s shoulder just like it had been before, except this time it dug into the bare skin. “You can, but in future wait for a response before moving,” she instructed. Jasper was obviously lacking experience and Brie wouldn’t punish him for that. If he now repeated the mistake, though, that was a different question.  
 
    Satisfied that Jasper did still and wait, Brie parted her legs more before lowering her foot from Jasper’s shoulder. She leaned back on the desk, supporting her weight with her hands behind her. “Take my panties off.”  
 
    “Yes, Brie,” Jasper agreed, and the eagerness in his tone was very encouraging. He didn’t move quite as fast as Brie suspected he would’ve liked, instead slowly letting his fingers tease up her calves, then the outside of her thighs. Brie could feel arousal thrumming through her the higher Jasper’s touch moved, and she had to bite back a moan as he finally brushed against the material of her panties.  
 
    Jasper was careful as he hooked his fingers under the fabric, drawing it down past Brie’s skirt and licking his lips again. “Fuck, this is so hot,” he told her, looking up as he let her underwear fall the rest of the way down her legs. “Can I show you now how good my mouth can be?”  
 
    Brie hesitated, only because she wanted Jasper to wait. But there wasn’t a lot of time that she felt like she could wet, her pussy felt so hot that Brie felt like she might ignite. “Yes,” she finally allowed. “Show me.” It was all the encouragement that Jasper needed before he was pushing her thighs further apart and leaning in to run a tongue over her heat. Brie moaned instantly, a deep sound that rumbled all the way through her body. 
 
    Jasper’s hands rested lightly on Brie’s thighs, his fingers flexing like he wanted to grip her tightly, and was resisting. His tongue explored every inch of Brie’s pussy, circling around her clit before diving lower to lap at her so slowly it made Brie ache. Judging by the way Jasper’s own moans vibrated against Brie’s skin, he was certainly enjoying himself.  
 
    He moved one hand to Brie’s skirt, pushing it higher up so he could wedge himself more firmly between her legs. His other hand moved to Brie’s ass, not quite pulling her forward against him, but almost. His tongue moved faster, flicking lightly against Brie’s clit.  
 
    “Ah, yes, just like that,” she moaned, fingers coming to tangle in Jasper’s hair. She tugged against it, hard enough that it made him groan, but not so hard that he’d pull away. Instead, she pulled him even closer, rocking her hips forward and matching the speed with which Jasper’s tongue licked her.  
 
    His mouth was talented and it managed to get quite a few loud noises to fall from Brie’s lips. He rightfully took it as even more encouragement, licking faster, his tongue darting inside her before moving back up to her clit almost teasingly. 
 
    The hand still on Brie’s thigh teased her, too, the pressure of Jasper’s fingers so light it almost tickled. In contrast, she could feel his strength in the hand that squeezed her ass through her skirt, and the combination made Brie feel as though her whole body was alight. Jasper groaned, his own hips rocking despite the fact there was nothing for him to rub up against.  
 
    When Brie tilted her hips just right, she could feel Jasper’s tongue dive inside her, thrusting hard and fast in a way that made her imagine what it would be like if it were his fingers or his cock, something which could reach deeper. Brie was so wet, she was sure that if they weren’t both moaning so loud she’d be able to hear the sounds of Jasper’s tongue fucking her.  
 
    She gave his hair another hard tug, before pulling him back so she could look at him. “Your mouth is much better used like this,” she informed him. Bringing her hand up, Brie ran her hand over her breasts that were still at least half inside the dress she was wearing. She wanted to have Jasper use his mouth to lick all over her, to have him play with her nipples just as she imagined he wanted to. But Brie also wanted Jasper to experience not being just handed things he wanted. 
 
    “Take the rest of your clothes off, I want to see you. All of you,” she instructed, leaning back on the table, her legs still spread wide, giving him a clear line of sight to her pussy. At least until Jasper had to rise to get out of all of his clothes. “Slower.” 
 
    It was obvious the instruction surprised him, and Brie had to stifle a laugh. He was so young, rushing to get everything as fast as he possibly could. Brie liked the idea that he might leave this room a little bit more patient, with a greater understanding of how building anticipation could make everything hotter. 
 
    “Like this?” Jasper asked, dragging the zipper of his pants down slowly, his hips swaying slightly as if he were imagining himself on stage. He bent, pushing the material down his legs inch by inch, before straightening up again, in just his boxers. He brushed a hand against his obvious erection, his moan loud in the otherwise quiet room.  
 
    “Yes,” Brie nodded, very much enjoying watching Jasper’s body. He had a nice, toned stomach, wide shoulders and beautiful arms. The physique of an athlete. “And now the rest,” she told him, licking her lips in anticipation. When Jasper’s boxers finally came off, Brie wasn’t disappointed. His dick was as outstanding as she had presumed it would be.  
 
    Brie reached up to undo the rest of the buttons on her dress, her breasts spilling out. She smirked at Jasper, seeing the moment he realized there was no bra under her dress. She shrugged the material off, leaving her sat there in nothing but her heels.  
 
    “Touch yourself.” 
 
    Jasper’s hand moved quickly, curling fingers around his dick and giving another moan before he glanced up at Brie. “Slowly?” he asked, quirking one eyebrow at her. At least he was learning. He didn’t wait for an answer, he just moved his fingers teasingly up the length of his cock. Brie could see the way his hips bucked forward, and his head fell back, exposing the length of his throat.  
 
    “Fuck, it feels good,” Jasper said, tongue darting out to wet his lips. “But I bet it would feel better if you touched me.”  
 
    “It will,” Brie confirmed, very confident that she could make touching Jasper feel excellent, but all in good time. “First, you’ll have to earn that,” she advised, spreading her legs wider and then nodding downward to imply that she expected Jasper to move back in. “You can carry on touching yourself, but if you come there will be severe punishments.” The tone Brie used there was serious because she didn’t want Jasper to come, not yet and if he did come, she would hardly let him do so again. 
 
    When Jasper moved in again, Brie shifted so he’d have easier access to her pussy. At the contact of Jasper’s tongue and her clit, she gave a sharp, pleased moan, fingers returning to Jasper’s hair. 
 
    Brie could tell that, at least at first, Jasper wasn’t very good at doing two things at once. He would moan against her pussy whenever he stroked his cock, and then his mouth would still until Brie tugged on his hair to remind him of what he was doing. When he did finally catch hold of the rhythm, Brie couldn’t fault that he really was very good with his mouth.  
 
    As Brie’s hips rocked closer, Jasper pursed his lips around her clit and sucked slowly and noisily, making Brie’s thighs clamp around his ears. He didn’t stop, instead lifting a hand to tease a finger over Brie’s pussy. He waited, finger poised to slide into her, and it made Brie feel even wetter to think he might be waiting for permission.  
 
    “Go on,” she encouraged, making a mental note to reward him for being such a quick study. She didn’t have a lot of time to think, though, not before a loud moan fell from her lips. Jasper’s long finger curved slightly inside her before he pulled back and then pressed it in again. “Add another.” It didn’t require her to say anything more than that before another loud cry of pleasure escaped Brie at Jasper pushing another finger in. 
 
    He began to lick faster against her clit as his fingers fucked her, she could almost tell that his own pleasure had become secondary because his moans were much further apart. It was almost as if he’d forgotten that he was interested in his own pleasure and only wanted to focus on hers. He really was a quick study and it wasn’t long before an orgasm began to build low in Brie’s belly. 
 
    For all his inexperience, Jasper had obviously done this before, because his fingers rubbed against all the right places, and Brie urged him on with louder and louder moans as she her pleasure coiled tighter. Jasper must have felt she was close because he flicked his tongue faster against her clit and gave a groan which tingled all the way up Brie’s spine.  
 
    When she came, her muscles clenched tight around Jasper’s fingers, and she felt more than heard the cry he gave as her fingers tugged harder in his hair. He clearly understood what Brie wanted, and he didn’t stop licking her slowly and thoroughly until she had to actually pull him away. 
 
    “That’s enough,” she told him seriously, but then a small smile settled against her lips. “You did well,” she praised. It took Jasper a moment, probably because most of his blood had gone south, but Brie saw the moment the praise hit him. Oh, she had chosen well. “I want you to bend over the table for me,” Brie instructed, getting off the table and reaching out to run a hand over Jasper’s arm, leaning in to lick her own wetness off his lips when he stood up. 
 
    It wasn’t quite a kiss and before he could make it one, Brie pulled back again. “Bend over,” she repeated. “I won’t do anything without checking with you first.” That seemed to ease some tension that she could see building inside of Jasper and he gave a sharp nod before following her instructions. 
 
    Reaching for the whip, Brie dragged it down his back lightly. “The whip is your reward this time.” 
 
    He looked so good bent over her desk, the few light marks Brie had left from her earlier whipping still visible. She could see some tension still in the muscles of his shoulders, and she moved the whip lightly, letting him get used to the play of the strands against his skin.  
 
    Turning his head, Jasper didn’t quite move far enough to actually catch Brie’s eye, but at least she could hear him better when he asked, “How will it be different from when the whip was my punishment?” He sounded genuinely curious, like he wanted to know how Brie thought it would be different. And, Brie noted, he hadn’t asked if it would be different, so he clearly trusted her to make it so, and Brie liked the feeling of power that gave her. 
 
    “You’ll beg for more,” she answered easily, the smirk not leaving her lips. It would be different anyway because Jasper was much more turned on now, but also Brie intended to use it against his ass and legs, which would just feel different, too. She waited only a moment longer, not wanting to tease Jasper too much since it was a reward. 
 
    When the whip came down against his bare ass, Jasper gave a sharp intake of breath. It pleased Brie to her core and she grinned wider. The next blow was as strong, leaving a streak of red across Jasper’s ass. Then, Brie ran her hand over it, softly. She watched as Jasper’s body twitched before he pushed back into her touch.  
 
    “Such a good boy,” Brie muttered. 
 
    “Fuuuck,” Jasper moaned, bracing his hands against the desk so he could push back harder into Brie’s hand on his ass. Though he couldn’t see her face, it made Brie smirk again, pleased with just how responsive he was to praise. Jasper widened his legs, and Brie could hear every harsh breath.  
 
    When she didn’t move immediately, Jasper turned his head once more, lips slightly parted and eyes dark. It took a moment for Jasper to find the words, but when he did, they went straight to Brie’s pussy. “Please,” he said softly. “It feels so good, don’t stop now.”  
 
    Brie smiled at Jasper’s words, even if he couldn’t see it, before whipping him again. Some of the strands licked lower, leaving equally red strikes against Jasper’s thighs, too. He rocked into it more, making Brie genuinely quite pleased. She let the whip smack against his skin again, before pulling back so she could run her hand over the marks, pressing in to make Jasper’s breath catch. 
 
    Stepping away briefly, Brie fetched some lube and it wasn’t long before she was sliding a long, slick finger between Jasper’s cheeks. She teased the tip of her finger against his asshole, watching carefully how he’d react. “Have you ever tried this?” She asked curiously. He’d made it pretty clear he’d never tried more than a finger, but Brie wasn’t sure he would’ve even tried this. 
 
    It took Jasper a moment to answer, and Brie couldn’t be sure if it was because he was processing the physical sensation or deciding what he wanted to say. While Brie waited, he shifted his weight, his ass moving slightly, and she heard his breath catch when it made her finger brush lightly over his hole. “No,” he admitted, finally, “but I thought about it. I had a girlfriend who said I could fuck her ass if she could fuck mine first.”  
 
    He shifted again, and this time gave a low moan at the contact. “The idea didn’t sound awful, and I bought the lube, but -” Jasper trailed off, and Brie could see the spot of red high on his nearest cheek. “Couldn’t quite bring myself to do it,” he admitted. 
 
    That was a promising answer, and Brie proceeded to slowly slide her finger inside Jasper. She was careful, but nonetheless made sure that he could feel it. With a hand against Jasper’s back, Brie steadied him, making a soft ‘shh’ sound, as if to comfort any anxiety he might feel. She moved her finger back out before pressing in again, just as slowly. The lube was plentiful, which meant that Brie didn’t have to worry about accidentally hurting Jasper. 
 
    It wasn’t until she pressed a second finger in with the first that Jasper truly started to wiggle under her. Not so much that he’d push her away, though, she noted. Brie picked her speed up a bit, enjoying having a string of soft, pleasurable sounds that began to emerge from Jasper in response. 
 
    Shifting his weight onto the balls of his feet, Jasper was able to push his ass back, taking Brie’s fingers deeper. She could feel his muscles stretch around her, and the groan Jasper gave in response sounded well satisfied. Brie felt a surge of arousal at the thought of what Jasper would sound like with a dick in him.  
 
    “I can take more,” Jasper insisted, sounding half boastful and half just eager. “Or faster,” he added. “I can definitely take it faster, Brie, come on.” With Brie’s hand on his back, he couldn’t wiggle too much, but Brie could feel how he was trying.  
 
    “I’m sure you can,” Brie agreed, widening her fingers just a touch to see the way Jasper reacted. His want to take more was intoxicating, and kind of fascinating. For someone who hadn’t done this before, Jasper was certainly very keen. It wasn’t a bad thing, far from it, but Brie did feel that his patience was something they needed to work on. To illustrate the point, she continued to move her fingers slowly, getting more and more moans out of Jasper. 
 
    It wasn’t until she was absolutely certain that Jasper couldn’t take much more, the way his body shivered under her touch, that Brie pulled back. “Do you want me to fuck you, Jasper?” Brie asked, but she was already moving to get the strap-on that was, in fact, in another drawer. 
 
    Jasper’s initial answer was a wordless moan, followed by a sharp inhale of breath. He turned his head, following Brie’s movements. “Yeah,” he answered, tongue moving slowly over his lips. Brie could see the way his eyes widened when she pulled the strap-on into view.  
 
    “It’s big,” he observed, and Brie could hear the sudden rush of nerves in his tone. Nerves, and excitement. Jasper swallowed, eyes still on Brie. “Will you be gentle?”  
 
    “I will be,” Brie promised. “And if it’s too much, you can tell me,” she added and then paused to make sure Jasper understood. Just because they weren’t lovers who’d done this before didn’t mean that Brie didn’t want Jasper to trust her. She wanted them both to feel good about this. 
 
    Brie proceeded just as she’d promised - gently. She made sure to use a lot of lube, her fingers returning to prepare Jasper more before she felt he was finally ready for the strap-on. Still bent over the table, with his legs spread, Jasper looked good and Brie couldn’t wait to see how much better he looked with her cock inside him. 
 
    She went slowly enough that Jasper could adjust, press back as much as he wanted or push forward. Once she was half-way in, Brie paused to check in with him. 
 
    “I’m good,” Jasper said, though he was panting like he’d run a marathon. “Fuck, it feels even bigger than it looks. Go slow.” Brie did, rolling her hips to push the cock deeper into Jasper. He gave a delicious-sounding whine, a fine shiver running up his spine.  
 
    Brie carried on, enjoying the variety of noises pouring from Jasper’s lips. She didn’t speed up, not until Jasper cried out when she pushed her hips flush against his ass. “Please,” he begged. “Faster, I can take it.”  
 
    This time, Brie did speed up. Not by much, but enough that the noises from Jasper increased even more. He pressed back against the strap-on and Brie had to steady his hips so he wouldn’t take too much too fast. She did then let him push back a bit more, in small increments as Jasper fucked himself against the strap-on. Then, once she felt that he was truly ready for it, Brie began to move her hips faster, fucking into Jasper with some strength. 
 
    He cried out again, pleasure evident in his tone and begging for her to do it harder. So Brie did, before she turned her hips slightly, smirking when it clearly worked, hitting that special spot inside of Jasper. The noise he made filled the library, only muffled by the shelves and shelves of books around them. 
 
    “God, you sound so good,” Brie praised, driving her hips forward again, making Jasper’s whole body twitch. 
 
    His fingers curled around the end of the desk, and Brie could see the muscles in his arms tensing as he pulled himself forward so that he could push his hips back harder. “Yeah?” he asked, breathless at Brie’s praise. “You like it?” he pressed, and it was clear he was eager for more. “You like fucking me?” 
 
    As Brie fucked him harder, Jasper moaned, his head falling forward as his shoulders heaved. “Can I -” He broke off, giving a grunt as Brie pulled the strap-on almost all the way out, only to slam it back into him. “Can I touch myself?” he asked.  
 
    “No,” she shook her head before pounding into him again, harder this time. Then Brie leaned forward to press a kiss against Jasper’s back, saltiness of sweat sticking against her lips. “I want you to come in me,” she told him before rolling her hips and making Jasper cry out in pleasure again. She definitely could make him come like this, probably even without him touching himself, but Brie wanted him to fuck her too. 
 
    There were a few more thrusts - just as hard - before Brie finally pulled back. She unclipped the strap-on, letting it fall on the floor before she nudged Jasper to lean back against her. “Are you going to be a good boy and fuck me just right?” Brie was quite confident the answer to that was a strong ‘yes’. 
 
    Jasper let Brie take most of his weight, and looking down over his shoulder she could see just how hard he still was for her, his cock flushed red all the way to his balls. “I will,” he promised. “I’ll fuck you so well, exactly how you want me to, if you’ll tell me how.”  
 
    It seemed very much like Brie had fucked all the false confidence and bravado out of Jasper, leaving him more obedient, and more willing to ask for instruction. It was a job done well, Brie thought, but it wasn’t over yet. “Please,” Jasper begged. “Will you let me make you come again, too? I can.” 
 
    Brie loved the begging and she would’ve made Jasper do so more, but Brie also loved getting fucked. Walking around Jasper, Brie sat down on the table again, before dragging Jasper in closer. “I want you to fuck me hard, and you’re not allowed to stop until I say so,” she instructed, widening her legs so he could slot between them. 
 
    Jasper leaned into her immediately and then paused, and Brie could almost see him remembering all her instructions to slow down. He ran a hand down her body, taking the time to thumb her nipples to hard points. He leaned in, circling his tongue around them and making Brie’s breath catch.  
 
    Finally, he led his cock to her pussy, teasing it through where Brie’s liquids had gathered. When he pushed in, Brie could feel every inch of his thick cock as it filled her. Her moans of encouragement urged Jasper to speed up, until he was fucking Brie as hard as she had asked for, his hips slamming against her thighs.  
 
    As an athlete, Jasper had both strength and stamina, something that Brie definitely appreciated. She pushed forward on her hands, somewhat matching the rhythm with which Jasper was fucking her. His breath was coming in short, hard gasps and Brie loved how good he looked like this, completely at her whim and yet also so strong. 
 
    “Come on, harder!” She encouraged, wanting to see if he even could. Brie wasn’t disappointed when Jasper sped up, slamming into her with all his might, making her cry out in pleasure so loudly that even the books around them struggled to muffle the sound. “Fuck, yes!” She screamed, the table under them beginning to rock, too. 
 
    Jasper was close, Brie could tell, but he kept going, hard and fast, making Brie’s moans louder and louder. “I want you to come now,” she told him. “Fill me up, Jasper.” 
 
    He pounded into her once, twice, three more times, then stilled, his hands gripping Brie’s hips hard enough to leave bruises. He moaned wordlessly as he came, a long, low noise that seemed to echo around them. With her hands on his broad back, Brie could feel the tremors that ran through his muscles, and before long he was panting against Brie’s shoulder.  
 
    “You didn’t come,” he said, his tone almost whiny. “Will you let me go down on you again? I can lick you clean.” He sounded so eager, so willing to do whatever would make Brie most pleased with him.  
 
    “Yes,” she breathed. Brie didn’t need to come, but she felt that Jasper kind of needed her to. Besides, Brie would hardly turn down such a nice offer. So she let him slide to his knees again, it was, after all, one of her very favorite positions to see a man in. Leaning back on the table, Brie moaned loudly when Jasper’s tongue slid inside her straight away. He hadn’t been lying about wanting to lick her clean, at least some of his own cum mixing together with her wetness on his tongue. 
 
    Jasper’s lips then moved up, to suck lightly against Brie’s already sensitive clit. She knew it wouldn’t take him long and when Jasper also slid a hand up to play with one of Brie’s nipples, she began to rock harder against him. “Fuck, yes! Just like that,” she encouraged. 
 
    The orgasm came suddenly, shaking her whole body and Brie cried out in a loud scream. Every nerve felt on edge in the best sort of way. Jasper took care to lick her through her throes of pleasure, and only pulled back when Brie tugged on his hair. 
 
    He moaned softly, looking up her from his position between her legs. “Fuck,” he breathed. “You looked so hot, and you tasted so good as you came.” He licked his lips like he was chasing any hint of Brie’s flavor. “Did I do well?” He looked so eager for her praise, and he tilted his head slightly to one side, making Brie’s fingers tug in his hair.  
 
    It was undeniable that Brie was pleased with how well and how eager Jasper had been in his responses. She hadn’t expected this good of a behavior from him but she was definitely very pleased. “You did very well,” she told him honestly, stomach flipping a little at how pleased Jasper looked in response to her words. 
 
    Making Jasper get up, Brie scooted forward on the chair so she could tilt her head back as she pulled him down to kiss her properly. “Will you behave better tomorrow?” She asked. “If you require more discipline, you can ask. I will be very cross with further misbehavior if it’s intentional.” 
 
    Jasper seemed to be coming back to himself, emerging out of whatever type of subspace he’d dropped into. He gave Brie a smile that was almost a smirk. “I bet you’re hot when you’re cross,” he teased before he lowered his gaze in an almost respectful way. “I’ll be better,” he promised, “but I probably won’t be perfect, so you might have to give me some more discipline.” He didn’t look at all as though he would mind.  
 
    Not that Brie minded either. Jasper had certainly proved himself to be worth disciplining and Brie could easily imagine all the different ways in which she could do so much more with him. Besides, Brie was very good at disciplining men. 
 
    “I will see you tomorrow,” she told Jasper, leaning back on the table and crossing her legs. It took him a moment to realize that she meant for him to leave, and another moment during which he paused to take in how she looked. Then he finally collected his clothes, heading off as Brie stayed sitting on her desk naked apart from the heels she’d never bothered taking off. 
 
    They’d have fun tomorrow, she was sure. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Her First Dominance: He Submits to Her Wishes 
 
      
 
    It took Delia a long time to get ready for her first anniversary with Carlton. She’d bought her outfit weeks ago, and the tight black dress with its plunging neckline made her boobs and ass look incredible. Paired with hot pink stiletto heels and matching lipstick, Delia was confident she looked the part of a dominant woman.  
 
    What she wasn’t as convinced of was that she felt all that dominant. When Carlton had asked if she’d be willing to dominate him as an anniversary present, Delia hadn’t been at all sure. Carlton, she knew, had done this kind of thing before, though he insisted that he didn’t need it to be happy. The kinkiest thing Delia had done before tonight was a bit of half-hearted roleplay, and she’d always found that more silly than sexy.  
 
    Tonight, she was determined, would be different. For a start, Delia wasn’t pretending to be someone else. Not a naughty nurse or a saucy secretary; she was just going to be herself - only more demanding. She’d done a lot of research, so at least she knew what she was getting into. The fact that she knew Carlton was looking forward to it definitely helped.  
 
    He was right on time, and Delia felt a shiver of arousal at the thought of him seeing her. She hadn’t sent him even a picture, so her whole look would come as a surprise. Opening the door gave Delia a rush of nerves and excitement, but she put a brave face on, giving Carlton a smirk. “Good boy,” she greeted him, “I see you didn’t want to be late. Come in.”  
 
    The way Carlton’s eyes widened when he saw her made Delia feel much more confident. He didn’t look away even as he came in, eyes focused on her as he shrugged off his jacket, hanging it up neatly. “You look... amazing,” Carlton told her and Delia felt she did a very good job at not blushing at that. Knowing he liked it was very pleasing, but also encouraging, like she’d made the right choices. 
 
    After a moment’s pause, Carlton dropped to his knees, surprising Delia. “You’re beautiful,” he told her. “Let me serve you?” They had talked about this before, about how much Carlton wanted to please her but even so, it felt a little odd to have him kneel before her. They had also talked about having a safeword, so Delia knew that if at any point she felt uncomfortable, they could stop. This didn’t feel like that. 
 
    Even so, Delia didn’t immediately know what to say. She’d looked through a lot of articles, and there were certainly things that had appealed to her in theory, but actually bringing herself to ask for them set off a fluttering of nervous butterflies. Carlton had assured her that he had very few hard limits, and as long as she stayed away from those, she wouldn’t turn him off, but Delia still worried that she’d spoil the experience if she didn’t do it right.  
 
    “I want you to crawl through to the living room,” Delia instructed, making a great effort not to sound like she was nervous. This was Carlton’s fantasy, and Delia wanted to make it good. “Go on,” she urged, as Carlton turned towards the door to the next room. “I’ll watch.” She felt a throb of arousal, thinking about Carlton crawling for her, letting her watch his fine ass.  
 
    And what a fine ass it was, too. Even in the pants he was wearing - or maybe especially in the pants he was wearing. Delia could see every curve and she hadn’t quite anticipated just how good his ass would look as Carlton crawled. There was also something very thrilling in how he just did it. It wasn’t that Delia had expected to have resistance but it was still surprising how Carlton just followed what she told him to do. 
 
    Once he’d made it to the living room, he turned around to look at Delia. “Where do you want me?” He asked, having stilled by the couch. Awaiting further instructions, she realized. 
 
    It was exciting, and it felt like quite a big responsibility. Delia hadn’t made a plan, exactly, but she’d researched a lot of different things they could do, so that she’d be prepared for any eventuality. With Carlton’s ass uppermost in her mind, Delia definitely had some ideas.  
 
    “Do you want,” Delia started, and then stopped herself. This wasn’t about asking Carlton what he wanted, it was about telling him and watching him obey. Delia ran her tongue over her lower lip. “Stand up and strip for me,” she ordered, loving the way Carlton’s mouth went briefly slack, like he was too aroused to help it.  
 
    Just like before, he followed her instructions, no questions asked. Delia appreciated that he didn’t make any sort of note of her slip-up. This was Carlton’s fantasy, he’d asked for it, sure, but he was also letting her explore it in whatever way she wanted to and that gave Delia a little more confidence. Especially as she watched him strip for her, clothes carefully folded and set to one side until he was stood in front of her completely naked. 
 
    And completely hard, she noted. Carlton’s beautiful, big cock stood to attention, but he didn’t as much as reach to touch it. That, too, gave Delia power. She was the one who could decide when he touched himself. If he touched himself. 
 
    The thought of him touching himself for her was heady, almost more than Delia felt ready for, but she would keep it in mind as something she could consider later. “You’re so good, Carlton,” she praised, having read about how good praise could feel, to those that appreciated it.  
 
    She didn’t let herself hesitate, keeping a commanding tone in her voice as she ordered, “Get up on the couch and bend over the arm, with your hands on the table next to it.” It would put Carlton’s ass high enough that Delia could reach it standing, and in her heels.  
 
    The way Carlton followed her instructions made it clear that he didn’t even consider not doing so. It gave Delia such an awareness of the power. Obviously, she knew that being in charge came with control, but watching Carlton obey her every word felt very different than having just read about it. He trusted her and that in itself gave Delia power. She reveled in the knowledge that his submission was willing and eager (and wanted). 
 
    “Just like this?” Carlton asked, drawing Delia back to reality. Given, the reality was pretty strange, seeing Carlton in the position she’d told him to be, naked and exposed for her. Ready for whatever Delia chose to do next with him and to him. 
 
    “Perfect,” Delia agreed, running a hand down Carlton’s bare back. He was lean, his muscles shifting subtly under his skin. She could hear his intake of breath, like submitting to her orders made him so much more sensitive even to the lightest touch.  
 
    Slowly, Delia scratched her nails down Carlton’s back, leaving red lines and making him moan in a way that made Delia’s whole body feel hot. She ran her hand lower, stroking over his ass before she drew back. With more confidence than she felt, Delia brought her hand down in a hard slap against Carlton’s ass.  
 
    She wasn’t sure what she’d expected his reaction to be, but it definitely wasn’t the deep, loud groan he gave. It sounded erotic, sending tingles down Delia’s body. She’d had an ex who’d liked slapping her ass sometimes, but it had never felt anywhere near the way Carlton sounded. And she definitely had never rocked back, as if asking for more. 
 
    “Please,” Carlton added and Delia realized he really was asking for more.  
 
    It made her want to give him what he asked for, but Delia also realized it was in her power to make Carlton wait. She did pause, watching as Carlton wiggled, feeling a deep thrum of arousal. “Hold still,” she ordered and had to catch her breath as Carlton obeyed. “Fuck,” she breathed. “You’re so good.” 
 
    Wanting to reward him, Delia spanked Carlton again, harder. It left a red mark blooming across his ass, and without thinking, Delia hit him again. “That’s three,” she said, feeling a heat gushing between her legs. “I think ten ought to warm you up.”  
 
    “Yes!” Carlton agreed and Delia almost caught herself laughing. Not at him but at how surprisingly eager he was to have her spank him. She couldn’t remember ever wanting it even in a similar way. But she did want to spank him again. It was hard not to when Carlton’s response was so energetic. 
 
    Delia could see that Carlton wanted to rock against the couch again, but he didn’t, following the instructions she’d given. “Whatever you want, baby,” he promised and Delia knew he meant it. This was her choice. He would do what she wanted him to. Anything. Everything. It was such a rush of power. 
 
    She wanted to keep going, and the next slap she landed on Carlton’s ass sounded so loud that it almost drowned out Carlton’s moan. Almost, but not quite, and Delia smirked at how desperate Carlton sounded. “Four,” she said, feeling elated. She quickly added a fifth and a sixth.  
 
    “Your ass is so red, Carlton,” she moaned. She ran a hand over his skin, catching her breath at how warm it was. Digging her nails in made Carlton shake against the couch cushions. “Does it hurt?” she asked.  
 
    “Yes,” he nodded but it was such an eager nod that Delia didn’t think the pain was a bad thing. It still helped when Carlton added, “It feels good.” His body was trembling slightly, and Carlton did push back against Delia’s touch, but only a little bit. It still earned him a harsh slap, which resulted in a deep moan from Carlton. 
 
    “Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re so good, Delia. So perfect.” The words sounded almost like a chant, like Carlton wasn’t exactly in control of what he was saying. It felt... empowering, to know that perhaps Delia was in charge of what he was saying. She was definitely in charge of why he was saying it. 
 
    Licking her lips, Delia ran a finger slowly between Carlton’s cheeks. “Your ass looks so good,” she said, drawing the word out. An idea was forming, one that Delia had read about, but hadn’t dreamed she would actually do. Carlton’s eager responses were definitely giving her confidence.  
 
    “How would you like it if I fucked you?” she asked, pressing a finger teasingly against Carlton’s asshole. “I think I’d like that, bending you over and watching you take me.” Just speaking the words was making Delia feel even more in control. The idea that Carlton would let her.  
 
    Turning slightly on the couch, Carlton looked at Delia, his eyes wide. She could tell that he hadn’t expected that and for a brief moment she couldn’t help but wonder if that wasn’t something Carlton wanted. But then his breath caught. “Fuck, yes. Yes, baby. I’d love for you to fuck me.” Each word was punctuated by a harsh breath, like Carlton could hardly contain his excitement.  
 
    It made Delia want to kiss him, and since she saw no reason why she shouldn’t, she quickly leaned in. The kiss started softly before Delia remembered that she was the one in control, and she threaded her fingers through Carlton’s hair and kissed him hard, nipping fiercely at his lower lip.  
 
    They were both panting when Delia pulled back, and Carlton looked so good that Delia smacked him again, her palm stinging from the contact. “That’s eight,” she told Carlton smugly, feeling that she was doing quite well in being able to keep track despite the distractions. “Be a good boy and look ahead again,” she ordered, waiting until Carlton did before she brought down her hand two final times in quick succession.  
 
    “Keep looking ahead,” she said, her heels clicking against the floor as she went to fetch some lube from the bedroom.  
 
    Delia did believe that Carlton really hadn’t moved when she returned, even his eyes still in the exact direction she’d left him looking. It was thrilling to know that she had so much control, that Carlton just did as she told him to, because she told him to. Delia couldn’t help but wonder how far she could push that. And more importantly, how good it’d feel for both of them if she did. 
 
    “I’ve brought the lube,” she told Carlton, standing behind him where he couldn’t see her. In the quiet, she could hear the way his breath caught, and it made her positively throb to touch him. She reached out, trailing a hand up the back of his leg as she moved closer. Once she reached his ass, she squeezed, enjoying the hot red flesh against the palm of her hand. 
 
    Pulling back, she spread plenty of lube over her finger. She’d enjoyed spanking Carlton, but she didn’t want to hurt him, not with this. “Have you done this before?” she asked. “With another person, I mean.” She hoped the answer was ‘no’ because she wanted to be the first to give Carlton this.  
 
    From the way he stilled under her touch, though, Delia could tell that it probably wasn’t a ’no’. She could almost see him weigh up in his head whether to lie, but then he gave a small nod. “I have,” Carlton admitted. His tone made Delia feel almost protective, the way he clearly wished she could be his first. She supposed she would just have to be better than whoever Carlton had experienced this before with. 
 
    “You will be,” he said, and she realized she must’ve said it out loud. “Fuck, Delia, I want you so much. I want you to have me, to use me, to take me, to want me.” The words came with harsh breaths that seemed so needy, sending heat straight between Delia’s legs. 
 
    “I’m glad you told me,” Delia said, and she was glad her voice still sounded in control. “I always want you to be honest with me.” That was especially true when they were doing something like this, playing with boundaries, but Delia didn’t feel like she needed to dwell on that point. She trusted Carlton, just like he trusted her, and they had far more exciting things to be getting on with.  
 
    Teasing her slick finger back between Carlton’s cheeks, Delia groaned at how hot he looked. She could see the muscles quiver as he tried not to move, and guessed how hard it was for him not to angle his hips back to meet her. “I do want you,” she told him. “I’m so wet, just from spanking you, and thinking about your ass.” It was true, and Delia would prove it later. Right now, she focused on pressing her finger slowly past the tight ring of Carlton’s muscles. “Tell me how it feels,” she urged.  
 
    “It’s so good, baby,” Carlton said straight away. His hips rocked back, a low groan escaping his lips when Delia’s finger slid even deeper. She could see him biting his lower lip, and the way his hands tightened, knuckles almost white. If that was the response to one finger, Delia couldn’t wait to see what another would bring. 
 
    There was another sharp intake of breath from Carlton when she added another finger before he gave a soft cry. “Fuck, that feels so good,” he promised. “I love that you want to do this. That you want to take me like this. I’m so yours, Del. Please, just do what you want, yeah? God, that feels good,” he repeated, rocking back harder against Delia’s fingers. 
 
    “What I want,” Delia echoed, drawing the words out as she considered what she did want. What she wanted was to watch Carlton completely fall apart, for him to want her so much it was overwhelming. Judging by the needy sounds he was making as Delia slid her fingers in and out of him, it wouldn’t be hard to achieve.  
 
    Spreading her fingers wider, Delia moaned almost as loudly as Carlton. “I’m going to take you so well, Carlton,” she assured. “You’re taking my fingers beautifully. I’m going to keep stretching you out, until you beg me to fuck you.”  
 
    “Yes, yes, yes,” Carlton chanted, nodding at each word. He pressed back more and then pulled forward, effectively fucking himself on Delia’s fingers. His expression was a mix of concentrated and blissful and it just made Delia want to see how much further she could push him. The way Carlton shifted on the couch, like he was trying to get as much contact from her as possible only went to encourage Delia more. 
 
    When she was sure he could take it, Delia pressed another finger inside Carlton. His whole body seemed to vibrate with the groan Carlton gave in response. “Delia,” he moaned. “It feels amazing. Fuck, you feel fantastic.” He carried on pressing back against her fingers, rocking harder and faster. 
 
    The power of knowing she could make Carlton so desperate was setting Delia’s whole body alight, and she felt as though she wanted to fuck Carlton more than she’d ever wanted anything. She let her free hand smooth slowly across his back, enjoying the way his movements turned slightly less frantic under her calming influence.  
 
    “That’s it,” she praised. “I can feel you relaxing around my fingers, Carlton, you’re doing so well.” Carlton was still tight, but Delia really could feel a difference, the muscles stretching to allow her fingers to fuck even deeper. “It’s going to feel so good when I fuck you, you’ll be so ready.” She had said she would make Carlton beg, and she intended to stick to her word.  
 
    His knuckles were almost white as Carlton held onto the little side table next to the couch, rocking back faster and faster onto Delia’s fingers. She could see his cock bouncing below him, but Carlton didn’t seem to pay it any attention. It was almost as if what she wanted came before any needs he might have, and Delia loved how easily he was just giving himself over to her. It showed a lot of trust, she knew that. 
 
    “Please, Del,” Carlton said, catching her attention. “I want to be good for you, please let me show you how well I can take it,” he begged. It was precisely the sort of begging that Delia had been waiting for. 
 
    Slowly, she pulled her fingers free, making soothing noises when Carlton whined. “You’ve been so good,” she promised. “I just need you to do one more thing for me.” She’d considered fucking Carlton on the couch, but she wanted to take him to her bed, for him to remember the next time they had sex there exactly what Delia had done, how much she’d wanted him. “Come down off the couch, and crawl to the bedroom,” she ordered, taking a step back herself to give Carlton the room.  
 
    When he crawled away from her this time, he looked even better than before, and Delia loved knowing that he was hard for her. She watched, her body feeling so hot that it reminded her she was still dressed. She’d have to change that.  
 
    “Kneel there and watch me,” she ordered, as she followed Carlton into the bedroom. She stripped slowly, enjoying the weight of Carlton’s gaze on her, until she could pull her dress down and reveal the barely-there lingerie she’d bought specifically for this occasion.  
 
    Carlton’s tongue darted over his lips as he watched Delia. "Will you let me serve you?" He asked, breath catching in his throat. It didn’t escape Delia that Carlton didn’t touch himself. He simply knelt there, watching her, like she was the best thing he’d ever seen. His hard cock stood to attention, and when he saw Delia looking, Carlton parted his knees more, as if to put himself on show.  
 
    “I will, later,” Delia agreed. “Right now, I want to fuck you.” She didn’t tell Carlton to move, not yet, instead slipping off her bra and running one finger in teasing circles around first one nipple, and then the other. When both were hard, Delia bent over, giving Carlton an excellent view of her breasts while she pulled out a harness and a strap-on.  
 
    Looking at the many buckles and straps, Delia had a moment of nerves that she would put it on wrong, that she wouldn’t be able to give Carlton what she’d promised. Looking up to see him watching her, any anxiety vanished. She took a step closer. “Help me put this on,” she ordered, handing him the harness. If Carlton had done this before, perhaps he already knew how it worked, and even if he didn’t, at least this way, Delia could preserve her air of authority.  
 
    Almost instantly, Carlton proved that she’d made the right choice because he eagerly crawled forward. Reaching out for one of Delia’s ankles, his hands were ever so soft as he lifted her leg leading it through one of the straps. He repeated the motion with the other one, too, before just as slowly moving the harness up over Delia’s thighs and hips before it was loose against her. 
 
    Carlton’s breath caught before he leaned in more to fasten the straps. “You’re so beautiful,” he breathed and Delia could tell how much he wanted to put his mouth on her, could feel his hot breath against her leg but she hadn’t said he could so Carlton didn’t. Instead, he secured the strap-on in its place and then looked up at Delia expectantly. 
 
    Delia reached out, running a hand through Carlton’s hair, taking a moment to appreciate just how good he looked, his eyes dark with lust and his cheeks and chest flushed with excitement. She saw the way Carlton tilted his head, just enough to make her hand tug lightly, though she doubted he was even consciously aware of the action. She filed the thought away, planning to put it to good use.  
 
    “Get up on the bed, with your ass towards me,” she instructed, and bit back a moan as Carlton scrambled to obey her. It was such a turn-on, how quickly he jumped to follow her every order. “I’ve enjoyed keeping you waiting,” she said, honestly, “but now I don’t think I can wait anymore.” She followed him up onto the bed, kneeling behind him and coating the strap-on with lube before she pressed it lightly against his asshole.  
 
    The loud ’fuck’ that fell from Carlton’s lips made Delia slow slightly, but he began to push back more, which she took to mean that she should proceed. His breath almost instantly started coming in short pants, and small chants of ‘yesyesyes’ and ‘Delia, please’ followed. The eagerness with which Carlton took her cock inside him was so hot and Delia ran a hand over his back, enjoying when Carlton leaned back more. 
 
    “God, you’re so good,” he breathed. “So big, I love that you want this.” And it was true that Delia did want this and she enjoyed knowing that just as easily she could take it away and Carlton would still thank her. 
 
    Delia did pull back, but only for a moment before she pushed her hips forward, moaning as she watched the cock disappear into Carlton. It was a novel sensation, to be the one doing the thrusting, and one that Delia was very much enjoying. “I want you,” she promised, “any way I can have you.” And right now, she wanted Carlton just like this, pressing the cock all the way into him, until her hips were flush against his still-red ass.  
 
    Reaching forward, she threaded her fingers through Carlton’s hair and gave a tug which was just hard enough to hurt. The noises Carton made in response were setting Delia’s pussy on fire, but she wasn’t ready to stop. Instead, she rolled her hips slowly, setting a rhythm of hard, steady thrusts, pulling almost all the way out of Carlton before she fucked back into him.  
 
    “Fuuuuck!” Carlton cried out, but it definitely was in pleasure rather than pain. Delia could see how his knuckles whitened as Carlton gripped the bedsheets. It made her want to pound into him harder, to see his whole body shift as she did so. Carlton’s moans and groans came in loud, short bursts. He pressed back onto her, meeting Delia’s thrusts halfway. 
 
    There was no doubt in Delia’s mind that Carlton was enjoying himself, that she was the one responsible for the pleasure he was feeling. It was hers to deliver and hers to take away if she chose to. That power seemed almost dizzying. 
 
    “Touch yourself,” Delia ordered, almost surprising herself with how eager she sounded. She would never before have dreamed of making Carlton touch his own cock when she had free hands to do it, but right now she wanted to focus on touching him in other ways - one hand still in his hair and the other hard against his hip so she could fuck into him exactly as she wanted. “Touch yourself while I fuck you,” she added, shivering with her own arousal. 
 
    She worked to keep her thrusts hard and deep, tugging on Carlton’s hair at intervals, so he could never quite know when it was coming. Pushing the cock all the way in, Delia ground her hips against Carlton’s ass, making him groan at the friction against skin already sensitive from her spanking earlier. “Does it feel good?” she asked, wanting to hear Carlton, to see just how far from coherent he might be already.  
 
    “Yes! Fuck, yes, Delia, it feels amazing,” Carlton cried out and Delia could see his arm moving, knowing that his fist was tight around his own cock. It was thrilling, sparkles of fire shooting through her, at the thought that not only was he touching himself because of her but that he was touching himself because she’d told him to. Having so much of a say in this, taking charge of whatever they were doing in the bedroom, made Delia’s pussy ache. 
 
    As Delia’s hips slammed into Carlton harder and harder, she could hear his moans increase. “I’m so close, Delia,” he half-whined. “May I come?” And the request sounded so needy that it took Delia a moment to realize that she could just say no. 
 
    “Wait,” she said, the cock pounding into Carlton harder as he whined in response. He didn’t come, though. Delia could tell by the way his hand kept moving, moans pushed out of him every time she thrust her hips forward, like he couldn’t even control it.  
 
    Knowing Carlton was holding off his own orgasm just because Delia had said so was so hot, and Delia reveled in it for a few more thrusts, but she did want Carlton to come while she was fucking him. Squeezing even harder against his hip, Delia fucked into Carlton’s ass as deep as she could go, holding onto his hair with her other hand. “Now,” she decided. “Now you can come for me, Carlton.”  
 
    “Delia!” He shouted, body tightening. Delia could feel Carlton’s muscles shift under her touch, his body going hard and then relaxing under her. She couldn’t see him come, but the sounds he made were plenty of indication that he did as soon as she let him. That, too, was so incredibly hot, just knowing that he would come on command, not before, not after. He’d come for her exactly when she told him to. 
 
    “Fuck, Carlton,” Delia breathed, running a more soothing hand over his back. “You’re so good. So obedient.” It excited Delia to know she was telling Carton what he wanted to hear, and it was also true that so far, Carton had done everything she’d asked him to.  
 
    “Stay still a minute,” she said, as she pulled the strap-on slowly out, giving Carlton’s muscles plenty of time to relax around it again after his orgasm. Once the cock was out, and Delia had stepped out of the harness, she pressed a kiss to his back.  
 
    “Turn over,” she instructed and waited until Carlton had before she drew her panties down her legs and moved to straddle him on the bed. “I’m going to let you serve me,” she announced, feeling a throb of arousal at even the thought.  
 
    “Yes,” Carlton moaned, his hands coming up to settle against Delia’s hips. His touch was so soft and light, almost as if he was worried he might break her if he touched her harder. “Please, anything you want. Just tell me, I’ll do it,” he promised eagerly, one hand stroking up over Delia’s side, awaiting further instructions. 
 
    Once again, Delia settled her hand in Carlton’s hair. She loved the sheer power it gave her, and Carlton’s reactions when she tugged only made it better. She moved even higher so that she was practically sitting on Carlton’s face, and used the hand in his hair to guide his mouth between her legs.  
 
    “Lick my pussy,” she ordered. “See how wet I am from fucking you, and watching you do everything I asked.” Delia really was incredibly wet, and if she wasn’t careful, she was sure she could come just from a few touches of Carlton’s tongue. “Avoid my clit for now,” she instructed. “I want you to fuck me with your tongue, instead.”  
 
    At the first touch of Carlton’s wet tongue, Delia moaned loudly. It felt amazing, both because she’d wanted this but also because she knew he wanted it. Telling Carlton precisely what to do made her pussy that much hotter against his tongue. He was obeying beautifully, licking into her just as she’d instructed. With her hips sifting, Delia rode Carlton’s tongue, giving a sharp cry at the sensation. 
 
    He was very good at following her instructions, not touching her clit just as she’d said. Never before had Delia felt like she had so much control over just how a man went down on her and it felt great to know that Carlton would do exactly as she told him to. 
 
    “Fuck,” she moaned, tugging at Carlton’s hair. She wanted him to hear how much she was enjoying it, and she let her lips fall open as her moans grew louder and louder. “You’re doing so well, Carlton.” He was, making a heat spiral out from where his tongue dipped into her over and over again.  
 
    The pleasure built steadily, getting more and more intense. Delia knew that it would take hardly a touch before she flew over the edge, and she wasn’t quite ready to let go. “Tease my clit, Carlton, but don’t make me come,” she said, her tone half command and half plea.  
 
    Just as instructed, Carlton ran his tongue up to circle around Delia’s clit, but he didn’t put any pressure on it. He knew what Delia liked, so teasing her proved to be very easy. Nonetheless, Delia enjoyed it, because she knew she could tell him to make her come and Carlton would. Instead, he did as she’d told him. His tongue felt hot against her and Delia rocked her hips forward, pleasure shooting upwards through her body as Carlton held onto her hips to steady her against his mouth. 
 
    He gave a low moan that seemed to vibrate through Delia’s whole body. A sound of pleasure fell from her lips in turn, she was so close to letting her orgasm overtake her, but Carlton’s tongue continued to circle around her clit, just light enough not to make her come. 
 
    “You’re so good with your mouth,” Delia said, her hand moving more softly through Carlton’s hair. “Always so good, but especially now.” Delia couldn’t properly put into words how good it felt to be so close to orgasm and trust that Carlton wouldn’t push her over the edge until she asked. It made her feel doubly in control - of both her own pleasure and Carlton’s actions.  
 
    Her muscles tightened as the pleasure threatened almost to overpower her, but Carlton’s must have sensed it because his tongue slid down to tease against her pussy again. Delia rocked her hips against it, her actions more and more forceful as desire crested in her like a wave.  
 
    Gripping Carlton’s hair harder, so she could ride against his tongue, Delia almost screamed. “Make me come,” she ordered. “Fuck, Carlton. Make me come now.”  
 
    His tongue returned to Delia’s clit almost with force, hard as he pressed against it before Carlton used his lips to suck it. With his tongue continuing to tease Delia, she could feel the speed with which her orgasm was approaching. Pleasure rolled through her as Carlton moved his tongue faster and faster, Delia’s liquids dripping down his face as she rocked against his mouth. 
 
    And then in a flash, her orgasm shook through her body, muscles tightening as she trembled. Carlton carried on licking her, but his touches were now softer, as if to bring her back down from the edge she’d crossed. 
 
    She gave a soft moan, letting Carlton carry on until she felt too sensitive for his movements to bring her pleasure. “Stop,” she cried, using the hand in his hair to guide his mouth away from her. She let go, moving down the bed until she could bend and press her lips to Carlton’s, licking the taste of her from his mouth.  
 
    “You were incredible,” she said, one hand softly stroking Carlton’s side. Delia couldn’t help but feel that she had been incredible, too, and the knowledge of the power she’d had over Carlton glowed warm within her. “I didn’t know I would like it so much,” she said, almost shyly as she returned to her own persona, “but I really did.” She smirked, feeling confidence well up in her again. “I take it you enjoyed yourself?”  
 
    Carlton gave a soft laugh, his hand stroking down Delia’s back and to her ass, which he gave a light squeeze. “Yes,” he nodded. “You were fucking amazing, Delia,” he told her, making Delia smile wider. Carlton looked so content and she loved knowing that it was her doing. Her instructions were what had made him look so good. It was exciting to think about what else he might do, how he might enjoy this in future. 
 
    “Would you want to do it again?” Carlton asked, echoing Delia’s thoughts. “We don’t have to, of course, if you rather not,” he rushed to add and Delia’s heart swelled with how much she appreciated that. He had liked it, but he’d give it up in an instant if that’s what she wanted. 
 
    She shifted, stretching out along Carlton’s side, one hand resting on his flat stomach, feeling the rising and falling of his breath. “I would like to do it again,” she said, looking up to give him a soft smile. “Even if I hadn’t enjoyed it, I think I’d want to do it again just because of how much you did, but it was a lot hotter than I expected, telling you want to do.”  
 
    She leaned in, pressing a kiss against his shoulder. She wouldn’t want to be in charge all the time, but it was something she looked forward to doing again. “Your birthday’s coming up,” she teased, which was true, “but I don’t think we have to wait for special occasions in future.” 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 She’s in Charge 
 
      
 
    Amber had told Zach that she'd ordered him a present, and then maddeningly refused to give him any more details, no matter how he'd begged and teased. As much as he had complained, Zach loved the not knowing. It meant that every time he remembered, his stomach would swoop with anticipation. Several times, he'd gotten hard just thinking about it. Amber's surprises were always great, and Zach had no doubt this one would be more of the same.  
 
    She'd forwarded an email that morning, letting them both know that the mysterious gift was out for delivery. It had made working from Zach's home-studio challenging, as he kept wandering out into the hall at the slightest noise, not wanting to miss it.  
 
    Finally, about half an hour before Amber was due home from work, the box had arrived. The packaging and return address had given Zach precisely one new piece of information: that the company produced sex toys and bondage gear.  
 
    Zach had promised not to open it without Amber, and he spent the thirty minutes alternately staring at the box as if he might develop x-ray vision and trying to keep away from it so he wouldn't break his word. 
 
    "Finally!" he exclaimed, jumping up at the sound of Amber's keys in the door. He practically ran to greet her, pressing a swift kiss against her cheek. "Can we open it right now? Please?"  
 
    Amber found it difficult not to laugh at how excited Zach sounded. She was pretty pleased with the way this whole thing had clearly built up anticipation. Zach’s excitement was similar to one that some people experienced on Christmas morning, except Amber was confident these were no ordinary sort of Christmas presents. 
 
    "Yes, we can open it right now," she answered, kicking her shoes off, which instantly made her much shorter than Zach. Reaching out, Amber pushed the box closer to Zach. "Go on, then. It is for you." The box contained a sex swing, some restraints and a new strap-on for them to play with, all the things which Amber was certain Zach would love. 
 
    Sitting on the couch, Zach tore neatly into the box, shaking the contents out onto the cushion. The restraints caught his interest, but it was the strap-on he reached for immediately, his mouth going dry with the rush of excitement. "Fuck," he said, picking it up and running a hand over it. "It's big." Bigger than the strap-on they'd used previously, and Zach's stomach lurched at the thought of how full he would feel.  
 
    "Are you going to tie me up and fuck me?" he asked, hoping that the answer would be yes. Zach loved when Amber fucked him, and it wasn't something they could do all that often. "I don't think I can wait until we set up a sex swing," he added, since that seemed like it might take time. 
 
    Amber did laugh when in his excitement Zach couldn't wait to have the sex swing set up first. She watched the way he ran his hands over the strap-on, smirking slightly. It definitely was bigger than what they'd used in the past, and seeing how excited Zach was made Amber's pussy wetten.  
 
    "I promise that the wait will be worth it," Amber said, crawling across the sofa and into Zach's lap. She reached out to brush her fingers over Zach's where they were still on the strap-on.  
 
    "You'll love me strapping you into the swing," Amber promised. "Restraining you, taking control of you, fucking you."  
 
    Zach shivered, Amber's words sending electric tingles across his skin. Taking control, that was something Zach wanted Amber to do, and she was right that a sex swing and restraints would give her more power over Zach than anything else they'd done.  
 
    "You know best," Zach agreed, his tone teasing, but also not. This was a game they played together, but tonight it was all Amber's game, and Zach knew she'd thought about what he would want, and he trusted her to make it good. He brought his fingers to the buttons on Amber's blouse, opening them up but not touching her. He wanted to see what she'd ask him to do. Or perhaps, what she'd ask him to do first.  
 
    "I do," Amber nodded, hands coming between them so she could pull Zach's shirt up and off. "I'll take care of you so well, baby," she promised. Amber loved how easily Zach gave over to her, how much he wanted the pleasure she could give him and Amber did fully intend to give him as much pleasure as possible.  
 
    Rocking her hips against Zach, Amber leaned in to kiss him. His lips were soft against hers and when Zach tilted his head up, Amber gave his lower lip a small bite. "Let's build a sex swing," she told him. "For every attachment one of us get to take a piece of clothing off," Amber teased. The swing wouldn't be quick to set up, but she was confident this would make it feel quicker.  
 
    Zach laughed, delighted. "I've only got two left, then," he pointed out, gesturing to his bare chest. "You'll have to take something off first, to catch up." Granted, Amber's blouse was already half-open, but there was never going to be a time Zach objected to getting his girlfriend more naked.  
 
    Running a hand under her blouse, Zach squeezed Amber's breast through the lace of her bra, his thumb brushing teasingly against her nipple. He gave a small whine of protest as she pulled away to get off him, but he couldn't really complain, not when the image of being tied into a sex swing, fucked at Amber's mercy, was still burning into his brain.  
 
    Amber doubted they'd have enough pieces of clothing for how many pieces of the swing there were. Still, she did pull her blouse off, very slowly and demonstratively, giving Zach a wink. Once she'd discarded her blouse, Amber moved to unbox the swing.  
 
    Rather than attaching to a ceiling, she'd picked one that was hung from a harness. It would be easy enough to set up in their living room and then be removed when they weren't using it. That, and Amber did rather love having sex in their living room, the focal point of the house. The windows there were huge and whilst she knew no one would see them, Amber enjoyed the way they exposed them to the world.  
 
    "Set up the frame and I'll take my jeans off," Amber suggested, running her hand over her bare stomach.  
 
    Watching Amber's hand move over her stomach, Zach licked his lips. "You know how to motivate a man, don't you?" he asked, though in truth Amber half-naked might be as much a distraction as anything else.  
 
    Luckily, Zach was pretty handy, and the instructions for setting up the harness weren't as complicated as some flatpack furniture he could name. There was only once, biting his lip as he watched Amber stretch her arms over her head, that Zach accidentally attached anything the wrong way round.  
 
    Amber did catch the way Zach found her stretching distracting and then did it again just because. He was, nonetheless, very good at setting the frame up. As promised, Amber took her jeans off, giving a twirl just because she could. 
 
    Bouncing over to Zach, Amber reached out to run her hands over his stomach, tugging on his belt buckle. "Now the straps, and then I'll take your jeans off, too," she promised, tiptoeing to press another kiss against Zach's lips.  
 
    The thrill of what was yet to come was making Amber so wet, and watching Zach build the thing she was going to strap him in and then fuck him in felt amazing.  
 
    Zach leaned back into Amber's touch, almost forgetting about the task at hand. Except that Zach couldn't quite forget, because Amber was just so fucking sexy, all the time, and she was never sexier than when she was totally in control.  
 
    "Yes, babe," Zach agreed, crouching down so he could trace the diagram with a finger, visualising how the straps needed to go on. The closer he got to finishing, the more Zach's mind turned over and over the idea of Amber fucking him while he was up in the air, with only the swing to ground him. The swing that he'd built, specifically so that Amber could fuck him in it. Zach groaned, but he kept working, putting his head down in an effort to concentrate. 
 
    Finally, Zach thought he'd got everything set up the way it was designed to be, and he stood aside, sweeping an arm towards the swing in triumph. "Was I fast?" he asked. "I feel like I was fast."  
 
    "It was very fast," Amber confirmed, not hesitating to undo Zach's jeans. She pushed them down, fingers hot against Zach's hips. Leaning in, Amber gave his shoulder a light bite before dropping down to her knees so she could pull his jeans fully down.  
 
    Amber could see how hard Zach was already, his boxers tenting as she leaned in to brush her lips over the material. With her hands against Zach's hips, Amber glanced up. "I'm going to tie you to the swing," she informed her boyfriend. "Going to make you beg me to fuck you."  
 
    Zach moaned, his toes curling. He had no doubt Amber was right, and the idea of begging her to fuck him, of being that desperate, made his knees weak. He pushed his hips forward, trying to get more of Amber's mouth hot against his cock.  
 
    "Going to need me naked if you want to fuck me," he pointed out, but he made no move to push his boxers off. He wanted Amber to tell him he could, or do it for him.  
 
    The suggestion hardly escaped Amber and she grinned with some amusement. Running her tongue over the base of Zach’s stomach, just above the boxers, Amber then moved to pull them off. Zach’s cock sprang to action and the temptation to just suck him off was so tempting. But no, Amber wanted them to play, so she was going to make him work for it. 
 
    Standing up, Amber took one of Zach’s hands, leading it up to her breast. "Undress me," she instructed, before smirking. "But your mouth has to always be touching my skin." She wasn't going to make him take the clothes off with her mouth, but this was a close second. 
 
    Zach raised an eyebrow, and then grinned at the challenge Amber set him. "I can manage that," he agreed with confidence, pressing a kiss to the side of her neck. The hardest part would be not talking, but Zach was sure he could manage.  
 
    He licked a stripe down Amber's neck, to the top of her bra, while he unfastened the clasp. As soon as her breasts were free, Zach moved his mouth to them, tongue circling her nipples.  
 
    Amber moaned, shifting towards Zach and his mouth. His tongue was hot against her nipple and Amber had every intention to help him not fail her challenge. She ran her hands through Zach's hair, pulling his head closer against her. Another moan fell from her lips and Amber gave half a whine when Zach licked his way down and away from her nipple.  
 
    It wasn't a long lasting complaint, though. Not when Zach proceeded to lick his way down, over Amber's stomach, tongue briefly brushing over her belly button before his hands ran lower to get her panties off. She hardly needed to be naked for this, but Amber wanted to be, to have Zach enjoy her body.  
 
    Zach pushed Amber's clothes away, going to his knees as he helped her step out of her panties. He looked up, mouth moving against Amber's pussy, waiting to see if she'd tell him to stop. The way she moaned instead made Zach groan, tongue darting out over Amber's clit.  
 
    He loved being like this, on his knees for Amber in the middle of their living room. The promise of the strap-on and the sex swing only made it that much more exciting.  
 
    The noises Amber made increased in volume as Zach continued to lick against her clit. He knew what she liked, and this definitely came high on that list. Amber's fingers tightened in Zach's hair as he carried on. She could feel her orgasm building low in her stomach. Amber could've told Zach to stop but her orgasm would hardly get in the way of her also then fucking Zach.  
 
    "Ooh yes," she moaned. Amber's body rocked with Zach as his tongue worked to bring Amber over the edge. "You're so good, baby, yesss," Amber cried, voice louder now. Finally her fingers tightened even more in Zach's hair as she screamed his name, her orgasm rocking through her.  
 
    Zach loved when Amber was vocal, and it only made him work harder, mouth hot and wet against Amber's pussy as she came. He pulled back, settling on his heels as he looked up at her, deliberately licking his lips with a quiet moan. Amber tasted so good, and Zach wanted her to know he enjoyed making her come with his mouth.  
 
    His cock was so hard that Zach had to firmly put his hands behind his back to resist the urge to touch himself. Amber hadn't said he could, and Zach knew she'd want him to be hard while she fucked him - a thought that made Zach's hips buck fruitlessly for friction against his cock. He wrapped his fingers around his ankles, enjoying the way they felt tight like restraints.  
 
    "Please," he said, softly. "I've been good." He had, Amber had even said so. "Will you tie me up now?"  
 
    The begging was precisely what Amber had wanted, so she gave a nod. "I will," she assured, leaning down to kiss Zach, his lips covered in her taste. "Get up," she instructed and then waited as he did so.  
 
    "I need you to get in the swing yourself, find a comfortable position," Aber told him, before adding, "facing me." The swing was very multi-purpose and Amber looked forward to discovering the purposes but for today, they'd do this. Having Zach face her whilst she fucked him would be very thrilling. 
 
    Zach trusted his handiwork, but perhaps slightly less than he trusted Amber, so he got into the swing carefully, making sure it would take his weight before he committed fully. Darting his tongue over his lips, he looked up at Amber as he wiggled to find the most comfortable position.  
 
    Already, he felt vulnerable, and he loved it. Having Amber watch made his cock ache and finding a position where Amber could get to his ass made her promises to fuck him so much more real. Swallowing, he looked up with eager eyes. "This is comfortable," he said. His shoulders and the small of his back were supported by the harness, his legs free to open wide enough for Amber to stand between them.  
 
    The swing had been such a great investment. That was what came to Amber's mind as she watched Zach settle in the swing. He looked so fucking hot, exposed to her like this. Her pussy was so wet just at the thought of how good it'd feel to fuck Zach like this. "You're gorgeous," she commented running a hand up from Zach's ankle.  
 
    Moving to Zach's hands, Amber used straps to tie him into the swing. "I'm going to make you feel so good," she hummed, taking a step back to admire her handiwork when Zach was strapped into the swing, with no way to escape.  
 
    Licking her lips, Amber dropped down to her knees between Zach's legs. She knew exactly what to do to make him beg for it. Leaning in, Amber ran her tongue against the spot between Zach's balls and asshole.  
 
    Being tied down, unable to touch himself or Amber, left Zach totally helpless, and that turned him on so much he hardly needed Amber to touch him - though he definitely wanted her to, and he moaned loudly as Amber's tongue flicked hot against his skin.  
 
    "Fuck, Amber," he groaned, tightening his fingers around the straps of the swing, doing his best to lift his hips and get Amber's tongue to move lower. He loved the control she had, the ability to tease him completely out of his mind, if she wanted. It was an act of trust that Zach enjoyed giving her.  
 
    As Amber's tongue circled maddeningly around his asshole, Zach squirmed, utterly failing to get that wet heat where he needed it. "Amber," he said, his tone already desperate. "Please. I need more."  
 
    Having Zach beg her was one of Amber’s favourite things and she knew he knew that, too. The please earned Zach what he wanted, and Amber did run her hot tongue over Zach’s puckered opening. She knew it’d feel sensitive, but even if she hadn’t, the noise Zach made in return told her everything she needed to know. He sounded so needy and Amber licked again, to make sure she got more sounds out of him. 
 
    Amber then carried on. The swing allowed her a great deal more control and she hooked her arms around Zach’s legs, swinging him lightly against her mouth as she licked him. When the cries became even louder, Amber moved back, but only enough to move a hand that could run over Zach’s cock. Not enough to really do much else than tease, but that was exactly what she wanted to do. 
 
    The weightless sensation of moving through the air made Zach feel as though his body was so much more sensitive. He was grounded only by Amber's tongue against him, and her hand on his cock, and every sensation was magnified by how much Zach relied on them. His stomach twitched as he felt precome from the head of his cock slide across his skin.  
 
    There was nothing Zach could do but lie there and take it. Nothing, except beg Amber to have mercy. "Please," he moaned. "You feel incredible." Amber's tongue was wet and hot, but still Zach needed more. "Use your fingers," he begged. "Open me up so you can fuck me, please."  
 
    "Oh, yes," Amber agreed. Zach's suggestion was very good. It did require Amber to pull back, though. “Shh,” she whispered when Zach gave a whine in response to her moving. She ran her hand over Zach’s inner thigh, licking her lips as she looked at his cock. "Just need some lube, baby," she promised, leaving Zach only briefly whilst she located the bottle of lube. 
 
    Returning to see him in the swing was so hot. Exposed and vulnerable and so willing for her. With one hand sliding over Zach’s cock, Amber pressed a lubed up finger inside him. She was slow and careful, but also skilled. Watching Zach’s face as she moved the finger out a bit and then pressed it back inside was amazing. 
 
    "Do you love it, baby? Tell me how good it feels," she encouraged. 
 
    Amber's finger sliding slowly and carefully into him made Zach bite his lip. Suspended in the swing, he couldn't push his hips down, and the lack of control made him want so much he could hardly catch his breath.  
 
    "Feels amazing," he said, chest heaving. "Fuck, like I can feel you all the way to my toes." Zach didn't know how much sense his description made, but he wanted to do his best, to make Amber understand how much it felt. "I want more," he whined, his eyes darting to where the strap-on was still waiting.  
 
    "You can have more," Amber promised, though rather than reaching for the strap-on, she pressed another finger inside Zach. It was as slow as the first one was and Amber’s eyes filled with lust as she listened to the sounds Zach made. "You're so good," she muttered. "So willing." Both of which were a great turn on for Amber. 
 
    When the noises were becoming even louder, Amber pressed in a third finger, stretching Zach out. She loved how he moved in the swing, having so little control over how he moved. "Fuck, baby, you look so good," she breathed, moving her fingers faster in and out of him. 
 
    "Yeah?" Zach grinned, he wanted to look good for Amber, wanted to show her how much he enjoyed this. "Good enough to fuck?" He did his best to wiggle against Amber's fingers, groaning at the way the movement made his body stretch more.  
 
    Amber's fingers kept plunging into him, and Zach moaned her name. She looked so hot, all her attention concentrated on him, on giving him what he wanted. "Babe," he panted. "Please." His cock jerked against his belly. "Need you to fuck me. Please."  
 
    "You're so good at begging," Amber praised. Her pussy was so wet just from doing this to Zach. Bringing him to a point of begging was her favourite. And this was before she'd even gotten to the best bit.  
 
    Pulling her fingers back, Amber ran a teasing hand over Zach's cock but pulled back before he could attempt to thrust into her touch. "Watch me," Amber instructed as she moved away to get the strap-on. Putting it in, Amber kept eye contact with Zach as she lubed it up, before moving back between his legs, the tip brushing against his opening.  
 
    Zach felt as if his whole body seized, trying to jerk forward into Amber's touch, but there was nothing for him to move against, and all it took from her was a steadying hand on his hip to stop the swing from letting him move at all. "Fuck, this was such a good idea," he told her. Zach had expected being tied up to be hot, but this was so much more intense, put Amber so much more in charge.  
 
    He let a whine fall from his lips, but resisted the urge to tip his head back, instead keeping his eyes on Amber like she'd instructed. The strap-on against his asshole felt so big and Zach craved the feeling of it filling him up like he craved oxygen. "You're so beautiful," he said, teeth digging in to his lower lip hard enough to leave marks. "You'll fuck me so well."  
 
    "I will, I will," Amber promised, licking her lips. Her hand ran up Zach's inner thigh as she watched his desperation. Finally, Amber pushed in, slowly and only increment by increment. The sounds Zach made in response as the strap-on pressed inside him were amazing and Amber moaned in response, too. She felt so turned on, by both the sounds he made but also the power Amber had over him. 
 
    Once she’d pushed the strap-on fully inside Zach, Amber paused to give his body time to adjust around it. She reached out to stroke her fingers over Zach’s cock, making sure the sounds he made were good before she pulled back and pushed back inside him again, almost as slowly as she’d done it the first time around. 
 
    Zach's mouth fell open on a groan as he felt the strap-on press into him, his eyes fluttering shut. The sensation was almost too much, but Zach loved it, loved Amber for giving him this and being in control of it. "Oh, fuuck," he moaned, not able to stop the sounds he was making even if he'd wanted to.  
 
    "So fucking big." It felt bigger than the toy they'd used before, and Zach could feel his muscles stretching and readjusting. He had no doubt he would feel the ache tomorrow, and that was almost as exciting as Amber's fingers teasing against his cock. He did his very best to thrust up into her hand, but mostly just tightened his legs around her hips.  
 
    With the swing supporting all of Zach’s weight, all Amber had to do was fuck into him. It felt amazing - to be so in charge - but also not to need to worry about how Zach was positioned. She couldn’t wait for them to experiment with the swing more. But as of right now, Amber was also quite distracted by fucking the strap-on into Zach. 
 
    Amber began to move faster, her hips steady as she pushed in and pulled back out. Zach’s reaction made it almost impossible not to just slam into him hard, but Amber wanted to tease him, wanted to fuck him slowly and build up to more.  
 
    "You're so good, taking this. So pretty, all strapped up for me, taking my dick so well. Do you love it, baby? Do you love having my cock in you?" 
 
    Zach whimpered as Amber kept fucking him slowly. He wanted nothing more than for her to pound into him hard and fast, but at the same time it made it hotter that she didn't. The lack of control was enough to make Zach nearly frantic, Amber's name falling from his lips every time he felt the strap-on pull back out. He squeezed his legs around her hips, as if he could physically drag her into him, but if anything that only seemed to slow her more.  
 
    Being told he was pretty made Zach's cock twitch, the sensitive head brushing over his stomach and against Amber's fingers in a way that made Zach see stars. "Yes," he answered, surprised by how hoarse his voice sounded. "Fucking love your cock. Want to feel it deeper, harder, more." So much more, Zach could hardly stand it. "I'll be good for you," he promised. He tugged at the straps around his wrists, trying and failing to reach out to pull Amber closer.  
 
    "You will," Amber agreed, her hand running over the muscles of Zach's stomach. The swing together with her fucking him had made them so nice and tense under her touch. Amber moved slightly faster, picking up the pace at which she fucked Zach. A line of sweat was building against her spine, but Amber didn’t let it discourage her, moving her hips faster. 
 
    Seeing Zach like this, so powerless and yet so wanting, it made Amber so hot and she fucked him harder, watching as his cock slapped against his stomach with every thrust she gave. "Fuck, I love you like this," Amber breathed. "So exposed. So mine." Amber also loved the sounds Zach made, the way he moaned her name with every slam into him she made. 
 
    "You're such a good little slut for me, aren't you, Zach? Loving the way my thick cock fucks you," Amber said, teasing her fingers against Zach’s nipple, as her other hand held one of the straps of the swing, allowing her to swing him towards her as she fucked him. 
 
      
 
    Zach nodded eagerly, half-formed words tumbling from his lips. "Yeah," he said, inhaling sharply and nodding again. Almost weightless on the swing, his whole body swung towards Amber, and Zach's fingers tightened around the straps.  
 
    The last time Amber had fucked him, Zach had been able to match Amber's thrusts with his own, use his strength to fuck himself deeper on the strap-on. Now, everything was down to Amber and what she decided.  
 
    "Totally yours, your slut," Zach agreed, his lips red from how much he'd dragged his teeth over them. "Please," he begged. "Fuck, babe, make me desperate for you."  
 
    The words, Zach's confirmation, it made Amber thrust harder. "You are, baby, you're mine," Amber agreed. Especially splayed out like this for her, loving every time Amber rolled her hips, fucking deeper into him. "Such a good slut," she muttered moving faster, before stilling again, just getting Zach close but not close enough. 
 
    Making him desperate for her was something Amber both wanted and was confident she could deliver as she moved her pace up again. One of her hands came down across Zach’s body until she could wrap her fingers around his cock. Amber didn’t do anything but let the way she fucked into Zach push him against her hand. 
 
    The muscles in Zach's legs ached from how hard and how long he'd tried to pull Amber's hips closer. With a groan, he had to relax them, going loose and boneless against the swing. 
 
    Amber's renewed thrusts knocked quiet grunts and half-moans from Zach's chest, his weightless body bouncing against the resistance she offered. "Fuck, you're so strong," Zach breathed, his eyes nearly rolling back in pleasure as his cock pushed into her hand.  
 
    Zach being so pliant in her hands made Amber fuck into him harder. The way he swung with the swing and then onto her cock, it was so hot. Moving slightly, Amber’s hand came to hold Zach’s ass, her other hand still around his cock. It allowed Amber to fuck him harder, to take in all of the beautiful sounds that Zach made as she did so. 
 
    Satisfied that he was now needy enough, Amber increased her thrusts. They came more steadily, pushing Zach’s cock up into her hand. "I want you to come, baby," she told him. "I want you to come and show me how much you love me fucking you. You're such a good little slut, taking it so hard from me," each word was punctuated with another thrust. 
 
    Zach's body swung from the impact of Amber's thrusts, and his muscles tightened, ass squeezing around the strap-on. "Love your cock," Zach groaned. "Love how big it feels, fucking me." He moaned louder, eager to share just how much he loved it, how slutty he could be for Amber.  
 
    Her hand around his cock coiled pleasure tighter and tighter in the pit of Zach's stomach. He did his best to wiggle, trying to get her thrusts deeper, to push him harder against her fingers. When he came, he tipped his head back, giving his whole body over to the force of Amber's thrusts, shouting her name as he felt his cum splash down over his stomach and chest.  
 
    Amber rode Zach through it, not stopping until he was completely spent. When she pulled back, it was slow and careful. Zach looked stunning, hung up in the swing, covered in his cum, so fucked out. "Beautiful," Amber murmured, reaching out to smear Zach’s cum over his stomach. 
 
    She untied the restraints, helping Zach out of the swing. Once he was standing, Amber tiptoed to press a long, keen kiss against Zach’s lips. "You're so good for me, baby," she praised. "Take it so well." Zach certainly had. 
 
    "Lets have some food and then we'll see about getting you strapped into the swing for a round two, yeah?" Amber said with a wide smile. The possibility the swing brought was great and Amber fully intended to fuck Zach in it every which way.


 
   
  
 

 She Has Him 
 
      
 
    The first week of being married was going pretty well. In fact, Harley would say that being married was quite similar to how not being married had been, but then she had almost exclusively expected that. Things hadn’t in any way changed, which Harley was pretty pleased about. Especially when it meant that Felix's hands were currently pushing her shirt up, kisses pressed against Harley's stomach as she moved her hips upwards eagerly.  
 
    Reaching to pull Felix's shirt off, too, Harley dragged him back up higher so she could press her lips against Felix's, teeth lightly grazing his lower lip as one of Harley's legs came to wrap around Felix, heel of her foot pressing tightly against his arse. 
 
    “You still want to try new things?” Harley asked, fingers scraping against Felix's back, sliding down to where the waistband of his trousers was already riding low, easily allowing Harley to slip her fingers underneath, giving Felix's ass cheek a squeeze as she tilted her head, exposing her neck for any kisses or bites Felix might want to offer her. Harley assumed that whilst certainly enjoyable, it was also illustrative of the fact that she was perfectly happy for Felix to say ‘no’. 
 
    They were, Felix felt, doing very well at disproving the statistic that sex decreased after marriage. It would be hard for the sex to increase, and Felix wasn't going so far as to count, but he was sure it was about the same. Why wouldn't it be, when Harley was so gorgeous, and she responded so enthusiastically to Felix's kisses?  
 
    He groaned as she dragged him up from where he'd been kissing his way down her body, but couldn't really complain when she kissed him, teeth sharp against his lip and making him want to feel more of those bites, more of Harley's nails digging into his skin. Harley, naturally, obliged by scraping down his back and he moaned, the question almost lost.  
 
    He pushed back against her hand, wriggling in an attempt to get his trousers even further down and, preferably, off. He sucked hard on Harley's exposed neck, enjoying the way her skin reddened under him.  
 
    "Yes," he said, not taking his mouth from Harley for longer than strictly necessary. "You want to fuck me?" he asked, voice both amused and excited by the idea.  
 
    It was something truly new, and - assuming their promises to be together forever held true - something he'd only ever do with Harley. That was exciting, and it wasn't a feeling Felix had ever encountered before.  
 
    Where the way Felix wiggled against her to get rid of his trousers made Harley laughed, the way he sucked against her neck quickly turned that laugh into a loud moan. She almost missed the ‘yes’ in favour of getting more touches out of Felix, but not quite.  
 
    His question, though, Harley definitely didn't miss, groaning as she pushed upwards against Felix, feeling really very aroused just at the way he asked that. The thing was, Harley had done this before and sure it'd been plenty of hot, but it wasn't as much the act itself that made this so much hotter for her, and rather the fact that she knew Felix had never done it before. That it was something she could do for him, introduce him to. On the presumption that he liked it, which Harley was very much going to try to ensure. 
 
    "Yeah," she nodded almost breathless. "Yeah, I really do," she confirmed before grinding against Felix again, even if the motion was not at all indicative of the sort of fucking him Felix had referred to (Harley wanted this plenty, too, though, so it seemed fair).  
 
    Harley's confirmation that she wanted this made Felix grin, and then bite down none too lightly on her neck, just because he enjoyed the sound she would make. He joined her, moaning as she moved against him, his cock already hard from touching her and having her touch him. 
 
    "Okay," Harley said before giving Felix's shoulder a small bite. "Let me get up," she said, since Harley was going to have to move to get things if they were going to do this. "Lie on your stomach?" Harley asked. "Unless you want me to romantically stare into your eyes," she added with a smirk. 
 
    He pouted somewhat as she asked him to get up, but the bite against his shoulder made him oblige, moving so she could get to her sex cupboard - which Felix had reorganised since he'd searched through it a few nights before their wedding.  
 
    When Harley stood up, Felix stripped off the rest of his clothes, seeing no real reason not to, and appreciating the fact that his cock wasn't confined against the material of his trousers. "I think we're plenty romantic without staring into each other's eyes," he told Harley with a laugh. "And I doubt my legs are as flexible as yours are." So, lying on his stomach seemed by far the most practical. Felix did, crossing his arms over one of the pillows and resting his chin on them as he turned to watch Harley, anticipation a pleasant warm fluttering in his stomach. 
 
    Harley gave a small laugh when Felix assured her that they were plenty of romantic as it was. They really had their own sort of romance, which pleased Harley, because it worked and it didn't feel weird. She paused slightly on her way to the cupboard where they kept the sex toys to watch Felix strip, because it was always a very pleasant sight, before grinning at him when he informed her that his legs weren't as flexible as hers.  
 
    "Just lack of practice," she teased. 
 
    Once Harley had gathered everything she needed she returned to the bed, dumping all the things next to Felix's legs, before she crawled over them, pressing a soft kiss against Felix's shoulder. To counter it, though, Harley ran her hands over Felix's sides, nails scratching against the skin.  
 
    "I thought about cutting my nails," she admitted. "But I thought you might be disappointed," Harley added with a small bite against Felix's shoulder. "So instead, we'll start with toys." Which was probably far more practical anyway.  
 
    Felix hadn't really thought through the logistics of this, because he trusted Harley and hadn't felt like he needed to, though if he'd wanted he was sure the internet would have had a wealth of information. Everything she said was true, and he squirmed as her nails scratched along his sides, enjoying the feel of it.  
 
    "I would," he confirmed. "Fucking love how it feels when you scratch me." Of course, they'd have grown back, but Felix would have missed them while they'd been gone.  
 
    "I know you do," Harley said with a small smirk. How much Felix loved the way her nails felt was certainly the main reason she'd opted for keeping them. To illustrate her knowledge, Harley ran her fingers over Felix's back, leaving red marks against the skin before she leaned down to run her tongue over them.  
 
    Felix moaned as he felt Harley's tongue run over the scratches she'd left on his back, the contrast of the sensations making his cock jerk enthusiastically against the bed. "Such a brilliant wife," he told her. "Thinking about what I like." Harley really was excellent at thinking about what Felix would want and he appreciated that, and tried his best to think what she would want in turn. He kissed her back until she pulled away, then let his body relax against the mattress, eyes closing as he focused on the feel of her palms pressing against him.  
 
    "And you'll tell me if you want to stop at any point, yes?" Harley asked. "Green for go, yellow for pause and red for stop," she listed. "Promise?" 
 
    Felix smiled when Harley listed the colours for go, pause and stop, not because he didn't know them but because it was sweet that she took such care of him. "I promise," he said. He had no doubt that if he said stop, Harley would stop, that she wouldn't even be disappointed with him. They'd find other new things to do, or practice some old ones.  
 
    "Green," he added, for good measure, looking over his shoulder to smirk at Harley. He enjoyed this, trying something new, not quite knowing what to expect, it was exciting.  
 
    The promise, and Felix's confidence, earned him a smile, even if it was mostly against his skin. Even if he was teasing, Harley felt confident in that Felix would tell her if he wanted her to stop, and more importantly, that he knew she would if he asked. It mattered a great deal to Harley and she rewarded Felix by shifting upwards enough to kiss the smirk off his lips. 
 
    Pulling back, Harley gave Felix's shoulder another bite, one of her palms pressing against Felix's ass. With her free hand, Harley reached for the smallest of the toys she'd retrieved from the cupboard, ensuring she covered it in plenty of lube before bringing it closer, pressing the tip of it tightly against Felix. 
 
    "Relax," she told Felix, well aware that might not always be the easiest thing to do in this sort of situation. "It probably won't be very comfortable at first," she warned, pressing a kiss against Felix's back just as she pushed the toy in, slowly, allowing for plenty of time to adjust. 
 
    He waited, shifting his legs wider apart, while Harley covered the toy in lube. Unable to see what she was doing, he could only listen, and guess, and he did make a small startled noise when the toy was suddenly against him, but Harley telling him to relax erased any nervousness.  
 
    Harley wouldn't want this if she didn't think Felix would enjoy it, and Felix was fine with 'not very comfortable'. A lot of his hockey training involved being not very comfortable, and this was a hell of a lot more fun. It didn't feel uncomfortable, more strange, and Felix wasn't quite sure how to relax in a way that would make it easier.  
 
    Relaxing the muscles in his thighs and back, letting himself sink into the mattress, didn't do a great deal. Slowly, Harley pushed the toy in, and Felix tilted his hips back towards her. Even if, physically, there wasn't much pleasure yet, there was something hot about being vulnerable for Harley in such a completely new way, in trusting her to be in control of this.  
 
    Harley was careful and slow, probably far more careful and slow than she'd ever truly expect someone to be with her, but she was also crucially aware of how this was different for Felix. Anal sex was, Harley assumed, somewhat of a nervous thing for anyone who first tried it and she knew women who claimed not to enjoy it, but honestly, Harley thought it wasn't as much about the sensation and rather about doing it wrong. To each their own, though.  
 
    Nonetheless, she wanted Felix to enjoy this, there was no point in doing it if he wasn't going to. So she was slow and careful, but also so fucking aroused just at the fact that Felix was letting her do this, trusting her to do it. The toy, specifically designed for this, ensured that there was plenty of safety in pushing it inside him, and once it was secure, Harley leg go moving up Felix's body, kisses and hands brushing against his back.  
 
    "You're so hot," she told him, breath hot against Felix's ear when she reached it, before nipping lightly against his earlobe. 
 
    The kisses on his back brought deep moans from Felix, far more than they'd probably have got under more familiar circumstances. Harley's breath against his ear sent a shiver all the way down his spine, one that felt different because of the toy and the way it filled him. He grinned when Harley told him he was hot.  
 
    "Glad you think so," he responded, a little breathless. It was good to know Harley found him hot, found this hot, even though Felix didn't feel he was doing much.  
 
    Then, after a moment, Harley reached down again, slowly pulling the toy back, not quite out, but back enough to push it in again and then repeat the action, still slowly but she did also wiggle it a bit on the third go-around. "Wanna go slightly bigger?" Harley asked, almost surprised at how filled with lust her own voice sounded. 
 
    Harley reaching for the toy, thrusting it in, and again, made Felix moan, rocking back into her movements, his cock pressing into the bed as he moved. It was a different kind of sensation than anything Felix had felt before, but it was good.  
 
    "Fuck, you sound hot," Felix informed her, instead of immediately answering Harley's question. "You're enjoying this." He wanted Harley to enjoy this, even if at the moment that enjoyment was presumably largely mental, rather than physical. "Yeah, yes," he added, because of course he wanted to go bigger.  
 
    "Yeah," Harley confirmed. "I really am." She was. Harley had known this was going to be hot, there was nothing she'd so far done with Felix when it came to sex that Harley hadn't found hot, but she honestly hadn't expected to find this so hot.  
 
    Harley gave a small moan at the ‘yes’, one she really couldn't have stopped from escaping even if she had tried. Pulling back, but still keeping one of her hands against Felix's hip, Harley picked another toy. It was bigger but not so much that Harley felt it'd be an uncomfortable upgrade. 
 
    Once she'd covered it in plenty more lube, Harley shifted to remove the first toy from Felix, replacing it with the next, repeating the slow process she'd used the first time around. This time, though, Harley didn't leave as big a pause once it was inside Felix before she pulled it back again, only to slide it back in.  
 
    Her other hand came to settle low on Felix's back to somewhat keep him in place, but her weight wasn't really restrictive enough to stop Felix from pushing back against both Harley and the toy. "Good?" Harley asked not actually stilling the hand that held the toy, not since Felix didn't appear to object. 
 
    The way Harley kept her hand on him, even when she pulled back to get a bigger toy, was incredibly satisfying. Felix enjoyed knowing she wanted to touch him, and he appreciated the grounding effect of her touch, something familiar and steady. He whined slightly, low in his throat, as Harley removed the first toy, the feeling not entirely comfortable, but quickly she was replacing it and Felix focused on that, slowly learning how he could relax, how if he pushed back towards her, it seemed to go more easily.  
 
    It was so hot, having Harley in total control of the toy, of the way it moved. Even though Felix pushed back against it, it was still her in charge, and Felix moaned as she continued to move it in and out of him.  
 
    "Yes," he unanswered, grinning even though Harley couldn't see him. "Really good. You're so fucking hot like this." Felix could only imagine it would be even hotter to watch Harley, but maybe they could try that next time.  
 
    "Come on, faster." He understood the need for Harley to go slow, at first, but he was sure he could take more now.  
 
    It was hard not to smirk at the way Felix demanded she go faster, so Harley didn't stop herself, though she did oblige in as much as she could. The position wasn't the most comfortable, but it was very hard to think of her own comfort just then, not when Felix was moving against her and she could concentrate on that and the sounds he made, which very definitely were really, really hot. Glancing at the bed, that still had a few more toys they could go through, Harley bit her lower lip.  
 
    "Come up a bit," she told Felix, using her hand against his hip to pull him up so he could get on all fours. She did pause, letting him adjust to the new angle, before leaning in to press a kiss against his lower back. 
 
    Pushing the toy in again, Harley left it this time. "You can wiggle," she told Felix with a smirk, sure that the toy would still feel pleasant even if she stopped moving it. Instead, Harley reached for the strap-on, taking an exceptionally short time to put it on, glad for how efficient the toys she’d bought truly were. Then, after a lot more lube, Harley moved back in closer to Felix.  
 
    Moving with the toy still in him caused a whole new set of new sensations, and Felix was breathing hard by the time he braced  his arms against the mattress and looked over his shoulder at Harley. He laughed, breathless, when she told him he could wiggle, giving his best impression of a seductive movement - which, he was sure, was more ridiculous than anything else. He watched as she put the strap-on on, almost distracted from what they were doing by the desire to run his hands over her.  
 
    "You'll feel a difference," she told him honestly, reaching to remove the second toy. "In more ways than one," Harley promised, repositioning herself where the toy had been. Then slowly, even slower than she'd been with either of the toys, Harley pushed forward, one hand tight against Felix's hip whilst the other ran softly over his back. 
 
    When she moved closer, Felix straightened, letting his head fall forward and moving back to meet her, groaning again as the toy slid out. "I like different," he promised, excitement coiling through him as Harley positioned herself against him.  
 
    The slow way she moved into him, and the tight grip she had on his hip, drew a long moan from his lips. He wanted more, and he struggled to be patient, but he enjoyed knowing Harley was in charge, too. "Fuck, you feel good," he told her, the muscles in his thighs tightening to hold him still even while he tried to relax.  
 
    Harley had predicted that this would be both fun and hot, but she felt she hadn't given either of them enough credit ior just how fun and hot this was. They'd had plenty of sex where Harley had been more in charge than Felix, but even that had felt more equally distributed than this. Right now, she was the one to dictate everything and that in itself felt really fucking hot.  
 
    Especially when Felix moaned beneath her, the way she could feel his muscles tense under her touch, and then, in turn, the way she could feel those same muscles relax because of her touch. It felt incredibly rewarding and she wanted Felix to feel as good as possible. Which was in part why Harley went slowly, not wanting to risk in any way hurting Felix (even if he might not necessarily notice pain right now). 
 
    Once she had fully pushed herself in, Harley stopped, both hands running over Felix's sides just as she leaned forward to press a kiss against the nape of Felix's neck, hips pushing forward slightly.  
 
    "You ready for me to fuck you?" Harley asked, voice borderline sultry. 
 
    Felix sighed, happily, under the touch of Harley's hands on his sides, though it turned to a moan as Harley leaned forward, shifting the position of the strap-on inside him. He pushed back to meet her, trying to do his best to accommodate her. He groaned when Harley asked if he was ready.  
 
    "So ready," he assured her, giving a little gasp as he moved back. Experimentally, he rocked his hips, seeing what his range of movement was, what sensations he could illicit.  
 
    When Harley started to move, fucking him slow and steady, Felix couldn't bite back another loud moan, nor did he really try. He knew Harley liked to hear him, and he knew Harley was enjoying this - he liked that she was enjoying this.  
 
    "It's definitely different," he said, grinning. Then Harley moved in a way that sent a deep shock of pleasure through him and he groaned, breathing ragged. "Good different."  
 
    The reactions Harley was getting from Felix were great, if not even better than what she'd expected. Harley did trust that if Felix changed his mind about this at any point, he would tell her, but it was hard to pretend that she wasn't pleased he hadn't and rather seemed to enjoy himself plenty.  
 
    Moving one of her hands up from Felix's hip, Harley ran her nails over Felix's back, just the ride side of not ticklish. She moved steadily, still slowly, but trying to keep an even rhythm. The groan and assurance that it was a good different made Harley smile. 
 
    It also made her careful of aiming for the same angle that had earned her the groan. As she did so, Harley's rhythm picked up, it probably became a lot less steady, mostly because this really wasn't something Harley had a lot of experience in, but she did her best to at least try to hit the right spot. "So hot," Harley muttered, hands roaming over Felix's back, skin hot against Harley's touch. 
 
    Felix grinned as Harley ran her nails across his back, moaning appreciatively both at the pleasure of the touch and because Harley knew what he liked, and took care to give it to him.  
 
    "Love you," he said, between harsh breaths. He moaned again, louder, as Harley continued to fuck him. Her thrusts had pleasure building in a way he wasn't used to, and it was good, but it wasn't enough. "Fuck, Harley," he breathed, trying to push back against her, but unable to replicate the way she thrust into him.  
 
    "I need -" His sentence was broken off by another groan as he tried to move into Harley's hands on his back, wanting them to move to where he needed them more. "Can you touch me?" he asked, not very coherently.  
 
    Harley had had sex enough with Felix to have learned a lot of the sounds he made and what he made those sounds in response to. This, though, this was new. The way Felix moved underneath her, the way his breath caught, the way he pushed towards her. It was... really fucking hot and Harley didn't try to hold back the way her own breath caught, the ragged sound of her breathing not quite matching Felix's but not being far off either. 
 
    "I can," Harley promised when Felix asked her to touch him, tilting her body forward so she could reach around and wrap her fingers around his cock, her teeth grazing against the skin of Felix's back wherever she could reach.  
 
    "Come on," Harley encouraged, giving a small moan at the way Felix thrust against her. "Let me make you come," she half-whispered, hand doing its best to move in the same rhythm as her hips did. 
 
    Harley's hand around his cock made Felix cry out her name, thrusting forward into her touch, too desperate to make any attempt to stick to her rhythm. Her teeth against his skin were familiar, amidst everything new, and Felix moaned happily. It took only a few more thrusts, and Harley's encouraging words, her harsh breathing letting Felix know - if he hadn't known already - that she was enjoying it. Felix came, fingers curling in the sheets beneath him, stilling before he slumped forwards against the pillows.  
 
    He turned, as much as he could, too look at Harley, reaching a hand out, wanting to drag her closer to him but aware they need to disentangle from each other first.  
 
    "Fuck, that was good," he said, still breathing hard. Slowly, he smiled at her. "Think it can get even better with practice?"  
 
    The ease with which Harley did make Felix come was very pleasing and she did her best to ride him through the orgasm until he finally collapsed against the bed. She smiled when Felix reached out to pull her in closer, even if their position didn't greatly allow for it.  
 
    Harley pulled back carefully, her legs feeling almost weak, not being used to this sort of positioning. Sitting back on her heels, Harley unfastened the harness and pushed it, along with the toys, off the bed to deal with cleaning later. 
 
    Once done, Harley crawled back into the bed, over Felix so she could press soft kisses against his back until she finally reached his lips, dragging him into a kiss as she collapsed next to him, giving a small laugh when he asked if it could be even better with practice.  
 
    "I'm sure we can always improve," she teased, running her hand over one of Felix's arms. "You got enough strength in you to put those hands to good use?" Harley asked raising her eyebrow at Felix. 
 
    Felix winced slightly as Harley pulled back, more sensitive now, and less motivated by the prospect of orgasm. He smiled as she crawled over him, kissing him, and he wrapped his arms around her, sliding his hands down her sides. He chuckled when Harley asked if he had enough strength to put his hands to good use.  
 
    "Yes," he assured her, shifting behind her, pressing his chest against her back, pulling her hips back against his body. He ran his hand more slowly over her, squeezing her breast and pinching her nipple just to hear her breath hitch.  
 
    Biting into the back of Harley's shoulder, Felix pushed his hand between her legs, finding her already wet. "So sexy," he said, nibbling at her earlobe as he touched her, encouraging her to move her hips against him.  
 
    Easily Harley settled against Felix when he pulled her in closer, giving a low moan when his fingers ran over her nipple, shifting even more into his touch when the hand slid between her thighs.  
 
    "Such nice hands," Harley muttered rocking forward to get the most out of the touch. She was incredibly wet already, the arousal from what had come before having been very effective in making her want more. When Felix gave her what she wanted, Harley didn't bother holding any of the moans back, rocking against his fingers, angling herself in the best ways she could manage from the position. 
 
    Felix chuckled, rocking his hips with Harley, giving a surprised moan as the movement drew his awareness to where Harley's strap-on had so recently filled him. He bit down harder on Harley's earlobe, knowing the slight edge of pain would only make the pleasure feel more intense.  
 
    His free hand moved lower, sliding two long fingers into Harley, giving a deep groan as he felt her shift her hips to be able to take him deeper. "Are you using my hands to get yourself off?" he asked, his tone teasing. There was something incredibly hot in the idea. Felix knew Harley's body, knew how to speed up and where to touch her to make her come hard and fast. He loved to use that knowledge, to hear her cry out over or under him. Right now, Felix wanted just to let her use him, to know that she was still in control.  
 
    He slowed his thumb where it was stroking over Harley's clit, pushed his fingers more gently into her, waiting to see if she would buck her hips harder, or tell him to speed up.  
 
    "Yes," Harley answered easily enough. She loved the way Felix’s fingers felt, loved how he knew just the way to move his hand to make her so much wetter as she fucked herself against him. Moving her hands above herself, Harley used the bed’s headboard as leverage to push down more, crying out in pleasure when Felix pushed back. 
 
    Licking her lips, Harley shifted again, thrusting harder atop of Felix’s fingers. "Bend them," she instructed and then gave a very loud moan when he did just as she instructed. With his fingers bent inside her, Harley could angle herself so Felix would hit her G-spot, her whole body vibrating in response when he did. The pleasure was quickly building inside of her and Harley’s moans increased, as did the speed at which she pushed herself down on Felix’s hand. 
 
    Felix obeyed, muffling a moan by sucking against Harley's neck. She looked and felt so incredibly hot, fucking herself against his fingers. Felix ground his cock against her ass, drawing in a sharp breath as the movement pushed his nerve endings to a point between pleasure and too much.  
 
    He didn't want to stop, not even when he felt Harley tighten around his fingers, recognised the sound of her breath when she was close to orgasm. "Please," he whispered, sucking his own lip as Harley moved harder. He could feel the force of her thrusts, and knew she must be eager to come. "Please, Harley," he said again. "I want you to come." He still didn't speed up, still letting her be in charge, only hoping she would respond to his requests.  
 
    The words on top of the sensations were what tipped Harley over and she cried out in pleasure, Felix’s name falling from her lips as she thrust against him harder. Having him beg her to come when she was fucking herself against his fingers felt amazing and a sharp ‘fuuuuck’ was quickly followed by Harley’s muscles tightening against Felix’s fingers as she came. 
 
    Harley refused to stop there, though, hips carrying on moving almost as steadily against Felix’s fingers as they had when she’d been inside him. Turning more to face Felix, Harley ran her fingers over her hardened nipples. "Use your mouth," she instructed Felix. When he did, Harley moaned louder. 
 
    "Yes, yes, yes," she groaned, moaning harder and louder as Felix sucked against her nipple, his fingers feeling so good in her pussy. Fucking herself hard against him, Harley’s second orgasm wasn’t far off. "Yesssss," she shouted, fingers tightening against the headboard as her body shivered, the orgasm rocking through her. 
 
    Finally, Harley pushed Felix's hand away, head finding a pillow to rest against as she turned onto her other side so she could drape a leg over Felix's hip, pressing her lips against his.  
 
    Felix moved his hand to match Harley's rhythm, even when she surprised him by not stopping after her orgasm. He kissed her shoulder, her neck, biting and sucking to see what further noises he could draw from her. He only stopped when she pushed his hand away, and even then he only moved far enough to let her find a pillow and turn towards him. He grinned, always glad to hear both that Harley loved him and that the sex had been amazing. "We are very good at that," he said, smirking against Harley's lips.  
 
    "So," Felix said, trying to remember what they'd been doing before they got distracted by sex. "Ice cream?" He glanced over at the window, where the bright sunshine had been replaced by grey clouds and rain. "Or not," he said, with a chuckle. He stretched, pressing a kiss to the back of Harley's neck. "Beer?"  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 He Takes It 
 
      
 
    Harrison felt like maybe, at least a little bit, he regretted asking his girlfriend what she wanted for her birthday. Him and Esther had been together for a few years now, but it was only recently that they’d moved in together. So of course Harrison wanted to get Esther something she wanted, he just hadn’t really expected what she wanted for her birthday was to fuck him. 
 
    Esther had very much presented it as a fantasy fulfillment, as something she’d thought about but also was willing to accept that if Harrison didn’t feel comfortable with, he didn’t have to do it. The thing was, Harrison had no idea if he would feel uncomfortable. His first reaction was to think how he couldn’t enjoy it because he wasn’t gay, but that had quickly passed, because even Harrison recognised how truly dumb that thought was. Having his girlfriend fuck him was very much the opposite of being gay. 
 
    What it was, though, was kind of scary. Harrison worried he wouldn’t like it, he worried that he’d have to ask Esther to stop. He worried, really, that he’d ruin her birthday present by pussying out of having a strap-on up his ass. At least he knew that if he didn’t like it, Esther would want to know, she wouldn’t want to fulfill her own wishes if Harrison wasn’t into it. 
 
    Unfortunately, there was only one way to find out if he was into it. Today was Esther’s birthday and he was certain that like him, she’d thought about this most of the day. They’d gone out to buy a strap on, getting a few toys, too (because even if they didn’t use it with him, they could use it with her). 
 
    Now the time had finally come, and Harrison felt nervous. He hadn’t felt nervous about sex since he’d been a teenager, so it was a strange sort of feeling. "You'll have to be gentle with me," he said to Esther jokingly, except the nervousness in his voice ruined it a little bit.  
 
    Harrison was sat on the bed in his boxers, watching as Esther stripped. Even despite his nerves, Harrison’s cock hardened, there was never going to be a time his cock wouldn’t harden when seeing Esther undress in front of him. 
 
    Esther was so excited. All day, going to the shop, picking out the strap on and the toys, it had all been leading up to this, and she bit down on her lower lip as she looked at Harrison on the bed. In truth, there were some nerves mixed in with her excitement - though in a way that only made the butterflies in her stomach feel more fluttery. She'd never done this before, but more than that, she was nervous Harrison wouldn't like it. It wouldn't bother her, if he had to ask her to stop, but she wondered if it would bother him, if he'd be able to look at her the same way.  
 
    Since they couldn't both give in to the nerves, Esther was determined to seem confident. She'd done a lot of research, and she was going to make this good. "Maybe at first," she teased back, letting her dress fall around her feet, giving Harrison his first look at her very sexy new black lingerie set. It was a present for him, in a way, for saying yes, for being willing to at least try giving Esther something that she wanted so much. 
 
    She moved to straddle Harrison on the bed, both hands framing his face as she bent her head to kiss him. Despite her promise to be gentle, she nipped her sharp teeth against his lip. 
 
    Harrison’s hands straight away came to settle against Esther’s ass, hands soft against the lacy material of her very sexy underwear. Tilting his head back, he kissed her, running his tongue over Esther’s lower lip before she returned it by nibbling at his. She was so hot, having her in his lap, her body pressed against his, Harrison could almost forget his nerves. Almost.  
 
    Trusting Esther was at least easy and that was also why Harrison was sure he could do this. He worried about not liking it, but he worried a little about liking it, too. But Harrison trusted that Esther wanted him. To like it. To be had by her. To enjoy it. To--all of it. Harrison just hoped he’d be able to fulfil whatever the fantasy was. 
 
    First, though, Harrison would enjoy this. He reached to undo Esther’s bra, pulling back enough to move in to suck one of her nipples into his mouth. His tongue circled it before moving onto the other one, Esther’s soft moans filling the room as her fingers tightened in Harrison’s hair. 
 
    "Fuuck," Esther moaned, arching her back to push her breasts closer to Harrison's mouth. "Don't stop." Tightening her fingers in Harrison's hair, she pulled him against her, moaning as he sucked harder on her nipple. She was so wet already, and having Harrison's body under hers, feeling his hard cock, ignited a fire inside her.  
 
    "Give me your hand," she urged, catching hold of Harrison's hand when he lifted it and guiding it to her other breast. She moaned even louder as he caught on, fingers rolling against her nipple. "Yes," she hissed, nodding enthusiastically, "like that. It's so good."  
 
    Esther’s enjoyment gave Harrison all the encouragement he needed and he pinched lightly against the nipple she’d led his hand up to. Her other nipple was still between his lips, and Harrison teased it with the tip of his tongue. When Esther moaned louder, Harrison gave another pinch to her nipple, rocking his hips upwards, his hard cock pressing against Esther’s thigh. 
 
    The room was filled with Esther’s moans as Harrison worked on her nipples, changing over so he could tease the other one with his fingers. "You're so fucking hot," he told Esther, kissing his way up her neck. "I can't wait to see you get what you want." Despite Harrison's nerves, that was definitely true, he loved seeing Esther get things she wanted. 
 
    The words sent a flood of heat through Esther, and she found Harrison's lips to kiss him hard, pouring all her gratitude and desire into the contact. "Let's not wait," she said, a little breathlessly when she had to come up for air. She didn't think she could wait any longer, she was so turned on by knowing Harrison wanted to see her satisfied, that he wanted to give that to her.  
 
    "Lie back," she encouraged, her feet finding the floor so she could slide down to kneel between Harrison's legs. She looked up at him, and while this might usually be a submissive position, just knowing what was coming made her feel so in charge. Esther could feel herself get even wetter as she tugged at Harrison's boxers, pulling them down and off.  
 
    Harrison groaned as he watched Esther. Down on her knees, pulling off his underwear. She was so hot, her breasts bouncing as she moved. Harrison’s cock was rock hard by now, even the prospect of getting fucked up his ass not enough to deter his cock from responding to Esther’s touch.  
 
    "Es, please," Harrison groaned. She was so close, he could almost feel her breath against his cock. "Please," he begged again, even if this was far from the endgame, Harrison couldn't not beg her to take him in her mouth when she was right there. 
 
    Esther smiled, parting her lips and leaning forward to close her mouth around Harrison's cock. She moaned at the taste of him, working her tongue over the head of his dick so she could get as much of it as possible.  
 
    With her hands on his knees, Esther pushed Harrison's legs further apart, so she could scoot forward and take his cock deep down her throat. He knew better than to move, letting Esther set the pace as she bobbed her head up and down his dick.  
 
    "Fuck, yes," Harrison groaned. Esther's mouth was wet and hot as it embraced his cock. She was so good at this, making him feel amazing. He reached out to brush a hand over her shoulder, but didn’t try to thrust up, letting Esther dictate the speed at which she moved. No matter what she picked, Harrison knew he’d feel good. 
 
    His breath sped up as Esther moved. She felt so good, taking his cock in so deep. Harrison also assumed that she wouldn’t let him come, not so early, not when they’d not even gotten to her birthday present. "Esss," Harrison hissed when she hit a particularly nice spot. 
 
    Esther loved this, loved the sounds Harrison made, and the knowledge that she had the power to cause them. She swirled her tongue around his cock, listening to the way his breathing sped up. Esther took care, making Harrison feel good, but not so good he was close to coming.  
 
    Hollowing her cheeks around his cock, she pulled back, looking up at him until she was sure she could keep her voice steady. "Hand me the lube," she instructed, making sure her tone had only excitement in it. Even giving the order made her feel hot, anticipation intensifying at the idea of Harrison obeying, giving yet another sign that he was really going to let her fuck him.  
 
    Harrison didn’t hesitate to reach for the lube on the nightstand, partially at least because his mind hadn’t quite caught up yet with what that meant. It was easy to just follow Esther’s instructions, especially when she’d just had his cock in her mouth. Once he handed it over, though, Harrison did stiffen a little, recognising that Esther asked for it because she intended to use it. 
 
    It wasn’t just nerves that Harrison was feeling, however. Knowing that this was something Esther wanted, it was exciting. Anticipation built in Harrison’s stomach, mixing together with the arousal he already felt.  
 
    Feeling Harrison go tense, Esther stroked one hand over his hip, taking his cock back into her mouth, working her tongue against the underside. She pulled back, just long enough to say, "Relax for me, love."  
 
    Sure that her mouth would keep Harrison pleasantly distracted, she opened the lube, making sure to squeeze plenty onto her fingers. She felt a pulse of arousal between her legs as she brought her hand down to Harrison's ass, and she let herself moan around his cock. He was doing this for her, and she wanted him to know she was enjoying it. 
 
    Relaxing was easier said than done, but having his cock in Esther's mouth definitely helped. The way she moaned around it made Harrison respond with a groan of his own. Her mouth was amazing and he focused on that, on how hot and wet it was.  
 
    Even so, Harrison could hardly avoid the feeling of Esther's fingers against him. They'd had anal sex before, but not like this. Not with him on the receiving end. Having Esther's mouth still on his dick however meant that Harrison couldn't focus on just one thing, not when the pleasure was so good.  
 
    With Harrison at the edge of the bed, Esther could quite easily slip her finger behind his balls, stroking the lube gently over his asshole, trying to give him plenty of time to get used to the sensation. She remembered how careful Harrison had been with her the first time, and that had been her idea, too.  
 
    She made no effort not to moan as she pressed her finger slowly into Harrison. If even this turned her on so much, she couldn't wait to discover how she'd feel when she was fucking Harrison's ass. He felt so tight around her, and Esther worked her mouth up and down his cock, listening out for any signs that it was hurting.  
 
    The feeling was different. Harrison couldn’t really place it, but he also couldn’t focus on just Esther’s finger in his ass. The thrill of that mixed with her mouth on his cock made Harrison moan loudly. She was slow and careful and he definitely appreciated that, but Harrison also wanted to know what more would feel like. 
 
    "Add another," he groaned, hands tightening against the bedsheets. Harrison wouldn't rock against Esther, not wanting to seem too keen or anything. At the same time, Harrison couldn’t deny that the way his asshole stretched, together with his cock being in Esther’s mouth, it felt good. 
 
    Looking up, Esther gave Harrison a heated look through her lashes, feeling almost impossibly turned on by him asking her to give him more. She wanted to tell him how fucking hot that was, but she felt he'd appreciate her mouth around his cock rather more than words of praise.  
 
    Not wanting to refuse Harrison anything, Esther thrust her finger smoothly out and in a few times, just until she felt Harrison's muscles relax a little, and then she pressed another finger inside him to join the first. Her whole body seemed to shudder, and she swallowed around the head of Harrison's cock, pulling out and pushing back in again, her stomach doing flips as she fucked him with her fingers. 
 
    The addition of the second digit felt so different, like suddenly Harrison was being stretched out so much more. It wasn’t bad, he was surprised to discover. There were moments of discomfort, but then Esther moved her fingers out before pushing them back in again and Harrison groaned loudly. His muscles stretched and retracted, making the sensation feel so fucking good. 
 
    "Babe, you need to stop with your mouth," Harrison moaned. He didn't want Esther to stop, but the sensations were so overpowering that he was afraid he’d come accidentally. "Fuck, you feel so good," he added, no wanting her to stop fingering him.  
 
    With one last long lick, Esther did stop. She looked up at Harrison, her eyes shining with excitement. "You're so hot," she breathed, twisting her wrist to push her fingers in deeper. Hearing Harrison moan for her, knowing this time it was just for her fingers in his ass, it made Esther's toes curl and she was sure her fancy knickers were drenched.  
 
    "Think you're ready for something bigger?" she asked, making no effort not to sound totally hopeful. She wanted to try one of the toys, and she wanted to be able to see Harrison better, but most of all she wanted Harrison to want it, too.  
 
    The tone of voice with which Esther asked the question probably would’ve been enough to make Harrison hard all over again. His cock did twitch almost painfully at it, or perhaps at how Esther’s fingers continued to move in and out of his ass. The prospect of something bigger - a toy, he knew - was... tempting. Harrison was surprised by how much he liked having Esther’s fingers inside of him. 
 
    "Yeah," he swallowed, before repeating, "yeah," again. The way Esther’s eyes seemed to glaze over with lust made Harrison moan. "Fuck, you're so hot like this, in charge," he told her truthfully. It was really hot to see just how much Esther wanted this, wanted to do this to Harrison. 
 
    Esther slowly, reluctantly, moved her fingers away from Harrison's ass, biting her lip as if that would in some way make all of this any less hot. It didn't. She stood up, dropping her knickers while she considered Harrison's position. The rush of knowing she could tell him how to move was almost as hot as the thought of the toys.  
 
    "Lie with your head on the pillows," she ordered, feeling a tingle between her legs that only intensified as Harrison followed her instructions. She crawled up onto the bed, her nipples feeling so tight and sensitive as her breasts swung with her movements. "Bend your knees up," she added, and swallowed hard. "Fuck, I'm so wet," she said, giving Harrison a private grin.  
 
    Instantly, Harrison looked down as if he could see Esther being wet. He couldn’t, but her nipples were hard, and he reached out to brush his finger over one of them, licking his lips. Lying there, watching Esther as she moved, the anticipation returned to Harrison’s stomach. She was so hot, though, that he could almost get distracted by just watching her. 
 
    "Tell me," he encouraged. "Tell me how much you want this." Harrison knew she did. Perhaps hearing her say it, it’d make his nerves ease. Esther’s fingers had felt really good, so Harrison had no reason to assume that a toy wouldn’t. 
 
    "I do," Ester said, with utmost sincerity. "Fuck, Harrison, it's so hot that you'll let me be inside you." She crawled over him, pressing a kiss against his lips. If that had been all, it would still have been a great birthday present, but Esther was so eager for it not to stop there.  
 
    She settled between Harrison's legs, fingers finding his asshole and sliding smoothly back in. She groaned, shifting as the heat pooled between her legs. "I want to see you," she said, her voice gone breathless. "See you feel good, because of me." With her free hand, she reached for the smallest of the toys.  
 
    Harrison hadn’t expected for Esther’s fingers to find their way inside him again, but it was definitely a welcome surprise. He moaned, shifting slightly. Esther’s fingers felt good. Harrison really had not expected to like the pressure, to like the way she stretched him out. And yet, he definitely did. Hearing her tell him how she wanted to see him made Harrison groan and he nodded eagerly. 
 
    Licking his lips, Harrison watched as Esther selected one of the toys. It was small, but definitely wider than two of her fingers pressed together. It was exciting. Harrison couldn’t believe just how interested he was in finding out how the toy would feel when it was inside him. 
 
    "I want you to see," he agreed, eyes still on the toy. "I want you to see how you make me feel." Harrison was nervous, but he also trusted that Esther would make him feel good. 
 
    Esther beamed, feeling like her heart was pushing against her ribs at the trust Harrison placed in her. He trusted her to make him feel good, and Esther had no intentions of disappointing him.  
 
    She was careful, pulling back so she could use both hands to make sure the toy was well-covered in lube. Her cheeks were flushed with arousal as she finally brought the tip of the toy between Harrison's legs, pressing it into him so slowly. "Fuuck," she moaned softly. Somehow, being up on the bed with Harrison, being able to watch his face as he adjusted to the tapered tip inside him, it made it all even hotter. "That's it," she said, eagerly, "a little more." 
 
    Seeing how much Esther enjoyed this made it so much hotter for Harrison. The toy she pressed against his opening was definitely bigger than her fingers had been, but Harrison didn’t even consider protesting. He wanted to know what it’d feel like, but he also wanted to see what Esther looked like when she got to put it inside him. 
 
    What Harrison hadn’t quite expected was how loud his own moan would be at the sensation. "Fuck," he breathed. Even though Esther was slow in pushing the toy in, Harrison still felt like it was so much. It wasn’t too much, though. Biting his lower lip, he watched the concentration on Esther’s face, the way her cheeks and shoulders were flushed. 
 
    "You're so hot," he groaned before giving a small cry of pleasure when his asshole closed back around the base of the toy. 
 
    For as much as she'd imagined this, Esther had tried not to build her hopes too high, so when Harrison cried out in pleasure, it was very nearly overwhelming. "Does it feel good?" Esther asked, her voice eager. She knew what it was like to have something in her ass, so she knew it could feel good, and she was so excited to get to show Harrison exactly how she could make him feel. 
 
    In her enthusiasm, she moved more quickly, giving the toy a little twist before she pulled it halfway out. She could feel a muscle twitching in Harrison's thigh, and she pressed a kiss against it as she thrust the toy in harder, the fingers of her free hand tightening in the sheets.  
 
    Harrison gave a sharp ‘fuck’ when Esther moved the toy out again and then thrust it back in. It felt like nothing he’d experienced before, the sensation in combination with his rock hard cock just so much. It took Harrison a moment to actually remember that Esther had asking him a question and he nodded. "Yeah. It feels--fuck, Es, it feels great." And that was only the first, smaller toy. 
 
    When Esther gave a few more thrusts, Harrison twisted against the bed. There was no denying, not the way moans kept falling from his lips, that he was enjoying himself. Knowing she was doing it to him, too, that she wanted to, it just urged him on.  
 
    "I think--" Harrison breathed, somewhat harshly. "I think I want to try the next toy," he told Esther with more confidence than he truly had. But the prospect of being stretched out more, of being filled more, it was thrilling. 
 
    Esther felt so fucking pleased, but more than that, she felt powerful. She knew Harrison had been nervous, so to see him now, hear him telling her it felt great, she felt like it was something she'd accomplished, making it feel good for him. She gave a sharp nod at his words, easing the smallest toy back out of him. 
 
    "Fuck, I want to see you take this," she breathed, once more spreading lube carefully down the length of the second toy. "It's going to feel so good," she promised. "I'm going to make it feel so good."  
 
    She guided the toy to Harrison's ass, carefully pushing it in, trying to find a new angle so she could go gradually deeper. 
 
    Just like the previous toy, this too felt like a completely different experience. It was definitely bigger, stretching Harrison out more. Esther was also moving it differently, and in turn it made Harrison groan loudly. It felt good, the way she moved it, the way she fucked him with it. The thrusts were slow but deep. And then suddenly one of them hit a spot inside Harrison that almost made him roll his eyes back in pleasure. 
 
    "Oh god!" He screamed. "Fuck, Es, fuck that’s good,” he moaned, wiggling slightly as if he could make her hit the spot again. Harrison felt so powerless, but he loved it. Knowing Esther was in charge of deciding what happened, on how it happened, it was such a fucking turn on. 
 
    Esther gave a little cry of triumph, the sound of Harrison's scream going straight to her pussy. She pulled the toy back, thrusting it into Harrison again at the same angle, but this time harder. She had been gentle, and now she felt Harrison was ready for more.  
 
    "Can't wait until it's me fucking you," she said, pushing the toy into Harrison with one hand while she reached up to press a kiss against his stomach. "Me making you moan and wiggle for me. Fuck, Harrison, you look so good."  
 
    Harrison would’ve argued that it was already Esther who was making him moan and wiggle for her, but he was too busy moaning and wiggling for her. The toy felt amazing and Esther thrust it in and out of him harder and faster. Harrison was almost glad his cock was getting no friction, because he’d almost definitely come. 
 
    "I think I'm ready," Harrison breathed. "I want you to--I want you." Harrison hadn’t known he could want for Esther to fuck him so much, but the toy in his ass made him want more. He wanted to feel Esther above him, to see how hot she looked, to have her touch him. 
 
    Esther most definitely wanted Harrison, too, so she gave an eager moan, pressing the toy in and letting Harrison's muscles close around the narrow edge before the base. "I'm going to leave that in while I get the harness on," she told him, swallowing hard as she looked at the pleasure on his face. "Keep you nice and full for me," she added, with a smirk.  
 
    Actually getting into the harness had seemed perfectly simple when Esther had practiced, but now that her whole body seemed to throb with lust, all the little buckles and straps seemed much more complicated. When she eventually triumphed, Esther gave a moan as she fitted the strap-on into the ring. Shifting so Harrison could see her, she ran a hand down her body, crying out as her fingers brushed her nipples, and then breathing hard as she ran a hand slowly over the dildo.  
 
    "How do I look?" 
 
    Having the toy left inside him felt weird but kind of pleasantly weird. Harrison was surprised by how much he was enjoying this whole affair. He watched Esther get ready, mouth watering at the sight of her. "You look amazing," Harrison breathed. Esther did look amazing, her breasts so beautiful and then the strap-on. It wasn’t something Harrison had ever imagined he’d find hot, but on Esther, he really did. 
 
    Running his tongue over his lower lip, Harrison reached out to run his hand over Esther’s bare stomach, up to her breasts and then back down, stopping just short at the straps of the strap-on. "You going to fuck me good, baby?" Harrison asked, a small smirk on his lips. 
 
    Esther leaned into Harrison's touch with a little moan, her body having almost forgotten how good it could feel while she'd been so focused on his pleasure. "Yeah," she said, nodding with bright eyes and flushed cheeks. "Yeah, gonna fuck you so good, love. Gonna make you come with me inside you." Even the idea made Esther shiver, despite the fact she felt like her body was burning up.  
 
    "Keep touching me," Esther urged, shifting closer so Harrison could tease her nipples while she spread lube very thoroughly over the dildo. She gave a moan, then let her body sway out of Harrison's reach. "Okay," she decided. "We're ready."  
 
    Pulling the toy carefully, Esther twisted it out of Harrison so his body would stretch around it as much as possible. The strap-on wasn't much thicker, but it was longer, would let Esther fuck Harrison deeper. 
 
    All of Harrison’s nerves were replaced by excitement. Esther looked so hot, and the way she instructed him to touch her made Harrison want nothing more. He groaned when Esther pulled the toy out, but that was nothing in comparison with the sounds he was going to make when Esther replaced it with the strap-on. 
 
    Watching her move in closer, Harrison instantly reached out, hands coming up to cup Esther’s breasts. He parted his legs more, letting her settle between them before pulling her down into a kiss. "I'm ready for you, baby," he promised. "Show me how much you want me." 
 
    Esther really did, and she moaned against Harrison's lips, nipping lightly before she pulled back. "Want you so much, love," she breathed as she pressed the tip of the strap-on against Harrison's ass. "Want this so-" There weren't even words, this had been a fantasy for so long.  
 
    Pressing the toys into Harrison had been hot, but having to drive the strap-on into him with her hips was an entirely different experience. Esther was in control, not just with her hands, but with her whole body, and Harrison could do nothing but try to relax as the strap-on pressed in and in and in.  
 
    It felt much bigger than the toys, even with how much lube Esther had put on it. Relaxing was challenging as Esther stretched him out more with the toy. She was slow, though, her body hot against Harrison’s touch. He trusted her, so Harrison focused on that. Esther would make it feel good, she had already made him feel so good. 
 
    He took the strap-on in inch by inch, until Esther’s body was pressed against Harrison’s, the toy fully inside him. He felt full and stretched out in a way that he had never even imagined before. Tilting his head upwards, Harrison sought out Esther’s lips so so he could kiss her. His hands were against her breasts, a thumb rubbing one of her nipples. 
 
    "I'm ready," he decided. "Fuck me, babe. I want you to." And Harrison realised he really did, he wanted Esther to have that power over him, to fuck him just like she wanted to. 
 
    Esther watched Harrison's face, searching for any sign at all that he didn't mean what he said. There was none, and Esther felt her heart pounding hard against her ribs. She moved slowly at first, dragging the strap-on back out before flexing her ass to push it in again.  
 
    Setting a rhythm was hard work, and Esther felt a sheen of sweat along her spine, but it was so fucking worth it. Harrison looked almost dazed, as if his attention was only on her, and Esther loved it. "Feels so good, Harrison," she said, thrusting faster, putting more of her weight into it. She wanted to find that angle that had made Harrison scream, and she grabbed his hip with one hand, trying to pull him against her so she could reach it.  
 
    This was so different but Harrison neither could nor wanted to stop the moans falling from his lips. Esther felt so great inside him, filling him up. Harrison hadn’t known he could even want this, but she was so good. So good at teaching him that this felt amazing. With her naked body above him, all Harrison could do was play with her breasts. One hand against Esther’s nipple, Harrison reached down to wrap free hand around his cock. 
 
    He let Esther’s thrusts move his hand, his cries of pleasure filling the room. And then Esther hit that spot again, making Harrison’s whole body seize. "Yes, yes, fuck, baby, yes, just like that," he chanted. 
 
    Esther could feel Harrison's hand moving against her stomach, and she moaned almost louder at that than she had at his fingers against her nipple. "Yess, Harrison," she urged. "Touch yourself for me." There was something incredibly fucking hot about knowing Harrison would want to touch himself while she was fucking him, that it felt good enough for him to want to come. Esther could have helped, of course, wrapped a spare hand around Harrison's cock, but it made her feel much more powerful not to, instead to tell him to do it for himself.  
 
    She thrust harder, and while she knew she didn't hit Harrison's prostate every time, she certainly got better at angling her hips down, her body moving as one as she fucked him. "Come for me," she said, half ordering and half begging. "I want to feel it while I fuck you."  
 
    Esther’s encouragement, as much as her evidently keen wish for him to come, it made all of this so much hotter. Not to mention that the way she fucked into him, steadily, it made Harrison moan and groan and grunt. It felt so good, she felt so good. He wanted to come for her, wanted her to know that she made him come whilst fucking him. 
 
    "Yes, baby, fuck, Esther!" Harrison screamed, his hot cum spilling across his stomach. He came so hard and she was still fucking into him, milking him for all he was worth. When Esther finally slowed down, Harrison pulled her closer to him, her breasts pressing against his chest. 
 
    Esther had always liked making Harrison come, and stroking him or sucking him through his orgasm, making sure the pleasure lasted as long as possible. There was something even better about fucking him through it, knowing she could still thrust hard into him, because his ass wouldn't be oversensitive the way his cock would.  
 
    Kissing her, Harrison breathed hard against Esther’s lips. "Happy birthday, baby," he said a little teasingly, because this had also definitely been a present for him, even if Harrison hadn’t known it was one he’d wanted. 
 
    Esther collapsed on top of him, feeling both so powerful still, but also dainty compared to his broad chest and the way he teased her, so familiar. "Best birthday present ever," she told him, sincerely meaning it. It had been exactly what she'd wanted, and it meant so much that Harrison had given it to her. "Thank you," she added, pressing a kiss against his lips.  
 
    "You're very welcome," Harrison said truthfully. He hadn’t known he’d want this, he hadn’t known he could enjoy it, but like with many things Esther suggested, Harrison had come to really love it. In fact, he felt that this would not be the last time Esther would fuck him. It pleased him how much she, too, clearly enjoyed it. 
 
    Holding her hips, Harrison pushed her off him slowly, giving a small grunt as the strap-on slipped out of his ass. "I'm going to make you come so hard," he promised easily, flipping Esther over so he could kiss his way down her body. Harrison knew exactly how to thank Esther for fucking him so well, and it involved his mouth against her pussy. 
 
    



 
   
  
 

 They Take Him: A Threesome Male Submission Story 
 
      
 
    Vicky wasn’t really sure how her friend had convinced her to do this, but it was certainly true that Mina had a way with words. Truthfully, this definitely was a fantasy Vicky had had for ages, it just wasn’t one she’d quite expected to ever fulfill, or to have her friend be the one encouraging and organising it. And yet, here they were, at a posh hotel room, waiting for a guy they’d met on Tinder to show up. 
 
    "Don't be nervous," Mina told Vicky as if that was going to be the thing that stopped her nerves from standing on edge. "It's only sex," she teased, making Vicky flip her off, because yes, she knew that, but it was still sex with a stranger. A stranger that she was going to share with Mina. At least Vicky had had sex with Mina before, otherwise this would be even more nerve-wrecking. 
 
    Finally, there was a knock at the door and Vicky smoothed her dress out, as if that was going to be the deal-breaker. The guy, once Mina let him in, looked exactly like he had in his Tinder profile. Smooth, muscled chest, wide shoulders, great hair. 
 
    "Hi," Mina said with far more confidence than Vicky had. "I'm Mina, this is Vicky. Thanks for agreeing to let us fuck you," she added startling a laugh from Vicky because it was just so blunt and yet certainly true. 
 
    Licking her lips, Vicky nodded, before taking a step closer. "I'm a little nervous," she admitted. "But I'm sure that will pass." 
 
    "Sucking a dick really helps nerves, I hear," Mina nodded. "Well, I think it's sucking on something, but a dick seems like a good choice." 
 
    Marco laughed, the gaze of his dark eyes moving between Mina and Vicky as he ran a tongue over his own lips. Any suspicion that it might have been a nervous gesture quickly evaporated, as Marco reached to grab the back of his own shirt and pull it off in one smooth movement.  
 
    "I'm Marco," he added, hands moving to the button of his jeans. "And if you think it will help -" He smirked, raising an eyebrow at Mina.  
 
    Vicky licked her lips, mouth salivating just at the way Marco pulled his shirt off. He really was very good looking. Vicky was almost too distracted by it and it wasn’t until Mina reached to tug on her hand that she recalled what they’d been talking about. Watching this stranger undress was so hot and Vicky could already feel herself getting wet just at the thought of what her and Mina could do to him. What he could do to them. Not to mention, what they could do to each other. 
 
    Dropping to her knees, Vicky ran her hands up Marco’s legs. She reached to push his jeans down, giving an almost involuntary moan when she saw how big his cock looked through his boxers. "I think Vicky's very into the idea of sucking your cock to get rid of her nerves," Mina commented with clear amusement in her voice, before she ran a hand through Vicky's hair. 
 
    Glancing up at Marco through her lashes, Vicky licked her lips again before she pushed his underwear out of the way, taking Marco’s cock in her mouth in one smooth move. He wasn’t fully hard yet, which Vicky loved, because it meant she could make him hard with her mouth. 
 
    The groans that followed were encouraging, and Vicky wasted no time before starting to suck, her tongue moving against the undershaft. 
 
    There was nothing nervous or hesitant about Vicky's mouth, and Marco moaned his approval. He dropped one hand to Vicky's head, running his fingers through her hair in a gesture very like Mina's. The muscles in his stomach tightened as he thrust his hips forward, his cock sliding over Vicky's clever tongue.  
 
    "What are you into?" Marco asked Mina, tearing his gaze away from Vicky's lips stretched around his cock. "You are both going to fuck me?"  
 
    Mina smirked, taking a step back from where Vicky knelt at Marco's feet. "Yes," she answered. "When we’re ready." Slowly, she moved her hands to the buttons of her blouse, and Marco gave an appreciative groan.  
 
    "She's stripping," Marco said, clearly addressing Vicky, but not taking his eyes off Mina's display.  
 
    Vicky turned her head slightly - not so much she’d have to move away from Marco’s dick - to look at Mina. There was no shyness about her at all, and she stroked over her own breasts as she removed her clothes. Vicky moaned against Marcos’ cock, to demonstrate how much she appreciated the sight. 
 
    "Is Vicky doing a good job?" Mina asked and Vicky moaned again, wanting Marco to have no reason to say that she wasn’t. With one hand against Marco’s hip, Vicky slid her other one around to his ass, giving it a squeeze as she sucked his cock harder, head bobbing back and forth. 
 
    The way Marco's breath stuttered as he pumped his hips forward into Vicky's mouth could really have been answer enough. "Yes," he responded, looking down at Vicky's upturned face. "A wonderful job."  
 
    Once naked, Mina dropped to her knees next to Vicky, who pulled back to kiss her friend, mouth wet with saliva and Marco’s precum. Mina gave her lower lip a bite before moving so she could take Marco’s cock into her mouth. Vicky leaned back a bit on her heels, looking up at Marco. 
 
    He groaned as Mina's mouth took over from Vicky's, his thighs tensing as he thrust forward harder, evidently feeling she had the confidence to take it. He licked his lips, watching the way Vicky stilled, the way she almost seemed to be waiting.  
 
    "How are the nerves?" Marco asked, his question a little broken in the middle by a gasp as Mina's tongue swirled against the head of his cock. "Think you're ready to strip for us?" Mina made an appreciative noise, and Marco moaned louder.  
 
    Vicky gave half a laugh at the question about her nerves, because Mina had been quite right in her suggestion that sucking a cock would help. What also helped was watching Mina’s mouth work Marco’s cock, she looked so fucking hot, as did he. 
 
    Reaching to pull the zipper on her dress down, Vicky didn’t answer Marco in words, but she sure did pull her dress off slowly enough that it felt like an answer in its own right. She wasn’t wearing a bra under it, which meant that Vicky’s breasts spilled out as soon as she pulled the material away. 
 
    Leaving her panties on for now, Vicky moved back in closer to Mina, reaching out to run her hand over her friend’s bare back and then around to her breasts, pinching against Mina’s nipples to make her moan again.  
 
    "She likes that," she told Marco. "Remember it," Vicky instructed. 
 
    Marco raised an eyebrow, looking half-surprised but half-pleased by the authority in Vicky's tone. Slowly enough that it very much looked like he was putting on a show, Marco trailed a hand up his own chest. When his fingers reached his nipple, he pinched it hard enough to make himself cry out.  
 
    The sound made Mina look up, taking Marco's cock deeper into her throat. Marco's free hand came to rest on her head, fingers toying with her hair enough to make it tickle against her skin.  
 
    "What do you like?" he asked, glancing down at Vicky.  
 
    Vicky’s voice caught in her throat briefly, because watching Marco play with his own nipples the way she did with Mina’s was so hot. Mina was hard at work sucking Marco’s cock and Vicky was very impressed by how deep Mina could take it, especially since Marco was big. 
 
    "I like a lot of things," Vicky answered. Giving one more pinch to Mina’s nipple, Vicky pressed her hand against her friend’s shoulder to push Mina off Marco’s cock. "Get on the bed," she told him before giving Mina a wide grin.  
 
    "Vicky likes her pussy eaten," Mina told Marco confidently and Vicky gave a small laugh. Mina certainly would know. 
 
    After kicking himself free of his shoes and clothes, Marco strolled over to the bed, not slowly, but carefully enough to suggest he liked the idea of Mina and Vicky watching. "That's lucky," he said, with a grin at Mina. "I happen to be very good at eating pussy." He sucked his lower lip between his teeth, running his tongue over it before letting it slip back, wet with saliva.  
 
    Instead of lying on the bed, Marco knelt up, legs spread and cock thrusting forward between them. He ran one long-fingered hand over his length, thumb gathering a drip of pre-cum from the end and spreading it down over his cock.  
 
    "Are you going to let me eat you out, Vicky?" he asked, his voice low.  
 
    Both Vicky and Mina's eyes followed the action and Vicky licked her lips. "Oh yes," she nodded. She might've been nervous, but not so nervous she was going to refuse to test exactly how good Marco was at his claim. With a hand against his shoulder, Vicky pushed him back to the bed. "Lie down," she instructed, waiting for him to do so, to scoot up enough to make room for both Vicky and Mina. 
 
    With Mina returning to Marco’s cock, Vicky crawled up his body, hands caressing over his muscled stomach. She ran her tongue over Marco’s lips before pulling back and moving so she could straddle his face. Her panties were still on, but he could easily push them aside. 
 
    Marco didn't hesitate, pressing his mouth against Vicky's panties, tongue dragging over the cotton, getting it nice and wet. His cock twitched in Mina's mouth, and she grazed her teeth lightly against him. Mimicking her action, Marco dragged his nails up Vicky's thighs, leaving light scratches on his way to slip his fingers under her panties.  
 
    He dragged the material to the side, tongue licking immediately against Vicky's pussy. Loudly, Marco moaned at the taste of her, wanting to let both Vicky and Mina know he was enjoying himself. As if she were rewarding him, or perhaps training him, Mina pulled her mouth back, leaving only the teasing sensation of her tongue flicking against the head of his cock.  
 
    One hand squeezing Vicky's ass, encouraging her to rock into him, Marco flicked his tongue similarly around her clit.  
 
    Vicky moaned loudly in response, hand coming up to press against the wall so she could keep her balance. Marco’s tongue licked against her, lapping at Vicky’s wetness and running over her clit, making sharp cries of pleasure fall from Vicky’s lips. "Fuck," she breathed.  
 
    "Oh? Was he telling the truth about his eating pussy skills?" Mina inquired from behind Vicky and Vicky moaned again. She didn’t bother replying, instead shifting her hips, almost riding Marco’s face as he licked her out.  
 
    Mina’s mouth briefly returned to Marco’s cock, Vicky could tell both by the sounds he made but also by the way his body moved. Before long, though, Mina had pulled back with a wet pop.  
 
    "Turn around, Vicky," she said and Vicky whined, not very pleased at the idea of needing to move. She did, nonetheless, kicking her panties off in the process before resettling on Marco's face and moaning when his tongue returned to her pussy straight away. "My, my, he is good," Mina observed before she leaned over to suck on Vicky's nipples, abandoning Marco's cock for the time being. 
 
    So focused on Vicky's pussy, fucking her from behind with his tongue, Marco didn't even pause to protest about the neglect of his cock. Between his mouth and Mina's, Vicky rocked back and forth, and Marco worked to match her rhythm.  
 
    Hooking an arm around Vicky's leg, Marco moved to replace his tongue against her clit with his fingers, only to find Mina's daintier hand already there. He gave an appreciative moan, clearly enjoying the evidence of the two women touching each other.  
 
    Marco pushed his hips up, trying to get some friction against his cock, but unwilling to abandon Vicky in order to do so.  
 
    Having both Marco’s mouth and Mina’s fingers stimulating her, Vicky couldn’t help the noises she was making. There were moans interwoven with small screams as she rocked her hips harder against both Marco’s tongue and Mina’s hand. When that led to Marco’s tongue slipping inside Vicky, the cry of pleasure she gave surrounded them. 
 
    With Mina’s mouth teasing her nipples, Vicky brought her hand up to return the favour, fingers tugging against Mina’s hard nipples. In turn, Mina moaned, before kissing Vicky, letting her swallow up the cries of pleasure. 
 
    Vicky’s orgasm was building steadily and she rocked her hips harder and harder against Marco’s face, almost demanding he made her come. "Fuck, yes, yes, yes," she chanted pulling back from Mina’s kiss. 
 
    Marco couldn't see what was going on above him, but he could hear the way Vicky's moans were muffled, feel how she only got wetter against his tongue.Vicky's hips moved harder, demanding more and more, and Marco's breath came hot against her as he strove to bring her to orgasm.  
 
    Deciding that Vicky needed something more, Marco pressed two fingers into her, his tongue still moving around them, exploring as much of Vicky's pussy as he could reach.  
 
    "That's it," Mina agreed, her fingers crooked against Vicky's clit, circling harder and faster. "Come on, Vicky. Don't you want to come first?" Marco groaned, fingers plunging faster into Vicky.  
 
    Vicky very much wanted to come first and Marco’s fingers, together with Mina’s fingers, were doing an excellent job at getting her there. She was so wet, and having Marco’s tongue lap it all up made Vicky even hotter. His fingers fucked into her and Mina’s rubbed Vicky’s clit so well that it wasn’t long before she was coming, the pleasure spreading through her body. 
 
    "Yesss, ohgod, yes!" She screamed as the pleasure rocked through her, waves of it moving so pleasantly as Vicky’s muscles tightened around Marco’s fingers. When her pleasure finally calmed, Vicky kissed Mina roughly. "Your turn," she told her friend, sliding off Marco's face. 
 
    Mina didn’t hesitate to replace her, moaning eagerly against Marco’s tongue. Vicky, in turn, moved to reach for Marco’s cock, fingers wrapping around him before she straddled him, leading his cock inside her. 
 
    Marco didn't have time to catch his breath before Mina was sitting on his face, and his moan against her pussy sounded very much as if he liked it that way. It urged Mina to rock against him, grinding her hips down against his mouth.  
 
    Mina cried out in response, just as Marco thrust his cock up into Vicky’s fingers, into the heat of her pussy tightening around him. His knuckles went white where his fingers clutched at Mina's hips, holding her still.  
 
    Most of the sounds that Marco’s gave in response to his cock in Vicky were swallowed up by Mina’s pussy, but Vicky hardly minded. If she had thought he’d been big when she’d first seen him, it was nothing to what he felt like inside her. Marco’s cock wasn’t just long, it was thick, too, stretching Vicky out most pleasantly. She rocked steadily, leaning forward to suck one of Mina’s nipples in her mouth as she did. 
 
    "Ah, fuck, you are good with your mouth," Mina moaned as she rocked against Marco’s face. 
 
    "He really is," Vicky agreed, having first hand experience there, before sucking hard on Mina’s other nipple, making her yelp. "He's pretty good with his cock, too," Vicky added with a smirk once she pulled back again.  
 
    It definitely wasn’t untrue, not the way she rode him harder and harder. Vicky didn’t want Marcos to come just yet, though. Or any time soon, really, so she slowed down and then started back up again. 
 
    Pinned to the bed by Mina sitting on his face, Marco could only groan in frustration as Vicky slowed down. Mina echoed the sound, her hips grinding faster against Marco's mouth. "No!" she gasped, her breasts bouncing against her chest as she tried to buck her hips out of Marco's grip. "Don't slow down!"  
 
    Marco's hips under Vicky tried to thrust up, bucking to find an angle he could slam into her deeper, but he had very little leverage to work with. Mina turned, her hands disappearing into Marco's hair, pulling his mouth up against her and almost screaming as he responded.  
 
    "Fuck, yes," she cried, lifting her other hand to her own breast, familiar half-moans pouring from her lips. She bounced against Marco once, twice, then moaned even louder as her body shook and she came.  
 
    Vicky licked her lips as she watched Mina fuck herself against Marco’s mouth. She loved seeing Mina be so demanding, so dominant. Her own pussy responded, muscles tightening around Marco’s huge cock. "Fuck," Vicky moaned, certain that if she didn’t pull back now, she’d just fuck Marco until he came. She couldn’t have that, not yet. 
 
    Pulling Mina off Marco, Vicky got off his cock, pressing her friend down on the bed and crawling over her body. She licked Mina’s nipples, before sucking one between her lips. Their tangled legs were half across Marco. Under Vicky’s mouth, Mina moaned, only making Vicky suck her nipples harder. 
 
    Marco turned onto his side, giving an appreciative whistle at the sight of Vicky and Mina tangled together. His ran a hand down his stomach, hesitating over his cock before he traced his fingers along Mina's thigh.  
 
    He pressed a finger into Mina's pussy, shifting closer so he could twist his wrist to slide deeper. "As lovely as this is to watch," he said, and his voice sounded pleasingly hoarse, "is it Mina's turn to fuck me now?"  
 
    Eyes still glazed from Vicky's mouth against her nipples, Mina looked up. "That depends," she said, surveying Marco with an interested gleam. "How do you feel about really being fucked?"  
 
    The deep groan Marco gave at the question could really stand as answer enough.  
 
    Vicky gave Mina’s nipple a small bite at her words, but even more so at the sound Marco made. She doubted he truly knew what Mina meant, but Vicky, did. She moved back slightly, back pressing against Marco’s chest as she watched the man finger Mina. "She's very good at really fucking you," Vicky said grinding her ass against Marco’s cock. 
 
    "I am," Mina hummed in a tone that sounded, at least to Vicky who was already so wet and so needy, very seductive. Mina thrust her hips against Marco’s fingers a few more times, moaning as she did so before pulling back again. 
 
    "And I've got just the thing," Mina added getting off the bed. Vicky followed her with her eyes, but also leaned more into Marco’s touch, especially when his hands came up to cup Vicky’s breasts. "How do you feel about really really being fucked?" Mina asked pulling a strap-on out from her bag. 
 
    Vicky gave a moan just at the sight of it. The idea of Mina fucking either of them with it very hot.  
 
    Marco's eyes widened, but the moan that vibrated from his chest certainly didn't sound horrified. He shifted, his cock pressing against Vicky's ass as he ground his hips forward. "I've never been fucked while I fucked someone else," he admitted, dragging his lip between his teeth as if he was already imagining how it would feel.  
 
    "But you have been fucked?" Mina asked, and Marco gave a sharp nod. The strap-on wasn't huge, not even as big as Marco's cock, which he thrust between Vicky's thighs, not taking his eyes off Mina and her toy.  
 
    "Do you want me on my knees?" he asked, though he didn't move away from Vicky's body on the bed.  
 
    "Yes," Mina answered and Vicky moved fairly quickly. If Marco was going to be on his knees, Vicky could be splayed in front of him, so his mouth could return to her pussy. Her movement made Mina laugh. "She knows what she wants," Mina observed and Vicky didn't even try to object. 
 
    It was pretty exciting that Marco had done this before, it made him so much more agreeable to do it again (though, Vicky was certain that Mina would’ve convinced him anyway, she was good at that). "She'll take good care of you," Vicky promised, propping herself up against the pillows before opening her legs wide, exposing her wet pussy to Marco. 
 
    "Go on," Mina encouraged, getting behind Marco with some lube. "Eat her out whilst I prep you." 
 
    Marco slid his hands under Vicky's legs, one hand splayed against her thigh to keep her legs open while the other curled around her ass. He leaned down, pushing his ass up as he pressed kisses along Vicky's thigh.  
 
    Her pussy was so wet, and Marco took his time licking her liquids off her skin with long strokes of his tongue. When Mina pressed her first finger inside him, his teeth nipped sharply at the muscle of Vicky's thigh, making her breath hitch.  
 
    "Alright?" Mina asked, and Marco rocked his hips back instead of answering, giving a groan as Mina's finger pressed deeper.  
 
    He circled his tongue around Vicky's clit, his body still swaying back towards Mina.  
 
    Vicky felt like she could almost feel what Mina was doing to Marco, though that might’ve just been because she knew what Mina was doing. Rather than focusing on that, Vicky relaxed into Marco’s touch, moaning as he licked against her clit. With his strong arms against her sides, Vicky pressed more down onto Marco’s mouth. 
 
    "She's so tasty, isn't she?" Mina said behind Marco and he gave a grunt against Vicky's pussy. She had no idea if it was in response to Mina's words or her fingers, but either way it made Vicky moan. 
 
    "Tell me what you're doing," Vicky encouraged, looking at Mina, enjoy the way her friend looked behind Marco, how her naked breasts swayed. Vicky wished she was closer to touch her. 
 
    "I've got two fingers in him," Mina answered with no hesitation at all. "Stretching him out. Feels so hot, Vicky. Rock back for me, baby," Mina encouraged, one hand flat against Marco's back and the other... well, up his ass. 
 
    Marco did push his ass back, Mina's hand moving with him as he fucked himself against her fingers. The muscles in his thighs tightened and relaxed with every movement, his cock rubbing against air as if it were another body under him.  
 
    "He's so tight," Mina said, her face drawing into an expression of concentration. "Come on, relax for me," she urged, and made a pleased noise in her throat as Marco evidently did his best. "That's it, that's good, baby."  
 
    Shifting one hand, Marco slid a finger over Vicky's pussy, so wet there was barely any friction as he pressed it up inside her.  
 
    "Fuuuck," Vicky groaned at the finger in her pussy. She thrust her hips down against Marco. She was so wet, trying to get another finger in with her shifting. When Marco obliged, Vicky gave a cry of pleasure. It was closely matched by the one Marco gave when Mina slid another finger in his ass. 
 
    He thrust back and Vicky thrust forward, trying to make sure his fingers stayed inside her. "Miiiina," Vicky whined, as if her friend could make sure Marco kept fingering her. In return, Mina laughed, shaking her head. 
 
    "It's alright, Vicky, he'll fuck you good," she promised and Vicky bit her lower lip, a small ‘yeah’ dying on her lips as Marco pushed his fingers in her again. She moaned loudly, hips wiggling against his hand. 
 
    Mina slapped Marco’s ass hard before she moved to get the strap -on. "Go on, then, get your cock in her," she encouraged and Vicky gave a very energetic nod. 
 
    "Yes, get your cock in me," she agreed. 
 
    "As long as you fuck me good," Marco agreed, using the hand under Vicky's ass to pull her down the bed, so she wasn't quite so propped up by pillows. "I've been promised great things." He raised an eyebrow at Vicky, though his grin suggested very little doubt about Mina's ability.  
 
    Lining his cock up, Marco chuckled. "Those nerves disappeared, then?" he observed. He licked his lips, glancing over his shoulder at Mina holding the strap on. "It's hot," he assured them both. "Two sexy women who know exactly what they want me to do."  
 
    And he did get his cock into Vicky then, thrusting it into her in one smooth movement, groaning loudly as he pulled back only to do it again.  
 
    "Oh god," Vicky moaned. "Fuuuck." A steady string of moans fell from her lips, the room quickly filling with the sounds she made at how Marco fucked her. When Mina returned behind him he slowed down, making Vicky whine, but she didn’t push back - like how she wanted - knowing that Mina needed him to be somewhat still so she could go slow. 
 
    Mina did go slow, and Vicky was so tempted to complain, but instead she just watched Marco’s face.  
 
    "Relax, baby," Mina whispered as she lined herself up with Marco. "I'll go slow," she promised and Vicky couldn't resist rolling her hips lightly. 
 
    "At first," she teased, making Mina chuckle, but her friend didn't disagree. 
 
    Marco's body didn't completely still, his hips nudging forward so his cock rocked into Vicky's pussy. He dropped his head down, mouth finding Vicky's shoulder and muffling his moans against it as Mina pressed the strap-on into him.  
 
    "Fuck, it feels big," he said, his voice strained as his muscles seemed to tremble with the effort. He moaned again, pushing his ass back, cock sliding almost out of Vicky's pussy as he tried to get the strap-on deeper.  
 
    "It's good," he breathed, his chest heaving. "Fuck, it feels good." One of Mina's hands settled on his hip, urging him to tilt his hips so she could slide deeper. Marco cried out, rocking between Mina and Vicky like he didn't know what he wanted most.  
 
    "Yeah," Vicky nodded. Her hand brushed over Marco’s arm and she moaned when he pushed back into her. "Mina's so good with that," she promised. Vicky was eager to feel Mina fuck Marco as Marco fucked her, the thought alone making her so much wetter around Marco’s cock. 
 
    Mina drove her hips forward, stilling once the strap-on was all in, clearly giving Marco a moment to adjust before she pulled back and then thrust forward again. Her motions made Marco drive forward into Vicky and she gave an almost surprised cry of pleasure. It felt good, better than she had imagined, to have Mina fuck into Marco and feel it all the way into Vicky’s pussy. 
 
    "Harder, Mina, please," Vicky moaned, pleased when her request led to Marco fucking into her harder. 
 
    The sound of Mina's hips slapping against Marco's ass was mostly drowned by Vicky's moans, and Marco's, as Mina fucked into them both. Marco braced his arms against the bed, pushing himself back into Mina's thrusts even harder, letting her and the momentum slam him forward into Vicky.  
 
    "Just like that, baby," Mina urged, her hands tightening on his hips, her nails leaving red scratches against his skin. She pulled him back against her, breasts bouncing as she caught her breath.  
 
    "Harder?" she asked, looking down at Vicky over Marco's body between them.  
 
    "Oh yes," Vicky nodded eagerly, because harder was always better in her books. Mina certainly didn't disappoint, slamming into Marco hard. In turn, that made Marco slam into Vicky hard, and she moaned loudly. "Fuck yes!" 
 
    Mina moved faster and Marco’s athletic body moved in sync into Vicky, his cock going deeper with every push. "Ah, shit, yes, yes, yes, Mina, yes!" Vicky moaned as Marco’s cock hit just the right spot inside her. Tilting her head up, Vicky kissed Marco hard, teeth grazing against his lip. She definitely didn’t feel nervous now. 
 
    "She's so good," Vicky muttered, somewhat in between her moans of pleasure. "And you're so good, fuck, your dick feels so great in me," she told Marco, her breasts bouncing at every push he gave. 
 
    "And you're so good," Mina added, and Marco only really seemed able to moan his agreement. "Taking his dick so well, you sound so hot." Marco moaned even louder, and Mina gave a breathless laugh. "You sound hot, too," she assured.  
 
    Marco did his best to angle his hips against the same spot, fucking into Vicky as much as he was able with how he was caught between their two bodies. "You both feel fantastic," he managed, grunting with effort between the words.  
 
    Another hard thrust from Mina sent Marco forward, driving his hips down and into Vicky. "Fuck!" he swore. "So close." Mina pulled back, slowing her pace, making Marco whine at the loss. He did fuck into Vicky faster, trying to make up the difference by slamming himself back against Mina's body.  
 
    With the two of them atop her, Vicky felt so good, especially with how Marco fucked her harder. She knew he was close, but Vicky didn’t want him to stop fucking her in the steady pace, especially not when he hit that spot inside her again. "Oh, yes! Marco, again, please," Vicky cried. 
 
    Much to her delight, Marco followed her cries, driving his cock in her harder and harder, hitting that spot over and over again. Mina seemed to match his movements, and the sounds Marco made sounded a lot like she was hitting the right sort of spots for him too. 
 
    "Oooooh, yesssss!" Vicky moaned, as the throes of pleasure run through her. Her orgasm hit her hard and briefly Vicky lost all sense of anything but how good Marco’s cock felt inside her. She heard Mina slam into him once, twice and then there was a loud cry from Marco as he came inside Vicky. 
 
    Even after he came, Marco's hips twitched lazily against Vicky and back towards Mina as he made soft, satisfied noises. Mina ran her hands approvingly over his sides, her voice low as she murmured. "Such a good job, baby," she assured him, pulling the strap-on back with a whine from Marco.  
 
    "I don't know which of you looks more well fucked," Mina said, reaching for Vicky's hand with one of hers, Marco still between them.  
 
    "I feel it," Marco replied, stretching as he collapsed onto the bed, not quite moving off Vicky's legs, but at least making an effort not to completely crush her beneath his full weight.  
 
    Vicky laughed, though she did also feel very well fucked. "Thank you, Mina," she said, in relation to both the fucking and making sure Vicky actually had a threesome. Turning slightly, Vicky kissed Marco. "And you," she added. "You were very good." Marco definitely had been. 
 
    Mina collapsed next to them, running her hands over Marco as she pressed against his back. She then moved her hand over to one of Vicky’s breasts, fingers teasing Vicky’s nipple. It made Vicky gasp lightly and Mina smirked. 
 
    "So which one of you is going to make me come?" 
 
    Marco laughed, but he did also make the effort to roll onto his side, hand sliding over Mina's waist, up to her breast, cupping it with his palm over her nipple.  
 
    "Both?" he suggested, raising an eyebrow at Vicky over Mina's shoulder. "Unless you're too well fucked." His smirk was almost smug, but there was a lot of teasing in it, as well.  
 
    Mina rolled to her side, too, hooking one of her legs over Marco's behind her, knee bent up so he pussy was easily accessible. "You going to show me how good you can be with your mouth?" she asked Vicky.  
 
    "Oh, yes," Vicky nodded eagerly. She was very well fucked, in large parts thanks to Mina, but Vicky still wanted her friend to come, too. "Play with her breasts," she told Marco, sliding down on the bed so she could get to Mina's pussy. 
 
    Running her tongue over her lower lip, Vicky ran her fingers over Mina’s inner thighs, before leaning in to lick against her, tongue light against Mina’s clit. She was so wet, and it pleased Vicky to know that it had been from fucking Marco who was fucking Vicky. 
 
    She glanced up through her lashes to make sure that Marco was doing as she’d instructed, before lowering her mouth against Mina again, humming as she gave a loud moan. 
 
    Marco's fingers against her breasts made Mina's breath catch, her body squirming as she tried to get both him and Vicky closer. "You can pinch harder than that," she told Marco, and then moaned even louder as he obeyed.  
 
    Mina leaned back against Marco's chest, using the leverage to lift her hips up to meet Vicky's tongue.  
 
    "Please," she begged, eyes wide as she looked down at Vicky between her legs.  
 
    Moving one hand, Vicky pressed a finger inside Mina, licking upwards over Mina's clit. The other woman cried out, making Vicky moan. Marco was working Mina's nipples well, sucking one between his teeth whilst the other was being rolled between his fingers. Mina was clearly enjoying it, her moans surrounding them.  
 
    Vicky inserted another finger in Mina's wet pussy, tongue rolling around her clit, making Mina's cries so much harder. Having experience in making Mina come meant that Vicky knew the signs. She fingered Mina faster, pulling back enough so she'd have more force with which to push her fingers in and out of Mina's pussy.  
 
    "Oh god, yessssss!" Mina shouted and Vicky could feel her body physically trembling against Vicky's fingers as the orgasm crashed over Mina.  
 
    Marco's mouth continued to move over Mina's nipples, his tongue lapping against them gently enough to keep Mina shaking between his body and Vicky's. He didn't stop until Mina whimpered, lifting a hand to lift his chin and bring his lips to hers.  
 
    Mina kissed him hard, making Marco give a small cry when her teeth bit down against his lip. When they moved apart, Marco's lips were red and his eyes looked glazed with lust all over again.  
 
    "Fuck, that was great," Mina said, her hand moving to run through Vicky's hair. "You were both so good."  
 
    Vicky laughed at the praise, licking the sticky taste of Mina off her lower lip before she crawled up her friend's body to kiss her. "We were," she agreed with a grin, moving to kiss Marco, too.  
 
    "You'll have to come play with us again," Mina decided as she ran her hand over Vicky's sweaty back.  
 
    "Yes, definitely," Vicky nodded. Marco had been an excellent choice for her first threesome and Vicky would definitely be up for more of this sort of fun.  
 
    Marco's eyes darkened as he watched Vicky and Mina settle their bodies together, licking his own lips as if he wished he could be a part of the kiss they shared. "I take it that's my cue to leave?" he asked, but there was amusement in his tone even as he stretched his body up and off the bed.  
 
    "You've got my number," he added, with a grin. "Hit me up any time." He grabbed one of the hotel's plush towels. "I'm going to shower first," he told them, his eyes watching Mina's hand move down to Vicky's ass. "Please, feel free to carry on. I won't be offended if you can't keep your hands off each other until I get back."  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Playing Outside: Under Her Control 
 
      
 
    Mandy had spent a long time looking forward to summer vacation. A few weeks in a rented beach house was precisely what she felt her and Parker needed. He had been working very hard and Mandy had every intention of rewarding him for it. She’d spent quite a while planning out the things they could do. The first day there, they’d spent just lounging around, with Parker’s head in Mandy’s lap for most of the day. 
 
    Today would be different. Mandy had woken Parker up with demands of oral sex, enjoying the sun that broke through the blinds as Parker ate her out. From then on, their day had followed in a similar way. After breakfast, Mandy had made Parker pleasure her again, before letting him go for a swim in the sea. 
 
    Mandy had been careful not to let Parker come, telling him he wasn’t allowed to until she decided he was. She hadn’t bothered with a cage, but only because Parker had promised he wouldn’t. Mandy was very excited for what she had planned for them, and part of that involved making sure she chose when Parker was allowed to come. 
 
    Once they’d had a lunch - and thus renewed their energy - Mandy led them outside to the deck facing the sea. The house they had rented was remote, the owners had assured Mandy that naked sunbathing would be fine, that the neighbours were unlikely to see. The idea of ‘unlikely’ was very tempting to her. 
 
    Given, Mandy also had much greater plans than just naked sunbathing. 
 
    Parker was kneeling next to the sunbed that Mandy was on, her fingers stroking through his hair lightly. "You've been so good today," she commented. "And you don't even know what I have planned for you." Mandy was certain that when Parker found out, he’d be as excited by it as she was. 
 
    "I'm going to fuck you, baby, I'm going to fuck you so well," Mandy promised. "And I'm going to do it right here. Outside, where anyone might see." 
 
    Parker sat up straighter, his green eyes moving from side to side as he took in the horizon. At the moment, there was no one there to see them, but the deck only had an open fence, which hardly protected them from being watched.  
 
    The way Parker shifted his weight brought attention to the erection tenting his swim shorts, and he had to snatch his own hand behind his back to keep from trying to bring his cock some relief.  
 
    "Right here?" Parker asked, and while there was a tremor of nerves in his voice, there was just as much excitement.  
 
    "Right here," Mandy confirmed, her fingers tightening in Parker’s hair briefly. "Right here where someone might see. And if they do, they'll know what a good sub you are," she promised. It thrilled Mandy to think that they could be seen, and it thrilled her even more to know that they could be seen with her fucking Parker rather than the other way around. 
 
    Moving, Mandy leaned to press a kiss against Parker’s lips. "I'll take good care of you," she told Parker. Mandy always took good care of him, and this whole vacation was to ensure that Parker could relax. 
 
    Getting up, Mandy told Parker to stay on his knees as she went over to fetch the box she’d set out there earlier. Bringing it back, Mandy opened the lid so Parker could see its contents. There were toys there, but also nipple clamps, a lead and, in a pride of place, Parker’s favourite strap-on. 
 
    "You always take care of me," Parker agreed, watching Mandy as she opened the lid to the box. He ran a finger along the lip of the box, not touching anything inside, clearly aware he hadn't been given permission. The toys were for Mandy to touch, for her to decide what would come first.  
 
    Already, Parker's chest was rising and falling faster, betraying his excitement. "Do you want me naked?" he asked, looking up at Mandy with eyes that were a little wider than usual.  
 
    "I do want you naked," Mandy confirmed. "Naked with the collar on," she specified, reaching for the lead that was attached to a collar. Waiting for Parker to strip, Mandy toyed with the lead. She was going to enjoy attaching it to him, holding it whilst she fucked him.  
 
    Mandy loved watching Parker strip, especially when he stripped for her. She could see how hard he was already, licking her lips at the sight. "Have you wanted to come all day?" Mandy already knew the answer but she wanted to hear him say it.  
 
    Parker's throat moved as he swallowed, once again glancing around them before stepping out of his shorts. He gave a laugh in response to Mandy's question, and answered, "I've wanted to come since I tasted you this morning. You know eating you out gets me rock hard."  
 
    Naked, Parker knelt down again, clearly comfortable against the decking as he waited for Mandy to put his collar on. "I feel so exposed," he admitted, his voice breathless. "Knowing anyone could see, and we wouldn't even know. Anyone."  
 
    "Anyone," Mandy repeated, tone similarly lustful as the one Parker had used. It was exciting and Mandy loved how Parker just gave in to what she wanted. More than that, he wanted it, too.  
 
    She placed the collar around Parker's neck, fastening it carefully before attaching the lead to it. Tugging on the lead, Mandy made him lean in so she could kiss him again. One of her hands run down to Parker's nipples and she teased her fingers over them.  
 
    "Want me to use the clamps?" Mandy offered generously, letting Parker choose this, since she had no plans to let him choose anything else.  
 
    Moaning, Parker pushed his chest against Mandy's fingers. His hands were balled into fists by his sides, nails doubtless digging into his palms to keep him from touching himself. Parker always tried his best to be a good sub for Mandy, but self-control was still something he was learning.  
 
    He hardly seemed to give Mandy's question any thought at all before he answered. "Yes! Please." The eager nod he gave made the lead slap lightly against his bare shoulder. "I want you to put them on, so I can show you how much I can take."  
 
    The answer definitely pleased Mandy and she showed Parker as much by giving his nipple a pinch. Hearing him moan in response was very encouraging. Reaching for the clamps, Mandy pinched at Parker's nipple again to make it stand out before she attached the camp to it, back of her finger softly running over the now clamped nipple.  
 
    "Such pretty sounds," Mandy hummed. Hearing the sounds Parker made was one of her favourite things. There were many others, too. Reaching for his other nipple, Mandy gave it an equally sharp pinch.  
 
    Parker's mouth dropped open, which only made his moans louder as his nipple hardened to a peak under Mandy's fingers. The muscles in his stomach tensed under the strain of holding himself still, neither rocking into Mandy's touch nor away from the ache of the clamp she'd already attached.  
 
    "Just you wait," Parker quipped, his smile dimpling one cheek. "They'll be even prettier when you're fucking me." Unless Mandy used a gag, Parker could certainly be relied upon to be loud. "Do you want people to hear me?" he asked, a pale pink colouring his cheeks. "Hear how I'm such a responsive sub for you?"  
 
    Mandy licked her lips, actually taking a moment to think about Parker’s question. She certainly liked the idea of him being loud, but Mandy also had no desire for it to be a performance, something he thought she expected from him. "You can be as loud as you want to be," Mandy decided. That was certainly fair, and gave Parker the ability to be comfortable, which really was one of Mandy’s main motivators. 
 
    "Do these feel good?" She asked tugging on the chain linking the two nipple clamps together, but she didn't really need much more of an answer than the moan that Parker gave. "So good," she muttered, hand running upwards so she could brush her fingers over the collar she'd attached to him. 
 
    Moving on the sunbed, Mandy reached for one of the toys in the box. "Get on all fours," she instructed. 
 
    Parker leaned in to the touch against his collar, far more than he'd allowed himself to move in response to the clamps, only pulling back when Mandy shifted on the bed. "Everything feels good," Parker answered, as if just remembering that Mandy had asked him a question. "You, the clamps, the sun." Light glittered off the sea in the distance, and it certainly made a change from fucking in their apartment at home.  
 
    Carefully, Parker moved to obey Mandy's orders, settling himself with his legs and arms spread, his spine slightly bowed. The chain between the nipple clamps dangled, the movement making Parker's breath hitch. "Like this?" he asked, glancing over his shoulder at Mandy.  
 
    "Yeah," Mandy nodded as she sucked her lower lip between her teeth, biting away a small moan at the sight of Parker. "Just like that." He looked stunning, on all fours there for her, ass thrust towards her. The collar around his neck looked beautiful, and Mandy tugged the lead just a little bit because she could. 
 
    With the chain linking the two nipple clamps together, Mandy knew that the weight would make itself known every time Parker moved. That excited her, too. Knowing he was so committed to her, so trusting. Reaching out, Mandy run a hand over Parker's back and down to his ass. 
 
    Getting the lube, Mandy generously applied it to her fingers, squeezing some against Parker, too. She then moved to slide a finger between his asscheeks, enjoying how Parker's body twitched when she touched his opening. 
 
    "Fuuuck," Parker moaned, his head falling forward, exposing more of the dark leather collar against his tanned skin. His muscles tensed against Mandy's finger, then relaxed, letting her press deeper inside him.  
 
    Parker rocked his hips back, trying to get more of Mandy's finger stretching him. Every movement made the chain between his nipples sway, and Parker's gasps and bitten-off curses got louder each time.  
 
    Spreading his legs more, Parker lifted his head to glance back. "Please," he begged. "Add another finger. I need something bigger."  
 
    Mandy didn't follow Parker's request straight away, mostly to make sure he knew she was in charge, she would be the one to decide when to give him more. When she finally did push another finger in, it was to a loud cry of pleasure from Parker. The sound went straight to Mandy's pussy, making her shift slightly.  
 
    Her movements were slow and she intentionally took her time, pushing her fingers wider and them closing them again. It allowed her to stretch Parker out slowly, tease him as she did so. The noises he made were fabulous and Mandy poured more lube on her fingers so she could insert a third.  
 
    Parker's thighs trembled as he tried to hold still, panting in an effort not to move. As Mandy's third finger pushed all the way into him, he moaned beautifully, his fingers scrabbling at the deck like he needed something to hold onto.  
 
    "Yes, yes, please," he begged, tongue darting out over his lips. "You feel so good, Mandy. So much." Even three of Mandy's fingers weren't as thick around as the strap-on, but she could twist them in a way that made Parker choke on another moan, getting him ready to take even more.  
 
    Mandy’s free hand brushed over Parker’s hip, holding him in place as he pushed more back against her fingers. Rotating her wrist, Mandy did move the fingers inside him more, pulling them out in a slow motion before pushing them back in again. Parker’s moans were definitely increasing, making Mandy so much more eager to fuck him.  
 
    The sun beamed down on them, and Mandy’s pussy wettened at the knowledge that someone might see them, might see how needy and wanting Parker was under her touch. She reached for one of the toys, skillfully covering it in lube with her free hand. 
 
    "Gonna fill you up, sweetheart," Mandy hummed in a promise, before pulling her fingers out of Parker, so she could push the toy inside him instead, giving a moan as his asshole closed around the smaller part of it. 
 
    Parker's own moan was swallowed under Mandy's, but she could hear the little sigh of satisfaction he gave when he felt the toy settle in his ass. Almost instantly, his hips rocked forward, and he whined, his cock and the chain between his nipples swaying in time with his movements.  
 
    "Oh, oh fuck," he swore, his hips moving faster but his hands going flat against the deck as he leaned his weight into them. "It won't move," he protested, though the way the words were followed by another moan rather undermined any actual objection.  
 
    Another, harder thrust made Parker cry out, clearly no longer embarrassed that people might hear him. 
 
    Mandy loved the noises Parker made, she even loved the complaint of how the toy wouldn't move. It was amusing, in a way, and Mandy slapped Parker's ass. "You look so good," she commented, dragging each word out slowly to match the speed with which her hands were stroking over Parker's body.  
 
    Moving to one side of him, Mandy ran a finger over one sensitive, trapped nipple, smirking slightly at the sharp intake of breath that Parker gave. Finally, Mandy reached to undo the clamp and then the other, letting them drop down on the wooden deck.  
 
    "Push up more," Mandy instructed as her palm running over Parker's spine down to his ass.  
 
    The noise Parker made as feeling rushed back into his nipples was too high-pitched to really be called a moan, and lasted until he had to draw in a breath, his chest heaving. It seemed to take him a moment to process Mandy's words, to push his ass higher.  
 
    "Do I look good for you?" he asked, pushing himself up as much as he could, trying so hard to obey Mandy's orders. "A good sub," he added, his toes curling against the warm wood of the deck. "Want to be so good for you. Please."  
 
    He whimpered, head falling forward and sweat sliding down his spine as Mandy took a grip of the plug in his ass.  
 
    "You are," Mandy promised, her hand turning the plug inside Parker. His whine was delicious and Mandy intentionally moved the toy again but slower. Teasing yet another moan from Parker, Mandy resettled the plug.  
 
    With another light slap against Parker's ass, Mandy pulled away. "I'm going to get the strap-on on so that I can show you how good a sub you are," Mandy said, so Parker would know she wasn't leaving him like this (maybe another time). "Stay," she instructed, standing up.  
 
    Though he raised his head to watch her go, Parker didn't let his ass drop, keeping it nice and high for Mandy's return. "I will be," he promised, his voice sounding hoarse from how loud he'd been already. "So good for you, for anyone watching."  
 
    Mandy pulled her dress off over her head, letting her breasts bounce free before she reached for the strap-on in the box. This not being her first time, it took Mandy very little time to put it on. She walked around to the front of Parker, her cock swinging from side to side. "Suck it," she demanded.  
 
    Parker groaned, but only for a moment before he pressed forward. His wide green eyes looked up at Mandy as he stretched his lips around the strap-on. From the way his jaw moved, she could guess how he was swirling his tongue around the head, the same way Mandy did to his cock when she took it into her mouth.  
 
    Slowly, Parker worked his mouth along the thick shaft, taking in every inch until his nose was nearly pressed against the harness. Tilting his head up to take the fake cock still deeper, Parker gave a muffled moan. 
 
    He pulled back, leaving a sheen of saliva against the silicone. "Fuck my mouth?" he asked, his tone half-request and half-plea.  
 
    A request like that was hard to resist, and Mandy brough one hand down to Parker’s hair, fingers tangling in it. "You're so good, sweetheart," she almost cooed. Her tone was much softer than her actions and Mandy thrust forward, fucking Parker's mouth just as he asked her to. The power was almost intoxicating. 
 
    Seeing Parker take the strap-on so well made Mandy hornier with every thrust. "Gonna fuck your ass just as good," she told him, almost physically feeling the vibration that Parker's moan in response sent through the strap-on. 
 
    As Mandy's movements sped up, her fingers tugged in Parker's hair, and she could see the way he moved his head to tug harder. His eyes watered as Mandy's cock brushed the back of his throat, but he didn't pull back, didn't ask her to stop. Instead, she could see the way his adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed around the toy.  
 
    Parker's whole body moved with each thrust, his hips grinding against nothing as he tried desperately to get some friction on his cock. Saliva dripped past the corners of his mouth, and the full length of the strap-on was good and wet by the time Mandy finally slowed her thrusts.  
 
    "You're so beautiful," Mandy said, her hand running over Parker’s cheek, rubbing the saliva over his skin. "So good for me." He certainly was that. On all fours in front of Mandy, so willing to take her cock in deep into his throat, just because she told him to. Mandy was looking forward to seeing how well Parker took it in his ass, too. 
 
    Taking a step back, Mandy just looked at Parker for a bit. The way he was on all fours, hands flat against the floor, ass filled with a plug and pushed up for Mandy to run her hand over it. Finally she reached to pull the plug back out, slow as she did so, a steadying hand against Parker’s hip so he wouldn’t push back. 
 
    He held carefully still, only whining in response to the loss of the plug. "I'm ready," he said, the desperation in his voice reminding Mandy that he hadn't come all day. "I'm so ready," he carried on. "So ready for your thick cock in me, please. I want to be good, want you to see me being good."  
 
    Parker's hips twitched as Mandy pulled the toy all the way out, but he didn't push back, even though he must have wanted to. "Pleeease," he whined, the word drawn out on a long exhale. "Mandy, don't make me wait any more." His voice sounded almost wrecked.  
 
    "I won't, baby, I won't," Mandy promised. Having Parker beg for it, beg her to fuck him, it felt good and she knew she could prolong if she wanted to. Parker might beg more but it was still up to Mandy to decide when and what she did. But what Mandy wanted now was to hear how much Parker would beg as she fucked him. 
 
    Reaching for the lube, Mandy covered the strap-on thoroughly before moving behind Parker, pressing the tip against him. "Relax," she urged. Slowly, but steadily, Mandy pushed in, taking her time to ensure that it wasn’t too much for Parker. Not straight away, at least, because Mandy had every intention of being plenty soon enough. 
 
    Every inch earned her a new noise from Parker - little grunts, and sharp inhales and a deep moan when she finally had the strap-on all the way in. She could watch Parker's ribs expand as he fought to catch his breath, and she gave him the time he needed to adjust.  
 
    "Fuck, I feel so full," Parker groaned, but the way he rocked his hips, dragging himself a little way off Mandy's cock before he pushed back on, made it very clear he was enjoying it. This particular strap-on was Parker's favourite, after all. "Fills me up so good," he added, his hips moving faster.  
 
    One of Mandy’s hands came to settle against Parker’s hip as she ran the other one over his back. She loved the way Parker pulled forward only to push back. "You are so full, baby, so full for me," Mandy agreed, giving her hips a small wiggle. She let Parker move a bit more, pushing himself back against her cock. 
 
    Finally, satisfied that Parker had adjusted to the size, Mandy thrust forward. The sound he gave in response went straight to Mandy’s pussy. "Oh, baby, you're so good," she praised. "Such a good sub, letting me fuck you like this, out here." It was thrilling to know that someone could see, that someone could walk past and see Parker taking it so well, so needily from Mandy. 
 
    Parker moaned, nodding his head in short jerks. His laboured breathing was audible over the distant roar of the ocean, and his shoulders slumped, making him look even more submissive with his ass full of Mandy's cock.  
 
    Rolling his hips back, Parker did his best to fall into Mandy's rhythm, moving with her rather than against her. His muscles twitched every time Mandy slammed into him, noises pouring from his open mouth, none of them quite coherent enough to be actual words.  
 
    With every thrust, Mandy’s breasts bounced and she drove her hips into Parker harder and harder. His moans and cries of pleasure were getting louder and louder. The sounds carried, enough for someone nearby to hear. It only made Mandy fuck into Parker harder, to thrust forward more as he moaned beneath her. 
 
    "I love this, love how good you are at taking my cock. Do you love it, baby? Tell me how much you love having me fill you up," Mandy encouraged, reaching for the lead so she could pull on it as she moved her hips forward. 
 
    The tug on the lead pulled Parker's head up, making his back arch beautifully. "I do," he agreed, his voice almost as loud as his moans had been. "Love how you fuck me, how you make me take it." He rocked back, words breaking off into a mix of Mandy's name and pleading for 'more' and 'harder'.  
 
    As Mandy slowed, making Parker whine, he rediscovered the ability to talk. "Would they stop and watch?" he asked, his head moving like he was checking to see if they did have an audience. "Stop and watch you fuck me, because we look so good?" He moaned again as Mandy shifted the angle of the strap-on, fucking Parker deeper. "I'd watch," he added, with a noise caught between a laugh and a groan.  
 
    "Oh yes, baby," Mandy nodded, her hips still moving steadily as she fucked into Parker. Mandy didn't actually doubt that anyone who'd see them would stop. They looked beautiful, especially Parker. Mandy tugged on the lead, making Parker tilt his head back more. "They'd stop and watch, watch how I fuck you hard and deep." Mandy punctuated each word with a hard thrust, making sure to drive the strap-on into Parker as deep as she could. 
 
    With the sun beaming down at them and the sounds of the ocean carrying in, Mandy could almost imagine all the people who could walk past. They’d see how good Parker was, what a good sub, taking it in the rear hard. It made her want to fuck him more, fuck him even harder. 
 
    "Touch yourself," she told him, wanting to hear Parker as he came, touching himself whilst Mandy drove forward into him. 
 
    "Oh god," Parker gasped, evidently responding to just the idea of obeying Mandy's instruction. "Yeah," he agreed, nodding his head and pulling slightly on the lead. "Such a good sub, getting off on you using me."  
 
    When he lifted a hand from the deck to close loosely around his cock, Parker's body moved even more in response to Mandy's thrusts. He swayed back and forth, Mandy's hips hitting his ass with rhythmic slaps of skin against skin.  
 
    His breath came in frantic gasps, his shoulder moving in time with his hand against his cock. "Mandy, please," he managed, before giving another loud groan as the strap-on hit his prostate.  
 
    Mandy recognised the sound straight away and thrust her hips in the same direction, loving how Parker’s body twisted in response. Doing her best to keep the pace, Mandy pulled the lead, showing Parker just how much she was in control. "Come for me," she told Parker. "Come all across the deck for me." 
 
    As encouragement, Mandy began to fuck Parker even harder, thrusting forward with all her might, a line of sweat dripping down her back. She wanted to hear Parker come, wanted everyone to hear him come. He was doing so well, moaning under Mandy, taking her cock and enjoying it. 
 
    Parker's shoulder moved faster, his hips snapping forward as he thrust his cock into his own hand. It didn't take long, Parker was too obedient not to come as quickly as he could, giving a scream of pleasure as his orgasm crashed over him. The muscles in his ass tightened around the thick cock, and Parker slowly rocked to a stop.  
 
    He didn't pull away, just let Mandy keep slamming the strap-on into him, bracing both hands against the deck. "Fuck, fuck. God, Mandy, please," he begged, though it wasn't very clear what he was begging for. He didn't ask Mandy to stop, even though she could see the way his arms were trembling from the effort of keeping himself on his knees.  
 
    Mandy gave one, two, three hard thrusts, before finally slowing down. Knowing that Parker would need a rest, she didn’t want to overwhelm him, but being the one to fuck him did make Mandy show him who was in charge. That and Mandy knew that Parker loved having her in charge. He loved her deciding when to stop, how hard to make him come. 
 
    Pulling back carefully, Mandy stroked her hands over Parker’s ass. "So good," she repeated, with a satisfied hum. "Come on, baby, get on the sunbed so I can have more fun," she encouraged. Mandy had, of course, had plenty of fun fucking Parker, but now she wanted to come too. 
 
    Parker took a moment, stretching in the sunlight, before he sat upright, hands resting on his knees. Mandy could see how his nipples were still pink from the clamps, and knew they'd still be sensitive. Glancing at the sunbed, Parker asked, "How do you want me?" 
 
    Leaning forward, Parker rested his hands on the edge of the bed. "On my back, so you can sit on my face?" he asked, tongue darting out over his lips like he was eager for Mandy's taste. "Or between your legs?" 
 
    Neither had been Mandy’s plan, but seeing how Parker licked his lips, it was difficult to say no. "Lie back," she told him and watched at Parker stretched out across the sunbed. He looked thoroughly fucked and Mandy’s pussy got even hotter at the sight. Knowing that she was the reason why he looked like that was thrilling. 
 
    When Parker had settled, Mandy moved to straddle him, facing away from him. With Parker’s hands against her legs, Mandy moved up his body backwards, until her ass was high up, her pussy against Parker’s face. The first touch of Parker’s tongue made Mandy moan loudly. She was so wet, fucking him had gotten her so hot. 
 
    "Oh, yes, baby, lap it all up," Mandy said in half a whine, half a moan. 
 
    Parker's hands were gentle against Mandy's legs, his fingers brushing teasingly against her inner thighs. He didn't grip her hard, like many men might've done, instead keeping his touch soft and careful, still submissive. His tongue moved slowly, lapping all the way up to Mandy's clit, circling daintily around it before moving lower again. 
 
    He pushed his tongue lightly inside her, thrusting once, twice, before he withdrew. Every moan Mandy gave, Parker echoed, and she could feel the vibrations against her pussy. Parker knew what he liked, but he took his time, letting the pleasure build slowly. 
 
    Mandy’s moans surrounded them as she pushed her hips back, her pussy more into Parker’s mouth. The gentleness of his touch was definitely an extra layer in how turned on Mandy was. She loved that he touched her so adoringly, like he always wanted to prove himself so good, to treat her the best. It was definitely working, as was the way his tongue circled Mandy’s clit. 
 
    Having Parker push his tongue inside her every so often made Mandy moan louder. "Use your fingers," she instructed, wanting there to be more, wanting Parker to fuck her. "Fill me up, baby, just like how I did to you," she encouraged, rocking more against him. 
 
      
 
    Parker moaned, giving a nod which - briefly - removed his mouth from against Mandy's pussy. He quickly made amends, licking more directly over her clit, matching the rhythm she set with the rocking of her hips.  
 
    One hand stayed gentle against her thigh, and Parker hardly needed to use strength at all to slide two fingers into Mandy's pussy, she was so wet. He opened them inside her, stretching her in much the same way Mandy had stretched him, if for very different reasons.  
 
    "Ooh, yes!" Mandy moaned, rocking her hips back harder. The way Parker stretched her out felt great, and Mandy moved more. Her pussy was so wet that Mandy almost swallowed up Parker's fingers. "More," she encouraged, rocking back harder.  
 
    Mandy could feel the way her pleasure was building. Muscles in her stomach tightened as Mandy's orgasm approached. "So good, baby, just like that!"  
 
    Parker once again moaned against Mandy's pussy, sliding a third finger into her to stretch her out more. He let his tongue circle around his fingers, before licking his way back up to Mandy's clit. Pursing his lips around it, he sucked, like he might do to one of Mandy's nipples. 
 
    His body moved under her, free hand clinging to her hip, clearly trying to pull her closer without losing contact with her pussy. He thrust his fingers in faster, fucking Mandy with them, responding to the noises she made by going faster, angling his fingers deeper.  
 
    As the speed picked up, Mandy cried out in pleasure, thrusting her hips backwards more. Her thrusts met Parker's fingers and the way he pushed them in her. The wet tongue in addition to the fingers inside her made Mandy moan louder and louder, the reminder of how anyone could see the like this making her whole body tremble.  
 
    "Oh fuck, baby!" Mandy screamed before her orgasm crashed over her, waves of pleasure making her muscles tense up, tightening against Parker's fingers and Mandy rocked against them.  
 
    Parker didn't stop, though he did slow down to match Mandy's pace. His tongue licked over her clit a few more times, and the way she shuddered seemed to make him moan encouragingly.  
 
    Pulling his fingers free, Parker loosely held Mandy's hips, his tongue still lapping all the liquids from her pussy. His fingers stroked over her skin, as if he were trying to let her down gently from the height of pleasure.  
 
    Mandy moaned, pressing against Parker's tongue one more time before finally moving off him. Her body felt deeply satisfied and Mandy turned around so she could drape herself half across Parker, tilting her head to kiss him. "You did so well," Mandy praised. "So good at taking it, such a perfect sub."  
 
    Stroking her hand upwards over Parker's chest, Mandy brushed her fingers against the collar still around Parker's neck. "Did you love it? Having me fuck you so hard out here?"  
 
    Parker beamed, leaning in to the hand on his chest, turning so he could see Mandy better. His teeth pressed lightly against his lower lip, gaze sweeping over her, as if realising all over again just how exposed they both were like this. "I really did," he confirmed. "Fuck. I love the idea that someone might have watched, might have seen us."  
 
    He lifted his head to look around, but if there had been any audience, there was no immediate evidence of it. "You're so good to me," he said softly, leaning in to press a kiss against Mandy's lips. "Did you love it? Do you love fucking me?"  
 
    "I did love it," Mandy nodded with a pleased sigh. "I love fucking you," she added, tugging lightly against Parker's collar, before sliding her fingers over his jaw. "And I love you." Tilting her head up, Mandy pressed a kiss against Parker's cheek. "It's a pretty great start to our vacation," she teased. 
 
    They had plenty more time left, and Mandy had many ideas how they could fill it. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Her Rules 
 
      
 
    There was no other word for it, the hotel room Grant had booked for his and Ella's first city break was lavish.The severe modern lines of the floor-to-ceiling windows somehow made the ornate chandelier look even more luxurious, and the plump bed even softer and more inviting.  
 
    Grant lounged back against the headboard, grinning at Ella as she touched up her make-up after their dinner. "Are you dressing to impress, darling?" he asked, and felt a flutter of arousal at the thought that Ella wanted to look good for their guest tonight. 
 
    Like most men he knew, Grant had always liked the idea of a threesome. Ella was the first girlfriend he'd ever had who'd responded with equal levels of enthusiasm. Knowing she wanted to enjoy another woman, while Grant watched, made the whole idea so much hotter.  
 
    Looking over her shoulder at Grant, Ella smiled. Her lips were a dark red that matched her dress, her blonde hair flowing nearly over her shoulders. "I want to make a good impression," she admitted with a small shrug.  
 
    It was difficult to tell and maybe if Grant hadn't known Ella well he wouldn't have noticed, but she was definitely nervous. If they hadn't talked all day about how Ella wanted this, still did want it, Grant might've been concerned. And then there was a knock at the door and Ella's eyes widened.  
 
    "She's here," Ella said, standing up and smoothing her dress. She then gave Grant a look, clearly expecting him to go answer the door.  
 
    "Coming," Grant called, in the general direction of the door as he got to his feet, not bothering to smooth his own rumpled shirt. It gave him the time to cross the room to Ella, setting a hand on the small of her back and pressing a kiss against her cheek - so as not to smudge her lipstick. "You look stunning," he told her, with genuine warmth.  
 
    He had to admit, when he opened the door, that Rachel was stunning, too, if in a completely different way. Where Ella was fair-haired and petite, Rachel was tall, almost as tall as Grant, and dark. Grant had seen her picture online, of course, but in person Rachel seemed to radiate an air of confidence which hadn't necessarily come across on a screen.  
 
    "You're right on time," Grant greeted, not bothering with introductions. They'd all exchanged names and photos online.  
 
    "Being punctual is something of a skill of mine," Rachel said with a smile. She moved past Grant almost gracefully, making her way to Ella to offer a greeting to her, too. "Your dress is beautiful," Rachel told her and Ella blushed, a much lighter red than her dress but still noticeable.  
 
    Rachel's dress was much darker, not quite black but on the edges. "Yours, too," Ella returned and Rachel gave a soft laugh, reaching out to brush a hand over Ella's arm. "Don't be nervous," she told her before turning to Grant.  
 
    "Are you nervous, too?"  
 
    Grant had heard Ella's female friends admiring her dresses often enough, and barely noticed it, but knowing why they'd invited Rachel into their hotel room added an undercurrent of something else entirely, and Grant licked his lips, closing the door and turning to watch Ella and Rachel interact.  
 
    "Isn't anyone going to tell me I'm beautiful?" he asked, with a grin that somewhat answered Rachel's question. Grant felt excited, and not at all nervous. He'd been looking forward to tonight for weeks, since he and Ella had first agreed that they wanted to try a threesome.  
 
    He moved closer, running a hand down Ella's side. "This is a first time for both of us," he told Rachel honestly, watching her nod.  
 
    "It's not a first time for me," she offered in response. "So maybe I should take the lead." It didn't quite sound like a question, for all it was phrased as one.  
 
    Ella moved into Grant's touch, but her eyes did focus in on Rachel, especially when she offered to take the lead. "I'd like that," Ella said, glancing up at Grant to check that he didn't object. "I am a bit nervous," she admitted.  
 
    "That's alright," Rachel promised easily, taking a step closer. She reached out to run a hand over Ella's side, looking up at Grant. "What does she like?" Rachel asked, running her hand upwards, until she could cup Ella's breast lightly.  
 
    "I like--" Ella started to answer but Rachel shook her head.  
 
    "Let him tell me. Let him show me," Rachel encouraged, so Ella stopped, pressing slightly more into Rachel's hand while also shifting into Grant a bit more.  
 
    Grant grinned, enjoying the idea of showing Rachel what Ella liked, and also at the idea of making Ella forget her nerves. He moved behind Ella, pulling her against his body, letting her feel how his cock was getting hard. "She likes feeling how she turns me on," he answered, "knowing how much I want her."  
 
    He glanced up at Rachel, tilting his head. "Do you want her?" he asked, openly, his hands moving to Ella's waist, spanning across her hips.  
 
    Cupping Ella's breast, Rachel ran her thumb over her nipple as she answered, "I do. I want both of you." That sent a wash of heat through Grant's body, and he nodded.  
 
    Lifting one hand to move Ella's hair aside, Grant set his teeth against her earlobe, biting down in the way he knew usually made Ella cry out.  
 
    Ella's breath hitched, and the small moan that fell from her lips was very rewarding. Rachel, to give her credit, leaned in and bit Ella's other earlobe. The sound it made Ella give was much louder, arousal mixing with some surprise, it seemed. Not an unwelcome surprise, not if Ella's moans were any indication.  
 
    Thrusting her ass more back, Ella rocked her hips, rubbing against Grant's cock. "Help me out of my dress?" Ella asked, not actually specifying which of the two she meant.  
 
    Grant moaned, giving an enthusiastic nod at the idea of Ella in her underwear. "You're so gorgeous, babe," he said, moving his hands to the zip of Ella's dress. He looked over her shoulder at Rachel, winking as he undid it and helped tug the dress down Ella's body. He pressed a kiss to Ella's shoulder, letting his tongue drag along the edge of her bra strap. "Isn't she gorgeous?" he asked, feeling increasingly turned on, and rocking his hips against Ella's ass.  
 
    "She is," Rachel agreed, her own hands moving over Ella's body to push the dress down even further, revealing Ella's panties and her lovely tanned legs.  
 
    Ella moaned at the touch, twisting so she pressed against Grant more but giving Rachel more access to her body. Rachel leaned in again to run her tongue up over Ella's neck, teasing it against her earlobe when she got to it. Her hand ran over Ella's naked stomach and she pressed a palm against Ella's breast, rubbing her thumb over the nipple covered by the bra.  
 
    "You can touch me, too," Rachel said, taking Ella's hand and bringing it up to her breast. Ella gave another moan, whether in response to Rachel's touch or her own ability to touch Rachel, it was unclear, but nonetheless hot.  
 
    "Do you want to run your tongue over it?" Rachel asked, making Ella look up. She ran her tongue over her lips, before shaking her head, her hand still against Rachel's breast.  
 
    "No, I want Grant to," she answered turning to give Grant a look that could only be described as lustful.  
 
    Grant's eyes widened slightly in surprise, but he grinned. He always enjoyed when Ella asked for things directly, and he was more than happy to get his hands on Rachel. He didn't move immediately, instead pausing to suck Ella's earlobe into his mouth, knowing it would send shudders down her spine as he tugged at it with his teeth.  
 
    Still trailing a hand over Ella's skin, he shifted to stand closer to Rachel, running his hand over the material of her dress, fingertips seeking out a zipper.  
 
    "Just pull it down," Rachel ordered, not bothering to move her hand from Ella. Grant gave her dress a firm tug, and her breasts spilled out over the top of it. Immediately, Grant ran his tongue over the warm skin, finding her nipple and sucking it into his mouth.  
 
    Ella’s breath caught audibly, almost as if it was her own nipple Grant had sucked in his mouth. Rachel’s fingers were still against Ella’s breast, even if Grant was more focused on teasing Rachel’s own nipple. She moaned in response, her free hand coming up to Grant’s head so she could pull him in closer against her. 
 
    "Come," Rachel told Ella. "Suck the other one," she instructed. There was only the briefest of pauses, before Ella joined Grant, her mouth against Rachel’s other breast. In turn, Rachel moaned louder, her other hand coming to pull Ella’s head closer just as she had done with Grant. "Oh yes, just like that," she groaned. 
 
    Grant met Ella's eyes, and felt his cock twitch as he watched her sucking Rachel's nipple. He tried to pull back, wanting to see how Rachel responded to the light pressure of his teeth, but her grip in his hair hardly let him move. Somehow, that just made Grant feel harder, and he reached out for one of Ella's hands, pulling it to where his cock was tenting the front of his pants.  
 
    He swirled his tongue around Rachel's nipple until she moaned, her fingers tightening in his hair. "You're both so good," Rachel praised, sounding as if that, more than anything else, turned her on. "Ella, pull my dress the rest of the way off."  
 
    The praise seemed to surprise Ella briefly, but she did move back to take Rachel’s dress off. Her hand ran over Rachel’s side, almost as if Ella was exploring. And really, she was. She turned her head to look at Grant and he could see the tiny smile that graced her lips. After the smallest of pauses, Ella leaned in to kiss Rachel. 
 
    The other woman gave a soft moan against Ella’s lips, but then kissed back, dragging her teeth over Ella’s lower lip. Rachel then pulled Grant back, so when she broke the kiss, she could lean in and kiss him too. 
 
    "You're very overdressed now," Rachel observed, smirking slightly. "Strip," she instructed Grant, taking one of Ella's hands and leading her over to the bed. "Strip for us." 
 
    Grant watched, swaying his hips as Ella and Rachel settled on the bed. They made a very attractive and very appreciative audience. Grant could see Ella smiling at him, but more enticing than that he could see how she was watching him.  
 
    Slowly, Grant dragged his shirt off, flexing the muscles of his stomach and giving a surprised laugh as Rachel whistled her appreciation. Even more slowly, he dropped his hands to his pants, opening the buttons one by one.  
 
    When he kicked the pants away and moved to join the women on the bed, Rachel held up a hand. "And the rest," she instructed. As if to motivate Grant, she very deliberately moved her hands to the clasp of Ella's bra, letting it fall off her.  
 
    Ella moved her shoulder toward Rachel, the blush once again returning to her skin. With her eyes still on Grant, Rachel leaned in to press a line of kisses against Ella’s neck. A soft moan fell from Ella’s lips and she held a hand out to Grant, clearly wanting him to join them on the bed. 
 
    Seeing Ella's blush, Grant quickly stepped out of his boxers, leaving them and the rest of his clothes in a heap on the floor as he moved to take her hand. "You're beautiful," he assured her. "It's no wonder you've got two gorgeous partners who want to see all of you." He gave her his best confident grin, which he turned his head to include Rachel in.  
 
    Sliding an arm around Ella, Grant pulled her into his lap, his hand running over her stomach on his way to cup her breast. "What do you want?" he asked, his other hand teasing lower, fingers brushing against Ella's thighs. "Want me to tell Rachel what you want to try?" Grant was very eager to watch Ella eat another woman out, but he didn't want to rush her if she was feeling shy. Not that, in Grant's opinion, she had anything to feel shy about.  
 
    "I don't enjoy being told what to do," Rachel said bluntly. 
 
    "I do," Ella said and then her eyes widened slightly, almost as if she hadn't planned to say that. Rachel, in turn, smirked slightly, running her hand over Ella’s side and up to her exposed breasts. She rubbed her thumb over Ella’s nipple, making the other woman give a soft moan. 
 
    Moving slightly, Rachel leaned over Ella, dragging her lips hotly over Ella’s shoulder and towards Grant. "What does he like, Ella?" Rachel asked, her free hand travelling over Grant’s thighs, but not so close that she actually reached his cock. 
 
    Ella’s eyes followed Rachel’s movements and she licked her lips, giving Grant a look. "He likes watching," Ella said and whilst that wasn’t completely true, the almost deliberate way she said it made it seem very true. Chances were, it was more that Ella wanted him to watch. 
 
    "I do," Grant agreed. He liked the idea of watching, and he was very keen to find out if it lived up to his expectations. So far, it was all very promising, and neither Ella nor Rachel was even naked yet. "I love watching Ella touch herself," he added, his tone sultry. It was something he felt showed just how much Ella trusted him, and he always appreciated that.  
 
    Grant wanted to be involved, too, and he pulled Ella down against his lap, letting her feel how hard his cock was through the material of her panties.  
 
    "Shall we give him something to watch, then?" Rachel asked Ella, dipping her head to once more deliberately lick over Ella's nipple.  
 
    In response to Rachel’s mouth, Ella rocked against Grant’s hard cock, giving a moan at both. She brought a hand up to run through Rachel’s hair, nodding but not actually bothering to give more of a response. There was another soft moan that fell from Ella’s lips as Rachel sucked on her nipple and then a much louder one when Rachel bit her. 
 
    "Fuck," Ella sighed. She moved more against Grant, working her hand to his cock so she could stroke over it. Most of her attention was still on Rachel, though, and Rachel’s mouth on her. 
 
    Briefly, Rachel let go, glancing at Grant. "Take her panties off," she instructed before capturing Ella’s other nipple between her lips, tugging on it until Ella cried out in pleasure. 
 
    It briefly crossed Grant's mind to say that he didn't like being told what to do either, but it was easily overcome by just how much he wanted to take Ella's panties off. "Come on, love, lift up," he urged, as he dragged at her underwear. Once he had it off her, he pulled her back into his lap, facing Rachel.  
 
    Slotting his legs between hers, Grant pushed Ella's thighs apart, running a hand down to her pussy, stroking lightly over her clit. He moaned at finding her wet already. "You're so hot," he told her, not wanting her to feel shy at being so exposed. "I want Rachel to see just how much you want her, how much you want both of us."  
 
    "I do," Ella moaned, pressing back against Grant's fingers. She ran her hands over Rachel's sides, up to her breasts, cupping them with her hands. "You're so hot," she told Rachel before giving another loud moan when Rachel's response was to roll Ella's nipple between her lips, sucking against it.  
 
    Rachel took Ella's hand and led it between her legs, rocking against it. She pulled back from Ella's breast enough to look at Grant. "You want to watch Ella go down on me?" Rachel asked. "Or do you want me to suck you off?"  
 
    "He wants both," Ella answered, her fingers reaching up to push Rachel's panties out of the way.  
 
    Grant laughed, but it was certainly true, he did want both. "Ella's wanted to go down on a woman for a while," he confided, because it was something he and Ella had talked about, part of why Ella had agreed to a threesome, because she was curious. "I want to watch her getting what she wants."  
 
    Stepping out of her panties, Rachel nodded, seeming to pause for a moment to assess the best way to give everyone what they wanted. It made Grant look up at her with approval, quite glad he didn't have to be the one orchestrating things.  
 
    "Stand up," she ordered, and Grant gave Ella a squeeze as they both got to their feet. He watched Rachel's breasts sway as she moved to sit on the bed, parting her legs and patting the sheets between them. "Come here, Ella," she urged, her voice low and seductive.  
 
    Ella dropped down to her knees, crawling towards Rachel. Her movements were slow, but in no way did they imply that she didn’t want this. If anything, the way Ella licked her lips seemed rather interested. She brought her hands up to part Rachel’s legs and then, seemingly, waited for permission to proceed. The smile Rachel gave her showed that she very much liked Ella’s willingness to wait for permission. 
 
    "Go on," Rachel nodded, reaching out to brush her hand over Grant's side and pull him in closer. At the first touch of Ella's mouth, Rachel gave a soft moan. "Yeah, just like that," she nodded, licking her own lips and looking up at Grant through her lashes. "Come closer," she instructed. 
 
    Grant was almost so transfixed by Ella that he didn't hear Rachel, his stomach lurching with desire to run his hands over Ella, to join her in pleasuring Rachel.  
 
    "Grant," Rachel said again, her harsh tone softened by the way his name turned into a moan as Ella ran her tongue between Rachel's lips. "I said come closer," she repeated, and Grant did, carefully kneeling on the mattress so that his cock was roughly at the same level as Rachel's mouth.  
 
    From his position, he could watch Ella perfectly, and he moaned even before Rachel leaned forward to brush her lips teasingly against his cock.  
 
    "Whatever you do to me, Ella, I'll do to Grant," Rachel promised.  
 
    The request seemed to surprise Ella for a moment and she stilled ever so slightly as if thinking about it. When Rachel equally slowed her own movements, something in Ella clicked, as she understood what Rachel meant. From the way Rachel moaned and then ran her tongue up and over the tip of Grant’s cock, he could somewhat imagine exactly what Ella had done with her tongue. 
 
    When Rachel moaned again, joined in the sounds of pleasure by Grant, Ella carried on more energetically, clearly encouraged by it all. It was almost possible to see Ella’s confidence build as she licked Rachel’s pussy. In turn, Rachel moaned around Grant’s cock and then sped up her movements, just as Ella had. 
 
    "Fuck," Grant moaned, one hand gripping hard at the headboard as Rachel ran her tongue over the tip of his cock. "Fuck, that's so hot, knowing exactly what you're doing, babe." Being able to both see and feel what Ella was doing had pleasure building way too fast.  
 
    One of Rachel's hands kept Grant's hip still, her head bobbing up and down his cock while Ella's tongue moved from Rachel's clit down to lap at her liquids. Grant could feel Rachel's lips move over him, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock.  
 
    Abruptly, Rachel pulled back. "I don't want you to come until I do, is that understood?" Desperate to get her mouth back against him, Grant nodded.  
 
    "Yeah," he promised, with no real idea of how he was going to manage it. He would, though, because he didn't want this to be over for Ella.  
 
    The mention of making Rachel come spurred Ella on and she moaned between Rachel’s legs, moving her head more energetically. Rachel gave an almost surprised ‘oh’ and swore, but returned her mouth to Grant’s cock, going faster just as Ella did. Her tongue swirled around Grant and she half-moaned, half-tried to suck his cock but her own pleasure was clearly winning out. 
 
    Letting go of Grant’s cock with a loud ‘pop’, Rachel let the moans fall from her lips, rocking her hips against Ella. "Yes, yes, just like that," she nodded, her hand against Ella's head pulling the other woman in closer. "Fuck, you're doing so well," Rachel encouraged. 
 
    Bringing her mouth back to Grant’s cock, Rachel moaned around it again before beginning to suck harder, her tongue teasing the climax closer just as Ella was doing to her. 
 
    The harder Rachel sucked, the more difficult it became for Grant to hold back. His knuckles went white where he gripped the headboard, but he fought to keep his hips still, letting Rachel show him what Ella's movements were.  
 
    He could see Rachel's hand still clutching Ella's head, hear Ella's moans against Rachel's pussy, and feel Rachel's echoing moans vibrate against his cock. "Fuck," Grant cried, hips bucking forward into Rachel's mouth. "I'm not going to-"  
 
    He didn't even get the sentence out before he came, aftershocks of pleasure making every muscle twitch as he leaned heavily against the wall.  
 
    Rachel pulled back, wiping her mouth. She ran her tongue over her lower lip and then reached to pull Ella back away from her. "No," she said and Ella genuinely looked almost sad for a moment. "He fails, I punish you both,” Rachel told Ella shaking her head. "But you did very well." That did earn a smile from Ella and Rachel urged her up from the floor. 
 
    Leaning in, Rachel kissed the wetness of Ella’s lips. "Later, you can make me come," she promised before glancing at Grant. "For now, you’re going to help me punish Grant for not following the rules." That made Ella’s eyes widen. 
 
    "I’ve never punished Grant for anything," she said, glancing at him and licking her lips before looking back at Rachel. "What is the punishment?" It was clear from Ella’s tone that she was both excited but also worried that it might be bad. 
 
    Rachel seemed to sense her worry, reaching out to brush a hand over Ella’s cheek. "Oh, he’ll love it, I promise," she told Ella confidently before looking at Grant. "Do you want Ella to punish you? To show you how unfair it is that she didn’t get to make me come?" 
 
    "It was unfair," Grant said, slowly. "Isn't not getting to watch you make Rachel come punishment enough?" he asked Ella, who seemed far more likely to take pity on him than Rachel. "I did try."  
 
    Rachel shook her head. "Answer the question. It's also not fair to guilt Ella into answering for you." Grant opened his mouth to protest but, yes, he supposed he had wanted Ella to answer so that he wouldn't have to.  
 
    He wasn't sure how he was supposed to know if he wanted the punishment, when he didn't know what it was. Rachel had said he would love it, and she didn't seem like a person who would lie.  
 
    Meeting Ella's eyes, seeing both nerves and desire in them, Grant firmed his jaw and nodded. "I want Ella to punish me."  
 
    Ella still didn’t look as sure, but she did seem rather okay with doing as Rachel said. If anything, Ella appeared to enjoy doing as Rachel told her to, which was... different. Ella was always a very keen lover, enjoying both taking and giving pleasure, but this seemed somehow different, like she was almost more turned on because she was being told what to do. 
 
    "Get on all fours facing the pillows," Rachel told Grant, running a hand over his ass when he did. "Now, Ella, every time Grant makes me moan, I want you to spank him," she instructed. "Do you think you can do that for me, sweetheart?" 
 
    There was a short pause and then Grant could hear some rustling and Rachel saying ‘good girl’, presumably because Ella had nodded. With Ella now behind Grant, Rachel moved up the bed so she could lie against the pillows, her legs wide and pussy exposed to Grant. 
 
    "Show me how good you are at this," she demanded. 
 
    The idea of Ella spanking him, of her doing it in front of Rachel, was enough to overcome any reluctance Grant might have felt, and he moved eagerly between Rachel's legs, running his tongue over her pussy to gather up her liquids.  
 
    It sent a shocking wave of heat through him to realise that Rachel was wet because of Ella, and Grant moaned loudly, letting Rachel feel the vibrations against her pussy. He certainly wasn't hesitant, pressing his nose against Rachel's clit while he teased his tongue inside her.  
 
    Satisfyingly quickly, he heard a moan from above him, and felt Ella's hand rather lightly swat his ass. "You can hit harder than that," Rachel informed her. "He wants you to." 
Grant didn't stop to confirm, just moaned again, pushing his ass back for Ella to try again.  
 
    The second slap was also light, almost as if Ella was testing, but whether she was testing herself or Grant, it was difficult to tell. Rachel above him moaned again, louder as if the volume was to indicate how hard Ella was to slap Grant’s ass. It seemed to work well enough, because the next blow that Ella delivered stang a tiny bit. 
 
    "That's good," Rachel said encouragingly towards Ella, but she did also tug on Grant's hair as if to reassure him that he too was doing well. The moan that then fell from Rachel’s lips as Grant licked upwards to her clit was also fairly telling. 
 
    Sharply, Ella’s hand landed against Grant’s asscheek, almost definitely leaving a red mark. 
 
    Grant could hear the blow, as well as feel it, and knowing that Rachel could hear it, too, that she was encouraging Ella to spank him harder, made Grant feel as if he were on display. Not only his performance at eating Rachel out, but his reactions.  
 
    With her hand still in Grant's hair, Rachel bucked her hips against him, her pussy almost riding his face. It made her moan, and Grant licked against her clit to get her to moan even louder.  
 
    Ella followed the moans, her hand so obediently punishing. Rachel’s fingers tightened in Grant’s hair, tugging almost painfully, but not quite, toying on the verge there. When Rachel moaned again, Ella slapped Grant’s ass, giving a moan before a small, startled sound followed. Rachel, Grant could see through his lashes, was smirking slightly over him at Ella. 
 
    "Are you enjoying it? His punishment?" Rachel asked, her tone sounding a little teasing and Ella, in response, gave another soft moan and what Grant could only assume was a nod. 
 
    Tugging Grant’s hair so he’d pull back from her pussy briefly, Rachel grinned at him. "And you? Are you enjoying Ella punishing you?" 
 
    The question made Grant confront just how much he did like it, and he gave a sharp nod, glancing over his shoulder to find Ella. She looked about as surprised as Grant felt, and he gave her a grin he hoped was reassuring.  
 
    "It's hot," he said, "feeling like I have to please you both. That you're rewarded for when I'm good." As much as it was supposed to be a punishment, it was as if Grant could see just as much of the other side of the coin, that Ella would enjoy his punishment.  
 
    "I think you should hit Grant harder," Rachel said, but she was smirking in a way that included both of them. "He's clearly enjoying himself too much."  
 
    There was a much shorter pause from Ella this time around before her palm once again made contact with Grant’s ass, making him groan from how harsh the spank was. It must’ve hurt Ella’s hand, because it certainly hurt him. But before he could really mention it, Rachel pulled his mouth back against her pussy, giving Grant’s hair another tug. 
 
    When she moaned, Ella spanked him again, not even trying to mask the moan that fell from her own lips. The knowledge that Ella liked this, that she took pleasure in spanking Grant made the blows feel even sharper, even hotter. 
 
    "My hand hurts," Ella admitted. 
 
    "Don't stop," Rachel instructed Grant when he tried to pull back, tugging on his hair again. "Come here, baby," she said to Ella and Grant could see her holding her hand out. When Ella crawled over to Rachel, the other woman ran her hand over Ella's stomach and then between her legs. "You've done well," she promised, teasing her fingers against Ella's clit, making Ella moan. 
 
    Grant's ass still ached, and that just excited him more, knowing that he'd be able to feel the effects of Ella's hands on him even as she and Rachel moved closer to one another. Grant reached out, one hand running over Ella's leg, giving it a squeeze, just because she was there.  
 
    He focused the rest of his attention on Rachel, circling his tongue around her clit. Rachel had told him not to stop, and Grant didn't intend to. He brought his free hand up, fingers teasing Rachel's pussy, trying to mimic what he imagined she might be doing to Ella. What Grant wanted her to be doing to Ella.  
 
    It was difficult to see from the position Grant was in precisely what Rachel was doing, but the sounds that Ella gave in response assured him that she was enjoying herself. Ella rocked against Rachel’s hand, teeth biting against her lower lip as she moaned. Her movements showed Grant that she wanted this, that she enjoyed Rachel’s touch. In turn, Rachel seemed to enjoy Grant’s mouth, certainly if how she rocked against him was anything to go by. 
 
    "Oh, yes, fuck, come on," Rachel groaned, her hips moving more aggressively. Ella also moaned louder, and at a glance Grant could see the way Rachel had slid two fingers inside her, a thumb pressed against Ella’s clit. 
 
    Grant took Rachel's words as permission, and mimicked her own actions, sliding a finger down to press into her pussy. Her muscles squeezed around him, making Grant groan and thrust his finger slowly, enjoying how tight she felt.  
 
    "Yes, yes," Rachel cried out, making Grant even more fiercely determined. He wanted Rachel to come, and for Ella to come, and the best way to make both of those things happened seem to be concentrating his attention on Rachel's pussy. He slid another finger in, making Rachel buck her hips right off the bed, moaning louder as Grant's fingers rubbed against her.  
 
    Grant pressed his thumb against one side of Rachel's clit, his tongue continued to lap hard against it from the other side, doubling the amount of sensation. Rachel practically screamed, her hips twisting so hard under Grant's weight that he could barely hold her down.  
 
    Ella’s moans, too, increased in volume above them and she rocked her hips harder and faster against Rachel’s fingers. It seemed that the more pleasure Grant gave Rachel, the quicker Ella fucked herself against Rachel’s fingers, sounds of satisfaction and need falling from her lips. 
 
    "Yes, yes, yes!" Ella chanted. "Oh, god, fuck, yes!" Another string of words fell, moans mixed in. Grant knew Ella well enough to tell when she was close and he put all the more effort into making Rachel come. His tongue was wetly licking against her clit and Rachel pushed her hips down more, joining in with Ella in the string of ‘yeses’ and ‘fucks’. 
 
    Ella came first and Rachel was close to follow, trembling against Grant’s mouth, her muscles tightening around his fingers. 
 
    Grant slowed his tongue, licking Rachel gently as her moans got quieter. He pulled his hand back, reaching immediately to run it over Ella's thigh, letting her feel the wetness from Rachel's pussy against her skin.  
 
    Finally, Grant stopped, sitting up, his stiff cock bobbing before him as he rested on his knees. "Fuck, you're both so hot," he said, leaning over so he could kiss Ella, share the taste of Rachel with her. Having them both come for him had been incredible, but Grant was very curious to find out what Rachel had in store for his orgasm.  
 
    "You did very well," Rachel said, and Grant didn't bother to wonder whether she meant him or both of them. She smirked at Ella. "Enjoy yourself?"  
 
    "Yes," Ella nodded, running her tongue over her lower lip, licking the taste Grant had left against it off. "I liked--" Ella began, glancing over at Grant and Rachel laughed. 
 
    "You liked punishing him?" She asked and Ella blushed, but nodded anyway.  
 
    "And the orgasm," Ella added, giving Rachel a teasing look, which earned her another laugh. Rachel brough a hand up to brush over Ella’s breast, teasing her nipple between her fingers, in turn Ella moaned softly, bringing her own hand up to mimic the action on her other nipple. 
 
    Her eyes moved from Rachel to Grant and then back again. "Will you fuck him?" The question sounded almost curious. After a moment during which Rachel seemed to assess what Ella meant by it, she gave a nod. 
 
    Grant looked up just in time to catch it, having been enjoying the show of Rachel's and Ella's hands moving together over Ella's body. "Please," he said, the word slipping out before he'd really thought about it.  
 
    As much as he was eager for some attention to his cock, Grant turned to look at Ella, his hand moving slowly up her back before he leaned in, rocking his cock into her hip and giving her earlobe a sharp tug with his teeth. "You want that?" he asked, because he wasn't going to do anything that Ella wasn't completely happy with.  
 
    "I do," Ella answered and the absolute lack of hesitation showed Grant that she really did. And if it hadn't then the way Ella's eyes seemed to glaze over with lust would've done. She leaned in to kiss him, giving his lip a small bite. "But I want you to come in me," she told him, glancing at Rachel as if to check if that was okay. 
 
    Rachel moved closer to Ella, pressing her hand against Grant’s shoulder to roll him on his back. "Sit on his face," she told Ella. As much as Grant had gone down on Ella - and he had done plenty of that - they'd never done it like this, but Ella nodded straight away, eager to do what Rachel said, but also obviously eager to have Grant’s mouth please her. 
 
    It took Grant a moment to adjust to the new angle, but he didn't keep Ella waiting long, his tongue eagerly licking over her pussy. Having come once already, he felt fairly confident in his ability to hold off, no matter what Rachel did to him, and he was very eager to see just what that was.  
 
    With Ella sitting over him, Grant couldn't see much of anything, which only made his other senses seem that much sharper. He could hear the noises Ella was making, the pleased gasp as he worked out how to flick his tongue over her clit the way she liked. He could certainly feel Rachel, her hand moving over his cock, squeezing in a grip that was just the right amount of tight.  
 
    Grant moaned, bucking his hips up only for him to feel Rachel's hand press him down against the mattress.  
 
    "Come suck my breasts, Ella," Rachel said and Ella leaned forward. There was a sharp moan from Rachel and Grant could swear Ella's pussy got even wetter against his tongue. And then Rachel lowered herself onto him, so slowly that he could feel just how hot and wet she was, every increment earning a grunt from him. 
 
    With her hands against Grant’s hips, Rachel had him pinned down, unable to thrust up into her no matter how much he wanted to. Ella rocked her hips against Grant’s mouth more demandingly and Rachel slowly moved up and down his cock, teasingly. 
 
    "So obedient," Rachel praised and it wasn't very clear which of them. Probably Ella, since she'd been far more obedient and Grant could hear the wet suckling noises Ella made against Rachel’s nipple. "He's got a very nice cock, Ella," Rachel observed and Ella moaned loudly in agreement, but didn’t pull away from sucking on Rachel’s breasts. 
 
    Even without being able to see, it was just so hot to hear Rachel and Ella interact. Grant was surprised how much it turned him on to not be able to really move. Ella was on his face, rocking her hips so that all he could do was try to match her rhythm, while Rachel was setting her own excruciating pace as she fucked herself up and down on his cock.  
 
    Lifting his hands to Ella's hips, Grant encouraged her rocking, moaning as she sped up. The vibrations from his mouth set of a chain reaction, Ella moaning around Rachel's nipple and then Rachel moaning too. "You're being so good," she said, and it really wasn't clear who she was talking to, because the way she moved faster on Grant's cock felt like a reward.  
 
    "I'll let him fuck you, after you make me come," Rachel promised, and Grant could feel Ella shift her position above him.  
 
    "I want to make you come," Ella said breathily. The way her body trembled above Grant. "I want to make you come with my mouth," she added. Rachel shifted on Grant's cock, clearly pleased at Ella's words. She even rewarded Grant by moving up and down his cock at a faster pace, but only a few times.  
 
    "You're so good, Ella," Rachel told her and Grant could hear her kissing Ella, a moan falling from her lips. "Lean forward, with your breasts against Grant's stomach. I want his mouth to carry on pleasuring you," Rachel instructed and then shifted. 
 
    Her leaning back and Ella moving forward made Grant's angle inside Rachel shift and he seemed to go even deeper inside her wet heat.  
 
    He groaned, pushing his tongue inside Ella, trying to lick her deeper, too. With Rachel leaning back, her weight was on his legs, rather than his hips, and Grant could thrust up, though not much. He moved slowly, both because he didn't want Rachel to tell him to stop and because he didn't want to dislodge Ella's mouth.  
 
    Judging by the noises Rachel was making, Ella was doing a very, very good job, and it spurred Grant on, pushing his tongue against her clit while he brought a hand up to slide a finger into Ella's pussy. He could hear her moan, muffled against Rachel, and replaying the image of what she'd looked like eating Rachel out earlier was enough to make Grant's hips thrust harder.  
 
    "God, yes, that feels amazing," Rachel moaned, her muscles squeezing around Grant's cock. He thrust again, his thighs trembling from the effort of going both hard and slow.  
 
    It was especially challenging when the tip of Ella’s tongue brushed over Grant’s cock in her effort to lick Rachel’s pussy, sending a hot wave of pleasure through him. The groan that Grant then gave against Ella seemed to travel all the way through her and echo around his own cock. Rachel’s pace didn’t increase, but she did take Grant in deep, her moans surrounding them. 
 
    "Yes! Ella, fuck!" Rachel cried and Grant could feel her orgasm, her muscles tightening around his cock. In turn, his fingers moved faster in and out of Ella, bringing her to a climax, too. Having them both come atop of him was so hot and Grant didn’t stop until Rachel pulled back, climbing off him. 
 
    When Ella climbed off Grant it was into Rachel’s arms and Rachel’s mouth was against one of Ella’s nipples before Grant even had the chance to lick his own lips. Satisfied to tease another moan from Ella, Rachel turned to Grant.  
 
    "You ready to fuck her?" 
 
    "Yeah," Grant answered eagerly, sitting up so he could reach for Ella. He didn't pull her to him, not when she was clearly enjoying Rachel's arms around her. He did smooth his hand over her back, pressing against her from the other side, so she was caught between the two of them.  
 
    "You want me, sweetheart?" he asked, one hand come round to cup her breast, his fingers teasing against first her nipple, and then against Rachel's. They both moaned, the sound sending tingles of pleasure down Grant's body.  
 
    "How do you want him?" Rachel specified, giving Grant a slight smirk over Ella's shoulder.  
 
    Ella looked back at Grant, licking her lips, and then at Rachel. "I want him to fuck me while I make you come with my mouth," she said, sounding so confident that this was what she wanted. Rachel seemed to very much appreciate that and gave a nod, before leaning in to kiss Ella. 
 
    "Get on all fours," she told Ella and the other woman followed the instructions. Rachel moved herself against the pillows, legs falling open so Ella could have access to her wet pussy. It reminded Grant of the position he had been in not that long ago. 
 
    Ella seemed to recall that, too, turning her head to look at Grant and then back at Rachel. "Can he slap my ass?" She asked and it was striking how Ella seemed to look for all of her instructions and permissions from Rachel, like she wanted the other woman to decide what Ella could and could not have. 
 
    Grant gave a soft groan. There was nothing to punish Ella for, but knowing she'd asked, that she might enjoy it as much as Grant had enjoyed it, made him look eagerly to Rachel. "Please," he said, very willing to beg if it would help get Ella what she wanted.  
 
    Rachel pursed her lips for a moment, then nodded. "Every time we make him moan," she decided, a twinkle in her eye as she brought a hand up to Ella's hair, guiding Ella's face down to her pussy.  
 
    Grant ran his hands over Ella's back, kneeling behind her and giving her ass a squeeze. He pressed his cock slowly into her pussy, groaning at how wet she was, and remembering to bring a hand down against her ass. The slap sounded surprisingly loud, and Grant could feel the sting in his hand from the contact. It made him push into Ella harder.  
 
    The mix of having his cock in her and the sharpness of his slap made Ella moan as she pushed more against Grant. Her pussy was so wet and felt so good. Ella’s soft moans were swallowed up by her attempts to make Rachel come as she licked against the other woman’s clit. From his position above them, Grant could see the way Ella moved her hand, sliding not one but two fingers at once inside Rachel. 
 
    Rachel cried out in pleasure, pushing her hips down more against Ella, who seemed to take this very much as encouragement, moving forward on Grant’s cock to press her tongue harder against Rachel. Having him then fuck into her made more sounds fall from Ella’s lips, her breasts bouncing under her. 
 
    "Hold her hips as you fuck her," Rachel instructed. "But you can take your hand off for when you need to slap her ass," she added with a smirk, her fingers tangling in Ella's blonde hair. 
 
    Grant moaned, and he could hardly tell what at, not when there was so much to take in. It didn't matter, because either way he could aim another slap at Ella's ass, watching her skin flush red from the contact. "Fuuck," he groaned. "You look so good, babe, following Rachel's orders so well." It wasn't something Grant had known would turn him on, but it definitely did. 
 
    He thrust his cock forward, his grip on Ella's hips meaning he moved her with him, pushing her face against Rachel's pussy. Rachel obviously liked it, because she moaned ever louder, her fingers pulling at Ella's hair. "That's right," she urged. "Fuck her into me, Grant, so that when you fill her, her fingers fill me." It made Grant moan again, and he slapped Ella's ass once more, giving it a squeeze and running his thumb over the reddened skin.  
 
    Despite Ella’s mouth being busy, she was still making plenty of sounds. Grant’s cock in her slammed deeper and deeper, pushing Ella into Rachel. Ella had to pull back for all the cries of pleasure falling from her lips, but her hand continued to fuck Rachel. Grant could see Ella pushing another finger inside Rachel, stretching the other woman out even more. In turn, Rachel moaned louder, pushing herself down against Ella’s hand. 
 
    "Fuck, it feels so good, baby," Rachel breathed shifting against Ella's hand. When Grant landed another slap against Ella's ass, she moaned a sharp 'fuck' and then returned her mouth to Rachel's clit, licking over it wetly and with determination. 
 
    It clearly worked, because Grant could see Rachel’s orgasm building and then overcoming her as she came hard against Ella’s tongue, screaming in pleasure. 
 
    Between the three of them, their noises filled the large room, and Grant added the slap of his hand against Ella's ass, barely knowing when one moan ended and another began. He pumped his cock hard and fast, the hand still on Ella's hip pulling her back against him.  
 
    "Fuuuck," he shouted. Ella's pussy was so tight and so wet, and the skin of her ass was hot where Grant's hand had left her red. "Can I come?" he asked. "Please, babe, let me come in you." He was so close, pleasure seeming to expand inside him, threatening to burst over him completely.  
 
    Ella’s head turned to look at Rachel and when the brunette gave a nod, Ella followed. "Yeah, baby, come in me," Ella said, her own pleasure making her muscles tighten around Grant’s cock as he fucked into her harder and harder. Ella moaned louder, her orgasm crashing over her as she screamed Grant’s name followed by a chant of ‘yesyesyeses’. 
 
    Grant moaned, able to both watch and feel Ella fall to pieces. He gripped her hips, thrusting into her even as her pussy tightened around him. All at once, it seemed, everything exploded. Grant ground his hips against Ella's ass and came hard, with a shout that was barely even English.  
 
    Pleasure continued to tingle through every nerve ending, and Grant's hips bucked gently as his body relaxed over Ella's. "Thank you, baby," he said, pressing a kiss to Ella's back. He glanced up, catching Rachel smirking at him. "Thank you both," he amended. "That was amazing."  
 
    With her breath still coming in harsh bursts, Ella didn’t seem to even have the energy to agree with Grant, but Rachel did grin at him. She reached to pull Ella’s hand away, bringing Ella’s fingers up to her mouth and licking her own wetness off them. Then, Rachel moved up so she could kiss Grant, trapping Ella between them. 
 
    With Rachel’s own taste on his lips, Grant could see the way Ella’s breasts pressed against Rachel’s. She looked so hot, they both did. Finally regaining her ability to speak, Ella smiled at Rachel. 
 
    "It was amazing," she agreed, before running her tongue over Rachel’s lips and drawing the other woman into a kiss. "Thank you," Ella added. 
 
    "My pleasure," Rachel teased, giving Ella's hip a squeeze and then reaching out to do the same to Grant. "I want to grab a shower, but if the two of you are up for round two after, I'm game," she offered and Grant could almost feel Ella’s eyes widen. She ground her ass against Grant and nodded without bothering to even check with him, knowing he’d agree, too. 
 
    "Yeah, let’s do that," Ella said energetically and still somewhat breathlessly, making Rachel laugh. 
 
    "Alright," she nodded, getting up, and then looked at Grant. "If you make her come with your mouth just as I get back, I'll reward you." 
 
    "Yes, Rachel," Grant agreed, not evening thinking about how quickly he'd accepted her telling him what to do. Going down on Ella was, after all, something that Grant loved, and he pushed her down against the mattress, caging her beautiful body with his.  
 
    "You heard her," he teased Ella, kissing his way down her stomach, enjoying the familiar way her legs opened for him. "Think we can time it right, if we do it together?" As he dipped his head to brush his tongue against Ella's clit, her answer was really more a moan than anything else. 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 They Are in Charge 
 
      
 
    Kim hadn't given Jack any details about his birthday surprise. She never did, and Jack liked it that way; loved signing all the power and all the organization over to her, so that he could just turn up and enjoy whatever wild ride she had in store. Last year, she had taken him to a sex party, using him for her pleasure in front of a crowd of onlookers. It was a memory Jack revisited often.  
 
    This year, whatever Kim had planned was taking place in her house. In a way, that seemed even more exciting than going somewhere new. Jack felt safe in Kim's house, knew he was protected and cared for there more than anywhere else in the world.  
 
    He'd dressed as Kim had instructed, in smart slacks and a button-down shirt, and was right on time, having spent most of his morning eagerly anticipating whatever might be about to happen.  
 
    It was Kim who opened the door, the crisp white shirt she wore making her skin look even more tanned than usual. Jack pressed a kiss against her cheek, waiting until she stepped aside to let him in.  
 
    "You look gorgeous," he said, tongue darting out to wet his lips. "Is my surprise ready?" Jack was trying not to be impatient, but he was just so eager to see what Kim had in store. "Will you tell me what I should do?"  
 
    "I always tell you what you should do," Kim assured, but there was a playful smile on her lips that told Jack she was teasing. It wasn't untrue, however, because Kim was very good at telling Jack precisely what to do.  
 
    She led him through to her living room, the already large space made even bigger by the fact Kim had moved most of the furniture to the side of the room. All but what Jack instantly recognized as a fucking bench. It was a piece of BDSM furniture he’d seen included in scenes but never used himself. Or been used on it. The thought went straight to his cock, hardening in his pants. 
 
    Without thinking, Jack took a step forward, all but ready to throw himself to his knees and bend over the bench at once. He paused, glancing at Kim. She hadn't yet told him what he should do, and Jack wanted to be particularly obedient. He knew it would be worth it, that whatever surprise Kim had planned for him would be something which lingered in his memory for months, if not more.  
 
    "Shall I strip?" he asked, his eyes going back to the bench, as if he couldn't look away from it for long. The idea of being on display there, being in the center of the otherwise empty space, was definitely appealing.  
 
    “Yes,” Kim nodded. “But slowly,” she instructed, before walking over to where the door to the kitchen was. Jack’s eyes widened when she opened the door and through it came another woman, and then another, and then another. “I didn’t tell you to stop,” Kim said since Jack had stopped, so distracted by suddenly having an audience.  
 
    He didn’t hesitate to carry on stripping, though, eyes returning to the bench and then back towards Kim and the other three women. “This is Alice,” Kim said running a hand over the blonde woman’s side. Like Kim, all of the women were wearing white shirts and, as far as Jack could tell, only panties under them. 
 
    “This is Rita,” Kim moved on to the next woman, a tall, buxom brunette, before finally reaching the third woman, her hair dark but still not quite as dark as Kim’s was. “And Janey,” she introduced. 
 
    “You’re going to show these lovely ladies just how good of a sub you are and they will give you an excellent birthday present.” The words shot straight to Jack’s cock and Kim smirked, because he was now naked, for all four women to see just how hard he was. 
 
    "I will be good," he promised, absolutely no hesitation or doubt in his tone. Jack wasn't always obedient, because he liked it when Kim had reason to punish him, but when there was an audience involved, Jack knew to be on his best behavior. He wanted Kim to be able to show him off, to be proud of how good and how eager he was.  
 
    His gaze moved from Kim to Alice, to Rita and to Janey, feeling a rush of excitement and nerves. This had been a fantasy he'd had for years, and even though he'd mentioned it to Kim a few times - or maybe more than a few times - he hadn't expected her to actually make it happen. Jack had to wonder where she'd found three other women, whether they were friends or people who were already involved in the dominant scene in the city.  
 
    Those weren't questions Jack was going to ask now, because he wanted to be good, to prove that he could be so good. He swallowed. "Am I to obey orders from all four of you?" It was a lot, but in the best possible way.  
 
    “I want you to obey direct instructions, but there won’t be orders from anyone but me, okay?” She was very clear in her words, pausing to make sure that Jack understood what she had said. It was thrilling to know that not only had he asked the right question but that Kim had obviously already planned for this. Not that Jack had doubted that, Kim was very good at planning. 
 
    Once that was established, Kim smiled, giving Jack a wink. “Lie down on the floor, on your back,” she instructed. “I want you to show these girls how good you can be with your mouth, and if that pleases them, then I might let at least one of them reward you with their mouths.” Kim did glance at the other women at that and they all nodded, with Janey running a tongue over her lower lip in a way that made Jack want to repeat it but against her pussy. 
 
    Even just lying down made excitement tingle through Jack's body. He could feel the weight of eyes on him, watching how well he obeyed. His own gaze moved hungrily around the room, taking in the four striking women towering over him. Sensing his attention, Alice reached out to pull Rita against her, running a hand teasingly over the front of Rita's shirt.  
 
    Jack moaned, making Janey give a low chuckle. "Can I be first?" she asked, and the way she deferred to Kim made Jack feel safe. This had been his fantasy, and he knew it had been organized for him, but he also knew that Kim would take care of him better even than Jack would've taken care of himself.  
 
    At Kim's nod, Janey sank to straddle Jack's hips, leaning over him so her breasts brushed against his face. Instantly, Jack caught one of her nipples in his mouth, sucking hard and circling his tongue around it.  
 
    Janey's breath caught in her throat before a sharp moan followed. Her breasts were spilling out of the white shirt, edges of it brushing against Jack's face. As he sucked on Janey's nipple harder, his hands moved down her body, heat radiating between them.  
 
    "Oh yes, that's nice," Janey moaned her hips rocking against Jack's hand.  
 
    "May I join in?" Jack heard Rita ask and while he couldn't see Kim, he could almost feel her nod. It was very thrilling to know that she was in charge of deciding who did what and when. It made Jack feel safe but also so much more turned on.  
 
    What he hadn't expected was for Rita to touch Janey rather than him, but when he realized she was sliding Janey's panties down, Jack could hardly complain.  
 
    Sucking Janey's nipple harder, Jack could feel someone pressing against Janey from behind, a hand moving between her legs. "She's wet already," Rita said, and Janey moaned her agreement.  
 
    When Janey pulled back, Jack was allowed a view of her head resting on Rita's shoulder while Rita circled a finger around her clit. Jack lifted his hands to her waist, wanting to pull her back against him, but he paused. "Please," he said, instead of taking any action. "Let me show you how good my mouth feels."  
 
    “Yes,” Janey half-whimpered, first rocking her hips against Rita’s hand but then moving to crawl up Jack’s body so she could straddle his face. At the first touch of Jack’s tongue, Janey moaned loudly, one of her hands coming down to tug against his hair. The pressure of it was encouraging, as was the way Janey rocked harder, giving a string of encouraging sounds. 
 
    Rita’s fingers slid over Jack’s legs, nails teasingly sharp. It drew a small groan from him, but the way Janey moved above him, riding his face, didn’t let him stop pleasuring her. 
 
    “Alice, why don’t you get Rita nice and wet for Jack?” He heard Kim say and it was impossible not to groan at even the idea of what Alice might do. It was difficult from his position, but Jack did manage to see the way Alice kissed down Rita’s body, her mouth teasing against Rita’s breasts as she pushed the shirt open.  
 
    Jack did his best to split his attention evenly, but it was difficult, and he only caught snatches of what was going on. Janey demanded most of his attention, her fingers tugging hard against his hair whenever she felt he wasn't licking fast or hard enough. The pain turned Jack on even more, and he devoted himself to learning what Janey liked.  
 
    When he pressed his tongue inside her, lapping at the walls of her pussy, Janey gave a muffled scream which Jack took to be a good sign. He lifted his head, his nose rubbing against her clit as he thrust his tongue into her over and over.  
 
    He so wanted to make her come, to show how good he could be, but just as he could feel her quivering against him, Janey pushed him away. "Look," she urged, using the hand in his hair to turn his head. Alice was between Rita's legs, her pink tongue darting out against Rita's pussy, making Rita moan softly.  
 
    She was on all fours, with Alice behind her, hands steadying Rita’s hips as she licked her pussy. The way Rita moaned went straight to Jack’s cock and he started to lick Janey again, trying to match her moans to Rita’s. Alice seemed to notice it, her eyes meeting Jack’s and she sped up, watching as Jack followed her speed, making Janey cry out in pleasure. 
 
    “You’re doing very well, Jack,” Kim said walking over to Alice so she could run a hand over her back. “What do you think, Janey? Should Rita reward just how well Jack’s doing?”  
 
    Before Janey could answer, Jack lifted his head, pushing his tongue against her clit, making her hips buck hard. "Oh, yes! Fuck yes," she cried out, riding Jack's face even faster than before. It stopped Jack seeing anything, and so the first touch of Rita's mouth against his cock came as a very pleasurable shock.  
 
    Rita wasn't at all hesitant, mouth sliding all the way to the base of Jack's cock and sucking hard. Her strong fingers spanned Jack's hips, holding him in place while she bobbed slowly up and down. Jack's moans were lost against Janey's pussy until she pulled him close enough that he could mimic Rita's suction against Janey's clit. 
 
    Her orgasm didn’t take long to follow, crashing over Janey as she screamed in pleasure. Jack didn’t stop until she pushed his head back down, one hand coming up to her breast, tugging against her nipple. “Fuck,” she breathed. 
 
    “Come on, Janey,” Kim said. “Let him show Alice his skills next,” she encouraged helping Janey off Jack. Rita pulled back, a wet pop falling from her lips as Jack’s hard cock smacked back down against his stomach. 
 
    “May I fuck him, Kim?” Rita asked and Kim hummed, glancing at Jack. 
 
    “Yes, yes I think that’s a good idea,” Kim nodded before reaching down to brush a hand over Jack’s forehead. “You are not to come, I’ve got a lot of plans for you yet,” she instructed him. 
 
    Jack groaned, but he couldn't keep a smile off his face. While it would be difficult not to react to Rita fucking him, Jack was very interested to see what other plans Kim had for him. "I won't come, not until you tell me to," he promised, catching hold of Kim's hand and giving it a squeeze.  
 
    "Oh, he really is so obedient," Alice murmured, as Kim pulled her hand back. Alice looked down to smile at Jack before she straddled his face, facing Rita. Jack brought his mouth slowly to her pussy, exploring thoroughly to see what pleased her. "Higher than that," Alice told him, and Jack paused, before he decided it didn't count as an order, and more as a direction.  
 
    While he carefully licked higher, he felt the heat of Rita's body settle over him, her hand closing around his cock and leading it to the wet entrance of her pussy. With Rita's hands no longer restraining him, Jack had to will himself not to buck up into her, and instead let her slowly sink down, enveloping his cock in her tight heat.  
 
    "Fuck, you're so big," Rita moaned. "It feels so good! Such a huge dick, stretching me out." She gave another loud moan before lifting herself up and then coming back down on Jack's cock just as slowly as she had the first time around. Her pussy felt amazing, tight and hot as it surrounded him.  
 
    "Jack's cock is very good," Kim promised the other girls and Alice moaned above him, her pussy becoming even more impossibly wet.  
 
    "I look forward to it," she said pressing down more and giving a sharp moan when Jack's tongue slipped inside her. "Fuck, his tongue is really good, too!" She cried out.  
 
    "It is," Janey agreed and Jack couldn't see her, but he felt her fingers brush his lips as they sought out Alice's clit.  
 
    Having so many women touching him at once made Jack feel as though his whole body was tingling. All four women could see him, could touch him, and Jack was willingly helpless to control any of it. He could picture Kim, fully in control, her presence radiating confidence as everyone else in the room deferred to Kim's plans for the day.  
 
    Jack lapped noisily at Alice's pussy as she leaned forward, opening her up for Jack's tongue to thrust faster and deeper inside her. A moment later, Rita's loud moans were swallowed up, and though he couldn't see it, Jack was sure Alice was kissing her. Judging by the way Rita's muscles squeezed around Jack's cock, she was very much enjoying it.  
 
    One of Janey's fingers pressed into Alice, and Jack licked obligingly around it before he let his head fall back further so he could purse his lips around Alice's clit. Jack couldn't even tell who the moans were coming from, but it hardly mattered as noises of pleasure filled the room.  
 
    Rita was still moving up and down Jack’s cock and he could feel Alice nearing her orgasm, as much as he could also hear it from the moans she gave in between the wet kisses she shared with Rita. “Oh, fuck,” Alice moaned and began to rock harder against Jack’s mouth and towards the fingers Janey had pressed inside her. Jack’s face was covered in liquids, tongue circling Alice’s clit faster and faster. 
 
    She came with a loud cry, sending wetness sliding down Jack’s cheek, unable to lap it up quick enough. The moans surrounding them, with the way Rita still fucked up and down Jack’s cock, it made it very difficult for Jack to do as Kim had told him and not come. 
 
    Kim must’ve seen as much on his face when Alice moved off him. “You doing alright, baby?” She asked, one hand on Rita’s shoulder to make her slow down. 
 
    Jack's whole body shuddered, and he'd been so close to coming that he whined lightly before his eyes fixed on Kim. "Yeah," he said, the word coming out slowly, his voice trembling at the end as Rita came down on his cock once more. "It's amazing," he promised. "It all feels so good."  
 
    Now that Alice had moved off him, Jack looked eagerly around for how else he could show that he would be obedient, that his mouth was good. "Can I go down on you, baby?" he asked Kim, still looking up at her. "Please. Can I show you how good I am?" He was perfectly willing to beg, if that was what it took, because as much as he'd wanted to show Alice and Janey his talents, his need to touch Kim was so much more intense.  
 
    There was a smile on Kim’s lips at the request and she gave a soft nod. “Yeah, yeah you can,” she promised and Jack watched as she pushed her shirt up a bit to pull her panties off. Like how Alice had done, Kim straddled his face while also facing Rita. Her pussy was so wet and it thrilled Jack to know that watching him be used by all these other women had gotten Kim so aroused. He didn’t hesitate to lick against her wetness, enjoying how loudly Kim moaned in response. 
 
    “Fuck, I love your mouth,” she groaned and there was almost a chorus of hums in agreement before most turned into moans as the women pleasured each other. “Rita, let Janey have a go on Jack’s cock,” Kim told her and when Rita gave a small whine, Kim chuckled. “It’s alright, he is also very good with his hands.” 
 
    That earned an ‘ooh’ from Alice, who didn’t hesitate to move so she could pull one of Jack’s hands up to her pussy. 
 
    She was wet, too, and Jack groaned, the sound vibrating against Kim as she ground her hips slowly against his face. With Alice's help, he was able to slide two fingers into her, pumping in and out at the same speed Kim was moving. He twisted his wrist so his thumb would find Alice's clit, and she gave a far louder moan.  
 
    When Rita moved off Jack's cock, he gave a whine of loss, but it hardly had time to register before Janey replaced her. Janey's pussy was just as tight, just as wet, and she sank slowly down until Jack was buried in her to the hilt. "He's so hard," she moaned, and Jack heard Rita chuckle slightly.  
 
    "Come here," she added, capturing Jack's other hand, leading it between her legs. "If you're good enough, maybe I won't miss that lovely thick cock of yours."  
 
    With each hand against a pussy, his mouth occupied with one and having a pussy around his cock, Jack felt like this was the best birthday ever. Having all these women take pleasure from him felt great and Jack licked harder against Kim’s pussy to show her just how grateful he was for having her pick such a great present for him. As the women moaned above him, Jack’s own cries of pleasure were muffled by Kim’s pussy. 
 
    His hands moved faster in and out of Alice and Rita, fingers curving to hit just the right spots. Janey, once she’d adjusted around his thickness, began to move, shifting up and then riding her pussy on Jack’s cock.  
 
    Jack couldn't tell which moans were coming from which woman; all he knew was that he wanted to please them more, encourage more sounds to echo around the room - and they hadn't even started with the bench yet. The thought of it made Jack's hips buck up, so eager to be displayed for Alice, Rita, and Janey to enjoy.  
 
    "Stay still," Janey instructed, and Jack whimpered against Kim's pussy. It was so hard not to thrust up into her inviting heat, and also to concentrate on stroking his fingers against Rita and Alice. Jack loved the challenge of it, though, loved proving that he could do well. He knew just how to move his tongue to make Kim moan, and he could hear her voice over all the others.  
 
    And Kim did moan, louder and louder, shifting above Jack as he fucked her with his tongue. She was so wet and hot around him. “Oh, yes, Jack, just like that,” she cried loudly when he teased his tongue out of her and over to her clit. Alice mimicked the cry and Jack could feel how her muscles tightened around his fingers as he continued to thrust them in and out of her. 
 
    “I’m going to come! Fuck!” She cried, making Jack move his fingers faster. His other hand mimicked the action on Rita, too, and her breathing and sharp cries of pleasure also intensified. 
 
    Janey was coming down on Jack’s cock harder and harder, and with all the moans surrounding him he wasn’t sure he could hold off much longer. His tongue worked harder to bring Kim that much closer to her orgasm as well. 
 
    He could feel Kim getting wetter, her muscles trembling as he thrust his tongue faster into her. She leaned forward, and Jack followed, not wanting to take his mouth off her for even an instant, not when he knew she must be close.  
 
    And then Janey gave a scream, and her muscles squeezed tight around Jack's cock, and in an instant, before Jack even knew what was happening, his hips had bucked off the floor and he was coming, filling Janey up, moaning his pleasure against Kim's pussy.  
 
    He could feel Rita coming, too, the way her muscles tightened. And if not for that, the way she screamed her pleasure would've clued him in. Janey rode Jack through his climax, letting him pleasure her more before she finally pulled back.  
 
    "He came," Janey said but her voice sounded far from disappointed.  
 
    Kim, on the other hand, tutted, pulling away so she could turn to see Jack. "Even though I told you not to," she shook her head. "I guess we'll have to punish him, won't we girls?"  
 
    Her question was met with a chorus of 'oh yes'es.  
 
    The thought was very nearly enough to get Jack hard again, and every nerve ending felt as though it shocked with electricity as the women moved away from him. Jack whined, especially as Kim moved out of his reach. He hadn't made her come, and Jack keenly felt the disappointment.  
 
    "I'm sorry," he said, getting to his knees as soon as the women moved away from him. Though he glanced around at Alice, Rita and Janey, his words were mostly directed to Kim. "Please, punish me," he asked. "I deserve it, and I promise I'll be good, and not complain." He hoped the punishment was going to involve the bench, but he could never quite be sure. It was his birthday, so he felt at least fairly confident Kim's punishment wasn't going to be paying him no attention, as it sometimes was.  
 
    "You will be good," Kim agreed, reaching out to run a thumb over Jack's lip. "You look such a fucking mess, baby, covered in wetness." But her words didn't sound judgemental, if anything Kim sounded proud and that felt so good. "Get on the bench," she instructed Jack.  
 
    As he did so, he saw the way Janey's hand ran over Alice's breast, teasing her nipple between her fingers so Alice would give a soft moan. "Would you like to whip Jack for his disobedience?" Kim asked, producing a whip from somewhere but Jack was too distracted by the potential of getting whipped by one - or all! - of the gorgeous women.  
 
    He curled his fingers around the legs of the bench, stretching over it so that as much of his body as possible was displayed. He could feel appreciative eyes on him, and he spread his legs slightly, toes curling against the floor. He was facing Kim, the other women gathered around her, making her look even more in charge.  
 
    "I want to go first," Rita spoke up, and just the word 'first' made Jack shiver. He wanted there to be more, for each of them to take a turn, or maybe even have two of them whip him at once.  
 
    "I'm sorry," Jack apologized, watching as Kim handed the whip to Rita. He was sorry, but not so much so that he didn't relish the thought of being punished. "Please, Rita," he added for good measure. "Please, punish me."  
 
    "God, listen to him beg," Alice breathed and it was clear that she loved having Jack ask for punishment. Rita didn't take long to serve the first whipping, the tails of the whip licking sharply against Jack's ass. It made him cry out, a sound that seemed to encourage Rita to hit him again.  
 
    Kim reached out to stroke over Jack's hair and then tangle her fingers in it before she pulled, making another shiver run down Jack's spine. "He is very good at begging. And very good at accepting punishment," she said proudly.  
 
    "You've trained him well," Janey complimented.  
 
    Being talked about as if he wasn't there only made Jack moan louder when the whip snapped against his ass. This had been part of the fantasy, to hear Kim praise him to someone else, rather than just to him, and he looked up at her as adoringly as he could - at least until she tugged his hair again, making Jack's eyes water with the sting of sudden pain. 
 
    "Please," he said, his voice quavering beyond his control. "It was wrong to come when you'd told me not to. I'm sorry." The whip landed again, sending a bolt of pain all the way up Jack's spine. He was getting hard again, his cock trapped between his body and the bench. He rocked slightly, back towards Rita and then forwards, needing the friction on his dick.  
 
    He looked up, distracted, when Alice moaned, and was treated to the sight of Janey sucking one of Alice's hard nipples into her mouth, both their shirts completely discarded.  
 
    "I think he's enjoying himself," Rita hummed.  
 
    "Well that just won't do, will it?" Kim responded but her tone sounded reading. "Go on, Alice, dish out some punishment, will you?" She encouraged and this time when Alice moaned it was at the prospect of punishing Jack rather than Janey's mouth on her.  
 
    She took over from Rita and Jack couldn't help the moan that escaped him at having another one of the women whip him. 
 
    "Can I make him use his hands on me, Kim?" Janey asked hopefully.  
 
    Jack looked up, with just as much hope, the idea of pleasuring Janey while he was being whipped almost too much. Kim made him wait a moment for the answer, but then she nodded.  
 
    Janey wasted no time, spreading her legs to give Jack the perfect view of her pussy. He reached for her, tugging her hips close enough before he ran a finger through her folds. She was still wet, and Jack easily slid two fingers into her, his other hand toying with her clit.  
 
    Janey moaned, just at the same moment someone - Alice, or Rita, Jack couldn't be sure - landed the whip hard against his ass.  
 
    “Oh, yesss,” Janey half-hissed, rocking her hips against Jack’s fingers. He pumped his fingers in and out of her, wetness dripping against his hand. Another sharp blow landed against Jack’s ass with some of the tails sliding between his legs, caressing over his inner thighs. It made him push forward, cock hardening even more. 
 
    Kim came closer, sliding her hand over Jack’s back and down to his ass, pinching against the marks that the whip had left and making him cry out at how much it hurt but also how good it felt. “Do you think he’s been punished enough, ladies?” Kim asked and Jack had half a mind to object that he hadn’t but then Kim spoke again. “Do you think it’s time for his real present?” 
 
    Jack's breath caught in his throat, and he twisted his body to try to watch Kim before Janey whined a protest at the way his fingers had stopped moving. With a murmur of apology, Jack returned his attention to her, circling the tip of his thumb teasingly around her clit. 
 
    "Please, Kim," he said, turning his head so he could make out at least her profile. "What is my real present?" Jack couldn't imagine - this was already so much more than he'd expected, and so hot. "I'll be so good," he promised. "I'll do anything you say." That was always true, but Jack somehow made it sound more true.  
 
    “I know you will,” Kim agreed, leaning down to kiss Jack. Her teeth scraped against his lower lip teasingly before she pulled away again. “Your real present,” she said slowly, her hand tracing over Jack’s back again. “Is me letting all of these women take you. Would you like that, sweetheart? Having Alice fuck you? And then Rita? And then Janey?” 
 
    Above him, Janey gave a loud moan in response to both Kim’s words and Jack’s fingers. Alice, in turn, landed another blow with the whip against Jack’s thighs. “We will certainly like it,” she hummed. 
 
    "Yeess," Jack moaned, the word seeming to draw all the breath from him, leaving him panting against the bench. "Fuck, yes." It was definitely a fantasy, and one Jack had mentioned without ever really expecting it to be fulfilled. Even the idea that Kim had arranged all this for him made Jack feel a warm glow of pleasure. That she loved him so much and wanted him to have everything he'd dreamed of, only made the prospect sweeter.  
 
    "Will you watch?" he asked, looking up at Kim. He knew she would be there, to make sure everything was okay, to keep Jack safe - but he wanted more than that. "Will it turn you on to watch?" He hoped so. "I'll be so good for you, baby. I'll let them fuck me - hard and deep."  
 
    Kim leaned down to press another kiss against Jack’s lips, giving him a smile. “No, I will let them fuck you - hard and deep,” she corrected, sending a thrill of excitement down Jack’s spine. Knowing that it was Kim who got to choose, Kim who got to decide when and how Jack was going to be used - it was so hot. 
 
    “I will watch,” she added. “And it will turn me on. Perhaps even so much that I, too, will have to fuck you with all these women watching,” Kim commented, dragging a sharp nail across Jack’s back. “What do you think, girls? Ready to show Jack just how well you can fuck?” 
 
    “Oh yes,” Janey nodded, shifting her hips against him, demanding that Jack move his fingers inside her more. 
 
    “Prepare him, Alice,” Kim instructed and Jack could almost see the glee in Alice’s eyes as she went to fetch the lube. 
 
    Jack tried to focus on Janey, he really did, twisting his fingers inside her in an attempt to find her g-spot, but he just couldn't help the way his attention kept moving back to Alice. When she knelt behind him, one hand on his thigh to urge his legs wider apart, Jack moaned, and when he felt the first slick press of her finger against him, his toes curled.  
 
    Janey squeezed her muscles around Jack's fingers, pulling his focus back, but he could still feel Alice preparing him, spreading the lube over and inside. Jack's cock was so hard, and he humped his hips against the bench, desperate for the friction.  
 
    "Oh, please," he begged, not sure who he was talking to, but hoping someone was listening. "Please, more, faster, I can't wait -" His words made Janey moan above him louder and Jack let his thumb circle her clit.  
 
    Alice refused to go any faster, taking her time as she slid first one and then a second finger into Jack. He whined openly, his whole body feeling like it was on edge.  
 
    The women were clearly enjoying just how needy Jack was, because Rita stroked over his ass, pinching against the marks she’d left with the whip. As Alice’s fingers worked him open, the noises Jack made increased, his hips thrusting forward. 
 
    “You can’t come until everyone has had a go, Jack,” Kim advised him. “Rita, you want to go first?” She asked and Rita gave a very sultry ‘oh yes’ before disappearing briefly. Jack was too preoccupied with Alice’s fingers pressing inside him and stretching his muscles, and Janey’s wet pussy grinding against his fingers, to notice where she’d gone, but then Rita was back wearing a strap-on that made Jack whine. 
 
    “You like that?” She teased, walking in front of him. “Want to suck it? Go on, show me how good you can take a woman’s cock.” 
 
    Janey barely stepped aside, and Jack moaned eagerly as he watched her and Rita press their bodies together as they both tried to get close to him. With his free hand, Jack reached for Rita's hip, his fingers teasing at the straps of the harness. She leaned forward, nudging the hard cock against Jack's lips, and he opened them immediately, tongue darting out to lap at the head of the strap-on.  
 
    Almost as slowly and carefully as Alice had prepared him, Rita pressed forward, inch after inch of the cock filling Jack's mouth. He swirled his tongue around it, hollowing his cheeks as he looked up at Rita. "Fuck, that's so hot," she told him, running a hand over his sweat-damp hair. "He looks good like this, Kim, I don't know how you ever let him do anything else."  
 
    Kim laughed at that and that somehow made this so much hotter. "He's good at many other things, too," she said a little teasingly but Jack knew she meant it. The praise made pride swell inside him. It also made him want to show Rita even more how good he could be and he took the cock in deeper.  
 
    "God, I can't wait to fuck you," Janey moaned, riding Jack's fingers faster, coaxing her orgasm closer.  
 
    "Nor me," Rita agreed fucking the strap-on deeper into Jack's mouth.  
 
    "Is he ready?" Kim asked and Alice hummed, her fingers moving in and out of Jack's lubed up asshole.  
 
    "Oh yes."  
 
    Jack would've answered himself, if he'd been able, but with his mouth still full of cock all he could do was moan his agreement eagerly. He could feel everybody looking at him, watching as Rita gave the cock one last, hard thrust into his mouth before she pulled away. It turned Jack on even more to know he was the center of their attention, that they all wanted to fuck him before he would be allowed to come.  
 
    He turned his head to watch as Rita strode around the bench, her fingers trailing over Jack's spine until she reached his ass, giving it an open-palmed slap that made Jack's hips jerk forward. He could feel his own cock, hard and neglected against his stomach, leaving a patch of pre-come against his skin. "Please, Rita, I'm so ready," he said, and his voice sounded raw and desperate even to his own ears. "Fuck me, I want you to." He glanced up at Kim, meeting her eyes. "And Kim wants you to," he added, looking to her for her approval.  
 
    There was another chuckle from Kim but then she nodded. "I do want you to, show Jack how good you can fuck him," Kim encouraged. "And the rest of you, get in line." That sent a shiver down Jack's spine, the thought of them lining up to fuck him.  
 
    Rita pressed the tip of the strap-on against Jack's opening, making him cry out needily. She was slow in moving forward, but that just increased the feeling, the way Jack stretched open against it. Once Rita was fully in she paused, letting Jack adjust around the size. When she pulled back again to then press into him harder, Jack moaned loudly.  
 
    Janey, with a slight pout, moved away from Jack's fingers and when he turned to look at her, he saw Alice already in a strap-on, one that was even bigger than the one on Rita.  
 
    Jack was sure his eyes widened, and he could feel his heart pounding against his ribs. Biting down on his lower lip, he enjoyed the sting of pain. When Rita fucked into him again, deeper, Jack couldn't hold back a grunt, pushing his ass back to meet her. The sounds of the two of them seemed to fill the room, Rita's appreciative words washing over Jack in a wave, carrying him deeper and deeper into subspace.  
 
    "Fuuuck," he groaned, spreading his legs wider and shouting in pleasure as the angle of Rita's cock inside him shifted. As Jack moved his hips faster, he had to let the bench take more of his weight, his head falling forward. "Fuck, it feels so big." It did, and Jack's muscles seemed to clench at the idea of Alice fucking him with something even bigger.  
 
    “You’re so good,” Rita moaned, her hips bucking against Jack faster. Before he could reply, tell her more about how great it felt, tell them all how much he loved this, Janey appeared in front of him, her own strap-on now attached. 
 
    “Suck it,” Kim instructed and Janey pressed the tip against Jack’s lips, waiting for him to open his mouth and then pushing it in. Her slowness seemed to slow Rita down, too, and she fucked into Jack at the same speed as Janey pressed the cock in and out of his mouth. “Alice, swap with Rita,” Jack heard Kim say. 
 
    As much as he could, Jack pushed his ass up, whimpering around the cock in his mouth as Rita pulled back. She ran a hand over his spine, coming up to squeeze his shoulder, and before Jack could even register feeling empty without the strap-on, Alice was there, nudging the blunt tip against his asshole.  
 
    It felt so huge, especially with his mouth already full, and Jack made a noise that might have been a scream if it hadn't been muffled by Janey angling the cock down against his tongue. "Hold still," Alice said, her voice almost soothing, and Jack really tried, pinning his hips down against the bench. 
 
    "That's it," Alice breathed, and the praise made it worth the struggle not to push back greedily for more. "He's taking it so beautifully, Kim."  
 
    “He is,” Kim agreed, reaching to brush her hand over Jack’s cheek, her fingers pressing against the cock in his mouth. “He’s very good at taking it,” she added and the praise went to Jack’s cock as much as all of the other sensations. Alice did give Jack a moment before she started to move inside him harder and harder. 
 
    The strap-on was so filling and with Janey’s cock still in his mouth, Jack could only moan louder and louder around it. “Fuck,” Alice breathed and her hips began to slam against Jack’s, the cock going so deep. And then it hit just the right spot inside Jack, making everything around him pale for a moment by how much pleasure shot through him. 
 
    Toes curling against the cool floor, Jack pushed his hips back urgently, trying to get Alice to hit the same spot again. Her hand came to his thigh, pushing his legs still further apart, thrusting the cock in deeper. With Alice and Janey both fucking into him so hard and so fast, it was all Jack could do to hold on for the ride. It felt incredible, being used, knowing Kim was watching every moment and enjoying it.  
 
    Alice's thrusts went on and on, and every time she hit Jack's prostate, he moaned even louder and pushed himself back harder. He rocked between the cock in his ass and the one in his mouth, and Janey delighted in tugging at Jack's hair as he swallowed her strap-on down as far as he could go. "Is it my turn, yet?" she asked, and Jack could see her pouting at Kim over his head.  
 
    “Yes,” Kim confirmed, giving Janey a grin. Alice thrust into Jack one more time before pulling back, not particularly gently, sending a whole new sort of sensation through Jack as his muscles tightened. Janey didn’t take long to replace Alice. Her strap-on was thinner but also longer, making Jack cry out as she pressed into him. 
 
    Unlike Rita and Alice, Janey didn’t take much time at all before starting to fuck Jack hard. His moans and whimpers filled the room and then, suddenly, the whip from earlier landed against his back, making him buck forward. It was in Rita’s hands and she dragged it slowly over Jack’s back, as Janey kept relentlessly fucking him. 
 
    “You good, sweetheart?” Kim asked. 
 
    Jack nodded, too breathless at first to find words. He felt so good, every inch of his body being used, every sensation being something Kim had ordered. "So good," he finally managed to rasp, his voice hoarse from taking the strap-on into the back of his throat. "Best birthday present ever," he added, making Rita laugh and bring the whip down in a stinging blow against Jack's back.  
 
    "If he can still talk, clearly I'm not fucking him fast enough," Janey answered, and somehow, impossibly, sped up the pace of her hips slamming against Jack's ass. Pleasure was spiraling from the pit of Jack's stomach, threatening to overwhelm him, but he gripped the legs of the bench harder, and held on, determined not to come until Janey had finished. "Want you to fuck me," he said, looking up at Kim. "Want to come while you fuck me. Please."  
 
    Janey slowed down a little, waiting for Kim’s answer. “Well, it is your birthday and you should get fucked by everyone,” Kim nodded, making the other women laugh in a way that just made Jack want so much more. Janey pulled out of Jack almost ruthlessly but at this point he was so well fucked that it didn’t even hurt, just made him feel empty. 
 
    Before too long, Kim had replaced Janey against Jack’s opening, fingers teasing over it first, making him whimper. “That’s a good boy,” she praised and then pressed inside him slowly. Kim savored every inch she pressed inside Jack, making him grunt louder and louder as she did so. 
 
    Looking around, Jack could see everybody watching them, and he'd never felt so full and so proud as he did knowing Kim was claiming him in front of all these other women who had fucked him first. "So good for you," Jack agreed, panting as he pushed himself back against Kim. The rhythm she set wasn't fast, but it was steady, the cock sending sparks through Jack every time it pounded against the perfect spot.  
 
    No matter how Jack moaned or begged, Kim didn't speed up, just carried on, keeping Jack so balanced on the edge of orgasm that he could hardly see, could hardly think of anything except Kim. Jack lifted his hips, crying out as the cock plunged even deeper into him. "Please," he begged, feeling like he could fly apart at any moment. "Touch me, Kim, please."  
 
    “Touch yourself,” Kim told Jack, slamming into him harder. “I want you to show Alice, Rita and Janey just how much you want them to see you, to watch you come.” Each of the words was punctuated by a thrust, some more shallow than others, but all good.  
 
    “Yes, Jack, show us,” Rita agreed, running the tails of the whip over his skin gently, teasingly almost. 
 
    “We’d love to see you come for Kim,” Alice nodded and Janey gave a soft moan when one of Alice’s hands strayed over her breast. 
 
    Jack shivered, forcing himself to move slowly as he shifted his weight so he could free one of his hands. It gave him less control, less ability to push back to meet Kim's thrusts, and that just made Jack feel even hotter. He loved knowing that Kim would decide how deep and how fast she wanted to fuck him.  
 
    When he curled one hand around his cock, Jack almost saw stars, moaning louder than anyone as Kim slammed into him, each thrust pressing Jack's cock forward into his fingers. It didn't take long - three thrusts, one of them particularly fierce, and Jack could feel his balls tighten.  
 
    His orgasm washed over him in wave after wave, leaving him breathless and trembling. Kim hadn't stopped moving, the cock filling Jack more slowly as his muscles tried to cling to it.  
 
    She didn’t stop until after a few more thrusts, just as hard, making sure that Jack knew exactly how much she was the one in charge. Finally, Kim pulled back, running a hand over the base of Jack’s back. She caressed her way up to his neck, giving his sweaty hair a small tug, before leaning down to kiss Jack’s lips. 
 
    “You did so well, sweetheart,” Kim praised and it was rewarding to have not just that, but also the hum of agreement from the other women around him. “Happy birthday,” she added. 
 
    “Yes, happy birthday, Jack, we’ve had lots of fun!” Janey said with a laugh. 
 
    Jack's muscles still tingled with pleasure making Jack reluctant to move. He felt completely fucked out, totally satisfied that his fantasy had lived up to everything he'd hoped it would be. There was still an excitement in being on display, knowing his body had been used and everyone could see it.  
 
    "You were all amazing," he said, making Alice laugh. "Especially Kim," Jack added, his gaze seeking out hers. He felt like he could stay where he was forever, but he knew Kim would want him to move eventually. She would take care of him, ensure that he had blankets and water, and a good rest.  
 
    "We know who his favorite is," Janey teased, and Jack was perfectly happy to admit that Kim was.  
 
    “Well, girls, thank you very much,” Kim said and the women nodded, with Rita smacking her hand against Jack’s ass. “Happy birthday,” she wished, making the others laugh before they walked off to, presumably, get dressed and leave. 
 
    Once they’d gone, Kim helped Jack move off the bench, but only enough so he could kneel in front of her. Her touch was gentle as she ran it over his cheek. “Did you enjoy your present?” She asked, but the tone in Kim’s voice implied that she knew he had. She had, after all, seen him come twice. 
 
    Jack stretched slightly, feeling the ache in his ass from the strap-on and the lines of pain left by the whip, not to mention the ache in his jaw. "I really, really did," he promised, running a hand up Kim's leg, just to be in contact with her.  
 
    "Thank you, for organizing it, and for letting other people fuck me." He could have carried on, but he knew Kim understood without him giving her a list of every thing he was grateful for. "You can let me show you how much I appreciate it, later," he teased. He would be up for it, by then, because what kind of birthday would it be if Jack didn't make Kim come at least once? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Under Her Control 
 
      
 
    The house was quiet when Brad got home from work, but he knew it wouldn’t stay that way for long. Erica had been hinting all day that she had big plans for their Friday evening; though Brad knew better than to ask for details. Erica would explain when, and only when, she was ready. If anything, that just built Brad’s expectations higher, because he’d never been disappointed by those evenings when Erica had a very specific vision of what she wanted.  
 
    She’d given him a few instructions already, including making sure that the bedroom was tidy, and the sheets had been freshly changed. Brad was just plumping the last pillow when he heard the distinctive sound of wheels on the gravel driveway. He was at the door before Erica even had to knock.  
 
    “Welcome home,” he said, greeting her with a kiss, and then pressing one against Meghan’s cheek too when she followed Erica inside.  
 
    “Is there anything else I can do for you?” he asked, going to his knees before Erica almost as soon as the door was closed behind her.  
 
    To show her appreciation, Erica ran a soft hand over Brad’s cheek. She didn’t reply immediately, instead letting Meghan help her out of her coat, before like Brad, Meghan went down to her knees, too. It was always thrilling to Brad to share Erica’s dominance with Meghan. They were both special to Erica and it was enjoyable to work together to make sure Erica got exactly what she wanted. 
 
    “Have you prepared the bedroom just like how I asked?” Erica asked and smiled when Brad nodded eagerly. “And what about you, Meghan? Did you get what I asked you for?”  
 
    That made Brad turned to look at Meghan because he didn’t know what it was, but the way Meghan’s cheeks tinted red implied that whatever it was would be very exciting. “I did,” Meghan nodded. “The ropes are in the bag,” she added. 
 
    There was, indeed, a bag sat neatly next to the shoes she’d taken off before kneeling and Erica smiled as she reached for it.  
 
    “I want you to tie the ropes securely to the bed frame,” she told Brad, handing him the bag. “Then, I want you to strip Meghan and tie her to the bed, legs spread. You are to make her ready but not to make her come, got it?” 
 
    Brad bit off the moan that threatened to spill from him, so that he could give Erica a proper answer to her question. “Yes,” he promised, “I’ll make sure her pussy is so wet for you, Erica.” He knew the words would turn Meghan on, and he reveled in the smirk Erica gave him, clearly knowing exactly why he’d voiced that particular thought.  
 
    “Here.” Erica held out the bag to him, and Brad took it. Before he could move to get up, Erica stopped him. “You may stand when you get to the bedroom, but not before. Go on.”  
 
    Brad crawled slowly, sure that both women were watching his ass as he moved ahead of them, and wanting to make the most of it. Looking back, he could see Meghan crawling too, while Erica followed with her heels clicking against the wooden floor.  
 
    Once they reached the bedroom, Brad stood, taking enough time to be sure the ropes were tied securely.  
 
    “Get on the bed, Meghan,” Erica ordered when she judged that everything was ready for the next step.  
 
    Obediently, Meghan did just that. She stroked her hand over her blouse, as if unsure if she should take it off or if Brad was to. Erica, like she always did, sensed the question before Meghan could even ask it, giving a nod. “Brad will undress you,” she told Meghan. Erica went to take a seat in the corner of the room where a chair they had specifically placed there for watching was. 
 
    It was thrilling to know that Erica would just view them, at least for now. Her legs were parted slightly, but the skirt she was wearing didn’t give Brad an opportunity to see up it. Perhaps, if he did well, she’d pull it up later. 
 
    “Brad,” Meghan said drawing his attention back to her. “Undress me,” she repeated, hands at her sides to give him access to the buttons on her blouse. 
 
    “Impatient,” he teased, moving to kneel next to Meghan on the bed, giving her a grin. He loved when the two of them got to do things together like this, when they could share the enjoyment of knowing Erica was watching. Brad liked putting on a bit of a show for her, and he knew that Meghan did as well.  
 
    Slowly, his hands unfastened the buttons of Meghan’s blouse, moaning appreciatively as he revealed the soft fabric of her bra. “Look at you,” he breathed, running his hands lightly over Meghan’s breasts. “Your nipples are hard already, you’re so turned on.” He bent his head, running his tongue over the fabric until it clung to each of Meghan’s nipples.  
 
    He helped her sit up, sliding her arms free of the blouse and dropping it to the floor beside the bed, out of sight. Once he’d stripped off her bra, he pushed her back down against the mattress, his mouth teasing at her breasts while his hands moved lower to find the buttons on her skirt.  
 
    Meghan’s body was incredibly pliant, she let Brad move her just as he wanted to, soft moans falling from her lips when his mouth sucked against one of her nipples. In as much as Meghan could, she shifted to help Brad pull down her skirt, exposing the stockings she was wearing and the panties that matched her bra. 
 
    “Tie her hands to the bed,” Erica instructed from where she was seated and Meghan nodded eagerly. Meghan shifted her body up the bed, arms eagerly spread to reach for the ropes. There was absolutely no hesitation in her movement, her naked breasts bouncing at the speed with which Meghan aimed to do just as Erica had told her to. 
 
    Brad moved more slowly, but only so that he could be sure he tied Meghan’s hands nice and tight. He wanted to do exactly as Erica had said, not risk disappointing her later if Meghan’s wrists came free from the rope. He checked and double-checked the knots around her right arm, then moved to the other side of the bed, doing the same for her left.  
 
    “She’s tied up tight, Erica,” he promised, glancing over to where she was watching them. She waved a hand for him to continue, so Brad moved, lifting Meghan’s legs to pull the stockings down, his fingertips moving against her smooth skin. He was hard already, but what mattered more than that was making sure Meghan was ready.  
 
    Slowly, he pulled Meghan’s panties off, moaning at how good she looked once she was fully naked. He didn’t need reminding to move to the corner of the bed, wrapping the rope firmly around one of Meghan’s ankles.  
 
    Meghan tugged against the ropes that were around her hands, seemingly to lean in more and help Brad with the ones around her ankles. It felt good to not only know that Erica was watching but that Meghan was, too. She wanted exactly what Erica did and Brad was eager to please them both. 
 
    Once Meghan’s ankles were as securely and safely tied to the bed, Brad glanced at Erica, to see if she had any further instructions. She didn’t say anything, and Brad took that to mean that it was up to him to decide how to get Meghan ready for whatever was coming next. At the first touch of his mouth against her skin, Meghan moaned softly. 
 
    He kissed his way carefully up the inside of one leg until, still fully dressed himself, Brad could settle between Meghan’s spread legs. “Fuck, you look so beautiful,” he told her, enjoying the way a blush bloomed over Meghan’s cheeks. He circled his tongue around her navel, then licked his way lower and lower, until he could lap eagerly at Meghan’s clit.  
 
    Erica had given very specific instructions about not making Meghan come, so Brad teased her, licking her clit long enough for her moans to echo around the room, and then moving. He thrust his tongue inside her, fucking her with slow, precise strokes until he felt the muscles in her thighs quiver, then pulling back.  
 
    He glanced at Erica, giving a shiver himself at how cool and collected she still looked watching them. “Don’t stop,” she instructed, and the slight hitch in her voice was the only outward sign she was affected by their display.  
 
    Determined to turn both women on, Brad eagerly returned his mouth to Meghan’s pussy, letting his moans vibrate against her.  
 
    They only increased in volume as Brad continued. He knew Meghan’s body as well as he knew Erica’s, so Brad could easily tell when Meghan neared an orgasm. Every time she did, he pulled back, soft kisses against her inner thighs instead. Since Erica hadn’t told him to stop teasing Meghan, Brad carried on, loving how Meghan’s body responded to his touch. 
 
    Her moans came with small gasps, every so often being interwoven with either Erica’s name or Brad’s (more often Erica’s). “I want to come,” Meghan cried, sounding so needy. The tone very much resonated with Brad, he’d been in her position many times before. 
 
    “No,” Erica said strictly. She still didn’t tell Brad to stop, though, so he kept teasing Meghan, bringing her close and then pulling back. Over and over again until she was a whimpering mess under him. 
 
    Meghan’s cries were beginning to be filled with many pleas until finally, Erica spoke again, “Stop now.” Meghan moaned again, almost in relief that the teasing would cease. 
 
    “Strip,” Erica instructed Brad. 
 
    Brad stood, his gaze moving between Meghan on the bed and Erica still facing him in her chair. He unbuttoned his shirt efficiently, letting it drop to the floor behind him before he lifted his hands to the zip of his pants.  
 
    He didn’t want Erica to tell him off for rushing, so he peeled each layer down separately, first his pants, then his socks and finally his boxers, his hard cock springing free to slap against his stomach.  
 
    As soon as he was naked, Brad went back to his knees, looking eagerly up at Erica.  
 
    “Meghan’s ready,” he promised. Slowly, he ran a hand over his cock. He was ready too, for whatever Erica might ask of him next.  
 
    “Are you, Meghan?” Erica asked, her gaze sliding over Meghan’s naked form. 
 
    “Yes, yes!” Meghan moaned, even though she had as much awareness of what Erica wanted them to do as Brad did. Still, he knew they both trusted her, they both felt confident in the knowledge that whatever Erica did, it would please her and in turn please them. 
 
    “Get the anal toys out, Brad,” Erica told him. “And lube. I want you to use the beads on Meghan first, prepare her to take first your cock and then a plug.” The instructions were very precise and this time when Brad glanced at Erica, he could see her sliding her hand over her stomach and up to her breasts. Through the material of her dress, she was rubbing her nipple. 
 
    Brad felt a bolt of arousal so strong it almost distracted him from doing as Erica had ordered - almost, because Brad had gotten very good at following instructions, no matter how turned on he might be.  
 
    He crawled to the cupboard where they kept the toys, moving the box to sit by the bed, then quickly rifling through it for the beads and the lube.  
 
    Moving back onto the bed, Brad ran his hands soothingly over Meghan’s thighs, down past her pussy, so he could slide them under her body to give her ass a squeeze, one finger teasing between her cheeks.  
 
    “I can hardly wait to fuck you,” he said, teeth grazing across his lower lip, “but I’ll get you ready first. I don’t want to hurt you.”  
 
    Pulling back, he spread the lube over his fingers, then carefully pressed one against Meghan’s asshole, waiting until she relaxed and he could slide his finger inside her.  
 
    “Does it feel good?” he asked eagerly.  
 
    “Yes,” Meghan responded almost straight away. Brad knew she enjoyed having her ass played with, knew just the right ways to touch her. Meghan couldn’t do very much to help him, not with her arms and legs tied to the bed, but she still bucked upwards, pressing down against Brad’s finger. 
 
    With the lube against the beads, Brad replaced his finger with the first ball on the string. Meghan’s soft whimpers began to increase in volume as each of the balls pressed into her, increasing in size as they went. 
 
    “How does it feel, Meghan?” Erica asked. 
 
    “Oh, God, so good,” the other woman moaned loudly. Meghan bucked her hips up so hard, trying to fuck herself onto the next ball, that Brad had to hold her down with one hand. 
 
    He slowly pressed it into her, moaning as he felt her muscles squeeze against his fingertip before he pulled away. The next ball was even larger, and Brad had to tease Meghan with it before she could relax enough to take it in. 
 
    “Come on,” he urged, feeling his dick twitch as he imagined his cock replacing the balls, fucking into Meghan and feeling her press her ass back against him. He pushed harder, the ball sinking into Meghan’s ass slowly.  
 
    “Is that all of them?” Erica asked, and when Brad turned his head to look at her, she’d unbuttoned her dress to the waist, revealing her smooth skin and a hint of pale bra.  
 
    He nodded, running his tongue over his lips before he answered. “Yes, Erica,” he said, giving the balls a little twist, just to see how Meghan would react.  
 
    The scream that fell from her lips was definitely worth it and Meghan pulled against the ropes, in an attempt to buck up as much as she could. “Pull the last few back out and press them in again,” Erica told Brad, and even before he could do so Meghan was already moaning, knowing how good that would feel. 
 
    As he toyed with the beads, Meghan’s cries increased. It almost drowned out the soft moan that came from Erica, but Brad didn’t miss it, turning his head just in time to see her run her fingers over the breast she’d freed from her bra, tugging against the nipple. 
 
    “And back again,” Erica repeated, noticing Brad’s distraction. 
 
    “Yes, yes, back again!” Meghan moaned, wiggling under Brad’s touch. 
 
    If he hadn’t been so aroused, Brad might have laughed, but his cock was aching from how hard it was, how much he wanted to be given the order to fuck Meghan’s ass. It was an effort not to say so, not to beg Erica to let him, but the noises Meghan made absorbed plenty of Brad’s attention. He wanted to help her show off for Erica, he wanted Erica to be as turned on as they both were.  
 
    Brad wanted such a lot of things, but all his desires could be filled by pressing the balls back inside Meghan, shifting so he could push them in harder, almost as if he were fucking her with them.  
 
    “Shall I do it again?” he asked, his voice eager.  
 
    “Yes!” Meghan responded wiggling under Brad, but it wasn't her answer he was waiting on. Erica took longer, probably because Meghan had responded so eagerly. Brad watched as she teased her nipple, watching Brad and Meghan together. It was hard not to beg Erica to let him help her as well, but Brad hardly wanted to stop giving Meghan pleasure.  
 
    He pulled the balls free and thrust them in once more, his free hand trapping Meghan’s hip against the mattress. 
 
    “Do it again,” Erica nodded and Megan's moans echoed around them. “You both look so good from here, so hot.” Erica's words were joined by a soft moan from her, too. “Tell me how good Meghan looks, Brad.”  
 
    Brad loved how hot it made him feel, to know that Erica was watching, and he knew Meghan felt the same, so he pulled the balls slowly free, giving Meghan plenty of time to moan dramatically. “She looks so good,” he said, pausing and twisting the smaller balls inside Meghan. “She’s so wet, and she keeps bucking up trying to fuck herself more.”  
 
    He watched as Meghan shifted her hips, trying to get him to fill her again, and gave a low groan. “I think she’s ready for my cock, Erica,” he said, and though he was very eager to fuck Meghan, it was also true. He wouldn’t have risked saying it before Meghan was ready.  
 
    Erica hummed, making Brad pause, his attention focused on her. “Are you ready for Brad’s cock, Meghan?” she asked, still teasing her nipple between two fingers.  
 
    “Oh yes!” Meghan nodded, like ‘yes' was the only word left in her vocabulary. It was followed by more pulling against the ropes and more needy sounds.  
 
    “You can fuck her,” Erica said. “But only one of you is allowed to come.” She didn't specify which one of them, or even which of then got to choose. 
 
    Meghan parted her legs more, crying out loudly when Brad pulled the beads out again. “I want to feel your cock,” she half-begged to Brad. “I want you to stretch me out, show Erica how good you are at fucking my ass.” Brad was very experienced in fucking Meghan’s ass just the way she liked it.  
 
    He kissed his way up Meghan’s body, nipping lightly at her jaw, enjoying the way her body shifted under his to get more contact. Brad moved down to meet her, moaning when her breasts brushed against his chest, her nipples still hard. “Fuck, I’m so ready, too,” he told her, glancing at Erica, to make sure she was watching.  
 
    “We’ll show her together,” he promised, reaching for the lube and spreading it over his cock, giving a hiss at the feel of the cold substance against his overheated flesh. With one hand lifting Meghan’s ass up off the bed, Brad used the other to guide his cock to press against her.  
 
    He pressed forward smoothly, Meghan perfectly ready for him, just like Erica had instructed. Pumping his hips, Brad groaned at the tight heat all around his dick. “I want to come in you,” he said, his tone almost pleading with Meghan, hoping he could get her to agree. “And then fill you up with a plug while my cum’s still in you.”  
 
    The noises Meghan was making were almost as hot as having Brad’s cock in her ass. Almost but not quite as she pushed down more and harder, in as much as she could with the restraints on. “Okay,” she moaned. “But you have to fuck me hard.” Brad knew she couldn’t come from just being fucked in the ass, so there wasn’t a danger that they both would come. 
 
    “Do as she says,” Erica nodded, her own moan joining in and when Brad glanced her way, he saw that her fingers had made it down her panties, the skirt of her dress pushed up around Erica’s hips. 
 
    Brad turned his attention back to Meghan, the hand on her ass helping to lift her off the mattress so he could rock his hips into her. As Meghan’s moans got louder, Brad’s pace picked up, fucking her with as much force as he could manage. Even with her legs spread wide, Meghan was still so tight. Like this, it wouldn’t take Brad long, and he bit down on his lip as he tried to resist the waves of pleasure threatening to overwhelm him.  
 
    Turning his head, Brad took in the sight of Erica, fingers between her legs and hips pushing off the chair as she fucked herself in time with Brad’s own movements. “Faster, come on,” she ordered, and Brad did his best to obey, his knuckles going white where he held onto Meghan’s hip.  
 
    “That’s it,” Erica urged, “you look so good together. Fuck her harder.”  
 
    Meghan was as keen on Brad fucking her harder, moaning louder and louder. His hips slammed forward, doing just as he’d been told and fucking Meghan hard. She was clearly loving it, her whole body moving under him, tugging against the ropes like she couldn’t get enough of Brad’s cock in her. Her cries of pleasure urged him on, but Brad couldn’t take his eyes off Erica. 
 
    He could see the outline of her fingers through the material of her panties as she touched herself. Her lips were parted to let out soft moans, ones that were much quieter than Meghan’s but Brad knew they were there, knew she was moaning because of what he was doing to Meghan. 
 
    “Fuck, yes, yes, yes,” Meghan screamed, her body arching upwards and Brad knew that if he didn’t come soon she’d find a way to. 
 
    Without looking away from Erica, Brad thrust even harder and faster. He ran his hands over Meghan’s skin, nails leaving red lines against her sides as he plunged his cock deeper into her. Her muscles seemed to tighten around him as she moaned, sending Brad flying over the edge of his orgasm so quickly it was almost dizzying.  
 
    His hips slowed down, his cock softening until he could slip free, sitting back on his heels and touching Meghan’s legs appreciatively. “Yeah, that’s it,” he said, trying to soothe her against the mattress. “You did so well, and you looked so hot. Erica was watching, did you see?” Brad glanced at Erica, who hadn’t stopped touching herself, making Brad’s stomach swoop with arousal.  
 
    Meghan was utterly breathless, but she did still turn her head towards Erica. She looked so beautifully ravished and there was so much more yet to come! Brad watched as Erica stood up, letting her dress drop to the floor, leaving her only in the sheer lingerie she was wearing. Walking across the room, Erica leaned down to press a kiss against Meghan’s lips, making the other woman moan gently. 
 
    “You did so well, baby. I love watching you get fucked,” she told Meghan, one hand brushing over Meghan’s stomach and making its way up to her breast. Erica teased one of Meghan’s nipples between her fingers before turning to look at Brad. “You did very well, too,” she said, making pride surge through him. 
 
    He went to his knees as she approached, and Erica leaned down to kiss him, too. 
 
    “Now stuff her ass, just like how you told her you would,” Erica instructed, moving to stand to one side. 
 
    “Yes, yes,” Meghan nodded. “Please!” 
 
    “I will,” Brad promised, casting a glance back at both women as he crawled to the box to fetch the plug. They were both watching him, and it made desire simmer low in Brad’s stomach. It didn’t matter that he was no longer hard, he still needed to please both Erica and Meghan as much as he could.  
 
    He selected a nice big plug, one that would keep Meghan stretched, almost to the point of being overwhelming. He held it out to Erica for her approval, while she rolled Meghan’s nipple between her fingers.  
 
    “Yes, that’s perfect,” she praised, reaching out to run her free hand through Brad’s hair once he joined them on the bed.  
 
    Brad pressed two fingers easily into Meghan’s ass, making sure she was still slick and loose. He moaned softly, shivers of arousal sliding down his spine knowing it was his own cum he could feel inside her.  
 
    “Ready?” he asked, though he hardly felt Meghan needed to be asked - she’d been so open with her begging.  
 
    “Ready,” Meghan nodded anyway and then cried out sharply as Brad inserted the tip of the plug into her ass. He was slow, but he still had to hold Meghan’s hip down against the bed so she wouldn’t push herself onto the plug too eagerly. Brad took care not to hurt Meghan and Erica hummed in approval, reaching to run her free hand through Brad’s hair again. 
 
    “You’re so good to her,” she praised. “Such a caring lover.” Brad was and Meghan moaned softly. Once the plug was inside her, Brad leaned down to kiss against the nipple Erica wasn’t playing with, sucking it lightly in his mouth briefly before he pulled back to see what Erica wanted him to do next. 
 
    Her attention shifted from Meghan to Brad and she smiled. “It’s your turn now to get your ass played with,” she told him letting go of Meghan’s breast and walking over to the box. “You want to try some beads, too, Brad?” She asked but Erica’s question wasn’t really a question, not when she was already picking a new set up. 
 
    “Get on top of Meghan, ass up in the air. Suck her nipples,” Erica instructed. 
 
    Brad moaned, feeling almost too turned on to put it into words. “Fuck, yes, Erica,” he said eagerly, if not very coherently. It was just so much, knowing that Erica was going to do to him what he’d done to Meghan, all while Meghan’s ass was still stuffed full.  
 
    Settling himself between Meghan’s spread legs, Brad leaned his weight on his elbows, sticking his ass up as much as he possibly could. He shifted forward, taking one of Meghan’s nipples into his mouth, cheeks hollowing as he sucked hard. Meghan’s body writhed below him, and Brad’s moan vibrated against Meghan’s breast when he felt Erica’s palm cupped tight against his ass.  
 
    He couldn’t keep quiet, not that he really tried, as Erica slid first one and then two fingers into him, getting him ready for the smallest of the beads. Brad fought to keep his ass still, whining in the back of his throat as Erica twisted her fingers.  
 
    “Please, Erica,” he begged. “Please. I’m ready for something bigger. I’ve been so good.” Erica had said so herself, and Brad’s whole body was hot with how much he wanted to feel his ass stretch more.  
 
    “Did I say you could stop sucking Meghan’s nipples to talk?” Erica asked, and Brad’s eyes widened. “You don’t want him to stop, do you, Meghan?” Erica asked.  
 
    “No,” Meghan whined. “It feels so good.” She pulled against the ropes until Brad’s mouth returned to her breasts, teasing one nipple between his teeth to give it a light nip before he sucked hard on it. Brad struggled not to let go when Erica replaced her fingers with the first few beads, lubing more up as she went. It felt so good, having his muscles stretch out and then tighten before the next ball entered. 
 
    Meghan was wiggling under him, making Brad run a hand over her side, steadying her slightly. 
 
    “What do you want, Meghan?” Erica asked from behind Brand. 
 
    “Fingers. Please! Can he please put his fingers in me?” She begged, making Brad groan just at the thought of having his hand between her legs, against her wet pussy. 
 
    “Yes,” Erica confirmed. “Go ahead, Brad, finger fuck her, but do it slowly.” 
 
    It took an effort of will not to rush, but Erica had been very specific, and Brad knew everything would be better if he did as she had asked. Slowly, he teased his hand down from Meghan’s breast, over the soft curve of her stomach and then lower, brushing tantalizingly against her nearest thigh.  
 
    “Fuck, I can feel how hot you are already,” Brad said, before returning his mouth to Meghan’s breast, circling his tongue around her nipple. He loved how needy Meghan’s moans sounded. The more stimulation she had, the more she seemed to crave, and Brad could hardly wait to give it to her.  
 
    He slid a finger over her pussy, past her clit and down to where she was wettest. With the plug still in her ass, she was tight even around one finger, but Brad quickly added a second, fucking Meghan slowly just as Erica had ordered.  
 
    As if to reward him, Erica pressed the next biggest ball inside him, and Brad moaned against Meghan’s chest, the muscles in his thighs shaking as he tried to push his ass up more, press back against Erica to take another.  
 
    It felt so good, the way she stretched him out. And then Erica pulled the ball back out and pressed it in, making Brad’s hips buck forward. His cock was once again unbearably hard, as if he hadn’t already come once. Beneath him, Meghan moaned, tugging against the ropes to try and fuck herself more against Brad’s fingers. 
 
    “You can go a little faster,” Erica told him and Meghan cried out as Brad did. She felt so hot against his fingers, completely restricted from getting anything she wasn’t being given. Behind Brad, Erica pressed an even larger ball in and then pulled it back out, the rest of the string following before she then moved it back in. 
 
    Brad’s whole body felt so needy, like he couldn’t wait for Erica to do so much more to him. She played with the beads, matching the speed with which Brad was moving his fingers in and out of Meghan. “Faster,” she instructed picking the pace up and making Brad’s toes curl with how much pleasure that sent down his body. 
 
    “Make Meghan come and I’ll fuck your ass,” Erica instructed and Meghan nodded ever so eagerly, breasts bouncing as she moved on the bed. 
 
    Brad knew just what to do, twisting his wrist so he could hold his thumb against Meghan’s clit while his fingers thrust in and out of her. The way Meghan moved, bucking her hips to fuck herself on Brad’s fingers, he almost didn’t have to do anything, letting her grind her clit against his hand.  
 
    Wanting to earn his praise and his reward from Erica, Brad worked his thumb and fingers faster, circling Meghan’s clit and pumping his fingers deeper into her pussy. He could feel the plug that still filled her ass, and he pressed against it, giving a shudder at the way it made Meghan’s breath catch in her throat.  
 
    “Fuck, you’re so full,” he said, whispering the words into Meghan’s skin before he closed his lips around her nipple again, sucking slow but steadily.  
 
    “You’re so full, too,” Erica observed from behind him, teasing one of the larger balls against Brad’s asshole. “But you’ll be fuller when I fuck you, and I do so want to fuck you.”  
 
    That made Brad even more determined, moving his hand so he could apply more pressure to Meghan’s clit.  
 
    It hardly took long before Meghan was coming against Brad’s fingers. Her screams of pleasure resounded around them. Her whole body trembled and Brad felt so pleased for having been the one responsible for such an intense orgasm. Especially when it was followed by praise from Erica. 
 
    “Such a good boy,” she hummed, a hand stroking over Brad’s back. “Meghan, you look so good, coming like that,” she added making Meghan give a weak smile, her body clearly still feeling the tingles of her climax. Erica didn’t slow down, though, pulling the beads out of Brad’s ass one by one in quick succession. 
 
    “You’ve earned your reward,” she told him. Glancing over his shoulder, Brad could see Erica standing up to get one of his very favorite strap-ons out of their toy box. It made him swallow a moan, just imagining how good it’d feel to have Erica fuck him with it. 
 
    Once she’d pulled it on, over her sheer panties, Erica reached for the lube. “You’re going to fuck Meghan while I fuck you,” she told Brad. “Do you want that? Do you want your cock in her hot, tight pussy?” 
 
    Meghan and Brad both moaned together, so that their words were barely distinguishable. “Yesss,” Brad hissed. “Fuck, yes. I want that, please.” Erica smoothed a hand over his ass, giving Brad a little push forward. Taking her hint, Brad lined his cock up against Meghan’s pussy, holding himself up over her so he could watch her face as he pressed his cock inside her.  
 
    As his cock slid into Meghan’s tight heat, Brad groaned, pulling back only to feel the blunt tip of the strap-on against his asshole. He stilled, chest heaving as Erica eased the long, thick dick inside him.  
 
    “How does it feel?” she asked, giving Brad another small push, sending him forward into Meghan before he pulled back, fucking himself onto Erica’s cock.  
 
    It took Brad a long moment to find the words, too wrapped up in how good it felt to have Meghan’s pussy in front of him, and Erica’s cock behind. “It’s amazing,” he finally panted. “Meghan, you feel so tight. And I’m so full, too. It’s - everything, all at once.”  
 
    “It’s so good,” Meghan moaned. “I can feel your thrusts through him, Erica. And my ass! It feels so fantastic!” Her words were interrupted by moans, soft little cries that turned harder and harsher as Brad fucked into her with more force. Every thrust was met by Erica fucking into him, too, filling him up just like how he was filling up Meghan’s tight pussy.  
 
    “You both look amazing,” Erica praised and slammed her hips forward, making Brad do the same. The cries of pleasure were now indistinguishable, making it impossible to tell who they were coming from. Erica fucked Brad harder and harder, in turn, he did the same to Meghan. Her body, still tied to the bed, was thrashing under them, fucking back as much as she possibly could. 
 
    “I’m going to come, oh my God, Erica, please!” Meghan cried and Erica’s hand tightened on Brad’s hip as she fucked forward. The movement hit that magical spot inside Brad just right and he, too, screamed, matching Meghan’s cries. 
 
    “Go on, Meghan, come for me, come hard,” Erica said and Brad felt the moment Meghan did. 
 
    Her muscles tightened around his cock, making Brad choke on a moan, pleasure surging through his whole body. He almost lost control, his hips bucking forward wildly, but he fisted one hand in the bedsheets and made a concerted effort to hang on.  
 
    “Can I come, too, Erica, please?” he begged, the words pouring from him as Erica’s hips continued to slam against his ass with the echoing smack of skin on skin. Every time her cock hammered the sensitive spot inside him, Brad felt his orgasm build, the pleasure coiling tighter and tighter until he almost couldn’t take it.  
 
    “Pleeease,” he whined, almost sobbing with how much he needed it, and he felt Erica’s soft, strong hands stroke down his sides.  
 
    “Go on,” she urged, her cock pressing deeper into Brad’s ass. “Come for me. Fill Meghan up with your cum.”  
 
    Brad cried out wordlessly as he fucked forward into Meghan one last time, her pussy still so hot and so tight as she pulled at him, trying to keep him close.  
 
    Everything around Brad went white as he came, so hard, with Erica still fucking him. Underneath, Meghan cried out loudly, both Brad and Erica’s names falling from her lips. Erica rode Brad through his climax, slowing with each thrust until she finally stopped altogether. 
 
    “God, you’re both so hot,” she sighed, breathless. Brad gave a small cry when Erica pulled out of him, and then slid out of Meghan, too, pressing a kiss against her cheek. She looked absolutely ravished, and Brad felt that he must’ve looked similar. 
 
    When Meghan regained the ability to speak, she turned her head to Erica, where the other woman was removing the strap-on, letting it fall to the floor. “Can we make you come, too, Erica? Please?” She asked hopefully, tongue running over her lips. 
 
    “Yes,” Brad said, nodding eagerly. “Please, let us do something for you.” After coming so hard, he felt as though his limbs were loose and uncoordinated, but he’d overcome it if it meant getting to make Erica come.  
 
    Erica looked down over them, smirking at how eager they were to please her. “Such eager subs,” she teased. “Brad, untie Meghan.”  
 
    The knots were tight from how much Meghan had strained against them, so it took Brad a few moments to loosen them, pressing kisses to where Meghan’s wrists and ankles were red from the ropes. From having been tied up himself, Brad knew how good the pain could feel.  
 
    Once Meghan was unbound, she and Brad went to their knees, looking up at Erica, who was still wearing her sheer lingerie.  
 
    “Brad, sit on the bed, legs wide enough for me to sit between them.”  
 
    Brad scrambled to obey, while Erica ran a hand over Meghan’s hair. “Undress me,” she ordered.  
 
    He watched as Meghan eagerly followed Erica’s orders. Her legs were parted and Brad could see the butt plug still in her ass. Meghan rocked against it every so often, but most of her attention was on Erica as she slid the other woman’s panties off so carefully. With a kiss against Erica’s hip, Meghan reached to undo her bra, removing that just as carefully as she had with the panties. 
 
    Erica stood beautiful and naked before them, only her heels still on and when Meghan reached to take those off, too, Erica shook her head. “They stay,” she told Meghan and she nodded obediently. 
 
    Erica moved to the bed, settling herself between Brad’s spread legs so that he could feel the warmth of her back against his chest, his cock soft against her ass. She turned her head, lifting a hand to grab Brad’s hair and pull him forward so that she could kiss him, hard. Her tongue swept into his mouth, thrusting almost as if she wanted to remind him of how well she’d fucked him mere moments ago.  
 
    When she let him go, Brad almost felt dazed, but he snapped quickly back to attention at the sound of his name. “Play with my nipples,” Erica ordered, and Brad eagerly reached up to cup one breast in each hand, his fingers teasingly lightly against Erica’s hard nipples.  
 
    “Meghan,” Erica called, reaching out a hand to her. “Come here.” She parted her legs, patting the space between them for Meghan to join them on the bed. “You’re going to eat me out.”  
 
    It took Meghan no time at all to settle between Erica’s thighs and Brad could see her pressing a line of kisses against Erica’s inner thigh, moving higher and higher as she went until finally she reached Erica’s pussy. Even if he hadn’t been watching, Brad would’ve known exactly when Meghan’s tongue made contact with Erica’s heat, because Erica gave a loud, incredibly satisfying moan. 
 
    “Yes, just like that,” she praised and Brad was certain she meant them both. He dedicated himself to playing with Erica’s nipples, just how she liked it, a mixture of soft strokes and hard tugs. Meghan, similarly, licked Erica’s pussy just the way Erica enjoyed it. Brad would’ve been jealous that he didn’t get to, but knowing that he and Meghan were working together to make Erica come was far more rewarding. 
 
    He could tell when Erica’s orgasm was approaching and so could Meghan, he was sure. She began to lick faster, matching the way Erica cried out louder and louder until finally, her muscles tensed and she came with a loud scream. 
 
    Meghan took her time to lick softer and softer until she finally pulled back to see if Erica wanted her to continue. Brad’s fingers, too, had slowed to see what Erica wanted next. 
 
    “God, you’re both so good,” she praised. She pressed her back harder against Brad, smiling down at Meghan. “You’ve done well, baby,” she praised, leaning down to kiss Meghan, before turning her head to do the same with Brad. “And you. Are you going to be a good boy and help Meghan take out the butt plug?” 
 
    Erica hardly needed to ask, both because Brad always wanted to be good for her, and because he would always choose to help Meghan when given the option. Still, she’d asked and so Brad would give her an answer. “Of course,” he said, and Erica shifted so that Brad could climb out from behind her.  
 
    “You can stay there,” she told Meghan, running a hand through her hair while Brad kissed his way down Meghan’s back. When his hands got to her ass, he gave it a squeeze, pressing against the plug inside her in a way that made Meghan give a very rewarding moan.  
 
    Slowly, carefully, Brad worked the plug loose, pressing many more kisses to Meghan’s ass and thighs while Erica continued to stroke her hair.  
 
    Once he’d finished, Erica gave Brad a wide smile of satisfaction. “How do you feel?” she asked, looking at both him and Meghan.  
 
    “Well fucked,” Meghan answered, but there definitely was a lightness to her tone. She followed it with a smile, which somehow managed to make her look even more well fucked. “Thank you, Erica,” she said before looking at Brad and giving him another smile that he knew was an implied thanks. It was Erica’s doing, but he still smiled back, pleased that he’d pleased them both. 
 
    “Shall we have some dinner?” Erica suggested. “And perhaps then I’ll let you tie Brad to the bed instead,” she teased but even the suggestion was enough to make Brad’s body heat up all over again. 
 
    “Yes, please!” Brad agreed, knowing Erica would tease him about sounding so eager. He knew, too, that Erica would deliver on her playful promise, if not after dinner then another day. “You’re always so good to us,” he said, getting up and pressing a kiss against Erica’s cheek before he turned to offer Meghan his hand.  
 
    She stood up, only a little wobbly, and while she also gave Erica a kiss of thanks, Brad went to fetch her robe, helping Erica into it. She gave a satisfied-sounding sigh that made Brad’s stomach swoop with affection for her, and for Meghan.  
 
    “Come on then,” she instructed. “Brad, you can cook, and Meghan will wash up afterward. If you’re both good, I’ll come up with some rewards.” Her eyes glittered, and Brad shared a pleased smile with Meghan while they both gathered their clothes.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Teaching Her to Dominate 
 
      
 
    The bar was getting busy, and Gina was glad she and Poppy had arrived early enough to claim a table along the back wall. It meant they could watch everyone coming and going, all without being squashed up against anyone they didn’t know. “What about him?” Gina asked, gesturing with her empty glass at the man who’d just walked through the door.  
 
    He was tall, and so well-muscled that people stepped aside to let him pass. He obviously knew it, too, because his shirt was tailored to show off the breadth of his shoulders. “I like him,” Gina added, in case there had been any doubt.  
 
     “But he’s only just arrived!” Poppy objected. “Won’t he think we’re - well, a bit eager if we go up to him now?”  
 
    Gina, frankly, did not see that anyone being eager was necessarily a bad thing, but she reached out and gave Poppy’s arm a squeeze. “Oh, I have no plans to go up to him,” she assured. “We’re going to make him come to us.”  
 
    It wasn't, really, very difficult. Gina flipped her long black hair over one bare shoulder, meeting the strangers' eyes once, and then again. Finally, she gave him an encouraging smile. Just like that, he was pressing through the crowd towards them. 
 
    “Ladies,” he greeted upon arriving at their table, giving Gina a smirk. “The hair-flipping is very effective,” he teased and Poppy snorted, barely managing to cover it up with a small cough. 
 
    “Hi,” she said before he could, in turn, tease her about that. “I’m Poppy and this is Gina,” she introduced them, giving the stranger a wide smile. For all that Poppy had been unsure whether it would be too eager to have the guy come over, she definitely wasn’t shy now that he was there.  
 
    Taking a note of Gina’s empty glass, the guy waved his hand at the nearest waiter before turning back to them and glancing at the free chair across from them. Gina gave a nod, more than sure that she wanted him to join them. “I’m Hudson,” he introduced himself. “Like the river.” The addition was said with a small smile, like Hudson got asked that fairly often when he introduced himself. 
 
    Leaning forward, Gina decided that Hudson was even more handsome up close. His bright eyes made a striking contrast with his tanned skin and dark brows. Anticipation coiled in her stomach as she imagined running her hands over his forearms, clutching at his shoulders as she pulled herself into his lap.  
 
    Giving her head a little shake, Gina refocused on the present. “Are you here alone, tonight, Hudson?” she asked, despite having seen him walk in by himself. He could be meeting someone, though Gina hoped he wasn’t. “You see, we’re looking for a little company,” she said, resting a hand on Poppy’s arm. “Both of us.”  
 
    Gina was sure that some guys - maybe even a lot of guys - would’ve completely missed her meaning. She had been prepared to be even more pointed in her proposition. Hudson seemed to get it almost straight away, his eyes sliding from Gina to Poppy and then back. He ran his tongue over his lower lip, as if in thought, before humming. 
 
    “I have been told I’m quite good company,” Hudson commented. Gina had no doubt that he was but before she could say as much, Poppy did instead. 
 
    “Prove it?” She said challengingly, making Gina ever so proud. This would be their first threesome together, but Gina knew that Poppy had had one in the past. She fully planned to make tonight better than whatever her friend’s ex-boyfriend had managed to pull together. 
 
    “Well, how could I possibly refuse?” Hudson laughed. “Have you ladies got somewhere to go that’s more... private?” 
 
    Getting to her feet, Gina enjoyed the way Hudson’s gaze followed her. She knew she looked good in her red halter-necked top and tight skirt, but she still enjoyed seeing his appreciation.  
 
    “Of course,” she answered, smirking as she thought of the fresh sheets Poppy had put on the bed, all in preparation for picking up a stranger. “It’s only a few blocks,” she added, holding out one hand to Hudson and the other to Poppy.  
 
    Poppy, too, looked amazing once she stood up, her breasts almost spilling out of the low-necked dress she was wearing, and Gina smiled, turning to watch Hudson’s reaction to Poppy, too. “I’ll lead the way.”  
 
    Hudson followed the two of them out of the bar the way only a man would. There was absolute confidence in his step. Gina couldn't help but wonder how much that would translate to how he was in bed. She wouldn't have to wait long before finding out. The walk seemed extremely short when the prospect of how much hotter everything would feel once they were inside was so tempting. 
 
    “We’re here,” Poppy announced, leading them into a lift and up to her apartment. It was huge and Gina liked to think of it as perfect for playing. Or at least she hoped it would prove to be. Once they were inside, Poppy offered them drinks. 
 
    “I’m more interested in other things,” Hudson said, shrugging off his jacket and throwing it over the chair. “So, how adventurous are you?” He asked them both. “I’m what you might call a man who likes to play.” 
 
    It so closely echoed Gina’s own thoughts that she raised an eyebrow at him. She felt no hesitation over her reply. Taking a step closer to Hudson, Gina ran her hands over his chest, feeling the solid wall of muscle under the material of his shirt. “I’m extremely adventurous,” she told him with confidence. Like Poppy, this was not Gina’s first threesome. She was very interested in it not being exactly like the ones she’d had before.  
 
    “What kind of playing did you have in mind?” she asked, finding that she was curious what Hudson liked, what he might introduce them to.  
 
    Poppy, clearly not willing to be outdone, came and pressed her body lightly against Hudson’s side. “I’ve got a box of toys,” she offered. “Do you want to come and take a look?”  
 
    “Oh, yes,” Hudson almost purred a response at that. The sultry tone went straight between Gina’s legs, making heat pool there. She could tell that Poppy had a similar reaction from the way her friend dragged a hand over her side, stopping just shy of brushing over her breast. “Show me,” Hudson encouraged. Not that Poppy seemed to really need encouragement. 
 
    Taking Hudson’s hand, she led him through to her bedroom, turning to make sure that Gina was following them. Poppy’s eagerness would’ve made Gina laugh if she wasn’t just as keen to get this party truly started. Pulling out a box from under the bed, Poppy revealed a rich variety of toys. Gina hadn’t even known she had so many, but it looked like a collection. 
 
    Hudson was in no way shy as he bent down to brush his hand over some of them. Gina watched curiously, interested in what he might pick out. She hadn’t expected it to be rope rather than any of the toys. 
 
    “Oh, I’ve never used that,” Poppy commented and impossibly Hudson’s smirk got even sexier. 
 
    “I have.” 
 
    Gina could picture it, Hudson stood naked, smirking that same smirk over a beautiful woman bound to his bed. She felt a shiver of arousal pass over her skin, and she glanced at Poppy, wondering if she were as affected.  
 
    “Oh,” Poppy said, the word almost a gasp, and that, too, made heat race through Gina’s body. “Would you like to tie me up?” Poppy asked, sounding so very eager, despite her apparent inexperience.  
 
    Gina wasn’t so sure that she would like to be tied up, so she turned to give Hudson a speculative look. “I could help you,” she offered, pitching her voice low. She’d never tied anyone up before, but Gina was nothing if not eager to learn.  
 
    Both Hudson and Poppy seemed surprised by the offer, but Gina could also see a flicker of arousal cross their faces. That was definitely very promising and after a moment, Hudson nodded. “Yes to both of those questions,” he decided. He took a step forward, letting the rope drop down on the bed. Reaching out for Poppy, Hudson drew her in close before leaning down to kiss her. 
 
    Gina could see how rough the kiss was, his teeth dragging against Poppy’s lips. But then Poppy moaned into the kiss and Gina suddenly wanted to see how much more Hudson could do to Poppy. And to Gina.  
 
    She hardly had to wait long before he was turning to face her, reaching out to brush a hand over Gina’s cheek. “Undress her,” he instructed. 
 
    Gina’s gaze flew up to Hudson’s face, only to find his expression completely cool and collected. It was hot, how in control he seemed to be, and Gina turned to Poppy, reaching out a tentative hand to move over her arm.  
 
    “Yes,” Poppy agreed, to the question Gina hadn’t asked. “Please, Gina, do as he says.” Poppy glanced at Hudson too, her cheeks pink with excitement. Made bold by Poppy’s eagerness, Gina ran her hand more firmly over Poppy’s side, her fingers brushing against the curve of Poppy’s breast before she found the zipper.  
 
    Gina could feel Hudson watching them, and the awareness of it prickled along her skin, making her clothes feel too tight. Inch by inch, she tugged Poppy’s zipper down, until her dress fell away, revealing all of Poppy’s curves. Poppy moaned, and her breasts bounced with the movement of her chest, barely contained by her bra.  
 
    Moving to stand behind her, Gina’s fingers slipped the clasp free, easing the bra off her, leaving her standing before Hudson in nothing but the scrap of lace between her legs.  
 
    “Everything?” Gina asked, desire so sharp that it ached.  
 
    “Everything,” he confirmed. 
 
    Gina slid Poppy’s panties off slowly, as if to make a show of her. Perhaps she was. Poppy didn’t seem to have any objections to that. If anything, she was a very keen participant. Parting her legs to let Gina remove the material between them, Poppy stood naked. Gina could feel the heat radiating off her. There was no doubt in her that Poppy was as turned on by this as she was. 
 
    Hudson took a step forward, running a hand over Poppy’s breast, his thumb sliding over her nipple in a way that made Poppy gasp. It made Gina curious about whether she, too, could cause Poppy to make such a noise. Hudson seemed to catch her gaze and he smirked at her. 
 
    “You want to touch Poppy?” He asked and Gina licked her lips, before nodding. “Maybe in a bit,” he said and Gina flinched with such fierce disappointment, feeling like she’d been so close and had it snatched from her. 
 
    From the way Hudson laughed, Gina realized that was precisely what he had wanted her to feel. "Poppy, it's your turn to help Gina undress," he told her, beginning to unbutton his shirt, like he had to be in charge of his own stripping. 
 
    Poppy turned to Gina with no hesitation, bringing her hands up behind Gina’s neck to unfasten her halter top. It fell forward instantly, revealing Gina’s bare breasts, and Gina arched her back, pushing them towards Poppy, her pussy throbbing with how much she wanted someone to touch her. Poppy didn’t, just pulling the material free and moving to unzip Gina’s skirt.  
 
    Gina stepped out of it, kicking off her shoes as well. Poppy knelt before her, looking up through her long lashes. Poppy’s fingers skimmed up Gina’s legs, barely touching her. It made Gina whine, almost crying out when Poppy brushed against the material of her panties.  
 
    She drew them off inch by inch, still careful not to touch Gina more than was absolutely necessary. Gina could see the way she glanced at Hudson, as if eager for his approval.  
 
    Like Gina, he could clearly tell that that was what Poppy was after. Gina noted how - unlike when she’d wanted to touch Poppy - Hudson did reach out to brush a hand over Poppy’s head. “Good job,” he praised. There was something in his tone that made Gina so much hotter. She’d didn’t care much for the praise but the way Poppy’s eyes almost glazed over at it, made Gina want to try it too. 
 
    “Gina, get the rope,” Hudson said, reaching out to run a hand over her bare shoulder, sending goosebumps flying across her skin. Poppy tried to stand up then, but Hudson placed a hand against her back. “No, stay down,” he told her, turning more towards her. 
 
    As Gina moved, she could see him undoing his belt. She stilled to watch the way he pulled it out of its loops, setting it down on the bedside table like he might return to it later. The thought was definitely hot, but so was the way Hudson undid his zip, pushing his pants down. Before long, he was stood in front of Poppy in nothing but tight, black boxers. 
 
    His erection was pressing against the material and Gina heard the way Poppy’s breath caught at seeing the size of it. Oh, they’d have so much fun!  
 
    “The rope, Gina?” Hudson reminded and she gave a quick nod before walking back to him with the rope now in her hands. “I’ll teach you how to tie someone’s hands well,” he told her. “Poppy, you won’t mind being used for a demonstration, will you?” 
 
    Poppy certainly didn’t look as if she’d mind, kneeling so reverently at Hudson’s feet. Gina caught her eyes, winding the rope through her fingers and enjoying the way Poppy seemed to shift in response. Gina could easily imagine the burning between Poppy’s legs at the thought of being tied up. It thrilled her that she might be the one to give it to her.  
 
    “Please,” Poppy said eagerly, breaking the expectant silence. “I want you to.” She half-turned, so she was facing Gina, who took a step forward toward her. Gina reached out, instinctively moving to smooth Poppy’s hair back, but caught herself. Hudson hadn’t said that she could touch yet. Gina dreaded that if she disobeyed him, she wouldn’t be allowed to be the one to tie Poppy up.  
 
    Wetting her lips, Gina looked at Hudson, waiting for his approval in much the same way Poppy had. “Show me,” she demanded, holding the rope out between her hands. “Show me how to tie her hands behind her back.”  
 
    "Turn around, Poppy," Hudson said and Poppy obeyed so beautifully. It was impossible not to wonder what it might feel like if Poppy followed her instructions. But Gina didn't have much time to ponder it before Hudson was instructing Poppy to stand up and put her hands together.  
 
    Hudson took the rope and moved it around Poppy's wrists. “Set it loose here, so her blood flow isn't restricted,” he explained before moving the rope higher. His hands were visibly soft as they stroked over Poppy's arms. It was nice to know that he wanted to take care, even without knowing Poppy well. Or maybe because of it.  
 
    He showed Gina a very simple knot, telling Poppy to pull against it to illustrate how she couldn't undo it herself. The fact that that tug was followed by a moan made the whole thing more erotic.  
 
    In a much quicker move, Hudson removed the rope. It demonstrated just how skilled he was at this and that was pretty hot, too.  
 
    “Now you try,” he told Gina.  
 
    Gina longed to take her time, stroking over Poppy’s arms to send tingles down her spine. She also wanted to show Hudson how capable she was, how quickly she could learn. She wanted to impress him, and that meant not looking like she was hesitating.  
 
    Repeating the actions he’d shown her, Gina secured Poppy’s arms together behind her back. She bit her lip at the way it made Poppy’s spine arch and her shoulders curve. Gina knew that when Poppy turned around, her full breasts would be thrust forward. Thinking about Hudson touching them, or letting Ginatouch them, made Gina almost burn with desire.  
 
    When she was finished, Gina didn’t remove the rope, instead taking a step back to survey her work.  
 
    “It feels so good,” Poppy breathed, glancing over her shoulder at them. Gina could see the way her arms shifted against the ropes, testing the strength of them.  
 
    “Can I touch her now?” Gina asked, surprised by how needy her voice sounded.  
 
    Hudson ran a hand down Gina’s back, low enough that his fingers brushed over her ass briefly before he gave a small nod. “But only her neck.” It was a frustratingly limiting order but Gina didn’t dare break it. 
 
    At the first touch of her lips against Poppy’s skin, the other woman moaned loudly and Gina wanted to touch her more. She didn’t, though, sticking only to Poppy’s neck just as Hudson had instructed. She did nibble lightly, thrilled when that got another moan. 
 
    “You’re doing well,” Hudson praised, moving behind Gina so he could press against her. She could feel his thick cock against her ass. She gave a soft, eager-sounding moan at how much she wanted to feel more of it. “All in good time,” he hummed, clearly knowing just what she wanted. “Do to her what I do to you,” Hudson instructed, pressing a kiss against Gina’s neck and then running his hand over Gina’s side and up to her breast, fingers teasing against her nipple. 
 
    It sent a bolt of pleasure directly to Gina’s pussy. She had to fight not to push her breasts forward, trying to get Hudson to touch them more. Instead, she carefully repeated his actions, kissing the side of Poppy’s neck and trailing her fingers lightly up Poppy’s side.  
 
    Poppy moaned, shifting eagerly into Gina’s touch. Her nipple was already hard, and Gina circled her fingers around it before pinching briefly, just as Hudson had done. “More,” Poppy urged, “please.” Unlike Gina, she did push her breasts forward, her back arching and her bound hands rubbing against Gina’s stomach.  
 
    Gina glanced over her shoulder at Hudson, running her tongue over her lower lip as heat pooled between her legs. She leaned back, lightly grinding her ass against his cock, waiting to see what he would do next.  
 
    At first, Hudson’s hands didn’t leave Gina’s breasts. He gave one of her nipples another tug, sending a mix of pleasure and pain down her body. When she repeated the action on Poppy, she moaned so loudly, almost primal-sounding. It made Gina want to do it all the more. Hudson seemed to agree, because he went on to repeat the action on Gina’s other nipple, teasing a moan from her too. It was no match for the sounds Poppy made. 
 
    The noise that then fell from Gina's lips wasn't too dissimilar when Hudson's hand slid lower and between Gina's legs. Her heat absolutely welcomed him, legs parting and back pressing tighter against Hudson's chest. 
 
    “Make Poppy beg,” he whispered against Gina’s ear, giving her earlobe a small bite. His fingers brushed lightly against her, but he didn’t pull back, letting her rock against his touch more. 
 
    “Fuck,” Gina purred, moving her hands slowly down Poppy’s body. Her friend clearly guessed what was coming. Gina’s fingers were still only brushing against Poppy’s ribs when she gave a full-body shudder. She shifted her weight against Gina in an attempt to urge her hand down faster. She was unable to really do much, especially with her hands still bound behind her.  
 
    It made Gina slow down even more. The needy, desperate sounds Poppy made were so hot Gina almost forgot about Hudson’s fingers between her legs. Almost, but not quite, as she rocked between his hand and his cock still hard against her ass.  
 
    Finally, Gina slid her hand between Poppy’s legs, cupping her gently before she pressed a finger inside her. “She’s so wet,” Gina said, feeling Poppy twist her hips, trying to get Gina’s fingers deeper. Gina didn’t oblige, instead keeping her thrusts shallow, so that Poppy would have to beg her for more, just as Hudson had asked.  
 
    “Gina,” Poppy whined, her shoulders wriggling against Gina’s chest. “Gina!” She sounded so very desperate already, and Gina was surprised by how easy it was to resist. She enjoyed it, knowing that Poppy’s pleasure relied on her and what she would do. Gina rocked her own hips, feeling pleasure dancing just out of her reach as her clit only barely brushed against Hudson’s still fingers.  
 
    “Oh, please,” Poppy begged, her movements almost frantic. “Please, Gina. Hudson. I need more.”  
 
    “Beautiful,” Hudson praised and Gina could see how Poppy beamed at that. He dragged his hand away from between Gina's legs and up to his mouth, licking the taste of her off his fingers before thrusting his hips forward, his cock pressing more into Gina's ass. "Will you let her come?" He asked and Gina realized he was letting her decide. 
 
    “Please, Gina!” Poppy begged. “I really want to come, please let me.” Her tied hands brushed against Gina’s stomach, fingers stretching out in a way that allowed Poppy to brush them between Gina’s legs. If she pushed forward, she could easily make Poppy’s fingers rub her clit. Hudson seemed to somehow just know that. 
 
    “Or you can make her make you come,” he commented. “But you have to choose.” 
 
    Gina’s breath caught at that, awed by the power it gave her. It made her want to choose. Desire thrummed through her body at the thought that she would be in charge of whether or not Poppy came. She could be selfish and chase her own orgasm, or she could be generous and make Poppy come.   
 
    “Please, Gina,” Poppy begged, eagerly moving as much as she could against Gina’s fingers. “Please, let me make you come. I want to, I want you to come because of me.” It wasn’t what Gina had expected Poppy to beg for. She thought she heard Hudson chuckle behind her.  
 
    Gina liked how desperate Poppy was, and she felt sure that just making Gina come wouldn’t satisfy her. “Yes,” she decided, giving a nod before she tipped her head back against Hudson’s shoulder. “Yes, you can make me come, Poppy, go on.”  
 
    She pushed her hips forward, moaning as Poppy’s fingers slid against her as they searched for Gina’s clit. 
 
    “You’d better hold me up,” she teased, but she did trust in Hudson’s strength. She let her knees go weak as Poppy’s fingers circled around her clit, causing waves of pleasure to tighten the muscles in Gina’s stomach.  
 
    Having Hudson’s strong frame behind her, his hands holding her steady as Poppy did her best to make Gina come, it somehow made her feel even more empowered. With her head tilted back, Gina could only moan as the pleasure cruised through her. Hudson teased her nipples as Poppy’s fingers played with Gina’s clit, making the edge of her sweet orgasm come closer and closer until with a loud cry Gina came. 
 
    Poppy moaned, too, like Gina coming made her hotter - and Gina knew it did. “Good,” Hudson murmured. “Such a good girl, Poppy,” he praised, pressing a kiss against Gina’s jaw before he stepped back. 
 
    “Get back down on your knees, Poppy,” he instructed. Gina watched in fascination as her friend dropped down without any hesitation at all. 
 
    Moving from behind Gina, Hudson walked around to stroke over Poppy’s head. “Good,” he repeated. “Are you going to be a good girl for me?” He asked and Poppy nodded eagerly. With his hand still in Poppy’s hair, Hudson looked up at Gina, smirking. “And you, Gina? Are you going to be good for me?” 
 
    Looking at the two of them, and still trembling from her orgasm, it was quite easy for Gina to nod. As much as it had frustrated her for Hudson to deny her what she wanted, Gina found it surprisingly hot. Following his lead with Poppy had brought great results. “Yes, up to a point,” Gina agreed, not quite willing to promise total obedience the way that Poppy was. If Hudson wanted that, Gina felt sure he’d be able to find some way to convince her.  
 
    “Can I make you come now?” Poppy asked, looking up at Hudson, licking her lips appreciatively at the dark patch on his boxers. She glanced over her shoulder at Gina, catching her eye and then winking before she added, “Gina might have to help.”  
 
    Gina wanted to help, and she took a step forward, brushing a hand against the hard muscles of Hudson’s stomach, waiting until he gave her permission before she went any further. “Can I take these off for you?” she asked, grazing her fingernail along the waistband of his underwear.  
 
    “If you kneel,” Hudson answered and Gina felt a thrill move down her spine at that. It was almost as if he knew that she’d do as he asked if there were very specific rewards - ones that included things she wanted. Poppy, to her credit, moved slightly to one side so she could make space for Gina if she chose to kneel. As she looked up at Gina, the woman could see how hopeful Poppy looked. 
 
    Hudson, too, seemed very well aware of Poppy’s gaze. “Are you desperate to suck cock, Poppy? Like a good little slut?” That seemed to take Poppy by surprise. Despite the fact that there was a blush moving down her shoulders, the woman nodded. 
 
    “Yes, yes, I am,” she nodded, licking her lips. 
 
    As she went to her knees, Gina was very aware of her naked body, of how wet her pussy still was. She felt vulnerable, looking up at Hudson and the hard line of his cock tenting his boxers. She felt powerful too and it was enough to make Gina’s breath come faster, her breasts bouncing every time she sucked in a breath.  
 
    She reached up, brushing her fingers teasingly against the muscles of Hudson’s legs. She could feel both Poppy and Hudson watching her. Poppy bit her lip to try to contain the desperate little noises she was making as she leaned forward, so eager to get her mouth on Hudson’s cock.  
 
    Gina pulled Hudson’s boxers down slowly, and the sight of his long, thick cock made both women moan. Gina helped Hudson step free of the material, then sat back, tilting her head so she could look up at him.  
 
    “Can we suck your cock together?” Poppy asked, making Gina’s breath catch.  
 
    “Yes,” he said and it struck Gina how much he sounded like he was letting them. It was as if he didn’t mind, when she was so certain that he wanted them to suck his cock. It was a skill that she wondered if he’d perfected by being dominant with women. Now wasn’t the right time to investigate that. Not when Poppy was already leaning in to run her tongue over Hudson’s cock. 
 
    There was a small grunt that fell from Hudson’s lips at the touch and that was so hot that Gina wanted all the more to lean in and lick over his sensitive skin. Poppy wasted very little time before she took Hudson’s cock into her mouth, making Gina smile. She really was acting like a cock-hungry slut. 
 
    “Don’t just watch,” Hudson told her when Gina hadn’t yet joined Poppy. 
 
    The command in his voice was so obvious that Gina felt her stomach flip with arousal. She leaned in, brushing her cheek against the warm skin of Hudson’s hip as she turned to fit her mouth alongside Poppy’s. She ran her tongue skillfully along the vein on the underside of Hudson’s cock, giving a satisfied smirk when she heard him groan above them.  
 
    Gina lifted her hands, holding Hudson’s hips. Poppy moaned appreciatively as her head bobbed and she took his cock deeper into her mouth. Her lips brushed against Gina’s as their mouths worked together to pleasure Hudson.  
 
    Poppy pulled back, smirking at Gina as soon as her mouth was free. “Go on,” she urged. “Show him how much you want to suck his cock, too.” Poppy barely waited to see Gina suck Hudson’s dick between her lips before she had leaned further in, nuzzling at his balls.  
 
    Hollowing her cheeks around Hudson’s thick cock, Gina looked up, catching his eye as he watched her swallow down his cock.  
 
    Gina had never really thought about how empowering a blowjob could be. Poppy, clearly, was very interested in the submissiveness of it all, and that was nice. It suited her in an incredibly attractive way. Gina, though, was more interested in... she wasn't quite sure what.  
 
    Her tongue ran the length of Hudson’s shaft and the way his breath caught was so rewarding. She sucked harder, the saltiness of his precum tasting great against her tongue. More than anything, Gina enjoyed how Hudson sounded, how he felt when she gripped his hips tighter for her and Poppy to enjoy his cock. 
 
    “Kiss her,” Hudson instructed. “I want you to share the taste of me.” He didn’t specify which of them he’d addressed, but Poppy was ever so eager to follow instructions. 
 
    Gina pulled back, turning her head to catch Poppy’s lips. She lifted a hand, cupping Poppy’s cheek to hold her still. Gina’s tongue darted out to press the taste of Hudson’s precum into her mouth. Poppy moaned, sucking on Gina’s tongue like it was another cock for her to pleasure. It sent a wave of desire through Gina, her pussy tightening. She moaned, too, stroking her fingers through Poppy’s hair.  
 
    Wanting to make the most of Hudson’s orders, Gina kissed Poppy harder, her teeth nipping against Poppy’s lower lip to see what sounds her friend would make. Poppy moaned, her mouth opening to welcome Gina’s tongue, like she couldn’t get enough. Gina’s free hand moved from Hudson’s hip to Poppy’s waist, moving up until Gina’s fingers could tease over Poppy’s nipple once more.  
 
    Poppy’s body felt so pliant against Gina, she leaned into every touch so keenly, soft moans filling the space around them. It was thrilling to know she could do that. When, experimentally, Gina tugged on one of Poppy’s nipples, she earned a sharp cry that mixed pleasure and pain into one. She couldn’t help but wonder what else she could do that might lead to that. Hudson’s hands came to tangle in both of their hair, reminding Gina that there was also him who she could make offer up beautiful, sexy sounds. 
 
    They both returned to Hudson’s cock, Poppy’s mouth wrapping around it like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted. The noises from him did increase and as Gina brought her hand up to play with his balls, Hudson groaned. 
 
    “I’m going to come,” he informed them, but didn’t stop there. “I’m going to come on Gina’s breasts and you’re going to lick it all up, Poppy.” The instruction was met by a moan from Poppy that got swallowed up by the fact that her mouth was still around Hudson’s cock. 
 
    Gina felt a sharp tug of desire, and she nodded. “Fuck, yes,” she agreed. She wanted that, and even more so, she wanted to help make it happen. “Come on, Poppy,” she urged, returning her mouth to Hudson’s cock, tracing her tongue over the sensitive places that made Hudson grunt his approval. “Do what I do,” Gina instructed, lifting her hand to stroke along the shaft where her mouth couldn’t cover.  
 
    On either side of Hudson’s cock, Gina and Poppy teased their mouths against his skin. Gina’s tongue brushed against Poppy’s, making Poppy cry out and push herself even further forward.  
 
    Gina could tell when Hudson was getting close, the noises he made getting louder and louder in the quiet room, drowning out even Poppy’s moans. Shifting her position, Gina sat up on her knees, her breasts pushed up and ready for Hudson’s cum. It made the ache between Gina’s legs intensify, her whole body hot with how much she wanted him to come on her.  
 
    Poppy, to her credit, continued to stroke and lick against Hudson’s cock, until finally, with a loud grunt, he came. The hot cum squirted across Gina’s breasts, making her swallow a moan at how erotic this was. One of Hudson's hands was still tangled in her hair. She only realized he'd tightened his fingers when Hudson loosened them once he was truly empty. Poppy leaned in to lick over his sensitive cock, getting every last drop before turning to Gina.  
 
    The look on her face was one of absolute lust and Poppy didn't at all hesitate before her tongue was running over Gina's hot skin. Good at doing exactly as instructed, Poppy licked Hudson's cum off Gina, taking extra time at circling her tongue over Gina's nipple where some of the droplets had hit. 
 
    “Good,” Hudson praised, his other hand in Poppy’s hair. “Does that feel good, Gina? Would you like Poppy to do more things to you with her mouth?” His tone was so playful. Gina had no doubt he knew precisely what Gina’s answer would be. 
 
    She didn’t hesitate, answering quickly in case Hudson would take her silence as a negative. “Yes,” she said, nodding. “Please. It feels so good.” Poppy’s tongue didn’t stop moving, lapping at Gina’s nipple in a way that sent heat flooding between Gina’s legs.  
 
    Looking up at Hudson, she could see the desire in his eyes as he watched them. His gaze followed Poppy’s tongue as it darted out to lick up the very last of his cum. “I’m so wet,” Gina added, feeling a surge of power. She could make Hudson want to give Poppy the instructions that Gina was so hoping for. She knew she could, because Hudson wanted to watch almost as badly as Gina wanted to feel Poppy’s mouth against her pussy.  
 
    “Please,” she added for good measure. “Let Poppy lick my pussy clean, too.” Poppy moaned, but she didn’t stop her mouth moving against Gina’s breasts.  
 
    “That sounds like a good suggestion,” Hudson said, grinning at Gina. “Get on the bed,” he told her, nodding his head towards Poppy’s neatly made bed. They still hadn’t even touched it. That was a pretty thrilling realization. All the things they were still to do on that bed! Gina did as Hudson instructed, looking at him over her shoulder. He was watching her, lust filling his eyes. It sent a tingle down Gina's spine.  
 
    Moving towards her, with such determination, Hudson looked like he knew exactly what he wanted and exactly how he wanted it. He reached to pull a pillow up, brushing his hand briefly over Gina’s naked back. “Lean against it and spread your legs,” he told her before turning to Poppy. The other woman was still kneeling patiently on the floor. Gina felt that Poppy almost looked like she only thought about doing the things she was told. 
 
    “Poppy,” Hudson turned and Gina noticed how his tone with Poppy was softer, like he knew he had to take more care with her. “Get on the bed. I want you to kiss Gina, then play with her breasts until she begs for more. Then you can lick her pussy, okay?” That earned Hudson a very eager nod and Poppy got onto the bed, her balance only slightly thrown by the tied hands. 
 
    With no hesitation at all, Poppy leaned in to kiss Gina. With her friend’s lips against hers, Gina couldn’t see what Hudson was doing, but she heard the way Poppy moaned, so he must’ve been doing something. 
 
    Poppy kissed her so softly, making Gina moan eagerly for more. She parted her lips, curling her tongue around Poppy's to draw it into her mouth. Poppy took the hint, her tongue thrusting harder against Gina's. It made Gina's pussy ache, so empty, and in need of something to fill her up.  
 
    Slowly, Poppy’s mouth moved down from Gina’s lips. She pressed sucking kisses against Gina’s neck, over the tops of her breasts. Finally, Poppy’s mouth latched around one of Gina’s nipples. She sucked gently and Gina felt a heat spreading out from the tip of her breast.  
 
    Hudson was still behind Poppy, one hand between her legs. It made Poppy moan, and the sound vibrated against Gina’s skin. Gina arched her back, pushing her breasts forward. She could feel her pussy get wetter as Poppy’s pink tongue lapped at her nipples.  
 
    “Fuck,” Gina cried out, twisting her hips as if it would give her some relief. “Please, Poppy. Please. I want to feel your tongue against my pussy.” Looking down at where Poppy’s mouth was still occupied against Gina’s nipple, Gina could have sworn that Poppy smirked at her. She didn’t move, circling her tongue so hot and wet across Gina’s sensitive skin.  
 
    “Good girl,” Hudson praised Poppy, like her mouth teasingGina was precisely what he wanted. That praise and the way Gina could see his hand moving between Poppy’s legs made Poppy moan again. Looking across Poppy, Hudson smirked at Gina. “Do you think your friend would like some encouraging spanking, Gina?” He asked. Poppy, in turn, moaned so loudly that Gina was impressed she was equally still sucking against Gina’s nipple. It definitely sounded like an encouraging moan. 
 
    Making eye contact with Poppy, Gina hummed. “I don’t know,” she said, drawing out the words as if she really were uncertain. To Gina’s delight, Poppy immediately caught on. She moved her mouth from Gina’s breast, kissing her way down Gina’s stomach.  
 
    Gina spread her legs wider, arching her back to thrust her pussy forward. She waited with eager anticipation for Poppy’s mouth to reach her, but Poppy was still taking her time. She nipped at the soft skin of Gina’s stomach, then lapped her tongue carefully across the sensitive marks she’d left behind.  
 
    “Please!” Gina cried out, and she wasn’t sure whether she was begging Poppy or Hudson. At the first touch of Poppy’s tongue against Gina’s soaking pussy, Gina almost screamed. “Yes, fuck,” she cried. “Spank her, Hudson, please!”  
 
    Through her own moans, Gina could hear the light chuckle that Hudson gave. Like this was exactly how he’d expected things to go. She would’ve been fascinated, if she wasn’t too distracted by the way Poppy’s tongue made pleasure shoot through her body. Even if Gina hadn’t heard the first slap land against Poppy’s ass, she would’ve known from the way Poppy moaned. The vibration rocked through Gina, making her moan in turn. 
 
    “Make her come,” Hudson instructed and this time Gina listened out for the slap. She had no idea how hard he was slapping Poppy’s ass, but she definitely was enjoying it. Poppy licked against Gina harder, rocking forward after every slap only to then pull back. It was as if she was asking for more and that just made Gina hotter. The idea that Poppy wanted to have her ass slapped, that she wanted that mix of pleasure and pain. 
 
    Poppy was clearly taking Hudson's instructions seriously because she focused all her attention on Gina's clit. Her tongue circled it, moving faster and harder until Gina could hardly contain herself. She pushed herself off the mattress, grinding her pussy against Poppy's face. Poppy didn't hesitate, pursing her lips around Gina's clit and sucking hard. 
 
    When Hudson's hand struck Poppy's ass with another slap, Poppy wailed. Her lips clamped down, the vibration passing directly to Gina, whose whole body seemed to buzz with pleasure. 
 
    “Harder!” Gina cried out, her toes curling against the sheets.  
 
    Poppy took the instruction to heart, pressing even more against Gina. There was another slap from behind them before the groan from Poppy changed completely. Looking up, Gina saw that Hudson had aligned himself behind Poppy, thrusting his hips forward. Even just the thought, not to mention the image, of Hudson fucking Poppy as she licked Gina's clit made heat rush through her body. 
 
    “Fuck,” Hudson grunted, pressing deeper into Poppy, making the other woman moan against Gina. The mix of sounds and touches was edging Gina closer and closer. The beginnings of an orgasm tingled through her. She watched as Hudson reached out to grip the rope that Poppy’s hands were tied with, making this even hotter.  
 
    Poppy’s body swayed between them. It almost looked like she’d given herself up completely, rocking forward when Hudson fucked into her, and swaying back when he pulled against the rope. The throb of arousal it caused between Gina’s legs was startling. “Fuck, you look so hot,” she cried. Her gaze moved rapidly between Hudson and Poppy as she drank them both in.  
 
    With every thrust, Poppy’s mouth was pushed hard against Gina’s clit. Poppy licked and sucked at her, her movements increasingly desperate. It made pleasure strike out through Gina’s whole body. She was so close, and then Poppy moved away as Hudson pulled back, making Gina almost sob with frustration.  
 
    Reaching out, she wound her fingers through Poppy’s hair, pulling her face closer between Gina’s spread legs. Poppy lapped hungrily, and when Hudson thrust into her again, it added even more friction against Gina’s clit. She came, arching her back and giving a wordless cry as her orgasm broke over her.  
 
    “Yes! Come on, come for Poppy,” Hudson encouraged. His hips slammed harder into Poppy as the other woman carried on licking Gina’s pussy until Gina finally pushed her away, too sensitive to the touch. Having her mouth no longer occupied, Poppy could cry out loudly at how hard Hudson was fucking her. Her breasts bounced under her. Her nipples brushing against Gina’s breasts as Hudson pushed her to move up Gina’s body. 
 
    The sounds that Poppy made were so hot. Gina reached to tug against one of her nipples, grinning when it led to a sharp intake of breath from Poppy. "Yessssss," Poppy cried out and Hudson brought a hand down to slap her ass again. 
 
    Looking up at Gina, Hudson held her gaze as he fucked Poppy harder and faster. “Do you want me to fuck you, Gina?” 
 
    Gina was already so sensitive. Imagining Hudson fucking into her made her thighs clench and gave her a sharp ache between her legs. She moaned softly, catching Poppy’s eye as Hudson pounded into her. “He’s so good,” Poppy encouraged, tongue darting out over her lips. “So big and thick, Gina.”  
 
    It made Gina want it even more. “Yes,” she said, no longer surprised by the need in her voice. “Please. I want you to fuck me hard.” Poppy moaned, almost as if she were just as turned on by the idea as Gina was.  
 
    “Good,” Hudson nodded and Poppy whined when he pulled back. “Get on her face, Poppy. Gina will make sure you come,” he promised so confidently that Gina was sure she would. Poppy didn’t hesitate to crawl up Gina’s body, needing Gina’s hands to steady her.  
 
    “Please, Gina,” Poppy begged, sounding almost desperate. Hudson shifted closer, getting between Gina’s legs and she could feel the tip of his cock rubbing against her teasingly. It was as if he was waiting, so Gina reached closer, pulling Poppy in against her before tilting her head up to run her tongue over Poppy’s pussy. 
 
    Hudson seemed to have been waiting for exactly that and when Poppy moaned, he pressed his cock inside Gina. It was long and thick, making Gina’s pussy stretch around it. 
 
    Her moan was muffled by Poppy, but still loud enough to echo around the room. Gina arched her back, lifting her ass off the bed to meet Hudson’s thrusts. Just as she’d begged for, Hudson fucked her hard. Gina could feel his hips slapping against her thighs as his cock filled her. She lapped her tongue against Poppy’s pussy. Teasingly, she dipped it inside her, making Poppy’s body tremble where Gina was still steadying her.  
 
    Squeezing her muscles around Hudson’s cock, Gina was rewarded by a moan from above them. He thrust into her with even more force, the fingers of one hand gripping hard at Gina’s thigh.  
 
    “Oh god,” Poppy moaned when Gina’s tongue flicked over her clit. “Oh fuck, Gina, please.” Gina could tell that she was close, and it thrilled her. She lifted a hand, fingers teasing against the curve of Poppy’s breast. When she found her hard nipple, Gina tugged it suddenly, making Poppy’s whole body quiver.  
 
    Hudson thrust into Gina, grinding his hips against her. Gina didn’t let it distract her, circling her tongue around Poppy’s clit at the same speed as her finger around Poppy’s nipple.  
 
    “Yes, yes, come on,” Poppy cried out louder and louder as she rocked her hips against Gina. Hudson slammed into her harder, too, making Gina’s body feel like it was on fire with pleasure. His cock felt so good inside her and having Poppy above her, moaning, just added to it. The begs that fell from Poppy’s mouth made Gina feel in control of her, knowing Poppy couldn’t come unless Gina made her, not with her hands tied. 
 
    Hudson slammed into Gina harder and harder and she could feel her own orgasm building, too. “Come on, Gina, I want you both to come,” Hudson grunted and it sounded more like an instruction than a request. It clearly made Poppy want to come even more because she began to give almost animalistic little whines above Gina. 
 
    It made Gina feel even hotter, knowing it was up to her when to push Poppy over the edge. She teased her with a few more strokes, her tongue darting down to lap at Poppy’s wetness. Finally, Gina honed in on Poppy’s clit, licking directly at it over and over, until she heard Poppy give a wild scream.  
 
    Hudson moaned almost as loud, his hips crashing down harder against Gina, filling her with so much force that Gina swore she’d be bruised tomorrow. “Fuck!” she cried out, her mouth still muffled by Poppy’s pussy. Her orgasm swept over her so suddenly that Gina couldn’t even think about holding back. She moaned long and loud, her muscles clinging to Hudson’s thick cock inside her.  
 
    It was all it took for him to come, too, and Gina felt the way he filled her up. Poppy seemed to rock even more above Gina, until Gina pushed her back, letting Hudson catch her. She saw him give Poppy’s shoulder a bite before he reached between them to undo the rope around her wrists. When he pulled back, out of Gina, she could feel his warm cum treacle out of her, almost like a reminder of how well he’d fucked her. 
 
    “I trust that you enjoyed the company,” Hudson teased, his fingers brushing over Poppy’s breasts. It made Poppy moan and she nodded.  
 
    “Yes, definitely,” she confirmed before giving Gina a grin. “Right?” 
 
    Gina felt so thoroughly fucked, it was almost hard to move. Seeing how Poppy shifted to get more of Hudson’s hands on her, Gina reached out too. Her fingers were light against Poppy’s nipple. She liked the little hitch of Poppy’s breath, liked knowing she still had that power.  
 
    “Oh yes,” she agreed, returning Poppy’s smile with one of her own. “I think I can safely say you’d be welcome back again, any time.” Gina glanced at Poppy’s wrists, where they’d been rubbed red by the rope. “Maybe you can find some more things to teach us,” she suggested.  
 
    Hudson laughed at that, getting off the bed. "I'll take you up on that. Maybe next weekend?" He offered and Poppy nodded very eagerly. She watched as Hudson redressed, but made absolutely no attempt to move off where she was straddling Gina's legs. Hudson seemed to realize that, too, and smirked. 
 
    “Now that Poppy’s hands are free, I bet she could show you all sorts of things she can do with her fingers,” he suggested and Gina could see the way Poppy’s eyes lit up. 
 
    “I can," she promised, turning to Gina. It made Gina realize that she was waiting for permission and maybe even instructions. 
 
    Gina moaned, and the thought of being touched, of coming again was almost overwhelming. She had to admit to herself, it made every nerve-ending tingle. Especially the thought of Poppy obeying instructions that came only from her.  
 
    “Show me how you like your nipples played with,” Gina instructed, her voice soft and yet surprisingly eager.  
 
    Poppy hesitated, then lifted her fingers to her nipples, tugging at them sharply. It sent a wave of heat through Gina’s body, and she could barely tear her eyes away to glance at Hudon. She smirked at him. “Maybe next weekend, we’ll have something to show you.” 
 
    Poppy moaned at that, pinching her nipples even harder between her fingers. “Fuck, yes,” she agreed.  
 
    “I’ll leave you two to it, then,” Hudson offered, and Gina gave him one last nod before he slipped out of the bedroom, closing the door behind him.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Had By a Foursome 
 
      
 
    It was Rosalie and Patrick’s first wedding anniversary and for it, Rosalie wanted to do something special. There weren’t a lot of things she and Patrick hadn’t already tried in the bedroom. They had a pretty great understanding of exactly what the other liked and what they liked together. This just meant that Rosalie wanted to impress Patrick even more with what she had planned for them. 
 
    The suggestion of going to a sex party had been met with an eager agreement. That bit wasn’t new. As much as Rosalie loved playing with just Patrick, sometimes it was nice to play with Patrick and other people. He definitely agreed. They had had some very nice encounters at parties. Rosalie was confident, however, that she could still show Patrick a great time. 
 
    Without a doubt, this was the biggest party they had ever attended. It was held in a huge house, each room specifically set up to cater to a particular kink. Just being there made the whole of Rosalie’s body heat up. When they had first arrived, Rosalie had led them through room to room, to just see what was on offer. Whenever she spotted something that she knew Patrick would especially like, they stayed longer. 
 
    “Do you like imagining what you’d feel like in his position?” Rosalie asked, giving Patrick’s hand a squeeze as they watched a man tied to the St Andrew’s Cross and flogged. His hard cock stood to attention that he wasn’t receiving. Instead, the strands of the flogger licked across his thighs and his stomach, making him cry out in both pain and pleasure. 
 
    Rosalie could certainly imagine being in the position of the woman hitting the guy. Maybe this was something they could try at home, or a different party. Rosalie had other plans for this one. Watching, however, would do no one any harm. 
 
    One of Patrick’s hands lifted to tug at his thin t-shirt, as if even that much clothing was too warm. They were overdressed. Rosalie planned to enjoy taking each and every item of clothing off when the time was right. Keeping Patrick dressed was just another piece of control that he allowed her. One Rosalie would take full advantage of.  
 
    “You know I do,” he said, his eyes not leaving the scene in front of them. When the flogger came down again, the sub being punished moaned. So did Patrick. “God,” he carried on, “thinking of everyone watching me take that for you -” He didn’t need to finish the sentence, Rosalie knew just how much it turned him on.  
 
    Half-turning, Patrick glanced at Rosalie. “Are you enjoying it?” he asked. His tone was so eager, especially when he added, “Will you let me help?”  
 
    She gave a soft laugh at the question, turning her head to press a soft kiss against Patrick’s lips. “I’ll always let you help,” she promised. It was another thing they shared, the understanding that both of their desires came together. Patrick loved serving Rosalie. She loved the control he gave her over him. “But not here,” she told him before Patrick could do much more than run a hand over her back, fingers teasing against the skin that the straps of Rosalie’s dress left exposed. 
 
    “Come on,” she said, with one last glance at the activities in the room. Leading them further through the house, Rosalie paused every so often. She made a note of the things that Patrick wanted to stop to see. There were so many things they could do. All of those would have to come later or another time. 
 
    The room Rosalie had asked to be prepared looked perfect. There was a huge bed in the center and chairs around it, creating the perfect stage. “What do you think, baby?” Rosalie asked, turning to run her hand over Patrick’s chest. “You want to make an audience gather?” She had all the confidence in the world that he could. Patrick was stunning and that was before Rosalie had made him beg. 
 
    Patrick sucked his lower lip between his teeth. Rosalie recognized that as a sign of genuine excitement. “Anyone?” he asked, his gaze sweeping around the chairs that surrounded the bed. “Just anyone who wanted could come and watch?” He’d admitted to Rosalie before that not knowing who might see them was part of what Patrick found exciting about sex parties. She wasn’t terribly surprised that the thought of anyone just walking in and finding a seat had an effect.  
 
    “I definitely want that,” he added, as if there’d been any doubt. His eyes widened as he leaned into Rosalie’s touch. “Will you make me be loud?” he asked. “That would get people’s attention.”  
 
    “Amongst other things,” Rosalie said. Making Patrick be loud was only one of the things she was planning to do. It was thrilling to know just how much Patrick wanted to be seen. Rosalie was very excited for him to learn what else she planned to do.  
 
    Pressing one more kiss against her husband’s lips, Rosalie made him take a step back. “Take a seat,” she told him. Once Patrick had, Rosalie discarded her shoes and got on the bed. She faced Patrick, kneeling on the bed, her dress flowing beautifully around her. Reaching up, Rosalie unclipped her hair, letting its locks drop loosely over her shoulders. 
 
    “First,” she said with a small grin, enjoying how Patrick’s eyes were completely focused on her. “I want you to enjoy me.” Once Rosalie had said as much, three other women entered the room. They joined her on the bed, no hesitation at all in reaching out to touch her, hands roaming Rosalie’s body. Her eyes stayed focused on Patrick, tongue running over her lower lip. 
 
    Patrick’s jaw went slack for a moment, almost as if he were too overcome to even moan. That was exciting, as was the way Patrick’s fingers curled around the seat of the chair. Rosalie knew what he was doing, that he didn’t want to risk touching himself before Rosalie had told him that he could.  
 
    Anything else she might’ve thought almost flew out of Rosalie’s head as she felt the light brush of fingers. It wasn’t just the touch against her breast, or the scrape of a nail across her collarbone, it was also the wet warmth of a mouth against her ear, and a generous chest pressed against her back.  
 
    Rosalie had been touched by more than one person at once before, but never by three. Each of the women seemed to be teasing her. They were teasing Patrick into the bargain. He leaned closer, tongue wetting his lips.  
 
    When organizing this, Rosalie had given the women clear instructions. Teasing was definitely part of it. She wanted to make Patrick watch. Make him want to touch so badly before she allowed it. So Rosalie tilted her head back, giving a soft moan when one of the women - Corine - bit Rosalie’s earlobe. 
 
    “Fuck,” she moaned softly. “Take my dress off,” she told Jemma. The woman instantly moved her hands to Rosalie’s side to undo the straps there. She didn’t rush, careful with each string. Rosalie saw her glance over her shoulder at Patrick, rocking her hips in an almost seductive fashion. Good, that was what Rosalie wanted. 
 
    The third woman - Ilsa - stroked over the skin exposed by Rosalie’s dress as it fell off her body with the straps undone. Her touch felt hot and Rosalie easily leaned into it. “Corine,” she moaned softly. “Will you undress Jemma and Ilsa?” She asked and Corine gave an eager moan from behind her. 
 
    “Oh yes.” 
 
    Ilsa turned, meeting Corine with an eager kiss. The two of them looked stunning together. One glance at Patrick showed Rosalie that it was still her who had captured his attention. He watched as Jemma helped Rosalie slide her legs free of the dress that had pooled around them. “Fuck,” Patrick groaned sharply. “You’re so hot in that underwear. I want to -” He caught himself, and Ilsa laughed. Her blouse was off now, discarded on the bed. Rosalie could see Corine’s fingers working at the clasp between her breasts, letting them bounce free.  
 
    “My turn,” Jemma interrupted, sweeping her hair up with one hand so that Corine could unzip her dress from behind. Rosalie saw Patrick’s gaze rove over Ilsa’s bare breasts, then move to Jemma’s firm, flat stomach and long legs. His gaze always came back to her, drinking her in as avidly as if he hadn’t seen her undressed a thousand times.  
 
    “Can I help?” he asked, eagerly. “Or can I take this shirt off? I feel so hot.”  
 
    It was tempting to say ‘no’, just to watch Patrick obey. Rosalie knew he would. She also liked seeing Patrick in various states of undress and wanted others to see that, too. She gave a nod, sucking her lower lip between her teeth as she watched him rush to pull his shirt off. She saw the way Jemma glanced at him, too. 
 
    “He’s beautiful, isn’t he?” Rosalie asked and Jemma nodded eagerly. 
 
    “He really is.” 
 
    Of course, what Patrick didn’t know yet was that Rosalie fully intended to let the other three women touch him too. First, however, she wanted to put on a show for Patrick. Show him all the things he couldn’t have right now. 
 
    Reaching out to slide her hand over Ilsa’s exposed breasts, Rosalie smirked. “I want you to suck my nipples,” she told the women. Corine didn’t hesitate to get Rosalie naked enough for them to obey. Jemma’s mouth was the first to close around one of Rosalie’s nipples, making her moan loudly, fingers tangling in Jemma’s hair. 
 
    When Ilsa joined her, the pressure of her mouth so different from Jemma’s, Rosalie’s moans grew even louder. Jemma sucked one nipple steadily, while Ilsa varied the pressure so that light licks followed on from harsher suction. The combination was intoxicating. Over their heads, Rosalie watched Patrick. One hand crept up to his own nipple, fingers plucking at it. He barely seemed aware of what he was doing.  
 
    His gaze followed Corine as she moved beside Ilsa, hands running over her thighs. Corine’s nails raked lightly over Ilsa’s panties. The moan Ilsa gave in response vibrated against Rosalie’s breast. Ilsa followed it with a bite to Rosalie’s nipple which sent a sharp pleasure-pain flying through her body.  
 
    “Please,” Patrick said, his voice carrying over the noise of Jemma still sucking at Rosalie’s nipple. “Please, let me touch you.”  
 
    “No.” Rosalie shook her head. She enjoyed how disappointed Patrick looked. She wanted him to watch. The build-up would be worth it, she was very certain. “I want you to enjoy how much pleasure the girls are giving me,” she added just before Ilsa bit her nipple again, making Rosalie give a sharp, unexpected cry of pleasure. Jemma, not to be outdone, sucked harder, making Rosalie’s pussy wetter. 
 
    “May I touch you?” Corine asked and Rosalie could see the small smirk against her lips. Like she was enjoying that she would be allowed and Patrick wasn’t. It was thrilling and Rosalie nodded. 
 
    “Make me come,” she instructed and Corine’s smile widened like she’d been expecting precisely a challenge like it. 
 
    Corine teased a hand over Ilsa’s breast before moving to arrange some pillows behind Rosalie. “Lean back,” she urged. When Rosalie did, Corine moved to slide Rosalie’s panties off. Instinctively, Rosalie parted her legs. The two other women were doing an excellent job of edging her closer and closer to an orgasm, just by sucking her nipples. 
 
    Patrick groaned as Corine kissed her way down Rosalie’s stomach. Rosalie could hear the need in his voice. That gave her its own kind of thrill. Patrick wouldn’t touch himself, not without asking her permission. All he could do was watch and enjoy, just like she’d ordered.  
 
    “She likes it when you start out softly,” he said, as Corine’s head moved between Rosalie’s thighs. Corine didn’t look up or give any other sign of having heard. Nonetheless, she did start softly. Her tongue moved gently over Rosalie’s pussy, avoiding her clit.  
 
    Ilsa moaned, dragging Rosalie’s attention away from Corine. She was pinching her own nipples, even as she continued to suck Rosalie’s. “Fuuck,” Patrick moan. “I’m so hard, babe. Can I touch myself, please? I won’t come.”  
 
    “No,” Rosalie said again. “But I will let you decide if Ilsa touches Jemma or the other way around.” That earned Rosalie a moan from Jemma, only slightly muffled by her breast.  
 
    With Corine between her legs, following Patrick’s suggestion to go slow, Rosalie leaned back more. She could still see Patrick, see the need in his eyes. When Corine’s tongue slid against her wetness, Rosalie gave a loud moan. “Fuck, yes, just like that,” she cried. Bringing her hand down to tangle her fingers in Corine’s hair, she pulled the other woman more against her.  
 
    “Ilsa,” Patrick decided, “touch Jemma.” His tone was confident, and Rosalie felt a thrill of pride. Patrick was much more used to taking orders, but he was doing so well! Ilsa gave a whine, brushing her hands across Rosalie’s stomach on her way to Jemma.  
 
    “Can I take her panties off?” Ilsa asked, looking to Rosalie for permission, rather than Patrick.  
 
    “You can,” Rosalie confirmed, her breath catching a little as Corine licked over her clit. Her touch was soft and wet, making a shiver run through Rosalie’s body. Jemma, whose tongue swirled around Rosalie’s nipple, gave a matching moan when Ilsa’s finger slid under the material of her panties, pushing them down. Rosalie watched the way Ilsa reached out to give one of Jemma’s nipples a tug.  
 
    When it caused Jemma to moan louder, Ilsa slid her hand between her legs. “So wet,” she murmured. Rosalie’s pussy was also incredibly wet. She loved how good Corine was at licking it.  
 
    “I want you to put your fingers in Corine’s pussy, Patrick,” Rosalie instructed.  
 
    Corine and Patrick moaned almost at the same moment, giving Rosalie the sensation that she could feel both of them vibrating against her. Patrick moved onto the bed, pausing only long enough to kick off his shoes. He ran his hands up Corine’s legs, lifting the skirt up over her ass. He groaned when his action revealed she wasn’t wearing panties. 
 
    Though she parted her legs to make room, Corine didn’t stop lapping at Rosalie’s clit. The pleasure was steady, but not so distracting that Rosalie couldn’t watch. Patrick’s eyes met hers as he slid a finger slowly into Corine’s pussy. “Are you ready for her to lick you harder, now?” Patrick asked, his gaze dropping to Corine’s head still between Rosalie’s legs. 
 
    “So ready,” Rosalie breathed. Corine took the hint easily, her tongue moving faster against Rosalie. Patrick matched the speed in moving his fingers in and out of Corine. It made her give a string of soft moans and whimpers against Rosalie.  
 
    Jemma pulled back from Rosalie’s nipple to give a hard breath as Ilsa’s fingers began to match the speed of Patrick’s fingers. “Good girl,” Rosalie praised, reaching out to brush her hand over Ilsa’s bare back and down to her ass. She then gave it a slap, biting her lower lip at how Ilsa moaned. Oh, there was so much more Rosalie could do. 
 
    She was distracted from all of it by how Corine picked up the speed at which her tongue licked against Rosalie’s pussy. “Fuuuck,” she breathed. “Make her come, Patrick,” she demanded, sure that if Corine did so would Rosalie. 
 
    Meeting Rosalie’s eyes, Patrick gave a quick nod, to show he understood her instructions. Rosalie watched as his attention moved back to Corine. He thrust his fingers into her from behind, curving them slightly. Corine’s moans were muffled against Rosalie’s pussy, but still audible.  
 
    Turning her head, Rosalie could see people moving outside the door. Some passed by, but most stopped, at least long enough to lick their lips over the scene. Little did they know this was still only the beginning.  
 
    Corine lapped faster. Bringing her hands up to Rosalie’s thighs, she spread her even further open. Her tongue darted into Rosalie’s pussy, over and over, matching the pace of Patrick’s fingers.  
 
    “That’s it,” Patrick urged, fucking into with his fingers Corine even harder.  
 
    Ilsa was equally picking up speed as she fingered Jemma. The mix of moans from everyone felt amazing. Wanting to hear even more, Rosalie slid her hand between Ilsa’s legs, seeking out her wet heat. It didn’t take her long to make Ilsa join in with the moans, her fingers sliding inside the other woman skillfully. 
 
    “Oh God!” Jemma cried and almost like a cascade, the orgasms rolled over. Ilsa’s pussy tightened around Rosalie’s fingers. She cried out as Corine licked back up to her clit, sending a sharp thrill through Rosalie’s body. 
 
    “Fuck!” Rosalie screamed as she came, hard against Corine’s mouth. It seemed to do the trick for Corine, too, who shivered against Rosalie, trapped between her and Patrick’s bodies. 
 
    Once everyone had regained their breaths, Rosalie gave a pleased sigh. “Now girls, who else would like Patrick to make them come?” 
 
    Rosalie’s plan involved Patrick making all of them come. 
 
    Patrick groaned, but he didn’t object. That pleased Rosalie. She knew it was all for her that he was being so obedient. He could have asked, again, to be allowed to come himself. He didn’t, because Rosalie’s intentions had been clear enough that he wanted to follow them.  
 
    “I would,” Ilsa answered, with no hesitation. “Will you let him eat me out? I’m wet.” Her giggle was so sexy, especially as she moved her fingers back to her breast, stroking softly over her nipple.  
 
    “Oh yes,” Rosalie nodded. “He is very good at that.” Patrick’s skills at eating pussy really were excellent. Rosalie was keen to show that off. She enjoyed having others appreciate just how good Patrick was. It was nice to be able to let someone else be pleasured by him but still know that she was the one who’d take him home and keep him. 
 
    Corine gave one more lick to Rosalie’s pussy, startling a moan from her before she pulled back. “What else can he do?” She asked, making Rosalie smirk. 
 
    “Many things,” she announced proudly, before glancing at Patrick who looked ever so beautiful. “Isn’t that right, baby? You’re very talented in pleasing a woman.” 
 
    Immediately, Patrick’s cheeks colored with a blush. “Yes,” he agreed. Rosalie knew how very well he’d earned the confidence of his tone. “I’d like to show you,” he added, to Corine. “If Rosalie will let me.”  
 
    Before Rosalie could answer, Corine sat up. “I need to catch up, first,” she announced, drawing her shirt over her head. She discarded her bra almost as quickly. Rosalie could see her pale pink nipples already stiff and eager for attention.  
 
    “Will you let him play with my breasts?” Corine asked.  
 
    “While he eats me out,” Ilsa clarified, clearly not willing to be passed over.  
 
    Patrick moaned, giving Rosalie an imploring look that made arousal throb between her legs. “Please,” he begged. “Will you let me? I’ll do it so well for you.”  
 
    Rosalie couldn’t help but give a soft laugh at how eager the women were to have a piece of Patrick. It made her proud. She wanted them to see just how good Patrick was for her, even while pleasing other women. Rosalie knew very well that it always would be for her. 
 
    Moving up the bed, Rosalie pressed a kiss against Patrick’s lips, biting down hard. “Show them how good you can be,” she instructed, before leaning back into Jemma’s welcoming arms. Smiling up at her, Rosalie licked her lips. “Let’s see what your hands can do, Jemma.” 
 
    As Jemma’s fingers stroked slowly down her body, Rosalie watched Ilsa and Patrick move together. She almost laughed again at how careful they were to put themselves in a position where she could see. Ilsa faced Rosalie on the bed, her legs spread so Patrick could slot between them. Rosalie could watch Ilsa’s reactions, and the way she tangled her fingers in Patrick’s hair. 
 
    He tugged against her hold, pressing kisses down her body until he reached her pussy. Rosalie knew the instant Patrick’s tongue made contact with Ilsa’s clit. The sound she made was almost a purr of satisfaction.  
 
    Corine moved closer, guiding Patrick’s hand to her breast. He pinched her nipple between two fingers. Jemma echoed the action on Rosalie’s breast, so she could almost imagine it was Patrick’s hands on her.  
 
    Rosalie moaned, a sound that only increased when Jemma’s fingers made their way between Rosalie’s legs. She was so wet that Jemma didn’t hesitate pressing not one, but two fingers inside her. “Fuuuck,” Rosalie breathed, pressing her hips down against Jemma’s hand. Both Ilsa and Corine turned to look at her, lust in their eyes. 
 
    “Jemma,” Rosalie breathed. “God, that feels good. Make me come and I’ll let you experience Patrick’s cock,” she told the other woman. It was a good promise. Jemma took it to heart as her hand began to pump in and out of Rosalie faster and harder. Rosalie’s cries of pleasure were joined by the ones that fell from Ilsa’s lips as Patrick skillfully ate her pussy. 
 
    It didn’t take long before Rosalie’s body began to tremble. She screamed louder, moving harder against Jemma’s fingers. She saw Corine lead Patrick’s hand between her legs, moaning almost as loudly as Rosalie was. 
 
    Patrick looked so good, his ass up as Ilsa pushed his face down between her legs. She was breathing hard, her head thrown back. Her fingers were tugging at her nipples so hard it had to hurt. The pain, and Patrick’s mouth against her pussy, seemed to bring Ilsa’s orgasm crashing down on her. She wailed as she came, the sound echoing around the room. Under it, Rosalie could hear Patrick moan, too.  
 
    As soon as Ilsa released him, Patrick moved to press his body against Corine. His fingers pumped between her legs, and he lapped eagerly against her nipples. “Fuck,” Jemma moaned, her breath warm against Rosalie’s ear. “I bet you want to watch us all with him.”  
 
    “I do,” Rosalie breathed harshly. It was so hot to watch Patrick make all these women come. Rosalie wanted them to know just how good Patrick’s cock was, too. It thrilled her to know that Patrick would do exactly what she told him to - including fucking other women. Not that Rosalie imagined he wouldn’t enjoy it. She’d hardly do this if she thought Patrick didn’t want it. 
 
    The way he made Corine moan definitely implied that Patrick did want it. Rosalie could see how hard he sucked her nipple. Corine’s whole body trembled and Rosalie’s responded, shivering under Jemma. Her hands tightened as she gripped the sheets below her, her wetness covering Jemma’s hand as she pressed another finger in. It was enough to send Rosalie over the edge and she screamed loudly as she came, the pleasure tingling at every nerve ending in her body. 
 
    “You promised,” Jemma smirked, bringing her fingers up to her mouth to lick them before she turned to look at Patrick who was making Corine increasingly loud as he finger-fucked her. 
 
    “I did,” Rosalie nodded. “Come on Patrick, I want you to show Jemma how good I am at keeping my promises.” 
 
    Patrick didn’t even hesitate, pulling his fingers free from Corine and moving to kneel by Rosalie on the bed. Corine whined at the loss, but Ilsa wasted no time settling herself between Corine’s legs, picking up where Patrick had left off.  
 
    “Can I undress?” Patrick asked, and it almost made Rosalie laugh. Jemma was hardly going to be able to take Patrick’s cock with his pants still on. It thrilled her to know that Patrick had asked, that he would always ask for her permission.  
 
    She nodded, and Patrick moved to stand beside the bed. Glancing around, Rosalie could see how every eye was on him as he stripped. When he pushed his boxers down and his cock sprang free, Jemma licked her lips.  
 
    “You’re a very lucky woman,” Jemma observed to Rosalie, making Patrick blush.  
 
    “I am,” she agreed easily. It wasn’t just that Patrick had a beautifully huge cock - though, Rosalie did love that, too. Patrick’s obedience made Rosalie very lucky. He trusted her so fully. Rosalie wanted to do everything in her power to show him that he should. “Get on all fours, Jemma,” Rosalie instructed before parting her legs more. 
 
    Jemma took it for what it was, moving between Rosalie’s legs almost instantly. The wet tongue she ran over Rosalie’s wet pussy made her moan, but not as much as when she watched Patrick position himself behind Jemma. “Fuck her hard, baby,” Rosalie said. 
 
    Corine moaned loudly as Ilsa’s fingers moved in and out of her, licking her lips. “Can I be next?” Ilsa asked hopefully before Patrick had even had the chance to fuck the first of them, and Rosalie laughed.  
 
    “You will all get fucked by Patrick, I promise.” 
 
    Patrick’s eyes went wide as he looked up at her. “All?” he asked. Rosalie loved knowing she’d surprised him. More than that, she loved knowing just how much Patrick would love the idea.  
 
    Jemma moaned, bringing Patrick’s attention back to Rosalie’s order. He brought his hands up to her hips. Rosalie watched his mouth drop open as he pressed his hard dick into her. “Fuck,” he groaned. “You feel so good around my cock.”  
 
    He didn’t give Jemma long to adjust. After a brief glance at Rosalie, he drew his hips back. The sounds of him slamming his thighs against Jemma’s ass filled the room, pierced by Jemma’s cries for Patrick to fuck her more and harder.  
 
    Rosalie could feel the heat of Jemma’s breath against her thighs. She pushed her hips forward to remind Jemma she also wanted things. With Patrick fucking into her hard, Jemma’s mouth was too busy screaming in pleasure. She brought her fingers back to Rosalie’s pussy. “Fuck,” Rosalie moaned when Jemma began to match Patrick’s thrusts with her fingers. 
 
    “We’ll help,” Corine offered. Her and Ilsa moved closer to Rosalie. Corine leaned down to run her tongue over Rosalie’s clit, making her whole body buck upwards to meet the touch. Ilsa didn’t hesitate either, her mouth going straight to Rosalie’s breasts. While she sucked on one of Rosalie’s nipples, her hand came up to the other breast, fingers pinching Rosalie’s nipple hard. 
 
    Patrick was in the perfect position to watch all of it. That was just what Rosalie had wanted. He bit his lower lip hard as he thrust into Jemma. The whole bed seemed to sway with his movements, and Corine and Ilsa moved along with it. “God, you look incredible,” Patrick breathed. “So fucking hot, with all these women helping to make you come.”  
 
    He leaned forward, one hand moving to cup Jemma’s breast. It barely made a difference to the noises she was making. They were already so loud it was hard to imagine them any louder. “Can I make Jemma come, babe, please?” Patrick asked.  
 
    Rosalie absolutely loved that he asked. She loved it even more when Patrick’s question was joined by a string of ‘pleasepleaseplease’ from Jemma. Having them both ask Rosalie for permission made her whole body heat up. The power made her so much wetter. As if to sweeten the deal, Jemma pressed another finger inside Rosalie, making her wet pussy feel so much more full. 
 
    “Yes, yes you can,” Rosalie allowed. She saw Patrick’s hand instantly move from Jemma’s breast down between her legs so he could rub her clit. With Corine’s tongue against Rosalie’s clit and the sight of Patrick fucking Jemma harder and harder as she screamed, Rosalie came. Everything around her went white at how much pleasure her body was feeling. 
 
    Ilsa tugged her nipple even harder, sending a spike of pain through Rosalie. “Fuck Ilsa next,” Rosalie instructed and Ilsa moaned against Rosalie’s breast. 
 
    Rosalie could tell when Jemma came, because Patrick gave a cry that was almost a sob. She watched as he pulled out of her, still hard. He was so obedient. Rosalie knew he’d make every effort not to come until after he’d fucked all three women. Whether he would succeed was another matter entirely. If he didn’t, Rosalie looked forward to punishing him.  
 
    Jemma groaned as she moved into Corine’s arms. “Fuck, that was good,” she said. “He’s very talented with his cock.”  
 
    Ilsa lay back against the pillows, her legs spread so wide that her knee bumped against Rosalie’s. Patrick nipped and licked his way up her thighs, pressing a teasing kiss to her clit before he moved. Rosalie could hear Ilsa’s breath hitch as Patrick brought his cock to the opening of her pussy.  
 
    “Fuck me fast,” Ilsa encouraged, her hands moving to Patrick’s ass to pull him into her.  
 
    Rosalie knew it would take all of Patrick’s concentration to fuck Ilsa fast and not come. She moaned, pressing her back more into the bed when Jemma leaned to resume her position of having her mouth against Rosalie’s pussy. Corine moved, too, lightly slapping Jemma’s pussy before she disappeared between the woman’s legs, making Jemma cry out. Rosalie was sure she would be sensitive from having just come. Corine was clearly taking advantage of that. It was hard to disapprove. 
 
    A small crowd had now gathered around them, some even taking seats as they watched the way Patrick fucked into Ilsa. Jemma’s tongue was making Rosalie cry out as she reached out to pinch Ilsa’s nipple, just as she’d done to Rosalie. It seemed to send the other woman even closer to an orgasm and she whined loudly. 
 
    The moans from Jemma were muffled against Rosalie’s pussy. She enjoyed how much her body tingled with pleasure. “You’re so hot, baby,” she praised Patrick. “So good at fucking Ilsa so fast. Got to keep going, I want you to fuck Corine the hardest.” She had certainly earned it. 
 
    The way Corine bit her lower lip, fingers still in Jemma’s pussy was a good indication that she was keen for Patrick to fuck her as soon as he was done with Ilsa. 
 
    Ilsa had her legs wrapped around Patrick’s waist, clinging to him. His hips snapped quickly forward and back, rocking into her as fast as he could go. “Fuck,” he groaned. His ribs were heaving with the effort. His hair fell damp across his forehead as he lowered it with a look of concentration. “Fuck, fuck, I’m close,” he groaned, but he didn’t stop or slow down.  
 
    As he moved one hand between Ilsa’s legs, she cried out, urging him to go even faster. Rosalie could see how desperately his hand worked. His fingers circled over and over again around Ilsa’s clit.  
 
    “Oh! Oh, yes!” Ilsa moaned, her body shaking hard as she surrendered to the pleasure washing over her. Patrick groaned too, in mingled pleasure and relief. Rosalie knew it must be almost painful how much he wanted to come. 
 
    Yet, he didn’t even hesitate to turn towards Corine as soon as he had pulled out of Ilsa. Corine, all too ready, was already crawling towards him. “I’ll fuck you,” she told him confidently. Patrick glanced at Rosalie for confirmation, which she gave in a swift nod. Her own pleasure was building once again as Jemma’s tongue lapped against her wetness. 
 
    “Let her enjoy you,” Rosalie instructed. “I’ll let you come but you have to wait.” Rosalie would enjoy seeing how Corine brought Patrick to the edge and pushed him over, but first, she wanted to see how much Patrick wanted it. 
 
    Patrick let Corine push him back. It thrilled Rosalie just how pliant he was, how easily he let Corine be the one to take control. She straddled him, lining his cock up under her and sinking down. She threw her head back, moaning. Sounds of approval rippled through the crowd around the bed.  
 
    “Fuck, he’s so big,” Corine cried. She pulled one of Patrick’s hands up to her breast, pushing against it as she rode him eagerly. Patrick lifted his hips off the bed to meet her, fucking up into her as hard as he could.  
 
    His other hand gripped Corine’s hip, holding on as he let her dictate the pace. “Can I make her come, too, baby?” he asked, turning to seek out Rosalie. “Can I try? I’ll show you how good I can be.”  
 
    “Yes,” Rosalie moaned, both in response to Patrick’s question and in the way Jemma licked against her clit. Her tongue slid lower and inside Rosalie. “Fuck,” she breathed. Ilsa crawled up over Patrick so she could straddle his face, leaning forward to suck Rosalie’s nipple into her mouth. Rosalie knew the moment Patrick’s tongue touched Ilsa’s clit because her cry of pleasure vibrated through Rosalie. 
 
    Even with another pussy against his mouth, Rosalie saw how Patrick led his hand between Corine’s legs, his thumb rubbing her clit. Corine screamed, bouncing on Patrick’s cock even faster. Rosalie was certain it wouldn’t take him long now. The way Jemma was licking against Rosalie, it wouldn’t take her long either and she wanted to come with Patrick. 
 
    “Come on, Jemma, faster,” she encouraged. When Jemma did lick faster, Rosalie felt pleasure shoot through her. “Fuck, yes! Patrick, come with me! Come inside Corine, fill her up!” 
 
    Patrick’s groan was so loud and so deep that it was audible, even with his face buried between Ilsa’s legs. He pushed his hips up off the bed, thrusting his cock as far into Corine as it would go. When his thighs started to tremble, he kept his fingers moving quickly, pushing Corine higher and higher. Rosalie knew the moment that she came, because she and Patrick both wailed as her muscles tightened around his sensitive cock.  
 
    Ilsa rocked her hips, riding Patrick’s face until she collapsed against Corine with a loud whine. “God,” she breathed. “I feel thoroughly fucked. Three orgasms!” Corine chuckled, moving off Patrick and giving his thigh an affectionate squeeze.  
 
    As soon as Patrick seemed able to move, he came over to Rosalie, pressing his body against her side. “Did I do well?” he asked, his tone so eager for Rosalie’s praise. “Did you enjoy it?”  
 
    She instinctively brought her hand up, running it softly over the back of Patrick’s neck and into his hair. “You did very well, baby,” Rosalie praised and was met with a chorus of agreement, not just from the other women but also from the people in the audience. Rosalie pressed a kiss against Patrick’s forehead. “Happy anniversary,” she whispered, feeling as fucked out as the other women looked and she hadn’t even gotten fucked by Patrick. 
 
    Not yet, anyway. The night was still young. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Taken by His Bride 
 
      
 
    The wedding had been absolutely lovely. Everything Carley had hoped for had come true and she had loved being able to say that she’d take Ryan - as her lawful wedded husband - in front of all their family and friends. The celebration after had also been beautiful, with great food and much dancing. Carley was glad to be able to excuse them well before all their friends stopped celebrating, though.  
 
      
 
    It was fairly common, so Carley had read, not to have sex on your wedding night because you were too tired. This was not a tradition Carley cared for. She wanted to have sex with Ryan on their first night as a married couple, wanted to show him just how excited she was that he was now hers. And she was his, too, of course, but Carley knew her husband (and what a great feeling it was to think that!) well enough to know that Ryan would be more interested in being Carley’s, in being shown just how much he was hers and how she loved that. 
 
      
 
    The hotel room was huge, a large couch working as a centerpiece for the living room section of the room and then a big, four poster bed with tall windows on one side. They had chosen very well and Carley laughed when as soon as the door was closed behind them, Ryan pulled her in for a kiss. The skirt portion of her bell-like wedding dress squished between them and Ryan’s hand settled flat against Carley’s bodiced back. 
 
      
 
    "You're mine now, baby," Carley said as her hand came up to run through Ryan's dark curls. She tugged on his hair slightly, just enough to let him know she could. "And I'm yours," she added because Carley wanted Ryan to know, wanted him to hear her say how this was them forever. Her being his meant that she would always take care of him, forever be in charge of him just the way he liked it. 
 
      
 
    Ryan moaned, tipping his head back so that Carley's fingers tugged in his hair again, and she could practically see the shudder that moved through his body. "All yours," he agreed, sinking to his knees, looking both incredibly polished in his wedding tux, and yet still every bit as needy and willing as Carley was used to.  
 
      
 
    Taking her hand, Ryan brought her wedding ring to his lips, brushing them over it before he turned her hand and lapped his tongue against her fingers. "All yours forever," he emphasised, looking up at her with bright eyes. "What will you do with me?"  
 
      
 
    "Everything," Carley replied, enjoying how Ryan’s eyes widened at the response. She stroked a hand over his face, a touch of evening stubble starting to reappear. He looked so beautiful, dressed in his wedding tux, kneeling in front of her. Carley’s white dress stood in a stark and beautiful contrast to Ryan’s dark tux. 
 
      
 
    Running her hand lower, Carley let her fingers brush over Ryan’s neck. "First I'm going to put a collar on you," she told him. Carley wanted Ryan to have it on, to give him that sense of belonging to her. She was thrilled at having wedding rings, but they still were no real match to the collar. "And then I will let you make me come with your tongue. My first orgasm as your wife," Carley said with a grin. 
 
      
 
    "Would you like that, baby?" 
 
      
 
    Ryan's smile could have been answer enough, but he obediently answered anyway. "Yeah, that sounds amazing." Carley could tell he meant it from the way his breathing had deepened, his chest rising and falling under the crisp lines of his tux.  
 
      
 
    He passed his tongue over his lips, his hands moving to smooth out the folds of Carley's dress where it almost touched his knees. "Can I help you out of your dress?" he asked, looking imploringly up at Carley. "I've been thinking about it since I saw you walking up the aisle." He gave her a little grin, clearly confident that Carley wouldn't be offended that his mind had wandered from the ceremony.  
 
      
 
    The admission made Carley laugh. She could hardly blame Ryan for it, her own thoughts had wandered over to what tonight would be like when it was just the two of them more than once during the wedding celebrations. "Not yet," she told Ryan. "I, too, had ideas in my head and at least one of them involves you making me come with my dress still on," Carley said, perfectly happy to let both of their fantasies come true. But hers first. 
 
      
 
    "Take off your jacket," she instructed. "And then crawl over to the suitcase, your collar is at the very top, bring it to me." Carley had ordered Ryan a completely new, custom made collar and she was excited to see his reaction when he found it. Almost as excited as she was to see his expression when she put it on him, but not quite. 
 
      
 
    Still, even watching Ryan crawl over to the suitcase sent a wave of pleasure straight to Carley’s pussy. 
 
      
 
    Carley could see the moment that Ryan realised the collar in the suitcase wasn't his familiar old one. His whole body went still, then his gaze flew up to meet hers, a startled flush covering his cheeks. He lifted the collar carefully, his fingers running over the thick band of leather, lightly brushing across the metal which Carley had paid to have specially inscribed.  
 
      
 
    It clearly took Ryan a moment to work out how to carry it, not wanting to rub it against the floor or take the leather into his mouth to potentially damage it with his teeth. He knew he couldn't put it on - that was only for Carley to do. Eventually, Ryan made the choice to crawl on only one arm, the other holding the collar carefully so it wouldn't touch the carpet.  
 
      
 
    "It's beautiful," he said, as soon as he was settled on his knees at Carley's feet. "It's going to feel so good around my neck." He licked his lips, as if just the prospect made his mouth water.  
 
      
 
    "You're beautiful, too," Carley said her hand softly caressing over Ryan’s cheek and then sliding down to his neck. Unbuttoning the top buttons on his shirt, Carley pulled it open so she could expose Ryan’s throat. "Beautiful and mine," she hummed, her fingers plastered against his neck. Not hard enough to choke Ryan but enough to tell him that she had the control, that she had the power. Carley knew well that it was what he wanted and she could barely wait to see him in nothing but the collar she’d gotten him. 
 
      
 
    Carley was gentle in putting the collar on, taking her time to let Ryan settle against it. She loved how his eyes closed, how his whole body relaxed into her. "Such a good husband," she praised, a thrill shooting through her at the words. "I want you to take the rest of your clothes off. I want to see you in nothing but that collar, with your cock hard for me." 
 
      
 
    Once she’d given the instructions, Carley moved to sit at the end of the bed, her dress folding beautifully around her. She hadn’t even bothered to remove her veil yet. It would put her in harsh contrast with Ryan’s nakedness and Carey wanted that, it was something she’d thought about for hours now. 
 
      
 
    Ryan waited for her to settle, his gaze fixed on hers as he slowly unbuttoned his shirt, letting it fall off his broad shoulders. Carley loved watching him, whether his movements were rushed and desperate or, like now, slow and considered. Ryan let his hips sway slightly as he got up, toeing off his shoes and unbuttoning his pants.  
 
      
 
    When he was down to his boxers, he ran a hand over his cock through the material, showing Carley how he was hard for her already, without either of them having touched him more than Carley's hand in his hair and on his neck.  
 
      
 
    Finally, Ryan stripped away the last of his clothes, going eagerly back to his knees, his hands clasped behind his back. His whole body was on display for Carley, from the dark collar against his neck to the cock jutting out, so eager for any attention. This time, she really could see the shudder that passed over him. "Do you want me to turn around?" he asked. "So you can see what it looks like from the back?"  
 
      
 
    Licking her lips, Carley shook her head, mostly because she didn’t want to not see how hard and beautiful Ryan’s cock was. His body was toned, lines of muscles clear to see when he was in this position. For a moment, Carley just sat there, letting herself admire just how stunning her now-husband was. So hard and perfect for her, sat there exposing himself for her to look at. 
 
      
 
    "Come here," she said, pulling the skirt of her dress up. It was puffy in a way that wasn’t necessarily very easy to just pull up, but Carley wanted Ryan’s head to disappear under it, to know that she was in her white, innocence-proclaiming wedding dress with Ryan’s mouth against her pussy, lapping up the wetness - and she was so wet. 
 
      
 
    Leaning back on the bed, Carley brought her feet up, not bothering to take her shoes off as she pressed her heels into the bed, parting her legs. The position would easily inform Ryan that Carley wasn’t wearing any underwear. "Use your tongue to see how wet I am for you, baby. I want you to taste how much I want this," Carley told him. 
 
      
 
    Ryan crawled towards her, his head and chest disappearing almost immediately under her layers of white skirts. Carley could see the material tickling against his skin, could see how it stopped just short of his muscular ass, which flexed as Ryan leaned forward to obey her instructions.  
 
      
 
    He didn't waste any time, his tongue teasing delicately against her pussy. She hadn't given Ryan permission to use his hands, and he didn't, gathering her wetness with long licks between her legs. He moaned at the taste of her, and Carley could feel his lips against her pussy as he moved closer, his tongue pressing inside her as he explored just how wet she was everywhere.  
 
      
 
    The movements earned Ryan a string of soft moans from Carley and she rocked against his mouth encouragingly. He knew just how to touch her with his tongue to make pleasure spark through Carley’s body. She brought her hands to each side of her, clinging to the bedcovers and pushing her body more down against Ryan’s tongue. The tip of it circled Carley’s clit, making her cry out loudly. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, fuck, yes, just like that!" Carley urged. Ryan’s tongue slid downwards before pressing inside of Carley again and then just as slowly moving back up to find her clit once more. He was teasing, she could tell, but Carley didn’t mind, she had pictured his mouth on her for what felt like hours. Hidden by the skirt of her dress, it seemed to somehow make the whole thing even hotter. 
 
      
 
    Ryan’s hands moved against Carley’s hips so he could pull her in closer, his tongue lapping harder before he sucked against her clit, making Carley scream his name out loud. "Oh my God, baby, yes, yes," Carley chanted rocking harder against Ryan's mouth. She was close but Carley didn’t tell him to make her come, letting him choose what he wanted to do next. 
 
      
 
    He urged Carley to keep rocking, his tongue working over her pussy to match her rhythm. He continued to tease her, circling his tongue against her clit until Carley cried out, then retreating. Ryan thrust his tongue in and out of her, fucking her fast while his hands curled in the fabric of her dress.  
 
      
 
    Watching, Carley could see how Ryan's body rocked with her movements, his hips flexing as if he wanted his cock to be pressing against more than air. He didn't break his focus on her, not until he pressed his tongue hard against her clit and Carley came, Ryan's name a loud moan on her lips. He licked her through it gently, clearly willing to keep going for as long as Carley wanted him to.  
 
      
 
    And she did want him to. The way her dress bunched up over his shoulders, with Ryan hidden under it, it made Carley feel hotter. She let him lick her wetness, lap it up as much as he wanted until Carley could feel another orgasm building. Ryan was so good at bringing her right to the edge with his tongue. He teased over her clit before his tongue made it back inside her, fucking her wetly as he did so. 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes, baby! Make me come again, come on!" And Ryan hardly needed more encouragement, his lips wrapping around Carley’s sensitive clit and he sucked, making pleasure shoot through her body. Carley screamed a loud ‘fuck’, stomach muscles tightening as she came so hard everything in her vision went as white as her dress for a moment. 
 
      
 
    This time, Carley pushed Ryan back, not sure she could handle a third orgasm so soon after. When he emerged from under her dress, lips glistening with the taste of Carley on them, she reached to pull him in atop of her so she could kiss him. 
 
      
 
    He parted his lips instantly, letting Carley's tongue slide into his mouth to chase the traces of her pussy. Ryan held himself over her, his cock damp with precome, and he gave a loud moan as Carley pulled his hips down, letting him grind against her thigh through the material of her dress. "Fuck," Ryan moaned. "It feels so good, I almost don't want to take it off you."  
 
      
 
    Judging by the way he was looking at her, it was definitely an 'almost', especially as Ryan licked his lips, one hand moving up to trace the edges of the bodice where it sat low against Carley's breasts. Carley's hands moved down his bare back, over his ass, giving it a firm squeeze that made Ryan's hips buck harder, legs moving wider apart as he pushed his ass into her hand. "Please," he begged, though he didn't specify what he was begging for, leaving it up to Carley to decide what she wanted to give him.  
 
      
 
    Carley squeezed Ryan’s ass again, enjoying when it made him thrust against her harder. She entertained the idea of keeping the dress on, but frankly, it was a bit too impractical for them to do very much with her still wearing it. Especially the things she had planned for their wedding night. With that thought in mind, Carley squeezed Ryan’s ass once more and then pushed him off her to roll over. 
 
      
 
    "Undo my straps," Carley instructed, turning her back towards Ryan so he could unlace the bodice she was wearing. Once that was open, it was easy enough for Carley to slip out of her dress, letting it fall down on the floor, pooling around her feet for Carley to step out of. Removing her veil as wel left her standing there with only her stockings still on, her breasts bouncing as she moved back onto the bed towards Ryan. 
 
      
 
    With her fingertips brushing over Ryan’s legs, moving up his body as she did, Carley smiled at him. "I want to fuck you. I want to fuck you deep and hard, show you how much you are mine." 
 
      
 
    "Yes!" Ryan groaned, his hands reaching for Carley's hips as she moved over him. He was still so hard for her, his cock flushed red, and Carley knew he wanted this as much as she did. "I am yours," he agreed, sounding almost breathless. "I want to feel it, feel you fucking me. Making me your husband." He grinned, and though they both knew he was her husband already, there was definitely something exciting in the idea.  
 
      
 
    Catching his lower lip between his teeth, Ryan wiggled under Carley's hands as she smoothed her palms up his thighs, avoiding his cock. When she reached under him to squeeze his ass, Ryan lifted his hips up, giving her better access. "Like this?" he asked. "Or do you want me on my knees?" His tone was confident, and he had no reason not to be, he knew how much Carley liked seeing him on his knees for her.  
 
      
 
    "Like this," Carley confirmed. "I want you to watch me, want you to see how much I enjoy claiming you." Her hands were hot against Ryan’s skin as they slid up over his stomach and then to his nipples. Carley squeezed one of them between her fingers, tugging until Ryan responded with a moan. 
 
      
 
    Scraping her teeth over Ryan’s shoulder, Carley gave it a small bite. She teased her hands back down low, dragging her nails over Ryan’s stomach. "Touch yourself while I get the lube," she instructed, moving back to get out of the bed. Glancing over her shoulder, Carley licked her lips at the sight of Ryan. 
 
      
 
    He had obeyed, one hand moving in slow, sure strokes over his cock, not stopping at all when he noticed Carley watching him. His other hand carried on where Carley had left off, tugging at each of his nipples in turn until they stood out from his chest. Moaning, Ryan flicked one with a nail, his hips bucking up to push his cock harder through the grip of his fingers. 
 
      
 
    By the time Carley had found the lube, Ryan's hand had moved lower, fingers rolling his balls, making him give a grunt of pleasure as he stroked faster over his cock. "Fuck, I love when you stop what you're doing to watch me," he said, his voice roughened by how heavily he was breathing. He drew his legs up, leaning back against the pillows, practically inviting Carley to come and use him.  
 
      
 
    With lube, Carley also brought a strap-on back to the bed, setting it to one side as she moved back over Ryan’s body. She wrapped her fingers around his wrist, pulling it away from his cock so she could lean down and take him into her mouth instead. The moans that fell from Ryan’s lips were definitely worth it, and Carley slid her tongue over the tip of his cock slowly, swallowing the wetness of his precum down. 
 
      
 
    Reaching for the lube, whilst still having Ryan’s cock in her mouth, Carley got some on her fingers before teasing a tip of one between Ryan’s ass cheeks. The thrust of his hips upwards showed her just how well she was doing and Carley pressed her finger tighter against Ryan’s hole, waiting for him to press back like she knew he would. 
 
      
 
    He moved slowly, sinking inch by inch onto her finger, his moans getting louder until she was all the way inside him. She hollowed her cheeks around his cock, making his hips buck and his mouth drop open, more sounds spilling out of him as he rocked between her mouth and her finger. "Babe," he groaned, and Carley pulled her finger slowly back before he needed to ask.  
 
      
 
    When he pressed his ass back against her hand this time, it was faster, his muscles clenching around her as he fucked himself on her finger. "More," he begged, whining as Carley swirled her tongue around his cock. "Please, babe, fill me up, give me another finger. Something."  
 
      
 
    The begging certainly worked, making Carley want to give Ryan what he asked for. Being in control of Ryan’s pleasure was one of Carley’s very favourite things. She did push another finger inside him, enjoying the way he moved back against her touch. With her lips still around Ryan’s cock, Carley swirled her tongue, moaning around him when Ryan cried out in response. She knew the vibration of her moan would go through him, making him beg more. 
 
      
 
    Not wanting Ryan to come yet, Carley pulled back, but she did add another finger inside him, fucking Ryan’s ass slowly with her fingers. "Does it feel good, baby? Tell me how good it feels, tell me how much better it'll feel when I put my cock in you." 
 
      
 
    Ryan's thighs were trembling as Carley's fingers stretched him, and his hand had crept up to his collar, almost like he needed to hold on to it just to keep himself together. "Fuck, it feels so good," he agreed, his hips giving sharp movements which pushed his ass back against her. "So good already, and it's only your fingers. So fucking full." His teeth scraped his lower lip, his cock bobbing in time with his movements.  
 
      
 
    "Gonna be so much more full," he groaned. "Going to feel you so deep." His gaze had moved to the strap-on, which was long and thick, and Carley could remember exactly how well-fucked she'd left Ryan the last time she'd used it. "Please, Carley. Please, harder. I need -" He broke off to moan as Carley's fingers twisted inside him. "Need to be ready before you fuck me."  
 
      
 
    "You'll be ready," Carley promised and as to emphasise her point, she spread her fingers wider to stretch Ryan out, before moving them back closer. The way Ryan pushed up hard made Carley moan and she slid her fingers out only to push them back inside Ryan’s ass. She took her time, making her movements slow just to draw those little whimpers from Ryan. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t until the sounds Ryan was making were an utter mess, moans and pleas all rolling into one, that Carley finally reached for the strap on. She pulled her fingers back so she could pull it on, using her other hand to cover the strap-on in lube. "Watch me," she told Ryan. "Watch me take you, watch me fuck you." 
 
      
 
    She could feel Ryan's gaze move over her, knew from the way he pursed his lips that he was imagining taking her nipple into his mouth and sucking on it. When he looked at the thick cock between her legs, he whined lightly in the back of his throat. "You're so hot like this," he breathed. "So sexy, so in control." He waited until Carley moved closer, until she was slotted between his bent legs.  
 
      
 
    "Can I touch you?" he asked, and at Carley's nod, he reached out for the strap-on, gliding his fingers down it as if it were a real cock. He guided the tip to his hole, tipping his head back and moaning, the fingers of his other hand clutching the sheets. When Carley didn't move, didn't fuck him, he whined again, but brought his head back up so he could see her.  
 
      
 
    "I'll watch," he promised. "I'll be good, watch you take me for the first time as your husband. Please."  
 
      
 
    The 'please' was what Carley was waiting for. She loved having Ryan so needy for her and wanted to reward it, wanted to show him how much of a reward his begging could earn. Moving in closer, Carley was slow in pressing into Ryan but she went steadily. She did watch him closely, making sure that Ryan watched her.  
 
      
 
    "You're so good, baby," Carley praised. Ryan looked so hot under her, his legs spread and breath coming in small pants. "So beautiful, taking my cock so well. Want me to go deeper? Stretch you out?" Carley didn't really wait for an answer, knowing that it was a yes. She did still, once all of the strap-on was inside Ryan so he could adjust to it before she pulled back again and then pressed forward once again.  
 
      
 
    Ryan's legs squeezed around her hips, trying to keep her pressed against him. With her hips flush against his ass, Carley could feel his cock hard against her stomach, and he whined when she pulled back again. Her thrust back in was still slow and deep, and Ryan's breath caught as the hard dick filled him.  
 
      
 
    He kept his eyes open, though his dark eyelashes fluttered when Carley shifted the strap-on inside him. "Yes, babe, stretch me out more," he begged. "Make me take it, I want to." His hips rocked, and his moans and gasps were mixed with grunts of pleasure every time he pushed his ass further down on the cock. "Want you to love fucking me," he added, focusing his gaze on Carley's. "Want you to use me hard, get off on me taking your big cock."   
 
      
 
    Carley brought one hand up to Ryan’s face, stroking her fingers over his cheek. It was one of the great benefits of choosing to fuck him in this position, having him under her, his expressions so on display. Rocking her hips forward slowly but steadily, Carley leaned down to catch Ryan’s moans against her lips, tongue slick as it licked its way into Ryan’s mouth. She moved again, pressing her hips forward and enjoying how Ryan’s breath hitched. 
 
      
 
    When Carley pulled back from the kiss, giving Ryan’s lip a small nibble, she began to fuck into him faster. The thrusts were coming harder and harder, and Ryan’s body trembled under hers, thrashing around like he’d never had a cock up his ass before. "Fuck, Ryan, fuck, you're so hot. Such a good little slut," Carley said thrusting forward harder as she steadied herself with hands against the bed on each side of Ryan. 
 
      
 
    Every breath came out of Ryan's open mouth with a little 'ah' of pleasure, his eyes still fixed on Carley, just like she'd told him. He was so good, so obedient, trying to hold on even as his chest heaved and he squirmed under Carley's body. "Your slut," he urged, running his hands over his chest, fingers teasing at his nipples, as if showing off how slutty he could be, how eager to touch himself, even while Carley was fucking him.  
 
      
 
    "Please," he begged. "It feels so good, Carley, don't stop." He lifted his hips, rocking down against the cock in his ass, trying to urge Carley to go faster. "Let me touch myself," he begged, fingers still twisting against his nipples. "Or let me touch you." His tone sounded so eager, as if he would be pleased with whatever she gave him, or even if she didn't allow him any of what he asked for. The power was all with her, and she knew how much Ryan loved that.  
 
      
 
    "You can touch me," Carley allowed, leaning forward to let her breasts swing against Ryan's face. When he took it for the suggestion it was and sucked her nipple in his mouth, Carley moaned loudly, thrusting forward harder. She let him stroke his hands over her body, thrusting into Ryan harder every time his mouth got her to make a sound of pleasure.  
 
      
 
    Carley's pace was steady and she loved how focused Ryan was on making sure that she felt good. "I want you to come inside me, baby, do you think you'll be up for that?" It was, after all, their wedding night, and Carley wanted to take Ryan every which way. 
 
      
 
    There was a moment of wide-eyed surprise on Ryan's part, before he pulled back from Carley's breast, giving an eager nod. "Yeah, yeah, I definitely want that," he agreed. He rocked his hips down harder against the cock, moaning openly as Carley matched his rhythm, pushing it even deeper into him. "Fuuck," he moaned, teeth catching against his lower lip.  
 
      
 
    "Will you leave something in me?" he asked, his tone almost desperate as his fingers sought out Carley's nipples. "It feels so good, and I want to still be full while I'm in you." He tugged hard against Carley's nipple, and added, "I'll make you feel so good, if you'll let me, babe. Please."  
 
      
 
    Carley couldn’t help the moan that escaped her not just at the way Ryan tugged her nipple, but also at his request. The two together, though? She could feel how soaking wet her pussy was. With her hips still thrusting forward, Carley nodded, her voice catching in her throat as another moan fell from her lips when Ryan’s mouth returned to her, this time sucking her other nipple into his mouth. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck, baby, just like that," Carley cried, pushing forward harder. She couldn’t wait to have Ryan fill her up as good as she was filling him up, and knowing that he wanted her to leave something inside, to make sure he felt that pressure there as she fucked him differently? Carley wanted that, too. 
 
      
 
    Somewhat unwillingly - but also wantingly - Carley pulled back, her hand teasingly running between them, fingertips brushing against Ryan’s cock before she pulled back further. Carley had certainly come to their wedding night prepared, so it didn’t take her long to fetch one of the anal plugs she’d packed. 
 
      
 
    Before getting back on the bed, Carley did still, letting Ryan take her in - hot, naked, the strap-on that had just fucked him so well still attached to her. Then, once she’d applied some lube, Carley pressed the plug inside Ryan. He hardly needed any prep, not when she’d already fucked him so well. 
 
      
 
    "How's that? Does that feel good? You want to fuck me? Fuck, Ryan, I want your cock in me," Carley said, her breath coming in short gasps. Her pussy felt so wet and so hot. "Want me to leave this on?" She asked with a grin, running her hand over the strap-on. 
 
      
 
    She could see Ryan's eyes widen, his eyebrows lifting into his sweat-damp hair at her question. "Fuck, yeah," he agreed, nodding eagerly. "Want to know what it's like to have a plug up my ass, my cock in your pussy and this cock trapped between us, against my stomach while you fuck me." It was an intense image, and Ryan pulled Carley closer, his mouth returning to her nipples while one of his hands skimmed down over the strap-on.  
 
      
 
    "Wanna fuck you so much," he growled, between tugging on her nipple with his teeth. His fingers worked their way past the harness, sliding into Carley's pussy with an almost-audible noise. "You're so wet," Ryan marvelled, though it really shouldn't have come as any surprise. He grinned at her. "You like fucking me, babe?" he asked. "Fucking your husband for the first time?"  
 
      
 
    "Yesss," Carley moaned, both in response to Ryan’s actual question, but also to how good his fingers felt as they slid inside her. She was wet, so fucking wet just from having him. Carley rocked against Ryan’s fingers, letting him tease more cries of pleasure out of her. "You're so good, baby." He really was, especially with how Ryan sucked against Carley's nipple once more with his fingers stroking in and out of her. 
 
      
 
    Straddling Ryan, Carley reached between them to seek out his hard dick, leading it to her opening. Once Ryan pulled his fingers back, Carley didn’t take long to slide down onto him, moaning loudly at how he filled her. So thick and long, Ryan’s cock pressed into her and Carley sought her balance out, hands against Ryan’s chest. 
 
      
 
    Carley moved up and then slid back down, slow in her movements, taking her time to enjoy the sounds that fell from Ryan’s lips in response to it.  
 
      
 
    He was loud, his moans building on each other until Carley had to wonder whether half the hotel could hear them. Ryan's body moved, hips shifting between pushing his cock up into her or trying to press back against the plug in his ass. She could see a fine tremor moving over his thighs, the muscles tensing and releasing in a matching rhythm.  
 
      
 
    "I want to be good for you," he groaned, fingers brushing against his dick as his fingers moved higher. "Want to make you feel so good, so wet for me." He circled a thumb around her clit, his movements not as precise as Carley knew they could be. It seemed fair enough, she was giving him a lot of sensation to focus on. "So tight, babe," he breathed as she sank down on him again, grinding her hips against his body.  
 
      
 
    With Carley’s movements, the strap-on slapped against Ryan’s stomach. She rode him faster, loving how he thrust upwards. With Ryan’s thumb against her clit, Carley could feel her orgasm building as he fucked up into her. "Tell me how you feel," Carley encouraged. "Tell me how good it is with your ass so full." Because while Carley couldn't feel the plug in Ryan’s ass, the knowledge of it made her pussy so much wetter. 
 
      
 
    As Carley moved faster, the strap-on smacked harder between them, and Carley scraped her fingernails over Ryan’s stomach, moaning when he gave a sharp groan. It mixed together with the harsh breaths from both of them, cries of pleasure mixed together with the occasional ‘fuck’ and ‘yes’. 
 
      
 
    Ryan's brow furrowed, like stringing words together was an effort, and Carley knew he was doing it for her, because she'd asked him to tell her, and rewarded him with by squeezing her muscles around his cock. It made Ryan groan, and the words tumbled out of him. "It's like you're everywhere. My ass, my cock, your cock." He sucked in a breath as he lifted his hips again, his cock thrusting hard into Carley's pussy. 
 
    "So full of you," Ryan groaned, the hand on Carley's ass lifting to cup her breast, his thumb rubbing against her nipple almost exactly the way he was still circling her clit. "So full, and so yours." Carley could see Ryan's head fall back, a deep moan rumbling from his chest as she leaned forward, pressing the cock against Ryan's stomach. "Wanna come in you," he said, forcing his gaze to find Carley. She could tell from his tone that he was close. "Please." 
 
      
 
    Carley was also close, rocking against Ryan’s thumb harder as she slammed down on him, dragging each and every hiss and moan from his lips. "Yeah, baby, come in me," she encouraged, not slowing down as she met his thrusts. "Show me how much you love it, love me." Carley wanted Ryan to come, to fill her up with a plug up his ass as he thrust into her. 
 
      
 
    He hardly needed more encouragement, his hot cum spilling out inside her. Carley moaned louder, the bed creaking under them as she rode him through his climax. But Carley didn’t stop there, wanting to come, too. She fucked more, leaning forward so Ryan would suck her nipple in his mouth again. When he did so, Carley screamed his name, her orgasm crashing over her. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck, baby, yes!" She screamed before collapsing atop of Ryan, her breath coming in hard gasps. 
 
      
 
    He wrapped his arms around her, mindless of the fact they were both sweaty and dishevelled. "Fuck, Carley," he said, his lips against her hair as his hands moved down her back, cupping her ass and pulling her against him. "I love you so much." She could tell, by the way Ryan didn't quite stay still below her, that he was still very much aware of the hard plug in his ass, but he didn't try to move her off him to deal with it.  
 
      
 
    Instead, slowly, his hands went to the straps of the harness holding the strap-on against her hips. "Let me help you out of this?" he asked, fingers playing with the buckles, but not actually unfastening them, not without Carley's permission.  
 
      
 
    "Yeah," Carley nodded, a smile on her lips. There was something very them about having Ryan take the strap-on off Carley now that she'd fucked him with it on their wedding night. Shifting, but only enough to give Ryan space, Carley rocked her hips lightly against his hands. When Ryan unclipped the strap-on, casting it to one side, Carely moved in to kiss him.  
 
      
 
    There was a nice, relaxed sort of tingle that travelled through Carley as she stretched out on the bed. "Fuck, I'm going to enjoy being married to you," she sighed happily, reaching to give Ryan's ass a squeeze. "Take the plug out and then come cuddle with me?"  
 
      
 
    Ryan grinned, leaning down to press a kiss against Carley's lips. "If the wedding night is anything to judge by, we're going to have excellent wedded bliss," he teased. He gave a slight moan as he rolled away, sounding rather like Carley felt, as if all his nerve endings were just slightly, pleasantly over-stimulated.  
 
      
 
    Putting the plug and the strap-on to one side, Ryan returned to the bed, lifting one of Carley's arms to snuggle against her side. "I'll try to wake up early enough to put those away, before breakfast in bed," he said, though he hardly sounded as if he'd be very bothered if someone saw.  
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Had by the Maid of Honor 
 
      
 
    Nicole crossed her legs, running her tongue over her lower lip as she watched Curtis on the dancefloor. He’d been a perfect gentleman all night, dancing with the mother-of-the-bride and the sister-of-the-groom and anyone who’d looked even a little like they wanted to be spun across the room to the rhythm of the music. His wedding suit made him look impossibly tall and broad. Meaning no offense to the bride and groom, Nicole knew Curtis was the best-looking man there. She intended to make sure he knew she thought so, too.  
 
      
 
    She waited until the song ended, then stood up, smoothing her dress down over her hips. It was a beautiful dress, one that accentuated Nicole’s figure in all the right ways. She caught Curtis watching her before she was even halfway across the room. She smirked. “Hello, handsome,” she purred. “Are you ready to bail?” The happy couple had already left. Everyone else was having too good a time to notice the best man sneaking off with the Maid of Honour (and if they did, then it kind of was a tradition). 
 
      
 
    “I’ve got big plans for the rest of our evening,” she promised.  
 
      
 
    The way Curtis’ face lit up made her heart skip a beat. There was such utter adoration in his eyes that she couldn’t help but pull him in for a kiss. He returned it easily, hand coming to wrap around Nicole’s waist. 
 
      
 
    “Hey you,” he greeted, pressing another soft kiss against her cheek. “Big plans, you say?” He hummed. Nicole knew he was excited. The day had been long, but Nicole was confident that they’d have plenty of fun once they made it to their hotel room despite any sort of tiredness. “I think Georgina and Tommy have already left,” Curtis commented and Nicole nodded. 
 
      
 
    Curtis’ hand rubbed against Nicole’s hip and he smiled at her again. “So these plans...” 
 
      
 
    The utter trust in Curtis’ voice made Nicole feel warm. She smirked at him again, knowing how much he would enjoy it. “You’ve been very good,” she said, pitching her voice lower so that she wouldn’t be heard by anyone around them. “And you’ve looked very hot. I’m going to reward both of those things.”  
 
      
 
    She laced her fingers through Curtis’, giving a sharp tug so that he’d fall in behind her. Luckily, their bedroom was only upstairs, and it didn’t take long for them to reach it. Once she’d shut and locked the door behind them, Nicole pointed a finger to the middle of the room.  
 
      
 
    “Go and stand there,” she ordered. It thrilled her when Curtis obeyed without question. Nicole’s tongue licked over her lips again. He looked so good, and so obedient, that she could hardly wait to get her hands on him.  
 
      
 
    Carefully, Nicole released her hair from the dozen little clips that had been holding it. Platinum blonde strands tumbled loosely around her shoulders, and she gave a sigh of relief. “Take off your jacket and tie,” she ordered. “And your shoes.”  
 
      
 
    There was absolutely no hesitation before Curtis stripped. Nicole would have to reward that, too, the sheer obedience. Once Curtis had taken off all the items Nicole had specified (plus his socks, too, but she couldn’t fault him there), he gave her such a hopeful look. It was hard not to just go over and pet him, or kiss him, or something him. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want me on my knees?” He asked, the tone matching the look he’d given her. “I’d love to go on my knees for you,” Curtis breathed. “I’ve watched you all day, be so fucking stunning and so in charge.” It was true that Nicole had needed to fix many an emergency that day. She hadn’t seen Curtis watching her, but it didn’t surprise her. 
 
      
 
    “I will definitely put you on your knees,” Nicole promised. “Just not yet.” Instead, she moved so she was standing in front of the room’s full-length mirror. Watching Curtis’ reflection in the glass, she lifted a hand to beckon him towards her.  
 
      
 
    He obeyed almost instantly, stepping forward with his hands held out to touch her. “No,” she ordered. “I want you to help me undress, but without touching my bare skin.” Nicole’s stomach swooped with arousal at the thought. Curtis’ hands so close, but not quite touching. It would tease them both. “If you do touch me, I’ll have to punish you,” she warned.  
 
      
 
    At that Curtis gave a small whimper. There was also the tiniest of pouts against his lips. It often made Nicole want to kiss it away. She had a lot of experience resisting that look, though, and Curtis knew that Nicole much preferred to get her own way. When she obviously wouldn’t budge, Curtis nodded. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll do just as you say,” he promised. Nicole was certain he would. She was curious to see if he wanted to get punished, or even if he would get himself punished accidentally. When he moved to undo the zip on her back, though, Curtis’ touch was careful and slow. He touched her gently and made sure his fingers didn’t slip beneath the zip where they might graze bare skin. 
 
      
 
    He let the dress drop, giving a small groan in response when it left Nicole in lacy, red underwear, stockings and heels. “Fuck, you look so good,” Curtis muttered, licking his lips. 
 
      
 
    Nicole loved the image of her reflected in the mirror. She had to agree, she did look good. “I’m going to look even better,” she promised. Curtis hadn’t moved away. Nicole could still feel the heat of his body against her bare skin. She lifted a hand, pinching one fabric-covered nipple between her fingers. The bolt of sensation made her moan, and heat pool between her legs.  
 
      
 
    “Stay still,” she instructed, running her hands over Curtis’ chest. Quickly, she undid all of the little buttons, pushing his shirt off his broad shoulders and letting it puddle on the floor. “Gorgeous,” she praised, running her hands over the muscles in his arms. She loved allowing herself to touch while not letting Curtis do the same.  
 
      
 
    Taking the time to enjoy herself along the way, Nicole worked open the fastenings on Curtis’ pants, until all he needed to be naked was to push them down. “Strip, and then you can kneel,” she promised. “You’re going to take my shoes and stockings off, but not my panties.”  
 
      
 
    Curtis ran a tongue over his lips before giving an energetic nod. He stripped quickly, eagerly. Nicole knew he loved being on his knees for her. She wasn’t surprised that his clothes had barely hit the floor before Curtis’ knees did. His face relaxed almost instantly, like just being in this position was relaxing. In a way, Nicole knew it was. Curtis kneeling was him giving himself over to her, so now he was her responsibility. Luckily, she absolutely loved that. 
 
      
 
    Crawling over to Nicole, Curtis stilled briefly before she nodded her permission. He reached out, fingers gentle against her feet as he slid her shoe off. Curtis stroked his hand over Nicole’s foot and then moved on to remove her other shoe. There was a small pause during which he pressed a kiss against Nicole’s ankle, smiling up at her. It was difficult not to smile back, so Nicole did. That seemed to make Curtis’ smile even wider. 
 
      
 
    The touch was just as gentle when he ran his hands up her legs and to the edge of her stockings. Curtis took his time, being almost too slow as he rolled first the left and then the right stocking off. Once Nicole was left with bare legs, Curtis leaned in to press another soft kiss, this time against her inner thigh. 
 
      
 
    Gently, Nicole ran her fingers through Curtis’ hair. “You’ve done so well, baby,” she said, her voice slipping into a tone she only used when Curtis was on his knees like this. “You did well all day today. I was watching.” She paused to give Curtis’ hair a slightly harder tug. Not enough to really hurt, but enough that he would feel it.  
 
      
 
    “You looked so gorgeous in your suit, and you were so charming to all the girls. I know everyone was jealous of me.” They didn’t even know half of what they had to be jealous of. Nicole loved that this part of their relationship was private, just between the two of them.  
 
      
 
    After giving Curtis’ hair one more tug, Nicole stepped away. “I’m going to reward you for such good behavior,” she promised. From one of the drawers, Nicole pulled out the strap-on she’d unpacked earlier. It matched her underwear perfectly, and she knew Curtis would love how she looked wearing it.  
 
      
 
    She walked back to him, holding the silicone dick out towards him. “Help me into it,” she ordered.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck, yes,” Curtis half-moaned. His hands instantly reached for the strap-on, fingers teasing over it. Nicole knew he’d love it. She could also see his beautiful cock stand to attention between his legs. The way Curtis didn’t even try to touch himself made her incredibly proud. Her pleasure and what she wanted always came first, something that Nicole both loved and appreciated. 
 
      
 
    Curtis was slow and careful. Nicole knew it was to take the whole experience in as much as it was to make sure he did everything right. Curtis was always so good at doing things just the way Nicole liked. He lifted each of her feet carefully to put them through the harness and then pulled the strap-on up. Once it was against her ass, Curtis fastened the buckles until Nicole’s cock stood to attention just as his own did. 
 
      
 
    “Shall I suck it?” Curtis asked and Nicole could tell he wanted to. 
 
      
 
    She ran her hand over the smooth silicone, giving a moan as if there were real nerve-endings there. Watching herself in the mirror, Nicole loved the way she looked so strong and so in charge. It gave her a thrill to make Curtis wait. His gaze followed her hand, and yet he didn’t ask whether he could touch either himself or her.  
 
      
 
    “You’re so good for me,” she praised. Slowly, she reached behind her to undo the clasps on her bra. As she pulled the material off, her nipples stood instantly to attention in the cool air of the room. Curtis’ eyes followed the movement and his tongue quickly darted over his lips before he looked back down at the strap-on. 
 
      
 
    Finally, she let the bra drop and took a step forward to press the head of the strap-on against Curtis’ lips. “You can suck it now,” she allowed. “But I don’t want you to use your hands.” That way, she would be in charge of how deep and how fast Curtis took her dick into his mouth. “Shall I tie them for you, or can you keep them still?”  
 
      
 
    “I will keep them still,” Curtis promised straight away. Nicole knew he wanted to show her how good he could be. Curtis loved showing Nicole his obedience. Doing just as she told him to by choice was much more effective than having her tie his hands and help him that way. 
 
      
 
    First, Curtis ran his tongue over the tip of Nicole’s silicone cock, almost like he was teasing it. Carefully he then opened his lips wider, letting Nicole push the strap-on in. The way Curtis moaned, loud around the cock, Nicole could almost feel it in her body. His eyes were focused on hers. He watched her watching him, bobbing his head back and forth on the strap-on as if he wanted to make Nicole moan in response. 
 
      
 
    She rocked her hips slowly, giving him plenty of time to adjust to the thick cock. “Fuck, you look so hot, baby,” she praised. “I love watching you like this.” She snapped her hips forward harder, making Curtis’ eyes widen. That only urged Nicole on, driving the strap-on deeper into Curtis’ mouth.  
 
      
 
    Tangling her fingers in his hair, Nicole moaned. She could see saliva slicking the cock, getting it nice and wet. “See how good you look,” she urged, turning Curtis’ head so he was facing the mirror. She didn’t slow down, thrusting harder over his tongue.  
 
      
 
    With his hands down, Curtis could only kneel there, letting Nicole fuck his mouth. Her hips moved faster until every stroke of the cock brushed the back of Curtis’ throat.  
 
      
 
    He didn’t even attempt to object, like this was a reward in its own right. Instead, Curtis tilted his head back more, taking in as much of Nicole’s cock as he could. He moaned louder, glancing at the mirror. Their eyes met in the reflection. Curtis looked so pleased with being able to serve Nicole like this, to show her how much he was willing to do for her. 
 
      
 
    Knowing how much he would love it, Nicole slammed her hips forward with even more force. She could see the way Curtis’ eyes watered, but he moaned again, letting her know he didn’t want her to stop. Nicole tugged his hair harder, then pulled back.  
 
      
 
    The way Curtis whined, like he’d wanted her to keep going, gave Nicole a rush of power. Reaching out, she rubbed her thumb through the wetness of his saliva where it had dripped down his chin. “So obedient for me,” she praised.  
 
      
 
    “Now.” Nicole licked her own lips, anticipation building. “Get on all fours on the bed, facing the headboard.”  
 
      
 
    Pulling back, Curtis licked the wetness off his lips but then went to follow Nicole’s orders. She could see the way he swallowed in anticipation. They had, of course, done this before, but Curtis wouldn't know just what Nicole would do or how she planned to have him. Just as instructed, he got on all fours, facing away from Nicole. She could tell he wanted to look over his shoulder at her, the tension of his muscles showing how he physically stopped himself. 
 
      
 
    “I love you so much, Nic,” Curtis moaned, rocking his hips forward. His cock had nothing to rub against but he still gave a soft cry of pleasure. Perhaps it was more at the idea of how Nicole might act. She knew he’d let her do whatever she chose, trusting her so completely. 
 
      
 
    From the same drawer she’d fetched the strap-on, Nicole took out a bottle of lube. She followed Curtis up onto the big bed, running a hand over his ass. “I love you, too,” she said. She could be stern with Curtis, even punishing, but she never wanted him to doubt the way that she felt about him. “I couldn’t keep my eyes off you today,” she carried on, her hand cupping the curve of Curtis’ ass.  
 
      
 
    “You were so good, so friendly.” Her fingers teased between Curtis’ cheeks, brushing against his hole. “I knew I wanted to reward you.” Carefully, she pumped lube onto two of her fingers. When she brought them back to Curtis’ ass, she felt his whole body shudder.  
 
      
 
    He leaned back, just a little, trying to get more friction. Nicole used her other hand to give his ass a slap. “You’re going to let me prep you,” she told him. One finger pushed just past the ring of muscles, slowly. Nicole could feel it stretching to accept her.  
 
      
 
    “Tell me how much you want me to fuck you,” she ordered.  
 
      
 
    “God,” Curtis breathed in response. “I want it so much, baby.” Even his voice sounded needy. Nicole had no doubt he meant it. “I loved watching you today,” he added, going for the theme she’d introduced. “I saw people come to you for advice, saw how much they respected you. It made me feel so good to know that others recognize your authority.” His words were punctuated by hard gasps at Nicole’s touch. 
 
      
 
    “I know you’ll feel so good, fill me up so well. You’re always so good, taking care of me, showing me just how much you own me.”  
 
      
 
    Nicole took a slow breath in, savoring the feeling that blossomed at Curtis’ words. “That’s right,” she agreed. “You’re all mine, to do with as I like. Everyone else at that wedding should wish they were in my position.”  
 
      
 
    Just as slowly, Nicole added a second finger. Her teeth caught on her bottom lip, biting down hard enough to sting. She could hardly wait, but she wouldn’t rush this, wouldn’t risk hurting Curtis.  
 
      
 
    When she felt his muscles stretch around her, Nicole spread her fingers open. The gasp it earned her went straight to her pussy. “How do you want it, baby?” Nicole asked. “Hard and fast? Or slow and deep?”  
 
      
 
    Curtis moaned and Nicole almost took that as his response. When he gathered his breath, Curtis carried on, “Slow.” There was such a rawness to his tone that Nicole couldn’t help but moan in return. “I want to feel you so deep, baby. All of you. I want you to show me how much I’m yours, how you can have me.” The words made Nicole’s body heat up. She opened and closed her fingers again, eliciting another groan from Curtis. 
 
      
 
    “Oh God, yes, fuck that feels so good,” Curtis cried. “Please, Nic, please put another finger in.” The pleas were emphasized by a string of hard breaths and soft whines. 
 
      
 
    Nicole pulled her fingers free, leaving Curtis briefly empty. It made him whimper, and Nicole pressed a kiss against his back. “I love hearing you desperate for me.” He was desperate, his hips rocking ever so slightly, his beautiful cock seeking friction against empty air.  
 
      
 
    Once she’d added lube to another finger, Nicole pressed them back inside. They stretched Curtis almost as much as the strap-on would. When Nicole twisted them, Curtis groaned. “I’m going to fill you up so slowly,” Nicole promised. “And you’re going to be patient and take all of it.” She had no doubt that Curtis would.  
 
      
 
    Thrusting her fingers slowly all the way in before dragging them back out again, Nicole moaned. Curtis opened up for her so beautifully. “Are you ready, baby?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “So ready, yes!” Curtis promised. “Please show me, show me how good you can fuck me. Nice and slow, and deep.” He pushed against Nicole’s fingers every time she presented them. That in itself was hot. She couldn’t wait to see him slowly fuck himself against the cock, too. His whole body vibrated with excitement. Nicole’s breath caught at how much she wanted to take him. 
 
      
 
    “Hold still,” Nicole instructed. Curtis almost instantly stopped moving. His obedience made Nicole so much more eager, and she moaned as she pulled her fingers free. “That’s it, baby. You’re so beautiful like this, all stretched open for me. And so good.” She ran a soothing hand over Curtis’ ass.  
 
      
 
    Finally, she knelt behind him on the bed. She pressed the tip of the strap-on against his hole, easing it in slowly. Inch by inch, Curtis’ body swallowed up the red silicone. When it was halfway in, Nicole pulled back. “Fuck, you take me so well,” she praised, starting the whole process over again.  
 
      
 
    This time, she pushed the cock all the way in, until her hips met Curtis’ ass. She ground against him, letting him feel how the strap-on filled him all the way up. “Tell me how it feels,” she ordered, one hand gripping hard at Curtis’ hip.  
 
      
 
    “Full! It feels so full,” Curtis replied. He sounded utterly breathless. Nicole could see his knuckles going white from gripping at the sheets so hard. She knew he wanted to rock back but didn’t, simply because she had told him not to. His face looked amazing, so sexy as he bit his lower lip with a soft moan. “I love taking you well, showing you how much I’m yours.” He breathed hard. 
 
      
 
    There was another whimper when Nicole shifted, sending a thrill down her spine and heat to her pussy. “Please, baby, please fuck me slow and deep,” he begged. 
 
      
 
    Using the hand on his hip for balance, Nicole drew the strap-on almost all the way out. When she pushed back in, she angled the cock down, fucking Curtis deeper. Part of her wanted to slam into him, but more of her wanted to reward Curtis for how wonderful he was. “So fucking perfect for me, Curtis,” she praised. “That’s why I’m going to let you take me exactly how you want to.”  
 
      
 
    With her free hand, she smacked Curtis’ ass again, enjoying the way his flesh bounced under the impact. She moaned, pulling back and driving the cock deeply into Curtis’ hole. Over and over again she fucked him, her breath catching in her throat.  
 
      
 
    “Are you still hard for me, baby?” she asked. She knew that Curtis would be. Nicole wanted to draw his attention to it, remind him of his own cock, as well as hers.  
 
      
 
    Between the soft cries of pleasure and the far sharper grunts, it took Curtis a moment to reply. When he did, it was with a moan. “Yes,” he confirmed. “I am so hard for you. Fuck, you feel so good, so deep and big.” He pushed back a little, but only to angle himself rather than fuck himself against the strap-on. 
 
      
 
    “I want it like this,” he moaned. “I love having this, Nic, having you show me how much I’m yours.” Curtis wriggled under her, trying so hard not to push himself back but also moaning louder and louder at each of Nicole’s slow thrusts. “Will you--can I--Please, Nic, can I fuck myself on you?” 
 
      
 
    Nicole loved making Curtis want her like this. What she loved even more was knowing that he wouldn’t do it unless she gave him permission. The power made Nicole’s whole body seem to light up with excitement. Grabbing both Curtis’ hips, she made him wait while she fucked the thick strap-on all the way into him.  
 
      
 
    Pulling back, Nicole moved one hand to steady the cock against Curtis’ hole. “Go on then,” she agreed. “You’ve been good. I want to watch you take my cock all the way in. Can you do that?” She knew that Curtis could. She enjoyed setting this challenge for him, and watching the ways he moved.  
 
      
 
    The response was a mix between a ‘yes’ and a scream of pleasure as Curtis pressed back. Nicole watched as he took the length inside him before pulling back and then pushing down again. Each time Curtis did it faster and harder. Nicole had to hold onto his hips as he fucked himself on her cock. The way he bounced and the sounds he made were so fucking hot. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, yesyesyes,” Curtis chanted, thrashing against the strap-on. Nicole knew when it hit just the right spot. Curtis’ cries increased to such a loud noise that she was sure whoever they shared their hotel room’s walls with would hear it. That too was hot. “I want to come, Nic, please, may I come? Please?” Curtis begged, without stopping the speed at which he fucked himself on the cock. 
 
      
 
    “Not yet.” Curtis’ whine went straight to Nicole’s pussy. “I’m enjoying watching you, baby. So eager for my cock to fill you up.” That made Curtis push back harder, his ass slapping noisily against Nicole’s hips.  
 
      
 
    Leaning forward, Nicole changed the angle of the strap-on. “That’s it. Take me all the way.” She ran her hand over his stomach, finally wrapping her fingers around Curtis’ dick. He was so hard and hot in her hand. Nicole moaned, pressing her chest tightly against Curtis’ back. His skin felt soft against her nipples as he continued thrashing under her.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck yourself back on my cock and forward into my hand,” Nicole ordered. She wanted to be the reason Curtis came - not only because she was hammering his prostate but because her hand was against his cock. “Then you can come,” she promised.  
 
      
 
    Curtis only managed a few hard thrusts before his hot seed spilled over Nicole’s fingers as he came. The sounds he was making were absolutely delicious. Nicole rocked forward, letting him fuck against her hand until he no longer had the strength to. He had done so well, obeyed her every request. Curtis looked so happy that it was easy to feel ecstatic with him. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, that was so good,” he moaned with Nicole still inside him. “Let me show you, baby? Do you want me to eat you out? Please?” The pleas were so hot, the way Curtis desperately wanted to serve her.  
 
      
 
    Nicole wanted it, too. “Fuck yes,” she agreed. “I’m so wet already.” She eased the strap-on free, patting Curtis’ ass as he whined lightly at the feeling of emptiness. “I’ll give you something else to focus on,” she promised. “Turn over onto your back.”  
 
      
 
    She watched as Curtis obeyed, so very willing to do exactly as she asked. Nicole unstrapped the harness, discarding it to be cleaned up and put away later. She didn’t take her panties off, wanting Curtis to see for himself how drenched they were.  
 
      
 
    “Suck my nipples, first,” Nicole ordered, straddling Curtis and leaning forwards so that her breasts swayed just above his mouth.  
 
      
 
    He bucked upwards eagerly, hands coming to settle against Nicole’s hips. His touch was warm but firm. Curtis licked his lips. Making sure they were nice and wet, he sucked one of Nicole’s nipples into his mouth. An almost primal cry fell from her. It seemed to only encourage Curtis because he sucked harder, his tongue swirling around the tip of Nicole’s nipple. 
 
      
 
    With a loud ‘pop’ Curtis let go so he could move onto the other one. He took just as much care, but he wasn’t gentle. Nicole didn’t like it gentle. Curtis knew just how to touch her. His hands were still steady against her hips and he made slurping noises sucking her nipple harder into his mouth. 
 
      
 
    Nicole let her head fall forward. Now that she’d taken care of Curtis, she could focus on her own pleasure. His body was hot and strong between Nicole’s legs, and she rocked against him. It wasn’t enough. “Use your teeth,” she ordered. A moan tore from her throat as soon as she felt the sharp jolt of pain added to the pleasure.  
 
      
 
    “Fuuuck,” she panted, dropping one hand to Curtis’ hair, tugging him harder against her breast. “That’s good. So good, Curtis.” He knew exactly how to please her. It made Nicole even wetter. She held him in place, only letting him move enough to switch back to her other nipple. She responded just as loudly to his teeth there. Curtis looked so pleased at knowing her body so well.  
 
      
 
    Sensations washed over Nicole, until finally she pulled Curtis’ mouth away. “Take my panties off,” she ordered.  
 
      
 
    Eagerly, Curtis reached down, moving so he could help Nicole out of the material between her legs. He gave a soft groan when his fingers slid over the wettest part of her panties. Nicole could tell that he hesitated, savoring the moment, before he leaned in to press a kiss against her hip. Nicole appreciated how he didn’t try to do more, not when she hadn’t instructed him to. 
 
      
 
    “Please?” He asked and she couldn’t fault him there. “I want to make you come so much,” Curtis breathed. 
 
      
 
    He was so eager. Nicole felt nearly as desperate herself. She shivered as she moved up Curtis’ body. “I want you to eat me out,” she said, carefully. Even the thought of Curtis’ talented tongue against her was enough to make Nicole bite back a moan. “But I don’t want you to make me come, not until I say.”  
 
      
 
    Running her hand through Curtis’ hair, Nicole smiled down at him. “I haven’t had nearly enough of your attention today, so I don’t want to make this quick.” Nicole intended to enjoy every second of Curtis bringing her to the edge of orgasm.  
 
      
 
    And she knew Curtis could and would do just as she asked. He knew her body so well that he could bring her to the edge and keep her at that edge. Curtis knew it too. He reached for Nicole’s hips, one hand settling there while the other moved to lightly cup her ass. 
 
      
 
    Then, when she had nodded that he could, Curtis tilted his head back so he could lick his way between Nicole’s legs. She moaned loudly at the first touch and so did Curtis. She was so wet that Nicole knew it’d leave his face drenched, but she also knew that Curtis would absolutely love it. His tongue was soft and slow as it explored her, teasing over her clit every so often. It wasn’t anything but teasing. 
 
      
 
    “That’s perfect, baby,” she praised, letting herself sink into the sensation. Curtis’ mouth was so warm, sending shivers all over her body as he lapped against her pussy. Nicole brought a hand up to her breast, tugging at her nipple hard enough to hurt. The edge of pain mixed with the pleasure that radiated from her core. She hissed, breath caught in her throat, and then did it again.  
 
      
 
    Curtis kept licking. His tongue moved harder against Nicole’s clit. He knew her body well enough to tell when she was close. Just as her orgasm threatened to overwhelm her, his movements gentled. He sucked lightly against her clit, making Nicole scream with how good it felt. “Don’t stop,” she commanded, tangling her fingers in Curtis’ hair.  
 
      
 
    Not that Nicole imagine that Curtis would stop. He licked harder against her, until her screams were loud enough to fill the room. When his tongue slid inside Nicole, she cried out, rocking her hips against Curtis’ face. His hand tightened against Nicole’s ass, holding her steady as he licked and sucked harder. Each time she felt the pleasure build low in her stomach, Curtis slowed down or pulled back just long enough to calm her approaching orgasm. 
 
      
 
    He really was very good at following Nicole’s instructions. As she tugged harder against his hair, Curtis moaned softly. Nicole knew he wouldn’t make her come until she told him to. That somehow made the pleasure even more intense. 
 
      
 
    Nicole rocked her hips faster, loving how well Curtis matched his movements to the pace she set. Need made her stomach flip. She cried out as Curtis pursed his lips around her clit. “Fuck, Curtis,” she moaned. “You’re doing so well. Doing exactly what I asked.” Nicole moved faster, her body desperate for the release that she’d told Curtis to withhold. 
 
      
 
    “Fill me up with your fingers,” she demanded. Her pussy ached to have something in it. Curtis obeyed her so quickly, the hand on her hip moving so that he could slip two fingers inside her. Nicole rocked against them, grinding her clit against Curtis’ face. “Yes! Fuck, yes,” she moaned. “Go on, baby, make me come!”  
 
      
 
    Curtis’ tongue returned to Nicole’s clit and he lapped against it eagerly. With his fingers pumping in and out of her, Nicole’s whole body felt like it was on fire. Her grip tightened in Curtis’ hair and he gave a soft cry, muffled by Nicole’s pussy. His tongue licked harder and faster, matching the speed with which he pumped his fingers in and out of Nicole. 
 
      
 
    Her orgasm hit her hard, making Nicole scream loudly as she came. Curtis didn’t stop. She hadn’t told him to. His tongue was still lapping steadily, but he did slow his fingers to a more leisurely pace. 
 
      
 
    The aftershocks of pleasure shuddered through her, made more intense by Curtis’ tongue still hot and wet against her pussy. Knowing how eager Curtis had been to serve her, Nicole saw no reason to make him stop. Not yet.  
 
      
 
    “Make me come again,” she said, the words sounding breathless as she recovered from her orgasm. “However you want, this time,” she added. As much as Nicole loved to be in control, she liked being surprised sometimes. She trusted Curtis to please her even without specific instructions.  
 
      
 
    When Curtis licked her clit, Nicole thought for a moment that he might make her come like this again. Then he pushed her back ever so slightly, pressing a kiss against her inner thigh. With his hands returning to Nicole’s hips, Curtis easily flipped them over. It was a good reminder just how strong he was, how much he gave up himself for Nicole to do with as she pleased. 
 
      
 
    He kissed her stomach and up to her breasts, sucking one of her nipples into his mouth. When Nicole moaned in response, Curtis gave the nipple a soft bite before moving onto the other one. At the same time, his hands slid over Nicole’s body, one coming up to cup the breast that his mouth wasn’t sucking. The other moved between Nicole’s legs. Once she parted them to make space for him, Curtis pressed two fingers inside her. 
 
      
 
    She moaned, tipping her head back as she let the pleasure wash over her. “I love you so much, Curtis,” she said, bringing her hands up to grip his upper arms. She lifted her hips, urging Curtis’s fingers to move faster. Though she’d given him control, he followed her lead, pumping his fingers in the same rhythm.  
 
      
 
    Nicole felt his thumb circle her clit, his touch gentle but sure. Nicole loved that he wasn’t in a hurry. He wanted to take his time to let her pleasure build. She tightened her muscles around his fingers, crying out as that made everything feel so much more intense. “Fuuuck,” she moaned. “God, it feels so good.” Every touch seemed to light up her nerve-endings. She dug her nails hard into Curtis’ arms, enjoying the gasp he gave.  
 
      
 
    Curtis’ teeth tightened around Nicole’s nipple as he gave it a tug and that sent even more sharp sparks of pleasure down her body. As she thrust her hips up, Curtis fingered her faster and faster, the sound of how wet her pussy was washed out by the amount of loud moans that Nicole gave. 
 
      
 
    Pulling back from her breast, Curtis moved to kiss Nicole. His lips were hot and the kiss so passionate. He swallowed up all of Nicole’s moans, but didn’t stop the speed with which his fingers moved in and out of Nicole. His other hand moved higher up her breast so Curtis could tug against her nipple with his fingers, making pleasure tingle through Nicole and join the sensation in her pussy. 
 
      
 
    The feelings were all so much. Nicole gave herself over to them, clinging on to Curtis as he brought her closer and closer to orgasm. When his thumb flicked over Nicole’s clit, she screamed. Every muscle seemed to tighten as she came. All Nicole could see or feel or think was pleasure. 
 
      
 
    It left her gasping, shivering as Curtis’ fingers stroked slowly over her. She let him carry on, until the pleasure edged over into pain. She pushed his hand away. “Fuck, that was so good,” she said. She felt satisfied, like she needed nothing more from life than this. “You were amazing.” She squeezed Curtis’ arm. “How are you feeling?”  
 
      
 
    Pressing a much lighter kiss against her lips, Curtis smiled. He brought his hand up, licking his fingers clean slowly, before giving Nicole a grin. “I feel great,” he informed her confidently. “You’re so good to me, fuck. I love you so much, Nicole,” Curtis told her before kissing her again, gently and lovingly. His hands were so soft now against her skin and he nuzzled in closer to her. 
 
      
 
    Nicole wrapped her arms around him, enjoying how warm his body was as it settled against hers. She didn’t feel sleepy, but was more than content to lie and enjoy the peace for a little while. “You deserved it,” she said. “You really were excellent today.” She gave a light laugh. “It’s almost a shame we can’t come to weddings every weekend.”  
 
      
 
    It made Curtis laugh, too, before he pressed a kiss against Nicole’s cheek. “I can always try to be excellent for you every weekend anyway,” he promised. “I mean, the worst that will come of that is you needing to punish me if I fail.” That was said with a smirk because they both knew just how much punishment could be fun. But this, too, was fun. Rewards were well worth enjoying. 
 
      
 
    Running a hand over Curtis’ back, Nicole leaned in to kiss him. “You are always excellent for me,” she praised. “Five minutes, then we can go shower and you can be excellent for me again.” They had a lot of the night left, especially as they weren’t expected to be up until brunch the following day. Nicole could come up with plenty of ways for Curtis to earn another reward.  
 
      
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Tied by a Bridesmaid 
 
      
 
    Clara’s duties as bridesmaid were just about done for the evening. She’d run errands while the bride was getting ready, held the train of her gorgeous white dress as she walked down the aisle, and made friendly conversation with various wedding guests before being one of the first out onto the dancefloor. Now, as the party wound down, there was only one thing left on Clara’s to-do list. Or rather, one person to do.  
 
      
 
    Seth was the best man. He and Clara had been exchanging increasingly heated glances all evening. He was tall and fit, his tuxedo tailored so perfectly that half the wedding party hadn’t been able to keep their eyes off him as he’d stood beside the groom. Clara only knew him a little, and she was very eager for that to change.  
 
      
 
    Snagging two glasses of sparkling water, Clara found Seth taking a break by the open doors out onto the patio. “Here,” she offered, holding a glass out to him. “You’ve been on your feet most of the night, I wouldn’t want you to get dehydrated.” That wouldn’t do at all, not for what Clara had in mind.  
 
      
 
    “Have you had a good time?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.  
 
      
 
    Taking the offered glass from her, Seth gave Clara a nod and a smile. “Yeah, great time,” he answered, but then a small smirk settled against his lips. “I mean, it could still be improved.” His tone very much implied that he believed Clara would be the one to improve it. Luckily for him, Clara was very quite confident she could improve it, too. 
 
      
 
    “You look stunning in that dress,” Seth complimented. “The most attractive of the bridesmaids. I would know, I’ve watched you all day.” 
 
      
 
    Clara laughed, but couldn’t ignore how good it felt. “I feel like I should stick up for the others out of solidarity,” she teased. “I don’t want you running off to tell any of them how good they look in their dresses, though.” Clara smirked, darting her tongue out against her lower lip. She knew that Seth would be drawn to watch it.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t think anyone would miss us if we slipped away now,” she decided, after a glance around the room. “I can suggest some ways I think your evening could be improved, if you’re interested.” Clara had no doubt Seth would be.  
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah?” Despite Seth’s question, the smirk against his lips told Clara he knew precisely what she was suggesting. Or at least he had a general idea. “I am,” he added. “Very interested.” Seth reached out to brush a hand over Clara’s side, thumb soft as it rested just above her hip. He took a step closer, leaning down to capture her lips with his. The kiss was soft at first, almost testing. 
 
      
 
    But then, Seth deepened it, his tongue licking into Clara’s mouth. When she bit his lower lip, Seth gave a surprised but loud moan. His hand against Clara’s hip tightened and he pressed his hips forward. She could feel him grinding his semi-hard cock against her. 
 
      
 
    He was big, and Clara felt her stomach tighten with anticipation. Slowly, she pulled away, pressing a last soft kiss against Seth’s lips before she took a step back. He looked, if it was possible, even more handsome. “Not here,” she said. Her smirk made it pretty clear it wasn’t the public display of affection she really objected to.  
 
      
 
    “We’ll have a far more interesting time upstairs,” she promised. Reaching for Seth’s hand, she glanced around. Nobody was looking for either of them, so she tugged him behind her to the elevator.  
 
      
 
    As soon as the doors closed, Clara pressed Seth up against the wall, her hands smoothing over his chest. Even through his shirt, she could feel the taut muscles. She bit down on his lip, hoping she could make him moan again.  
 
      
 
    If being manhandled by a woman surprised Seth, he did a very good job of not showing it. Instead, his hands quickly came to settle against Clara’s waist. His grip was tight but at the same time also loose enough for Clara to take control just the way she wanted. Whether it was intentional on his part, she couldn’t tell, but Clara certainly enjoyed it. 
 
      
 
    “I can’t wait to get this dress off you,” Seth said hoarsely when she pulled back from the kiss to catch her breath. His eyes looked so lust-filled. Clara had absolutely no doubt he was already picturing how good she’d look in just her underwear. 
 
      
 
    “What if I make you wait?” she asked, curious how Seth would react. Clara quite liked the idea of seeing what she could get up to with the bell-skirted dress still on. More than that, she was interested to see just how much control Seth was used to letting a woman take. 
 
      
 
    With her fingers brushing teasingly against his chest, Clara reached up to undo the first few buttons of Seth’s shirt. “Would you let me tell you what to do?” she asked, her voice almost a purr. She was used to getting her own way. Very few men ever actually said no to her.  
 
      
 
    She saw the way Seth swallowed. It didn’t take him very long to nod in agreement. “Yeah, yeah I would,” he said. It sounded like a promise, which was a very, very good start. His hands still stroked over her body, but they had softened in their touch a great deal. “What do you want me to do?” Seth asked curiously, half leaning in to see if he could kiss Clara again. 
 
      
 
    Clara could think of many, many things she wanted Seth to do. None of them could be comfortably done in an elevator. Wanting to reward him for his promise, she kissed him again. His chest was warm and smooth where she’d opened the buttons of his shirt. Clara raked her nails lightly across it, swallowing up Seth’s moan. Oh, he was going to be a lot of fun, Clara could tell.  
 
      
 
    “I want you on your knees,” she answered, pulling back only enough to be able to speak. “Then I want you to help me out of my panties so you can show me whether you know how to please a woman with your mouth.” She glanced up at Seth through her lashes. Him towering over her made her feel so much more powerful knowing he would let her tell him what to do. “Have you ever been tied up for sex?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    His eyes widened. After a moment, Seth shook his head. “I haven’t,” he answered. It didn’t sound like he objected to the idea, though. She watched him run a tongue over his lower lip. “I’ve definitely pleased a woman with my mouth before, though,” Seth told her, grinning. It almost made Clara laugh. At least the confidence was teasing rather than too self-assured. 
 
      
 
    It meant that he’d try hard and Clara always enjoyed a tryer. The elevator finally dinged that they’d reached Clara’s floor and Seth eagerly pushed them out into the corridor. “I can’t wait to show you how good I can be,” he told her. “What are you going to tie me up with?” 
 
      
 
    His eagerness was so appealing. Clara wasted no time in leading him toward her room and letting them both through the door. As soon it was locked behind them, Clara pulled Seth in against her, grinding against his erection in a way she hadn’t allowed before. She was going to make sure Seth felt rewarded for being so willing to try new things. Giving a low moan, Clara licked her way into his mouth, teasing her tongue against his.  
 
      
 
    “Kneel there,” she ordered, rather than give Seth an answer to his question. While she waited to see if he would obey, she untied the narrow sash around her waist. The material was silky and light, but strong enough to keep Seth restrained.  
 
      
 
    There was a small hesitation, but then he dropped down to his knees, making her smirk. Seth might not have done this before, but Clara had enough experience to tell when someone wanted to try something new. Seth didn’t even look uncertain. He just seemed keen to do as he was told. That really was one of Clara’s favorite things. 
 
      
 
    “Can I take your panties off now? Like how you asked?” Seth questioned, licking his lips. “I want to show you, I want to feel you come against my mouth.” His breath caught at that, like he couldn’t breathe for how much he wanted to taste her pussy. 
 
      
 
    It made Clara want it, too. Seth looked so good on his knees, eager to do anything she asked. “Yes,” she agreed. “I want you to take my panties off carefully. Don’t snag them on my shoes, or crush them up into a ball as soon as you’ve got them off.” Clara could feel how wet she was. By the time Seth’s fingers got to them, her panties would be soaked.  
 
      
 
    She took a step closer, standing in front of Seth, making him crane his neck to look up at her. “You can touch me with your hands, but you’re not to put your mouth on me anywhere until I say so.” She knew the edge of command in her tone would make Seth even more eager. Clara loved watching his responses.  
 
      
 
    He bit his lower lip almost as if to stop himself from just pressing it against the first instance of bare skin on Clara that he saw. Instead, Seth nodded. “I can do that,” he promised. Holding his hands out, Seth waited for Clara to nod before his fingers pushed her dress up. It was slow and teasing in a way that Clara found delicious. She liked that he was playful, but still following her orders. 
 
      
 
    His hands, as they slid under the material of Clara’s dress, were warm and the touch was soft. Seth took his time and was as careful as she had told him to be in removing her panties. With fingers wrapped around her ankles, Seth lifted each leg before placing the panties on the floor next to him just as carefully. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, you’re so hot, Clara,” he told her. “Can I touch you with my hands anywhere?” 
 
      
 
    Seth’s hands had felt so good against her thighs that Clara moaned almost before she’d thought about how to respond. “Fuck, yes,” she agreed. “Anywhere you like, but you can’t take anything else off.”  
 
      
 
    As Seth slid his hands up either side of Clara’s legs, the material of her skirt bunched around her thighs. She could feel the soft slide of the satin against her skin, making her feel even hotter. Her pussy ached to be touched. She cried out as Seth’s fingers brushed carefully, teasingly against her. “That’s it,” Clara urged. She would tie Seth up after this, so she was going to enjoy his hands while he could still use them.  
 
      
 
    She watched him swallow up a moan of his own, like touching her was so hot it gave him pleasure. She liked that. A careful finger slid over Clara’s clit, making her cry out loudly. Even more heat pooled between her legs. Sliding his finger lower, Seth gave another groan at how wet Clara was. He brought that wetness to back to her clit, rubbing over it again, this time with more pressure. 
 
      
 
    It made her moan louder. She saw him lick his lips again, like all he wanted was to put his mouth on her. He didn’t, just like she’d told him to. What Seth did do was bring the fingers that had dragged over her wetness up to his lips to lick the taste of her off them. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, you even taste great,” he breathed before the same fingers returned between Clara’s legs. This time, Seth slid a finger inside her. Clara cried out at the jolt of pleasure that sent through her. 
 
      
 
    Reaching out, Clara steadied herself with a hand on Seth’s shoulder. Even through the suit, she could feel his muscles. She would have to make him strip before she tied him up. For now, there were more important things to focus on.  
 
      
 
    Using Seth for support, Clara let her knees go weak as Seth’s fingers slid back up to stroke over her clit. She swayed on her heels, moaning as pleasure surged through her. “Fuuuck, that feels so good,” she encouraged.  
 
      
 
    “Tease me,” she ordered. “Don’t let me come from just your fingers, but bring me as close as you can.”  
 
      
 
    Seth took it for the challenge that it was. He stroked his fingers over her clit gently, clearly pausing to see just what would make Clara give sounds in response. Quickly, the carefulness was replaced by more energy. Her cries increased, filling the room around them, especially when Seth slid two fingers inside Clara, thumb settling against her clit. His fingers bent at an angle and Clara moaned so loudly that it almost surprised her. 
 
      
 
    The pleased grin on Seth’s lips was hard to miss and he fucked his fingers into her harder. His free hand was tight against Clara’s hip, bunching the dress out of the way and holding her steady. She felt her orgasm closing in. Just before it could truly overtake her, Seth slowed down. It earned him a small whine, but he was following her instructions well. 
 
      
 
    “Again?” Seth asked eagerly. It was easy to tell how pleased he was at having brought her so close to the edge. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Clara declared. She did also use the hand on Seth’s shoulder to push him away, biting back a laugh at the confused look he gave her. “First, take off everything above the waist,” she ordered. “I want to see if you look as good out of that suit as you do in it.”  
 
      
 
    She took a step back, so she could watch. Seth moved efficiently, stripping off his jacket and tie. When he paused at his half-open shirt, Clara licked her lips. “Everything,” she urged. Her gaze moved greedily over Seth’s chest and arms as he revealed them, enjoying the way his muscles moved under the skin. “If you can do just as well again, I’ll let you take everything else off,” she promised.  
 
      
 
    The nod Seth gave in return was very eager. He chucked his shirt to one side, muscles in his stomach flexing as he crawled closer to Clara. If anything, Seth looked even better out of the suit than he had in it. He traced his hands up over her legs, touch firm but still soft as he stroked her inner thighs. Pushing Clara’s dress back up again, Seth swallowed. 
 
      
 
    “I want to touch you with my mouth so much,” he breathed harshly. Despite the express wish, Seth didn’t touch her, since Clara hadn’t given him instructions to do so. Instead, his fingers returned to her clit, teasing over it before moving deeper between her legs. “Can I do this fast?” 
 
      
 
    Clara gave a quick nod. “You can use your hands however you like,” she agreed, “as long as you don’t make me come. If you do that, I’ll have to punish you.” Seth looked up sharply. Clara smirked, pleased by the interest in his eyes. It thrilled her not to know for sure whether Seth was aiming to obey her or deliberately be punished by her. It kept things interesting. 
 
      
 
    “Go on,” she urged. “I want to see exactly how you’ll choose to do this, now that I’ve said you can.” She spread her legs, the hand holding her sash resting on Seth’s shoulder. With the other, she brushed his hair carefully away from his face before tangling her fingers in it.  
 
      
 
    Seth gave another groan as he watched her, licking his lips. Clara knew he wouldn’t use his mouth. His fingers, though, were a completely different matter. Seth thrust them inside Clara, before just as quickly pulling them out. In one fast push, they were back in and then out, moving quicker with every thrust. Clara’s body couldn’t help responding. A string of moans fell from her lips at each push. 
 
      
 
    He really was fast, fingering her harder and harder. Clara felt the edge of her orgasm nearing again. This time it seemed to approach much quicker, much more steadily. She was so sure that Seth would make her come, but then, he just stopped. 
 
      
 
    Pulling his hand back in a sharp motion, Seth rocked forward. “Fuck you’re so fucking hot. You sound so great.” 
 
      
 
    Clara whined, the disappointment as her orgasm withdrew feeling like a physical ache. “Think how much better I’ll sound when it’s your mouth on me,” she purred. First things first, she needed Seth naked. Now. “Get up and take the rest of your clothes off,” she ordered.  
 
      
 
    Seth practically jumped to his feet to obey. Clara let her dress swirl back around her ankles. Seth pouted, which made Clara chuckle. It wouldn’t be for long. As he undressed, she circled him, running a finger across the muscles of his shoulders.  
 
      
 
    “You’re so gorgeous,” she praised. She paused in front of Seth, glancing down at how his stiff cock stood so proudly between his legs. It would feel so good thrusting inside her, just like Seth’s fingers had.  
 
      
 
    Crouching down, Clara held the material of the sash out taut in front of Seth. “Cross your wrists and rest them against this,” she ordered.  
 
      
 
    He followed those instructions, too. Clara really was very impressed by just how obedient Seth was. The hardness of his cock did rather imply that Seth enjoyed her instructions plenty. Just as she told him to, Seth placed his wrists against the sash, watching as Clara tied them together.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve never done something like this before,” he told her, though she did already know since he’d said earlier. Still, it was pretty thrilling to know that she was the first. “Will you be gentle with me?” Seth asked but there was a teasing tone to the question. “Or not. I’m okay with not, too.” 
 
      
 
    Clara laughed. “That depends on how you behave,” she told Seth. “If you get tired of gentle, all you have to do is stop following my instructions.” After checking the material around Seth’s wrists, Clara stood up. The sight of Seth, tied up and so trusting, was enough to make her lick her lips.  
 
      
 
    She sat on the end of the bed, pulling her skirt up into a pool of material around her hips. The air of the room felt cool against the heat of her pussy. She moaned, running a finger gently around her clit. She spread her legs, framing Seth between her thighs. “Crawl over here and put your mouth on me,” she ordered.  
 
      
 
    “Finally,” he muttered. Crawling with his hands tied was clearly an unexpected challenge. There was a small pause before he figured out how to do it in the most effective way. Once he had, Seth didn’t hesitate to position himself between Clara’s legs. He started by pressing a kiss against her inner thigh and then licked his way up, leaving a wet trail with his tongue. 
 
      
 
    His mouth was so hot. Clara moaned loudly when he ran his tongue over her wetness. “Fuck,” Seth moaned, shifting slightly. “I want to make you come so much,” he told her before returning his tongue to her pussy. He licked carefully, over and over again, lapping her wetness up and sending pleasure shooting through Clara. 
 
      
 
    She leaned back, letting the silky fabric of her skirt shield Seth from view. Somehow, not being able to see him made it feel so much more erotic. “Fuuuck,” she moaned, wanting to be even louder, just as she’d promised. Seth’s tongue circled her clit faster. Clara could feel all the pent up pleasure crashing down on her, surging through every inch of her body.  
 
      
 
    “Make me come,” she urged. “Make me come, and then I want you to fuck me with your tongue until I’m ready for you to make me come again.”  
 
      
 
    The tip of Seth’s tongue licked over Clara’s clit faster and faster. This time when her moans increased in volume and frequency, Seth didn’t slow down. Instead, he matched it, licking harder as Clara cried out. She could almost feel how much he wanted to use his hands to pull her tighter against his mouth. To help, she pushed forward, moaning loudly when that led Seth to suck her clit. 
 
      
 
    Her orgasm crashed over her so fast and so strong. Yet Seth didn’t stop, he sucked and licked until the last throes rolled through Clara. Only then did he press his tongue inside her just like how she had told him to. 
 
      
 
    Clara lifted one leg, draping it over Seth’s shoulder. The heel of her shoe raked along his spine, and Clara could feel his moan vibrate against her pussy. She rocked her hips, helping as his tongue thrust into her. It felt so good, hot and soft at the same time as he lapped up the wetness that gushed from her. Seth moved forward, his nose brushing against her clit. Clara almost screamed in pleasure.  
 
      
 
    She could feel Seth’s hands bump against her thigh as he tried to bring them up to touch her. Knowing he was still bound, at her mercy until she chose to release him, made Clara even hotter.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck, that’s good,” she panted, her chest heaving. Clara brought her hands up, cupping her breasts through the fabric of her dress. “I love having you eat me out while I’m still all dressed up.” It was everything Clara had imagined it would be. “Show me how you want to fuck me,” she urged. Maybe if Seth was very good, she’d even let him.  
 
      
 
    It certainly seemed like good encouragement, because Seth’s tongue began to move faster. She could feel him rolling it and he fucked in and out of her. It sent waves of pleasure through Clara, especially when Seth groaned. The vibration was so good. His efforts to please her just made it all the better. 
 
      
 
    She tugged on his hair, pulling his mouth even closer. Seth had no choice but to go deeper.  
 
      
 
    His tongue lapped steadily, bringing Carla closer and closer to another orgasm. Her pussy tightened, her heel scraping against Seth’s back. Right as she was about to come, she pulled him back with a groan. She wanted to come - but there were things she wanted more.  
 
      
 
    “You did so well,” she praised, standing and leaving Seth kneeling at the foot of the bed. He watched hungrily as she lifted her hands to her breasts. Her nipples were hard against the lace of her bra, scratching against the material and sending shocks down her spine with every move.  
 
      
 
    Making sure Seth was still looking, Clara unfastened the zip along the side of her dress, letting it drop to the floor. After discarding her bra, too, she turned around, letting Seth appreciate her body from every angle. “Worth waiting for?” she asked, raising an eyebrow.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck yes,” he breathed. His cock bounced as he shifted in a failed attempt to move in closer. “You’re stunning,” Seth told her. “I want to touch you everywhere.” Clara didn’t even doubt that he meant it, too, his eyes darkened with lust. “What will you do next? What can I do for you? Just tell me,” Seth urged. He was so keen to please that it made Clara’s body heat up. 
 
      
 
    “I think I’ll fuck you,” Clara answered, smirking. She wanted to feel Seth’s cock fill her up. She had no doubt he would enjoy himself. “Stand up,” she ordered, moving to give Seth her hand to help steady him. Leaning in, she kissed him hard, tongue sweeping into his mouth and swallowing up the moan he gave in response.  
 
      
 
    She helped Seth lie back against the pillows, running an appreciative hand over his chest. “Hold your hands up,” she ordered. “Do you want me to tie them to the headboard, or can you keep them out of the way?”  
 
      
 
    He seemed to actually think about it, like he wanted to weigh his options. “Tie them to the headboard,” Seth decided, his eyes so dark. He ran his tongue over his lips. “I want to see what it’s like,” he told her. Clara certainly appreciated how willing he was to try something new, not just a little bit but go the whole way. It was... fun. She would definitely make it even more fun. 
 
      
 
    As she moved up Seth’s body to tie his hands, he caught one of her nipples with his mouth. It made Clara moan and press down a bit to give him more access. Seth sucked harder the moment he could, tongue wet against Clara’s nipple as he teased it. 
 
      
 
    She straddled Seth’s body, lowering herself so that he could feel the heat from her pussy against his stomach. She was so wet already, it was all she could do not to lower herself directly onto Seth’s cock. Luckily, Clara was very, very good at tying people up. Her hands moved quickly and efficiently, securing the material binding Seth’s wrists against the headboard.  
 
      
 
    He could still move his hands, but only a little. Certainly not far enough to reach Clara. It felt good, like it was teasing them both. Clara shifted, and Seth obediently moved his mouth to her other nipple. The suction against it sent tingles of pleasure all the way down Clara’s spine.  
 
      
 
    “You’ve been so good,” she praised, crawling back down Seth’s body. One of her hands wrapped around his cock, leading him so that he just brushed against the wetness of her pussy. “Do you want me to fuck you like this?” she asked. “Tied to my bed nice and tight?”   
 
      
 
    Seth cried out loudly, thrusting his hips up into Clara’s touch. “Fuck, yes, yes,” he nodded. “I want you so much, fuck. Please ride me, please,” the words were barely coherent at this point. Clara’s fist tightened around Seth’s dick. He whined, thrashing under her. The material against his wrists held him in place well. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so hot, God, I can’t wait to fucking feel your tight heat around me, please. I’ll fuck you so well, or you can fuck me well, whatever, just please,” Seth rambled. He tried to push up again, but with Clara’s legs straddling him she had all the power and he had none, just as she wanted it. 
 
      
 
    Clara waited, just long enough for anticipation to build to fever pitch. When she felt sure Seth could hardly take it anymore, she lowered herself down on his cock in one smooth movement. He was big and thick. He filled Clara up perfectly. She squeezed her muscles around him, enjoying the ache of being just so fucking full.  
 
      
 
    Steadily, she lifted up, then sank back down on Seth’s dick. She paused only long enough to grind her hips against him, then repeated the action. Every thrust made Clara moan. She almost drowned out Seth’s own noises of pleasure. She leaned forward, wanting to catch them. She wanted to hear every moment of how much he enjoyed this.  
 
      
 
    With her hands against his chest, Clara could feel Seth’s heart beating, almost in rhythm with how she fucked him. He pushed up as much as he could to meet her. It was still her decision how fast to ride him. As Clara’s hips shifted, Seth groaned louder. Clara’s cries of pleasure joined his, the heat of her pussy welcoming Seth’s cock so well. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, yes,” Seth moaned. “You feel amazing. So fucking hot.” He rocked up faster, but Clara easily slowed it down again, enjoying the whine Seth gave in protest, There was nothing he could truly do about it. It was her choice how slow or how fast to ride him and she wanted him to know that. 
 
      
 
    She rolled her hips, finding the angle which allowed her to take Seth’s cock even deeper. Once she had it, she moved faster, lifting up and lowering herself down so hard her breasts bounced with the movements. “Are you going to come for me?” she asked, squeezing her muscles harder around Seth’s cock. “I want you to, I want to watch.”  
 
      
 
    She lifted one hand, fingers catching against her nipple and giving it a harsh tug. The sharp sensation that sped through her couldn’t quite be called pain, but it was something more than just pleasure. “I want you to come because of me, because of how good my pussy feels as I ride you,” she carried on, her words tumbling faster. She sped up her hips to match, fucking herself harder on Seth’s cock.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes,” Seth nodded. “Fuck, I want to come in you so much.” Clara didn’t doubt he also wanted to come for her. Seth had gotten very good at following her instructions. His hips slammed up as much as they could and she matched that by meeting them just as rapidly. The faster she fucked down on him, the louder Seth got. It was fantastic to watch, the way his face contorted. 
 
      
 
    She knew he was going to come a second before he did, his cheeks reddening. He thrust up hard and Clara’s name was on Seth’s lips as he came inside her. She could feel him, slowing down to let him ride his climax through before Seth collapsed against the bed. “Fuck,” he breathed like all of the other words were completely forgotten. 
 
      
 
    Clara smiled, letting his softening cock slip from her. “I hope you’re not too tired to keep following my instructions,” Clara teased. She leaned forward, her breasts crushed against Seth’s chest. Her nipples dragged against his skin, making her moan softly. She reached up, unwinding the material from the headboard, and then freeing it from around Seth’s wrists.  
 
      
 
    “I did say that you were going to make me come again, when I was ready,” she reminded him.  
 
      
 
    “I’m not too tired,” Seth promised. Clara could tell that he had to push himself through the aftermath of his climax to not be tired, but that just made her smirk. He was very dedicated. Clara definitely loved a man who was dedicated to making her come even after he’d come himself. 
 
      
 
    Once his hands were free, Seth reached for Clara, hands brushing over her back and down to her ass before he gave it a squeeze. “What do you want me to do? How do you want me to make you come?” He asked. “Just tell me and I’ll do it,” Seth promised. “I’ll do it so well.” 
 
      
 
    While she considered her options, Clara kissed Seth again. He moaned eagerly against her lips, and her tongue licked into his mouth almost as a reward. He was so keen to do well. Seth had clearly been a very good choice for reasons other than being the best-looking man at the wedding.  
 
      
 
    Pulling back, Clara raked her nails lightly down Seth’s chest. “I want you to make me come with your hands,” she decided. If Seth felt disappointed at that, Clara didn’t give him time to express it. “Your mouth is going to be busy with my nipples,” she informed him, smirking again.  
 
      
 
    The ‘oh yes’ he gave in return didn’t really show any sort of disappointment. Rather, Seth pulled Clara in closer very eagerly. His fingers slid between her legs where her pussy was still so wet. Easily, he pressed two fingers in, making Clara cry out loudly. Seth swallowed it with a kiss before his lips made their way down to her breasts. He sucked one of her nipples, fingers moving faster in and out of Clara, responding to every sound she made. 
 
      
 
    When Seth moved over to her other nipple, his thumb pressed tightly against Clara’s clit. He was teasing in his touch at first. As his fingers gained speed so did his thumb. Then, unexpectedly, Seth bit Clara’s nipple, sending a shock of pain through her. It mixed so sharply with the pleasure from her pussy that Clara half-screamed in response. 
 
      
 
    Seth smirked up at her. He didn’t move his teeth from where they still pressed lightly against her nipple. Clara’s chest heaved as she tried to catch her breath, every movement causing another aftershock of pleasure-pain. “Fuck,” she panted. “I want you to do that again.”  
 
      
 
    She tangled her fingers in Seth’s hair. When he obliged, teeth nipping deliberately against her nipple, she pulled. It must have hurt. Clara felt Seth’s groan as a vibration surrounding her nipple. He followed it with his tongue, swirling and circling until Clara could feel her pussy tightening against his fingers.  
 
      
 
    “Again,” she ordered, pushing her chest out so that Seth would move to the other nipple. “I’m so close, Seth. Do it again.”  
 
      
 
    Just as he had before, Seth took the instructions so beautifully. He bit her nipple with his teeth, before trapping it between his lips, sucking. Without even needing instructions, Seth moved on to Clara’s other nipple. He repeated the motion, first biting her nipple lightly and then harder, making another shock of pain run through Clara’s body. 
 
      
 
    Seth’s fingers began to move faster. He bent them slightly, managing to hit that spot inside Clara that sent sparks off all through her body. He seemed to know it, too, sucking against her nipple harder and rolling his thumb over her clit in a steady motion. 
 
      
 
    Pleasure simmered through Clara just as steadily, building until it was too much for her to hold back. She rocked her hips, riding Seth’s fingers while his thumb massaged against her clit. When he crooked his fingers again, Clara’s orgasm swept through her in a rush. She came hard, crying out Seth’s name as she clung to his shoulder and his hair.  
 
      
 
    He didn’t stop, stroking Clara more gently through the aftershocks of her orgasm. His fingers were a pleasant fullness inside her, and his mouth was hot and wet against her nipple until Clara almost reluctantly pushed him away.  
 
      
 
    Seth looked up at her, and Clara leaned in, claiming his mouth with hers. She teased her tongue against his, rewarding him for being so eager and so talented. “Fuck,” she said, when she pulled away. “I feel good now.”  
 
      
 
    That made Seth laugh, but he nodded, too. “I feel good, too,” he agreed. “You’re fucking amazing, Clara,” he told her, pressing a line of kisses against her neck. “I’ve never had sex like this and fuck, it was great.” She could tell that he very much meant it, too, hand holding her ass while the other stroked up her back. 
 
      
 
    “I am absolutely fucking spent now, but do you think we could do this again? Tomorrow? Or whenever. I’d love to have you tell me what to do, maybe tie me up again,” Seth said, sounding almost shy about his request. 
 
      
 
    Clara broke into a smile, leaning in to press a far softer kiss against Seth’s lips. “Stay here for a bit,” she urged. “I’ll get you some water, and you can rest.” The urge to take care of Seth, after he’d taken care of her so well, was one Clara was very familiar with. She liked being in charge, but she also took that responsibility seriously. Even if Seth wasn’t someone she’d known before this wedding, he still deserved to have Clara make sure everything was as good as it could be before he left her.  
 
      
 
    “After that, I’ll give you my number, and we can definitely do this again,” she agreed. Seth had been wonderful - so eager and so skilled. Clara wasn’t going to let a man like this slip through her fingers! 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Taken by the MILF 
 
      
 
    Harris hadn’t been to a lot of weddings as an adult. He was barely twenty-four, few of his friends were in serious relationships, let alone ready to settle down. Teddy had always been an exception. He and Cheryl had been together since they were teenagers. Now that they’d saved up enough money for a deposit on a house, a wedding was the next logical step for them.  
 
      
 
    When Teddy had asked him to be his best man, Harris had been thrilled. Nervous, but thrilled. It was lucky that he knew Teddy’s family well. They’d all offered words of encouragement.  
 
      
 
    Waiting at the altar with Teddy had been an experience unlike any other. Even before Cheryl had walked in, Harris’ attention had been captured. Teddy’s mom, Michelle, had always been hot. She was the first crush Harris could remember having. Unlike the rest of his friends’ moms, Michelle had been single most of their childhood. She’d made more of an effort with her appearance. She’d never been trashy, but her skirts had been a little shorter, her tops a little more figure-hugging than the other moms.  
 
      
 
    In her mother-of-the-groom finery, she looked stunning. The dress clung to every curve, and the rich green satin made her tanned skin glow. When he should have been watching the bride and groom make their promises to each other, Harris hadn’t been able to tear his eyes away from her.  
 
      
 
    The rest of the wedding had passed in a blur. Harris thought his speech had gone well. He’d had to bite his tongue not to add Michelle to the expected compliments he paid the bridesmaids. She looked better than any of them, despite being old enough to be their mom. 
 
      
 
    Harris was just catching a well-earned break when he spotted the emerald green of Michelle’s dress in the crowd. She was making her way towards him. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, Michelle,” Harris said, trying not to sound as tongue-tied as he felt. “It’s been a great day. Have you enjoyed yourself?”  
 
      
 
    “Harris,” Michelle greeted with a smile. “I’ve had a lovely day. Bit emotional, but lovely,” she answered. Her tone was light and playful, so Harris knew he didn’t need to express any sympathies. Michelle had always been a ‘cool’ mom. She and Teddy got on better than Harris had seen most people get on with their parents. Maybe it was because she had been so young or maybe because she’d been a single mom. Either way, she and Teddy definitely got on very well. 
 
      
 
    She reached up to tug a strand of stray hair behind her ear. Harris couldn’t help the way his eyes followed the motion. “Have you got a plus one, Harris?” Michelle asked drawing his attention back to her face. “I do not recall seeing you arrive with anyone?” 
 
      
 
    Reaching to brush his own hair back, Harris shook his head. “Not at the moment,” he admitted. Teddy had teased that Harris could pick up someone at the wedding. Harris was sure he hadn’t had Michelle in mind as the woman Harris would be most attracted to.  
 
      
 
    “It makes me feel a little bit jealous, watching Teddy and Cheryl together,” Harris confessed. “Obviously, I’m happy for them.” He was. If anyone deserved that kind of happiness, it was Teddy. He’d always been a great friend.  
 
      
 
    Glancing over to the happy couple, Michelle nodded with a smile. “They are lovely together,” she agreed. Her eyes returned to Harris and he could swear she looked him up and down. “I’m sure an attractive guy like you won’t struggle to find some company,” she commented. “Cheryl’s got plenty of single bridesmaids.” 
 
      
 
    Maybe it was her compliment that made Harris bold. “She does,” he agreed, his gaze not leaving Michelle. “None of them look as good as you do today, though,” he told her. Hell, none of them looked as good as Michelle did on a regular day.  
 
      
 
    Harris had no idea whether Michelle might be interested in him, but he definitely wanted to find out. He took a step closer, tongue darting over his lips. “I always had a bit of a crush on you.”  
 
      
 
    She looked surprised. For a moment, Harris thought that he’d overstepped his mark. Then Michelle grinned. “I know,” she told him. This time it was Harris’ turn to look surprised. It made Michelle laugh. “Harris, I’ve seen the way you look at me.” He noticed that she didn’t say ‘used to’. She was well aware of the fact that he found her extremely attractive now, too. And why wouldn’t he? Michelle was stunning. 
 
      
 
    Like Harris, Michelle also took a step nearer. It brought them intimately close. “So tell me, Harris, what sort of things have you thought about me?” she asked. Harris could smell her perfume, feel the heat rising off her body. Fuck, he really wanted to reach out and touch. 
 
      
 
    He licked his lips again, trying to find his nerve. It was one thing to think sexy thoughts about his best friend’s mom, it was quite another to say them out loud. He could see the soft swell of Michelle’s breasts under the green satin. Harris couldn’t help imagining what she might be wearing underneath.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve thought about catching you coming out of the shower in just a towel,” Harris admitted. “And today, I’ve thought about taking you to a room upstairs and getting on my knees while you drop your dress to the floor at my feet. I’ve thought about your nails against the back of my neck, pulling my head just where you want it.”  
 
      
 
    Even talking about it was making Harris hard.  
 
      
 
    Michelle ran her teeth over her lower lip. Again, Harris couldn’t help but follow the movement with his eyes. She looked so fucking hot. She clearly knew it, too. Michelle smirked at Harris in a way that very much implied that she could tell what he was thinking. 
 
      
 
    “And you’d do just as I say?” Michelle asked, one hand coming up to brush over Harris’ arm. Her nails were perfectly manicured. Harris could imagine what it might feel like to have them against his bare back. “Would you like to please me, Harris?” 
 
      
 
    Harris felt his mouth go dry. Just the tone of Michelle’s voice would’ve been enough to weaken his knees. “I would,” he answered. “God, I want to please you.” Harris felt sure he could do a good job even without instructions. Even so, he wanted to hear that sultry voice telling him exactly what to do.  
 
      
 
    “I’ll do anything you say, Michelle,” he promised.  
 
      
 
    There was a silence, like she was considering it. Harris longed to say more, to drive his point home. He bit his lip to keep himself quiet, wanting to hear Michelle’s decision.  
 
      
 
    Her tongue made an appearance again, licking over her lips. She seemed to be thinking about it. Then Harris felt a card press against his hand. “Room two-oh-three,” Michelle said. “Have a shower, don’t get dressed and be hard when I get there,” she instructed. The clarity of her instructions made Harris swallow. It was so hot how she knew exactly what she wanted from him. 
 
      
 
    Her words rang in Harris’ head as he walked away, glancing back to watch her disappear into the crowd around the dancefloor. It sent a jolt of arousal up Harris’ spine. She could’ve had any man she wanted, he was sure, but she’d sent him upstairs with instructions to get naked and hard.  
 
      
 
    The door to room two-oh-three opened to reveal a far nicer room than Harris had felt he could justify. His eyes were drawn to the big bed, imagining how Michelle might ask him to please her there.  
 
      
 
    Harris was hard before he even got to the shower. It was just as lavish, more than big enough for two. It was all Harris could do to wash carefully without giving in to stroking his cock. He wanted so badly. If he did, he could probably get hard again before Michelle arrived. She hadn’t said he was allowed. Harris felt reluctant to disobey her orders, even accidentally.  
 
      
 
    He dried off, but left his clothes in the ensuite restroom. Standing naked in Michelle’s hotel room, Harris wasn’t sure what to do. Sit on the bed? Stand? 
 
      
 
    Before Harris could start to really feel awkward, there was a knock at the door. A peek through the peephole revealed Michelle, looking just as good as she had downstairs. Harris pulled the door open, standing aside to let her in.  
 
      
 
    “Where do you want me?” he asked, so eager to do whatever Michelle might ask of him.  
 
      
 
    Michelle looked stunning, the long dress flowing around her legs beautifully as she walked in. The look she gave Harris made his mouth run dry. He hoped she liked what she saw. It felt a little odd to be so exposed in front of her, but also so hot. Michelle reached out to drag a hand over his chest, his muscles flexing under her touch. The way her tongue ran over her lips made Harris think that Michelle was pretty pleased with him. 
 
      
 
    “Kneel at the bottom of the bed,” Michelle instructed. She waited for Harris to get there, smiling when he did as he was told. Walking closer - but not so close that he could touch her - Michelle reached up to undo her dress. Harris’ breath briefly got stuck in his throat as he watched her. She knew exactly what effect she had on him if the way she took her time was any indication. 
 
      
 
    When the material finally fell to the ground, Michelle revealed tight, black underwear. Her Bra and panties matched, and unexpectedly a corset hugged her waist. With her black heels still on, Michelle looked hot. 
 
      
 
    “Wow,” Harris breathed. Far from being dry, his mouth watered at the sight of Michelle. He wanted to draw his tongue along the edges of her underwear slowly, kiss and nip at her skin until she finally, finally, told him to remove it. “You look amazing.” He had no doubt that Michelle knew. Harris wanted to tell her, wanted her to hear him say it.  
 
      
 
    His hands balled into fists beside him. Otherwise, he feared he’d reach to touch himself, and he hadn’t been told he could. “Do you want me to touch you?” he asked. “Please. I want to touch you so much. I want to feel if your skin is as soft as it looks. I want to hear how you sound, and find out what you like, what I can do to bring you pleasure.”  
 
      
 
    Michelle smiled in a way that made it seem like Harris had asked precisely what she had wanted him to. “You can touch me,” she said. Harris didn’t hesitate to reach out. Her skin did feel as soft as it looked. Harris’ fingers slid over it, enjoying how heat seemed to radiate off her. Michelle took a step forward, moving more into Harris’ touch. “Use your mouth, too,” she said. It was more a suggestion than an instruction. 
 
      
 
    A suggestion that Harris was eager to follow. Still on his knees, he leaned in, pressing a kiss to Michelle’s inner thigh. He hadn’t predicted how hot it would be to see Michelle tower above him. Nor how sensitive his skin felt, just because he was fully exposed while she was still hidden behind a layer of fabric. Harris could feel every movement of air against him, each touch sending shivers down his spine.  
 
      
 
    His fingers moved slowly up Michelle’s legs, exploring. He listened carefully, noting the slight changes in Michelle’s breathing whenever he passed over a particularly sensitive spot. As soon as he found one, Harris would press a kiss to it, sucking the skin between his lips and lapping hot and wet against it.  
 
      
 
    He felt Michelle’s fingers tangle in his hair before he saw her move, and he moaned.  
 
      
 
    “Take off my panties,” Michelle instructed. Harris had to pause not to groan. With his fingers sliding over Michelle’s sides, he slipped under the material of her panties. Harris caught himself holding his breath in anticipation. Michelle seemed to notice it, too, if her soft laugh was any indication. “Go on, Harris, I want you to,” she encouraged. 
 
      
 
    He slid the black fabric down, slowly and carefully. Michelle lifted each of her legs in turn to help him pull the panties off over her heels. Looking up at her, Harris could barely contain his excitement. She looked amazing in her heels, bra, and corset, with no panties on. Thanks to him. 
 
      
 
    “You can still touch me with your mouth and hands,” Michelle promised. Much to Harris’ delight, she parted her legs. 
 
      
 
    He darted a tongue out over his lip, so very eager to have a taste. He didn’t want to rush. He’d never been with a woman as much older than him as Michelle. What he’d learned from the women he had been with was that slower was better. Even the thought that he might disappoint Michelle if he got it wrong was a sharp ache in his chest.  
 
      
 
    “I want to taste you so much,” Harris said, kissing a slow path up the inside of Michelle’s thigh. His fingers moved ahead, teasing with soft strokes. He experimented, bringing his teeth lightly together. When she moaned, he did it again, higher.  
 
      
 
    Finally, after what felt like hours - but couldn’t have been more than a few minutes - Harris trailed a finger against Michelle’s pussy. Her legs parted a little more. Harris did groan at how wet she was. Sitting up on his knees, he wrapped one hand around her thigh and guided her towards his mouth.  
 
      
 
    His tongue licked out, lapping at her wetness. Above him, Michelle moaned. It was the most erotic sound Harris had ever heard. He desperately wanted to make her do it again.  
 
      
 
    Her fingers tangled in his hair and Michelle tugged it, sending a sharp pain through Harris’ body. His moan against her was mostly muffled by his mouth still against Michelle’s pussy. His tongue lapped harder, making the sounds falling from Michelle’s lips increase. Harris wanted to make her come so much that when she tugged against his hair again, pulling him back, he gave a sharp whine. 
 
      
 
    It seemed to only make Michelle more amused. “You can carry on, I just need to be somewhere more comfortable,” she told him. There was an armchair in the corner of the room and Michelle walked over to it. She looked so sexy, sitting down in it, her long legs made even longer with the heels on. 
 
      
 
    Reaching behind her, Michelle undid her bra and Harris swallowed, watching her breasts bounce free. They were big and beautiful, nipples dark in contrast to Michelle’s skin. She parted her legs again. “Come on.” 
 
      
 
    Harris didn’t even think about standing up. It would have taken valuable time, and he needed to get his mouth back on Michelle’s pussy. He crawled across the carpet towards her open legs. She seemed to approve, if the way she smiled at him was any indication.  
 
      
 
    Between her legs once more, Harris kissed his way up her thigh. As before, his hands went ahead of his mouth. This time, he slid one finger inside Michelle. Her wet heat accepted him, almost inviting him deeper. Following it with another, he thrust in and out of her, his tongue circling her clit.  
 
      
 
    With building confidence, he moved more quickly. Michelle’s noises of pleasure grew louder, until they were all that Harris could think about.  
 
      
 
    One of Michelle’s hands tightened around an armrest on the chair. The other came to tangle in Harris’ hair. She pulled hard. He was too distracted by listening to the amazing noises that Michelle made to really notice. Harris’ tongue licked harder and his fingers moved faster. The noises that Michelle gave were so loud and so hot. He glanced up at her through his lashes, his cock so hard from how stunning she looked. 
 
      
 
    Michelle’s breasts bounced at every push that Harris gave with his fingers. It only made him want to do it more and do it faster. So he did. To his satisfaction, Michelle’s breasts began to bounce even more. Her screams intensified. The room was filled with them and her pussy was so wet around Harris’ fingers. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, come on!” Michelle cried out. “Do it even faster!” She demanded. 
 
      
 
    Sliding a third finger inside her, Harris could feel Michelle’s body stretch around him. She moaned, making Harris lap even faster. He had promised to do exactly what she asked. He pumped his fingers, fucking into Michelle as hard and fast as he knew how.  
 
      
 
    He could feel Michelle’s thighs tense, muscles squeezing around his ears as he pursed his lips around her clit. Michelle bucked, rocking against Harris’ fingers. He crooked them inside her, his cock twitching when he was rewarded with an even louder scream.  
 
      
 
    Harris thought Michelle was close to orgasm. He couldn’t stop what he was doing to ask, so he just sucked harder, fingers rubbing back and forth.  
 
      
 
    “Oh my God, yes, yes, yes!” Michelle cried. Her hips rocked harder and faster against Harris as she fucked herself on his fingers. His tongue moved over her clit, drinking in the heat from her body. He felt when she came. Her muscles clamped tightly around his fingers and her whole body shook against him. Michelle’s cries matched it, until finally she collapsed against the chair, loosening her legs. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” she breathed, fingers much softer in Harris’ hair. “You’re good,” she praised. “I haven’t come that hard in ages. And we’re only getting started.” That sounded like a promise. Michelle smirked at Harris. “Did you enjoy that? Did you love making me come so hard? Making this chair completely wet from how drenched my pussy is for you?” 
 
      
 
    Harris swallowed hard, giving a sharp nod. “Fuck, yes,” he answered, his gaze sliding up Michelle’s body to where her breasts were heaving with every breath. “I really want to keep touching you,” he said. “I want to run my tongue over your nipples and press my cock into your thigh.” As he said it, he realized that Michelle could say no. That made it all the more erotic.  
 
      
 
    Running a tongue over his lips, Harris could still taste the traces of Michelle’s wetness. “I’m so hard,” he said, shuffling away from the chair a little, leaning back so Michelle could see. He wanted to show her what she’d done to him, how aroused he was just from making her come. “Please,” he added. “Please. Tell me what you want me to do next.”  
 
      
 
    Michelle’s hand stroked over Harris’ face. That in itself felt like praise. He couldn’t wait to see what she wanted him to do. Using one of her still-shoed feet, Michelle pushed Harris back so she could stand up. She looked gorgeous. “Help me take this corset off,” Michelle instructed. Harris had to get up to undo the straps. Once he had, he knelt back down. It seemed to please Michelle, because she smiled as she turned around. 
 
      
 
    The corset came off easily, leaving Michelle in nothing but her heels. Harris hoped she would leave those on. “I want you to get on the bed on your back,” Michelle told him. 
 
      
 
    As before, Harris crawled to the bed. He could feel Michelle watching. Even now that she was naked with him, it made him feel vulnerable and exposed. The intensity of the feelings made Harris whimper, his hard cock swaying beneath him as he climbed up onto the bed.  
 
      
 
    Only then did he turn over, settling on his back, propping himself up on his elbows so he could watch Michelle. “You’re stunning,” he said, eyes moving over her body once again. He wanted to reach out, wanted to beg once again for Michelle to let him touch her.  
 
      
 
    Instead, he waited quietly, his hips twitching in anticipation.  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Michelle confirmed. It didn’t at all surprise Harris that she knew precisely how stunning she was. He gave a soft moan when Michelle came to the bed, leaving her shoes on just as he had hoped. Her fingers were soft against his legs. As she leaned forward, her breasts dragging over his skin, Harris moaned again. She looked so sexy, especially when Michelle’s hands slid up over Harris’ sides. 
 
      
 
    She let her breasts brush over Harris’ skin as she moved up. His hips bucked up when she reached his cock and Michelle grinned at him. “So eager,” she teased. He could hardly deny that. Michelle squeezed her arms together and Harris cried out as his cock was trapped between her breasts. This was like something straight out of a fantasy. 
 
      
 
    More slowly, he arched his back and lifted his hips. His cock pumped between Michelle’s breasts, her soft skin pressing against him from every side. Harris’ eyes almost rolled back with how good it felt. He propped himself up more, watching as his cock disappeared between the delicious curves. “Fuck, Michelle,” he groaned.  
 
      
 
    Precum beaded from the tip of his cock, and he pushed his hips up again, stroking the head of his dick into the valley between Michelle’s breasts. “God, I want to go faster,” he said, practically panting already from the effort of holding back. He would, though, until Michelle told him he could do otherwise.  
 
      
 
    Except she didn’t. Instead, Michelle smirked and then tilted her head down to run her fucking tongue over the tip of his cock. Fuck. The sounds that escaped Harris’ mouth were barely human. It felt so fucking good. He thrust up more, but to no avail. Michelle brought her hands down to his hips to stop Harris from bucking up harder. She crawled higher up his body until his mouth was close enough to press against Michelle’s breasts. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to lick them,” she instructed. “Make me moan, tease my nipples. If you do well, I’ll let you make me come again.” As much as it sounded like a choice, Harris had little doubt that it wasn’t really. He loved that, loved that she knew precisely what she wanted. So often Harris had been with women who made him guess what they liked, but Michelle... Michelle knew precisely what would make her feel good. 
 
      
 
    She’d said she wanted him to tease, so that was exactly what Harris aimed to do. He moved his mouth slowly, sucking and licking at the skin around Michelle’s nipples, never quite touching them. He brought his hands up, tight around Michelle’s waist as he pulled her down over him. All Harris could see, all he could reach, were Michelle’s breasts. That felt incredible.  
 
      
 
    He loved the way she moaned for him, the sounds almost guttural as he nipped at the sensitive skin. Finally, he took one nipple fully into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it. His hand moved up, cupping Michelle’s other breast until his fingers found the hard nub at the tip. He tugged against it, alternating the soft brush of his tongue against one breast with the hard press of his fingers against the other.  
 
      
 
    He so wanted to do well, and not only because then Michelle would let him make her come. He wanted to please her, to show her how good he could be, and to hear her tell him what she liked.  
 
      
 
    The attentive detail that Harris paid to Michelle’s nipples seemed to be paying off. Her moans increased. He did more of the same, tugging against one of her nipples while he sucked on the other between his lips. The sounds Michelle made went straight to Harris’ cock. The way her body rested above him, pinning him down, stopped Harris from pushing up more. 
 
      
 
    “Just like that, yeah,” Michelle encouraged. “Suck a bit harder.” Harris did as instructed. He was rewarded with a loud cry from Michelle. “Fuck you’re so good, so obedient.” That praise was exactly what Harris had hoped for. He groaned, the sound vibrating against Michelle’s skin. She rocked into him and Harris licked his tongue over the tip of her nipple before biting it lightly. 
 
      
 
    Michelle cried out, but it sounded like she liked it. Harris did it again. “Fuck, that feels nice,” she moaned. One of her hands came up to tangle in Harris’ hair, pulling him close against her breast. “Yeah, fuck, feels so good! You going to earn yourself such nice rewards,” she promised. 
 
      
 
    Kissing his way across Michelle’s breasts, Harris moved his mouth to the other nipple, teasing around it with his tongue. Michelle arched her back, pushing her chest forward. Taking it as encouragement, Harris quickly pulled her nipple between his lips. He sucked hard, his tongue swirling around it, making sure to leave it nice and wet before he set his teeth delicately on either side and gave it a tug.  
 
      
 
    Michelle squirmed under Harris’ hands, the sounds she made going straight to Harris’ cock. He wanted to ask what his rewards would be, but not enough to take his mouth away from where Michelle wanted it. His free hand moved up, over Michelle’s shoulder to brush through her long blond hair. 
 
      
 
    Harris bucked his hips against Michelle’s hold. She pressed him firmly against the mattress, making him whimper.  
 
      
 
    “You’re doing so well,” she praised again. Her fingers tugged against Harris’ hair and when he pulled back, she leaned down to kiss him. Like the rest of her, the kiss was hot and wet. Harris sucked her lower lip between his teeth, giving it a small bite. When Michelle moaned in turn he couldn’t help rocking up a bit. “Shh,” she said, running her tongue over Harris’ lips. 
 
      
 
    Moving so she could turn around, Michelle positioned herself above Harris’ face. “I want you to use your mouth to make me come.” He could feel the heat from her pussy radiating against his skin. 
 
      
 
    He ran his hands up the backs of Michelle’s legs, one daringly giving her luscious ass a squeeze while the other teased against her pussy. He pulled her down, tugging her towards his eager mouth. Slowly, thoroughly, he explored her with his tongue. She tasted so good, her wetness sweet against Harris’ lips. He could feel her rocking above him, pushing her hips back until she was all that filled Harris’ senses.  
 
      
 
    Firming his tongue into a point, Harris pressed it inside her, flicking it in and out of Michelle’s opening until she wailed. As her noises echoed around the room, Harris pulled back, wriggling his tongue against Michelle’s clit.  
 
      
 
    Her cries increased, spurring Harris on. Michelle leaned forward and before Harris even had the time to realize what was happening, Michelle had sucked his cock into her mouth. It made him groan against her pussy. Harris was glad that Michelle’s hands had returned to his hips, otherwise he definitely would’ve bucked upwards. Her mouth was so hot and wet. It felt amazing. 
 
      
 
    To show her just how good, Harris teased his tongue over her clit again. In turn, Michelle swirled her tongue around Harris’ hardness. This time she loosened her grip a little, allowing Harris to thrust up into her mouth. 
 
      
 
    He did, trying to keep his movements slow. He knew Michelle could press him down again at any moment. He didn’t want to lose the ability to push his cock between those perfect lips. Harris’ fingers tightened against Michelle’s hip, his tongue lapping harder and faster. 
 
      
 
    The fingers of his other hand teased against Michelle’s pussy, not quite pressing inside. Harris pushed his hips up again, moaning so loudly when Michelle sucked harder against his cock. She took him so deep, Harris could feel her all the way around his length.  
 
      
 
    When Michelle pulled back with a wet pop, Harris whined loudly. “Make me come and I’ll let you fuck me,” she told him. “Use only your mouth.” And then, she took him back into her mouth. Thankfully Michelle held his hips down. Otherwise, Harris would’ve fucked up into her hard. 
 
      
 
    Her mouth felt so good. Harris could hardly wait to have his cock in her pussy. He licked harder, putting more pressure on Michelle’s clit and then teasing his tongue around it. She moaned around his cock, sending such a sharp sensation through his body that Harris almost wanted to beg her to slow down. Except he also wanted her to come, he wanted to feel what her mouth would be like around his cock when she came. 
 
      
 
    His licks increased in speed and so did Michelle’s movement. She pulled back again, but the sounds that fell from Michelle’s lips made it so worth it. Her moans and cries increased, becoming more rapid as Harris’ licked harder. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, fuck! Yes!” She cried and Harris felt her come, felt the wetness drip down his chin as he lapped as much of it up as he could. 
 
      
 
    If possible, she tasted even sweeter. Harris carried on, licking Michelle’s pussy like he wanted to clean it all up. His tongue only made Michelle wetter still. Harris slowed, but didn’t stop, not while Michelle was still making such pleased noises.  
 
      
 
    Harris’ hands moved over Michelle’s skin, one sliding up her side until it reached her breast. He cupped it, fingers working teasingly against her still-hard nipple. Michelle moaned, but more softly. Letting his head fall back against the pillows, Harris licked the taste of Michelle from his lips.  
 
      
 
    “God, you’re amazing,” he praised. “I could make you come all day.” Harris’ cock was still hard, still so eager for Michelle to keep her promise. “Please,” he said. “Please, I want to fuck you so badly.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re not done making me come just yet,” Michelle promised, shifting off Harris’ face and turning around. She smirked at him. “Your face is all wet,” she teased. She leaned down to run her tongue over his chin and up to Harris’ lips, kissing the taste of herself off Harris’ mouth. Her hand trailed over his chest, fingers pulling lightly and teasingly against one of his nipples. When Harris groaned against her mouth, Michelle pulled back to give him another smirk. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to make me come with your cock now,” she told him. “But you get to pick the position. So tell me, Harris, what’s the way you’ve most imagined fucking me?” Her tone sounded so amused. Harris couldn’t help how hot he found it. This was like reliving his every teenage fantasy but so much better. 
 
      
 
    There had been a lot of fantasies, and a lot of positions, but Harris’ choice was easy. “With you on top,” he said, running his hands up Michelle’s sides, cupping both her breasts. His fingers tugged at her nipples, enjoying the way her chest was flushed with arousal. “I want to watch you, want to be able to see all of you.” One hand moved down, cupping Michelle’s ass. It was a great ass, but Harris couldn’t give up the sight of Michelle’s breasts as she bounced up and down on his cock.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve imagined it so many times,” he said, “but this is even better.” He loved having Michelle tell him what to do, loved her confidence that he could make her come again. He ran his hand over her hip, down across her thigh. He trailed a finger over her clit, slowly and teasingly. He was sure he could make Michelle come while she rode him. “I want to feel you when you come with me inside you.”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, you will,” Michelle promised. Again, she sounded so sure. It made Harris hot, wanting to fuck her but not daring to rush it. He wanted Michelle to decide how fast or how slow she fucked him. Harris knew he didn’t even have to say as much, Michelle would do just as she pleased. 
 
      
 
    She crawled atop him again, straddling his hips this time. “You can touch my breasts,” she allowed, reaching between them to lead Harris’ cock inside her. Michelle’s pussy was so hot. It took all of Harris’ willpower not to push up into her. He bit his lip hard, bringing his hand up to tease over Michelle’s breast as the other settled on her hip. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, Michelle rolled her hips. Harris could see the muscles moving in her stomach and feel her thighs shake on either side as she lifted herself up and lowered herself back down. She felt incredible, her pussy so wet and tight around his cock. Harris had to hold on hard to her hip, fighting not to move. He loved how steadily she rode him, the pleasure building in relentless waves.  
 
      
 
    With the hand on Michelle’s breast, Harris moved more lightly. He brushed across Michelle’s nipple, making it stand up hard and long. He pinched gently, rolling it between his fingers and making Michelle’s breath catch in her throat. “Can I touch with my mouth, too?” he asked, his tone almost begging. “Please. I love how you taste, how you feel under my tongue.”  
 
      
 
    “You can,” Michelle allowed beginning to move faster. “You can also fuck up into me. I want you to be slow,” she instructed. It was both a blessing and a curse. Harris began to move. He wanted to fuck into her fast and hard, but Harris also wanted to follow Michelle’s every instruction. “So obedient,” she praised, her hand running over his chest as she began to move slightly faster. 
 
      
 
    The praise made it worth the effort. Harris bit his lip to bite back a whimper as he pressed his hips upwards. His cock was enveloped on every side by the heat of Michelle’s pussy. It felt so good. Harris almost had to grit his teeth not to go faster. “What happens if I can’t?” he asked. The thought of disappointing Michelle was sharp inside him. Harris was determined not to, to do his very best, no matter how much he wished he could buck his hips wildly. 
 
      
 
    “Then I’ll have to teach you how to do it better,” Michelle answered easily. It helped, especially when Harris imagined what that might involve. Being disciplined by his best friend’s mom seemed so hot that Harris had to still just so he wouldn’t come. 
 
      
 
    After a moment, he lifted Michelle’s breast in one hand, kissing across the swell of it. If he concentrated on tracing his tongue around Michelle’s nipple, it was easier to keep his hips moving slowly. He wanted this to feel good for Michelle as much as it felt good for him.  
 
      
 
    Her moans increased and it urged Harris on. Michelle also began to move faster, meeting every thrust that Harris gave. “Come on, I want you to go faster.” Harris hardly needed Michelle to ask twice before his hips bucked up. “Fuck me harder! Push up as much as you can!” Michelle said before her words turned into screams of pleasure as Harris fucked her. 
 
      
 
    Michelle slammed down against his cock harder and harder. Harris let go of her breasts so he could see them bounce just like how he’d imagined. They did so beautifully, so round and big. “Make me come!” Michelle demanded. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, yes,” Harris agreed, heat rushing through him at Michelle’s order. He moved one hand between her legs, letting his fingers slide over where his cock thrust up into her. He didn’t tease for long, finding her clit and pressing his thumb down against it. His hand moved with Michelle’s thrusts, putting pressure on her most sensitive spots. 
 
      
 
    He fucked up just as hard, his own orgasm threatening to overwhelm him. “Please,” he begged. “Please come for me, you’re so fucking hot, Michelle!” He felt almost desperate, wanting to watch Michelle fall apart, to feel her pussy squeeze around his cock.  
 
      
 
    If he didn’t make her come soon, Harris feared he’d come without permission. He simply did not want that. Thankfully, his fingers seemed to work the magic with his cock, pushing Michelle closer and closer to orgasm. He could see the way her body began to tremble. It only made Harris fuck up into her harder and faster, his thumb moving in circles over Michelle’s clit. 
 
      
 
    “Yes! Fuck! Ah, Harris, yes!” Michelle cried. Harris felt her muscles squeeze around his cock. It took everything he had not to come right then. “Come in me!” She demanded. “I want you to come right now.” 
 
      
 
    Even if Harris had wanted to, he didn’t think he would have been able to hold back. He thrust his hips up a final time, one hand holding Michelle’s hips tight against his body. He threw his head back and wailed her name. Pleasure exploded through his entire body. He came so hard that all he could do was feel. Michelle’s pussy around his cock, the weight of her pinning him to the mattress and her lovely long hair tickling against his chest as he pressed himself up against her. 
 
      
 
    “Fuuuck,” he groaned, spilling his seed deep inside her while he pulled her harder against his lap. He leaned forward, pressing his forehead against her shoulder and shuddering at the way her breasts brushed against his chest. 
 
      
 
    He pulled in a slow breath, every muscle feeling loose and spent. “Fuck, I’ve never come that hard,” he said, pulling back just a little so he could see again.  
 
      
 
    Michelle gave a delighted laugh. She pressed a kiss against Harris’ cheek. Sliding off his cock, she moved to lie next to him. Harris could hardly even manage to turn towards her, he felt so thoroughly fucked. She dragged a finger up his chest, smirking when Harris whined as she scratched over one of his nipples. 
 
      
 
    “You said something about making me come all day?” She asked teasingly. “Today is mostly over, but how about another day? I would very much like to see what other fantasies you have that we could reenact.” 
 
      
 
    If he hadn’t been completely spent, Harris felt sure he would have gotten hard just from Michelle saying those words. He nodded eagerly. “Yeah,” he promised. “My stamina will be even better on a day I haven’t also had a wedding.”  
 
      
 
    That made Michelle laugh, and Harris felt pride uncurl in his chest at having made that happen.  
 
      
 
    “Maybe next time, you will have to teach me to do better,” he added, his voice low. He was very, very curious to find out what Michelle’s brand of discipline would be like. 
 
      
 
    She ran her tongue over her lips at that. Harris was fascinated to follow it with his eyes. The memories of what else she had done with that tongue still fresh in his mind. “Yeah, I think I could do that,” Michelle drew out. She leaned in to press another kiss against Harris’ lips before pulling back. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to go run myself a bath, feel free to come join me when you’ve regained some strength,” she told him to with a smile. Harris’ mouth watered as he watched her getting up and walking over to the bathroom. Her ass looked so perfect and all of the thoughts over the years Harris had had about it rushed back into his head. 
 
      
 
    Harris almost thought he needed to make a list. If Michelle was offering, there were a lot of fantasies Harris could ask her to help him fulfill. First of which was getting to see Michelle emerge from the bathroom in nothing but a towel.  
 
      
 
    It was hardly any time at all before Harris felt strength return to his legs. The thought of Michelle, naked but for the bubbles of her bath, would’ve been enough to tempt him up after far more rigorous activities.  
 
      
 
    He could hardly wait until they could schedule a whole day together so that Harris could make good on his promises.  
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Shared by His New Wife 
 
      
 
    Flynn watched over his new wife’s shoulder as her bridesmaids, Jodie and Hannah, slipped discreetly away from the party. Their hips bumped as they walked, heads together. Flynn could imagine them whispering and giggling to one another.  
 
      
 
    If anyone saw them go, they’d assume they were making their traditional visit to the honeymoon suite. It was their job to set things up for the bride and groom’s first night as a married couple.  
 
      
 
    Flynn knew where Jodie and Hannah were going. Their plans were far kinkier than simply spreading rose petals on the bed and popping open a bottle of Champagne.  
 
      
 
    Drawing Diana in closer, Flynn settled a hand against the small of her back. Her white wedding dress rustled between. Flynn ground his hips forward into hers.  
 
      
 
    “Are you ready to go?” Even knowing Diana’s bridesmaids had only just left, Flynn could hardly contain his excitement.  
 
      
 
    He was hoping that Diana’s answer was ‘yes’. As the bride and groom, they couldn’t just sneak out. They could definitely insist they had to go because they were tired. Not that Flynn actually felt tired. How could he when his blood buzzed with excitement? A wedding night that would be hard to forget, that was what Diana had promised him. She’d asked, of course, if Flynn wanted that. God, did he! 
 
      
 
    “I feel that you’re ready to go,” she teased. “Well, we have cut the cake and danced with most people,” she hummed. “Are you excited for the rest of the night?” Diana’s tone was soft. One of her hands brushed over Flynn’s arm caringly.  
 
      
 
    Flynn pressed a kiss against her lips. That expressed his answer better than he could with words. “I feel excited about everything,” Flynn admitted. “The rest of tonight, our honeymoon, being married to you for the rest of our lives.” Flynn had wanted to marry Diana for a long time. Spending tonight with Diana and her bridesmaids was just the beginning. 
 
      
 
    It was easy enough to make their excuses. A few people teased them about why they wanted to leave so early. Flynn trusted that no one knew the real reason. He accepted the good wishes with a knowing grin. 
 
      
 
    As soon as they were away from the crowd, Flynn pulled Diana close. He kissed her again. Her mouth was hot under his, her lips parting eagerly. “Let's go and join Hannah and Jodie, before they get started without us," Flynn urged. 
 
      
 
    “I’m sure they’d wait,” Diana promised. “It is our wedding, after all.” That did imply that they wouldn’t wait if the occasion was different. It made Flynn’s imagination run rampant. Diana, being the amazing woman that she was, laughed as if reading his mind. “We’ll see how tonight goes. If you like it, I’ll arrange something more for us to explore.” 
 
      
 
    The promise was enough to make Flynn’s stomach swoop. They made their way over to the elevators. Once they were hidden from any straying eyes, Diana reached to run her hand through Flynn’s hair. She tugged against it, smirking when he moaned. 
 
      
 
    “I’m so looking forward to claiming you as my husband.” 
 
      
 
    Flynn loved how possessive she sounded. Even knowing she was going to share him with two other women tonight, Flynn had no doubt at all that he belonged to Diana. Now that they were married, he always would.  
 
      
 
    “Going to put me on my knees in front of your two best friends?” Flynn asked. Excitement coursed through him at the very idea of it. It wouldn’t be the first time he’d submitted to Diana in front of other people. That those people were her friends and her bridesmaids felt very different indeed. 
 
      
 
    His cock was already hard. Flynn pulled Diana closer to let her feel how turned on he was for her.  
 
      
 
    Her wedding dress was slim, with none of the fluffy, bell-like material. It hugged her form so beautifully. Flynn couldn’t help running his hand over her side. He could tell the moment Diana felt just how hard he already was. A soft moan escaped her lips. She rocked forward, teasing a groan from Flynn at the friction. 
 
      
 
    The elevator pinged then, announcing that they were on their floor. Flynn felt like his heart was about to ping, too. Diana could sense his nervousness, giving his hand a squeeze. “Trust me,” she reminded him. It was easy to relax into that. Flynn would love whatever she had planned. Diana was very good at planning things. 
 
      
 
    He let Diana lead the way down the corridor. All his nerves and all his excitement rolled up into one ball, filling Flynn’s entire body. He could hardly wait. Luckily, he didn’t have to. 
 
      
 
    Following Diana into their room, Flynn’s gaze swept around the space. He wanted to drink all of it in at once. Jodie and Hannah stood by the window, still wearing their bridesmaids’ dresses. Their hair tumbled loose around their shoulders, and Jodie’s bare neck was already red from Hannah’s kisses. 
 
      
 
    Flynn felt his legs weaken. He so badly wanted to go to his knees for Diana. He turned to her, his eyes wide and imploring. He wanted her to order him first. 
 
      
 
    Diana, he was sure, could sense what he wanted. She didn’t give it to him straight away. That was part of the thrill. Diana took her time to close the door, to greet Hannah and Jodie and even to smirk slightly at the red marks across Jodie’s neck. Then, she finally turned to Flynn. 
 
      
 
    “Hannah, Jodie,” she said. Her eyes stayed on Flynn. “I want you to undress him,” she instructed. The two bridesmaids didn’t hesitate. They were by Flynn’s side before he could even think. Their hands moved to push his jacket off. Hannah knelt down to undo his shoelaces. Flynn’s breath caught in his throat as the two women worked together to do what Diana had instructed. 
 
      
 
    They were careful not to touch Flynn. Their clever fingers worked his buttons open and stripped the shirt from his back without ever brushing against Flynn’s fevered skin. He had to fight not to lean into their touch. His eyes never left Diana. She still looked amazing, her hair swept up and her dress impeccably white. Flynn swallowed past a lump in his throat. His own appearance got more and more disheveled.  
 
      
 
    Standing in just his boxers, Flynn’s cock was clearly visible straining against the fabric. Jodie teased a finger under the waistband. Flynn felt little shocks like electricity wherever she brushed against his skin. “Should we undress him completely?” Hannah asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Diana answered easily. It made Flynn even harder. She had a plan. Flynn had never doubted it. Diana always had a plan. Of course she’d have one for their wedding night. He moved with Hannah’s touch, turning just enough to help her remove his underwear. Flynn’s cock sprang free. Out of the corner of his eye, he could see Jodie running a tongue over her lips. 
 
      
 
    “What do you want us to do next?” The question drew Flynn’s attention back to Hannah. They all turned to Diana for her answer. 
 
      
 
    “Help me out of this dress,” she instructed. “Flynn,” she added, making his head jerk up to focus on her face. “I want you to kneel.” 
 
      
 
    It was almost a relief to go to his knees on the plush hotel carpet. Flynn liked socializing. Even so, the wedding had been a lot of people, only half of whom he’d known well. They’d wanted it to be a big day. Flynn had enjoyed that. He enjoyed this even more. 
 
      
 
    He watched as Jodie and Hannah moved to either side of Diana. His fingers curled loosely against his palms. He wanted to help. He could imagine the way his fingers would skate against Diana’s soft skin.  
 
      
 
    She moaned, making Flynn look up sharply. Jodie was behind Diana, unbuttoning her dress. Hannah’s fingers brushed against Diana’s neck as she loosened her hair.  
 
      
 
    “You’re beautiful,” Flynn told her.  
 
      
 
    “She is.” Jodie nodded in agreement. Flynn watched as her hand softly slid over Diana’s skin as it was exposed. There was a lot more touching Diana than there had been touching Flynn. It made sense. Flynn was Diana’s. She hadn’t given her permission yet for her bridesmaids to touch him more than absolutely necessary.  
 
      
 
    Once Diana was stripped down to her panties, she waved her hand to indicate that she wanted to keep those on. Her body was stunning, curves in all the right places. Her breasts bounced free as she walked over to Flynn. Her hand reached out to brush through his hair. Diana smiled. “You’re beautiful, too,” she said, sounding ever so genuine. 
 
      
 
    “Jodie’s going to tie your hands to the bed,” she told Flynn. “It won’t be for the whole evening, don’t worry. For now, I want you restrained.” 
 
      
 
    If Diana had wanted it to be for the whole evening, Flynn wouldn’t have objected. “I’m glad,” he said simply. “I want to be able to touch you.” Diana had obviously thought of that. She was so good at giving Flynn what he wanted.  
 
      
 
    At a motion from Diana, Flynn crawled towards the bed. Jodie and Hannah wolf-whistled, making Flynn swing his hips even more as he moved. Jodie and Hannah were both pretty. Flynn could hardly believe he was really going to spend the night with both them and Diana.  
 
      
 
    Once he reached the bed, Flynn turned. “How do you want me?” he asked. A thrill traveled up his spine. He waited for Diana’s answer. What she said would give Flynn at least a clue about the rest of her plans.  
 
      
 
    “On your back,” Diana answered straight away. She clearly knew what she wanted. She always did. Flynn lay down, moving his hands up to the headboard so Hannah and Jodie could tie them up. Rather than tying his wrists together and then looping the rope through the headboard, they spread his arms open. Each of his wrists was carefully secured. The rope was tied to the corners of the bed. It left Flynn exposed - something he definitely liked. 
 
      
 
    He spread his legs wider, letting his cock slap against his stomach. Hannah and Jodie’s hands traveled over Flynn’s sides and down to his legs. “He looks good like this, Diana,” Jodie commented. Diana smiled at that. 
 
      
 
    “He does,” she agreed before crawling her way atop Flynn. Her breasts brushed against his skin in a way that made him moan. “This is what’s going to happen,” she told him. “I’m going to ride you and you’re going to come. Then, you will make Hannah and Jodie come. If I think you’ve done a good enough job, I’ll consider rewarding you. Is that clear?” 
 
      
 
    Flynn had to swallow hard. He loved how carefully Diana had planned. She’d already taken into account what he would like. Even though Flynn knew he could say no, Diana had made sure he wouldn’t want to.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, babe,” he agreed. “Perfectly clear.” He pulled against the ropes. Flynn liked being tied up. He wanted to show Diana that Hannah and Jodie had done well. Arousal simmered under his skin, making Flynn feel hot all over.  
 
      
 
    Over Diana’s shoulder, Hannah ran her hands over Jodie’s sides. “Can we undress while we watch?” she asked. Her tongue darted out to lick over her red lips.  
 
      
 
    Diana seemed to think about that momentarily. She nodded, “You can undress,” she allowed. “I want you to watch me fuck Flynn. I want you to enjoy how good he is.” The instruction wasn’t just to the two women, Flynn was certain. It pleased him to know that Diana trusted him to be good for her. She had married him. What could be more of a show how good he was than that she’d promised to keep him forever? 
 
      
 
    He watched as she slid off the bed and ran her hands over her breasts. Fingers teased over Diana’s nipples before making their way down to the material of her panties. She slipped them off carefully, eyes never leaving Flynn’s. Even though he could see Hannah and Jodie undressing each other, Flynn’s attention was focused on Diana. 
 
      
 
    Naked, she made her way back over to Flynn’s body. Bending down, Diana let her breasts tease over Flynn’s cock. He was so hard, so wanting. She, of course, knew it well. By the time Diana finally came to straddle his hips, Flynn was willing to beg her to go quicker. He knew she wouldn’t. That was exciting, too. 
 
      
 
    “Please, babe,” he begged. “I want to feel you so much. I’m so hard for you.” Diana wouldn’t give in to Flynn’s pleading. She would still love to hear it, especially since it was all true. “I want you to claim me as your husband,” Flynn carried on. Diana only smirked, lifting her fingers to her nipples once again.  
 
      
 
    With a brief glance at Jodie and Hannah, Flynn carried on. “I’ll be so good for you,” he promised. “I’ll do anything you want, babe. Just ride me now.”  
 
      
 
    Diana lifted herself up, like she was considering it. She settled back on top of him, not on Flynn’s cock. He moaned. “Please,” he whined. He could feel the heat radiating from between Diana’s legs. His toes curled, imagining how wet she’d bet. 
 
      
 
    “You beg so beautifully,” Diana praised. “Doesn’t he?” she asked. It drew Flynn’s attention to Jodie and Hannah. Barely. He was far more interested in watching Diana. The bridesmaids nodded in agreement. Flynn had to swallow as he watched Hannah’s hand slide over to Jodie’s breasts. It was a light touch, a teasing one. Diana had instructed them to watch her. It was really fucking hot. Flynn loved the idea that watching them was making the other two women hot, too. 
 
      
 
    Finally, finally, Diana reached between them to lead Flynn’s cock inside her. She was just as wet and hot as he had expected, if not more. Flynn’s hips automatically bucked upwards. Diana pressed a hand against his chest, holding him back down. Her movements were slow. The moans that fell from her lips were loud, echoing around the room. 
 
      
 
    Flynn tugged against the ropes. This time, it wasn’t for show. He couldn’t help it. The impulse to touch Diana as she rode him was overwhelming. The ropes held him in check. The tight grip of them around his wrists made Flynn breathless with desire. 
 
      
 
    “You look incredible.” Diana’s breasts bounced every time she sank down on Flynn’s cock. “You feel incredible. So tight and so wet.” If anything, Diana seemed to get tighter in response. She deliberately squeezed her muscles around Flynn’s cock, making him buck against her hold.  
 
      
 
    Flynn tried to keep himself still. He wanted to let Diana take him exactly how she wanted. That was part of what was so hot about her. Flynn could never get enough of how she knew exactly what would please her. “Fuck, yes,” he gasped. “Do you feel good? I want you to feel good.”  
 
      
 
    Diana almost laughed at the question. “You’ll have to do more than demand I feel good,” she advised. From how teasing her tone was, Flynn knew she hadn’t taken offense. He hadn’t intended it to be a demand. He wanted to make Diana feel as good as she was making him feel. 
 
      
 
    “I feel good,” Diana promised. “I feel better than good. Your cock is so fucking big, I love taking it all in,” she told him, beginning to move faster. All Flynn could do was take it. Her hands held him down and the ropes restricted him from touching her. “You can ask Hannah and Jodie to do what your hands can’t,” Diana suggested. She glanced over her shoulder at her two bridesmaids. “It is in their wedding party duties,” she teased, before biting her lower lip with a moan. 
 
      
 
    The idea sent a thrill through Flynn’s body. He had to take a moment to remember how to put things into words. “Fuck, yes,” he agreed. There was no reason to hide how much the idea turned him on. Diana wouldn’t have suggested it if she hadn’t thought it would.  
 
      
 
    “Jodie, will you run your hands over Diana’s back for me?” Diana smirked. Whether it was at his request or how politely he’d phrased it, Flynn couldn’t be sure.  
 
      
 
    Jodie came to join them on the bed, her fingertips skimming Diana’s sides. “What can I do?” Hannah asked, eagerly dropping down against the mattress. The hotel bed was huge, more than big enough for all four of them.  
 
      
 
    “You can tease Diana’s nipples,” Flynn answered, feeling a hot flush across his chest. Instead of reaching with her hands as he’d expected, Hannah kissed quickly down from Diana’s shoulder. Her tongue darted out to swirl around one of Diana’s nipples. 
 
      
 
    Diana cried out in pleasure. It made Flynn flush to know it had been his instructions, even if he wasn’t touching Diana himself. He could see Hannah’s tongue. It slipped over Diana’s nipple over and over again before she sucked on it. The sounds Diana made were so hot. All Flynn wanted was to fuck into her harder. Except he couldn’t. Diana was the one deciding how fast she would be fucked - or rather, how fast she’d fuck Flynn. 
 
      
 
    Watching her, feeling her, was overwhelming. To also see Hannah and Jodie touching Diana? That was so hot. 
 
      
 
    “Feels good, Flynn,” Diana moaned. Her hips began to rock faster. He could see how she pushed her body tighter against the two women. 
 
      
 
    The faster she moved, the more pleasure built. It washed through him like a tide, nearing its peak only to fall away as Diana lifted off him. Flynn’s fingers grabbed at the ropes. He had to hold on to something to keep himself still. Diana had said he could come. Flynn wanted to make sure she enjoyed herself first.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck, I wish I could touch you.” His words broke on a moan as Diana’s muscles squeezed around him. Watching Hannah and Jodie was hot, but not the same. They didn’t know Diana’s body like Flynn did. 
 
      
 
    “You can pinch her nipples, Hannah,” Flynn urged. He watched Diana’s eyes widen as Hannah did just as he’d suggested. “Jodie, she likes if you grab her hips, but not so hard you keep her still.”  
 
      
 
    Much to Hannah and Jodie’s credit, they did exactly as Flynn instructed. That too was fucking thrilling. Flynn was used to following orders. It wasn’t something he usually dished out. Neither of the bridesmaids seemed to object. Neither did Diana. Flynn’s instructions were obviously making her feel good. She rode him harder and faster. Flynn had to grip the rope to stop himself from coming just like that. 
 
      
 
    He wanted their first marital sex to include Diana coming. With Flynn’s hands tied, he couldn’t reach between her legs to urge her along like how he wanted to. Diana moaned louder. Flynn could see Hannah’s fingers tightening around Diana’s nipple, teasing those cries of pleasure from her. 
 
      
 
    “Diana, will you touch yourself for me?” Flynn asked. His tone was very close to begging. Watching Jodie and Hannah’s hands on his wife was hot. He didn’t want to tell them to touch her clit. It seemed almost too intimate. It should be him. Or, since his hands were literally tied, Diana herself.  
 
      
 
    “I really want you to come, too.” He rocked his hips up as much as he could with one of Diana’s hands still pressing his chest down. “I can’t touch you like I want to. Will you do it, for me?” He ran his tongue across his lower lip, his voice hoarse as he carried on. “God, I want to watch you. I know I’m going to come as soon as you do. You’ll look so good riding me like that.” Diana already looked amazing. Watching her surrender to her orgasm would only be more intense. 
 
      
 
    For a moment, Flynn thought she might say no. “You want me to help you make me come.” It didn't sound like a question. “I will, but it’ll cost you,” she advised. Her hand slid down her stomach, past Hannah’s hand on her hip and between her legs. Whatever his punishment would be, Flynn was willing to take it when she moaned so deliciously at the touch. 
 
      
 
    Diana slid her hands low enough that her fingers briefly brushed against Flynn’s cock. Then they moved back to rub her clit. Hannah moved on to Diana’s other nipple. Flynn heard her moan around it as Jodie’s hand snuck from behind Diana to seek out Hannah’s nipples. The mix of all the sounds, plus how good Diana felt around him, was edging Flynn closer and closer. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck up into me,” Diana instructed, removing her hand from Flynn’s chest. 
 
      
 
    She didn’t have to ask twice. Flynn’s muscles contracted as pleasure coursed through him, pushing his hips up. He drove his cock upwards, filling Diana over and over. He could feel his muscles trembling from the force of his efforts. He didn’t stop, not when Diana felt so amazing. She moaned louder with every thrust, spurring Flynn on to fuck up even harder.  
 
      
 
    “Diana!” Flynn cried out, pleasure exploding through his body. He wanted her to come first, needed it. He clung to the ropes, feeling the way they rubbed against his skin. The pain was so good. It helped distract Flynn from his orgasm, letting him hang on for just a few more thrusts.  
 
      
 
    He thanked his lucky stars when he heard Diana come. He could feel it, too. Her pussy clamped around him just as her cries of pleasure filled the room. In the distance, Flynn could hear Hannah moaning, too, from whatever Jodie was doing to her. His own climax pushed forward. Flynn came hard, hips bucking up as powerfully as they could. 
 
      
 
    When his thoughts returned, they instantly went to Diana. She looked stunning. She glowed with the orgasm he’d given her - with her help. Hannah was still against her breast. Flynn could tell her mouth was moving more softly now. 
 
      
 
    Diana shifted her hips a few more times. Flynn whined with how sensitive it felt. Knowing him well, she moved off, fingers grazing over Flynn’s ribs. “Now that I’ve ridden you in, husband, it’s time to share you,” she told him, licking her lips. 
 
      
 
    A tingle of electricity traveled down Flynn’s spine. He nodded eagerly, so very willing to be shared by Diana’s beautiful bridesmaids. “What do you want me to do?” he asked. With his hands tied, Flynn could only hope to pleasure them with his mouth. They would have to come to him.  
 
      
 
    “Will you untie me so I can please them both at once?” he asked. “Are you going to watch?” He hoped Diana was going to watch. Flynn wanted to show off for her. She knew how good he could be. It thrilled Flynn to think she’d be watching as he demonstrated his skills and his obedience.  
 
      
 
    “So many questions,” Diana tutted. Flynn bit his lower lip, lest he ask another. Diana dragged a sharp nail over Flynn’s chest. She turned to look at Hannah. Jodie was still teasing her nipples, making the other woman moan softly. “You made me make myself come,” Diana reminded. “So I think first, I should punish you.” Her nails scratched against his skin almost painfully. 
 
      
 
    Despite it, when Diana moved her hand away, Flynn instantly wanted it back. “Hannah, Jodie.” Diana drew the women’s attention to her. “Will you help me punish Flynn?” she asked. Both of the women gave very eager ‘yes’es. It would’ve gone straight to Flynn’s cock had he not just come. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to make me come,” she informed the women. “Make sure to show Flynn how good you can do it.” 
 
      
 
    Flynn whined, tugging at the ropes. He knew he wasn’t going to be allowed to touch. It sent a wave of heat through Flynn’s entire body. Getting punished on his wedding night had not been what he’d planned. That didn’t mean he wasn’t going to enjoy it. He loved knowing Diana had that power over him. She looked so sexy, so in control. It only made Flynn want to touch her more.  
 
      
 
    He had to watch as Hannah’s hands slid down Diana’s sides. Jodie stretched out on the mattress, beckoning for Diana to come closer. “Can I show Flynn how good I can be with my mouth?” she asked.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes, I think you should.” Diana nodded. She moved so she could press her back against Flynn, using him as something to rest against as Jodie began to kiss her way down Diana’s body. Flynn could feel Diana’s soft moans vibrating through her and against him. He wanted to touch her. Not being able to was hot in its own right.  
 
      
 
    Hannah returned to Diana’s breasts, nipping against one and letting her fingers play with the other. All Flynn could do was watch. Hannah did as he had advised her earlier, tugging harder to tease a sharp moan from Diana. Even without looking, Flynn would’ve known when Jodie’s tongue licked between Diana’s legs. The cry she gave was one he knew so well. It spread warmth through him to hear that and know someone else was making her feel good. He loved hearing the noises Diana made, even if they weren’t caused by him. 
 
      
 
    Her hair tickled Flynn’s chest as she shifted, pushing her hips down. Flynn whimpered. Her ass brushed against his sensitive cock, making sparks fly out across his skin. He scraped his teeth over his lip, trying to keep quiet. He wasn’t sure if he was allowed to help.  
 
      
 
    Jodie moaned, setting off another cry from Diana. Hannah lowered her mouth to Diana’s breast, teeth catching at her nipple. Flynn could see the pink dart of her tongue sweep out. He heard the way Diana’s breath caught. 
 
      
 
    “Please, Diana,” Flynn begged. “Can I tell them what you like? Can I help?” Knowing that Diana could say no, or could decide she needed to punish him again, made Flynn feel every touch so much more intensely.  
 
      
 
    Diana moved in a way that Flynn was sure was intentionally teasing. She nodded. “You can tell them,” she allowed. One hand came to tangle in Hannah’s hair as she pulled the woman closer against her breast. Flynn could hear Jodie’s mouth lapping against Diana’s wet pussy. Diana’s soft whimpers were enough to make his cock stir. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, that’s good,” Diana praised Jodie. It was Flynn’s turn to whine. “Oh, but she’s doing so well, baby,” she said, clearly knowing what was making Flynn give such a sound. “You should tell her anyway. Tell her how to best eat me out.” 
 
      
 
    Flynn shifted, trying to press as much of his skin against Diana as he could. Being trapped like this, bound by ropes and caught under Diana’s weight, was far hotter than Flynn would have expected. He liked that he couldn’t move, couldn’t do anything but what Diana wanted. 
 
      
 
    “She goes wild if you suck on her clit,” Flynn said, tongue darting over his lips. Diana always tasted so fucking good, too. Flynn wished it could be his mouth on her, his tongue teasing between her folds. “Not too fast, you have to build up to it.” 
 
      
 
    Jodie moaned, whether agreement or encouragement, Flynn couldn’t be sure. Hannah moved to Diana’s other breast, her fingers coming up to tease the nipple left wet from her mouth.  
 
      
 
    From the way Diana’s back arched up and the sounds that fell from her lips, Flynn could tell that Jodie was following his instructions. “Fuck, yes! Just like that,” Diana cried. She pressed  down, almost fucking herself against Jodie’s mouth. It was so hot to both see and feel it, not to mention hear it. Flynn’s punishment hardly felt very punishing. Except for not being allowed to touch. God, he wanted to touch! 
 
      
 
    Diana’s free hand came to grasp against Flynn’s leg. Her ass pressed against his cock, making Flynn moan before he could stop it. “Are you enjoying yourself? Is this not enough of a punishment?” Diana asked. From her tone, Flynn could tell she wouldn’t actually object to him enjoying himself. 
 
      
 
    “I’m enjoying it and it’s a punishment.” He wouldn’t lie to Diana, about this or anything else. “I want to be touching you,” he said, letting his breath ghost against the sensitive skin of Diana’s neck. “I want it to be my mouth on you, making you scream.” It was hot watching Jodie and Hannah, Flynn couldn’t deny that. He still ached to wrap his arms around Diana and feel her writhe against him.  
 
      
 
    Flynn’s cock hardened against Diana’s ass. “Fuck, you’re so sexy. I love when you punish me. I love that I can’t touch you.” Jodie’s fingers pressed into the muscle of Diana’s thigh. The sounds of her tongue lapping up Diana’s wetness were loud, even over the noise of Diana’s moans. “Keep going,” Flynn almost pleaded, his voice breaking with desperation. He could tell Diana was close from the way her neck flushed pink. He pressed kisses against it, sucking hard at the smooth skin.  
 
      
 
    The combination of three mouths against Diana’s skin seemed to do the trick. Flynn felt her body tremble with pleasure. She rocked against him, then pressed forward into Jodie. Diana’s screams increased. Hannah sucked against her nipple harder. Between the three of them, they finally made Diana’s body shake as she came, hard and loud. Just as Flynn wanted. 
 
      
 
    All three of them eased with their touches to let Diana’s body calm down and enjoy the pleasure before she moved again. “That was very good,” she praised everyone involved. Flynn saw Hannah move to lick the taste of Diana off Jodie’s lips. He couldn’t help but feel jealous. “I suppose that might’ve earned you the right to have your hands untied,” she hummed. 
 
      
 
    Turning towards Flynn, Diana reached to loosen one of the ropes before she bent down to kiss him. Her lips were hot. She bit his lower lip hard, making Flynn moan into the kiss. 
 
      
 
    “Jodie,” she said pulling back. “Untie his other hand and then let him show you what he can do with those beautiful fingers.” 
 
      
 
    A flush of pleasure spread over Flynn’s chest at the praise. “Oh, yes,” he agreed, nodding eagerly as his hands were finally freed. “I will. I want to.” He pressed a kiss against Diana’s shoulder. This time, he knew better than to ask her any questions. She would watch, if she wanted. Flynn was sure she’d let him know if she enjoyed what she was seeing.  
 
      
 
    He pulled Jodie close, one arm around her waist. She leaned in. Flynn could smell Diana on her lips. He stroked his hand down her side, brushing over her hip and down between her thighs. Jodie moaned even before Flynn reached her pussy.  
 
      
 
    She was so wet. Flynn’s fingers explored her slowly, listening to what made her gasp. When he circled his finger around her clit, Jodie’s thighs clamped around his wrist, pinning him in place. 
 
      
 
    “I want to play, too,” he heard Hannah complain. Glancing her way, Flynn saw Diana laugh. She reached out for the other woman. Diana’s hands were soft as they traveled over Hannah’s body, up to her breasts. She teased Hannah’s nipples much in the same way that the woman had done to Diana earlier. 
 
      
 
    “I suppose I could let you, you have been very good,” she hummed and then looked at Flynn. “Would you like to try his mouth? His mouth is exceptional.” There was no question about what Flynn wanted. He loved it, loved the idea that Diana could just decide. He wanted to show Hannah just how right Diana was, how good Flynn could be for her. 
 
      
 
    As his fingers moved inside Jodie, making her moan louder and louder, Hannah looked at Flynn’s mouth. “Yeah,” she nodded licking her lips. “I’d like that very much.” 
 
      
 
    Pleasing both Hannah and Jodie, especially while Diana watched, felt like all Flynn’s fantasies coming true at once. It was a challenge. One that Flynn was definitely up for proving himself equal to. His fingers kept moving, stroking against Jodie’s sensitive spots, as he repositioned himself to reach Hannah. 
 
      
 
    He kissed his way slowly down her body. He paused at her nipples, lavishing as much attention on them as Hannah had earlier paid to Diana’s. He was so hard, pushing his cock down against the mattress. It didn’t matter. His goal was not his own orgasm. He wanted to make Hannah and Jodie come first. 
 
      
 
    Hannah squirmed, her fingers tangling in Flynn’s hair before he pulled away from her breast. He licked a wet trail down over her stomach. Finally, she parted her legs to make space for him between them. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes,” Hannah moaned, tugging against Flynn’s hair. Next to her, Jodie settled so she could press into Hannah, never losing Flynn’s fingers from between her legs. Having both women spread out like this in front of him, with one task in mind, Flynn gave a groan. His tongue lapped against Hannah. From behind him, he felt Diana move in closer. 
 
      
 
    Her touch against his back was encouraging. He loved the way her fingers were soft but firm. “Is he doing well?” Diana asked. The way both Jodie and Hannah moaned in response was very satisfying. “Hmm, good boy,” she praised, giving Flynn’s ass a light slap. 
 
      
 
    It hardly hurt. Flynn moaned more in surprise than anything. Diana’s touch sent heat racing across his skin. Tightening the muscles in his thighs, Flynn lifted his ass up. He tried to push back into Diana’s hand, but it was already gone.  
 
      
 
    He wanted to feel Diana slap him again, wanted her to do it harder. Flynn knew how good it would feel. Diana could make it hurt in all the best ways. He lapped at Hannah’s clit, his tongue soft and wet. If he made Hannah moan again, maybe Diana would reward him.  
 
      
 
    Jodie’s breath was coming fast and hard. Flynn could feel her pussy clinging to his fingers as he fucked them in and out of her. He twisted his wrist, thumb rubbing against Jodie’s clit. She and Hannah moaned almost together. It made Flynn’s cock twitch with interest. 
 
      
 
    He pushed back again, not able to see but still hoping that Diana would do something. Luckily for Flynn, his new wife knew him very well. “Oh, you liked that, did you?” she asked teasingly. Her hand returned to Flynn’s ass and she gave it a squeeze. It made Flynn groan against Hannah’s wetness. 
 
      
 
    The next slap was much more like what Flynn had hoped for. It sent that sharpness through him that he desired so much. His fingers curled, making Jodie cry out. He seemed to have hit the right spot. Flynn did it again, this time more prepared when Diana’s palm slapped his ass once more. His tongue moved faster and faster against Hannah. Flynn could feel her getting close, too. 
 
      
 
    Flynn pushed his ass back, his head pressing even closer to Hannah’s pussy as he presented himself for Diana to keep spanking. When Hanna’sh thighs clenched on either side of Flynn’s ears, he pursed his lips, sucking lightly against her clit. She screamed. Flynn didn’t stop, sucking harder and harder as Hannah thrashed under him. 
 
      
 
    Tangling her fingers in his hair, Hannah pulled Flynn slowly away. Looking up, he could see her breasts bounce with every breath. She looked fucked out. Flynn felt a curl of pride. He kept thrusting his fingers into Jodie, wanting to get her to orgasm as well.  
 
    
“Can I use my mouth?” he asked, glancing over his shoulder at Diana. “Please?”  
 
      
 
    Diana’s hand stroked over his ass, and the redness she’d left there, softly. She seemed to be considering his question. “You may,” she finally decided. Flynn didn’t hesitate to add his mouth to where his fingers already were. Jodie cried out louder. Flynn took it for the encouragement that it was. His tongue licked against Jodie faster and faster, until he could feel her body tense up just like Hannah’s had. 
 
      
 
    She came with a loud cry, her whole body trembling. Flynn took good care to lick her through the throes of her orgasm. When he finally pulled back, he turned to look at Diana. 
 
      
 
    “You did very well,” she praised. “Didn’t he, girls?”  
 
      
 
    “Oh, yes!” 
 
      
 
    “So good!” 
 
      
 
    The praise felt great, especially when it was followed by Diana’s hand stroking over his back so caringly. “Are you hard again, baby?” Diana asked. 
 
      
 
    Flynn got to his knees on the mattress, his hard cock standing straight up. “Yes, Diana,” he answered, brushing a hand over his thigh. He knew better than to touch his cock without permission. Instead, he sank his teeth into his lower lip, shoulders straightening. He loved this, being on display for Diana, his cock hard and his ass red from her encouragement.  
 
      
 
    “Did I do well enough to earn a reward?” he asked. His heart was racing. Even though he’d already come once, he wanted so badly for Diana to say he’d been good enough. Wanted her to touch him, for her to let him touch her. Anything, as long as Diana was a part of it.  
 
      
 
    Crawling closer to him, Diana slid her hand across Flynn’s stomach. “You’ve done very well,” she praised. Diana leaned in to kiss him. Flynn’s body felt warm all over. The praise made him feel good, as did the kiss. It started softly. Before long, Diana’s teeth grazed over where Flynn’s had. She sucked his lower lip between her teeth, tugging against it lightly before she let go. Flynn’s breath caught as Diana’s hand slid lower, fingers wrapping around his cock. 
 
      
 
    She moved her hand over it a few times, teasing a soft whine from Flynn. “You’re going to lie back down and Hannah and Jodie will ride you,” she told him. “I don’t want you to come until you’re in me, got it? Until then, you can use your mouth to pleasure me.” 
 
      
 
    “And his hands?” Hannah asked, making Diana give a soft laugh. 
 
      
 
    “You can use his hands when you’re not using his cock. Or when you are,” she allowed. 
 
      
 
    Flynn leaned in, wordlessly begging Diana for another kiss. She granted it, her mouth soft and warm against Flynn’s. He moaned against her lips. “That sounds perfect,” he breathed when she finally pulled back. “I’ll be so good for you, pleasure you so well. And Hannah, and Jodie.” Diana’s bridesmaids laughed. Flynn was sure they didn’t mind that Diana was his priority. It was their wedding night.  
 
      
 
    Stretching out on the bed, Flynn reached for Diana’s hips as she straddled his face. He held her softly, letting her rock over him as his mouth sought out her pussy. Teasing her, Flynn circled his tongue around her clit, then lower. He loved the way Diana moaned above him. Every sound was muffled by her body but still so audible.  
 
      
 
    “Me first,” Hannah announced. Immediately, Flynn could feel the heat of her pussy brush the head of his cock. She sank down onto him slowly. Flynn moaned as he pushed his hips up to meet her.  
 
      
 
    Over Diana’s shoulder, he could see Jodie crawling closer. She eased one of Flynn’s hands towards her breast, his fingers catching her nipple. He tugged, making Jodie give a deep groan of satisfaction.  
 
      
 
    Hannah’s movements were steady. Her moans joined the ones given by Diana as Flynn’s tongue licked her harder. He knew just what Diana liked, so teasing her was easy. Jodie was more of a challenge. Flynn slid his fingers lower until they could slip between her legs. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, yes,” Jodie moaned rocking forward more. Flynn pressed two fingers inside her, groaning against Diana at how wet Jodie was. She felt so hot. Hannah continued to ride Flynn slowly. 
 
      
 
    “Touch me, too,” Hannah instructed and he heard Diana moan approvingly above him. 
 
      
 
    It made Flynn even more determined to obey. He reached for Hannah, his fingers brushing against his own cock before he found her. She moaned as Flynn’s finger rubbed over her clit. He held his hand there while she continued to ride his cock. Splitting his attention between all three women was a challenge. Jodie had to rock against Flynn’s fingers to remind him to keep moving.  
 
      
 
    Diana was so wet. Her juices slid down Flynn’s chin as he continued to lap at her pussy. It was almost overwhelming, like he was drowning in her scent and her taste. Flynn loved it. He moaned as he pressed his tongue inside her, knowing the vibrations would drive her wild.  
 
      
 
    “Yes!” Hannah moaned. She began to rock faster. Having to concentrate to make sure the other two women enjoyed themselves helped. It made Flynn focus more on their pleasure than his own. Jodie cried out as he pushed his fingers into her with a quickening movement. 
 
      
 
    “Make Hannah come. Then Jodie can ride you,” Diana said. “And the quicker you make her come, the quicker you get to come in me.” 
 
      
 
    Flynn bucked up as much as he could, meeting Hannah’s thrusts. He pressed his fingers harder, encouraging her to grind against his hand. He could feel the muscles in her thighs trembling as she sank down on his cock.  
 
      
 
    Together, they found a rhythm. It was fast, Flynn flicking his fingers against Hannah’s clit while she bounced up and down. She gave a sharp cry, her muscles tightening. Knowing she was close, Flynn rubbed his fingers more frantically against her. He was rewarded by an even louder scream as Hannah’s orgasm rolled through her.  
 
      
 
    Flynn whined as Hannah moved off him. The cool air against his cock was a shock after the wet heat of Hannah’s pussy. It helped Flynn come back from the edge of his own orgasm.  
 
      
 
    He didn’t have to wait long. Jodie moved away from his fingers, lining her pussy up over Flynn’s cock. She took it slowly deeper. His free hand was moved until he could feel the warm curve of Hannah’s breast. She gave a satisfied sounding sigh when Flynn’s wet fingers toyed with her nipple.  
 
      
 
    Through it all, Flynn didn’t stop licking at Diana’s clit. She wasn’t close, not yet. She was making plenty of noise above him.  
 
      
 
    He couldn’t see what Hannah was doing. Flynn poured all of his attention into licking Diana’s hot wetness. His hips thrust up to meet Jodie. Her movements were different from the way Hannah had felt. Jodie took Flynn in deeper. The groan he gave rumbled up from low in his chest. He was muffled by Diana's pussy, masked by the sounds both Jodie and Diana were producing.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly, Flynn felt a tug against his hand. Hannah led it between her legs. “Make me come again?” It was more of a question than a demand. Flynn still wanted to give Hannah that. Making her come had felt great. Diana giving him this - letting him please not just her but her friends as well... Flynn loved it.  
 
      
 
    Flynn held one hand against Jodie, his fingers on either side of her clit as she rode him. He pressed the fingers of his other hand into Hannah, moaning loudly at how wet she was. It turned Flynn on to know she’d gotten so aroused fucking him. He lapped eagerly at Diana’s pussy, trying to communicate without words how amazing everything felt.  
 
      
 
    Hannah seemed to sink down further onto his fingers. Her moans were muffled. Flynn could picture her mouth against Jodie’s breast. Jodie screamed, almost confirming Flynn’s wild imaginings. 
 
      
 
    He was so close. He had to squeeze his thighs together to distract from the way his orgasm built with every thrust. He flicked his fingers faster against Jodie’s clit. If he could make her come, he would be allowed to fuck Diana.  
 
      
 
    Jodie’s cries increased, joining Hannah’s loud moans and the high pitched whimpers coming from Diana. The whole room filled with the sounds. It was so hot. Jodie rocked her hips forward faster. Flynn met them as much as he could. He felt so close to the edge of orgasm that Flynn had to slow down. He didn’t slow his fingers. He moved them over Jodie’s clit faster and faster. His other hand thrust into Hannah at the same speed. 
 
      
 
    He heard Jodie’s orgasm before he felt it. Her screams intensified just before her muscles clamped hard around Flynn’s cock. Above him, he could hear Diana getting close. He wanted to make her come, too, just as Jodie rode the last throes of her orgasm. 
 
      
 
    Flynn stroked softly over Jodie’s clit, then pulled his hand away. Diana had told him to make her come with his mouth, but Flynn just wanted to touch her. He rested his hand on her hip, urging her hips to rock harder against his face. His fingers still inside Hannah twisted, wringing a loud gasp from her.  
 
      
 
    With Diana’s wetness dripping down his face, Flynn licked faster. He focused on Diana’s clit, teasing it until he was sure she was on the brink of orgasm. Only then did Flynn purse his lips, sucking Diana’s clit hard enough to make her thighs tremble.  
 
      
 
    Hannah moaned, fingers squeezing around Flynn’s wrist as she pulled his hand exactly where she wanted it.  
 
      
 
    Diana’s orgasm came first. Flynn felt her body tremble above him. His fingers tightened against her thigh. Pulling Diana closer, Flynn licked harder. At the same time, he bent his fingers, making Hannah cry out. Her muscles tightened, too. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, yes, yes!” she cried loudly, rocking harder to squeeze as much pleasure out of Flynn’s fingers as possible. “Oh God, that’s good, just like that!” Hannah encouraged. Her body, too, trembled as she came. Flynn was glad that Jodie had slid off his cock already. Otherwise, he might’ve come just from having two women orgasm because of him so close together. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Diana moved off Flynn’s face, her hands running over his body. “You’re doing so great,” she praised. “So very well.” 
 
      
 
    Flynn felt as though he were doing well. He pushed himself up into Diana’s hands, wanting more. More of her touch, more of her. “Please,” he begged, eyes wide as he tipped his head up to watch as Diana moved down his body. “God, Diana, please.” Flynn’s voice almost broke. He felt so very desperate, so ready. He loved that Jodie and Hannah were both there to see how much he needed Diana in this moment.  
 
      
 
    “I don’t think I’m going to last long.” He was sure that as soon as Diana gave him permission, any touch from her would be enough. One hand reached out, his fingers lacing with Diana’s as he clung on to her. “I love you,” he breathed. His whole body felt as though it were attuned to every moment. Flynn could hardly believe he got to spend the rest of his life with Diana.  
 
      
 
    “I love you, too,” Diana responded softly, leaning in to kiss Flynn. She repositioned herself atop him, thighs either side of his hips. Flynn whimpered as Diana’s fingers sought out his cock so she could lead it between her legs. He bit his lip hard at how hot her pussy felt around him. Jodie and Hannah were busy with each other. Flynn could focus solely on Diana. 
 
      
 
    With his hands now free, Flynn could caress her, fingers brushing her breasts and then down to her side. Diana grinned at him before beginning to rock forward. “Come on, baby, you’ve done so well. You can come when you want to,” she told him, moving faster and faster. 
 
      
 
    Flynn tipped his head back on a moan. The permission was almost, almost enough on its own. Flynn had to fist one hand in the sheets just to keep control of himself. He wanted to enjoy this. Diana looked so fucking beautiful. She felt so good around Flynn. The whole night had been incredible. It was this moment Flynn really wanted to remember.  
 
      
 
    Finally, when he couldn’t resist anymore, Flynn pushed his hips up. He and Dianna fell into a rhythm almost immediately. They knew each other so well, they each knew what the other liked. Flynn’s hands cupped Diana’s breasts while she sank down on his cock over and over and over.  
 
      
 
    It was too much. Flynn cried out Diana’s name as his orgasm rushed through him. He pushed his hips up, spilling himself inside Diana with a broken moan.  
 
      
 
    She was so beautiful, continuing to ride him until he felt fully spent. Diana’s movements slowed and she collapsed against Flynn’s chest. For a moment the two of them just lay there. A sharp moan from Jodie beside them made Diana chuckle. Hannah was between Jodie’s legs. Now that Flynn wasn’t so distracted by Diana, he could hear her tongue against Jodie’s wetness. 
 
      
 
    “I hope it’s everything you imagined our wedding night would be,” Diana teased, sliding off Flynn’s cock. She settled against his side so she could both - press a kiss against his lips but also watch Hannah pleasuring Jodie. 
 
      
 
    Flynn returned the kiss, his hand brushing against Diana’s breast. He loved the way that, even though they were both satisfied, the touch still made her breath catch. “It was even better,” he promised. “And we have the rest of our lives to plan more amazing nights.” Maybe not quite like this. Flynn had no doubt that even nights spent just between the two of them would be incredible.  
 
      
 
    He shifted, resting his head against Diana’s shoulder. “Do you think Hannah and Jodie would be very offended if I had a nap?” he asked, teasingly.  
 
      
 
    Diana laughed gently at that, before shaking her head. “You can nap,” she promised. “It’s been a long day. Getting married is a tiring business.” Her tone was teasing. Diana pressed another kiss against Flynn’s lips. As he drifted off to sleep, holding Diana close, he could hear Jodie come. Flynn smiled. He’d always remember what a great wedding night this had been. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Filled and Waiting 
 
      
 
    After six months of training and learning his new job, Vaughn needed a break. It was Natalie who’d suggested they go away together. This was not the first vacation they’d taken as a couple. It was the longest, and the most lavish. Instead of staying in a hotel, they’d booked a villa in sunny Spain. They even had their own private pool.  
 
      
 
    For the first couple of days, they’d familiarised themselves with the area. They had done some light shopping and even visited the local bars. Today was the first day that they planned to spend simply relaxing in their villa.  
 
      
 
    At least, Vaughn was. Natalie had announced in the morning that she was going out. Vaughn had whined, probably a little too much. But he’d known what he was getting into. He’d wanted Natalie to discipline him. And she certainly had.  
 
      
 
    After spanking his ass scarlet, Natalie had brought out a medium-sized butt plug. Vaughn hadn’t even known she’d packed it - a fact which had only made her smirk knowingly at him. Kneeling on the bed while Natalie’s fingers teased against his asshole had brought Vaughn’s cock instantly to aching hardness.  
 
      
 
    She’d prepped him slowly, stretching him out and making sure he was ready. All the while, Natalie had reminded Vaughn of the reasons he should be obedient for her. She always gave him so much pleasure when he was good. But Vaughn enjoyed this, too.  
 
      
 
    At least at first.  
 
      
 
    Once the butt plug had settled inside him, Natalie had resumed getting dressed, almost as if nothing had happened. She’d told Vaughn in no uncertain terms what she expected. He could do whatever he liked with his time, as long as he stayed at the villa. And as long as he didn’t remove the plug. 
 
      
 
    Walking around naked had been exciting. Since there were no nearby neighbors, Vaughn didn’t have to worry about being seen. Even so, there was a thrill at the thought of anyone walking past, seeing the state that Natalie had left him in.  
 
      
 
    Vaughn had sunbathed, loving the way that every shift against the chair brought his attention back to the silicone plug sitting snugly between his cheeks. He’d jerked off, his body tightening around the plug as he came in delicious waves of pleasure.  
 
      
 
    Natalie couldn’t have been gone for more than an hour and a half. Vaughn felt as horny as if she’d been gone for weeks.  
 
      
 
    He practically jumped from his chair when he heard the door shut, signaling her return. He didn’t wait for her to come to find him. Instead, Vaughn walked carefully into the open-plan living area, grinning when he spotted Natalie helping herself to a drink.  
 
      
 
    “I missed you,” Vaughn groaned, going to his knees at her feet.  
 
      
 
    Natalie’s hand instantly came out to brush through Vaughn’s hair. It was a position they knew well. Vaughn always enjoyed kneeling for Natalie. And he knew she appreciated it. Her hand was soft as it brushed over his cheek. She cupped his face, giving him a grin. 
 
      
 
    “Have you been good?” Natalie asked, her gaze trailing down Vaughn’s naked chest and to his renewed erection. “Have you jerked off?” Natalie hadn’t told Vaughn he couldn’t so he knew that she wouldn’t punish him for the truth. The wait already felt like a punishment. Vaughn did know that it would’ve been much harder if he had been barred from jerking off. 
 
      
 
    Turning his head, Vaughn nuzzled against Natalie’s fingers, before catching the tip of one between his teeth. He bit it only lightly and briefly, then let Natalie draw her hand away. “Just once,” he answered honestly. “Outside. It felt so good, with the sun on my skin and the plug filling me up.” Vaughn knew his eyes widened as he looked up at her. Even in the casual clothes she’d gone out in, Natalie was stunning. Vaughn could never get enough of looking at her.  
 
      
 
    “It’ll feel even better when it’s you,” Vaughn added. His cock twitched eagerly, already imagining how much more Natalie could stretch him. “You are going to fuck me, aren’t you?” Vaughn assumed that was why he’d been wearing the plug, to keep him ready for when Natalie came home.  
 
      
 
    “I am,” she confirmed easily. “I’m going to fuck you hard, make you scream,” Natalie added. Vaughn swallowed. He wanted that. Knew it would feel amazing. Natalie’s gaze fell towards the open double door that led the way into the villa’s wide garden. “Outside?” she asked. “I’d love to see you exposed like that,” she told him, licking her lips. 
 
      
 
    There was almost no chance that they’d be seen. It was something that Vaughn had already taken liberties with. Still, the thought that someone could see them sent a thrill down his spine. As did knowing that Natalie wanted him to be loud, that she would make him be loud. She must have sensed what he was thinking because Natalie smirked. 
 
      
 
    “You want that, baby? Want me to fuck you hard outside?” 
 
      
 
    Vaughn grinned. “If it would please you,” he replied, a smirk curling one corner of his lips. Natalie was great about giving Vaughn what he wanted. They both knew that. Perhaps that was why Vaughn took such great pleasure in being occasionally a bit of a brat, acting like he thought Natalie’s demands were all about her.  
 
      
 
    He sat back on his heels, cock hard and proudly jutting from between his hips. He didn’t touch, not while Natalie was watching. Vaughn didn’t want to earn a serious punishment. Touching himself without permission would definitely do that. His ass was already sore from his earlier spanking. He did shift his weight, enjoying the way he could feel the plug jostle between his cheeks. He was so full already. And yet it was nothing to how he’d feel when Natalie fucked him.  
 
      
 
    “I want you to go to the bedroom and get the pink bag,” Natalie told him. “Bring it through to the patio. You may walk once you’re out of this room.” Her instructions were very clear. Vaughn enjoyed how Natalie always knew what she wanted. And luckily for him, what she wanted was to hear him scream in pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Vaughn crawled towards the door that connected the two parts of the house, glancing over his shoulder to make sure that Natalie was watching him. He grinned at the way her eyes had darkened. He shook his ass to make sure she caught a glimpse of the plug lodged inside him. By the time Vaughn returned, Natalie was already outside. 
 
      
 
    She’d slipped out of her jeans, leaving her in a short crop top that exposed her midsection beautifully and panties that hugged her ass just right. Looking at her made Vaughn’s mouth water. He could hardly wait to get his lips and tongue on her. 
 
      
 
    He knelt in front of her again, the bag at his side. 
 
      
 
    “Good boy,” Natalie praised, patting Vaughn’s cheek. “Crawl for me,” she instructed, waving her hand at the patio. “I want to see how obedient you can be so I can decide how hard you deserve to be fucked.” 
 
      
 
    Her tone, demanding and assured, was almost hotter than her words. And her words were fucking hot. Vaughn could be obedient, could be Natalie’s good boy. He turned away from her, crawling across the baked earthenware stones of the patio. As he emerged from under the shadow of the villa, he could feel the heat rising from the slabs beneath his hands and knees.  
 
      
 
    The rough ground was hot enough that Vaughn picked up the pace. The plug shifted in his ass, reminding him of its presence with every movement of his legs. He paused at the far end of the patio, spreading his legs and arching his back so that the brightly-colored silicon base would be easily visible. On his way back towards her, Vaughn’s gaze stayed fixed on Natalie. She was gorgeous, her full breasts stretching out the thin top she wore. Vaughn wanted to help to peel it off her, wanted to watch her breasts bounce free of the confines of her clothes.  
 
      
 
    Finally, Vaughn came to a halt at Natalie’s feet. He stretched, pushing his hips forward to draw Natalie’s attention to his cock. “What else would you like, Nat?” he asked, his tone eager. He wanted that reward, wanted Natalie to fuck him hard out here, under the blazing Spanish sunshine.  
 
      
 
    She sat down on the deck chair, reaching for her bag. Vaughn’s eyes followed her movements as she got out his very favorite strap-on. It was something else he hadn’t realized Natalie had packed. But fuck was he glad she had. She set it to one side, before placing a bottle of lube next to it. Just seeing them made Vaughn ache with how much he wanted Natalie. 
 
      
 
    Then, to his surprise, she brought out a bottle of sun-protection cream. “I want you to rub this on me,” she told Vaughn, reaching to pull her top off over her heard, letting her beautiful, huge breasts bounce free. “You wouldn’t want me to get a sunburn while I fuck you, would you?” she asked with a grin. 
 
      
 
    Vaughn groaned. The thought of spreading the sunscreen over every inch of Natalie’s skin went straight to his cock. It would take ages. Vaughn already felt like he’d been waiting as long as he could bear. But it was what she wanted. Vaughn knew that meant Natalie believed he could hold out a little longer. That knowledge settled something inside him. Natalie wasn’t ever wrong about things like this.  
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t want you to get a sunburn,” Vaughn echoed obediently. That much was true. Vaughn would be thorough as much because he wanted to protect Natalie from the sun as because he wanted to touch her. “Will you lie down for me?” he asked, taking the bottle from Natalie’s hand. “Where do you want me to start?”  
 
      
 
    Natalie did lie down in the deck chair, her hair falling softly against her breasts. “My toes,” she said. Vaughn almost groaned. He loved taking care of Natalie’s feet. They were so beautiful! And she always had them perfectly manicured. She handed him the bottle and obediently Vaughn crawled to the bottom of the deckchair. “Work your way up,” she instructed. 
 
      
 
    Squeezing a bit of the cream out, Vaughn reached for one of her feet. They were warm from where she’d padded against the patio. Carefully, Vaughn rubbed the cream against the top of her foot and then against her toes. She wiggled them and he had to swallow a moan. 
 
      
 
    “You like that, baby?” Natalie asked. Vaughn was certain that she knew the answer well. 
 
      
 
    He swept his thumb along the arch of Natalie’s foot, making her give a soft sigh that might as well have been pornographic. “Fuck, yeah,” Vaughn confirmed. “I love your feet.” Natalie’s soles didn’t really need protection from the sun. Vaughn massaged them anyway, knowing how good it would feel. He didn’t linger too long. His aching dick spurred him to move upward, just like Natalie had instructed.  
 
      
 
    Natalie’s legs were smooth as silk. The cream went on easily, Vaughn’s fingers caressing Natalie’s shins as he rubbed it all the way in. His gaze strayed upwards, admiring the scrap of fabric between Natalie’s legs. “I can’t wait to taste you,” he groaned. They both knew that he could wait - and would. Vaughn wouldn’t do anything that Natalie hadn’t asked him to. Not without making sure he had her permission first.  
 
      
 
    One of her hands came down to tangle in Vaughn’s hair as he moved up her body. She tugged lightly. It was enough to make him moan. The smile playing on Natalie’s lips implied that she very much enjoyed that. Vaughn knew she liked making him be loud. That knowledge sent a throb of desire straight to his cock. Natalie would make him be loud. And Vaughn would enjoy every bit of it. 
 
      
 
    His fingers played against her skin, but only enough not to be accused of straying from their job. Reaching for the cream, Vaughn squeezed some more out as he moved up to Natalie’s stomach, having carefully applied it to her thighs. She stretched a bit, giving him all the more access. From here - kneeling next to her against the deckchair - Vaughn had the perfect angle to appreciate Natalie’s breasts. 
 
      
 
    She must have noticed him looking because she grinned. “You want to play with them?” she asked, like she didn’t know the answer. 
 
      
 
    “Always,” Vaughn replied, giving her his best cocky grin. It was true. Vaughn would never turn down an opportunity to play with Natalie’s perfect tits. He reached up, stroking a line of cream across the curved underside of the nearest breast. “I don’t want them to get sunburned,” he added. Natalie knew that wasn’t his primary motivation.  
 
      
 
    Wanting to do a thorough job, Vaughn returned his hands to Natalie’s stomach. Her skin was so soft. All Vaughn could think about was how good she always felt against him. Despite her delicate frame, Natalie was strong. She’d fuck him hard and deep, just the way Vaughn wanted.  
 
      
 
    Finally, he lifted the bottle of sunscreen, drizzling it straight onto Natalie’s generous breasts. “Can I play a little?” he asked, looking up at Natalie with wide eyes. “Please?”  
 
      
 
    She seemed to consider the request for a moment. The knowledge that she might say ‘no’ sent a thrill down Vaughn’s spine. She could choose to tease him, to not let him play with her at all. Sometimes Natalie did. And yes, Vaughn enjoyed that. What he enjoyed just as much was being allowed to touch her. After some consideration, like she had to weigh up the pros and cons, Natalie nodded. 
 
      
 
    “You can play with them,” she decided. “Make me wet just from that and I might let you eat me out before I fuck you.” Vaughn hardly needed the motivation, but he was not going to turn down the opportunity to make Natalie scream with his mouth. 
 
      
 
    Vaughn knew what Natalie liked. He trailed his fingers lightly through the cream covering her breasts, teasing her with feather-light touches. He watched in rapt attention as her nipples tightened, standing out hard and proud from the soft swell of her chest. Vaughn’s mouth watered. He longed to take each one between his lips, but he held off. Natalie would be sensitive right now. Vaughn intended to take full advantage.  
 
      
 
    He brushed one finger slowly over the tip of each nipple. Vaughn moved slowly, waiting for the hitch in Natalie’s breath that told him she could hardly stand it. Only then did he lean in. Instead of going straight for his goal, Vaughn kissed his way up Natalie’s chest. Leaning across the chair to do so brought his ass up from his knees, the plug shifting and making Vaugh’s cock twitch eagerly.  
 
      
 
    Exploring the valley between Natalie’s breasts with his tongue, Vaughn let his stubble scrape lightly against her skin. He knew how much she loved it. She’d told him enough times. Vaughn wanted to do anything he could to get her wet for him. Finally, he circled his tongue around one nipple before sucking it between his lips.  
 
      
 
    Just as he had expected, Natalie’s breath caught in her throat, before a soft moan pushed it back out. He knew she loved having her nipples played with. Vaughn fully intended to do it for long enough to make her so sensitive she could no longer stand it. Natalie leaned back into the chair, giving Vaughn more access to tease her breasts. He loved stroking over her nipples, both with his fingers and his tongue. 
 
      
 
    The sounds that Natalie made were so satisfying. Her soft whimpers went straight to Vaughn’s cock. He lapped over her nipple as he sucked harder around it. It made Natalie’s hips buck upwards. She gave a much sharper cry. It was enough to encourage Vaughn to move onto her other nipple, repeating the action there in hopes of eliciting the same sort of response. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, that’s good,” she moaned, her hand coming up to Vaughn’s hair, tugging against it lightly 
 
      
 
    Vaughn teased one nipple between his teeth, tugging enough to make Natalie’s breast jiggle. Fuck, Vaughn loved watching them move. Especially when he was the one causing it. His fingers pinched gently at Natalie’s other nipple, knowing she loved the difference between the soft caress of his fingertips and the sharp nip of his teeth.  
 
      
 
    As he pressed closer, Vaughn’s dick rubbed against the hard chair, making him give a soft whine. He didn’t complain. He wanted to make Natalie feel good, to obey her orders enough that she would reward him as she’d promised.  
 
      
 
    “Do you like it?” Vaughn breathed against her skin. “Is it making you wet?”  
 
      
 
    The way Natalie arched her back to lean more into Vaughn’s touch was almost a response in its own right. Her fingers pulled against Vaughn’s hair, making him give another loud groan. Vaughn leaned down again, licking wetly across the nipple as if that would get him a quicker answer. 
 
      
 
    “I do like it,” Natalie replied. She didn’t tell if Vaughn if it made her wet. He supposed he’d just have to make sure she let him find out. His fingers returned to Natalie’s nipple, tugging against it to make her moan again. His mouth pressed against her breast again. Vaughn teased her nipple with his tongue before giving it a nip. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” Natalie breathed harshly at that. 
 
      
 
    The sound made Vaughn’s balls tighten. Fuck, he wanted to hear her almost as much as she wanted to hear him. The thought made Vaughn smirk against Natalie’s breast. He sucked hard, pursing his lips around her nipple, waiting until he heard her breath hitch. As soon as it did, Vaughn moaned. Though the sound was muffled against Natalie’s skin, it was still loud enough that he knew she could hear it.  
 
      
 
    Her hand twisted in Vaughn’s hair, pulling his mouth down against her body. Vaughn moaned again, letting his lips and tongue vibrate against her nipple. When he pulled back, her face was flushed with arousal. “Come on, Nat,” Vaughn urged, licking his way down to the space between Natalie’s breasts. He nipped at the generous curve before grazing his stubbled cheeks back up the other side. “Let me see if you’re wet for me,” he begged. “Please.”  
 
      
 
    “You’re very demanding,” Natalie observed. Vaughn knew that tone. That tone very much told him he was pushing his luck. He so desperately wanted his mouth against her, though. It was hard to remember that he still had to show her how good he was for her. “Finish putting the cream on,” she told him. Vaughn thought about whining but he still didn’t want Natalie to get sunburnt. 
 
      
 
    Diligently, he brought the bottle back, squeezing some more of the cream onto Natalie’s breasts and rubbing it in anywhere he might have missed. His hands finished off with her shoulders and neck. With a hand against Vaughn’s chest, Natalie pushed him back. He worried she wanted to punish him for being too demanding. Instead, Natalie just made him wait longer. 
 
      
 
    She moved on the deck chair, turning over. Her hands held the back of the chair as Natalie knelt on it. “Work from your way down and when you reach my ass, you may take my panties off.” 
 
      
 
    Vaughn bit back his groan of protest. He wanted to be good. It was just so hard when his mind was clouded with desire. The longer Natalie kept him desperate, the better and sweeter it would be when she finally allowed him to touch her the way he wanted to.  
 
      
 
    Slowly and carefully, Vaughn rubbed the cream into Natalie’s back. As gorgeous as she was, this offered a lot less distraction than her breasts. Vaughn managed to make it all the way to the small of Natalie’s back without pressing her to let him do anything.  
 
      
 
    He massaged the cream lovingly into Natalie’s firm ass, every bit of it that wasn’t covered by her panties. Only when Vaughn felt satisfied did he finally hook his fingers under the material. Natalie lifting her legs felt like a reward all by itself, letting Vaughn drag her panties off and discard them on the patio.  
 
      
 
    “You’re beautiful,” Vaughn murmured. “Shall I finish putting the cream on your legs?” He wanted to show Natalie how good he could be, not even implying that he might prefer to spend time on her pussy and her ass.  
 
      
 
    She gave a hum, as if considering his suggestion. Vaughn was sure that Natalie knew exactly what she wanted the answer to be. She shook her head then. “No.” Natalie stretched out more, her ass rising up into Vaughn’s hands. “I want you to see how wet I am from you playing with my tits,” she told him. “I want you to check with your mouth. Make me come first, then finish putting the cream on my legs.” 
 
      
 
    It was definitely not a demand that Vaughn intended to disobey. He’d wanted to lick her pussy since before Natalie had even gotten home. Being able to make her come like this was going to be amazing. 
 
      
 
    His hands slid around her hips, making a cradle to help Natalie hold herself up for him. Crawling onto the chair behind her, Vaughn moaned as the movement shifted the plug in his ass. He could hardly wait for Natalie to take it out and fuck him. For now, Vaughn enjoyed knowing it was there. There was something so dirty about being ready for Natalie, even if she wasn’t yet taking advantage.  
 
      
 
    He wasted no time, pressing his mouth directly between Natalie’s legs with no teasing. Vaughn felt there’d been more than enough foreplay already. They were both ready for something more. Natalie tasted amazing, her pussy drenched from Vaughn’s attention to her breasts.  
 
      
 
    Vaughn urged Natalie’s pussy up against his face. This way, he could flutter his tongue against her clit the way she liked.  
 
      
 
    Natalie pushed back, a loud moan falling from her lips as Vaughn’s tongue licked over her. He knew just where to press his tongue and how hard in order to make Natalie produce the most amazing sounds. Vaughn’s efforts didn’t go unrewarded. Natalie moaned louder with every movement. 
 
      
 
    With his hands against Natalie’s hips, Vaughn could control how much she moved. He let her, of course, only steadying Natalie when he needed to. He wanted her to lose control. Wanted his mouth to be the reason she did. So Vaughn used every trick he knew, pressing his tongue inside Natalie and then quickly returning it to her clit. The faster he did it, the more she seemed to moan. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Vaughn could feel how her muscles tensed, Natalie’s knuckles white against the chair she was gripping. “Fuck, Vaughn, just like that. Yeah, come on, make me come!” she urged. 
 
      
 
    Vaughn moaned against Natalie’s pussy, knowing that the vibrations from his lips and tongue would feel amazing. His cock ached, making Vaughn’s hips buck forward as he tried to get some friction against the air. It nudged the plug more deeply into his ass. Vaughn could have sworn that he saw stars from how it pressed against just the right spot. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t let it distract him. Tightening his tongue into a point, Vaughn drove it harder against Natalie’s clit. His fingers squeezed into her hips, letting her ride his face in exactly the way she needed to. He lapped harder, Natalie’s wetness coating his lips and chin. But Vaughn didn’t care. He loved letting Natalie make a mess of him. The way she ground her hips, he knew that she was close.  
 
      
 
    Finally, he felt her whole body convulse, heard the loud scream as her orgasm sped through her. Vaughn gentled his touch, but didn’t stop. He loved licking Natalie through the throes of her orgasm. It was such an intimate thing she let him do. Vaughn intended to enjoy every second of it.  
 
      
 
    He could tell when she wanted him to pull back. With a soft kiss against Natalie’s ass, Vaughn leaned back on his knees. He reached to pick up the bottle of the cream again, returning to his task of covering Natalie’s ass and legs with it. She moaned against his touch. Vaughn grinned at that. He loved how she was still so sensitive. And yet he’d gone back to exactly what he’d been doing, what she had told him to do. 
 
      
 
    When all of her body was finally covered in the cream, Vaughn got off the deck chair, kneeling on the ground next to her. Natalie’s hand reached out to brush through his hair. “Such a good boy,” she praised. Vaughn’s smile widened in satisfaction at her compliment. He hoped she’d do more than just that! His cock was so hard and the plug in his ass felt like sweet torture. 
 
      
 
    “Go on, pick where you want me to fuck you,” Natalie told him. 
 
      
 
    Glancing around the paved patio, Vaughn’s mind filled with images of himself and Natalie. Him on all fours by the pool with Natalie behind him. Natalie reclining on the deck chair while Vaughn rode the strap-on between her legs. Vaughn bent over the chair while Natalie fucked him from behind.  
 
      
 
    Shuddering with need, Vince almost didn’t care where. As long as he had Natalie inside him, and soon. But she was allowing him to pick. Vaughn didn’t want to waste the privilege.  
 
      
 
    “Against the wall,” he decided. Natalie didn’t fuck him standing up very often, but Vaughn loved it when she did. The struggle to keep his feet under him, his hips swaying and bucking against empty air. Finally, the sweet pleasure of Natalie’s hand around his cock. Or his own.  
 
      
 
    Vaughn swallowed, gaze returning to Natalie’s ass. “If that will please you,” he added, sincerely.  
 
      
 
    Her eyes moved to the nearest wall. It was half shaded by the patio roof, but rays of sunshine still found their way through. “It will please me,” she said with such certainty that Vaughn groaned. He loved how sure she sounded of things, like there was absolutely no doubt at all that she would enjoy fucking him there. “It’s not an option I had considered, so I’m excited you have,” she told him. That made Vaughn feel rewarded. Like he’d put extra effort into this. 
 
      
 
    “Go on then,” Natalie said. “Hands on the wall, legs spread,” she instructed. Vaughn saw her reach for the strap-on, putting it on as she watched him crawl to the wall. He got up to stand as he’d been told. Natalie smiled. “Good,” she praised. 
 
      
 
    A glance over his shoulder allowed Vaughn to see how the silicone cock swayed between Natalie’s legs as she neared him. The bottle of lube was in one of her hands and the other slid over Vaughn’s ass as soon as Natalie could reach. She gave it a hard squeeze, making Vaughn whine. 
 
      
 
    “I’m going to fuck you so good,” she promised. 
 
      
 
    Vaughn didn’t doubt it. He braced his arms against the wall, leaning into their support. It pushed his ass out into Natalie’s hands, which was precisely what Vaughn had wanted. Her hands on him made the ache in his balls so much more intense. He wanted, so badly that he could almost taste it. He would have begged. But Natalie was already there behind him. Vaughn knew she’d proceed in her own time.  
 
      
 
    He felt her fingers brush between his cheeks, grazing lightly against the plug. Even that small motion was enough to send sparks of pleasure racing up Vaughn’s spine. He moaned, remembering what Natalie had said about how loud he would be. When she gripped the plug and gave it an experimental tug, Vaughn’s knees almost buckled. Fuck. His ass was so sensitive from having been stretched all day. Natalie fucking him was going to feel incredible. 
 
      
 
    Vaughn grunted as Natalie pulled the plug free inch by inch. It wasn’t huge - smaller than the strap-on she was going to use - but it seemed to take forever to slide free.  
 
      
 
    When it finally did, Vaughn cried out. His muscles, despite being stretched so much, moved, sending sparks of pleasure through Vaughn’s body. He loved the prep, loved having Natalie’s fingers stretch him out and get him ready to be fucked. But he also loved this. Being ready for her straight away was great. He knew Natalie appreciated it, too, because Vaughn hardly had to wait before the tip of her cock brushed his hole. 
 
      
 
    He could feel the lube on the cock, helping Natalie slide the strap-on in. Vaughn groaned loudly as the girth of it stretched him out. He felt so ready. One of Natalie’s hands settled against his side as the other held the cock she was working into him. 
 
      
 
    “Tell me,” Natalie encouraged. “I want to hear you say how much you love it when I put my cock in you. I want you to describe how it feels, how you have wanted this all day.” 
 
      
 
    Vaughn let his head fall forward. His feet moved against the warm stones of the patio as he tried to spread his legs wider, taking Natalie’s cock deeper. “It feels amazing,” he answered, his voice thick with pleasure. “So big. It… god, it’s all I can think about. Your cock in my ass, you pounding into me.” In moments like this, Vaughn forgot about the ache of his own cock. The pleasure from Natalie fucking him was so much more absorbing.  
 
      
 
    “I waited for you,” he continued. “Thought about you the whole time you were away. Even when I touched myself, I wished you were here.” And yet, Vaughn also loved that Natalie hadn’t been. It made this moment, her finally fucking into him, so much sweeter.  
 
      
 
    His body swayed as Natalie pulled out, trying to follow her. Vaughn gave a soft cry. It turned into a moan as Natalie thrust her cock back inside him. “Fuuuck, that feels good,” he breathed. 
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” she asked. Vaughn’s cries must’ve been enough of an answer because Natalie fucked into him again. “You take it so well, baby,” she praised. “Such a tight little ass. I had to stretch it all day just to make my cock fit.” Her words vibrated through Vaughn and so did the sensation of her slamming forward. The cock inside him felt huge. Vaughn’s body was so ready for this, so ready to be fucked hard by Natalie. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t hold back the sounds, groaning loudly every time she pushed forward. Natalie’s other hand came to settle against Vaughn’s side so she could thrust inside him harder. Holding onto him, Natalie rocked faster. “Scream for me, baby, come on!” she encouraged, fucking Vaughn’s ass so hard that his breath kept catching. 
 
      
 
    He pressed his hands against the wall for leverage, shoving his ass back against Natalie’s cock with all his might. Vaughn loved this, loved the sound of Natalie’s hips slapping against the meat of his ass, loved the way his moans broke every time she thrust into him. When her cock nudged against the bundle of nerves inside him, Vaughn screamed. It was so loud that the sound bounced off the wall in front of him, echoing around them before it faded.  
 
      
 
    Vaughn didn’t need to see Natalie’s face to know that she was smirking in satisfaction. Her hips pounded faster, the thick cock rubbing against Vaughn’s sensitive rim with every thrust. He cried out, wordless, his whole awareness narrowing to Natalie and the strap-on as it filled him over and over again.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck.” He was so hard. Pleasure raced through him, but never quite enough to take Vaughn over the edge. “Please,” he begged. He needed more. Needed Natalie. “Please.”  
 
      
 
    She knew what he was pleading for. But Natalie’s thrusts didn’t slow. She fucked into him, making Vaughn scream again. A string of swear words fell from his lips. Natalie didn’t stop. Vaughn wanted to beg more, to beg her to let him touch himself, but his breath was barely there, probably better spent by giving loud groans. 
 
      
 
    And then, finally, he felt Natalie lean forward, her fingers wrapping around Vaughn’s cock. His hips bucked forward instantly, wanting to get as much of the contact as he could. No way was he going to last very long. He didn’t imagine that Natalie assumed he would. Her fist tightened around Vaughn’s cock. But Natalie’s thrusts didn’t slow. She kept slamming into him hard. 
 
      
 
    “Come for me! I want you to come across the whole of that fucking wall,” Natalie demanded, fucking Vaughn’s ass with all her might. 
 
      
 
    “Oh fuck.” Vaughn’s heart pounded, he could hear his pulse racing in his ears. Natalie’s words were so fucking hot. More than that, it was her tone that made Vaughn feel almost dizzy with need. She was just so confident. So sure that Vaughn would do what she ordered. He’d do anything to please her, and she knew it.  
 
      
 
    She wasn’t wrong. Vaughn rocked back against the strap-on, his hands pressing so hard into the wall that the rough surface scraped against his palms. He felt sensitive everywhere, his ass and his cock both sending bolts of pleasure through him that could have knocked him off his feet.  
 
      
 
    With a loud scream, Vaughn’s body tumbled over the edge. He came hard, his muscles clenching around the thick cock that still filled him. His cum splattered white against the yellowed stone of the wall. And still Natalie didn’t stop.  
 
      
 
    “Nat!” Vaughn groaned, his shoulders relaxing. Her thrusts swayed his whole body, over and over again.  
 
      
 
    Natalie kept fucking him. It wasn’t as hard but she kept a steady pace. Vaughn felt almost too overwhelmed with the pleasure, his voice just about mustering a string of groans until finally Natalie began to slow down. Her hands caressed over Vaughn’s back. “Good boy,” she praised. “Coming so hard for me, just like I told you to.” And Vaughn really had, his body still feeling the throes of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    With one last push, Natalie pulled back. Her hand rubbed Vaughn’s ass and he moaned at how sensitive everything felt. “Was that worth waiting for?” Natalie asked, giving one of his ass cheeks a squeeze. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, yes,” Vaughn answered immediately. On trembling legs he stepped away from the wall, turning so he could wrap an arm around Natalie’s waist. Her body was warm against his as Vaughn pulled her to him. And her skin smelled pleasantly of the sun-protection cream, of summer and heat.  
 
      
 
    Gently, Vaughn kissed her, trying to pour all of his gratitude into the slow, lazy tangling of their tongues. “And we still have so many days of vacation left,” he said, with a grin as he pulled away. Right now, Vaughn’s muscles felt loose and uncooperative. But later, he would show Natalie how much he’d appreciated her fucking. Maybe he’d see how loud he could make her.  
 
      
 
   
  
 

 She Takes Him Hard 
 
      
 
    Cody spun his keyring around one finger, waiting for Angela to answer the door. It was either that or run his hands through his hair. Not that Cody hadn’t done that. He was trying to avoid looking like he’d walked through a wind storm on his way there.  
 
      
 
    They’d been seeing each other for over a month. Angela still set off flurries of butterflies in Cody’s stomach. She was, without a doubt, the hottest and most exciting woman Cody had ever met, let alone dated.  
 
      
 
    His knees went weak just thinking about the way Angela always knew exactly what she wanted him to do. Cody had been with other women. He trusted he’d made them feel pretty good. Angela left him in no doubt. She always came hard, because Cody would do exactly as she told him to do.  
 
      
 
    Cody hadn’t known that could be as thrilling as it was.  
 
      
 
    The door opened, and Cody’s mouth went dry. Angela’s lush curves were wrapped in a red dress. It was so tight, Cody felt sure she wasn’t wearing anything under it. Except the stockings, held up by a garter Cody could just see peeking out from under the hem of her skirt.  
 
      
 
    “Wow,” he breathed. “You look incredible.” Angela had said she wanted to do something different today, introduce Cody to new pleasures. If this was only the beginning, Cody could hardly wait for what was to come.  
 
      
 
    Angela’s smile was stunning, too, wide as it spread across her face. Her red lips stood in stark contrast to her dark skin. Cody couldn’t help but step in closer to press a kiss against them. Angela kissed him back, her tongue darting out to meet his. She took a step back to let him in. 
 
      
 
    “All for you,” she teased, leading him through to the living room. Cody’s eyes followed the swing of Angela’s hips. He couldn’t wait to slide his hands over them. Angela’s promise of something new rang strongly in his mind. She seemed to sense that, if the way she smirked at him was any indication. 
 
      
 
    “Have you been looking forward to tonight?” Angela asked. 
 
      
 
    Pocketing his keys, Cody smiled back at her. “I always look forward to seeing you,” he replied. His tone was teasing. Cody knew it sounded like a cliche. It was true. Knowing he was going to see Angela put a spring in his step, even when all they meant to do was curl up on the sofa.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve been thinking about what your plans might be,” he added. “I’ve made a few guesses. I don’t think any of them are right. None of them really feel like you.” Angela was more experienced, not to mention far more imaginative than Cody.  
 
      
 
    Taking a step forward, Cody pressed another kiss against Angela’s lips. “Can I touch you?” he asked, the words almost a plea.  
 
      
 
    “You may, but only over clothing,” she told him. That was enough for Cody to reach out, palms brushing softly over Angela’s hips, just the way he’d wanted. She pushed him towards the couch so Cody would sit down and then crawled in his lap, straddling him. “Tell me,” Angela said, her hands brushing over his arms. “What is it that you were imagining?” 
 
      
 
    Cody pushed her dress up, careful not to touch the bare skin it revealed. He liked doing what Angela told him. That didn’t mean he wasn’t going to push his luck sometimes. Especially when it came to getting to see more of the garter holding up Angela’s stockings. It was sexy as fuck. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” he said, swallowing. Cody wasn’t shy. There were certain things he hadn’t dreamed of saying to a girlfriend. Not before Angela. “I thought you might blindfold me,” Cody offered. “Or maybe tell me how to please you with a vibrator.” Those would both qualify as ‘new’ experiences. Cody wasn’t sure Angela would’ve been excited enough about them to dress up especially for him.  
 
      
 
    She gave a seductive hum. Angela’s hands stroked higher up. Cody had to swallow a moan when she leaned in to run her tongue over his jaw and up to his ear. “Did the thoughts excite you?” she asked, breath hot against his skin. “When you imagined me blindfolding you, did it make your cock harden?” 
 
      
 
    Then she shifted. This time, Cody didn’t hide to moan that fell from his lips. His cock now was hardening rapidly. “And when you imagined me telling you how to please me with a vibrator? Did you get off to that?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Cody breathed, blushing. It still felt exciting to admit he’d gotten off to fantasies of Angela. “I thought about your hands on me, your mouth. I thought how wet you’d get while I pleased you.” The images jumbled together in Cody’s mind, combining with Angela’s teeth grazing against his ear.  
 
      
 
    His hands tightened against Angela’s waist as he lifted his hips. Grinding his hard cock against her ass through their clothes, Cody moaned. “Please,” he begged. He didn’t even know what he was begging for. “Can I kiss you?”  
 
      
 
    “Not yet.” Angela shook her head. The denial made Cody whine. He didn’t object. He enjoyed doing what he was told by Angela. That included not doing something because she told him he wasn’t allowed. His hands stroked over her sides. That had been permitted, as long as he only touched through the material of her clothes. 
 
      
 
    One of Angela’s hands tightened around Cody’s bicep. She licked a wet trail over his neck. “Do you want me to tell you what I have been imagining and getting off to?” she asked. Her voice sounded so sultry that it sent a thrill down Cody’s spine. 
 
      
 
    His breath caught. For a moment, he could only nod. The thrill was too much for words. Even thinking about Angela getting herself off to thoughts of him would’ve been enough to get Cody hard. Actually getting to hear that sultry voice tell him was almost overwhelming. “Always,” Cody answered. “I always want to know what gets you off.” That was part of what Cody loved about Angela telling him what to do.  
 
      
 
    “Please,” Cody added, lifting one hand to cup Angela’s breast through the fabric of her dress. He rubbed his thumb over the tip, groaning when he felt her nipple harden under his touch. “Please tell me, Angela.”  
 
      
 
    “Well, since you’ve asked ever so nicely,” she drew out, fingers playing over his arms. “I want to give you something you haven’t had. You have been so good for me, you’ve earned a treat, earned for me to show you new things.” The way she talked around it made Cody’s anticipation build. That was exactly what Angela was aiming for. He licked his lips, wanting to catch hers but knowing he wasn’t allowed to. 
 
      
 
    Instead, he focused on Angela, the way heat rolled off her. “I want to fuck you,” she told him. “I want to show you the kind of pleasure your prostate can give you. Trust me, it’ll be great.” 
 
      
 
    The words sent a shiver down Cody’s spine, his hard cock jerking against the inside of his boxers. “Fuck.” The butterflies fluttered excitedly. Cody had to clench his fists in Angela’s dress to keep from touching anything she hadn’t allowed. “Yeah,” he breathed. “I want that. Want you to fuck me.” It wasn’t something Cody would ever have asked for. He’d heard about it, seen a few videos. He’d always wondered what it would be like to be on the receiving end.  
 
      
 
    “I do trust you,” Cody promised, gaze fixed on Angela’s eyes. He knew she wouldn’t hurt him, that she’d be careful. At least, for as long as he wanted careful. Sometimes, Cody enjoyed it when Angela got rough with him. Especially when she pulled his hair.  
 
      
 
    “Good,” she hummed. “I’ve been getting so wet just imagining the sort of sounds you might make.” Her voice was low. Angela leaned in to run her tongue over Cody’s neck again, giving it a light bite that made him groan loudly. “You can touch my skin now,” she informed him, pulling back a bit so he could see the way she smiled. She really was stunning. It was all Cody could think before Angela’s lips met his. 
 
      
 
    She teased her tongue into his mouth. His lower lip slid between her teeth as she grazed over it, making Cody moan. Angela’s hands didn’t stay still, moving between them so she could find the hem of his shirt. She broke the kiss in order to pull it over his head, discarding it to one side. “Mmm, so pretty,” she commented, nails scratching against him. His skin looked so pale in contrast to hers. Together they looked hot. 
 
      
 
    Cody ran his hands up Angela’s back, sliding his fingers into her hair as he pulled her back in for another kiss. He let her take control, her tongue sweeping into his mouth and making Cody moan around it. He pushed his hips up, letting her weight in his lap grind her ass against his cock. “Fuck, you’re so hot,” he told her.  
 
      
 
    His nipples hardened in the cool air. Angela wasted no time in scratching her fingernails over them, sending shivers of sensation across Cody’s skin. He leaned forward, kissing her shoulder softly. Running his tongue up the side of her neck, Cody tasted the salt of Angela’s skin. He imagined how good she would taste if she let him use his mouth elsewhere. “I want more of you,” he begged. “Want to make you feel good.”  
 
      
 
    “You will,” Angela promised. She took his hands to slide them down to her legs, pushing her dress up with Cody’s fingers. “I want to show you other things, too,” she told him. Cody’s interest spiked immediately. What she had already told him she wanted sounded so good. Cody wasn’t sure what else she had in mind. 
 
      
 
    Angela stroked a teasing finger over his chest before pulling back. It made Cody give a sharp whine, missing her body instantly. “I want you to kneel for me,” Angela said. Her dress was still pushed up, exposing even more of her stockings. It took Cody a moment to filter through what she’d said, so distracted was he by her long legs. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Cody agreed, almost without needing to think about it. He wanted to do what Angela asked him to, no matter what it was. He knew Angela wouldn’t ask for anything that Cody wouldn’t enjoy. “Kneel and do what?” Cody asked.  
 
      
 
    Without hesitation, he slid off the sofa, kneeling at Angela’s feet. It brought him even closer to her stockings. Cody reached out, brushing a hand over Angela’s bare skin. “Do you want me to eat you out?” Cody asked, tipping her head back so he could look up at Angela.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck, you look so hot,” he added. From this angle, she looked even more in charge. Cody’s dick twitched. He ran his fingers teasingly up the inside of her thigh.  
 
      
 
    Her hand came to tangle in Cody’s hair, tugging lightly. The pressure made him moan. Angela’s smirk went straight to Cody’s cock. “Not just yet, but soon,” she assured. “For now, I just want you to kneel for me. Are you hungry?” The question was somewhat unexpected. Food wasn’t something Cody had been thinking about. Not when all of his senses were so overwhelmed by Angela. 
 
      
 
    Frowning a little, Cody’s mind replayed his activities so far that day. He’d been so eager to see Angela, he hadn’t really stopped for food. Now that he thought about it, he really was quite hungry.  
 
      
 
    Running his tongue over his lip, Cody considered downplaying his answer. He didn’t want to stop to eat, not now. He knew Angela would want him to be honest. After a pause, Cody nodded, the movement making his hair pull against Angela’s grip. “Yes, Angela.”  
 
      
 
    The way Angela ran her fingers through Cody’s hair almost made him forget that they’d have to now stop to eat. Except, Angela didn’t say that. “Would you like to me feed you?” she asked. Cody must’ve looked surprised, because Angela carried on, a soft smile playing on her lips. “I’d like to. Like this, with you kneeling for me,” she explained. “It’s up to you.” 
 
      
 
    Cody had never considered Angela feeding him. In all his fantasies and the reading he’d done, it just hadn’t come up. That wasn’t surprising. Angela had introduced Cody to a lot of things he never would have thought of.  
 
      
 
    “If you’d like to,” Cody agreed easily. Anything which would make Angela happy instantly got his seal of approval. He pushed his palms against the material of his jeans, shifting his weight to find a more comfortable position.  
 
      
 
    “Did you make food already?” Cody hoped Angela wasn’t going to leave him there while she cooked. A part of him wondered how exciting that might be, not knowing exactly when she would come back, having to listen to the sounds of her in the next room.  
 
      
 
    “I did.” Angela nodded. Cody almost wasn’t sure whether to be glad or sorry for it. She easily took that concern away, fingers carding through Cody’s hair. “I want you to go kneel by the dining table,” Angela instructed. “Bring a cushion from the couch, kneel on that. I don’t want your knees to hurt.” It was clear enough. Angela pressed a quick kiss against Cody’s lips before heading off to the kitchen. 
 
      
 
    By the time she returned with a large plateful of food, Cody had settled in the next room, just as she’d told him to. Angela took a seat at the table, next to Cody. “I made a risotto,” she said, taking a forkful and blowing on it to cool it down, before bringing the fork down to Cody’s level. 
 
      
 
    Carefully, Cody leaned forward, parting his lips. Angela moved the fork past them, and Cody closed his mouth, letting Angela drag the fork free and clean. Cody hummed appreciatively, the flavor of the risotto dancing across his tongue as he swallowed. Angela looked down at him, her eyes wide. 
 
      
 
    “It’s good,” Cody said, sure his face was flushed from Angela’s rapt attention. He had never imagined that something as simple as letting her feed him could make her look so aroused. “Can I have more?” He tipped his head, looking up at her, eager and willing.  
 
      
 
    As Angela brought another forkful down to him, Cody couldn’t hold back a moan. His cock was hard, straining against the fabric of his pants.  
 
      
 
    It didn’t make her rush in any way. 
 
      
 
    Instead, Angela took ate a mouthful of the food herself. Cody’s eyes followed her movements. It was almost impossible to think about anything but how good this felt. Once she’d eaten another forkful, Angela brought the fork back down to Cody’s mouth. She was slow, patiently waiting for him to finish chewing before offering another forkful. 
 
      
 
    This carried on, her eating and then her feeding him. With every single time, Cody seemed to slide more into a space where he didn’t have to think, didn’t have to focus on anything. When Angela finally paused, asking him if he wanted more, it took Cody a moment to zone back in. 
 
      
 
    He blinked at her, making Angela smile. “I think it’ll be enough for now,” she answered for him. Cody found himself more than okay with that. Angela’s hand came down to his cheek, stroking over it softly. “Crawl to the bedroom for me.” 
 
      
 
    Cody barely hesitated. Anything Angela wanted, anything that would please her, Cody saw no reason to refuse. His face did flame as he crawled, feeling exposed and vulnerable in a way that made desire curl tighter inside him. He remembered what Angela had said about fucking him. It only made him crawl faster.  
 
      
 
    In the bedroom, Cody knelt by the bed. It was easy to just wait, his mind slipping back into that same pleasantly empty state. He didn’t know how long Angela took cleaning up the plates from dinner. All he knew was that he was still hard when she stepped into the room.  
 
      
 
    He looked up at her, smiling softly. “What now?” he asked eagerly.  
 
      
 
    His eyes followed her as she came over, the dress she was wearing was still riding high enough to expose a part of her stockings. Angela reached out to brush a hand over the nape of Cody’s neck. The touch sent a shiver down his spine. He leaned into it. Somehow the softness of Angela’s fingers felt like extra. Cody’s whole body was so sensitive to her presence. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to take off your pants,” she told him. “You can stand for that, but then I want you back on your knees.” 
 
      
 
    Everything felt slow, and yet so much more intense than usual. He whined lightly when Angela pulled away, before recognizing it was only so that he could do as she’d asked. Carefully, he got his feet under him.  
 
      
 
    Angela’s gaze followed him as he rose. Cody swung his hips a little, loving the way Angela’s tongue darted out. He dragged a hand over his chest, dropping slowly to the button of his pants and easing it open. He moaned, the sound vibrating in his throat, as he relieved the pressure on his dick.  
 
      
 
    Finally, Cody pushed the material down and stepped out of it. “Just my pants?” he asked. His cock bulged against the thin fabric of his boxers.  
 
      
 
    If Angela had to think, she certainly didn’t show it. She shook her head. “No, take your boxers off, too,” she told him, licking her lips again and leaning back into the bed. Cody took his boxers off, just as slowly, groaning when finally his cock sprung free, all the restrictive material gone. 
 
      
 
    Dropping back to his knees, Cody’s eyes darkened with lust as he looked at Angela. Her promises of what was yet to come made Cody’s stomach swoop with excitement. She looked so hot, sat there at the edge of her bed, watching Cody as she parted her legs. 
 
      
 
    “Take off my shoes and stockings,” Angela instructed, lifting one of her feet up and towards Cody. 
 
      
 
    Cody crawled forward eagerly. His fingertips skated lightly over the thin material of Angela’s stockings, his touch almost reverent. He slid her feet free of the shoes, massaging the arch until Angela made a soft noise of satisfaction. Only then did Cody set the shoes neatly to one side.  
 
      
 
    He almost held his breath as he moved his fingers higher up Angela’s legs. Her skin was warm, even through the fabric. Cody’s mouth watered with the urge to press kisses against her, to feel her part her legs even further. Angela hadn’t said he could, so Cody didn’t.  
 
      
 
    Instead, he unclipped the garters, rolling the stockings down Angela’s legs. He leaned in, letting his breath ghost warm across her skin. The lust in her eyes as she looked down at him sent shudders down Cody’s spine.  
 
      
 
    Sitting back, he tucked the rolled stockings into Angela’s shoes. He knelt up, cock still so hard and proudly on display. “Was that good?” he asked. He so wanted Angela to tell him he was doing well.  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Angela nodded. “You’re doing really, really well,” she promised. 
 
      
 
    Pride swelled in Cody’s stomach. Before he had time to think, Angela parted her legs. His mouth watered. “I want you to make me come,” she told him. “You can use your mouth but you can’t use your hands,” she instructed. It was a challenge that Cody was more than willing to take on. 
 
      
 
    Leaning back into the bed, Angela lifted one leg, draping it over Cody’s shoulder when he moved in closer. 
 
      
 
    He took Angela’s instruction seriously, not even touching her with his hands to steady himself as he leaned in. Instead, he braced his arms against the bed. Using only his mouth, he teased the delicate skin of Angela’s thighs. He could feel the heat radiating from her, knew she was wet for him, because of all she’d asked of him.  
 
      
 
    As Cody had suspected, there were no panties under Angela’s dress. His mouth was hot as he licked a line up Angela’s inner thigh, then let his breath cool the damp skin. It made Angela moan above him, sending a bolt of desire straight to Cody’s cock.  
 
      
 
    He made his way slowly between Angela’s legs, nipping and teasing before he finally let his tongue dart out to taste her pussy. He lapped at her wetness, just as hungrily as if she hadn’t fed him already. He knew exactly what she liked. Angela had told him in no uncertain terms.  
 
      
 
    Her leg pulled him in closer. One of Angela’s hands came down to Cody’s head. Her fingers tangled in his hair, tugging against it so she could rock towards his mouth. Cody put his all into it, licking hard and fast. Angela was not a quiet woman. Cody loved that. Her moans and cries of pleasure quickly surrounded them. Cody’s own soft groans disappeared against Angela’s pussy as he focused on making her come. 
 
      
 
    With his tongue teasing around Angela’s clit, Cody knew it wouldn’t take her long. Even without his fingers. He would’ve loved to push them inside her wet, tight pussy. The grip in his hair tightened. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, just like that. Fuck! Go faster,” Angela instructed. Cody more than gladly followed. He felt her orgasm building, her body trembling under him. “Yes, yes!” Angela cried. Cody didn’t stop, not until she screamed his name, orgasm shaking through her. Only then did Cody slow down, pressing kisses against her inner thigh as he pulled back. 
 
      
 
    Angela gave a deep sigh, smiling down at Cody. “Such a good boy,” she praised. “I’m going to fuck you so well for being so good.” 
 
      
 
    Cody felt his whole body flush with heat, his cock twitching eagerly. He had no idea how it would feel to be fucked. That just made it more exciting. Cody liked trying new things. He trusted Angela when she said it would feel good. Angela had never got it wrong before.  
 
      
 
    He leaned in, pressing more kisses against Angela’s bare legs, letting his teeth graze lightly against her skin. “Yes,” he moaned. “Fuck, yes, Angela. Now?” He wanted to climb up on the bed so that he could press his cock against her - against something. He desperately needed the friction. His balls ached with how turned on he’d been for so long.  
 
      
 
    Angela hadn’t said he could move. “What should I do?” he asked.  
 
      
 
    She shifted on the bed, smiling at Cody. “I want you to get on the bed, lie on your back,” Angela instructed. Much to Cody’s disappointment, she got off the bed when he got on it. She must have been able to tell, because Angela ran a hand over Cody’s bare leg. “Don’t worry, I just need to get ready,” she promised. It did a lot to soothe any anxiety Coy felt. 
 
      
 
    Lying down on his back, Cody propped his head up on a pillow so he could comfortably watch Angela move around the bedroom. She glanced over her shoulder, shooting him another smile. Her fingers slowly moved to the hem of her dress. She pulled it up, revealing more of her stunning curves. It made Cody swallow a soft moan. 
 
      
 
    Now naked, Angela moved to get a strap-on. Cody’s eyes widened at it. It wasn’t huge but it was hardly small. “It’ll feel good,” Angela said, catching his look. Somehow, just her saying that made Cody feel better. His cock twitched in response. 
 
      
 
    When she’d attached it, the cock swung from side to side as Angela walked back to the bed. She crawled over Cody’s body, a smile against her lips. “You’re so good for letting me do this,” she commented, pressing a kiss against Cody’s hip. 
 
      
 
    The praise sent a warm flush across Cody’s chest. He parted his legs, making room for Angela between them. It left him exposed, every nerve-ending so sensitive to Angela’s touch. Her mouth was like fire against his skin, moving slowly up from his hip to his stomach and higher.  
 
      
 
    The strap-on grazed across Cody’s thighs as Angela stilled, her hands pressing his hips down into the mattress. It wasn’t warm like skin, but the touch of it still sent zaps of electric feeling all through Cody’s body. He bit down on his lip, trying to imagine what it would feel like when Angela pressed it inside him.  
 
      
 
    He lifted his hands, almost brushing his fingers across Angela’s shoulder. He paused, not quite making contact. “Can I touch you?”  
 
      
 
    “Yes, you can touch me.” Angela nodded. She stroked a finger down Cody’s chest and stomach, all the way down to his cock. He cried out at the touch, wanting so much more. “Shh, patience,” Angela whispered, clearly reading his mind. Not that it was particularly difficult right now. 
 
      
 
    She then stroked her way even lower, teasing the tip of her finger against Cody’s asshole. From somewhere, Angela produced lube. Her finger was slick as it pressed into Cody. It was like nothing he’d ever felt before, each of Cody’s nerve-endings vibrating in excitement.  
 
      
 
    A moan seemed to get caught in his throat as Cody brought his legs up to frame Angela between them. The angle allowed her to press the finger further inside him, making Cody gasp. “Fuck!” It felt strange - but good. It was more intimate than any other way Angela had ever touched him.  
 
      
 
    Cody’s cock throbbed. He lifted one hand to Angela’s shoulder, clinging to her like he was afraid of what would happen if he didn’t. His other hand caught in the sheets, fingers clutching at them so he wouldn’t be tempted to touch himself. He felt sure he would come as soon as anything touched his cock.  
 
      
 
    Angela pulled her finger back, only to sink it into Cody again more quickly. His chest heaved. He had to fight to keep still as Angela’s finger fucked in and out of him. It didn’t hurt. Cody could feel his body slowly adjusting, relaxing enough to allow Angela to add a second finger alongside the first.  
 
      
 
    Just that difference felt so much bigger. Cody groaned. His breath was coming in quick bursts, the sounds falling from his lips uncontrollably. Angela moved her fingers in and out of him faster, making Cody whimper with pleasure. The way she licked her lips, like she couldn’t wait to fuck him with her silicone cock, made Cody’s body heat up. She looked gorgeous, the concentration on her face evident. 
 
      
 
    “How does it feel, baby? Do you like having my fingers inside you? Teasing you like this?” Angela asked, the tone of her voice low and seductive. 
 
      
 
    She did something, twisting her fingers in a way that made Cody see stars. His chest heaved and he clung even harder to Angela’s shoulder and the sheets. “Fuck, yes,” he replied, his voice already husky. “It feels amazing. You look so sexy.” His toes curled as Angela’s fingers moved steadily, fucking him relentlessly as she held him down against the mattress.  
 
      
 
    Cody did his best to stay still. He couldn’t keep his hips from bucking, trying to get more of Angela’s long, slender fingers inside him. “Please,” he whined. Angela’s expression was so fucking hot, the way her eyes widened to drink in his reactions. “Please, Angela, I can take more,” he cried. 
 
      
 
    “You will,” Angela told him confidently. Her fingers thrust in and out of Cody a few more times before she pulled back. Cody whined at the loss. Before he truly had much of a chance to even contemplate a complaint, Angela had lined up the lubed-up cock against his ass. 
 
      
 
    She pushed in slowly, making Cody’s whole body feel like it was at a cliff edge. “Relax,” Angela told him. “It’ll be easier if you relax.” Cody tried. He could still feel how the cock stretched him out. It felt a lot bigger than Angela’s fingers had been. Cody’s muscles ached as they stretched. The feeling bordered on painful. The slow speed at which Angela pushed in gave Cody’s body just enough time to adjust. 
 
      
 
    He had to grip the sheets harder, knuckles white.  
 
      
 
    “You’re doing so well, taking this so good,” Angela praised. “I love how deep you can take it. Such a good boy.” 
 
      
 
    Her praise rolled through Cody’s body, almost a physical sensation, helping to relax his muscles and soothe the ache as her cock stretched and filled him. Cody’s head fell back, his eyes closing. He could feel Angela everywhere. The thick cock pressed deep inside him, while Angela’s hands pinned him down to keep him still.  
 
      
 
    She pulled back. Cody wailed, his muscles clenching as he tried to hold the cock inside him. “Please,” he begged. Angela didn’t stop. She moved slowly, pulling the strap-on nearly all the way out before she thrust forward. The cock speared Cody, plunging so deep he swore he could feel it through his entire body. 
 
      
 
    “Angela!” Cody’s cock brushed against Angela’s stomach as she leaned into him, her nipples hard against his chest. It felt amazing, unlike anything Cody could have imagined. “Don’t stop,” he begged.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, I won’t,” she promised, lowering her mouth so she could kiss him. The kiss was hard. Angela’s teeth grazed over Cody’s lower lip. Then, almost suddenly, she began to fuck into him. Soft moans filled the room. Cody realized they were his. As they increased in volume, Angela’s joined them. Having her fuck him like this and moan as she did it was so fucking hot. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so good,” she moaned. “Taking my big cock so well. You feel great, baby, letting me fuck your ass. You love it, don’t you? Having my cock fuck you? Beg me to do it harder,” Angela instructed. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, fuck,” Cody gasped. His cock slapped against his flat stomach with every thrust. He loved that Angela wasn’t even paying attention to it. She was just using him, fucking Cody the way she wanted. It made Cody’s moans even louder. “I do,” he agreed, between breathless cries. The bed rocked under them. Cody’s knuckles stayed white as his grip tightened against the sheets.  
 
      
 
    Angela’s pace was steady, rocking into Cody with enough force to push quiet noises from his lips, grunts and whispers of Angela’s name. “Please,” he begged, opening his eyes to drink in the way Angela looked as she fucked him. “Please, go harder.” He lifted his legs, hitching one over Angela’s hip the way she often did to him. “Harder, Angela,” he begged.  
 
      
 
    She slammed forward, knocking the words out of him. The pressure she applied hit Cody in just the right spot, making him gasp loudly. He could see stars. Angela didn’t stop there. She moved her hands to his hips. Holding tightly, she fucked Cody even harder. The bed shook under them. 
 
      
 
    In between his loud cries of pleasure, Cody could see the way Angela’s breasts bounced. Her breath was coming in short bursts, too, softer moans surrounding them. “Hold my ass!” Angela instructed. “I want you to pull me closer, show me how hard you want me to fuck you. Make me fuck you as hard as you want me to.” 
 
      
 
    Cody groaned, pushing himself up with one hand and crying out as Angela’s cock hit the same spot once more. It sent shocks of pleasure exploding out to Cody’s fingertips, every nerve-ending coming alive all at once. His hands moved eagerly down Angela’s back, her skin soft and smooth. He grabbed her ass, squeezing as he pulled her into him. 
 
      
 
    He rocked under her, trying to match his movements to her rhythm. He pulled her close over and over. Cody could feel the muscles in his arms trembling. It wasn’t enough, not even as Angela’s hips slammed into him harder and harder. He cried out, Angela’s name and repeated pleas for ‘more’ and ‘deeper’. 
 
      
 
    Angela’s cock pounded against Cody’s prostate, overcoming him with sensation. It was as if he were drowning in it, completely submerged. His cock and balls throbbed. Cody tightened his grip on Angela’s ass. “Fuck, please, touch me,” he begged. “I need you to, fuck, Angela!”  
 
      
 
    “No,” she shook her head. “I want you to come like this. Just from me fucking you.” She didn’t slow down, pushing harder and harder. Cody felt so full. Angela kept going. Her hips pushed forward fast and hard. “Come on, Cody, show me how much you love this. Show me what a good little slut you are by letting me fuck your ass so hard.” She punctuated the words by slamming into him until he could feel nothing but the strength with which Angela fucked him. 
 
      
 
    Cody hadn’t even known it was possible. His blunt nails scratched at Angela’s ass as he tried to keep his hold on her. He could feel her muscles move as she pulled back and thrust into him, fucking him into the mattress. The pleasure that flew through his veins was different from any other orgasm he’d ever had. Cody could feel it building.  
 
      
 
    It rose in him like a tide, ebbing and flowing as fast as Angela hammered her cock into him. Finally, with one last wail of Angela’s name, Cody felt it sweep through him, until every nerve-ending in his whole body seemed to tingle. His cock twitched, spurting hot seed over his stomach in jets that kept coming and coming. 
 
      
 
    By the time the pleasure faded, Cody could hardly tell where he ended and Angela began. “Fuck,” he panted. “That was - I’ve never felt anything like that.” Angela was still fucking him, more slowly, more gently. Cody tightened his legs around her, a cry breaking from his throat as he pulled her in deeper once again.  
 
      
 
    She rocked slower and slower. Finally, the movements stopped. Angela took a moment before pulling back. When she finally did, Cody cried out softly. The emptiness inside him was such a strange ache. Cody felt so spent from his orgasm, barely able to move at all. Angela didn’t ask him to. He heard her unclip the harness and then return to his side. 
 
      
 
    Her fingers stroked over his stomach, spreading the cum across his skin. He turned his head slightly to watch as Angela brought her fingers up to her lips, licking his stickiness of them. 
 
      
 
    “You were so good,” Angela praised. “Did just as I told you to. I loved watching you come so hard.” 
 
      
 
    Cody turned towards her. His limbs felt heavy, and his mind seemed to have gone quiet. It was very like how he’d felt when Angela was feeding him. There was nothing he needed to do except lean into Angela’s touch and let her make the decisions.  
 
      
 
    “It was amazing,” he said, lifting his hand so that his fingers could rest against Angela’s waist. “God, you’re so hot. I love doing exactly as you say.” He dragged his hand down over Angela’s hip, brushing over her thigh.  
 
      
 
    “I want to make you come that hard,” he said. He tried to hide a yawn against Angela’s breast. He felt fucked out, as if Angela had pounded all the energy out of him. “Can I? Later?”  
 
      
 
    She gave a soft laugh and leaned in to kiss Cody. “Not only can you, but I’ll insist you do,” she said teasingly. Her hand came up to stroke through his hair. “You will need rest,” she added. “Have a nap and then I’ll wake you up when I want to come again.” It sounded like an excellent promise, especially since Angela didn’t move away, instead allowing Cody to pull her in closer against him. 
 
      
 
    She felt so good, so warm and soft. Cody cuddled in closer. The excitement that thrummed through him at the idea of Angela insisting was easily blanketed by the warmth of his affection for her. Going to sleep with one hand on Angela’s waist, listening to the rise and fall of her breathing, was easy. Cody felt sated, safe and better cared for than he could have imagined.  
 
      
 
    He tried to say as much, and Angela’s answering murmurs were the last thing Cody heard before he closed his eyes and drifted to sleep.  
 
      
 
   
  
 

 Following Her Orders 
 
      
 
    At the sound of the front door opening and closing, Becca felt a rush of excitement. She’d sent Owen out to fetch some milk, giving him no idea that by the time he returned she’d have dressed herself up in his very favorite outfit.  
 
      
 
    She rose from her chair by the mirror, heels clicking against the wooden floor as she went out to meet him. He was unpacking the shopping. At first, he didn’t notice Becca watching him. She could tell the moment that he felt her gaze. He glanced her way and his jaw dropped most flatteringly.  
 
      
 
    Becca knew she looked good. The short skirt emphasized the length of her legs, and the figure-hugging blouse showed off her breasts. It sent a shock of heat through her to see just how much Owen appreciated her efforts.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve decided I want you to serve me this afternoon,” Becca announced. “You’re going to have to work very hard to please me.” She licked her lips, drawing her gaze slowly over Owen’s body. Even in casual clothes, he looked so good. “Is that something you want?” she asked. She’d sprung this on Owen as a surprise, because she knew he liked surprises. If he wasn’t in the mood to submit today, all he had to do was say so. There were plenty of other things they could do together.  
 
      
 
    Of course, Becca did rather hope he was in the mood. The way Owen’s eyes clouded gave Becca an answer before he even spoke. She waited for him to confirm. He nodded energetically, clearly keen to serve Becca. Even so, she paused, expecting him to give her a verbal answer. Owen seemed to realize that. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Becca, I’d love to serve you,” Owen confirmed, before giving her a smile. “I’ll do anything,” he promised. “I always want to serve you,” he added. That made Becca smile even more. There were times when Owen said ‘no’ and that was perfectly fine, but she did believe that he still wanted to. It always pleased her that Owen trusted her enough to be honest about it. 
 
      
 
    Becca was also pleased he wanted to serve her now. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want me on my knees?” Owen asked and Becca could tell from his tone that he wanted to go on his knees for her. 
 
      
 
    As much as the question pleased her, it also made her laugh. “Not in the kitchen,” she decided. “Finish putting the shopping away, then come and kneel for me in the bedroom.” She waited for Owen to nod he understood, then turned to walk away, sure he was checking out her ass as she went.  
 
      
 
    She’d been busy while Owen had been at the shops. A number of things they would need were already laid out on their big bed. Everything would be familiar to Owen, and Becca was very confident that the sight of lube, his collar, and his favorite strap-on would only make him more keen to serve her.  
 
      
 
    Standing by the window, Becca hardly had to wait long before Owen came in, going to his knees beautifully. Becca watched as he looked around the room, loving the way his cheeks flushed with excitement.  
 
      
 
    “Do you want me to put your collar on now, or do you want to earn it?” Becca asked. Owen always deserved his collar. It was a sign of how much Becca cared for him, as well as their commitment to each other. Still, Owen sometimes enjoyed having to earn the privilege to actually wear it.  
 
      
 
    He seemed to consider the question. That, too, was pleasing to know that Owen thought about his options. “I’d like the collar,” he decided, dropping to his knees and crawling his way towards Becca. “I want to show you why I deserve it.” She had no doubt that he would. “I love having the collar, knowing I’m yours.” His tone was soft and he gave Becca a smile that was almost gentle. 
 
      
 
    “And it makes me so much better at eating you out,” he teased. 
 
      
 
    Laughing again, Becca ran her hand through Owen’s hair, making sure to give it a light tug that she knew he would feel all the way down his spine. “It does,” she agreed. “I very much plan for that to be part of our afternoon.” Owen was good at eating her out anyway. Becca loved being able to brush her fingers over the leather collar while he did it.  
 
      
 
    She carded her fingers through Owen’s hair again, then turned to reach for the collar in question. Carefully, she brought it around his neck. “You are mine,” she reminded him, as she often did while she was fastening the buckle. She ran her fingers over Owen’s neck, testing that the collar wasn’t so tight as to be uncomfortable.  
 
      
 
    Once she was sure it felt good, Becca settled herself on the bed, legs slightly apart. She patted the sheets between them. “Crawl up here and remind me how good you are,” she teased.  
 
      
 
    She could hardly wait for Owen to discover she wasn’t wearing panties under her skirt.  
 
      
 
    Becca knew the moment he did because there was a low sound, almost a growl that escaped Owen’s lips as his hands slid over Becca’s legs and under her skirt. He pushed it up a little bit, hands settling against her hips. Owen’s mouth was hot against the skin of Becca’s inner thighs and she moaned when he gave one a light bite. 
 
      
 
    Over the years, Owen had learned Becca’s body well. He knew just how to touch her, where to be rougher and where to lick softly. She loved how good he was at showing those skills off. He was also slow. They had all the time in the world. Owen’s mouth was teasing, and his hands were strong as they held Becca’s body. 
 
      
 
    When his tongue finally slid between her legs it was eager but not any faster. Owen took his time, teasing with the touches and the licks. Becca knew he loved her being vocal, loved having her urge him on. 
 
      
 
    She hooked one leg over Owen’s shoulder, opening herself up even more to his slow exploration. “Oh yes, baby, that feels good,” she praised, her toes curling against Owen’s back as his tongue fluttered just shy of her clit.  
 
      
 
    Reaching a hand down, Becca stroked again through Owen’s hair. She didn’t pull, didn’t try to lead him. “You know exactly what you’re doing, don’t you?” she asked, her voice practically a purr. “Know exactly where to put your tongue to make me crave you.” Owen’s tongue dipped down, teasing without quite pushing inside.  
 
      
 
    Becca rolled her hips, her body trying to get more friction in all the right places. Her hand moved to brush against Owen’s collar. It felt so right beneath her fingertips. “Come on, go a little faster,” she urged.  
 
      
 
    Not only did Owen know just how to touch her, he also was so good at doing exactly as Becca told him to. His tongue sped up, just a little bit, just like how she had asked him to. His tongue lapped up the wetness, sliding over Becca’s clit and then away again. The pleasure was slow as it spread through Becca’s body. Owen didn’t speed up, not until she told him to again. 
 
      
 
    With hands tight against Becca’s sides, Owen pulled her in closer against him, sliding one hand up the leg she had draped over his shoulder. He licked faster, making sure to circle his tongue around her clit. Her cries increased. Owen took that for the encouragement that it was. Then, almost suddenly, but definitely fully knowing what it would bring, Owen sucked against Becca’s clit. 
 
      
 
    Pleasure spiraled through her. Becca threw her head back, making no effort to muffle the moan that poured from her throat. She knew Owen wanted to hear it, knew how much it would excite him to know what he was doing to her. Becca’s muscles tightened, and just as she thought Owen was going to tip her over the edge already, he pulled back.  
 
      
 
    Owen’s tongue circled Becca’s clit again, then moved lower. The soft, wet pressure against her made Becca aware of how empty she was. She was tempted to lie back, tell Owen to fill her up. It would feel so good to have him over her and in her - but Becca had more elaborate plans.  
 
      
 
    One hand brushed against the collar at Owen’s throat. It sent a surge of arousal through Becca, knowing he let her claim him this way. “God, that felt so good, baby,” she praised. “I want you to work up to it again, and this time make me come.”  
 
      
 
    With her fingers against Owen’s collar, Becca could feel his breath hitching. He loved having her stroke over it, to be reminded how he was hers and she had collared him to show him how much he meant to her. It didn’t stop Owen’s tongue from circling Becca’s clit. He knew how to make her feel, how to bring that sweet, sweet pleasure back again. 
 
      
 
    As it edged closer, Becca’s cries increased, getting louder and louder. It made Owen go faster and his hand tightened to keep Becca in place. The pleasure was building quickly and Owen’s tongue lapped harder, pressing tightly against her clit until Becca finally felt her orgasm crashing over her. 
 
      
 
    The fingers of her free hand clutched at the bedsheets as she tried to lift her hips towards Owen’s mouth. His grip pinned her to the mattress, and Becca loved that. He was so strong, and he chose to submit all that strength to Becca’s orders. She bucked uselessly against him, crying out as the waves of pleasure rolled through her.  
 
      
 
    Owen kept his tongue moving against her, getting slower and slower as Becca’s breathing evened out. “Amazing, always,” she teased, her fingers brushing lightly against Owen’s shoulder. Gently, she pushed him away so she could shuffle into a more upright position.  
 
      
 
    She could still feel her skin tingling from the throes of her orgasm, and she stretched her arms out to try to savor the feeling.  
 
      
 
    “I want you to strip for me, now,” she said. “Nice and slowly, so I can enjoy watching you.”  
 
      
 
    With a string of soft kisses against Becca’s inner thighs, Owen moved back. His hands were soft as they stroked over her legs, tender and loving, like he’d never touched anything better. Slowly he got off the bed, licking his lips as he looked at Becca, lying there with her legs still parted. 
 
      
 
    She watched as Owen slid a hand up his side, almost seductively. He hardly needed to seduce Becca. She loved watching him anyway. Pulling his shirt up, Owen grinned at her before taking it off. His stomach muscles flexed, no doubt for Becca’s benefit.  
 
      
 
    The jeans were the next to come off and before long Owen was stood there in nothing but his collar. The leather looked beautiful around Owen’s neck, reminding Becca how much he was hers. So did his hard cock, standing to show her just how much Owen loved serving her. 
 
      
 
    “What next?” Owen asked keenly. 
 
      
 
    Slowly, Becca got off the bed, crossing the room to stand in front of Owen. Hooking one finger through the ring of his collar, she pulled his head down to hers. Becca kissed him hard, her tongue demanding entrance before she grazed her teeth against Owen’s lower lip. She swallowed up the eager sounds he made, kissing him until they were both breathless.  
 
      
 
    Sliding a hand down his chest, Becca wrapped her fingers around Owen’s cock. She stroked and squeezed, loving the way it made Owen gasp for her. Just when she felt his chest heave to draw in a breath, she stopped. It made Owen whine, and Becca smirked at him.  
 
      
 
    “Get on all fours on the bed,” she ordered.  
 
      
 
    Owen licked his lips, glancing at the lube and strap-on that Becca had set out, before giving a nod. She knew he liked it, knew he was excited by what was yet to come. He crawled on the bed just as she’d instructed. Getting on all fours, Owen glanced over his shoulder back at Becca. He chewed his lower lip between his teeth, almost hesitantly. 
 
      
 
    “What do you want me to do next?” He asked, rocking forward and then back, almost as if he couldn’t help himself but seek out some friction for his cock. 
 
      
 
    It made Becca smile as she crawled behind him on the bed. "Be patient, if you can," she teased. She ran an admiring hand over Owen's ass. "You look so good for me, wearing nothing but your collar. Such a good boy." The praise made Owen shift back against her hand, and Becca hummed.  
 
      
 
    "Tell me how much you want me to fuck you," Becca urged. Knowing Owen was watching over his shoulder, she reached for the lube. A few pumps of the bottle coated Becca's fingers. She brought them teasingly to Owen's ass, trailing between his cheeks and circling around his hole. 
 
      
 
    Owen whined in response, a sound that made Becca grin. “God, so much,” he moaned, pushing back, but only lightly. Owen liked it when Becca decided how quickly and how much he got. Becca’s teasing fingers earned her more whimpers from Owen but he was so good at not pushing back even more, not demanding she sped up. Instead, he carried on speaking, just as instructed. 
 
      
 
    “I want you to fuck me so badly, Becca. I love how you touch me. You fill me up so good, the anticipation makes my whole body heat up. Your fingers, they’re so good, and then your cock,” that was said with such a low groan that it made Becca’s body heat up. 
 
      
 
    She spread the lube over Owen's hole with feather-light touches, making his whimpers even louder. Becca could have made him beg. Owen sounded so beautiful when he begged. Even knowing that she could was enough to make Becca feel heat pool between her legs. Slowly, the pressed one finger into Owen, giving a low moan as his body accepted her.  
 
      
 
    "Always so good for me," she praised. Owen still didn't move back, even though Becca knew he must have wanted to. "So patient, and taking me so well." At that, she slid her finger all the way in. Steadily, she fucked Owen with one finger, giving him a taste of what she'd do once he was prepared and ready.  
 
      
 
    "Want more?" she asked, her tone teasing. Nonetheless, she stopped moving until Owen answered.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes, please,” Owen nodded and Becca saw the way his fist tightened against the sheets. It thrilled Becca to know how much control she had over him. When Becca did insert another finger, it was just as slowly and teasingly. Owen’s cries increased and he leaned forward more, almost as if to stop himself from doing the opposite. 
 
      
 
    Becca was just as slow as she moved her fingers in and out of Owen, parting them to hear the sound he gave in response. She wasn’t disappointed in the loud hiss that was followed up by a moan. 
 
      
 
    “It feels so good, baby,” Owen moaned. 
 
      
 
    With her free hand, Becca stroked over Owen's ass, giving the firm muscle a squeeze which made Owen's breath catch in his throat. "You're so good," she repeated. "You're going to love what I've got planned for you." Becca could hardly wait. First, she needed to make sure Owen was ready. She wouldn't risk hurting him just because she was too eager.  
 
      
 
    She carried on, praising Owen in a low voice while her fingers pressed rhythmically into his ass. She twisted her wrist, turning her fingers and crooking them in a way that made Owen moan deliciously. "I love the way you sound," she breathed. Owen would sound even better when it was the strap-on filling him up.  
 
      
 
    Becca pulled her fingers slowly free, one hand on Owen's hip to keep him still. "Are you ready for a cock, babe?" she asked, licking her lips as anticipation pooled low in her stomach.  
 
      
 
    “I am ready,” Owen promised. “Always so ready for you.” His eagerness made Becca smile, but she also wanted to reward it. “I want to show you how much I love it,” Owen told her, rocking back against her hand. Becca squeezed his ass again, smirking when Owen moaned in response. “Fuck, Becca, you feel so good.” His voice hitched, almost like the anticipation was too much to bear. 
 
      
 
    Becca hated to leave Owen alone on the bed, but he looked so good waiting there for her. “You can watch me while I get ready,” she told him. Owen looked around over his shoulder so quickly that Becca had to stifle a laugh. 
 
      
 
    She made it worth Owen’s while to watch, shimmying a little as she unbuttoned her blouse to reveal the barely-there fabric of her bra. Her nipples stood out against the material, and Becca paused to pinch one hard. It sent a bolt of sensation right to her pussy, and she enjoyed the way Owen’s eyes widened as she cried out.  
 
      
 
    Just as slowly, Becca discarded both her blouse and her bra before pushing her skirt down her hips, leaving her completely naked. “You’re going to look so hot on my cock, Owen,” she said, almost moaning the words. 
 
      
 
    The harness buckled around her hips easily, and Becca made eye contact with Owen as she fastened the strap-on into it. Instead of moving behind him, Becca took up her earlier position on the bed, with her back against the headboard.  
 
      
 
    “Crawl over here,” she ordered, beckoning with one hand while the other spread lube over the thick silicone cock.  
 
      
 
    She watched as Owen ran a tongue over his lips, eyes so focused on Becca. He gave a nod, moving in closer. Reaching out, Owen slid a soft hand over Becca’s side, up to her breast. The touch was caressing, almost tender. Owen’s hand then traveled down, over Becca’s stomach, before he brushed over the straps that held the cock in place. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so beautiful,” he groaned softly. “Tell me what to do. Can I touch you more? I want to touch you so much,” Owen told her. His eyes well dark with lust, like he didn’t know what to focus on. 
 
      
 
    Becca leaned in, capturing his mouth. She kissed him deeply, tongue soft as it explored against his own. When she pulled back, Owen’s lips were red and he looked even more stunning. “You can touch me,” she promised, arching her back to push her breasts into Owen’s hands.  
 
      
 
    His fingers were gentle, but he plucked at Becca’s nipples exactly the right way, sending tingles all over her body. “I’m going to help you get onto my cock,” she breathed. “Then I’m going to watch you fuck yourself on it.” It made Owen’s gaze snap to hers, suddenly knowing exactly what he wanted to focus on.  
 
      
 
    A soft ‘oh’ escaped Owen’s lips and his eyes widened, like it only now dawned on him what Becca had planned. He gave an eager nod, moving to straddle Becca’s legs. “You want to put it in? Or I can. Anything you want,” Owen said, rocking his hips forward. The strap-on pressed against his ass, but one of them would have to lead it to his asshole. Owen didn’t seem to be in any rush, though, not if the way his fingers played with Becca’s nipple were any indication. 
 
      
 
    His cock was hard, bouncing as he pushed forward. Owen didn’t reach out to touch himself. Instead, he focused on Becca and the way she cried out when he pulled against her nipple just right. 
 
      
 
    Becca moaned, the pleasure that rolled through her distracting her from immediately answering Owen's question. They had all the time in the world. Becca knew the building anticipation would only make Owen more and more eager. She reached out, raking her nails down his chest and making him push forward into her touch.  
 
      
 
    "So hard for me," she praised, one finger sliding down the length of his cock. She brushed teasingly against his inner thigh, then wrapped her hand around the strap-on between her legs. Watching Owen's face, she guided the cock until it pressed against his hole. "Sink down on it, babe," she urged. "Let it fill you up." 
 
      
 
    Owen was slow as he followed her instructions, careful not to hurt himself. His breath caught so beautifully in his throat, a grunt falling from his lips. Becca loved watching him, the way his face twisted in pleasure and concentration in equal measure. She felt how strong Owen’s body was above her. His muscles contracted as he took more of the cock in, until finally his ass pressed against Becca. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck, baby, it feels so big,” Owen whined. “I love how good you feel. Do you want me to move now? Want me to fuck myself on your cock?” He asked, rocking forward and making his cock bounce. “Will you touch me? I want you so bad.” 
 
      
 
    His questions sent a thrill through Becca, because she knew he would obey whatever instructions she gave. She could control Owen's experience, and he'd let her. "I want to watch you," she purred. "You look stunning, Owen. So intense, so concentrated. Fuck yourself slowly."  
 
      
 
    One hand settled on Owen's hip, fingers digging in hard enough to leave a bruise. Becca's other hand stroked up Owen's chest, circling around each of his nipples before she pinched one between two fingers. "I will touch you," she answered, letting her hand drop to wrap loosely around Owen's cock. "I don't want you to come. Not yet."  
 
      
 
    “I won’t,” Owen promised straight away. “I’ll do exactly what you tell me to,” he added before beginning to move. It was slow, because she hadn’t told him to go fast. Owen rose up almost the whole length of the dick in his ass, before lowering himself back down. He groaned loudly as he did so, biting his lower lip in pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Like this? Do you like it like this?” He asked. “Am I being good for you, Becca? I want to be good for you.” The question was almost a plea, the tone so needy. Becca knew how much Owen loved being told he was good for her, how much he loved being good for her. 
 
      
 
    “You’re so good for me,” she agreed. “So obedient, doing everything I ask you to.” It was easy to praise Owen. He really was so eager to please Becca. “I love watching you take it, love that you’re doing all the hard work and I can concentrate on what I love to do.” She brushed her fingers along the length of Owen’s cock again, to emphasize her point.  
 
      
 
    She did love touching him. His responses made Becca’s own body feel so much more sensitive. “Can you lean forward while you do that and play with my nipples?” she asked, moving the hand from Owen’s hip up to his own chest, as if to demonstrate. “It’s so hot having you ride me, but I want you to touch me, too.”  
 
      
 
    “I want that, too,” Owen nodded. He did lean forward, capturing one of Becca’s nipples between his lips. It made her cry out, especially when he ran his tongue over the tip, teasingly. All the while, Owen continued to ride himself on Becca’s cock, groaning whenever it hit the right sort of spot. 
 
      
 
    His mouth was hot against Becca and Owen was clearly very eager to hear Becca make more noises as he teased her nipples. One of her hands came up to tangle her fingers in his hair as she pulled him in closer. Tugging slightly made Owen moan and then Becca pressed her hips upwards, sending a vibration through her whole body as Owen cried out against her breast. 
 
      
 
    Her free hand moved to Owen's ass, feeling the muscle flex beneath her fingers as he raised himself up once more. She could feel him sink down, taking the whole of the thick cock so wonderfully. "God, you're so good for me like this," she praised. Owen groaned again at the words, his tongue circling hot and slow against Becca's nipple.  
 
      
 
    She bucked her hips upward again, loving how loudly Owen cried out, even with the sound muffled against her breast. He sucked harder on her nipple, pleasure sweeping over her body and making her pussy tingle between her legs. "Fuck yourself faster," she urged. "Go on, I want to see you bouncing up and down on my cock. Let me hear how much you love it." 
 
      
 
    Owen pulled his mouth away with a loud whine, but then followed Becca’s instructions. He pressed down and then pushed up again. The speed at which he fucked himself on the strap-on increased as did the loudness of Owen’s moans. She could tell how much he enjoyed it, the way his hands gripped against the sheets. 
 
      
 
    “I love it so much, Becca,” Owen cried. “You fill me up so good. Fuck! It feels great.” With each word Owen pushed down more, taking the cock right to its base and then back up. “I’ll come like this, if you don’t tell me to slow down,” he warned, his cock leaking hot precum on Becca’s stomach. 
 
      
 
    “Slow down, then,” Becca agreed, smirking up at Owen as he lifted himself off the strap-on once more. “I'm not done with you yet.” She ran her hands over his legs, scratching her nails across his skin in a way that made him whine as he lowered himself more slowly. Her fingers teased across his hips, skirting around the hard cock he so clearly wanted her to touch. 
 
      
 
    It thrilled Becca not to give Owen what he wanted. She knew he loved it as much as she did. It wasn't cruel, not when he found submitting to her so incredibly satisfying.  She moved her hands higher, pushing so Owen was sitting upright with his legs either side of her. It gave her a wonderful view of his cock, so flushed and hard. She tugged one of his nipples, making him gasp. “Touch yourself,” she ordered. “Show me how you like it, but don't come.” 
 
      
 
    The challenge was clearly there. Owen whined, but his hand slid over his stomach and down to his cock. He wrapped his fingers around it, a low groan rumbling up from Owen's chest. He carried on fucking himself slowly, pushing up into his hand. Becca could see the concentration on his face, how hard Owen was focusing on not coming because she’d told him not to.  
 
      
 
    “Feels so good, Becca, fuck,” Owen moaned. “Please let me come,” he begged. “I’m so close, I want to come, to show you how good you make me feel.” Despite his begging, Becca knew that Owen wouldn’t do anything unless she specifically told him to. The power that gave her over Owen made the whole of Becca's body heat up.  
 
      
 
    “I so enjoy watching you like this,” she said, with utter sincerity. It was true, she did love watching Owen. “I can see your muscles move in your thighs as you lift yourself up. I can see how flushed you are, how much you love having my cock fill you up.” She reached out, running an admiring hand down Owen’s chest.  
 
      
 
    Once more, she skirted playfully around his cock. “So sexy,” she praised. “And so good.” Knowing Owen was doing exactly as she asked made Becca love watching even more. It made her mouth water. The drop of precum at the head of Owen’s dick was just begging to be caught up on a finger and brought to her mouth.  
 
      
 
    But Becca wanted to watch Owen’s hands on his cock, not her own. Instead, she raked her nails down his sides. “Go on,” she urged. “Come for me. Let me watch.”  
 
      
 
    It was all the encouragement he needed, fingers wrapping around his cock. Owen still took his time. It was pleasing to Becca to know that even though she had said he could, Owen still wanted to make sure the watching was worth it. He moved up and down the strap-on slowly, his hand matching the same speed, up and down, up and down. Then, Owen increased the speed, going faster and faster. 
 
      
 
    His cries filled the room and Becca couldn’t take her eyes off him. He looked so beautiful, doing this for her. “Fuck, you’re so good!” Owen whined and stroked faster. He moved up and down faster, too, until finally, he cried out, his hot cum spilling across Becca’s stomach. But even as Owen slowed down, he didn’t stop completely. 
 
      
 
    Becca moaned, feeling almost as overstimulated as she knew Owen must be. Her pussy was soaking wet and so hot, she could almost feel it burning up between her legs. She wanted Owen to feel it, to know what watching him had done to her.  
 
      
 
    With her hands on his hips, Becca guided Owen to a stop. His cum was splashed across her stomach and his thighs, and Becca swiped a finger through it to finally bring to her lips. She let Owen watch as she sucked his cum off her finger, moaning around it. 
 
      
 
    “Do you want to make me come, babe?” she asked, knowing what the answer would be.  
 
      
 
    “More than anything,” Owen replied instantly. He ran his hands over Becca’s stomach and up to her breasts before leaning down to catch one of her nipples with his mouth again. Owen’s fingers slid back down and between Becca’s legs, but not quite where she wanted them to. He stilled, pulling back to give her a look. “Tell me what you want,” Owen encouraged. “Let me do exactly what you need me to.” 
 
      
 
    Becca smiled. “You always do what I need you to,” she said softly. “You’re always so good, babe.” Shifting beneath him, Becca took hold of the strap-on, holding it steady. “Lift yourself off for me,” she instructed. “Then you can undo the buckles on the harness.”  
 
      
 
    She didn’t stop watching, licking her lips as the expressions that moved across Owen’s face. She made soft, approving noises, knowing how much he loved to please her. Once she was free of the strap-on, she reached out a hand to Owen. “Fill me up with your fingers,” she instructed. Her pussy ached it was so empty.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, yes, baby, I’ll do it so well,” Owen nodded energetically. He pressed two fingers inside her, groaning at how wet she was. It felt so good, to have his fingers in her. Becca rocked against them and Owen began to move them faster. He leaned down to suck against her nipple again, making Becca cry out. Owen’s fingers began to move inside her faster, the wet sounds from her pussy getting louder. 
 
      
 
    Owen bit against Becca’s nipple lightly, making her whine. He knew how to touch her just right. His fingers pumped in and out of Becca faster and faster. “Can I put my mouth on you, too?” Owen asked pulling his mouth away from Becca’s breast. 
 
      
 
    Becca arched her back, pushing her breasts out without even thinking. Owen was so talented with his mouth, Becca always wanted him to serve her that way. “You can,” she decided, “as long as you keep your fingers in me too.” She watched as Owen kissed his way down her body. Parting her legs, Owen slotted himself between them, making Becca smirk. “Always look so good there, baby,” she praised, running her hand through Owen's hair.  
 
      
 
    His fingers plunged into her again, crooking just right to make Becca scream. His tongue was hot and wet, lapping against his fingers inside her. Becca ran her free hand up her body, trailing over her stomach and breasts. She let her nails scratch against her skin, the pain a sharp contrast to the pleasure coiling between her legs.  
 
      
 
    “Fuuuck, this feels so good,” she moaned. “I want you to make me come, babe, but it's up to you when.” 
 
      
 
    Owen loved making Becca come, so it wasn’t surprising when his tongue almost straight away came up to circle around Becca’s clit. It was wet and hot, flicking teasingly over it again and again. As her moans increased, so did the speed with which Owen’s fingers moved inside Becca. Her orgasm built quickly, pleasure spreading from between her legs up to her stomach and then through her body as she tipped over the edge. 
 
      
 
    Owen didn’t stop, though. His fingers fucked her even faster, making the whole of Becca’s body twist. His tongue also lapped faster, when he pulled back it was only so he could push a third finger inside Becca, fingering her so hard that she had to grip the sheets not to be pushed up more. 
 
      
 
    Practically screaming in pleasure, Becca arched her back to push down against Owen's fingers. They filled her so perfectly, rubbing against the perfect spot inside her to make Becca see stars. Her breath came hard and fast, chest heaving as if she'd run a marathon. “Fuck, Owen,” she gasped. He was going to make her come again, Becca could feel it. 
 
      
 
    His tongue slowed, pressing harder against her clit. Becca's toes curled, one hand tugging Owen's head against her pussy. “Yes, yes, yes!” she wailed. “Don't stop, Owen. I'm so close.”  
 
      
 
    Owen’s hand moved faster and faster, his free one coming to steady Becca’s side, pressing her into the bed. His hand in her pussy moved so fast, covering the bed in her wetness. Becca’s whole body felt like every nerve-ending was responding to Owen’s touch. When his tongue licked over her clit once again, Becca’s orgasm made all of her muscles tighten. Her body thrashed against the bed, only kept in place by Owen’s hand on her side. 
 
      
 
    Her fingers tugged harder in his hair, her hips bucking up against his mouth. Becca's vision blacked out for a moment, so intense was her orgasm. When she blinked her eyes back open, Owen looked so pleased between her thighs. He knew he'd done well. Becca reached out her free hand, curling around his arm to guide back up the bed.  
 
      
 
    She kissed him, licking her taste off his lips and humming her approval into his mouth. “That was fantastic, Owen,” she praised. “You were so good for me, such a wonderful sub.” She ran a hand over his side, feeling the sweat that had gathered there. “Do you feel like you worked hard?” she asked. That was, after all, what she had promised.  
 
      
 
    The praise made him beam and Owen nodded. “I do feel like I worked hard. You came hard, didn’t you?” The question was asked teasingly and made Becca laugh. She had come very hard, her body was still trembling, muscles aching so pleasantly. “You’re wonderful,” Owen told her, kissing her again, this time more softly before he collapsed next to Becca in the bed. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll make you some food, yeah? In a little bit. God, that really was good, I feel so thoroughly fucked,” he breathed. 
 
      
 
    “Rest for a while,” Becca urged, turning so she could watch the smile that played about Owen’s lips. He looked thoroughly fucked, his hair a total mess and the marks of Becca’s nails still standing out red against his skin. She leaned in, pressing a soft kiss against his lips. He opened his mouth immediately, letting Becca sweep her tongue slowly inside.  
 
      
 
    She hummed into the kiss, then pulled back. “Once you’ve recovered, I won’t say no to food,” she teased. She really was incredibly lucky to have Owen in her life, and she made sure she took good care of him in return. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 She's the Boss 
 
      
 
    Business trips were always stressful. Portia missed being at home, in familiar surroundings and following her usual routine. Constantly meeting clients meant that she had to keep her hard exterior in place. There was never a chance to relax or let her hair down. By Friday evening, Portia was ready for some much-needed stress relief.  
 
      
 
    It had been her suggestion that Vince, her boyfriend of eight months, fly down to meet her. They would spend the weekend exploring the fun side of New York City.  
 
      
 
    First, Portia knew exactly what she needed.  
 
      
 
    She changed out of her work clothes, into a sheer blouse and pencil skirt. They looked professional, but were far too risque for her actual job. Vince would love her in them. She’d sent him down to the lobby to wait until she was ready.  
 
      
 
    Sitting before the mirror, Portia applied a coat of red lipstick, admiring the effect. Finally, she pulled open the drawer to make sure everything she wanted would be at hand. 
 
      
 
    After texting Vince to come up, Portia turned so she could face the door. Unlike her, Vince was dressed casually, in jeans and a t-shirt. His broad shoulders made Portia’s mouth water, as did the slight bulge tenting the front of his jeans. He was aroused already. Portia smirked.  
 
      
 
    “Close the door and kneel there,” Portia instructed, gesturing to the floor beside the dressing table. 
 
      
 
    There was absolutely no hesitation. Vince closed the door and dropped to his knees next to it. From there he gave Portia a grin. There was no shyness in him. It was something that Portia had always loved. Vince enjoyed submitting to her - just like she enjoyed having him at her mercy - and he was always so proud to do so. 
 
      
 
    And eager. Never hesitant or unsure. It thrilled Portia to know that Vince was always so up for handing the power over to her. He was always willing to let her choose what they did and how they did it. He never asked her for things, instead trusting her fully to give him whatever he deserved. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, baby,” Vince said with a grin. “I missed you,” he told her, staying perfectly still. She hadn’t told him to move. 
 
      
 
    It made Portia’s heart skip a beat. She hadn’t had the time to miss Vince, but she was glad that he was here now. Getting up, she walked around Vince’s kneeling form. “You’re a sight for sore eyes,” Portia praised. Trailing her fingers over the nape of Vince’s neck, his head fell forward, making Portia’s breath catch. “So beautiful,” she breathed. Vince’s vulnerability, and his willingness to trust Portia, always made her feel a heat start to creep down her spine towards her core.  
 
      
 
    Hooking her fingers under the material of Vince’s shirt, Portia gave it a slight tug. Without needing her to say anything, Vince raised his arms. It allowed Portia to pull the garment up and off. His muscles shifted, pressing against one another as his shoulder blades moved. Portia knew it had been too long since she’d last given Vince the pleasure-pain that he craved. His back was completely unmarked, which Portia had every intention of changing.  
 
      
 
    With her heels clicking against the floor, Portia walked back to the dressing table. She pushed the low stool she’d been sitting on forward, in front of Vince. “Lean over that,” she ordered. “And unbutton your pants.”  
 
      
 
    Portia’s tongue darted out to wet her lips as she watched Vince crawl to the stool. She would never get tired of seeing that. Even his crawl had confidence. Vince knew Portia’s eyes were following his movements. Once he reached the stool, Vince unbuttoned his pants. He didn’t attempt to push them down, even though his hard cock was clearly trapped under the thick material. 
 
      
 
    Making himself comfortable - as comfortable as leaning over a stool could be - Vince glanced over his shoulder at Portia. “Like this?” he asked. She appreciated how he didn’t question what it was that she planned to do to him. He simply gave himself over to her for whatever. 
 
      
 
    “Exactly like that,” Portia answered, giving her reflection in the mirror a small smirk. It sent a thrill down her spine to know she was still immaculately dressed, while Vince was shirtless with his pants undone. It put him so much in her power, giving Portia a feeling that she simply couldn’t get enough of.  
 
      
 
    The drawer opened with a slight creak, making Vince turn his head to follow Portia’s movements. She’d done her own packing, so he had no way to know what she’d brought with her for them to play with. When she pulled out one of her smaller whips, Vince’s eyes widened. His tongue darted out to wet his lips. Portia badly wanted to put that tongue to good use. First, she would give Vince what she knew he wanted. 
 
      
 
    “You’ve been very good,” she praised. “Coming all the way out here with me, and not interrupting my work at all. I’m very, very pleased with you.” Portia really was. If this was any indication, she’d definitely bring Vince on more trips in the future. “I’m going to reward you with the whip,” she announced. “Does that sound good?”  
 
      
 
    “Fuck yes.” Vince nodded eagerly. He shifted against the stool. Portia knew it was because of how turned on he was by the prospect. Vince loved pain, especially as a reward. Not that he’d complain about it as punishment, but the way he moaned when Portia rewarded him with a whipping made her wet just thinking about it. 
 
      
 
    Reaching out, Portia ran her fingers over Vince’s unmarked back, scratching her nails over it. Vince gave a soft groan at that. The sound promised so much more to come. Portia’s fingers moved down to the base of his back. She sought out the waistband of his pants, pushing them down a bit, exposing the top of Vince’s ass. Just like his back, it was scandalously unmarked. Portia’s pussy heated with the desire to mess it up. 
 
      
 
    Warmth radiated off Vince’s skin. So much so that Portia wanted to lean down and taste him, just to watch the goosebumps rise in response. She tucked the thought away as something to return to later. Right now, she had a promise to fulfill. Carefully, she shifted her weight from foot to foot, finding the most comfortable position.  
 
      
 
    Satisfied, Portia trailed the ends of the whip softly over Vince’s spine. He whined, so eager for more than the light touch Portia was giving him. “Patience, baby,” Portia urged, smirking. She didn’t really make Vince wait, not when he’d been so good for her. Instead, she lifted her hand, bringing the whip down with a stinging slap. It wasn’t anywhere near as hard a blow as Portia could land. Nonetheless, it was a good beginning.  
 
      
 
    “Tell me how it feels,” she ordered.  
 
      
 
    The low groan that fell from Vince’s lips before he even replied was a pretty good indication of what the answer might be. “I missed it,” he told her breathlessly. “It feels so good, babe. Like I can feel you all the way into my bones.” And that was just from one hit. What Portia wanted was to hear him cry out in that way that told her his pleasure was mixing with pain, giving him a very different kind of pleasure. 
 
      
 
    He edged back, as if to meet the whip before it could meet his skin. Portia loved his eagerness, but she also wanted to remind him that he was to take it and not demand it. 
 
      
 
    “Stay still!” Portia’s voice was like a whip in itself, cracking the silence. Vince stiffened immediately, muscles going tight all across his back. Portia moaned, loving the way Vince’s response made her blood rush through her body. “That’s good, baby,” Portia said, more gently. “Stay still. I’ll give you exactly what you need, I promise.” There was the slightest relaxation of Vince’s shoulders, like a tension easing that he hadn’t even known he’d held.  
 
      
 
    As she’d promised, Portia brought the whip down again. The blow was hard enough that she could watch the red lines develop all along Vince’s side. This time, when Portia paused, Vince didn’t move. As a reward, she brought the whip down twice more, crisscrossing more lines of pain across the top of his ass.  
 
      
 
    “If you’re good,” Portia breathed, voice low, “I might just fuck you, once I’m satisfied. Would you like that?”  
 
      
 
    Vince moaned, giving a nod. He carefully didn’t move his body too much as he did so. “I’d like that very much, if it would please you,” he answered, making Portia grin. She had no doubt at all that he meant it. Whatever she chose would be something Vince liked. As a reward for being so compliant, Portia brought the whip down again, letting it lick across his already streaked skin. 
 
      
 
    The sounds that Vince made were loud. Portia could tell he wasn’t holding back. She could see his hands gripping against the legs of the stool as he braced himself for another whipping. Portia didn’t hesitate to deliver it. Vince’s whine resounded around them, like music to her ears. 
 
      
 
    “God, it makes me so wet,” Portia praised. “I love listening to you.” This was exactly what Portia had needed after her week of hard work. The control made her spirit sing. And nothing turned her on faster than hearing the sounds Vince made as she whipped him. She brought the whip down harder, faster, letting it lick like fire across Vince’s back. Later tonight, she’d strip him completely, run her fingers over the marks she had left.  
 
      
 
    The more that Portia brought the whip down, the further Vince’s muscles relaxed, until he was almost a puddle on the floor at Portia’s feet. She grinned, feeling exhilarated. She was pleased with the work she’d already done.  
 
      
 
    Stepping back, Portia licked her lips. “Shall I take my skirt off?” she asked, tone teasing.  
 
      
 
    She waited for Vince’s answer, not surprised to discover that he needed a moment or two to remember how to speak. A good whipping always sent him halfway into subspace. She loved that, too. Perhaps asking him what she should do was a bit unfair, even if the question was rhetorical. Portia began unzipping her skirt before Vince managed to nod in agreement. 
 
      
 
    Back on his knees in front of her, Vince raised his hands in a silent question of whether he could help Portia take the garment off. When she nodded, he smiled, hands sliding carefully over the material. He was always so gentle. Unless, of course, she told him not to be. 
 
      
 
    Once he began to pull the skirt down, Vince leaned in to press a soft kiss against Portia’s newly bared thigh. He didn’t try anything else, just leaning back to help Portia out of the skirt fully. Vince even moved it to one side, carefully folding it before turning back to Portia for further instructions. 
 
      
 
    “Such a beautiful sub for me,” Portia praised, reaching out to run her fingers through Vince’s hair. She gave a slight tug, just hard enough that she could enjoy the hiss of surprised pleasure-pain that whistled between Vince’s teeth. Stepping into the space between him and the bench, Portia hooked her fingers into the waistband of her panties, pulling them down over her ass.  
 
      
 
    Again, Vince reached forward. Portia let him slide the material down her legs. Still wearing her heels, she carefully stepped out of her panties as Vince held them for her. Feeling how wet she was, Portia moaned. The ache between her legs was almost overwhelming. She settled her ass on the padded bench, spreading her legs wide on either side of Vince’s kneeling form. 
 
      
 
    His eyes had widened, drinking in the sight of her pussy on display just for him. He looked as though he felt like the luckiest man alive. That, too, made Portia’s heart leap within her chest. “Come and remind me how good you are with your tongue,” she urged. “I’ve missed coming home to that.”  
 
      
 
    She’d hardly managed to finish the sentence before Vince’s mouth was against her skin. His hot kisses traveled up over Portia’s inner thigh. He nipped lightly, making Portia give a soft moan. Vince took his time, teasing her just the way Portia liked. The anticipation was building. She moaned again, knowing his mouth would feel amazing against her. 
 
      
 
    When it finally made it there, Portia didn’t hold back the cry of pleasure it caused her to give. Vince eagerly lapped up the wetness between her legs, teasing long gone. Instead, he slid his tongue inside her, fucking her with it lightly before licking up to Portia’s clit. The tip of Vince’s tongue circled around Portia, making her whine as the pleasure rolled through her. 
 
      
 
    She really had missed this. Touching herself was never as good. Vince’s tongue flicked across Portia’s clit expertly, sending a wave of arousal through her. She could never tell where his next touch would come. It kept Portia on a breathless edge, her chest heaving under the material of her blouse.  
 
      
 
    “You can make me come when I’ve taken the rest of my clothes off,” she decided, looking down to catch the nod Vince gave. He didn’t lift his tongue from between Portia’s legs. His strong hands rested on Portia’s thighs, spreading her open for him, making her feel so much more sensitive.  
 
      
 
    Slowly, hands almost trembling, Portia reached for the lowest button of her blouse. She slipped it through the hole, fingers brushing the exposed skin of her stomach. Going slowly was a torture - but of the sweetest kind. She wanted to drag the pleasure of Vince’s mouth out for as long as possible.  
 
      
 
    “Let me feel your hands on me,” Portia added. She loved Vince’s fingers. She gave a loud moan of encouragement when he brought one fingertip up to tease the entrance to her pussy. 
 
      
 
    The volume of her cries increased when Vince then pushed forward. His finger teased just as expertly inside her. He knew what she liked. There was almost no time before his second finger joined the first, moving in and out of Portia in a way that made her moan louder. Unbuttoning her blouse was a challenge. Thankfully for her, Vince was more than willing to work with her. 
 
      
 
    Every time Portia’s orgasm edged closer, Vince slowed down, letting her tease her fingers over her bra-covered breasts. Then he picked up again, bringing her so close it was almost overwhelming. But once again, Vince slowed down, changing the angle, letting Portia tell him when she was ready. 
 
      
 
    Her blouse made a striking puddle on the pale wooden floor. Portia was far more interested in the sight Vince made, his cheeks flushed, his mouth and chin wet from her liquids. She sank her teeth into her lower lip, hard enough for the sting to sizzle through her veins. Vince’s fingers parted, stretching Portia out. She panted his name. Fuck but he was good at this!  
 
      
 
    Unable to wait any longer, Portia’s hands moved behind her back, slipping the clasp of her bra out of its hooks. Slowly, she peeled the fabric away, letting her breasts spill forth, skin smooth and creamy. Vince’s gaze flew up, fixating immediately on her nipples, already hard and dark. They were begging to be pinched and played with.  
 
      
 
    Lifting one hand, Portia tugged against her nipple, giving a small scream. Pleasure rocked through her, carrying her up to that blissful edge. “Make me come,” she ordered, breathless.  
 
      
 
    That was all it took. Vince sped up again, his fingers fucking in and out of Portia faster and faster. She had to hold onto the stool to steady herself. It helped that Vince also held her hip, to make sure he didn’t fuck her off it. It let Portia focus only on her pleasure, trusting Vince to make her come. 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t long before her orgasm was building again. This time, rather than slowing down, Vince urged her climax on. His fingers moved faster and his tongue lapped harder. Finally, Portia’s body felt like an explosion of pleasure, tingling through every single nerve-ending as she shook. 
 
      
 
    She screamed Vince’s name, loving the idea that on the other side of the hotel’s walls, someone might hear her. Vince deserved for everyone to know about his skills - though Portia would never share them with anyone else. Vince held her, licking through the quivers as her muscles relaxed. With a soft sigh, Portia felt as though her whole body was melting into the stool. It was exactly what she’d needed.  
 
      
 
    “You’re so talented,” she praised, loving the way Vince’s eyes lit up. Slowly, letting the pleasure tingle through her, Portia got to her feet. “I will definitely reward you,” she promised. Once again, she delved into the drawer, pulling out the strap-on she’d brought with her.  
 
      
 
    Vince’s gaze never left her as she tugged the harness on, fastening it over her hips. Instead of asking, knowing how spaced out Vince must be from following her orders so perfectly, Portia merely pushed the stool aside to stand in front of him. “Get me nice and wet for you,” she instructed. 
 
      
 
    His lips parted instantly and Portia had to swallow a moan. Vince’s obedience was so hot. He moved in closer to her, hands brushing over Portia’s legs as he leaned in to catch the silicone cock between his lips. There was no hesitation in Vince’s movements as he licked over her cock, leaving trails of saliva across it. She loved seeing him like this, on his knees, sucking her cock before it fucked him. 
 
      
 
    Taking the strap-on deeper, Vince paid it as much attention as if Portia could feel physical pleasure from it. She might not have sensitivity in the cock, but his dedication to it still made her moan. It wasn’t until she was fully satisfied that the strap-on was wet that she pushed Vince back. She was sure he wouldn’t have stopped until she’d told him to. 
 
      
 
    “Good boy,” she praised. She loved the way it made Vince’s eyes cloud over with desire. Knowing how highly he cherished her praise made Portia all the more eager to give it. “Go and get comfortable on the bed,” she added. “On your hands and knees.” She didn’t give more specific instructions, trusting Vince to choose how he wanted to be situated.  
 
      
 
    Once he’d settled, facing the big windows and parallel to the pillows, Portia brought the lube out from the drawer and walked around to Vince’s ass. “So hot,” she breathed, running her free hand over his skin. Vince worked hard to keep his ass toned and tight. Portia never overlooked an opportunity to let him know how much she appreciated his commitment to the gym.  
 
      
 
    Leaning forward, she nipped lightly at the curve of Vince’s ass, making him yelp. She grinned. It took no time at all for her to slick her fingers with lube, pressing one easily against Vince’s asshole. They’d done this before. He knew just how to relax and let her fuck her way into him.  
 
      
 
    He also knew how much Portia enjoyed hearing him. Vince didn’t hold back. His groans were soft but steady as Portia eased her finger in. It was when she pushed a second one in that the moans falling from Vince’s lips got louder. He rocked back a little. Not so much that Portia needed to punish him for it, only enough to be helpful. 
 
      
 
    Portia knew he loved it, especially when her other hand slid up and teased over his back. The sharpness of the pain that her fingers caused when brushing over the marks she’d left there with the whip seemed to do the trick. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” Vince breathed, his hands gripping the sheets below him. 
 
      
 
    Portia smirked. “That’s the plan,” she confirmed. Vince was too far into subspace to laugh, so Portia ran her nails over one of the marks across his ass. Vince’s hiss of pleasure-pain sent a jolt of arousal between Portia’s legs. Easing another finger past the tight ring of muscles, Portia relished the way Vince swayed beneath her. “I’m going to take my time,” she said, knowing Vince could process her tone better than her words. “Fuck you nice and slowly, fill you up.”  
 
      
 
    She twisted her fingers, spreading them slightly apart as she pressed them deeper. Vince accepted her so beautifully, his body once again relaxing before Portia’s eyes. As promised, she didn’t rush, taking the time to be sure that Vince was slick and stretched.  
 
      
 
    Only then did she kneel on the bed behind him, one hand tight against his hip. The silicone cock nudged against Vince. He gave a small whimper of need. Portia held the strap-on still, then pushed her hips slowly forward, sinking it inch by inch.  
 
      
 
    This time, the ‘fuck’ that fell from Vince’s lips was much louder. He sounded breathier in a way. He didn’t push back, knowing that Portia wanted to choose how much she gave him and how fast. But she could tell that he wanted to. Vince’s knuckles whitened as he held onto the sheets. He really was so good for her. Portia wanted to reward that, so she scratched across his back once again, causing Vince to whine loudly. 
 
      
 
    “Please, Portia, it feels so good,” Vince moaned. He still didn’t push back. His begging made her want to give in, just a little bit. Portia pushed forward further, letting him take more of her cock. The response was so eager that it definitely didn’t make Portia regret giving him more. When she was finally fully in, Portia stopped to let Vince enjoy it. 
 
      
 
    She squeezed his hip, her other hand moving softly over his back. Feeling the muscles that shifted under her fingertips thrilled Portia, reminding her how strong Vince was. He willingly submitted all that strength to her, because they both wanted it. Leaning forward, Portia pressed a kiss against Vince’s shoulder. The movement shifted the cock inside him, making Vince cry out in surprise and pleasure.  
 
      
 
    Portia’s pussy ached with need, a deep desire to gather more of those noises. She pulled her hips back, giving a low moan of her own. Squeezing her eyes shut, she pressed the strap-on forward. The dark made her so much more sensitive to Vince’s moans, to the way his body accepted her.  
 
      
 
    Steadily, she set up a rhythm, tugging at Vince’s hip to encourage his movements to meet her.  
 
      
 
    With her eyes closed, Portia’s senses focused on how Vince sounded. Every little moan and then the ones that were louder. The harder she thrust forward, the louder he got. Vince’s grunts surrounded them. Portia loved the way the volume steadily increased. She fucked forward harder and harder until he was crying out in pleasure under her. 
 
      
 
    Blinking her eyes open, Portia smiled at how gorgeous Vince looked. The marks across his back were still red, sitting so temptingly crisscrossed. She longed to reach out and drag her nails over each and every one. Starting with the lines on his ass, Vince whined loudly at the pain. But Portia knew he loved it. She couldn’t see his cock, but Portia had no doubt that it was hard as a rock for her. His moans were loud and filled with so much pleasure. Portia could hardly wait to give him even more of it. 
 
      
 
    Shifting, Portia leaned further over Vince’s back, letting his strength support some of her weight. She still slammed her hips forward, driving the cock even deeper purely for the way it made Vince cry out her name. Her free hand slid down over Vince’s chest. She paused to pinch at his nipple when she felt the pebbled skin beneath her fingertips. 
 
      
 
    Once she’d teased both nipples into hard peaks, Portia carried on. Her hand dragged slowly down the muscles of Vince’s stomach. She felt them flex, like they were jumping to attention. When her fingers finally wrapped around Vince’s cock, his whole body seemed to shiver. Making a loose fist, Portia let her thrusts push Vince forward into her hand. Precum streaked her palm, turning Portia on even more.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck, Portia, that’s...” Vince’s breath disappeared, taking whatever the end of that sentence was going with it. Instead, he moaned loudly. He gasped as he drove his hips forward to meet Portia’s hand and then back to fuck himself against her cock. Portia let him, encouraging him with her own moans. It felt good to be so in charge of Vince, to decide whether she wanted him to come or not. 
 
      
 
    Portia slowed down and then sped up again, enjoying when that made Vince groan loudly. She tightened her fist, only to loosen it again. Teasing. Vince’s body responded so beautifully that Portia could hardly help herself. She loved making him scream, slamming forward hard to find that sweet spot inside him that sent Vince wild. 
 
      
 
    She angled her hips, making sure she rubbed against his prostate with every thrust. The moment Vince’s careful self-control snapped, Portia felt it. His body bucked under hers. He cried out, sweat sliding down his spine as he leaned forward only to thrust himself back hard. Portia moved with him, driving him into the mattress with the force of her own hips.  
 
      
 
    The sound of skin on skin rose all around them. Portia’s hips bounced off Vince’s ass. When she paused, grinding hard against the marks left by the whip, she heard Vince give a choked cry under her. His body trembled. Portia knew he must be close to orgasm.   
 
      
 
    “Do you want to come?” she asked, leaning forward even further to breathe the words against Vince’s ear.  
 
      
 
    “More than anything,” he answered immediately. She knew he was struggling, that he was holding back as much as he could. Portia also knew that she would either have to let him or to stop pounding into him. There was no way Vince could take much more of this sweet, sweet torture. And yet, she adored the fact that he tried. Vince gave himself over to her so well. 
 
      
 
    She murmured endearments, tightening her fingers around Vince’s cock. She stroked, loving the thick feel of him in her hand. Taking control of Vince’s pleasure like this, urging his orgasm on with her touches and her words, was exactly what Portia had needed. 
 
      
 
    Speeding up, she matched the movement of her hand to the pounding of her hips. Vince was incoherent under her, overwhelmed by the pleasure she could give him. “Come for me,” she ordered, using his hips to punctuate her point. “Let me feel you come all over my fingers.” She wanted to see the way Vince’s muscles shook, the way he went completely still as the peak of his orgasm crashed through him.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck, yes,” he breathed, slamming his hips forward just as she pushed into him again. It was all it took before Vince’s hot seed spilled across Portia’s fingers. He groaned loudly and her hips fucked into him slower and slower, milking his cock for every last drop. When he was finally spent, Portia slowed down. She placed a soft kiss against Vince’s back. 
 
      
 
    She pulled away, wiping one hand against the sheets and bracing the other against Vince’s back. While he recovered, Portia got up to get rid of the strap-on and to get a wet flannel to clean Vince up. She’d missed that, too - looking after him, taking care of him. Somewhere in her bag there was a cream for his back, too. Portia looked forward to applying that, showing Vince how much she appreciated his submission. 
 
      
 
    Feeling more relaxed than she had all week, Portia gave a satisfied sigh. “Thank you for this,” she said, hardly expecting Vince to reply immediately. It would take him a few minutes to remember how to put words together. Portia was more than happy to give him as much time as he needed. He’d been so good for her, following her orders so beautifully.  
 
      
 
    She wiped the flannel over Vince’s ass. As his skin cooled, the marks stood out even more vividly red. He’d be a little sore tomorrow, but Portia’s cream would help. She fetched it, her fingers soft as she spread it over Vince’s back. “How are you feeling?” she asked, as she heard Vince make a quiet noise of pleasure.  
 
      
 
    He sank down into the blankets, giving a soft, satisfied hum at her question. She carried on rubbing the cream into his skin, slow little movements, making sure she didn’t miss a mark. Seeing Vince’s marked back, Portia’s body heated up all over again. She loved how good it looked, her marks on him. They’d be gone in a few days, of course. She’d very much enjoy replacing them. 
 
      
 
    Finally, Vince turned his head so he could give Portia a smile. His expression screamed satisfied. That, in turn, made Portia smile. “I feel amazing,” he told her, reaching out to brush a hand over Portia’s bare side. “Will you make me make you feel good, too?” he asked eagerly. It was a bit affected by having Vince yawn halfway through the question. 
 
      
 
    Portia chuckled. “You already made me feel good, baby,” she promised. Setting down the pot of cream, Portia stretched. It felt amazing, muscles that had been cramped all week finally relaxing. “Scootch over, with your head on the pillows,” she instructed.  
 
      
 
    Sleepily, Vince moved, looking both adorable and still sexy as fuck. Portia plumped the pillows, making sure Vince was comfortable on the enormous hotel bed. “On your side,” she urged, watching as Vince rolled over obediently. Portia stretched out behind him, one hand moving softly over his side before she wrapped it around Vince’s waist.  
 
      
 
    She had always loved being the big spoon. What made that even better was knowing how much Vince loved her warm body pressing against his. Portia’s nipples rubbed against Vince’s back, sending a slow heat curling through her body. “I’ll make you make me feel even better,” she promised. “After you’ve had a rest. And I’ve had a rest.” Truthfully, Portia probably needed it more than Vince did.  
 
      
 
    There was another deep and satisfied sigh from Vince. Then his body relaxed against Portia’s. She listened as his breathing evened out. It wasn’t long before the soft whistle of Vince’s snore erupted around them. Portia honestly felt calmed by the sound. Turning only enough to make sure the lights were off, Portia settled against Vince’s body, letting his breathing lull her to sleep. 
 
      
 
   
  
 

 She Dominates Gently 
 
      
 
    Whenever Scott had to travel for work, Daria made sure to stay in touch. Ever since their early days of dating, it had been clear to her how much Scott missed the comforts of home when he was away. Now that they were married, she knew Scott’s needs better than ever. After a long trip like the one he’d been on for the past two weeks, what he needed was a reminder that at home, Daria was the one in control.  
 
      
 
    He’d been living out of a suitcase, all of his attention focused on impressing his clients and making sure his colleagues were keeping on top of things. Daria knew just how to help him let that weight slip off his shoulders.  
 
      
 
    She started by feeding him a proper home-cooked meal, letting him vent about the various stresses of his trip. She listened attentively, paying attention to what Scott said but also to his body language. Sometimes, when he came home all he wanted was to sleep. Tonight, though, he seemed energized. That suited Daria. 
 
      
 
    She tidied away the plates, refusing to let Scott lift a finger to help. Tonight was about allowing him to relax. He would serve her, but in the ways that she chose. Ones that would bring them both pleasure. 
 
      
 
    “Are you ready to play?” Daria asked, once she was satisfied that the rest of the housework would keep until the next day. “The first thing I want you to do is take off everything you wore to work today. You can put a fresh pair of boxers on, but nothing else.”  
 
      
 
    Daria’s eyes followed the way Scott’s tongue darted out to wet his lips. Her question and her expectations weren’t a surprise to him. They knew each other well enough that Scott’s submission was never surprising. It was, however, always welcome. Daria loved showing Scott just how welcome. 
 
      
 
    “In the bedroom?” Scott asked. His hands were already working the buttons open of his shirt. “If you want me to put fresh boxers on, it’ll have to be the bedroom,” he added with a small grin. 
 
      
 
    Daria tutted, tapping the toe of her stiletto against the wooden floor. “Take everything off here,” she demanded. “I don’t want you taking anything from work into the bedroom.” She’d given Scott dinnertime to vent his feelings about work. Now, she was going to help him forget all about it. For one night,  at least.  
 
      
 
    She held out her hand, taking the shirt from Scott as soon as he’d slipped it down his long, lean arms. A smattering of chest hair peeked out from the rounded collar of his undershirt. Daria loved how masculine it looked. It made Scott’s submission to her that much more erotic knowing that he could overpower her physically without a second thought.  
 
      
 
    “Keep going,” she said, smirking. Her tongue dragged across her lower lip. She could feel wetness gathering between her legs. She loved watching Scott strip. 
 
      
 
    He knew it, too. 
 
      
 
    Scott took his time, hands sliding down his sides and to the fastening of his pants. He did tease, but not so much that he might earn a punishment. That was good. Daria’s plans didn’t involve punishing Scott. Not unless he wanted that, of course. It didn’t seem as though he did. Not the way he followed her instructions so beautifully, if a little slowly. 
 
      
 
    Before long, he was naked in front of Daria. His cock was half-hard already. Daria smirked at that. She could see the excitement rising as Scott’s breath caught in his throat. “Now bedroom?” he asked, waiting for her to give him permission rather than presuming. That, too, was very good. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead,” Daria agreed. “I’ll meet you there. And watch you go.” Scott grinned at that, like he knew exactly what Daria was thinking. He probably did. She’d told him often enough how much she loved to watch his ass as he walked away. It flexed so beautifully, his powerful legs carrying him step by step across their house. He made sure to give his ass a wiggle before he disappeared.  
 
      
 
    Daria added Scott’s clothes to the washing machine. She’d run the load of laundry through tomorrow. Tonight, she had other things in mind. By the time she joined Scott in the bedroom, he’d changed into soft grey boxers, the material tenting over his half-hard cock. “You look so good for me,” Daria praised. “But I know what would make you look even better. Bring me your collar.”  
 
      
 
    This time Scott’s eyes did widen, most likely in excitement rather than surprise. He eagerly walked over to where the box with his collar sat, opening it carefully. Having endured two weeks without Daria’s touch was hard for Scott, she knew that. Reminding him how much he was hers with the collar would help pull him back into the world they shared. 
 
      
 
    He brought it to Daria, holding it out gently, like it was the most precious of jewels. “Would you like me to kneel?” Scott asked. She could see in his eyes that it was what he wanted. But he didn’t presume, didn’t risk overstepping the mark and doing something Daria didn’t explicitly allow. 
 
      
 
    She reached out, her fingers soft against his face. He’d shaved before dinner. She had no doubt that he’d done it for her. She liked to touch him. He knew that she preferred to do so when he was clean-shaven. Not to mention, Daria had no desire to have a beard burn on her thighs.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, kneel for me,” she agreed. Scott went instantly down, hitting the floor with a soft thump. Daria wiggled her toes, showing off how prettily she’d painted them for him. While he was looking down, admiring, she ran her hand through Scott’s thick hair, pushing it back off his face. Only then did she lower the collar, settling the soft leather carefully around his neck.  
 
      
 
    Daria took her time, running her finger along the padded interior to make sure it would sit comfortably. Finally, she clicked the collar closed and flicked the clasp. “You’re home now,” she said, her voice low. “I want you to forget all about work and focus on me. Can you do that?”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah,” Scott breathed. “I want that, too,” he added. His tone had already changed. Before the collaring, there might’ve been some teasing in his voice and approach. That seemed to have evaporated altogether. Instead, Scott bent his head, shoulders relaxing when Daria ran a soft hand over them. 
 
      
 
    He shifted in closer, nuzzling his nose against Daria’s hand. “I’m home now,” he repeated with a soft breath. “It feels good,” he told her, making Daria smile. 
 
      
 
    “It’ll feel better,” she promised. Just because Scott’s teasing had vanished, didn’t mean Daria couldn’t still indulge. And in more ways than one. “Stay here. I’ll be two seconds.” She stepped away, glancing back and feeling her body tingle. Scott looked so fucking good on his knees, head bent, waiting for her to tell him what she wanted. The sight of her collar around his throat made her stomach flip in anticipation.  
 
      
 
    When she returned, only a handful of seconds later, she carried a harness in one hand and a strap-on in the other. It was her favorite: thick and long, with ridges that she knew would make Scott scream when she fucked him.  
 
      
 
    She showed it off, loving the way his gaze seemed to skip between herself and the toy. “Oh dear,” she said, putting on an innocent voice. “My hands seem to be full. You’ll have to help me out of my clothes, baby.”  
 
      
 
    The humor was lost on Scott. He was too eager to do just as Daria told him to. He wanted to earn being fucked, even though Daria probably would anyway. It felt good to know that Scott wanted to do so well that Daria would reward him with the thing she already planned to give him. 
 
      
 
    His hands slid up her sides, finding the zipper on Daria’s skirt. He slid it down carefully. Rather than letting the skirt drop to the floor, Scott slid it down Daria’s legs. He helped her, his fingers wrapping around each ankle in turn, lifting her leg gently. Once he’d taken the skirt off, Scott moved it to one side, placing it on a chair so that it wouldn’t wrinkle. 
 
      
 
    When he turned back, it was to reach up for the shirt she was wearing. With Scott on his knees at Daria’s feet, it wasn’t the easiest thing to remove. Daria had to admire Scott’s determination. 
 
      
 
    He did have to stand up, but only briefly to help her out of her bra. As soon as her breasts bounced free, Scott was back down on his knees. His tongue ran over his lips as he looked up at Daria. “Your panties, too?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    The way he tipped his head to gaze up at her, Daria could feel the power coursing through her. The look Scott gave her was worshipful. It was thrilling. Excitement ran like molten liquid through Daria’s veins. “Everything,” she purred, letting her voice go throaty and seductive. She knew how much Scott loved it. His cock hardened against the material of his boxers, tenting them fully.  
 
      
 
    Despite that, he moved slowly, carefully. He touched Daria with reverence, like he was afraid she’d shatter if he handled her too roughly. Soon, Daria would prove that wasn’t true. For now, she would luxuriate in the soft brushes of Scott’s fingers as he eased her panties over her ass and down her long legs.  
 
      
 
    Daria kept her shoes on. She loved the extra height they gave her, the way she towered over Scott’s kneeling form. “Good boy,” she praised. “So good for me.” She smoothed her hands through Scott’s hair. “Now, help me into this harness.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Scott nodded eagerly. “Good for you,” he repeated, reaching out for the harness. He lifted Daria’s legs just as gently as he had done while taking off her skirt and panties, sliding the straps up carefully. She could tell how focused he was, wanting to do just what she asked of him. Scott really was very good for her. The power that came with that sent a thrill down Daria’s spine. 
 
      
 
    When the harness was finally high enough, Scott adjusted the straps so it would stay snug against Daria’s hips. Finally, he leaned back, looking up at Daria. The silicone cock dangled next to Scott’s face. He didn’t attempt to touch it. Daria hadn’t, after all, given him permission to. 
 
      
 
    She stroked her free hand through Scott’s hair. This time, she tugged, loving the way his whole body trembled at the sensation. It was a gentle reminder of how good she could make him feel. After cupping his cheek for a moment, she let go, concentrating on the strap-on.  
 
      
 
    She’d had a lot of practice fitting the silicone cock into the harness. It only took her a matter of seconds before the cock was jutting proudly from between her thighs. Daria loved the way it looked. She shifted her position in her heels, tilting her hips so that the dick brushed Scott’s soft cheek. “Do you want to suck my cock?” she purred. “Will you show me how much you like it?” 
 
      
 
    Scott nodded eagerly. His hands stroked up Daria’s legs, settling against the straps of the harness on her hips. He didn’t need another invitation. He moved in, parting his lips and welcoming Daria’s dick between them. She gave a soft moan. There might not be any real feeling in her silicone helper, but the sight of Scott with her dick in his mouth looked amazing. 
 
      
 
    Through his lashes, he glanced up at her, watching Daria’s expression as he took the cock in deeper. One of her hands came down to curl around the thick leather of the collar. It encouraged him to go faster, to bob his head up and down the cock like he wanted to coax more moans from Daria. 
 
      
 
    She was happy to oblige, the sounds falling from her lips almost sinful. 
 
      
 
    Curling one hand around the back of Scott’s neck, Daria took a moment to appreciate the warmth of the satiny-smooth skin. Scott looked so perfect like this. His lips wrapped around the thick girth of the strap-on, his eyes soft and almost out of focus. His touch on her hips was delicate, holding her in place and demanding nothing.  
 
      
 
    Arousal swirled through Daria’s body, raising her temperature until she could feel sweat forming along her bare spine. “Take it deeper, baby,” she urged. “Make sure to get it nice and wet. I want to see you make a mess of it.” She tugged the hand around his collar, showing him how she wanted him to move. 
 
      
 
    Scott made a small gurgling noise, but he took the cock in further. When he pulled back again, Daria could see it glistening with saliva. Scott knew just how to please her. His head moved forward again. This time, he took the silicone in even further, moving faster as he did so. Daria’s pussy throbbed with desire, impressed by how dedicated Scott was to sucking her dick. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t stop either, speed picking up. She saw his tongue swirl over the tip. The cock disappeared back into Scott’s mouth. He sucked her cock like it was real. That always sent a thrill through Daria. He wouldn’t stop until she told him to, the silicone getting wetter and wetter with each movement. 
 
      
 
    Saliva dripped over Scott’s lower lip and chin. He looked so wanton, so needy and desperate. Daria knew that it helped him. All the focus on the physical let him leave his work self - his intellectual self - behind. With her, like this, Scott could be exactly what he needed to be in this moment.  
 
      
 
    “Look at you, such a greedy slut,” Daria said, her voice lilting to make the words sound like praise. “Do you think you’re ready for me, baby?” She stroked her fingers through Scott’s hair, tugging his mouth further towards the base of her cock. He swallowed hard, tears springing to his eyes. He didn’t resist. Daria could see the need that shone in his expression.  
 
      
 
    Giving a nod, she pressed a hand against Scott’s cheek, holding him still. For one indrawn breath, they waited. Then, Daria thrust her hips back, gathering momentum for the moment she started to fuck Scott’s waiting mouth.  
 
      
 
    He groaned against her. Daria could feel the vibration, even through the silicone. His lips parted and welcomed her cock inside. She loved how good he looked, how truly obedient and submissive. With his hands still on Daria’s hips, he could stop her or slow her down at any moment. But he didn’t, instead being a good boy and taking everything she gave him. 
 
      
 
    Daria’s hips snapped forward, her grip of Scott’s collar keeping him perfectly in place. She thrust hard and fast, rubbing the wet silicone over Scott’s lips until they were flushed a beautiful red. His cheeks were pink, water glistening on his long, black lashes as he looked up at her. His face was full of such acceptance, such peace. Daria moaned, letting the sound echo around them before she finally slowed.  
 
      
 
    After two more slow, deep thrusts, she pulled back. “Fuck, look at you,” she breathed. With the hand in Scott’s hair, she turned him towards the mirror, so he could see himself. “You look wrecked for me.” A fierce, possessive pride uncurled in Daria’s chest. “I missed you.” She really had. As much as tonight was about allowing Scott to release all his tension, it also served to bring them back together after an absence that had felt too long.  
 
      
 
    “You can stand up now,” Daria allowed. “Take your boxers off, then go and kneel on the bed.”  
 
      
 
    He struggled to make words happen. That was fine. Daria stroked a hand over Scott’s cheek as he stood up. His knees were a little wobbly, probably because of all the focus he’d given to that blowjob. The front of Scott’s boxers was wet with precum, showing Daria just how much he wanted her. 
 
      
 
    When he removed them, letting his cock spring free, Scott gave a soft groan. He didn’t hesitate to go and kneel on the bed, just as instructed. Daria could see the way his hands gripped the sheets beneath him. Glancing over his shoulder, Scott’s eyes were so clouded that Daria could almost see into his subspace. 
 
      
 
    “You’re beautiful,” she said, with affection and tenderness in her voice. Then, her grin turned devious. “And mine.” Daria was not a woman who would ever share. Scott was hers. In moments like this, he was completely and utterly hers, to do with as she wished. The collar was a physical symbol of that.  
 
      
 
    In that moment, what she wished was to fuck him hard. She fetched the lube, settling on the bed behind Scott. She ran a hand over his plump, perfect ass. Then she smacked it, the sound ringing out like the crack of a whip.  
 
      
 
    After such a long time away, Daria knew Scott would be tight. She slicked her fingers with lube, running them carefully over his asshole. “I need you to be patient for me,” she instructed. “Can you do that?”  
 
      
 
    It took him a moment. Scott nodded. “Yeah,” he promised. “Anything for you.” That sent warmth through Daria’s body. She knew he meant it. As a reward for being such a good sub, Daria smacked Scott’s ass again, making him groan. When she pressed a finger inside him, those sounds increased threefold. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck,” he breathed. But he didn’t rock back. Daria knew he wanted to. He was being good for her. Daria took her time, her finger moving slowly in and out of Scott’s ass. She wanted to make him hot with need. When the second finger joined the first, it earned Daria another loud cry from Scott. 
 
      
 
    She loved the sound of him! She savored the increasingly needy and desperate little whimpers as her fingers pressed deeper. She twisted them, helping Scott’s muscles stretch out to accommodate her. While she thrust steadily, the fingers of her other hand gripped at Scott’s hip. Her nails dug into the flesh, leaving red imprints to remind them both just how fully Scott belonged to her.  
 
      
 
    Finally, she wiggled a third finger in alongside the first two. Scott’s back arched into a fierce curve. He still didn’t push back. “So still for me,” Daria praised. “So patient.” Scott really was such a good sub. Daria wanted to fuck him so hard he’d forget everything but her.  
 
      
 
    A few more deep thrusts, then Daria pulled back. “You’re ready,” she decided. “I’m going to make you feel me so deep. Remind you of how good it is to get fucked.” Pleasure raced through her. Now that the preparation was done, they could both stop being patient.  
 
      
 
    “Do you want it like this?” Daria asked. “Or face-to-face?”  
 
      
 
    “I want to see you,” Scott breathed. “I want to watch you fuck me.” From how quickly the response came, Daria knew he really meant it. She nodded, her hands gripping Scott’s hips. She could definitely fuck him in a way that allowed him to see her. Leading his body towards the bed, Daria made him turn around. Scott settled on his back, head comfortable against the pillows. 
 
      
 
    He looked so good for her, chest rising with the deep breaths he took. One of Scott’s hands brushed over Daria’s leg, up to her ass. It wasn’t a hard touch. Scott was just seeking any contact he could. She’d give him plenty. 
 
      
 
    She leaned in, pressing a kiss against his lips, letting him feel the strap-on dig into the soft meat of his thigh. Daria ground down against him, providing just an instant of friction for Scott’s cock. The head was damp already, precum streaking across Daria’s thigh. She didn’t wipe it away.  
 
      
 
    Once she’d left Scott’s lips suitably bitten and red, she pulled back. His gaze never left her as she dragged a handful of lube down the silicone cock. She stroked it, as if she were jerking off, as if she could really feel it. Scott moaned, the sound lighting a dozen fires under Daria’s skin.  
 
      
 
    With a push, she flattened him against the mattress. His legs came up instantly, letting Daria nudge the dick against his hole.  
 
      
 
    “Oh, god, Daria,” Scott breathed deeply. He relaxed under her, taking the cock as far as he could without any resistance. She loved how willing and eager he was for her. While one of Scott’s hands was still against Daria’s hip, he brought the other up to gently brush his fingers over one of her nipples. 
 
      
 
    It sent a spark of pleasure through Daria, almost making her buck forward. She didn’t, instead pressing further in just as slowly as she’d begun. “Fuck, you feel so good,” Scott groaned. “I missed this so much. Missed being yours.” Of course, Scott was always Daria’s. But she knew what he meant. She, too, had missed being able to claim him like this. 
 
      
 
    “So mine,” she agreed, running one hand over Scott’s chest. She rocked into him, letting his body take her inch by inch. Even through the silicone, she could tell that he was still tight. Daria watched his face, making sure nothing caused any pain.  
 
      
 
    Scott’s expression looked rapturous, like Daria slowly fucking him was the best feeling in the world. Maybe it was. It felt amazing to be the one fucking him. Daria loved watching how open and accepting Scott’s expression was. “I missed you,” she breathed. “Missed how warm you are in bed every night, missed watching you go to your knees, missed having your cock fill me up exactly the way I tell you to.”  
 
      
 
    There was a loud groan from Scott. Daria wasn’t sure if it was in response to what she’d said or what she did. Or maybe both. She increased her speed, fucking into Scott with slow determination. The noises he made became louder, groans and moans mixing together. His fingers tugged against Daria’s nipple, making her moan, too. 
 
      
 
    “I want to,” he cried gently. “To fill you up, too,” Scott clarified. He brought his legs up more, whining at the change in angle. He still wrapped them around Daria, pulling her in closer. “Fuck, you’re so good. So deep.” 
 
      
 
    Daria leaned into his touch, putting the weight of her entire body behind every thrust. She loved dominating Scott like this. Taking him apart, making him feel her all the way down to his core. Her hips slapped against his ass, fucking the solid girth of the cock deeper into him. When it was fully sheathed inside him, Daria ground her hips, letting Scott enjoy the rub of the shaft against his sensitive rim.  
 
      
 
    “You will,” she promised. “I’ll let you fill me up, let you make me come, too.” Scott would love that. His pleasure was so tied to hers, he loved making her feel good more than anything.  
 
      
 
    Daria’s nails raked across Scott’s thighs, down to his ass until she could dig them into his skin. The pain wouldn’t be much. It served to highlight the pleasure she was giving. “Just last a little bit longer for me, baby,” she urged. “Stay hard for me, and don’t come yet.”  
 
      
 
    “Yeah, yes!” Scott nodded. Daria could see the concentration on his face. His legs tightened around her, pulling her in closer. He loved being fucked like this. The way Scott moaned, wiggling under her, made that so obvious. His breath came in small gasps. It thrilled Daria that every time she thrust forward, she could hear how much Scott enjoyed the feel of her cock. 
 
      
 
    Her thrusts didn’t become faster, but Daria did fuck into Scott steadily. Each time he groaned, making her pussy wetter and wetter. It was exciting to know that once she’d fucked him to her satisfaction, she could then ride him to the point of no return. Rolling her hips forward again, Daria leaned down to find Scott’s lips. She crushed her mouth against his. 
 
      
 
    He kissed her back eagerly, needily. Scott’s tongue slipped inside Daria’s mouth, searching out hers to meet it in a passionate dance. 
 
      
 
    Driving her hips forward, Daria loved the way that Scott’s moan spilled into her mouth. She worried his lower lip between her teeth. Not enough to hurt, but she knew it would make him more sensitive. When she soothed over the skin with her tongue, he gave a soft gasp that made Daria’s heart beat hard against her ribs.  
 
      
 
    She watched Scott’s cock bounce with every thrust of her hips. He didn’t move to touch himself, his hands still resting lightly on Daria’s breast and hip. As she pushed into that touch, she moaned, pleasure coiling low inside her.  
 
      
 
    Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore! The throbbing ache between her legs was too much, too powerful. She needed to feel Scott’s gorgeous cock inside her. After two last, brutal thrusts, she eased back. Wiggling the silicon free, she ran her hands over the back of Scott’s thighs, down to his ass.  
 
      
 
    “Stay there,” she breathed. “Tell me how you feel.”  
 
      
 
    With his breath still in his throat, it took Scott a moment to find words. “Good,” he answered. Daria almost laughed at that response. Scott sounded the way that he looked - well-fucked. She felt proud of herself for that. And there was still so much more she planned to do to leave Scott thoroughly fucked! 
 
      
 
    His hands reached for her. “You’re stunning,” he breathed. “So powerful, so gorgeous.” The way he looked at her, like she was the best thing he had ever seen, made Daria so fucking glad she had married him. 
 
      
 
    She took her time, enjoying the feel of Scott’s gaze on her. He looked at her like she deserved to be worshiped, and like he wanted to be the one to do it. Daria wasn’t going to stop him. Shaking her hips, she shimmied out of the harness. Arousal pulsed through her with every beat of her heart.  
 
      
 
    Slowly, she ran her hands over her body, cupping her breasts and teasing her fingers over her nipples. “I had to touch myself so often while you were away,” she teased. “It never feels as good as when it’s your hands on me.”  
 
      
 
    Returning to the bed, she gave Scott’s exposed ass one last smack, then helped him lower his legs to the mattress. His stiff cock was flushed and rosy, so ready for Daria to sink down onto him.  
 
      
 
    She didn’t hesitate. As soon as she’d straddled Scott’s body, she wrapped one hand around the base of his cock. He whimpered as she led him between her legs, letting him feel the wet heat of her pussy. “So ready for you,” she breathed. “You’re going to feel so good.”  
 
      
 
    “Yes,” Scott agreed. His hands settled against Daria’s hips, pulling her in closer. He groaned loudly as she sank down lower, taking Scott’s hard cock in. His fingers gripped her skin like he had to hold her so she wouldn’t disappear. Of course, Daria had no plans to disappear. Instead, she began to fuck Scott harder, riding him steadily. 
 
      
 
    Their moans and cries of pleasure mixed together. “Fuck, Daria! You feel so good,” Scott moaned, his hips bucking up to meet Daria’s heat. 
 
      
 
    Daria leaned forward, bracing herself against Scott’s chest as she worked her hips over him. She circled slowly, enjoying the thick feeling of his cock inside her. Fuck, she had missed this so much. “Play with my nipples,” she ordered. Scott obeyed instantly, cupping her breast in one big, warm hand. Pleasure lanced through Daria’s body at the soft pressure of his fingers.  
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” she cried, lifting herself up. Scott’s hand came with her, tugging teasingly against her nipple. The pleasure that built from his hand against her breast surged down to meet the sensations of his cock throbbing inside her. Daria dropped down, bouncing as her ass crashed against Scott’s hips.  
 
      
 
    Her moans filled the quiet room, only interrupted by the sounds of their bodies. “I want you to make me come,” Daria demanded.  
 
      
 
    Scott nodded. “Yeah, I want that, too,” he promised. One of his hands traveled from Daria’s hip up to her back and then to her shoulders. He pulled her in closer, leaning up to capture one of her nipples between his lips. The heat of Scott’s mouth in combination with the light way he grazed his teeth over it made Daria gasp. 
 
      
 
    His other hand slid down from Daria’s side and between her legs. His fingers were skilled in finding her clit so he could press them against it. Now, every time she came down on his cock, Daria’s clit rubbed against Scott’s fingers. It wasn’t long before she could feel her orgasm building low in her stomach. Scott sucked harder, sending sharp sensations through her. 
 
      
 
    Daria sped up her movements, coming down harder and faster. Her breasts bounced against Scott’s face, his teeth and tongue catching at her nipples in a way that made Daria keen. Pleasure rose like a tidal wave, gathering strength and speed. Daria squeezed her muscles tight around Scott’s cock. She wanted to make him feel good, too!  
 
      
 
    Inevitably, her orgasm crashed down over her. It carried Daria away with it, until all she could think about was the bright tingling feeling that overwhelmed every nerve-ending. She screamed: a wild, exultant sound that rang through the air. Finally, Daria came back to herself. Her body felt satisfied and slow, squeezing and rocking against Scott at a far more leisurely pace.  
 
      
 
    “Flip me over,” Daria urged, knowing that Scott could do so easily. He was so strong. “Flip me over and fuck me until you come, baby.”  
 
      
 
    Scott gave a low, almost primal groan. He wouldn’t last very long, but he still followed her instructions. Two strong hands gripped her hips before he flipped her, landing Daria hard against the mattress just the way she liked. Her breath caught. Scott didn’t hesitate to press into her deeply. 
 
      
 
    The change of angle brought a whole new sensation. Daria moaned. Unlike the slow and steady way she had fucked Scott, he slammed into her hard. Daria loved the contrast, her hands flat against Scott’s back as she held onto him. He fucked her once, twice. By the third hard thrust, she could feel his body trembling. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck!” Scott cried as he came inside her. Heat filled Daria as his muscles contracted, Scott’s hands holding her tight until he was spent. 
 
      
 
    Finally, he collapsed next to her, careful not to put any weight on Daria. 
 
      
 
    She wound her arms around him, pulling him close. She felt his cheek settle against her breast, his thick hair sticking up every which way as Daria tucked his head under her chin. “Fuck, that was good, Scott,” she breathed. Her body ached in all the best ways. Daria knew she’d be feeling it at least until tomorrow. 
 
      
 
    Stroking her hands over Scott’s back, she felt his ribcage expanding with every labored breath. He’d sleep well, now. “I’m so glad you’re home.” Scott’s body radiated heat. Daria tangled their legs together, wanting to soak up every bit of it.  
 
      
 
    Finally, she moved enough to get them both under the blankets, Scott helping as much as he could, given how thoroughly-fucked she’d left him. It felt good to have him home, to have his solid presence in their bed where it belonged.  
 
      
 
    Scott cuddled into her, one arm draped over the curve of Daria’s waist. The familiar scent of him made her heart skip a beat. She pressed soft kisses to the top of his head while his breathing slowed.  
 
      
 
    Daria couldn’t wait to wake him up the next morning and tell him all about the rest of her plans for the weekend.  
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