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Demanding Discipline

FINISHING WORK EARLY on a Friday was always exciting, but especially so when it allowed Morgan to get a jump start on her weekend with Sean. He’d been away on business all week. Sexting had only made Morgan more desperate to see him. He’d arrived home early that morning, and told Morgan to come over whenever she was free.

She stopped at her own apartment first. Changing out of her work clothes, Morgan carefully chose underwear she knew Sean would love. She was tempted to send him a picture so that he would feel as horny as she already did. It would be better when he discovered it for himself. She covered it with a short cotton dress, that would give Sean little resistance if he decided to investigate.

With desire simmering away beneath the surface, Morgan drove the short distance to Sean’s house. It was larger than hers, with far more space to play. Morgan was looking forward to taking full advantage of that.

She greeted Sean with a kiss, wrapping her arms around him and pulling his head down to hers. She swiped her tongue into his mouth, teasing it against his. “Fuck, I’ve missed you,” she said earnestly.

The kiss was returned with gusto. Sean’s teeth grazed lightly against Morgan’s lower lip. “I missed you, too,” he breathed, hand sliding down to Morgan’s ass. He gave it a squeeze, tight enough that it made her moan against his mouth. Pulling Morgan in closer, Sean rocked his hips forward. He was already half-hard. Perhaps he had missed her as much as she had missed him.

Sean gave Morgan’s ass a slap before pulling back with one more kiss. “I enjoyed your texts. You planning to act on any of the things you promised?” Sean asked, his tone teasing. Morgan was certain he knew just how much she was willing to act on the things she had promised.

“Just tell me which ones,” she agreed. The thought sent a wave of heat right between Morgan’s legs. They had been her ideas, but she wanted Sean to be the one to decide what they would actually do. “Do you want me to get on my knees and worship your big cock? Or maybe you want to watch how I touched myself, thinking of you?”

God, she wanted to feel Sean’s hands on her some more. It had been a week since he’d touched her, and she was craving it so much it was difficult to think.

The way he ran his fingers over Morgan’s side didn’t do anything to make her desire him less. His big hand felt hot against her even through the material of the dress. Sean brought it up to palm one of Morgan’s breasts through the fabric, giving a hum as if he was thinking about her suggestion. “Tell me more about how much you want to do those things,” Sean said, almost surprising her.

Her willingness to go to her knees for him wasn’t left without a reward. Sean brought his other hand to slide down from Morgan’s ass and seek out the hem of her dress.

Morgan didn’t want to talk about how much she wanted Sean. They’d done that all week. “Let me show you,” she urged, going to her knees and looking up at him. It excited her, the idea that she could suck him off right here, in the hallway of his house, without even making it to bed.

Reaching for the buttons on his pants, Morgan licked her lips. She knew she looked good like this, so ready and so willing.

Sean caught her hand before it could make it to the buttons. He tutted slightly. “It’s not what I asked you to do,” he pointed out. “Patience is a virtue and all that.” Morgan knew he wanted her to, he’d both said as much and she could see how his cock was hardening in his pants. Her tongue darted over her lips, wetting them in hopes that she could encourage Sean to just let her suck him off.

“Get up,” he told her, sounding strict in a way that just made more heat pool between Morgan’s legs. “Get up and tell me like I told you to.” The authority in his tone increased. Morgan knew that she was edging closer to the no-bullshit Sean. It was a very sexy version of him.

“No.” Even just saying the word made Morgan feel hot. She knew that direct disobedience would push Sean’s buttons. He’d be even more strict. That was precisely what Morgan wanted.

She shifted, leaning forward against the grip he still had on her wrist. She pushed her ass out, hoping he’d notice, hoping it would inspire him to punish her disobedience. Morgan loved a good spanking, and she knew Sean did, too. They’d both enjoy it.

“I want to show you,” she insisted, letting herself sound even more bratty.

If Sean was surprised by her disobedience, he didn’t show it. Morgan knew he didn’t like being told ‘no’, not in response to direct orders. Sean was a great dom, he always respected Morgan’s limits, but this definitely wasn’t a limit. This was just her acting up. And she knew for certain Sean would see it for exactly what it was.

“I know I’ve been away for a week, but that hasn’t changed the fact that what you want comes after what I want,” Sean told her and pulled Morgan up. He was gentle but firm in his touch. “Do I need to remind you of that?” He asked raising an eyebrow at her.

Morgan wet her lips, making absolutely no effort to disguise the effect Sean was having on her. She wanted him to know, wanted to show him exactly how much she would enjoy it if he reminded her.

Sean would expect a direct answer to his direct question. Morgan deliberately didn’t give him one. “It’s been such a long week,” she challenged, looking up at him through her lashes. “Why would you want to make us wait?”

“Because things feel much better when you earn them,” Sean pointed out. He didn’t wait for Morgan’s agreement - or more likely disagreement. Instead, he spun her around, pulling her body against his and rocking his hips against her. His cock was much harder now. It pleased Morgan to know that her disobedience had done that.

Sean rubbed his cock against Morgan’s ass teasingly before pulling back. “Are you going to do as I ask?” The tone was strict, like Sean had a very clear idea of what he was going to do if she didn’t. Morgan tried to rock her ass back more against him, but all it did was earn her a light slap.

It made Morgan want so much more. He’d spanked her before, so Morgan knew exactly how good his hand would feel, hitting her hard enough to really hurt. He could smack her ass until it throbbed, then turn her over and fuck her so that her sore skin rubbed against the sheets.

Biting her lip briefly, Morgan shook her head. “No,” she added, knowing the word would make Sean even hotter. “I’m not going to do as you ask just because you ask it.”

“I see,” Sean drew out. It sent another spike of excitement down Morgan’s body. He sounded unimpressed with her answer, which was precisely what Morgan had wanted. She wanted Sean to punish her for being so disobedient. He pushed her dress up, exposing the lower half of Morgan’s ass. Sean’s hand was hot as it stroked over it. “I guess I’ll have to do more than ask.”

Sean smacked Morgan’s ass again, this time much harder. She gave a sharp cry, the pain mixing with pleasure. “Oh, you like that, do you?” Sean hummed. “Guess I’ll have to do less of that...”

Taking Morgan’s wrists, Sean walked to the bedroom, pulling her with him. She did go willingly, excited at what he would do next. “Kneel,” he instructed.

This time, Morgan obeyed. It was easy to do so when she was getting what she wanted. Sean wasn’t going to make her wait, he was going to punish her now. That meant getting touched, one way or another. Morgan’s panties were damp just thinking about it.

“What are you going to do?” she asked. If Sean wasn’t going to spank her ass, they had plenty of other toys. “The whip?” she suggested. They both loved that, and the way it left marks on Morgan’s back for days.

“Perhaps,” Sean drew out slowly. He walked over to the toy cupboard and Morgan’s heart skipped a beat in excitement to see what he would select. Sean took his time, fingers dragging over things in there. “Take your dress off,” he instructed without even turning to face Morgan.

Once she had, Sean returned with a rope in his hands. “Put your hands forward.” He looped the rope around her offered hands. He was careful but not very gentle in how he tied her. By the time Sean was finished, Morgan couldn’t get out of the rope even if she wanted to. Which she didn’t.

Sat there in front of Sean, only in her panties and bra, hands tied in front of her, Morgan was excited to see what he would do next. Sean pulled out some nipple clamps from his pocket, clearly having picked those out at the same time as the rope. He reached to pull both of Morgan’s breasts out from her bra, not being particularly soft in his touch.

Teasing one of her nipples between his fingers, Sean pinched it. “A whole week without me has left you very bratty,” he observed.

Morgan moaned in response, feeling even more turned on. “Yes,” she agreed, unrepentant. The hard edge to Sean’s voice when he got strict with her never failed to ramp up Morgan’s excitement. Such good things would be coming, whether it was the whip against her skin or the bite of the nipple clamps.

“Will you take my bra off?” Morgan asked. She wasn’t ready to resort to begging. She’d make it appeal to Sean, too. “You can play with my breasts so much better if there’s nothing in your way.”

Morgan wanted that, wanted Sean to use her. She’d be good for him, as long as it involved him actually touching her.

“Not yet,” he told. At least it wasn’t an outright ‘no’. Instead, he left her breasts hanging over the material of the bra, giving her nipple another pinch that made Morgan moan. Once the nipple was hard, standing to attention, Sean attached the nipple clamp. Morgan felt the way he tightened it. Her nipples would feel ever so sensitive when he decided to take the clamps off again.

Reaching for her other breast, Sean repeated the action of teasing Morgan’s nipples with his fingers. He attached the other nipple clamp and then tugged on the chain that linked the two together. There was a small smirk that settled on his lips when Morgan moaned again, louder this time.

“Now you can suck my cock,” Sean informed her, standing up and undoing his pants. His cock sprung to action instantly, thick and ready. It made Morgan swallow yet another small noise as she shuffled in closer, licking the tip of Sean’s cock.

She didn’t tease him for long. She had wanted to show Sean just how much she’d missed him, and now she was getting the chance. Morgan was going to make the most of it. Sucking his cock between her lips, she made sure to look up at him as she hollowed her cheeks around it.

As she bobbed her head up and down to take his length deeper, the chain between her nipples started to sway. Every time she moved, so did the chain, inescapable. Morgan moaned around Sean’s dick, letting saliva drip down her chin as she swallowed his cock into the back of her throat.

The pain in her nipples was perfect. Pleasure-pain coursed through Morgan’s body like electricity, lighting up all the most sensitive areas.

Sean gave a grunt, pushing forward only a little and at first letting Morgan control the speed. Then he reached to put his hand on the back of Morgan’s head and thrust forward. She gave a surprised gargle but Sean didn’t stop. Using his hand against her head, Sean pulled Morgan closer in. He fucked her mouth harder and harder until tears were streaming down her cheeks. She moaned louder, loving how brutally he used her. It was exactly she had wanted all week.

When he did pull back, it was to give Morgan’s face an admiring glance. She knew it must’ve looked a mess, her mascara running and the mix of her saliva and his precum dribbling down her chin.

“Gorgeous,” Sean praised. “Again.” He pushed his dick in her mouth before Morgan had a chance to reply.

She sucked hard, wanting to show Sean exactly how much she loved this. His thrusts were fast and deep. Morgan admired how much strength and coordination it took. She did her best to work her tongue against the underside of his cock.

Sean’s grip in her hair got tighter, pulling Morgan forward as he fucked her mouth. The chain between her nipples swung harder, the weight making the tips of her breasts so fabulously sensitive.

She tugged against the rope that bound her wrists, wishing she could get a hand under her to her pussy. She felt so wet, so desperate for someone to touch her. She moaned, looking imploringly up at Sean to keep going, to do more.

“Use your hands to touch my balls,” he demanded, only slowing long enough to make sure that Morgan did do just as he had insisted. Once she had her fingers brushing between his legs, Sean fucked forward hard again. He pushed as much of his cock into Morgan’s mouth as he could before pulling back out and then pressing forward once more.

It was only when she was sure he must’ve been so close to coming that Sean stopped. He pulled back... and came across Morgan’s face. There was no forewarning, just hot streaks of cum splattered across her cheeks and lips. “Fuck, I’ve missed doing that to you,” he breathed, reaching down to smudge the hot wetness over Morgan’s cheek.

Morgan moaned, moving to try to catch Sean’s fingers in her mouth. She wanted to suck his cum from his fingers. She’d missed this too, and the sudden flood of heat between her legs was almost unbearable.

She still wanted more. Looking up, she knew Sean wouldn’t be able to resist looking at her cum-splattered, mascara-streaked face. She wanted him to see, to know that he had done that to her. “Are you going to punish me?” she asked, eagerly. It would get Sean hard again, and then he could fuck her, just like Morgan wanted.

“Are you going to punish me, sir,” Sean corrected. “You clearly need discipline,” he added with a short nod. Reaching down between them, Sean tugged on the chain linking Morgan’s nipples. He smirked at her cry. “Get up,” Sean instructed, helping her with one big hand against Morgan’s arm to steady her as she got to her feet.

Moving behind her, Sean reached to undo the clasps that held the straps of her bra on, before undoing the one on her back too. It made Morgan’s breasts bounce free, the chain moving harshly, producing another cry of pleasure from Morgan. Sean pushed the armchair closer to her, before patting his hand against it.

“Get on it,” he told her.

His tone made Morgan swallow hard. She loved how blunt it was. Sean could switch so easily into this mode. It made Morgan want him all the more to know that there was still so much love behind it, even when it didn’t necessarily sound that way. “Yes, sir,” she agreed.

Clambering onto the armchair with her bound wrists wasn’t easy. Morgan still managed to do it, sticking her ass out as much as possible. Sean loved the way it looked in just her panties. He loved it even more in nothing. Morgan was very hopeful he might take them off soon.

Once she was on the chair, she arched her back, thrusting her breasts out and making the chain swing between them. “Fuck, Sean.” Morgan moaned. “Please, discipline me.”

He gave a hum, almost sounding thoughtful. Reaching between Morgan and the chair, Sean teased one of her nipples with his fingers. It sent sparks shooting straight through her. The nipple was so sensitive but only when touched. “Push forward so your breasts are against the back of the chair,” Sean instructed almost as if reading Morgan’s mind. The contact made her moan, the toughness of the material rubbing against the tip of her trapped nipples.

Reaching to slide Morgan’s panties off, just as she had desired, Sean gave her ass a squeeze. “Are you wet for me?” He asked. Instead of waiting for an answer, he thrust his fingers between Morgan’s legs. She was wet, oh so wet! Sean’s fingers slid easily inside her and Morgan cried out loudly when he bent them just right to tease her.

She rocked her hips, pushing back to get Sean’s fingers deeper. The movement rubbed her nipples up against the back of the chair, making Morgan cry out again. This was what Sean had wanted, of course. Knowing that only made Morgan wetter still.

Spreading her legs as much as the chair would allow, Morgan gave Sean the perfect view of her pussy. “Fuck me, Sean,” she urged. “You want to, I know you do.” He’d been away from her for a whole week. How could Sean not crave her as much as Morgan craved him? “I touched myself every night, missing your cock,” she carried on.

Sean fucked his fingers into her harder. The combination of his hand and the friction against her nipples was overwhelming. All Morgan could do was moan, barely forming words except Sean’s name, over and over again.

“Did you now?” he drew out. It wasn’t really a question. Morgan had been very explicit in her messages to him about touching herself. “And what did you imagine?” Sean asked, pushing his fingers inside her once, twice and then... pulling back. “I want you to tell me how much you thought about me. I want you to tell me exactly what you imagined and how much you want it,” he instructed. He teased the tip of one finger against Morgan’s clit, but it was gone as soon as it appeared.

Sean’s other hand was against Morgan’s hip, pressing her harder against the chair. His fingers ran over her ass, between her legs but not in her like she so desperately wanted. “Tell me,” he repeated, suddenly reminding Morgan how this was what Sean had asked her in the first place.

It almost made Morgan want to refuse again. Maybe then Sean would punish her the way she wanted. All this teasing was driving her wild! She needed more. Morgan craved Sean’s cock in her, or at least his hand against her skin.

She whined as she tried to push herself against Sean’s fingers. They were always just out of reach. “I thought about how your perfect cock fills me up just right,” she said. “I got naked on my bed and spread my legs. I imagined you watching me, as if you were there but choosing not to touch me. So I touched myself, just like you ordered.”

Morgan wanted to paint a picture, one that would make Sean hard again just to think about. “I let myself get so wet, practically dripping all over the sheets. So messy.” Not as messy as she was now, with Sean’s cum drying on her face. “I fucked myself with my fingers, but it wasn’t as good as your cock, baby. Please.”

“No, nothing is as good as my cock,” Sean confirmed, but then pressed his fingers back inside Morgan. They weren’t as good as his cock, but fuck did they feel amazing. Sean knew just how she liked it, finger-fucking her harder and harder until Morgan’s whole body was shaking. Just before her orgasm could roll through her, Sean stopped. Morgan’s loud whine resounded around them. Sean was having none of that.

Instead, he dragged his fingers up, wet from Morgan’s pussy. He pressed them against her asshole, not tight enough to penetrate but tight enough that she felt it. “Do you know how good my cock would feel in your ass?” Sean asked. Morgan didn’t. They hadn’t done this before, but Sean’s fingers against her puckered hole sent sharp pleasure tingling through her.

“You want that?” Morgan asked. They’d never talked about it, and so Morgan hadn’t thought of it as an option. Knowing that Sean had, that he wanted to fuck her in a whole new way, made everything feel so much more intense.

Experimentally, Morgan pushed her ass back. Sean’s fingers didn’t go in, but they rubbed against her hole. It sent a wave of unexpected pleasure through Morgan’s nerves. “Your cock is so big,” she pointed out. Morgan wasn’t afraid. She knew Sean would never do anything to hurt her.

He was big, that was just a fact. Morgan had never had more than a finger up her ass.

“Yes,” he answered and she wasn’t sure if that was in confirmation that he wanted or in agreement that his cock was big. Probably both. Sean pulled his hand back them, landing a smack against Morgan’s ass that made her give a sudden moan. “It’s your punishment for being such a disobedient little slut,” he told her and smacked Morgan’s ass again. The sharpness of pain mixed with the pleasure she was feeling. Her breasts rubbed against the back of the chair again, adding to the sensation.

Sean walked to the bedside table and Morgan could see him getting a bottle of lube. It was thrilling to think that he might do something they hadn’t tried before. Before Morgan could even think of saying as much, Sean smacked her ass again. “You are going to beg me for this,” he informed Morgan. “You are going to beg to have my cock in your ass and for me to fuck you hard.”

Morgan had no doubt that she would beg. Already, she missed the pressure of Sean’s finger. She wiggled, trying to get the hand resting on her ass to slip between her cheeks again. Sean’s grip tightened, holding her still, and Morgan moaned.

“Oh, Sean,” she cried. “I’ll take it so well. Take my punishment so nicely for you.” It wasn’t quite begging, not yet. As Sean had said, these things were so much more pleasurable when you earned them.

The chain caught on the material of the chair, giving both of Morgan’s nipples a sharp tug. It sent fire shooting all the way through her. “Go on,” she urged. “Touch me, Sean. I need it.”

“You do,” he confirmed, palm stroking over Morgan’s ass. He did spank it again, but it was much lighter. It made Morgan wish he’d spank her harder. It was clearly intentional. With his other hand, Sean opened the bottle of lube. When his fingers moved it over Morgan’s hole, it felt cold in an unexpected sort of way. As he rubbed it in, it heated up, making her moan louder.

He teased for what felt like ages before finally a finger slid in. Just the idea of what would come later made Morgan moan. She tried to push back, but Sean’s hand against her hip stopped her. He was in full control of how slow he moved his finger inside her. And it was slow. Only when Morgan was about to beg for more did Sean add another finger.

Morgan didn’t try to stop the moans that spilled from her, the noise filling their bedroom. Two of Sean’s fingers felt huge. Morgan couldn’t imagine how much bigger his cock would feel when he finally pushed it inside her.

Her need was bubbling up in her. The fact she couldn’t move, could only accept what Sean gave her, made her desire for him so much fiercer. “Go faster, baby,” she urged. “I can take it. It feels good.” It did, Sean’s fingers stretching Morgan out in ways that felt strange and different, but oh so hot!

Sean didn’t do as she asked, but that wasn’t very surprising. He stroked his other hand over Morgan’s ass as his two fingers carried on moving slowly inside and out of her tight hole. She could feel the way her muscles stretched around them. Briefly, Sean removed his fingers completely. When he worked them back, the intense ache made Morgan’s breath catch in her throat.

“Such a good slut,” Sean praised. “Tell me how wet your pussy is, Morgan,” he encouraged. As if to show her that he knew it was wet, Sean slid another two fingers inside her there too, making all of the sensations so much more.

Morgan tugged her hands against the ropes that bound her. She wanted to grab hold of the chair, use it as leverage to push herself back more. Sean’s teasing pace was maddening. The only way she’d get what she wanted was to obey his instructions, and he knew it.

“Fuck, I’m so wet,” she said, her pussy tightening around Sean’s fingers. “So wet because I’m so so ready for you to fuck me. God, you’re filling me up so much and you haven’t even put your cock in me.” Knowing Sean’s cock would go in her ass made Morgan feel as though her body was on fire.

“I’ll be a good slut for you,” she promised. “I can be good.” She hadn’t been today, but Sean knew that she could. “I’ll be so obedient,” she promised. “Please, if you just don’t stop.”

“Can you be obedient?” Sean asking, but his fingers were still moving inside Morgan. “You haven’t been doing a good job with it so far.” He hummed and then pulled his fingers out of her pussy. Morgan hardly had time to protest. Straight away, Sean pressed a third finger into her ass.

It was such a different sensation. It felt so tight and her muscles stretched around Sean’s fingers. She couldn’t imagine what it’d feel like when he got even more inside her.

“I can be good,” she promised. “You know I can, sir. I’ve been good for you.” As much as Morgan loved being punished, she was always good after Sean had given her a reason to be.

“I’m a slut,” she agreed, the word thrilling her. “But I’m your good slut, sir. All yours, to do whatever you want with.” She rocked back against him as much as she could. It pushed his fingers deeper, at a different angle. Morgan cried out as she saw stars behind her eyelids. “Please, sir,” she begged. “Please. I want your cock.”

“You are my good slut,” Sean confirmed and Morgan could hear the affection in his voice. Then he slapped her ass hard, making Morgan cry out sharply. “And I’ll show you just how important it is to obey me.” Glancing over her shoulder, Morgan could see Sean’s cock, hard and ready for her. He gave a few more thrusts with his fingers before pulling back to reach for the lube.

Morgan couldn’t help but moan just at the expectation of what would come next. Sean aligned his cock against Morgan’s hole, teasing the tip against it and making Morgan whimper. She knew it would feel so much bigger than his fingers had and she couldn’t wait!

“Come on, Sean,” she said. Now that he was so close to fucking her, Morgan was more than willing to beg. She loved being Sean’s slut. Begging for him to put his cock in her ass definitely felt like it fit that description. “Please, please, put your cock in me. It’ll feel so good.” For both of them, she was sure.

Sean’s hand was back on her hip, holding her still. Morgan writhed against it, trying to get more friction where Sean was teasing her. The movement rubbed her nipples against the chair, sending tingles of electricity down Morgan’s spine.

Finally, after what felt like forever, Sean pushed forward. The blunt tip of his cock opened Morgan’s hole up so slowly. She could feel every inch that he pressed into her. “Fuuuck,” she moaned, her mouth dropping open. Sean’s cock had never felt so big.

No amount of begging - and there was a lot of begging - seemed to make Sean go faster. He took his time, filling Morgan up increment by increment. It was so different from anything Morgan had felt before. Every nerve-ending in her body seemed to be standing to attention, responding to Sean’s touch. One of his hands was gripping Morgan’s hip, in an effort to stop her from pushing back more.

“Stay still and let your body adjust,” Sean instructed when Morgan once again tried to move. His whole cock still wasn’t in her and Morgan didn’t know how much more she could take. It felt amazing, but also so much. Yet Sean pressed forward until finally the whole of Morgan’s ass felt filled up, her asshole stretched around Sean’s cock.

He gave a light push with his hips, making Morgan cry out. “That’s it, my good little slut, show me how much you love having my cock in your ass,” Sean encouraged.

“God,” Morgan groaned. “I do. You feel amazing, Sean. So fucking big.” Morgan could feel his cock pull out, so slow and careful. Her nerve-endings sparkled with pleasure when he pushed his hips forward, filling her up again. It still wasn’t fast enough. Morgan rocked against the chair as much as she could.

Sean’s cock shoved into her again, his hips grinding against her ass. “Please,” she begged. “Fuck me faster, Sean. I want you to, please.” Sean didn’t pick up the pace, so Morgan just kept begging. Her moans got louder and louder, until they seemed to bounce off the walls.

“Pull my hair,” Morgan begged. If she couldn’t get Sean to go faster, maybe he’d do something else for her. Morgan wanted the sharp contrast of the pain against the slow, relentless movement of Sean’s cock.

Sean did reach out, pulling Morgan’s hair back with a sharp tug. Her head tilted towards him and Morgan cried out. With one hand still steady against Morgan’s hip, Sean finally fucked into her harder. And then harder and harder. Morgan’s screams filled the room, her whole body feeling everything. His cock was so big inside her. Now that Sean was fucking her hard, Morgan’s breasts bounced, the nipple clamps tugging on her nipples both painfully and pleasurably.

“Do you love that? Love me fucking your ass?” Sean grunted, his hips fucking forward so hard that the chair beneath them rocked. Morgan could barely even catch her breath to answer and before she really could, Sean moved his other hand between her legs, two fingers sliding inside Morgan’s pussy.

Morgan’s muscles tightened around them, trying to pull them in deeper. Her ass squeezed against Sean’s cock, making it feel impossibly bigger inside her. “Yesyesyes!” Morgan cried. “I love it. Love it when you use me, Sean. When you fuck me hard.”

His hips slammed against Morgan’s ass, sensation exploding through her. Every thrust made Morgan’s body cry out for more. Her pussy was so wet, and Sean’s fingers felt so good. It wasn’t enough. “Make me come, Sean, please,” she begged. She tried to get her hands down between her legs. The best she could do was to rock forward against them. She needed Sean’s fingers, for him to touch her clit so she could come while he was still inside her.

“Only when I say you can,” Sean told her. His speed didn’t slow, fucking into Morgan so hard that she could barely think. His cock felt so good, better than she had even imagined. When his fingers slid out from her and up to rub her clit, Morgan cried out. “Not yet,” Sean warned. Morgan was sure that it wouldn’t take her long. She whimpered beneath him, her nipples sending sparks of heat through her every time they rubbed against the material of the chair.

In combination with Sean’s fingers against her clit and his cock in her ass, Morgan could only beg for him to let her come. All her muscles were coiled tight and Morgan half-cried how much she needed release. Sean clearly knew. He sped up and then, finally, said, “Go on, come for me, baby!”

Morgan did, almost instantly. Her whole body shuddered as her climax crashed over her. Sean didn’t stop. His cock fucked into Morgan over and over, every thrust bringing a fresh wave of pleasure. Morgan half-sobbed her way through it, fingers scrabbling at nothing as she tried to hold herself together.

“Don’t stop,” she begged, even as her muscles finally relaxed. “Fuck me harder. I want you to come in me, fill up my ass.” The thought was hot enough to make Morgan’s suck in a breath. “Come on, Sean. Fuck me. Use me. Whatever you need, I’ll take it.”

She hardly needed to ask him not to stop, not when Sean was fucking into her so well. The speed at which he was pounding into her didn’t slow until finally, with a loud cry, Sean came. One more push and his hand tightened against Morgan’s hip so hard she wondered if it’d leave a mark. Sean’s whole body pressed against her as he leaned forward, his chest so hard and firm against her back. His breath came in shallow bursts, hot against the back of Morgan’s neck.

Then, teasingly, Sean reached to brush his fingers over Morgan’s nipples. His softening cock was still in her ass and the sensation of that combined with the stimulation to her nipples earned Sean a whine. “Shh,” he said. Unclipping one of the clams and then the other, he let the chain fall to the chair. Blood rushed back into Morgan’s nipples.

“Will you behave now?”

Morgan couldn’t even speak for a moment. Every bit of her attention was focused on the intensity of the tingling in her nipples, leaving her breathless. “Fuuuck, Sean,” she whined, running her tongue over her lips. Realizing he had asked her a question, Morgan turned her head so she could look at him.

She bit her lower lip, loving the way it drew Sean’s attention. “Yes, sir” she promised. It was easy to say she’d obey Sean now. All of Morgan’s needs had been so thoroughly satisfied, she had no desire to be bratty. She did smirk. They both knew she would act out again in the future. Morgan loved being punished, and Sean loved to be the one disciplining. “At least for tonight,” she amended.

“I guess it’s the best I can ask for,” Sean hummed. He then kissed Morgan, hard, as if to show her just who her ‘sir’ was. Finally, when Sean pulled back, he helped her off the chair. His hands ran down to check on the ropes around Morgan’s hands. “I’m leaving these on,” he informed her once he’d inspected that they weren’t hurting her. “For now, anyway. You’ll have to earn having them removed,” he said with a smirk.

Morgan leaned into Sean’s touch. She loved the way he let her. Even if he insisted she would have to earn her freedom, Sean would never really keep anything from Morgan that she wanted. That was why they worked so well together.

“I’ll earn it,” she promised. “I’ll be your good slut, and do whatever you want.” After Sean had given her such an incredible fucking, Morgan was certainly willing to make sure he got whatever he was craving.


Daisy Wants a Spanking

DAISY WAS HORNY. Her boyfriend Caleb was at work and no matter how many nude selfies she sent him, he didn‘t seem very interested in doing anything about Daisy‘s horniness. If anything, she was pretty sure he enjoyed her torment. The most Daisy had gotten in return was Caleb telling her to just ‘enjoy herself‘. Daisy had tried, really, but it was just so boring to do it herself. Her orgasms weren‘t as fun. All she could think about was how much better it would be if Caleb touched her instead.

So Daisy formed a plan. Her plan wasn‘t very extensive or even particularly advanced. Mostly it just involved getting Caleb to fuck her. What her plan did involve was getting herself ready for him to do just that.

The buttplug in her ass shifted as Daisy pushed the button in the elevator marking the floor for Caleb‘s office. She had picked a tight black dress that made her look like one of the lawyers that Caleb worked with. Daisy looked professional. She also looked hot, she had made sure of that. The buttons across her chest were just holding on as her breasts filled the dress out nicely.

Under it, she was wearing stockings and a garter over lacy black panties. She knew Caleb would love it and that was before he discovered the buttplug sitting snugly in her ass.

The secretary was new and didn‘t recognize Daisy. That made the whole thing even better. Daisy was a good liar so when the secretary went to inform Caleb that a ‘Ms. Daisy Kane‘ was there to see him, she did so as if Daisy was an actual client.

“Mr Black,” Daisy greeted, licking her lips very demonstrably. “I was hoping to steal a moment of your time?” Oh, she was hoping for a great deal more than a minute.

Caleb looked so serious, in his sharply-tailored suit. He sat behind his big desk, barely looking up from his paperwork. Daisy wanted it to be her he spread out against the wood. She‘d be much more fun than filing.

“Thank you, Laura,” Caleb said, dismissing his secretary. He waited until she‘d closed the door behind her before he looked up. Raising one eyebrow, he swept his gaze down Daisy‘s body in a way that made her temperature rise by several degrees.

“This isn‘t what I had in mind when I told you to enjoy yourself,” he observed.

“But sir, I am enjoying myself,” Daisy responded, her tone ever so innocent. It was an innocence they both knew very well she didn‘t have. All Daisy desired was for Caleb to bend her over and explore how well she‘d set her body up for him. For his amazing cock to do whatever Caleb pleased to Daisy. If it involved him giving her a good spanking, Daisy would hardly object.

She ran a hand over her side and up to her breasts, tongue licking over her lower lip. “I‘ve been ever so naughty, sir,” she told him. “Do you think you could help me?” Without any hesitation, Daisy then dropped to her knees, certain that her breasts looked even better from this new angle she’d offered Caleb. “I would very much like to be even naughtier.”

She felt a thrill go through her when Caleb laughed, clearly in spite of his own intention to be serious. Daisy liked challenging him that way. She would make him have a little fun, even in his office and surrounded by boring legal documents.

“I should make you kneel in the corner and wait,” Caleb threatened, his tone stern. Daisy knew he wouldn‘t really. The words still went straight to her pussy. When Caleb sat back, crossing his arms across his chest, it only made her even hotter. “What are you going to do to convince me I should help you?” he asked.

“I‘m going to suck your cock, sir,” Daisy informed Caleb confidently. “I‘m going to lick it, making it so wet with my tongue first. Then I‘ll take it in my hot mouth and suck it. I‘d love it so much if you fucked my mouth, sir!” The words sent a new wave of heat through Daisy. Her pussy felt like it was made of nothing but liquid. She leaned forward to make the buttplug shift again, swallowing up a moan.

Daisy ran her hands up over her breasts, fingers teasing against the buttons. One by one she undid them, letting her breasts spill out so Caleb could see that she wasn‘t wearing a bra under the dress. “Would you like to see just how naughty I can be, sir?” Daisy asked, very much hoping the answer would be a resounding ‘yes‘.

She watched as Caleb‘s tongue darted out over his lips. It made her squirm, imagining how good it would feel against her bare skin. Slowly, Caleb got up, his eyes never leaving Daisy as he made his way to the door. The sound of the key turning in the lock felt like a physical tingle across Daisy‘s skin.

As he walked closer, Daisy could see the thick outline of Caleb‘s cock against his crisp suit trousers. Her mouth watered. She let him see the sheer desire in her eyes as she looked up at him. He stopped directly in front of her. “Such an impatient little slut,” he said. Daisy leaned closer as he unzipped his trousers, freeing his erection. “Go on, then,” he urged. “Get me wet so I can fuck that dirty mouth of yours.”

This was exactly what Daisy had been hoping for. She eagerly moved in closer, her tongue darting out to lick over the tip of Caleb‘s cock. He was so good at not giving anything away, but she knew he liked it. Daisy knew all the things Caleb liked. She took great pleasure in showing that to him. Her tongue wetted his cock, just as Daisy had said she would, before she parted her lips more to take him into her mouth.

Giving a soft moan around Caleb‘s cock, Daisy pressed in closer, taking the cock in as far as she could. Bobbing her head, Daisy made sure to swirl her tongue against the underside of Caleb‘s shaft just the way he loved. She wanted to show him how much she was a good slut for him.

She must have been doing well because Caleb‘s hand came up to take hold of Daisy‘s hair. His fingers tugged hard, holding her head still in just the place he wanted it to be. He moaned. Daisy loved knowing she couldn‘t move more than he would let her. His grip only tightened as he pumped his hips slowly, pushing his cock all the way to the back of Daisy‘s throat.

“God, your mouth feels good,” Caleb groaned. The head of his dick pressed Daisy‘s tongue down. She did her best to wriggle it against him, wanting to earn more noises from him. “Play with your nipples,” Caleb ordered. “I want to feel you moaning around my cock.”

Bringing her hands up, Daisy followed the instructions, tugging against her hardening nipples. She did moan, both because it felt good and because that was what Caleb had wanted. His grip was tight on her hair and Daisy pulled against it to make a twinge of pain shoot down her spine. As she rocked forward, the buttplug in her ass shifted again. Together with her tugging against her nipples, Daisy‘s cry was loud - or at least as loud as having a mouth full of cock allowed.

Caleb rocked his hips forward steadily, fucking Daisy‘s mouth exactly the way she‘d wanted. She moaned again, loving the way Caleb‘s groan vibrated through his chest in response. He sped up, snapping his hips harder but just as deep. With every thrust, Daisy could feel his cock hammer the back of her throat.

Her eyes watered from the force of it, but she could tell Caleb was getting close. He hadn‘t even undressed, which just made Daisy feel even more turned on. “You‘re going to let me come in your mouth,” Caleb ordered, “and you‘re going to swallow every drop. Understand?”

She hummed an eager yes, knowing that it wouldn‘t take much longer. Caleb‘s hips slammed forward once, twice, three times and then he came, hot seed spilling down Daisy‘s throat. She did swallow it up, almost needily. She loved giving Caleb what he asked for. She licked slowly but thoroughly, making sure no drop went to waste before she pulled back.

“What would you like me to do next, sir?” Daisy asked, rocking forward and giving a soft moan. She bit her lower lip, her fingers still playing with her nipples since Caleb hadn‘t told her to stop. “Would you like to undress me?”

Caleb looked thoughtful. When he glanced over his shoulder at his desk, Daisy thought he might really go back to work. The idea that he could just leave her there, still so horny, was a thrill. “Stand up,” Caleb ordered, and Daisy moved smoothly to her feet. The plug in her ass shifted, and she had to bite her lip to keep from crying out.

“I told you I had to work today,” Caleb said. “And you came down here anyway. I really think I should punish you for not being able to wait until I got home.” He tucked his cock away and Daisy pouted. “Bend over the desk.”

Despite the pout, though, Daisy was excited. She loved when Caleb punished her. And he was yet to discover the buttplug in her ass!

Obediently, Daisy walked over to the desk. Her breasts were still out of her dress and she didn‘t bother putting them back. Caleb hadn‘t told her to and frankly, Daisy didn‘t want to. She loved being exposed like this for him.

Palms flat against the desk, Daisy bent over. She spread her legs wide. The heels she was wearing shaped her form brilliantly and the dress hugged her in all the right places. Daisy knew it showed her ass off so well. She counted on that to do her many favors.

She glanced over her shoulder, loving how dark Caleb‘s eyes were as he drank her in. “You can hold on. I don‘t want you reaching to rub your ass when you realize how much this is going to hurt,” he instructed. “I think ten strokes ought to remind you to listen to me in the future.”

He paused, standing just behind Daisy. “I expect you to keep quiet,” he added. Daisy knew from previous experience how well sound-proofed Caleb‘s office really was. His order only served to remind her of the people outside, who had no idea what they were doing.

With a sudden movement, Caleb brought his palm down on Daisy‘s ass. The heel of his hand caught the buttplug, sending it deeper and harder inside her. “What the -” Caleb started, with genuine surprise in his tone.

It didn‘t last long. Daisy couldn‘t see, but she would bet good money his eyes had widened with realization. “Lift your dress up, Daisy,” he ordered.

Reaching behind her, Daisy slid her dress up slowly, revealing the stockings and then the garter before she made it up to the sheer lacy panties. Caleb would be able to see the base of the buttplug through the material. It was thrilling to think about what he would say and how he might touch her now. She was still very interested in the promise of being spanked.

“Do you like what you see, sir?” Daisy asked, turning her head so she could smirk at him. “I really am very naughty. So naughty just for you, sir.”

Caleb made a noise in his throat that was almost a growl of pure lust. It sent a shock through Daisy‘s body, making her arch her back to push her ass out more. “I like it very much,” Caleb answered, his hands moving firmly over Daisy‘s thighs. He pushed, making her spread her legs even more. She was practically helpless against his desk, and yet Daisy felt powerful.

His fingers moved over her skin, snapping the garter so that it stung sharply against Daisy‘s inner thigh. “Do you want me to spank you with a plug in your ass, Daisy?” Caleb asked, his voice low. “Do you want to feel it move inside you every time I smack you?”

That was very much what Daisy wanted. She nodded eagerly. “Yes, sir, please sir,” Daisy begged, rocking her ass from side to side. “I‘d love for you to spank me, I want you to show me how good of a slut I am for you.” And she would be. Daisy wanted to feel Caleb‘s hands on her, wanted to feel how much he wanted her. She moaned the moment he touched her again, shifting against his hand as much as she could.

“Please, sir, I‘ve been so bad. Punish me for my behavior.” Daisy did absolutely love getting punished and Caleb knew it well.

He tugged the back of Daisy‘s panties down, and she could feel the movement of air against her ass. His fingers trailed between her cheeks, gripping and twisting the plug inside her so that Daisy couldn‘t hold back a moan. Her dress was still rucked up around her waist, making everything feel urgent.

“You‘re right,” Caleb agreed, pulling Daisy‘s panties back up over her. “You‘ve been even more impatient than I thought. Ten strokes won‘t be enough.” His fingers retreated, brushing softly against the garters holding up Daisy‘s stockings. “I think ten like this,” Caleb said, taking a step back, “and then ten more once with you naked. Does that sound like what you deserve?”

“Anything you want, sir,” Daisy nodded energetically. She knew that Caleb would pick whatever punishment felt best for both of them. She trusted him fully. He was always so good at making her feel amazing. Ten strokes now and ten strokes later sounded perfect. Daisy wiggled her ass until Caleb was forced to place a hand against it to stop her from doing so.

She pushed back into his touch, moaning when it made the buttplug shift again. Daisy‘s ass felt so full and her pussy was so wet. She couldn‘t wait to see whether Caleb would decide to take the plug out and fuck her in the ass or fuck her pussy with the plug still in. The thought of either one sent a shiver down Daisy‘s spine.

Caleb didn‘t make her wait much longer. With one hand pressing her down against the desk, he lifted the other. It landed with a sharp smack against one cheek of Daisy‘s ass. The pain was quick and bright, but almost overwhelmed by the sensation of the plug shifting inside her. All of Daisy‘s nerve-endings lit up.

Before the sensations had even begun to fade, Caleb spanked her again on the other cheek. The plug jostled back the other way and Daisy moaned. When Caleb brought his hand down again, it was right in the center of Daisy‘s ass, forcing the plug so deep inside her.

“Fuck!” Daisy cried loudly. Her pussy was so fucking wet. If she had thought she‘d been horny before it was nothing in comparison to how she felt now. Her ass was so full and Caleb‘s smacks left a tingling sensation against her cheeks. He wasn‘t gentle. Daisy loved that. She loved feeling the pain cruise through her.

Caleb didn‘t stop, making sure to smack Daisy‘s ass at the right angles for the plug to keep moving. As he drove it deeper, Daisy cried out louder. By the time the last few smacks came, tears were gathered in Daisy‘s eyes, the pain just edging towards being too much.

“Sir,” Daisy whined. “It hurts so good!”

She glanced over her shoulder, biting her lip as she saw how composed Caleb still looked. Not a hair was out of place, and if someone were to come in right now, they would hardly be able to tell how excited he was. Daisy knew, though. She could see the light in his eyes as he drank in the way she looked, bent over her desk and almost crying from how hard he‘d punished her.

He came closer, fingers brushing over Daisy‘s legs as he undid the garters holding her stockings up. “I want you to take your shoes off without getting up off this desk,” he instructed. He‘d stopped touching her, but Daisy could still feel the heat of his hand, so close. “Can you do that?”

“Yes,” Daisy answered straight away, before even really giving it a thought. She could. Hell, Daisy would‘ve tried even if she was wearing shoes with straps. As it was, her heels could somewhat easily be kicked off. She had to move in an awkward way but Daisy hardly cared, not when it meant doing as Caleb had asked of her.

Once her heels were off, she resettled with her legs spread, hands still flat against the tabletop. “What now, sir?” she asked. Her bare breasts were trapped against the desk. Daisy rocked to make the pressure against her nipples shift, pleasure shooting through her. “Do I look good for you, sir?”

Caleb‘s hands were back on her before he could answer, pushing her dress up even higher. “You look like the perfect slut,” Caleb answered, his voice low and rough. His fingers teased under the crotch of Daisy‘s panties, pulling just a little. Daisy wanted so much more, wanted to feel him slide his fingers inside her so he could know how wet she was. He‘d already moved on.

Carefully, he rolled Daisy‘s stockings down, letting her lift each leg in turn so that he could tug them off. Her bare legs prickled with goosebumps as she felt the material of his suit brush against her. Finally, after what felt like several long minutes, Caleb pulled her panties down and off, leaving her only in the garter belt and her dress.

“Are you ready for me to fuck you?” Caleb asked. “I bet you are. I bet you‘ve been ready since before you even got here.” He pressed a finger into her, and Daisy could hear the noise it made, her pussy was so wet.

“I am so ready,” Daisy confirmed, pushing back onto Caleb‘s fingers as much as she could. He was right in saying that Daisy had been ready well before she‘d even gotten to his office. Daisy had woken up horny and sending nudes to Caleb had done nothing to ease that. “Will you fuck my pussy, sir?” Daisy asked, eagerly rocking back and letting small moans fall from her lips.

If Caleb wanted he could fuck her ass. Caleb could fuck Daisy in any way he wanted and she‘d love it. He was always so good to her, giving her exactly what she wanted.

“I will,” Caleb confirmed. He added another finger, two of them plunging slowly and steadily into Daisy. With the plug in her ass, her pussy felt tight even around two fingers. She could only imagine how good it would feel when it was Caleb‘s cock filling her up. “I‘m not going to take this out, either,” Caleb told her, giving the plug a tap with his free hand. It pushed the hard silicone a little deeper. Daisy cried out eagerly.

Caleb stepped away, making Daisy whine at the loss of his fingers. He walked around the desk, standing where Daisy could easily see him as he stripped out of his suit. He didn‘t rush, giving Daisy a wonderful show as he revealed every inch of his body for her enjoyment. Each article of clothing was hung carefully over the back of his chair.

It was only once Caleb was completely naked that he walked back around to stand behind Daisy. She spread her legs even further, a silent invitation. Caleb took her up on it. His cock pressed into her pussy from behind, stretching her muscles around the thickness of it.

“Oh God!” Daisy cried out. Having Caleb‘s cock inside her and the plug at the same time felt so good. She felt so full and he hadn‘t even done anything yet. Daisy loved Caleb‘s cock, loved how thick it was inside her. He always filled her up so well, but especially now when her ass was full, too. “Please, sir, please fuck me,” Daisy begged.

When Caleb shifted, she moaned loudly. “As fast and hard as you want, sir, please. I can take it, I promise.” Not only could she promise that but Daisy wanted that, wanted him to fuck her hard and fast. Her pussy was so hot around him, so needy. “Please, sir, show me how well your cock can fuck me.”

She felt Caleb‘s hands on her. One pressed her hip down against the desk, the other fisted in her dress and pushed it even further up her back. He drew his cock out so slowly, making Daisy whimper with how much she needed more. “I love the sounds you make,” Caleb said and then slammed his cock into her, forcing an even louder moan than Daisy had made before. He ground his hips against her ass, the plug twisting inside her.

When he pulled back, Daisy braced her hands against the desk. She‘d been right to. Caleb‘s next thrust almost lifted her off her feet. Daisy still did her best to rock back against him. The big hand on her hip held her, but she could wiggle, enticing Caleb to fuck her again, and harder.

He knew just how she liked it, too, knew how willing Daisy was to take it hard. She absolutely loved how forcefully Caleb could fuck her. He didn‘t hold back. The thrusts made the whole desk rock, and Daisy moaned louder and louder. At some point, the cries would be so loud the secretary could hear them. If Caleb minded that, he could always gag Daisy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, not actually pushing back but just letting Caleb fuck her harder and harder. Each time he slammed into her, the plug in her ass pushed deeper, too, making Daisy feel like she was being fucked in both of her holes. Caleb didn‘t slow down. The speed was making more and more pleasure pool in Daisy‘s belly. “May I come, sir, please may I come?” Daisy begged.

Caleb didn‘t respond. He just kept fucking Daisy, his hips slapping noisily against her ass. His grip on her hip tightened, pulling her towards him. Daisy went willingly, rocking back as much as she could to meet his thrusts. “You can come, if you can come just from this,” he decided.

If anything, he thrust even harder and faster after that. It was like he was trying to make sure Daisy did come, and from his cock alone.

Or at least from his cock and the plug in her ass that slammed into her every time Caleb did. She was so sure she would come from just this because it felt amazing. Her orgasm was already building. Now that Daisy had Caleb‘s permission, she didn‘t try to stop it. As he continued to fuck her hard, Daisy‘s orgasm crashed over her and she screamed, a loud primal sound.

She felt her pussy muscles tighten around Caleb‘s cock and knew he could tell, too. His breath caught and his fingers tightened against her. He didn‘t slow down, fucking her even harder. She loved it, the way her whole body shook.

And then, abruptly, he did stop. Daisy could feel him leaning over her, his breath hot against the back of her neck. The muscles of his chest were hard against her spine, and Daisy did her best to push back. She could feel him everywhere, his hand gentle against her hip and his hard cock still deep inside her.

“Are you satisfied now, Daisy?” he asked. She recognized the tone of his voice, and it sent a shudder through her. When Caleb talked like that, it only meant good things for them both. “Do you still want more?” he pushed.

She always wanted more and he knew it well.

“You said you‘d spank me when I was naked, sir,” Daisy reminded. He had said that. Daisy wasn‘t even naked yet. “I would love to strip for you,” she added. Not that there was a lot left for her to strip. Daisy would still be more than keen to strip for Caleb. She wanted to see the lust in his eyes, wanted him to see just how obedient she was for him.

Daisy did rock back again, moaning at the feeling of his cock inside her. She didn‘t demand he fuck her harder the way she knew she could. Instead, she waited to see what Caleb would tell her how to do. Daisy did love following his instructions.

“So I did,” Caleb noted. He gave one last rock of his hips, then pulled back, leaving Daisy empty. As if he could sense that, Caleb ran his hand soothingly over Daisy‘s lower back. “Stand up then, and strip for me,” he urged.

As Daisy straightened up and stepped away from the desk, Caleb took her place. He propped his hip on the wood, completely unconcerned with his own nudity. He looked so good. Daisy almost wanted to get on her knees again and beg him to let her suck his cock.

“Take your dress off and turn around for me,” Caleb reminded her. “I want to see all of you.”

Daisy followed the instructions, pushing her dress down and discarding it to one side. She gave Caleb a grin before spinning around. She unfastened the garter belt, letting it fall to the floor at her feet. Running her hands up over her sides and to her breasts, Daisy moaned. She bent over, exposing both her ass and the plug in it to Caleb. Rocking back, Daisy moaned even louder.

“Do you like what you see, sir? Do I look good for you?” she asked, pulling herself back up and turning around, fast enough to make her breasts bounce. “I‘m so horny for you, sir,” Daisy told him. “Would you like me to suck your cock again?” she asked, on the off-chance that he‘d say yes. She‘d love to go on her knees for him again. Daisy would also love that spanking he had promised.

“So many questions,” Caleb teased. He got up, giving Daisy a push towards the desk. “Bend over,” he ordered. Daisy obeyed. It showed off her ass and the plug again. This time, Caleb ran his hands over her, his fingers toying with the base of the plug, making it shift and twist. “I‘m going to spank you again, and then I‘m going to fuck you until I come. Does that answer all your questions?”

“It does,” Daisy confirmed with an eager nod. She moaned louder when Caleb moved the toy in her ass again. She couldn‘t wait for him to fuck her. She was also very much looking forward to the spanking he was going to provide. Caleb‘s touch was always firm, but never too firm. Daisy loved it so much, the way his fingers slid over her already sensitive skin. She knew that the second dose of punishment would hurt all the more because of it. Even that Daisy was looking forward to.

She pressed back against Caleb‘s touch more, giving another soft cry at the feeling. “Please, sir, I will take the punishment so well. I always do.” She wanted to hear his agreement, his praise of how good she could be for him. Caleb would know that that‘s what she wanted and Daisy was so keen to hear him say it.

“You do,” he agreed, and the hand against her ass was almost soft. “You always take my punishment so well. So loudly.” She couldn‘t see it, but Daisy knew he had smirked. “I‘m not going to gag you. I want to hear it.” He cupped her ass, fingers digging hard into one of the cheeks. The sensation was almost overwhelming.

Then it was gone. Before Daisy could adjust, Caleb had brought his hand down in a smart slap against her ass. The pain of it blossomed out across Daisy‘s skin, only getting more and more intense when Caleb followed it with two more smacks right in the same place.

Tears sprung to her eyes before he‘d even gotten to the fifth slap. She wanted to beg him to go more softly, but Daisy also wanted that sting to carry on. Caleb, of course, seemed to know that. He moved to deliver the slaps on her other cheek. Daisy knew the ache would stay with her for hours after. So did Caleb, she was sure.

“Sir, please,” she cried loudly. Daisy didn‘t want him to stop, but she knew he‘d enjoy hearing her beg for him to. “It hurts, sir,” Daisy whined.

“Yes,” Caleb agreed. “It‘s supposed to. How else will you remember in the future how I want you to behave?” They both knew Daisy would continue to behave badly. She wanted Caleb to punish her. He wanted it, too. Daisy knew he was loving it just as much as she was. Even without being able to feel it, she was sure he was still hard just from repeatedly smacking her ass.

He counted the remaining strokes. The ninth was so hard Daisy knew it would bruise. That only made her pussy feel wetter. The plug was still nestled between her cheeks, filling her up and making every touch so much more intense. “Last one,” Caleb promised.

Whether to save her or to remind her that he could, the last smack was almost tender. Daisy moaned just at the difference of it. The slap still stung but mostly because of how sore her ass was already. “Thank you, sir,” Daisy said. She was certain that he‘d enjoy that, and Daisy felt like thanking him. He was so good at punishing her, there was a reason why Daisy absolutely loved setting herself up for discipline.

Caleb hummed his appreciation, his hands smoothing over Daisy‘s back in big sweeps. “You‘re very welcome,” he breathed, bringing his lips down to her ear. Daisy could feel his cock, still hard, against her thigh. Before she could say anything, Caleb pulled back. “God I want to be inside you,” he breathed. Now that the punishment was over he could be less strict in what he said.

His fingers closed around the plug, easing it so slowly out of Daisy‘s ass. Despite the care he took, Daisy whimpered. She‘d gotten so used to it inside her that having it taken away felt strange. “You won‘t need this anymore,” Caleb said softly. He rubbed his fingers around her hole, still stretched open from wearing the plug for so long. “How do you feel?” he asked.

“Empty,” Daisy answered. “And horny.” It felt like she‘d never not be horny. Having Caleb fuck her would definitely help. Especially since she assumed he‘d now fuck her ass. Daisy loved knowing that he would‘ve been in both of her holes. Caleb‘s cock felt so good. Daisy couldn‘t wait to have it inside her again. She rocked back, enjoying how it made Caleb give an unexpected grunt.

“I‘ll fill you up,” Caleb promised. He squeezed her ass, reminding Daisy of just how sore she was from his spanking. Even so, she wanted him to fuck her. She knew just how it would send pain through her entire body. She could hardly wait. “Such an eager little slut,” Caleb teased. He slid a finger inside her, tugging against the rim of her asshole. Daisy rocked back, wanting to take more, take him deeper.

She felt the moment his cock nudged against her hole, his finger drawing back to make way. Caleb‘s cock was thick, even thicker than the plug. He pushed steadily forward, making Daisy take him. “You fucking love this, don‘t you?” he asked, giving her ass a light slap with one hand. “Love that I‘ve fucked you every possible way since you got to my office.”

“I do, fuck, I really do!” Daisy nodded eagerly. She was so glad she had stretched her ass out for him and that Caleb was taking her up on it. This was what she had been imagining, except even better. The way he pressed into her made Daisy‘s ass sting from the spanking. It sent such a mix of pain and pleasure down her spine that she couldn‘t help but moan.

Caleb had told her that he wanted her to be loud, so Daisy didn‘t hold back. When he began to thrust into her, Daisy‘s moans increased, falling from her lips louder and louder. Every thrust made her cry out until her screams were echoing around the office. Even with the soundproofing, Daisy was sure Caleb‘s secretary would hear them. That just made her body heat up even more.

Caleb‘s hands were strong against Daisy‘s hips, hauling her body back against him as he hammered his cock into her. Even so, Daisy tried to rock back. She wanted to meet Caleb‘s thrusts, show him how much she loved being fucked like this.

“Fuuuck,” Caleb groaned. “God, you‘re so tight, Daisy. Your ass is so tight and so hot. You‘re made for this.” His grunts grew louder as he pounded into her. He leaned forward, his weight pinning Daisy to the desk. The wood scraped against her nipples, sending jolts of sensation everywhere across her body.

Caleb kept thrusting, until Daisy could tell he was close. “Want me to come in you?” he asked, his chest so hot against Daisy‘s back.

Pushing back as much as she could, Daisy nodded. “I do! Please, sir! Please come in me!” She definitely did want that, wanted to feel Caleb fill her up. She squeezed her muscles around him as much as she could to encourage Caleb to come. Daisy wanted to feel it, she wanted to be good for him and have him fuck him until he no longer could.

The desk under Daisy creaked from the force of Caleb‘s thrusts. It was all she could do to hang on tight. Caleb leaned more of his weight on her, his skin so hot against Daisy‘s bare back. His hips smacked against her ass once, twice, three times. Daisy felt it before she heard it. Caleb‘s grip on her went bruisingly tight and his whole body seemed to thrum with tension.

He cried out her name as he came, a drawn-out moan that made Daisy shiver deliciously. His hips ground against her ass, pushing his cock as deep as it would go. She could feel his cum, so hot inside her.

Caleb didn‘t pull out. Bracing one arm on either side of Daisy‘s body, he pressed a line of kisses down her spine. “I hope you‘re satisfied now, Daisy,” he teased.

She rocked once, twice against Caleb before answering. “For now.” Her tone was as teasing as his. At the same time, Daisy was sure she would be very ready for another round by the time Caleb got home. “Will you put the plug back in?” she asked. Daisy would take it out again once she got home, but she figured the easiest way to transport it would be up her ass. Besides, she very much enjoyed knowing it was there as her Uber hit bumps on the road.

Caleb laughed against her skin. Daisy could feel the rumble of his chest, and she half-turned over her shoulder to smile. “Such an energetic slut,” he teased. He did pull out carefully, making Daisy whine at the loss. Before she could really feel too empty, the tip of the plug brushed against her hole. Caleb pushed it inside her, twisting it before patting Daisy‘s ass.

“I don‘t know how I‘m going to focus on work now,” Caleb admitted, offering Daisy a hand to help her stand up. He pulled her body against his, kissing her deeply as his hands moved over her breasts and her waist. “Maybe I‘ll come home early tonight. Do you think you‘ll be ready for me?”

Daisy wanted to just say that of course she‘d be ready for him, but it wasn‘t something she could guarantee. “Text me when you leave work, I‘ll be ready for you when you get home.” It‘d give her half an hour. Daisy could definitely get herself ready in that amount of time.

She pressed another kiss against Caleb‘s lips, this one much softer. Her hands roamed over his body, enjoying how close they were. Heat radiated off them both. Daisy was excited to see how horny Caleb would be by the time he got home - because he would be thinking about how great this had been.

Walking over to get her underwear and redress, Daisy grinned at Caleb as he did the same. She loved that he‘d gotten naked for this, like he had to give her his all. “I love you, sir,” Daisy said, her tone playful as she gave him a wink. She really, really did love Caleb.

Caleb‘s smile in response was soft and warm, nothing like the strict and severe expression he wore when he was punishing her. “I love you, too, Daisy,” he replied. She smirked as she watched him straighten his tie.

“Are you going to be alright walking out past Laura?” Caleb asked. “She definitely heard what we got up to.” It was sweet that he asked. Daisy knew that if she wanted him to, he‘d walk out with her, so that she wouldn‘t have to face it alone.

Looking up from reattaching her stockings to the garter, Daisy gave Caleb a smile. “I‘m hardly ashamed to get fucked hard.” She shrugged, reaching for her dress. “Besides, I‘m sure she‘s imagined just how well you fuck anyway.” Of that Daisy was certain. Caleb was so good looking and so authoritative. Any woman - and plenty of men - would want him to use that authority on them, especially while naked.

Once she was in her dress, Daisy turned her back to Caleb so he‘d come and help her with the zip. “Will you be okay? Shall I tell Laura I seduced you?” Daisy asked teasingly. She was very sure that Caleb would be more than fine. She did enjoy the idea of telling Laura that anyway.

Crossing the distance between them, Caleb shook his head. “Not on my account,” he assured. His fingers were soft against Daisy‘s back as he pulled the zip up, like he wanted to make the most of this last opportunity to touch her. He straightened her dress, then pressed a kiss against her shoulder.

“Really,” he said, his tone thoughtful, “if you do tell her, I think I‘ll have to punish you again. And you won‘t want that.” He stepped in front of Daisy, raising a challenging eyebrow.

Daisy laughed. They both knew very, very well that she loved being punished by Caleb. Still, perhaps she‘d let Caleb‘s secretary imagine what the two of them had gotten up to for Daisy to be so loud.

Turning around in Caleb‘s arms, Daisy pressed one more kiss against his lips. “Perhaps I‘ll find some other reason for you to punish me,” she teased before moving to put her shoes back on. Her hair no doubt looked like she had just had a good pounding. Daisy was more than happy to leave it like that.

“I‘ll see you at home, sir,” Daisy said blowing a kiss at Caleb. She unlocked the door, giving Laura a wide smile when the woman looked up at her. Her cheeks were red enough to tell Daisy that she definitely had heard at least some of it. Rather than being shy about it, Daisy gave the other woman a wink.

Without another word, she walked out, grinning at how the plug in her ass reminded her of the good fuck she‘d just had.


Sir! Please Punish Me

SKYLAR WANTED TO BE punished. For days, her need for it had been building. Ansel had been busy at work. While they still played, it wasn’t enough. She was, of course, careful not to distract him from working. Instead, Skylar pushed all her desires to one side, waiting for the right time. As the weekend rolled closer, she felt both of them could use some release.

Sometimes, Ansel got so focused on work that he needed her to step in. Skylar knew just the way to do it.

Usually, her choice would’ve been for sexy underwear, maybe some stockings that Ansel could leave on as he spanked her. Not today. Today required something different. Skylar had picked a light yellow dress that radiated against her olive-colored skin. Under it, she wore cotton panties. The kind that someone who didn’t intend to make their dom fuck them hard might choose.

In the years Ansel and Skylar had been together, she had learned that playing the innocent, cute girl was something that he didn’t always want. When she offered it, when she made sure to be innocent and perhaps sometimes unsure, he loved teaching her. Skylar was a rather good actress. Especially when she wanted to get punished, to be shown punishment.

It was Friday evening. Despite the fact that Ansel should have finished work, he was busy in his home office. He’d promised not to be busy, however, so Skylar knew she could interrupt. Any punishment that interruption would earn her would be more of a game than anything else.

She knocked against the doorframe, leaning into it. Not seductively, intentionally not that.

“Sir,” Skylar drew Ansel’s attention to her. One of her bare feet rubbed against her leg. “Sir, do you think perhaps it’s time to stop working?”

Ansel’s head jerked up. Skylar could see the irritated response die on his lips. His gaze moved slowly over her. Skylar felt sure he noticed every detail, from the dress she’d chosen to how she’d left her feet and legs bare.

He glanced back at the masses of paper spread across his desk. It was a busy time of year, Skylar knew. All the more reason why Ansel needed reminding to take a break and have a little fun.

“I have to finish this before the end of next week,” he said, gesturing to his work. “Didn’t I tell you not to disturb me?”

He had. Skylar just knew he’d been working on this non-stop since the morning. If it hadn’t been for the fact that they had someone come in to cook food, Ansel almost definitely wouldn’t have eaten. Besides, she had finished her work. Skylar wanted to play.

“Oh, did you?” she asked, catching her lower lip between her teeth in a show of fake-innocence. “It just seems that maybe you could use a break, sir,” Skylar commented. One of her hands ran over her side, as if she was straightening her dress. It drew attention to the curve of her hips. “A stress relief? You know what they say about all work and no play.”

Ansel briefly raised an eyebrow at that. From the way his gaze lingered on her body, Skylar felt sure that the idea of a break appealed to him. His reluctance was mostly for show. A game between the two of them.

“I’m quite sure I did,” Ansel replied, taking her innocent question at face value. “How am I supposed to get anything done if you can’t leave me to work in peace?” He sat back, rolling his broad shoulders under the jacket of his suit. “I should punish you so that you’ll pay better attention to my instructions.”

Yes, Skylar wanted to say. Being punished was precisely what she wanted. Where was the fun in saying that? She suspected that if Ansel was told she wanted it, he’d be all the less likely to give it to her. Oh, no, Skylar knew how to play this game better than that.

“How would you punish me, sir?” Skylar asked, teeth chewing her lower lip. She pulled against the hem of her dress, as if in an attempt to cover more of her legs. Mostly, she wanted to draw attention to them. And to her ass. She pressed her side against the doorframe more so her hip pushed out, showcasing her curves.

Ansel considered. It gave Skylar plenty of time to remember the ways he’d punished her in the past. She’d enjoyed each and every one of them, whether it was Ansel bending her over and spanking her ass until it glowed, or Ansel pushing her to her knees and making her beg for his cock.

When Ansel did speak, his voice was gravelly. “I’d bend you over and flip up that little dress you’re wearing,” he said. His eyes darkened with lust. Skylar knew he was imagining what she might be wearing underneath. “Then I’d tie your hands so you couldn’t push me away. I’d show you what bad girls like you deserve.”

“But have I been bad, sir?” Skylar challenged. “I only wanted you to have a break...” Skylar wanted a great deal more than that. She couldn’t deny that she had also wanted for Ansel to stop working. It wasn’t good for him to work so much. It was up to her to convince him of that. Luckily for them both, Skylar was excellent at convincing Ansel of things.

She walked across the room, hips swaying as she did so. Brushing her fingers against the edge of the table once she reached it, Skylar licked her lips. “I think I’ve been very good,” she insisted.

The chuckle Ansel gave at that was warm. It sent tingles of anticipation to Skylar’s core. As soon as she was close enough, Ansel reached for her. His hand settled against her waist, pulling her closer to him, her ass pressed against the edge of the table. “I bet I can make you want to be bad,” he breathed.

Ansel’s fingers flirted with the hem of Skylar’s dress, brushing against the skin of her thigh.

“You can make me do many things, sir,” Skylar commented. She parted her legs slightly more to let Ansel brush higher. “You can make me want many things.” Ansel was certainly excellent at making Skylar want. And beg. He knew her and her body so well. Skylar could always rely on him to make her feel great.

He’d mentioned tying her hands up. Skylar wondered what he might use. She loved the idea of being bent over the table for him. God, maybe he could bend her over, tie her up and then return to work. Skylar both didn’t want that and instantly got wet at the idea. Heat pooled between her legs. She shifted against Ansel's hand where it rested on her thigh.

She could almost feel the heat from his fingers radiating against the thin cotton that covered her pussy. He was right, she wanted him to touch her. She longed for him to tug her panties aside and slide his fingers inside her to feel how wet she was for him.

Instead, he scratched his nails across the soft skin. It sent shivers racing down Skylar’s spine. She had to bite her lip not to whimper as he pulled back, stretching his long legs out between them.

“Turn around and lift your skirt,” he ordered.

She obeyed, of course. There was a small temptation to refuse, to see how Ansel would make her. At the same time, Skylar also wanted to play up her role as cute and innocent. So she turned, hands against the hem of her dress. Skylar pulled it up, bunching the material in her hands. She parted her legs more, giving Ansel a better view.

The white cotton would look amazing hugging her ass, Skylar was certain. It was soaked from how wet she felt already and Ansel had barely touched her. Glancing over her shoulder at him, Skylar shifted from side to side.

“Do you like what you see, sir?”

She pretended not to notice the bulge at the crotch of Ansel’s trousers. He hummed as he considered her. The wait only made Skylar want him more. “I do,” he said, standing up from his chair. He ran a palm over her ass, giving it a light slap that barely even registered. Skylar knew he could hit her much harder.

“That doesn’t mean I’m not going to remind you to listen to me,” he added, moving to the front of the desk. “Hold your wrists together,” he ordered. One hand snuck up to loosen the knot of his tie.

Skylar let the dress fall back down. She moved to hold her hands up the way Ansel instructed. He was always so good at tying her up. It was a skill that Skylar both admired and appreciated. The way he looped the tie around her wrists was careful, calculated, yet also ensured that Skylar wouldn’t accidentally hurt herself if she pulled against the restraints. She tried anyway, of course, loving how her wrists stayed put.

Ansel was now so close that Skylar could breathe him in. She leaned forward a little, her body brushing against Ansel’s lightly. “Thank you, sir,” Skylar said, sure that Ansel would like it.

“Mmm, that’s good, too.” Ansel passed his tongue over his lower lip. His fingers moved from the tie, brushing through Skylar’s loose hair.

He didn’t immediately move to touch her again. Skylar had been so sure he was going to spank her. She was ready, she wanted it. Ansel clicked his tongue at her, almost disapproving. “Now, you’re going to stay just like that while I fetch some things from the bedroom,” he told her.

“Just like this?” Skylar repeated. She wanted... more. She wanted him to bend her over the desk, or his chair, or put her on her knees. Just standing like this felt frustrating. Skylar was sure that was the point. If she pushed he might punish her for that, too. That was hardly a bad thing.

With her hands tied, Skylar couldn’t run them over her ass like she might’ve done if they were free. She could bend, exposing more of her ass as her dress rode up.

Ansel’s reaction was immediate. Too quickly for Skylar to track the motion, he’d moved. His hand came down against her thigh in a stinging slap. The pain felt amazing. It radiated out across Skylar’s skin as though it was the first time Ansel had ever touched her.

“Did I not make it clear that this is about you learning to follow my instructions?” Ansel asked. “When I say ‘just like this’ that doesn’t mean move how you want.”

Straightening back up, Skylar sucked her lower lip between her teeth. It was tempting to see if he’d slap her again. Skylar didn’t want to push her luck too much. Pushing Ansel was a fine balancing game, one which Skylar enjoyed playing. It relied on knowing that if she pushed him too far, the punishment would end up being more of an actual punishment than something Skylar could get off to.

Luckily, she knew Ansel very well.

“I’m sorry, sir,” Skylar apologized. “I will follow your instructions and wait just like this, I promise.”

Her apology softened his expression, bringing the playful light back into his eyes. “Good,” he said simply. Then, without giving Skylar any further instructions, he walked away.

Waiting was both awful and electrifying. Even without being bent over the desk, Skylar loved knowing she was restrained. She couldn’t easily get herself free without Ansel’s help. She relied on him, trusted him. It made Skylar extra sensitive to every sound that might be Ansel coming back.

He seemed to take forever. Skylar knew it couldn’t really have been longer than five minutes. He’d probably timed it just to leave her in suspense.

Seeing how she hadn’t moved, Ansel gave an approving hum. He dropped a bottle of lube onto the desk beside her. Both hands roved slowly down Skylar’s sides, feeling her curves through the thin dress. She could feel Ansel’s cock, hard against her ass. “Bend forward,” he ordered.

Skylar more than happily followed that instruction. Her hands pressed tightly against her breasts and she thrust her ass back, rubbing against Ansel’s hardness. She wanted him to thrust forward more, to make her moan. Her pussy was so wet already. He hadn’t even properly touched her yet.

“Like this, sir?” Skylar asked, quite sure she was doing exactly what Ansel had told her to. “Do you like me like this? Bent over for you? I’m so horny, sir. Please.” The ‘please’ was very much to beg Ansel’s hands to return to her. Skylar would be delighted by more slaps if that was what Ansel wanted. She rocked against his cock again. That was what she preferred.

“I think you can tell how much I like it,” Ansel teased, pressing his cock harder into the cleft of Skylar’s ass. He was so big. It never failed to make Skylar’s muscles tighten just to think of him being inside her. He pushed her dress up, the hem and the cool air of his office tickling against Skylar’s sides.

He ran his palms over Skylar’s ass, fingers curling against the waistband of her panties. “Have you ever had your bare ass spanked, Skylar?” he asked. In one smooth movement, he tugged the material down, leaving Skylar bent and so deliciously on show.

She had, of course. Skylar thought it would be much more satisfying to lie. “No,” she shook her head. “Why, sir? Does it look like it would be good to spank?” Oh, God, she certainly hoped it did. Skylar loved having Ansel’s hands on her. She pushed her ass back against his touch, hoping that he’d... do something. Her pussy felt so needy and empty.

“Have you spanked many others before, sir?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder at him as much as she could from the position she was in. “Do you often have to discipline someone?” Skylar knew the answer. She was the person Ansel disciplined. He was very good at it, too.

“Fairly often.” Ansel smirked as he said it. It was true, he did discipline Skylar frequently. They both enjoyed it. “I don’t often have to discipline someone like you,” he said, running an appreciative hand over Sklyar’s ass. “A good girl who should really know better.”

He pulled back. Goosebumps exploded over Skylar’s skin, because she knew what was coming. Ansel’s hand slapped against her ass, the sound seeming to ring through the air around them. It hurt. The sharp pain blossomed and lingered.

The next blow landed on the other side, with enough force to push Skylar further over the desk. Her bare toes scrabbled against the floor, trying to keep her balance.

“It’s a lovely ass,” Ansel said, his voice low. “It makes me want to do more than just spank it.”

Skylar wanted him to do more to her ass than spank it, too. She wanted him to do more to all of her. “Like what?” she asked. Her eyes fell on the lube Ansel had brought through from the bedroom. Her breath caught a little. “Have you got plans for my ass, sir?” It wasn’t what Skylar had been angling for, but she had absolutely no intention of discouraging Ansel from taking her just the way he wanted to.

He pressed his palm tight against Skylar’s stinging ass cheek, squeezing hard enough to make her whimper. “Any man would have plans for your ass,” he growled. “Especially after seeing it in those sweet cotton panties.” Said panties were still around Skylar’s ankles, adding to her innocent act.

Ansel teased a finger between Skylar’s open legs. He slid it into her pussy. Skylar could hear the wet sound it made. “It feels like you like the idea,” Ansel drawled. “I bet no one’s ever played with your ass. Not like I will.”

She pushed back against Ansel’s finger, unable to stop herself. Skylar’s pussy was so wet. One finger wasn’t enough, but it was certainly a start. Ansel didn’t add more. Not immediately, anyway. Maybe if she tried harder.

“But that’s so... naughty, sir,” Skylar proclaimed, rocking more against his touch. Pulling forward, Skylar swallowed a moan as she tried to fuck herself against the finger Ansel had pushed inside her. “Will it hurt, sir? Couldn’t we just do it... the normal way?” That last bit came out almost as a whisper. It was interrupted by another moan from Skylar as Ansel bent his finger inside her.

“You want that, don’t you?” Ansel asked. He pushed a second finger inside her, bending that too. It was the perfect angle, he knew her body so well. “You want my cock filling you up?” He didn’t wait for an answer. Skylar felt almost too breathless to give him one.

He withdrew his fingers, leaving Skylar’s pussy squeezing around empty air. “Punishment isn’t about what you want,” Ansel reminded her. His finger, wet from her pussy, dragged between Skylar’s cheeks. He circled it maddeningly around her asshole.

“If you’re good, and you don’t struggle, it won’t hurt,” he promised.

“I’ll be good,” Skylar promised. “So good.” She pushed back, moaning at the pressure it made Ansel put against her asshole. The very tip of his finger was teasing against the muscles. He wasn’t pushing it in. Instead, all of the nerve-endings there sent shivers down Skylar’s body. They didn’t do this often. Even if she wasn’t as innocent as she was pretending to be, it’d still be different.

Biting her lip again, Skylar exhaled heavily. “Will it fit, sir? You’re... your cock is so big.” It certainly was that. Ansel was right, Skylar would love to have it inside her pussy, filling her up and pounding her hard. This wasn’t about what she wanted. Ansel was very good at taking the things he wanted. Skylar loved that.

“Oh, it’ll fit,” Ansel promised. He wiggled his finger, making Skylar moan as the sensation danced across every nerve-ending. “It will be very, very tight, but it will fit.” Skylar knew it was true. The tightness was part of what Ansel enjoyed.

He stepped away. Glancing back over her shoulder, Skylar watched as Ansel stripped slowly out of his work clothes. He hung them neatly, the pants and shirt over the back of his desk chair and the socks in a ball in his pants’ pocket.

Down to only his boxers, Skylar could see the thick outline of his cock straining against the material.

She licked her lips, almost instinctively. Skylar loved having her mouth around that thick, thick cock. With her hands tied and trapped between her breasts and the hardness of the desk, Skylar could hardly move to offer. Besides, her pussy got almost as wet as her mouth did. She wanted to feel that thickness in her. Skylar was smart enough not to ask or, worse, demand. Beg, however...

“I’m sorry, sir,” Skylar whimpered. “I’m sorry for not being good and not doing as you said. Please, sir, don’t punish me. I don’t know if I can take it. You’re so big. Please, sir, just use my pussy instead. It’s so wet for you. So hot. I’ll make it so good for you.”

Ansel’s eyes darkened with lust. He pushed his boxers down. Skylar watched his cock slap against his stomach. He was so hard, he’d fill Skylar up so well. “You will take it,” Ansel told her. There was no room for argument in his tone.

He closed the distance between them. The head of his cock teased against Skylar’s pussy, then pushed inside. For a moment, Skylar thought he was giving in to her pleas. Then Ansel reached for the lube.

He squeezed it over his fingers, warming it before he spread it between Skylar’s cheeks. He pressed a finger against the muscle, relentless. Skylar’s body opened to accept him. With his cock filling her pussy, her ass felt even tighter.

Using her hands as much as she could for leverage, Skylar pushed back. It was hard to push onto Ansel’s cock more without also pushing against his fingers more. Her ass felt so tight, yet his finger pressed in. “Ah!” Skylar cried out. With the lube and the cock in her pussy, any discomfort was overcome by pleasure.

“Sir, it’s so tight,” she cried. She could feel her tight little hole squeeze around Ansel’s finger. His cock in her pussy twitched but he didn’t fuck her, no matter how much Skylar tried to encourage him to with her movements.

“I told you to stay still,” Ansel rumbled. His voice sounded so good, rich and warm. His free hand slapped lightly at Skylar’s ass, just enough to make her jiggle. It sent shockwaves of sensation through her.

Ansel pulled his finger back, plunging it slowly and carefully into Skylar’s hole. He could be so patient. He’d always told Skylar that pleasure was worth waiting for.

Finally, finally, her muscles loosened enough for Ansel to add a second finger. He sped up, thrusting them into her faster, grunting as he bounced his hips against Skylar’s ass.

The combination of his fingers in her ass and his cock in her pussy made Skylar cry out in pleasure. It felt so good. Her asshole was tight. Being stretched by Ansel’s fingers made Skylar feel every movement. She could hardly wait for him to do more. Not being allowed to move made things all the more challenging. Skylar held her hands together so she wouldn’t be tempted to use them to push herself back again.

“Please, sir,” Skylar begged. She wasn’t even sure what she was begging for. Probably for him to move. She wanted Ansel to fuck her, not to just tease her like this. To give her his cock but not let her move? It was cruel. She wanted more.

He rocked his fingers inside her, twisting them so Skylar could feel herself stretching even more. “Fuck,” he groaned, leaning forward so his cock pushed deeper into Skylar’s pussy. “You’re going to feel so good, Skylar,” he breathed.

He pulled back, setting up a rhythm of his cock sliding in and out of Skylar’s pussy, It was so slow, so controlled. It was almost worse than Ansel not moving at all. His fingers moved much faster, getting Skylar ready.

She gave a whine as Ansel pulled them free. “Let’s see if I’ll fit,” he teased, pulling his cock back even more slowly.

He slid it up and Skylar felt him squeeze more lube out. His fingers had felt big. They were nothing in comparison to how much bigger his cock was. “Oh my God,” Skylar breathed as he teased the tip against her hole. “Sir, it won’t fit!” she proclaimed. “Please, sir, it’s just so big. Isn’t my pussy enough? You can fuck it as hard as you’d like.” Skylar knew he did like.

With her hands still tied and trapped under her, she could hardly do anything at all. Even rocking forward was next to impossible. Rocking backward just pushed her more onto Ansel’s cock.

He groaned as her muscles started to stretch around him. “It’ll fit,” he promised. “You just need to relax.” One of his hands gripped Skylar’s hip, fingers tight enough to bruise as he held her steady. The other lined his cock up, fingers just brushing Skylar’s skin as he pressed into her.

His moan was so loud and deep that Skylar imagined she could feel it echoing inside her. “Fuck, you feel amazing,” he said, between breaths. He was panting. His solid, muscled chest heaved against Sklyar’s back. He pressed in slowly, giving her body plenty of time to adjust.

Ansel had promised her it wouldn’t hurt. It didn’t, but it still felt so much. It was almost overwhelming.

Skylar tried not to press back, letting him push it in slowly. It helped her body adjust around him, but it did nothing for how much Skylar wanted Ansel to just fuck her. She couldn’t even grip the table. Skylar moaned louder. “Sir, it’s so big!” she cried. It was. Ansel’s cock stretched her out and filled her up so well. Slowly, Skylar pushed back more, taking him in as much as she could.

It felt so good. Her whole body responded to his touch. Finally, Skylar felt him fully in. She whined loudly. The sound quickly turned into a cry of pleasure when Ansel moved back only to slam forward again. “Fuck,” she breathed.”Sir, please! Please punish me harder.”

The hand on her hip squeezed tighter, Ansel’s fingers digging in as he fucked into her over and over. Every thrust came with a quiet grunt, almost inaudible under the sounds of skin slapping against skin.

Ansel’s free hand slapped Skylar’s ass, hard enough to sting. The pain only added to Sklyar’s pleasure, making her moans even louder. “Do you like it?” Ansel asked. “Does my good girl like having a hard cock up her ass?”

“Yes, yes!” she cried. Skylar absolutely loved it. “It’s so big, you fill me up so much.” Skylar pressed back to meet Ansel’s thrusts. It felt amazing to know that she was there - spread across his table, her dress still on and her panties still around her ankles. With her hands tied and his cock up her ass. He fucked her harder and harder, making Skylar scream in pleasure.

She loved being treated like this, just taken however he wanted. Her ass stung from the slaps. The pleasure from him fucking her masked that easily. Skylar’s pussy was still so wet. She enjoyed this, especially because this was what Ansel had picked as her punishment.

“You’re so good, sir, so hard! It stretches me out so much, fuuuck!”

Now that she’d adjusted, Ansel’s thrusts were powerful. He almost lifted Skylar off her feet, rocking her against the desk. Her breasts dragged over his carefully-ordered papers, sending them into total disarray. Skylar loved that Ansel didn’t care. His attention had narrowed to her, to the two of them. She moaned as the desk swayed under her.

Pulling her tighter against him, Ansel reached between Skylar’s legs. His fingers skated through her drenched folds, glancing against her clit. It made Skylar throb with desire. “Do you want me to make it good for you?” Ansel asked. Skylar knew what he wanted. He wanted to hear her beg.

And she hardly planned to disappoint him.

“Please, sir!” fell from Skylar’s lips. She rocked back more. He fucked into her so hard that she didn’t really have to. Each of Ansel’s thrusts seemed even more powerful than the previous one. Skylar barely had enough breath left to beg. Still, she managed. “I want to feel good, sir, I want you to make me feel good,” she repeated.

His thrusts didn’t slow, driving Skylar forward with the force he fucked her with. Her words were replaced with screams. Having Ansel’s fingers against her clit meant that every time he fucked into her he rubbed it, sending waves of pleasure crashing through Skylar’s body.

His thighs slapped against her sore ass. It only reminded Skylar of how good it felt for Ansel to spank her, how much she’d wanted him to punish her. This was even better than she’d imagined.

Ansel crooked his fingers just right, the movement sending sparks out across Skylar’s skin. “Come for me, Skylar,” he ordered. He thrust even deeper. Skylar could feel his cock filling her, so big and thick. “Come for me. I want to feel you shake apart under me with how much you love this.”

She did love it. Having his permission to come, it didn’t take long before Skylar’s body was tensing up with pleasure. Ansel’s fingers moved in rhythm with his cock. Soon an orgasm was building. She pushed back as much as she could, meeting every one of Ansel’s thrusts. Screams filled the room as they fell from Skylar’s lips.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she cried. “Harder, please fuck me harder,” Skylar begged. Ansel did. Skylar’s orgasm burst across her body, making her tighten every muscle as she cried Ansel’s name, shaking with pleasure just as he had wanted her to.

“Fuck, Skylar,” Ansel groaned. He didn’t stop. Even as Skylar’s muscles trembled, Ansel fucked her through every pleasurable shudder. He let his weight push her down against the desk, her nipples rubbing against the wood through the thin material of her dress.

Ansel kept going. He thrust hard and deep, both hands on Skylar’s hips. She’d have bruises tomorrow. Skylar loved that, too. She knew how much it would turn Ansel on to see them, to know that she liked them.

His thighs slapped her ass one last time. Ansel bellowed as he buried his cock in Skylar’s ass. She could feel his orgasm, his hot seed pumping into her.

“Yes, sir, yes!” she encouraged. “I love it so much, you’re so good at punishing me.” She talked through his climax, thrusting back until finally, Ansel stopped fucking into her. Skylar’s breath was coming in sharp gasps as she collapsed against the desk. She felt thoroughly fucked out. Just, as she had no doubt, Ansel had intended her to feel.

Glancing over her shoulder, she smiled at Ansel. It was a satisfied sort of smile. “You’re so good to me, sir. Will you be returning to work now?” She hoped he wouldn’t be. Skylar really did think that Ansel needed a break. If he did... well, she could probably interrupt again in a little bit. The punishment then would be even more intense.

Ansel’s chuckle tickled against Skylar’s skin. “Now that we’ve fucked on top of all my important papers?” he asked. He didn’t sound annoyed. If anything, he sounded more relaxed than he had all week. “No,” he breathed. He shifted, his cock sliding free. Skylar whined, and Ansel ran a comforting hand over her ass.

“I’ll help you clean up,” he offered. “I could use a shower, too.” He stooped, pulling Skylar’s panties from around her ankles. “Then maybe we can have sex on the bed,” he teased. “The normal way.”

That made Skylar laugh. Once her panties were back on, she turned around so Ansel could untie her hands. “After dinner,” she told him. Now that she’d made sure he had stopped working, Skylar wanted to take advantage and feed him well, too. Besides, he’d need the energy to fuck her again.

“Shower first, though,” she agreed. Especially if that included Ansel joining her.


Tight and Stretched

TIA SMIRKED AS SHE shimmied her way across the crowded nightclub. Her tight silver dress drew every gaze. But there was only one pair of eyes Tia was interested in. Sawyer had been watching her all night, from the moment they’d left their apartment. He loved the way her ass looked when she wore heels.

Making sure to give him a twirl, Tia parked herself on Sawyer’s lap. His strong arm came round her instantly, making Tia feel secure. She wiggled appreciatively, knowing just what she was doing to her boyfriend with the movement.

“Will you come and dance with me?” she asked, making sure to be ever so polite. “Please?” she added. In case that wasn’t enough incentive, she wiggled again. “One dance, and then you can take me home.”

She’d been waiting for Sawyer to take her home all night. Tia was willing to wait just a little longer.

“Oh, can I?” Sawyer asked. He was already getting up to lead them to the dance floor. It wasn’t their first night out and would hardly be the last. Tia loved the memories it brought back of how they had met. And she always enjoyed having Sawyer take her home.

The music was loud and Sawyer pulled Tia in close against him. His hands slid down to her hips. One then moved lower to cup Tia’s ass. Pulling her close, Sawyer leaned in to press a hot line of kisses against Tia’s neck, clearly not at all bothered by who might see them.

“I have many plans for what I’m going to do to you when we get home,” Sawyer told her.

The words sent a thrill down Tia’s spine. Sawyer’s plans never failed to leave her completely spent after at least one mind-blowing orgasm. She turned around, his hands still gripping her hips. Swaying to the beat of the music, she rubbed her ass against Sawyer’s crotch.

He wasn’t hard for her. Not yet. Tia intended to change that.

In her heels, she was nearly his height. She tipped her head to one side, swinging her long dark hair back to expose the side of her neck for more kisses. “Tell me about these plans,” she urged, tipping her head back so he could hear.

Sawyer’s mouth returned to Tia’s neck. He ran a hot, wet tongue over her skin. The sensation went straight to Tia’s pussy, making her instantly wet. God, she loved Sawyer’s touch. The harder he gripped her hips, pulling her close, the more she could imagine him fucking her. One of his hands slid lower, to the edge of Tia’s dress. He slid it up a bit. Her breath caught as he ground against Tia’s ass harder.

“First, I’m going to strip you down to nothing but your heels,” Sawyer told her, breath hot in her ear. “Then, I’m going to whip your beautiful ass. Not hard, but hard enough for you to beg me for more.” That made Tia swallow. She wasn’t very into pain, but Sawyer was so good at walking that line with her.

He pushed his hips forward. This time, Tia could feel his cock hardening as the music around them blared. “And then, if you’re lucky, I’ll reward you by bending you over and screwing you until you can barely take it anymore.”

She bit her lip, not wanting to moan in front of a whole club full of people. She was glad it was dark. No one could see the way her cheeks had flushed, or the way Sawyer’s fingers stroked higher over her thigh.

She swayed, letting Sawyer’s muscled chest support her. She ground her ass against him in slow circles. She wanted to tease, wanted to make him as desperate for her as she’d felt for him all night.

The beat of the song was slow and steady. Tia worked her ass to the rhythm. Finally, when the DJ mixed in the next song, Tia turned, wrapping her arms around Sawyer’s neck and kissing him hard.

He kissed back, matching the force and passion she put into the kiss. Sawyer’s teeth grazed over Tia’s lower lip, teasing it between them for a small bite. It wasn’t painful, but it did make Tia’s imagination fire up with thoughts about what it might be like later. His hand returned to Tia’s ass, giving it another squeeze as he rocked his semi-hard cock into her thigh.

When Sawyer pulled back they were both breathless. Tia was so horny she could hardly wait to get home. Sawyer seemed to sense that. He smirked at her, his other hand brushing over Tia’s breast. “I’ll call us an Uber, shall I?” he said with a smirk.

Tia felt her nipples harden, and her cheeks flared crimson at the thought that anyone who looked at her might see. Her dress was far too thin to really provide any cover. She could have turned against Sawyer’s body, used him to hide behind. Instead, she stood a little straighter, almost showing her body off.

Her panties were going to be completely soaked by the time they got home. Luckily, it didn’t take very long for their Uber to arrive. Tia plastered herself against Sawyer’s side, one hand inching slowly up his thigh. She had just brushed her fingers against the outline of his cock when the car turned into their block.

Tia practically jumped out, leaving Sawyer to follow. She turned to watch as he approached up the driveway, looking so impossibly handsome in his tight shirt and jeans. “You’re going to whip me?” she asked, tongue darting over her lips.

“That is what I said.” Sawyer hummed. As soon as they were inside, the door shut behind them, Sawyer pressed Tia up against the nearest wall. His mouth came down against Tia’s neck, a bite followed by a soft kiss. Then another. This time, the kiss wasn’t as soft. Sawyer’s hands slid down Tia’s sides, pulling her dress up so he could slide his hand between her legs.

She moaned when his fingers brushed over the wetness of her panties. “Such a good little slut, already so wet for me,” Sawyer praised, pressing harder against the material. “Take them off,” he instructed before taking a step back so he could watch.

Tia felt like his slut, with her dress rucked up around her hips and her nipples hard enough to cut glass. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of her soaked panties, but didn’t immediately pull them down. Instead, she made Sawyer watching worth it. She swayed her hips from side to side, dragging the scrap of lace down inch by inch.

Just before she exposed her pussy to Sawyer’s hungry gaze, Tia turned. She arched her back, thrusting her hips towards Sawyer. She tugged the panties over the curve of her ass, then let them drop to the floor. Glancing over her shoulder, she could see Sawyer’s cock hard against the front of his pants.

“Am I your good slut, sir?” she asked, making her eyes go wide.

He licked his lips, a hand coming down to rub over his cock. Even through the material of his pants, Tia could see how hard he was. Moving forward, Sawyer ran his hand over Tia’s bare ass. “You always are.” Tia beamed with pride. She was a good slut and she loved the praise.

Sawyer pressed against Tia’s back, grinding his cock against her and making her moan. Before she could push back the way she wanted to, Sawyer had pulled away again. The loss of his body against hers made Tia whine. Sawyer was very good at ignoring her disappointment when he wanted to.

“I want you in the bedroom, kneeling on the bed,” he told her.

It was an order Tia had no trouble following. Even the thought of being obedient for Sawyer made Tia’s pussy even wetter.

“May I take my dress off, sir?” she asked. Sawyer had said he wanted to strip her down to nothing but her heels. Tia wanted to be naked for him, exposed in every way.

He gave another hum, a hand sliding over Tia’s side. “I will take it off for you,” he told her and then slapped her ass. It wasn’t hard or anything, but it still made Tia’s breath hitch. “In the bedroom,” Sawyer added urging her along. Tia went with excitement in her step. She loved having Sawyer undress her.

Tia stopped before the bed, glancing over her shoulder to watch as Sawyer approached. His hands were slow as they moved over her body. Tia moaned, wanting more of the touch, wanting to feel it against her bare skin.

She didn’t have to wait too long. Sawyer’s fingers moved against the zipper on Tia’s back, sliding it down slowly. He pushed the dress off one of her shoulders. Leaning in to kiss it, Sawyer scraped his teeth over the soft skin there in a light bite. His hands then pushed the dress off Tia’s other shoulder, too.

Finally, Sawyer let the material drop to the floor, leaving Tia in nothing but her shoes, just how he’d wanted it. His hand slapped her ass again, making Tia moan.

“Now kneel on the bed.”

She moved slowly, putting on a show for Sawyer as she hitched first one knee and then the other onto the mattress. She knew how good her tanned skin looked against the pale sheets. With her ass pointing directly at Sawyer, Tia crawled into the center of the bed, hips swaying.

Licking her lips, she positioned herself on all fours. With her legs spread and her back arched, she gave Sawyer a great view of her pussy from behind. She was already so wet for him, he must be able to see it.

“Like this, sir?” she asked, arching her back even further as she fisted her hands in the sheets.

Sawyer was still fully dressed. It made Tia feel even more exposed. Sawyer could see everything, could touch her anywhere. Her nipples hardened in anticipation of his fingers playing with them.

“You look good,” he commented, making Tia give a soft moan. She knew she did, but it was still great to hear him say it. Sawyer pulled his shirt out of his pants, giving Tia a peek at a line of his muscled stomach before the shirt covered it again. It made Tia’s mouth water. She loved running her tongue over those muscles, teasing Sawyer until he demanded more.

But now was not the time for it. Now was time for Sawyer to crawl behind her and stroke a hand over Tia’s ass. “You want me to whip you, don’t you? Want me to make you so hot and needy and then take you?”

Tia did. The thought of Sawyer’s thick cock inside her made her tingle all over. “Yes, sir,” Tia moaned. “Yes, I want you to whip me and then fuck me hard.” Sawyer was so strong. Tia loved that he could use that strength to make her body feel things that she’d never dreamed of.

She pushed her ass back, practically rubbing herself against his hand. Tia felt so hot, like flames were burning her up from the inside out. She bit down on her lip, trying not to beg Sawyer to hurry up. Knowing him, that would only make him drag this out longer.

Leaning forward, Sawyer pressed a kiss against Tia’s back. He moved away then and Tia pouted dramatically, making Sawyer laugh. “It’s going to be hard to whip you without a whip,” he teased. She watched him kick his shoes off as he walked over to the box they kept toys in. Tia hardly had to wait long before Sawyer returned, a smirk playing on his lips.

He dragged the whip over Tia’s skin. She could feel her pussy getting hotter. Just the anticipation was enough to keep her on edge. She knew Sawyer was going to hit her. Not knowing exactly when a blow might come was thrilling. It made Tia want. The pain was never too much. She trusted Sawyer fully.

When the whip did smack across her ass Tia cried out loudly. It wasn’t hard but it still stung.

She swore she could feel each individual strand landing on the soft, unmarked skin of her ass. They didn’t do this often. Not nearly often enough for Tia to develop any kind of tolerance. Every time Sawyer whipped her felt like the first time. Tia loved it.

“Fuck, sir, it hurts,” she said honestly. The sharp sting lingered. Tia had to lock her elbows so that she wouldn’t try to sway forward, out of the range of the whip. She knew she would warm up in a few more strokes. Sawyer could make her want it so much she pushed back towards the whip.

For now, she would stay still. “Will you do it again, please?” she asked, oh-so-politely.

Sawyer brushed a palm over Tia’s ass, pressing against the marks he’d left there. That, too, made her whimper. It didn’t stop Tia from wanting more. She rocked into his touch. Before she could get much more from it, Sawyer had pulled back again. She didn’t have to wait long. The whip returned to her skin, sending another sharp sensation of pain through her.

Rather than whipping her once more, Sawyer pulled back. Tia turned slightly to ask for another stroke but was distracted by Sawyer pulling his shirt off. She moaned almost inadvertently, earning a smirk from Sawyer.

“You want to get on your knees down here and help me get out of these pants?” he asked, an eyebrow going up in question.

Of course Tia wanted that. Her mouth watered at the thought of being so close to Sawyer’s cock. He loved when she went to her knees for him. It would turn him on even more, and that would hopefully make him fuck Tia harder.

“Can I, sir?” she asked, just in case Sawyer’s question hadn’t been an invitation. When he nodded, Tia crawled off the bed towards him.

Setting her ass back on her heels made her give a hiss of pain. Sawyer had barely begun, and already Tia knew she’d feel it tomorrow.

Fingers brushing against Sawyer’s muscled stomach, Tia unbuttoned his pants, pulling them down and holding them while he stepped free.

The outline of Sawyer’s cock against his boxers made Tia’s breath catch. “Please,” she begged easily. “Can I make you feel good?”

Looking down at Tia, Sawyer licked his lips. His hand came to stroke Tia’s cheek, thumb brushing over the softness of her lower lip. She parted her lips to allow him to slip a finger in. Eagerly, she ran her tongue over the pad of it. Sawyer gave a low groan. Tia wanted to hear more of those, to make him make those sounds for her.

“You can,” Sawyer allowed. Tia didn’t waste any time. She pushed his boxers down, letting his thick, long cock spring free. It already glistened with precum. Tia couldn’t wait to get her mouth on it.

Tia leaned in, dragging her tongue over the deep lines between Sawyer’s muscles. She loved the sound he made, the way his free hand clutched at her shoulder. The masculine scent of him went straight to Tia’s pussy. She nuzzled her cheek against his cock before pulling back.

Slowly, she ran her tongue around the head, lapping up every drop of precum and making Sawyer moan in the process. He sounded amazing, so hungry and eager. Tia parted her lips, bobbing as far down Sawyer’s dick as she could go.

She loved everything about having him in her mouth. The taste, the hardness of his cock against her tongue, the way it made her feel. Her pussy was soaked. Tia had to squeeze her hands around Sawyer’s thighs just so she wouldn’t touch herself.

He pushed forward, fucking into her throat. It wasn’t fast or hard, but it was definitely there. Tia swirled her tongue around, moving her head forward and then back, in order to develop a rhythm. Sawyer’s fingers tangled in Tia’s hair, tugging against it. It urged a moan from her, muffled around Sawyer’s cock.

“You’re so good,” Sawyer groaned. “Such a wet and hot mouth. Want me to fuck it harder? Want to be a good little slut for me? Let me use your mouth?” Each question was emphasized by Sawyer pushing forward more.

Tia didn’t need to answer in words. She tipped her head back, pulling against Sawyer’s fingers in her hair. She moaned, keeping her mouth tight around Sawyer’s cock. The angle let him push deeper, slide all the way to the back of Tia’s throat. It sent a hot pulse of desire straight between Tia’s legs.

She loved letting Sawyer use her like this. Being good for him, so obedient, made her whole body heat up. Sawyer moaned as he pumped his hips, his rhythm still steady. He was always so good at not giving Tia more than she could handle.

Using her hands on his thighs, Tia tugged. She wanted Sawyer to go faster, use her harder. She could take it. She wanted to.

He knew her limits well. Sawyer fucked into her throat harder. The speed and force made tears spring to Tia’s eyes. They were hardly unhappy. She loved this. Loved being such a great slut for Sawyer. He pumped his cock into her mouth a few more times before pulling back. Looking down at her tear- and saliva-covered face, Sawyer smiled.

“Fuck, you look so good,” he breathed. “You’re a great slut. I’m going to reward you for it,” he informed Tia. Her stomach felt like flipping, the idea of a reward making her rock forward. “Get back on the bed, back on your hands and knees.”

This time, Tia’s movements were far from slow and graceful. She scrambled onto the bed, spreading her legs even wider apart. It put her pussy and her ass both on show, making Tia feel even more like Sawyer’s slut. He could fuck her any way he wanted.

“Please, sir,” she begged. “I want you inside me. Please fuck me. I’ll be so good, so tight.” Her hands curled around the pillow and she lowered her chest to the bed. She knew how good she looked. It was something she loved, making Sawyer want her so badly. Yet he never lost control. He was always in charge of her, making Tia so horny she could hardly stand it.

“Oh, I know you will be,” Sawyer agreed. He took his time. Now that he was naked, he moved onto the bed slowly, hands coming to slide over Tia’s sensitive ass. The marks he left were going to be gone by the morning but right now they were sore to the touch. She loved the way it sent shivers of pain through her.

He pressed a kiss against her back again and then began to kiss lower. When Sawyer reached Tia’s ass, he gave one of the cheeks a bite. Tia cried out at the unexpected sensation. Before she even had time to think, Sawyer’s mouth moved again, this time licking between her cheeks.

Tia’s mouth dropped open in a gasp. Surely, Sawyer was only teasing? He’d fucked her ass before, and Tia loved it, but he’d always prepared her with his fingers. She squirmed, feeling a flush spread down her neck and over her breasts. Sawyer’s hands tightened against her, holding her still.

She couldn’t help but moan. His control over her, holding her exactly where he wanted, made every nerve-ending feel so much more sensitive. When Sawyer’s wet tongue flicked out against her asshole, Tia moaned.

It felt like nothing she’d ever experienced. So hot and soft. Sawyer’s tongue teased around her rim, sending sparks of sensation straight to her core.

“Please,” Tia begged. She wasn’t even sure what she was begging for. All she knew was that Sawyer felt amazing and she didn’t want him to stop.

Sawyer’s tongue teased against her hole more. Tia moaned even louder. She could feel the touch through her whole body. Everything felt sensitive. Tia’s cries increased in volume. She pushed back against Sawyer’s tongue and his hands came to steady her. Gripping Tia’s hips tightly, Sawyer licked faster.

The sensation just increased how loudly Tia was moaning. She had to hold the sheets tightly, knuckles going white in pleasure. It felt amazing, especially with how hard Sawyer’s hands held her.

When his tongue slipped inside her, Tia screamed. It felt so different. Tia was used to Sawyer’s fingers pressing into her, making her ready for his cock. Sawyer’s tongue couldn’t open her up like that, but Tia could feel it everywhere. She moaned again and again as her tight little hole clenched, trying to drag Sawyer’s tongue even further into her.

“Oh my god,” Tia breathed, letting her head droop onto the pillow. It pushed her ass up. She rocked her hips as much as she could in Sawyer’s hold, practically riding his face as he licked and fucked her with his tongue. “Oh, fuck, Sawyer,” she cried. She needed more. Tia was sure she would explode if Sawyer didn’t fuck her soon.

She swore under her breath, breasts swaying with her movements. Her nipples brushed against the sheets, adding even more electric tingles to everything else Tia was experiencing.

“Please,” she begged. “Sawyer, I need something, anything, please.”

He was so good at teasing her but Sawyer was also good at giving Tia what she asked for. Even when she didn’t know exactly what it was she was begging for. Sawyer’s tongue didn’t move away from playing against Tia’s hole, but one of his hands did move from her hip.

Sliding it down over her ass, Sawyer gave a squeeze, reminding Tia how the marks from the whip were still there. Then, Sawyer pressed a finger inside Tia’s wet pussy. The cry she gave in response was so loud it seemed to echo around them. The mix between having Sawyer’s tongue licking her asshole and his finger pushing into her pussy was fantastic. Sawyer showed no desire to slow down, especially when he pushed another finger inside her.

Tia’s chest heaved as she pushed her hips back. Sawyer’s fingers stretched her, making her pussy ache to have something even bigger. His tongue lapped against her, making Tia squirm with need. She’d never dreamed that this could feel so good.

Sawyer pressed both fingers deep inside her, twisting them in a way that made Tia thrash and scream. His thumb rubbed against her asshole, not pushing in. The pressure still gave Tia a rush of pleasure. It seemed to build inside her, higher and higher but with nowhere to go.

“Please, sir,” she said, almost sobbing. The feelings were just so much. Different kinds of pleasure plus the pain of the marks on Tia’s ass, all swept through her. “Please, I want to feel you. I want to be your good slut. Will you fuck me? Please?”

“I guess since you asked so nicely,” Sawyer said with a chuckle. His voice sounded so unbothered, like he wasn’t still pumping his fingers in and out of Tia’s pussy, making her scream with pleasure. She wanted him to fuck her so badly, but she also rocked back against the fingers. He was so good at it.

Then, suddenly, Sawyer pulled back.

It made Tia whine loudly, wanting him back inside her instantly.

“Shh,” he hummed, caressing her ass. “I need some lube so I can fuck you.”

The words sent pleasurable shudders down Tia’s spine. Sawyer didn’t often fuck her ass. Every time he did, it amazed Tia how big his cock could feel. Gripping the sheets, Tia tried to hold still. She watched over her shoulder, admiring the muscles in Sawyer’s legs as he climbed off the bed.

He looked like every woman’s wet dream. Tia spread her legs for him, wanting to show him how wet she was, how ready for him to use her. Her asshole felt wet too, the air of the room cool after Sawyer’s mouth had made her so hot.

She sighed in pleasure as he settled behind her. His warm, strong hand brushed up her thigh before he pulled away to uncap the bottle.

“Are you going to fuck me hard, sir?” she asked, wiggling in a way she hoped was tempting.

“I am,” Sawyer confirmed easily.

Tia’s breath caught when he squeezed some of the lube out and between her ass cheeks. It was cold but quickly warmed up against Sawyer’s touch. He rubbed the tip of his finger against Tia’s puckered hole, teasing it in. She already felt so sensitive down there, his tongue having prepared her.

When the second finger slid in, Tia bucked forward. Sawyer’s hand returned to her hip to hold her in place. “It’s okay, baby, I know you want it. You can have my cock soon, just need to stretch you out,” he hummed. All it did was make Tia want him even more.

She closed her eyes, trying to focus on anything but how much she needed Sawyer’s cock in her. His big hand held her still. Tia loved how strong he was. Even with only one hand, Tia couldn’t buck her way out of his hold. Not that she’d want to. His fingers pressed deeper, sliding in and out as Tia’s muscles relaxed. She whined, pushing her face down into the pillow to keep herself from begging.

After the soft touch of his tongue, Sawyer’s fingers felt hard and huge as they thrust steadily into her ass. It was nothing compared to how big Sawyer’s cock would feel. Tia loved knowing that he was as excited as she was. His dick must be throbbing with the need to bury himself inside her.

“I want it,” she echoed, twisting the sheets around her fingers. “Please, Sawyer. I’m ready, I’ll take it.”

“You’ll be ready when I say you are,” Sawyer instructed. It made Tia whine. She loved being ready for Sawyer. But she also loved letting him tease her, letting him make absolutely sure that she was ready. He didn’t stop her from pushing more against his fingers, the loud moans increasing.

Finally, finally, Sawyer decided that she was ready. He pulled his fingers away. Before Tia could muster a complaint, they were replaced by his cock. The tip brushed against her opening before Sawyer pushed in. He was slow, letting Tia’s muscles stretch around him. But slow also meant that she could feel every inch coming in.

Tia moaned. She felt more sensitive than she could ever remember. Sawyer’s cock felt impossibly thick and long. It filled her up completely, until Tia was sure she couldn’t take any more. Sawyer paused. His hips rubbed against Tia’s ass, the lines of pain making her cry out even louder.

Sawyer let her adjust. Tia’s breath came harder and faster as she pushed her ass up, trying to urge him to move. “Come on, Sawyer,” she begged. “Please, please, I need you to fuck me. You feel so good.” So good, and yet Tia needed more. She needed Sawyer to thrust and fill her over and over again.

When he did pull back, Tia whimpered as anticipation coiled in her stomach. Sawyer’s cock pushed forward, taking her, owning her, until he was all that Tia could think about.

His thick cock. The way he pushed in. The way he pulled back.

Quickly, all of Tia’s thoughts were overcome by how good it felt to have Sawyer fill her up like this. He began to fuck into her harder. Tia’s moans came loud and hard. She clenched the bedsheets, knuckles whitening as she screamed in pleasure. Sawyer pushed forward hard, his whole cock filling Tia up.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groaned. Sawyer’s hands gripped Tia’s hips, pulling her in to meet his thrusts every time. The bed began to shake under them with how hard Sawyer was fucking her. Tia’s screams surrounded them as she thrashed, wanting to get more and more.

“Yes!” she cried. “Fuck, yes. I’m tight for you, Sawyer. All for you.” His cock slammed into her, the bed knocking against the wall. Tia lifted her hips, trying to take Sawyer’s cock even deeper. Her pussy was drenched. Every thrust sent a bolt of pleasure straight through her, making her moan louder and louder.

She rocked back, meeting Sawyer’s hips as he pounded her from behind. “Please, sir, please touch my pussy,” she begged. “I want to come for you, like this.” If Sawyer would just let her grind against his hand while he fucked her, Tia knew she would. She wanted to, wanted to show Sawyer how much she loved it.

“Touch yourself,” Sawyer told her instead. “I want you to put your fingers inside your pussy. Fuck yourself while I fuck you.” The words made Tia moan. Her hand quickly moved between her legs. It wasn’t what she had asked for but it still felt great. As Tia’s fingers slid inside her wet pussy, she could feel Sawyer’s cock. It made her moan even louder, thrusting back as much as she could.

With only one arm to hold her up, every movement of Sawyer’s hips was magnified. Every thrust pushed Tia forward, her fingers sliding through the wet folds of her pussy. She cried out, pleasure already building between her legs. Her hand moved faster, fingers pumping in and out in time with Sawyer’s cock plunging into her ass.

“Oh!” she gasped. “Oh, fuck. I’m so full, Sawyer. It feels so good.” Tia brushed her thumb over her clit, wailing at the pleasure that threatened to overwhelm her. “Can I come for you, sir?” she begged. “Please. Please, let me come for you.”

“Yes! Come for me, scream my name,” Sawyer demanded slamming forward. Tia hardly had to be told twice before her fingers worked against her clit. Pleasure rolled through her in waves. It wasn’t long before the muscles in Tia’s stomach tightened. The steady rhythm with which Sawyer fucked her harder and harder pushed her over the edge just as he’d known it would.

“Sawyer!” Tia screamed, her voice hoarse. Sawyer’s cock filled her again and again. Every muscle in her body shook, sending Tia shuddering through her orgasm. Her arm gave out, sending her sprawling across their sheets. Only Sawyer’s hands on her hips held her upright.

He kept fucking her, grunting and swearing as he thrust into Tia’s tight ass. She moaned, eyes watering from the pleasure that sparked across every nerve-ending. “Please,” she begged. “Please, Sawyer, come for me. I want you to. I want to feel it.”

Her urging seemed to be enough. He pounded into her harder and harder until finally Tia heard his groans crack. “Fuck,” Sawyer cried as he pushed forward, filling Tia up so fully. His seed spilled inside her. Sawyer thrust forward until he had almost no strength left. Leaning into her, he pressed another kiss against Tia’s back and then pulled away, leaving her suddenly so empty.

“God, you’re great, Tia,” Sawyer praised, falling on his back against the bed, looking spent and so fucking beautiful.

Tia crawled over him, feeling sore and used and completely happy. She curled against his side, running her hand down his muscled chest and resting her cheek against his shoulder. “You’re great,” she replied. “You make me feel things no one else ever has.”

She loved it. Sawyer made her feel completely his. Tonight had been beyond Tia’s wildest dreams - but she could hardly wait to do it all over again. “Sleep now,” she urged Sawyer, pressing a kiss against his shoulder. “And tomorrow, we can stay in bed all day.” Tia already had plans for precisely how she was going to keep Sawyer there with her.


Christmas From Behind

ELLIE WANTED TO make this Christmas something worth remembering. It was her first with Craig as her husband. That in itself was pretty exciting. But Ellie had big plans this Christmas. They’d spent the day opening presents and having a merry time, visiting first Ellie’s family and then Craig’s. By the time they got home, it was nice to just be able to kick their shoes off and relax.

“I’ve got one last surprise for you,” Ellie told her husband. “But you’ll have to wait here for a bit,” she instructed. Craig, to his credit, seemed interested enough that he just raised his eyebrow at Ellie. Leaving him waiting, Ellie went off to their bedroom to put on the underwear she specifically bought for this.

Once she returned to the living room where she’d left her husband, Ellie leaned against the doorframe. “I thought this year, to celebrate our first married Christmas, we could do something special,” she said, smile growing when she saw how Craig’s eyes widened in surprise when he saw her.

Ellie let him drink her in, sliding a hand over her side. “So what do you say, babe? Want to try anal for Christmas?” There was definite amusement in Ellie’s voice. It was such a ridiculous question to ask, but they had talked about it. She’d never tried it before and, well, Ellie felt that Christmas was the perfect occasion.

To emphasize her question, Ellie turned slowly around. It showed off the back of her panties, cut high to really draw attention to her firm ass. Craig groaned. Before Ellie could turn back to face him, he had pinned her to the doorframe. His cock hardened as she arched her back to push against him.

“Fuck, Ellie,” he growled into her ear. “Of course I do.” He nipped hard at Ellie’s bare shoulder, sending a wave of arousal crashing through her.

It took Craig a great effort to pull back. “Bedroom. Now,” he ordered. He even gave Ellie’s hips a little push to reinforce his point.

A delighted laugh fell from Ellie’s lips. She rubbed her ass against Craig before he slapped it lightly to encourage her to walk to the bedroom. She was very excited about what was going to happen. Excited and nervous. But Ellie knew Craig would make sure she felt comfortable. And if in doing so he’d also take charge? That was even better.

When they got to the bedroom, Ellie turned around to give Craig a grin. “Would you like me on my knees for you first?” she asked, before her smile widened. “Sir?” The word sent heat straight to Ellie’s pussy. She loved this, loved how Craig was her sir in the bedroom. She was thrilled to see what he’d do with that and Ellie’s green light to trying anal sex.

“On your knees on the floor, with your back against the bed,” Craig agreed. Ellie scrambled into position, keeping her back straight. It thrust her breasts out in their nearly see-through bra. She watched as Craig’s gaze dropped to them, tongue darting out to wet his lips. Instead of moving forward, he stood still in the middle of the room.

His hands moved to the buttons of his shirt. Each one he undid gave Ellie a flash of the hard muscle of his chest. She knew Craig worked hard for it, which made her appreciate him all the more. Craig didn’t stop when he hit the waistband on his pants. Instead, he unbuttoned those, too. After pushing his trousers and boxers off his hips in one smooth movement, he discarded his shirt.

Seeing him completely stripped for her, Ellie couldn’t bite back a moan. His cock was rock hard, standing proud between his muscled thighs. It made heat flood Ellie’s panties, knowing it was all for her.

“Open your mouth,” Craig ordered, crossing the distance between them.

With no hesitation, Ellie did just that. She loved sucking Craig’s cock She especially loved it when he demanded that she took it in her mouth. When he took a step forward, Ellie opened her mouth even wider, sticking her tongue out. She moaned at the first taste of him, eagerly lapping up the saltiness of his precum.

Craig’s hand came to Ellie’s hair, tugging almost painfully. That too, made Ellie’s pussy even wetter. She loved how strong he was and how he could do whatever he wanted to her. Ellie wanted Craig to do with her as he pleased. She leaned in closer, her head bobbing slowly, taking his cock in deeper. Ellie was intentionally being slow, hoping that Craig would make her go faster.

The hand in her hair tugged harder, urging Ellie to tip her head back against the mattress. She loved that their bed was the perfect height for this. It allowed Craig to thrust even deeper. The press of his cock against the back of her throat made Ellie’s eyes water. She moaned around Craig’s shaft. They’d done this before. Craig loved it when she let him hear how much she was enjoying herself.

His hips snapped back and forth. The head of his cock rubbed ruthlessly over Ellie’s tongue. She spread her legs, sinking a little bit lower. Even with her panties still on, it  made her pussy feel thrillingly exposed. She was so wet already. And Craig had barely even touched her.

“Fuck, Ellie,” he grunted above her. “Suck harder.” Ellie did. Hollowing her cheeks around him, she slid her tongue against his thick cock. Craig moaned his approval. It made Ellie feel more determined to do well. She knew when Craig was close, she could hear it in the hitch of his groans.

She also knew that if he didn’t want her to make him come, he would pull back. So Ellie didn’t hesitate to moan around his cock again, hips rocking as her head moved forward to take in as much of him as she could. Ellie brought one of her hands up to cup Craig’s balls, her fingers soft against them, teasing that climax out of him.

With her head moving fast and Craig’s fingers gripping tighter, Ellie was sure he’d come soon. She wanted that, wanted to feel his hot cum in her mouth. Or on her! Fuck, she’d love to have him come on her. Using her free hand, Ellie pushed against Craig’s hip, sure he’d know what her intention was.

After one more thrust, Craig pulled back. His hand stroked across his cock, the movement almost too fast for Ellie to follow. Craig gave a loud groan. Ellie felt his cum splash hot across her breasts. Her moan joined his, echoing between them as Ellie’s chest heaved. Her bra was spattered, Craig’s cum covering the material as well as Ellie’s skin. Craig’s hand moved more slowly over his cock, squeezing out a last few drops against Ellie’s lips.

Her tongue darted out, swallowing the salty taste of him. “Is this what you wanted, Ellie?” Craig asked. His fingers brushed across her nipple, making Ellie feel how wet her bra was with his seed. “Did you want me to make a mess of you? Claim you?”

“Yes,” she moaned. Ellie loved when he claimed her. When he covered her skin in his stickiness. It made her feel dirty for him, dirty in the best sort of way. Ellie ran a hand through the mess he’d left on her breasts, bringing her fingers up to her lips so she could suck them clean. “I love it when you claim me, Sir,” she told him out loud.

Her pussy felt drenched! Ellie wanted to see what Craig decided to do next. He’d need some time to recover before he could fuck her ass, but that didn’t mean that he couldn’t still do things to her. “I love being filthy for you, Sir,” Ellie continued. “Will you make me even filthier? Should I beg? I’m good at begging, Sir.”

Craig smirked, taking a step back. Even soft, his cock made Ellie’s mouth water. He looked so powerful, standing there with Ellie on her knees at his feet. Ellie arched her back, pushing her breasts out proudly, displaying the mess he had already made of her. “Oh, I think you’re already dirty for me,” Craig answered. His voice made Ellie shiver with need.

“I bet those sexy panties are ruined with how wet you are for me,” he carried on. Ellie moaned. He was right, she could feel how drenched the material was between her legs. “Don’t get up,” Craig ordered, “but tug them to one side.” Ellie blushed at just how exposed it made her feel. Up on her knees, her legs spread, and her pussy bare for Craig’s approval.

Craig wasn’t finished yet. “I want you to push two fingers inside yourself,” he ordered. “Then let me see how wet they are.”

A soft moan fell from Ellie’s lips at that. Just at the thought of how good it would feel to push her fingers into her pussy. She wanted to show him how wet she was, especially since Ellie was very wet. But she also already knew she’d hate the fact that she couldn’t do more than just that. Not unless Craig told her to.

Ellie ran her fingers through the mess on her breasts, smearing it down over her flat stomach until she finally slid her fingers between her legs. Her eyes didn’t leave Craig’s, even as Ellie bit her lower lip with a soft cry at how good it felt to press her fingers against her wetness. She felt so horny. But Craig hadn’t told her she could do much else than press her fingers inside.

So Ellie did that, moaning again as two of her fingers easily slid inside her. She was so wet that she could’ve gotten even more in. But Craig’s instructions had been pretty specific. Finally, Ellie brought her hand back up, holding it up towards Craig so he could see just how covered her fingers were in Ellie’s liquids.

“Such a good girl,” Craig praised, taking a step closer. His strong fingers wrapped around Ellie’s wrist as he twisted her hand this way and that. It made Ellie moan to think he was appraising her wetness. “So obedient. And so wet,” he carried on, his voice soft. Ellie whined. Still gripping her wrist, Craig led Ellie’s fingers to her mouth. He didn’t even need to give an order. As soon as they were close enough, Ellie leaned forward to lick the taste of herself from her fingers.

Craig hummed his approval. It made Ellie flush red all the way down her chest. She loved being good for Craig. His praise made her feel so good about herself, so precious. Even when it was praise for being filthy.

Leaving Ellie with her fingers in her mouth, Craig made his way onto the bed, settling himself amid the pillows. Ellie watched over her shoulder. Craig hadn’t told her she could move. As she looked on, he pulled a bottle of lube from the bedside drawer. Ellie groaned. Just imagining what Craig was going to do to her ass was enough to make her stomach flip.

“Stand up,” Craig ordered, startling Ellie out of her thoughts. “Don’t turn around. I want to watch you take your panties off, slowly.”

She did just as he'd said, standing up. She ran her hands over her ass. Knowing that Craig’s eyes were on her, Ellie felt confident in her movements. She swayed her hips from side to side, before hooking her fingers against the band of her panties, sliding them down slowly and demonstratively. Finally, when they were off, Ellie looked over her shoulder again.

Craig looked so good, sat against the pillows and watching the show she was putting on for him. “Shall I take my bra off, too?” Ellie asked. She didn’t turn around. He hadn’t told her that she should.

“No.” Craig’s answer was immediate. Ellie loved how sure he always sounded. It made it easy for her to trust him, to let him do things to her that Ellie had never dreamed of. “Come here,” he ordered. Ellie could almost hear the smirk in his voice when he added, “You can turn around for that. I want you straddling me, face to face.”

As soon as Ellie was close enough, Craig reached for her. His hand settled on her waist, guiding her as she followed his directions. “So good for me,” he praised. “So obedient.” It made Ellie positively glow with pride.

One of Craig’s big hands moved over her back. Instead of dropping to her ass, like Ellie had half-expected, his fingers moved up. He flicked the clasp of her bra open, tugging it off so that Ellie’s breasts bounced free. “Fuck, I love watching that,” he moaned. His thumb moved over her nipple. The pleasure seemed tied directly to Ellie’s pussy, making her even wetter.

Leaning forward, Craig sucked hard on one of Ellie’s nipples. At almost the same moment, his fingers teased between the cheeks of her ass. They were already slick with lube.

Ellie’s muscles tensed. She did want this and that was definitely still the case, but it was new. Having Craig’s mouth against her breast helped, the way it sent pleasure shooting straight to Ellie’s pussy. She tried to relax against his fingers as they teased her there. If she didn’t focus on it, Ellie found it actually pleasant, the soft strokes against her puckered hole.

There was a soft moan that fell from her lips when Craig sucked her nipple again. Ellie shifted slightly. It wasn’t quite to meet his fingers but she did feel... naughty. They’d tried so many different things. This, however, was very much new. Of course, Ellie wanted Craig to enjoy it, but she also wanted her to enjoy it.

Craig didn’t rush. His fingers stroked softly between Ellie’s cheeks, passing slowly over her hole. Every time they got near, she felt a tightening of anticipation, but Craig never pushed her too far. Instead, his other hand slid down Ellie’s stomach. The feeling of his fingers there was so much more familiar. Ellie felt herself relaxing into it, giving a quiet gasp when Craig’s fingers cupped between her legs.

His teeth caught against Ellie’s nipple, giving the smallest of tugs. Ellie shuddered. The three sensations, from Craig’s hands and mouth, were all so much. One finger dipped into her pussy. She was still so wet, Craig pressed easily inside her. Ellie cried out, rewarded with another light bite against her nipple.

Pulling back from her breast, Craig looked up at her. “Such a good naughty girl for me,” he praised, smiling. He looked genuinely so pleased with her that it made Ellie feel warm all over. His finger circled around her hole, putting just a little more pressure against her. “Are you ready?” Craig asked.

Ellie wasn’t not ready. She didn’t know what to expect, but she wanted to try. She was ready to have Craig make her feel good. “Yeah,” Ellie nodded, rocking against the finger he still had in her pussy. She tried her best to relax, or at least to give in to the pleasure that Craig’s other hand and mouth brought her. She trusted him. Craig would never do anything she didn’t want. And he’d stop if she didn’t like it.

That made Ellie a lot more confident about the whole thing. When Craig’s finger did finally press inside her ass, Ellie gave a soft, almost unexpected moan.

As if to reward her, Craig’s thumb brushed across Ellie’s clit, making her buck her hips between his two hands. “Fuck, yes, that’s it,” he urged, his voice low and soothing. “I promise, if it hurts, or you don’t like it, tell me and I’ll stop.” But it didn’t hurt. Craig’s finger pressed in so slowly. It felt strange, different than anything Ellie had experienced. She gave a soft whine, and Craig’s thumb brushed her clit again. The pleasure that sparked through her at his touch was more than enough to distract her from thinking about her ass.

Craig’s mouth moved to her other breast, tongue lapping teasingly against her nipple. He hummed, vibrations shivering across Ellie’s skin. When his finger was as deep as it would go, he paused, letting Ellie adjust.

She definitely didn’t hate it. If anything, the knowledge of how this was different made Ellie’s pussy even wetter. She loved how much care Craig took. She rocked slightly against his finger in her ass, giving a soft moan at the feeling. Her muscles were quickly adjusting to it. When Craig rubbed his thumb over her clit once again, Ellie moaned loudly.

“I can take more,” she promised. She knew he’d go slowly, so Ellie didn’t add that. Instead, she tried to relax more, giving a soft moan when Craig pulled his finger back before pressing it inside her again. It went in easier this time. Ellie consciously tried to relax and she knew it wouldn’t hurt. If anything, it kind of felt good, now that she could focus on the feeling rather than the worry.

“Fuck, you look so hot,” Craig praised. He bit lightly against Ellie’s nipple, the sharp burst of pleasure making Ellie cry out. He smirked up at her, like that was exactly what he had wanted. To make up for it, Craig pursed his lips around her nipple, sucking harder to take away the slight sting.

Ellie shifted her hips. As if he could read her mind, Craig moved his fingers, sliding them out of Ellie’s ass before he pressed them back in. Now that she’d relaxed, he moved faster, building up a friction that made pleasure tingle all across Ellie’s nerves.

Steadily, Craig upped the pace. His two fingers thrust in and out, the motion so like being fucked that Ellie couldn’t help thinking about Craig’s cock. “You’ve got me hard again, already,” Craig murmured. It sent a thrill down Ellie’s spine, knowing he was hard for her. She’d turned him on so much without even touching him.

Her moans were coming in soft bursts, responding to every time he fucked his fingers into her. It felt good, her muscles stretching and retracting when Craig pulled his finger out. Pressing them back in again earned him another moan. Then Ellie cried out loudly as he parted his fingers. The movement sent a thrill through her whole body and Ellie’s mouth pressed against Craig’s shoulder.

She bit it, making Craig, too, groan in pleasure. It pleased Ellie that even during this, having his finger in her ass, she could still make him groan. His fingers felt so slick, stretching Ellie out. She couldn’t even imagine how much bigger his cock would feel, which it would.

“Are you going to fuck me like this? With me on top?” she asked curiously.

Craig growled. It was such an animalistic sound, like he was too turned on for words, that it made Ellie impossibly hotter. “One day,” he promised, his fingers twisting inside her. Ellie shivered. All the new sensations were swirling through her, adding to the throb of arousal between her legs. “Not today,” Craig added. “Today, I’m going to fuck you from behind. Do all the work, so you don’t have to,” he teased. His eyes were dark with lust. He wasn’t just doing it for her.

Stretching his fingers out even more, Craig bit down on his lip to swallow a groan. “You’re going to feel amazing,” he breathed. Sweat beaded along his hairline, but he refused to hurry. It made Ellie feel amazing - sexy and cherished all at once. A few more long, slow thrusts of his fingers, then Craig paused. “I think you’re ready for me, gorgeous,” he said. “How do you feel?”

“Horny,” Ellie answered giving Craig a grin. “But also excited.” Maybe a little bit nervous. Ellie knew that was fine, too. Trying something new in the bedroom was always exciting and a little bit nerve-inducing. Ellie really was very horny. The idea of having Craig fuck her ass felt... it made her hot all over. It was naughty. Ellie loved being naughty with Craig, loved being filthy with Craig.

She leaned in to kiss him hard, moaning as his fingers carried on moving inside her. He parted them again, which led to Ellie crying out loudly. The sensation was nothing like she had expected. She couldn’t wait to feel what a cock felt like inside her. “I want you to,” she nodded. “Please, Sir, fuck my ass?”

It made Craig smirk as he twisted his fingers again. He pulled them back. Ellie whined at how strangely empty she felt without them. She knew it wouldn’t be for long. Craig’s hand smacked lightly against Ellie’s hip, demanding her attention. “Get on your hands and knees,” he ordered, patting the expanse of mattress next to them. “Make sure you’re comfortable.”

Craig watched as Ellie moved, getting herself into position just as he’d demanded. Once she’d settled, her gaze locked on Craig’s cock. His long fingers stroked the lube down the full length of it, then went back to add even more. “I’m not going to hurt you,” Craig promised as he crawled into place behind her.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You look so good like this, babe. Such an amazing Christmas present.” It made Ellie giggle, despite her nerves. The sound almost immediately turned into a gasp as Craig pressed the head of his cock against her hole.

The excitement built low in her belly. Ellie’s hands gripped the sheets below her as she waited for Craig to press in. When he did, it was slow, much slower than Ellie had expected. His cock definitely felt a lot bigger than his fingers had. Ellie moaned softly. He seemed to be able to tell, though, that it wasn’t in discomfort.

“Oh, fuck!” Ellie cried, lowering her shoulder so she could push more of her ass towards Craig. He paused, and Ellie shook her head. “No, please, more, I want it,” she promised. It might feel different but it felt good. Her pussy throbbed in the knowledge that it wasn’t going to get fucked. But also just at how hot this was.

One of Craig’s hands cradled her hip. He was gentle, but not shy in angling Ellie just the way he wanted. Inch by inch, Ellie felt her body adjust to the length of Craig’s cock. He felt so unbelievably hard inside her. His fingers had been flexible, moving and twisting with Ellie as she’d moved. His cock was a totally different experience. Ellie’s body had to relax, her muscles stretching out around it.

“Fuuuck,” Craig moaned softly. “You’re so fucking tight, Ellie. It feels amazing.” Still he held back, giving Ellie all the time she needed. She felt his fingers brush lightly across her ass. The touch felt like praise and reassurance all rolled into one. “Halfway there,” Craig said, his voice rough. Ellie moaned. It felt like so much already.

“God, I can’t believe it’s only halfway in,” she groaned. It was both thrilling and hot to think that Craig had so much more to push inside her. Ellie’s whole body felt like it was on fire, but in the best kind of way. She was burning with desire. Daringly, Ellie pushed back a little bit, taking in more of Craig’s cock. It made her moan to think that she did that. At the same time, she loved knowing that Craig wanted this and that he would take her how he wanted her.

He pressed in deeper. Ellie’s hands cramped against the bedsheets, so much that she had to remind herself to loosen her grip. Her breath was coming in small gasps. It felt good. Strange, but definitely good.

Hearing the way Craig’s breath caught made Ellie want to feel all of him inside her. “Please, sir, I want you to. Please give me more. Your cock feels so good, I love how big it is inside me,” she rambled between gasps.

He groaned in response, leaning forward so that his cock steadily sank deeper. As Ellie pushed back, she felt Craig's dick slide into her more easily, until his hips nudged against her ass. "That's it," Craig told her. His voice sounded strained, like he was barely able to control it. Ellie loved knowing she was the reason he was so turned on. "Fuck, Ellie, you're so good."

This time, Craig started to pull back almost immediately. His moans only pushed Ellie’s arousal to higher and higher peaks. Her pussy was drenched. Ellie could feel how wet she was, wondered if Craig could see how much it turned her on to be doing this with him. His movements still weren’t fast. Ellie could feel his hands against her hips, holding her still.

When he pushed back in, it was almost too intense. Craig’s moan was loud and long, echoing around them the whole time his dick filled Ellie up.

Ellie had to remind herself to breathe. Craig hadn’t pulled out but the intensity of just having him move inside her felt amazing. She whimpered when he pushed back in. The movements were still slow, but they were becoming more steady. Ellie’s moans matched them.

“Oh God, yes, yes,” she cried. “Sir! It feels so good, fuck,” Ellie breathed. Taking her moans as encouragement, Craig began to fuck Ellie faster. Her fingers were still gripping the bed sheets, now more for leverage. Ellie pushed back onto Craig’s cock, loving how she could meet his thrusts. Still, she wanted more.

“Harder, Sir, please. I can take it, I promise!”

Craig swore, the growl in his voice making Ellie’s whole body light up from the inside. He didn’t disappoint. Gripping her hips with both hands, Craig thrust harder and deeper. Ellie could still feel every inch of him, pleasure building higher and higher with each thrust. “Ellie, fuck,” Craig panted behind her.

He established a rhythm, his hips slamming forward, every thrust pushing Ellie against the mattress. One of Craig’s hands moved higher, sliding under Ellie’s body to cup the weight of her breast. His fingers teased against her nipple, making Ellie give a wordless cry. He didn’t stop, screwing Ellie’s ass so hard she could hardly catch her breath.

She always loved being fucked hard by Craig. While this was different, it was still so good. Her body bounced, the bed frame slamming against the wall as Craig filled her faster and faster. The pleasure cruising through her was nothing like what Ellie had experienced before. She knew she wasn’t going to be able to come like this, but it still felt so good.

“Sir,” she moaned. “Can I, please, can I touch myself?” she begged. “I want to come, sir, I want to come with your cock in my ass!” The thought was so hot. Ellie rocked back as much as she could, but the force with which Craig slammed into her made it almost difficult. She loved it, loved feeling how strong he was.

His fingers plucked at her nipple once more, sending a tingle all the way to Ellie’s toes. “Fuck, Ellie, yes,” Craig answered. He leaned forward, his broader frame pinning Ellie’s body in place. She still rocked her hips, trying to press back against him, trying to show him how much she wanted his cock.

“Touch yourself,” Craig ordered, “and tell me when you’re close.” It thrilled Ellie that he’d agreed. She wanted to come with him still fucking her. She could tell from the groans spilling from Craig’s lips that he was already getting close. She’d have to be fast.

Ellie slid her hand between her legs, moaning loudly when she felt just how wet she was from Craig fucking her. She couldn’t resist slipping a finger inside her hot pussy, crying out when she felt Craig’s cock through the wall separating it from her fingers. It felt so good! Then she brought the fingers back up, seeking out her clit.

Her cries increased and Ellie felt her orgasm edging closer. Craig didn’t seem to slow at all, pushing Ellie against her fingers as he fucked her. She wanted to make it last. At the same time, Ellie also wanted to come.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted. “Oh my God! Fuck, Sir, I’m so close, so close. Please, may I come, please!”

Craig didn’t give her immediate permission. Ellie loved how he tested her, how he made her wait to see if she could. Her orgasm was so close. Ellie fought to keep control. It kept her on that glorious edge, balanced right on the tipping point. Craig pounded against Ellie, rocking her clit against her fingers, making it so much harder to resist the urge to succumb.

“Now,” Craig finally urged. “Come for me now, Ellie.” He rammed his cock into her ass, filling her up so thoroughly that it seemed to bring Ellie’s orgasm crashing down on her. Her pleasure burst out from her core, every muscle squeezing tight. It made Craig’s cock seem even bigger. He didn’t stop, fucking her through the throes of her passion, his moans drowned out under Ellie’s louder screams.

With Craig’s hands on her hips, he pulled her back against him. It made Ellie feel so full. Her body tingled with the pleasure vibrating through her. Craig wasn’t far off his own climax, she was sure. Ellie wanted to make him come. She wanted to feel what it’d be like to have him come inside her ass.

Gripping against the sheets as hard as she could, Ellie pushed herself back, making all the thrusts so much harder and faster. “It feels so good, Sir, your cock in my ass! It makes me feel so full. Fuck, it’s amazing. Please, Sir, I want to feel you come, please.” She squeezed her muscles around him, hoping to edge him over into more pleasure.

“God!” Craig grunted, his grip on her hips almost hard enough to bruise. “Fuck, Ellie. You’re so fucking tight.” The force of Craig’s thrusts was enough to make the bed springs creak. “I’m gonna come, gonna fill you up so full, make you such a mess for me.” His thrust hard, once, twice, and then drove his cock as deep into Ellie as it would go. She felt the hot rush of his cum. Just as he’d promised, it seemed to fill Ellie up as he pulled back.

His fingers brushed against her hole, catching the cum as it eased out of her, rubbing it against her skin. It was so filthy that Ellie couldn’t bite back a moan. “Such a good, good girl for me,” Craig praised. Ellie’s ass felt great, especially as Craig’s fingers rubbed against her hole.

She whined as she felt Craig leave. He returned almost at once, a cool flannel cleaning up the mess he’d left between Ellie’s cheeks. “How do you feel, gorgeous?” he asked. “That was amazing.”

Craig’s touch was so soft and caring that all Ellie could do was let herself relax on the bed. When he crawled up to press a kiss against her shoulder, she smiled contently. “I feel good,” she answered truthfully. “That was...” Ellie’s breath caught a little. Fuck, that had been so great! It wasn’t like what Ellie had imagined and it definitely hadn’t hurt - which was, no doubt, because of how slowly Craig had started out.

Turning her head, she sought out her husband’s lips for a kiss. “It was different, but good. I... we could try it again at some point, I wouldn’t be opposed to it,” she said with a grin. It thrilled Ellie to think that Craig might choose to fuck her ass. She was definitely into the idea of him just claiming it. It was his after all.

Craig smiled, nudging Ellie over onto her side so he could lie down beside her. His arm went around her waist, hand teasingly lightly against her ass. “I’d love to do it again,” he said. “I want to watch your face as you sink down onto my cock. Fuck, even thinking about it makes me feel hot.” His eyes clouded with lust. Ellie knew she’d make that wish come true for Craig soon. She wanted to give him everything he wanted.

“What an incredible Christmas present,” Craig noted, leaning forward. His lips met Ellie’s in a heated kiss, his tongue sweeping in to claim her mouth just like he’d claimed the rest of her body. “You really are the best wife,” he added, once he’d pulled back.

“With the best ass,” Ellie teased, making Craig laugh. She was very pleased he had enjoyed it. She was already thinking about what else she could do to please Craig. Now that she knew anal could be both fun and hot, she was very keen to try other ways they could play around with that. “Maybe later we can try some toys?” Ellie asked. She grinned when Craig’s eyes widened. She could see him already picturing how good her ass would look with a plug in it.

They’d have so much fun seeing the year out!
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5 Story BDSM Bundle: Whipped, Tied, Begging




Enjoy five explicit short stories of women who choose to be whipped, tied up and kept begging by the gorgeous men in their lives. 
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