

Betting His Submission

She Takes the Win

Henrietta Soto


It had been an intense night. Sarah wasn’t sure how long she’d been at the poker table, but she did know that it was long enough for all but one other player to lose. Now it was just her and Nate. She watched as he bit his lower lip, a sign she had learned was a fake tell. Nate was good. And he knew it, too. He smirked at Sarah over the cards.




She was confident. The King of Diamonds stared at her from the table. Sarah was secure in the knowledge that she had two others in the cards on the table. Two more cards were yet to be revealed. Sarah had high hopes she might see this game out with three of a kind.




Nate’s teeth grazed his lip. That, unlike when he bit it, was a genuine tell.




“You want to increase the bet, Nate?” Sarah asked, her voice practically dripping with challenge. “Maybe bet more than just money?” she added, raising one perfect eyebrow at him.




He leaned back, everything about his posture carefully calculated to make him appear relaxed. Sarah was willing to bet that, under all that bravado, adrenaline was flooding through his body. Just like it was through hers.




Excitement crackled in the air between them. Nate’s eyes roved her body, lingering on the swell of her breasts under the crisp blouse. “What kind of bet did you have in mind?” he asked.




Her breasts were precisely where Sarah wanted him to look. The bet she was going to propose was definitely going to involve those. And other parts of Sarah. “Whoever wins gets to be in charge for the night,” she proposed. “The other person has to do everything they’re told.” Sarah was confident in her cards, but she wasn’t so confident that she didn’t recognize the risk in that bet.




It was a risk she was willing to take.




The reward, Sarah was certain, would be worth it. And she didn’t terribly object to the idea of submitting to Nate’s whims, even if she was certain her own would be a lot more fun.




“Everything,” Nate echoed, rolling the word around in his mouth like he was tasting it. He raised an eyebrow, but Sarah didn’t back down. She wanted to see if Nate would accept the offer just as she’d made it. If he were bold enough.




He glanced down at his cards, fingers drumming across their patterned backs. When he lifted his eyes, Sarah could read the desire in them. Good. She wanted Nate thinking about all the things he’d do to her.




“You’re on,” he agreed. “One night, winner takes control.” He didn’t add any further rules. Sarah appreciated that. She liked having free rein. She certainly intended to enjoy it.




Smirking, she glanced at the dealer who looked slightly flushed. “We’ll have the last two cards,” she told him, watching as the guy turned over first a four of clubs and then an ace of spades. Instantly, Sarah knew she had exactly what she had wanted - an impossible to beat full house.




“Go on,” she encouraged Nate. “Time to find out which of us takes charge tonight.” There were very few things Nate could put down on the table for him to beat Sarah. She was pretty sure he didn’t have any of them.




His teeth grazed his lip, drawing Sarah’s attention away from the cards for an instant. She wanted to know how that mouth would feel against her skin. And she wouldn’t have to wait long to find out!




Nate’s strong, confident fingers laid his cards out. A six, eight, nine and jack of clubs formed a neat rank. Smirking, Nate leaned across the table, tapping against the four. “Flush,” he announced, positively brimming with confidence.




It was good, Sarah had to admit. In fact, it was very good. Just not quite good enough.




At first, Sarah’s expression was downcast. She wanted Nate to think that he’d beaten her. Then, almost agonizingly slowly, Sarah overturned her cards. She saw the moment that it clicked for Nate that her full house beat Nate’s flush.




“The lady wins,” the croupier announced. Sarah grinned at Nate.




“I’ll have a drink,” she told him. “G&T with a drop of ice, please.”




His eyes widened. Sarah could see the retort rising to his lips. He wasn’t a man who was used to being told what to do. That knowledge just made Sarah await their night together with even more anticipation.




Nate bit back whatever he was going to say. With a glance at the croupier, he nodded. “Congratulations,” he offered. He managed to sound almost genuine. “You played a good game.” Sarah just smirked. She was still waiting for that drink.




Getting to his feet, Nate walked off to fetch it for her. It gave Sarah the chance to admire his ass as he walked away. His suit was well-tailored, she had to give him that. She could hardly wait to watch him take it off.




When he returned, setting the drink on the table in front of her, Nate didn’t resume his seat. “What next?” he asked, a hint of challenge in his tone.




Reaching for her drink, Sarah took a slow sip. She took her time before responding. It was important to establish that this was her call. “I have a room upstairs,” she told Nate. “Come on,” she added before taking her drink and leading them out of the casino and towards the lifts.




Sarah would have plenty of time to cash her chips tomorrow. Tonight, she had far more interesting things to cash in from her victory.




When they got to her room, Sarah set the drink down on the table in the room, turning around to smirk at Nate. “Get on your knees,” she told him.




Nate spluttered, clearly taken aback. Whatever he saw in Sarah’s face quickly convinced him that she was serious. “This is a nice suit,” he complained. But this was also a very nice casino; the thickly-carpeted floor looked immaculate.




“I suppose we did say anything,” Nate relented. He dusted the knees of his pants, then went slowly to the floor. His sharp jaw jutted as he tipped his head back to keep his gaze fixed on Sarah. “Do you want me to do anything interesting while I’m down here?” he asked, smirking slightly.




“No,” Sarah replied, but then smirked. She had plenty of plans for the sort of things she wanted Nate to do. The first of them would be to curb that arrogance. And Sarah knew just to do that.




Walking over to her suitcase, Sarah took her time. She made sure to twist her hips as she walked, knowing without looking that Nate’s eyes were on her. In her suitcase, Sarah found the things she’d brought with her. There was no point in coming to Vegas if you weren’t going to play. And Sarah loved poker as much as she loved the sexual play she could enjoy in Vegas.




Turning around, Sarah let Nate see what she was holding - a pair of handcuffs and a small whip. “Take off your jacket and shirt,” she instructed.




Nate’s tongue slid out across his lower lip. This time, he made no attempt to complain. His fingers moved slowly, brushing the jacket off each shoulder before folding it into a neat pile on the floor at his side.




As he unfastened the buttons, Sarah’s gaze dropped to the newly-revealed skin of his chest. His muscles shifted as he moved, making Sarah long to drag her fingers over him. She wanted to hear how he’d react to the sharp scratch of her nails.




Like the jacket, Nate folded the shirt and placed it carefully beside him. Despite his position on the floor, his confidence in his body was obvious. And he had plenty to be confident about.




“Can I help you out of your shirt?” he asked, meeting Sarah’s eyes.




“No, not yet.” Sarah shook her head. She was going to get Nate to undress her but not just yet. First, she wanted to make sure he was desperate to do so. “Come here,” Sarah said, patting her hand against her leg. When Nate went to stand up, Sarah shook her head. “No, no standing,” she informed him.




Sarah smirked at the flash of surprise on Nate’s face. She saw him take a moment to figure out what she meant for him to do instead. Then, Nate crawled towards her, slow movements that highlighted the muscles in his back.




“Good,” Sarah praised, reaching out to run her fingers through Nate’s hair.




He tilted his head up, accepting the contact. One of Nate’s hands lifted, his fingers brushing against the bare skin of Sarah’s shin. She frowned, pushing his hand away. She hadn’t told Nate that he could touch. Though he pouted, Nate didn’t try again.




“Are you going to whip me if I’m naughty?” he asked. From the low throb of his voice, Sarah felt sure the idea was interesting to him. Even if this wasn’t something Nate had ever done before, perhaps it was something that he’d thought about.




Her plans didn’t involve any sort of punishment. Yes, Sarah did plan to whip Nate, but it wasn’t going to be to punish him. “You’re not going to be naughty,” she told him. “You lost the bet and so you will do as I tell you to. Otherwise, I’ll have to tell people you’re not a man of your word.” And that was not a reputation you wanted to get as someone who gambled professionally.




“But I will whip you. Not if you're naughty, but if you’re good.” It was a lot more fun, in Sarah’s opinion, to give pain as a reward rather than as punishment.




Nate’s shoulders straightened, like being reminded that his honor was on the line had him taking Sarah’s orders more seriously. “I will do what you tell me,” he agreed. His gaze dropped to the handcuffs, expression curious.




“Does that mean I’m not allowed to do anything that you haven’t told me?” he asked. It was a fair question. One that not all men would have thought of asking.




Sarah had to consider that. It would’ve been easy to say that no, Nate wasn’t allowed. But that could lead to her missing out. And Sarah was not a fan of missing out. “You are allowed to take some initiative,” she said finally. “I want you to exceed my expectations. That will be hard to do if I don’t let you do things I haven’t specifically told you to do.”




As long as Nate followed the instructions that Sarah did give, she felt they’d do just fine. She tugged harder against his hair, making Nate tilt his head back. “Have you ever been whipped?” Sarah asked.




Nate didn’t tug against her hold. His shoulders relaxed, his throat so beautifully on display. Sarah brushed her fingers across the curve of his shoulder, shifting in her seat when she felt how warm Nate’s skin was.




“No,” he answered. With Sarah still gripping his hair, Nate couldn’t shake his head. He had to use his words. “I’ve been handcuffed before,” he added. Even with his head tilted back, Sarah could see the smirk on his lips. His hands, taking advantage of their temporary freedom, slid up Sarah’s legs, exploring the soft skin of her calves.




This time she didn’t push his hand away. Sarah had allowed some liberties. She didn’t object to Nate exploring the exposed skin of her legs. In fact, Sarah parted her legs a little to invite Nate’s hand higher up.




“You may stand to take off your pants,” Sarah told him. “I want you to strip down to nothing but your underwear.” And even that was mostly to tease herself... and maybe a little bit to tease Nate. Sarah took a step back, letting go of Nate’s hair, so he had the room to stand up. When he did, Nate towered over Sarah. But she felt just as in control as she had with him on his knees.




His fingers danced along the buttons of his pants, flicking them open with practiced ease. Already, his cock was half-hard. Sarah licked her lips, admiring the way it tented the front of his boxers as he pulled his zipper down. He paused just long enough to tug off his shoes and socks.




That done, he shimmied the fabric down over his hips, leaving him in tight, black boxers that left little to the imagination. Without even being asked, Nate dropped to his knees again. His hand rested lightly against Sarah’s thigh, fingers brushing tantalizingly over the sensitive skin there.




He was doing very well so far at doing as he’d been told. And from the way his cock twitched in his boxers, Sarah knew he wasn’t completely against the idea of being told what to do. Nodding towards the bed, Sarah smirked. “Kneel before it, hands out against the mattress.”




She waited for Nate to move, watching as he crawled over to the bed, glancing over his shoulder at Sarah as if to check if what he was doing was okay. “You’re doing well,” she promised, reaching out to pick up the whip. “And I’m going to reward you.” She was going to show Nate just how much the whip wasn’t there to punish him for being naughty. And then, she’d reward him for letting her, too.




It took a moment for Nate to settle. His shoulders shifted, first to one side and then the other. Sarah watched in fascination. He’d probably never knelt like this for any length of time. He’d certainly never had to kneel and think about how best to present his back for someone who wanted to whip it.




Nate experimented, arching his spine, then straightening; holding his head high or letting it droop forward. Finally, he stilled. His shoulders rounded beautifully, his hands spread out against the mattress. “Okay,” he said, his voice carrying despite his lowered chin. “I’m ready to see if this really is the reward you say it will be.”




Sarah smirked. Even like this, so exposed to her whims, Nate had a sense of arrogance about him. Truthfully, Sarah found it extremely hot. Both because a certain confidence accompanied Nate’s arrogance, and also because it thrilled her to know that she could tame it. Or at least give it a good go.




Rather than starting with the whip, Sarah reached out to brush her hand over Nate’s back. Her touch was soft at first. Then she let her nails scratch against his skin. Sarah watched as a shiver ran through Nate, making him shift slightly. Pulling back, Sarah smiled. He looked so fucking good. She could hardly wait to hear what he sounded like.




Finally, she brought the whip down against Nate’s skin. Not so hard it’d even leave marks, but for a first ever blow - it’d leave a sting.




“Ahhh!” Nate cried, his whole body jerking at the contact. His hands lifted off the mattress, but he caught himself before he could truly disobey Sarah’s orders. “Fuck,” he muttered. “That was - unexpected.”




He twisted his fingers in the sheets, grounding himself with a fistful of the material. He glanced back over his shoulder, eyes dropping from Sarah into an obvious attempt to inspect his own back. There was nothing to see. Not yet.




Gaze trailing over Sarah’s body, Nate bit back a soft moan. “You look hot,” he told her. “Standing over me with a whip in your hand…”




Oh, yes, Sarah was sure she did. Especially since she was still wearing all her clothes. It set her at such a crass contrast to Nate. A powerful contrast. Sarah brought the whip down again, this time slightly harder. The red streak showed up instantly. But that, too, would fade easily.




The third blow was harder. One intended to leave a longer-lasting mark. Sarah reached out with her free hand, gently brushing her fingers over it. She let him lean into her touch. When she pulled back it was to deliver another sharp blow to Nate’s back.




“How does it feel?” Sarah asked.




He hissed through clenched teeth, his fingers flexing around his handful of sheets. “It feels like fire,” Nate answered. “Or maybe lightning. Something sharp and hot, but then it’s gone almost as soon as I can feel it.” He rocked back on his heels, giving a cry as Sarah’s fingers skated over the marks.




“I like it,” he breathed. “There’s an ache that lingers and feels almost… sweet.” A bead of sweat rolled slowly down Nate’s spine, drawing Sarah’s gaze to his fine ass, still covered by his boxers.




Dropping his head forward, Nate pushed that ass out, clearly ready for more of the pleasure-pain that Sarah had introduced him to. “More?” he asked, voice eager.




“Yeah,” Sarah breathed. “Hold onto that feeling, give into it. Focus on nothing but how it feels. I won’t break the skin, so just trust me,” she told Nate. Sarah couldn’t tell if it had been a concern, but Nate seemed to relax. She understood that he couldn’t just easily give into it. It was something Nate had to tell himself to do.




But once his shoulders lowered, tension seeping out of them, Sarah brought the whip down once again. The red marks criss-crossed. She hardly gave them time before the whip returned to Nate’s skin. The third blow lingered longer and then Sarah pulled back.




Now, Nate’s back was streaked red. Sarah reached out once again, her palm soft but firm against Nate’s back.




“Fuck,” he groaned. A tremor passed over his muscles, shaking his frame under Sarah’s hand. Nate’s head fell further forward, all the breath rushing out of him in one long, satisfied sigh.




She let him have his moment. Sarah loved watching how Nate’s body responded as he gave in to the sensations that overwhelmed him. His shoulders sagged, his head drooped. And his cock stood out further than ever, leaving a wet spot against his dark boxers.




“I admit,” Nate murmured, his voice low and gravelly, “this isn’t quite what I thought you wanted when you challenged me to that bet. Don’t you want to order me to touch you?”




Part of the thrill for Sarah was seeing Nate’s submission. It made her pussy so wet. She wanted him to touch her, but Sarah enjoyed making herself wait as much as making him wait. “I know you want to,” Sarah told Nate. “Knowing that you’ll wait until I tell you that you’re allowed is thrilling.”




She was hardly ashamed of that. Teasing was part of the game. But, Nate had earned something for how good he’d been at taking the pain. “I will reward you, you’ve been a very good boy so far,” she praised. “You may stand to undress me, but first I want you to take your boxers off.”




Nate grinned, getting to his feet and slowly stretching his arms up above his head. It gave Sarah a perfect view of all his muscles rippling under his skin. Such impressive strength, and all of it submitting to her orders!




Taking just as much time, Nate hooked his fingers under the waistband of his boxers. He slid them down, his hard cock springing free. Sarah’s breath caught in her throat. She could hardly wait to get a feel of that big dick. But she would make them both wait a little longer.




Nate turned to her, his fingers brushing lightly over her sides. He untucked her blouse, his fingers sliding over the skin of her stomach, which flexed under his caresses.




“You’ve got an amazing figure,” he praised. “I could hardly keep my eyes on my cards tonight.”




Sarah smirked. She was tempted to point out that if he had then Nate might’ve won their little bet. But while Sarah was sure she would’ve enjoyed that, too, she definitely enjoyed this more. She let him take his time, not rushing Nate to strip her faster. If he wanted to be slow, she was perfectly happy with that. They had the whole night, after all.




Nate unbuttoned her blouse, his breath catching slightly as it fell open revealing the lacy black bra Sarah was wearing under it. His hands were soft as they traveled over her arms, pushing the blouse off. Rather than going straight for her breasts, Nate moved lower to find the zipper on the back of Sarah’s skirt.




She turned around in his arms, giving him easier access to the material.




The sound of the zipper echoed around the quiet room. Nate’s fingers brushed teasingly over the back of Sarah’s panties as he tugged the tight skirt down past the curves of her hips. From there, it slithered easily to the floor, pooling around Sarah’s feet.




In nothing but her underwear and heels, Sarah stepped free of the fabric. She paused, letting Nate admire the contrast between her tanned skin and the dark lace of her bra and panties.




“Can I take the rest off?” Nate asked, waiting obediently for Sarah to provide an answer. She nodded, smiling as Nate moved forward at once. His hands slid over her back, warm and strong. Her breasts bounced free as he unfastened the clasp of her bra and helped her slide her arms out of it.




Without seeing it, Sarah could feel how Nate almost reached out, but then didn’t. Instead, his hands slid down Sarah’s sides and to her hips, fingers brushing over the material of her panties. When he slid them down, the motion was slow. Sarah felt him drop down to his knees to let her step out of the material.




Glancing over her shoulder, Sarah smirked. “Will you help me out of my shoes, too?” she asked. She knew plenty of men who’d prefer her to keep the heels on. Sarah wasn’t particularly fussed either way, she’d let Nate decide what he wanted.




“Yeah,” Nate agreed, without hesitation. His deft fingers found and released the buckle with ease. He pulled the straps open, rubbing soothingly at the red lines the shoes had left against Sarah’s feet. Without prompting, he slipped his thumbs under the arch of her foot, massaging the sensitive muscle there.




Glancing up, he licked his lips. “Is that better?” he asked, moving to repeat the actions on Sarah’s other foot. The strength in his fingers felt so good! Sarah could have let him keep doing this for hours.




But there were other things she wanted more. And things Nate wanted, too. His gaze shifted to Sarah’s pussy, eyes glazing over with desire. Leaning forward, he pressed a soft kiss against her thigh, but didn’t move higher.




Turning, Sarah reached to tangle her fingers in Nate’s hair. She tugged lightly, making him tilt his head back. Sarah leaned down to catch Nate’s lips, teeth grazing over one before she licked her way into his mouth. He kissed back eagerly, one hand sliding up Sarah’s naked leg but stopping short of touching her anywhere he might need permission for.




Letting go, Sarah walked over to the bed, sitting down on the end. She parted her legs, smirking when Nate’s gaze instantly moved to her exposed pussy. Her hand slid down, caressing gently over her inner thigh.




“Make me come,” she instructed Nate.




He grinned, crawling forward without any hesitation. His hands moved over Sarah’s legs, gently pushing them further apart. “Fuck, you look good,” he growled. His voice sent a throb of arousal through Sarah’s system, her pussy aching for Nate’s touch.




Leaning down, Nate slowly drew his tongue across Sarah’s skin. The nearer he came, the harder Sarah’s thighs clenched. Finally, he wriggled his tongue between her legs, lapping eagerly over her clit. He moaned as he gathered her taste, the sound vibrating across Sarah’s taut nerve-endings.




Greedily, Nate explored Sarah’s pussy. His tongue was warm and wet, lighting Sarah up from the inside. He stroked her everywhere, learning the spots that made her catch her breath and tighten her fingers in his hair.




One of Nate’s hands came to pull Sarah’s leg up. She easily let him drape it over his shoulder. Leaning back on her elbows, Sarah watched Nate’s face between her legs. “Fuck, yes,” she moaned gently, tugging his hair and pulling his mouth even tighter against her. “Just like that,” she encouraged.




The tip of his tongue slid over Sarah’s clit, sending a spark of pleasure all the way through her. Her hips bucked up. “Uh, yeah,” she cried. “More, I want more,” Sarah demanded, moaning louder when Nate’s tongue slid into her. He teasingly fucked her slowly with it.




Picking up where his tongue had left off, Nate brought a finger up to circle around Sarah’s clit. She was so wet, his fingertip slid easily across the sensitive bundle of nerves. Nate had evidently taken Sarah’s words to heart. He didn’t move fast, but his touches were relentless. He applied pressure just where Sarah needed it most, making her whole body ache with desire.




Once he had Sarah panting hard, Nate focused on intensifying the pleasure that pooled in her stomach. His tongue moved faster, spearing inside her over and over and over again. He rolled her clit between two fingers, pressing tight against her from either side. Sarah could feel her muscles tensing, getting ready for that last ecstatic push over the edge.




“Fuck!” Sarah cried, hips slamming up. Nate was good at stopping her from pushing against him too much. She allowed him to do that. He was tasked with making her come. Sarah was going to let him decide how he wanted to make that happen. As Nate’s tongue lapped harder against Sarah’s pleasure spot, her muscles tightened.




The grip she had in Nate’s hair intensified. Sarah rocked his head against her. “Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted as Nate’s fingers teased her even faster. Her orgasm exploded through her, toes curling at how much pleasure crashed through her all at once.




Nate didn’t stop. He lapped more gently, replacing his fingers against Sarah’s clit with the soft weight of his tongue. One finger brushed across Sarah’s pussy, teasing at her entrance but never quite sliding in. She rocked, muscles still trembling from the force of her orgasm.




When he finally pulled back, grinning up from between Sarah’s legs, Nate’s face was covered in her wetness. “You taste good,” he murmured, his voice a low purr that made Sarah’s breath catch. “Can I make you come again?” After a tiny hesitation, Nate added, “Please?”




Sarah almost definitely would’ve said yes even if Nate hadn’t added that. But hearing him beg to make her come was fucking hot. “Yes,” Sarah nodded. “Make me come again. You can put your fingers in me,” she added. Sarah had half a mind to demand that he did. But she wanted Nate to choose, to decide how he made her come, for as long as he did.




Just as her body began to relax, Nate’s tongue returned to her clit, sending another wave of pleasure through Sarah. With her free hand, she gripped the sheets under her. “Fuck,” Sarah breathed. “Yeah, ah, come on,” she urged. Her pussy was soaking wet. She wanted Nate to lap it all up.




His mouth was hot as sin, his tongue sliding through Sarah’s liquids like he couldn’t get enough. One hand pinned her hip, holding her down against the sheets of the bed. The other drummed at Sarah’s inner thigh. He was so close to touching her. The heat of his fingers between her legs made Sarah moan his name.




Finally, two fingers slid across her pussy, gathering up her wetness. Nate pressed them inside her in one impossibly satisfying slide. His fingers were thick, stretching Sarah out. Her muscles clenched around him, trying to hold him inside her.




But Nate had other ideas. He thrust his hand back and forth, fingers fucking into Sarah. She groaned, imagining how much better it would feel to have Nate’s cock inside her. But not yet. First, Nate needed to make her come again.




Not that Sarah thought he’d have a hard time with it. His tongue licked fast against her clit, fingers slamming into her at a steady pace. “Yes! Fuck!” Sarah cried. The hand against her hip stopped her from rocking against Nate too much, but her hand in his hair meant that she could tug him in closer.




“Uhhhhh!” Sarah cried as pleasure spread through her, every muscle twitching in response. Her pussy squeezed around Nate’s fingers. He continued to fuck them in and out of Sarah. With his tongue still licking Sarah’s clit, all she needed to do was lean back and enjoy the ride.




It wasn’t long before she felt her second orgasm approach, body heating up even more.




Her leg tugged Nate in, his whole body leaning towards her like she was an irresistible force. When Nate’s fingers crooked inside her, Sarah screamed. The sound echoed off the walls around them. Nate’s groan, far lower, rumbled through Sarah’s body, leaving her tingling.




Pleasure raced through her. Sarah’s fingers tightened in Nate’s hair, tugging hard enough to hurt. Her whole body shuddered as he came, pulling Nate against her until she could feel the heat of his every breath.




For a long moment, neither of them moved. Sarah’s muscles felt too weak to support her. And Nate had to get his breath back. He pressed light kisses against Sarah’s thigh, moving away from her slowly. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. “That was amazing.”




She did rather agree. Everywhere in Sarah’s body felt like pleasure had reached it. Her hand slid from Nate’s hair down over his neck and shoulders until she could grip his upper arm and pull him up. He came easily, pressing his body against Sarah’s.




Catching his lips in a kiss, Sarah poured her appreciation into it. He was being so good for her. Better than she had anticipated, if she was being honest. “Lie back on the bed,” she instructed Nate. “I’m going to ride you so fucking hard,” she breathed. Sarah’s tongue darted out to wet her lips. “Do you want me to handcuff you? Or do you want me to just order you not to use your hands?”




Nate stretched out, his muscles shifting as he moved. His hands reached for Sarah, almost as if his body had reacted before his mind could interfere. Realizing what she was asking, Nate’s eyes widened. “I want to touch you,” he breathed, his tone so earnest that it made Sarah press her thighs together.




For a moment, Sarah thought Nate would take the easy way out. She could handcuff him to the bed, then he wouldn’t have to worry about keeping his hands under control. It shouldn’t have surprised her when Nate shook his head. He was a man who liked a challenge. If he hadn’t been, they would never have been in this situation in the first place.




“Order me,” he insisted. “I want to see if I can resist temptation.”




Sarah grinned. She enjoyed how open Nate was to this, to experimenting with things he’d clearly never tried before. “Alright,” Sarah nodded. “I will let you touch me once you have showed me you can restrain yourself.” That was a good compromise. It gave them both what they wanted, especially since Sarah was not against the idea of having Nate touch her. He’d already proved to be great with his hands.




Nate moved up the bed so he could comfortably lie on his back, head propped up by the pillows. His cock was just as hard as it had been before - if not harder! Sarah reached out to brush her fingers over it, smirking when he shivered at the touch.




Straddling Nate’s hips, Sarah reached between them to lead his cock towards her center.




He groaned as her body welcomed him in. Pressing his hands down against the mattress, Nate pushed his hips up, urging his cock deeper into Sarah’s soaking pussy.




She moaned, loving the way her muscles stretched around him. Nate’s cock was thick. Sarah could feel it everywhere.




She rocked, feeling shivers of pleasure from the crown of her head to the very tips of her toes. Matching her rhythm, Nate pushed up. His movements were undemanding, letting Sarah pick her own pace. She started slowly, bracing her hands on Nate’s muscled chest.




“Fuck!” he cried, teeth sinking into his lip as Sarah’s hands brushed against his nipple. “God, that feels good. You feel good.” His hands stayed on the bed, his fingers gripping at the sheets like that would keep him from touching her.




“Ahhh,” Sarah moaned.




She rather agreed. Nate’s cock felt amazing inside her. She clenched her pussy muscles around him, smirking when it earned her a groan from Nate. Sarah began to rock slowly at first, taking him in deep. Her palms pressed against Nate’s chest as she rode him in steady, slow strides.




Leaning forward, Sarah dangled her breasts above Nate’s face. “Suck them,” she demanded.




His pupils dilated, eyebrows lifting into his hair. But he didn’t refuse. Leaning up, he captured one of Sarah’s nipples between his teeth. The sharp tug he gave made Sarah cry out, her hips bucking wildly in response. When Nate soothed the sting with a sweep of his tongue, pleasure fizzed through Sarah’s whole body.




Nate kissed his way across the dip between Sarah’s breasts. His stubble scraped against the skin, leaving Sarah feeling so much more sensitive. He lapped at her other nipple, taking it more gently into his mouth. His cheeks hollowed as he sucked it, strong, steady pulses that made Sarah’s body ache.




“Fuck!” she breathed harshly. The combination of Nate’s cock and his mouth felt amazing. Sarah was certain that the addition of his fingers would be even better. But she loved that he was still holding his hands by his sides. Knuckles white as they fisted the sheets, she was sure, but staying where he put them.




Sarah moaned louder, beginning to ride Nate harder. His mouth broke away from her breast for a few groans in response but quickly returned to suck Sarah’s other nipple in. She ran her hand up to Nate’s head, fingers running through his hair as she tugged hard. He pulled back to groan. Sarah caught his lips with hers, making him breathe against her.




His tongue drove into her mouth, fucking her in sync with the way his hips pushed his cock into her. Nate gave a long groan as Sarah ground her hips against him. His dick rubbed against her from the inside, lighting Sarah up with overwhelming pleasure.




Bouncing down on Nate’s dick, Sarah felt her muscles tighten. Nate felt so fucking good, Sarah had no doubt that he would make her come again. But not yet. She’d promised he could earn the right to touch her.




And Sarah was very eager to find out just how good Nate’s hands would feel.




Running her hands down Nate’s arms, Sarah sought out one of his hands. She lifted it, bringing it up to her breast and then sliding it down her flat stomach. Nate’s eyes focused on her, as much as they really could while she was still riding his cock hard. Slowly, Sarah slid his hand between her legs.




“You make me come, I’ll let you touch me more. I’ll even let you come,” she told him with a smirk.




Nate’s laugh hitched in the middle, his breath giving out as he teased his fingers through the wetness between Sarah’s legs. He brushed over where his cock stretched her out, moving higher so the pad of his finger could press against Sarah’s clit. The sudden jolt of sensation, added to the pleasure that built from every time Sarah dropped down to meet Nate’s hard body, made her cry out.




As if he wanted to pull more noises from her, Nate leaned forward. His teeth grazed across Sarah’s nipple, causing a spike of pain that burned through her whole body. Almost at once, Nate soothed the ache, using the hot suction of his mouth to drive Sarah ever higher.




Her body responded eagerly, trembling under Nate’s touch. As his tongue teased her nipple, his fingers brushed eagerly over Sarah’s clit. She rode Nate harder, bouncing up and down on his cock and making them both cry out in pleasure. Nate’s noises were muffled by Sarah’s breast. She appreciated the dedication. Especially when her orgasm began to build quickly.




“Fuck, yes, yes, yes!” she chanted. “Fuuuuuck!!” Sarah screamed. Pleasure shot through her at such speed that the world went white for a moment, before her senses returned. Nate had definitely achieved what he’d set out to do. He continued to fuck up into Sarah, meeting her every movement.




Reaching to pull his head away from her breast, Sarah sought out Nate’s lips for a harsh kiss. “You can touch me now,” she told him.




Instantly, his hands flew to her hips. He gripped so hard that Sarah could feel the individual imprint of every blunt fingernail. He held her against him, driving his cock into her pussy hard and fast.




“Uhhh,” he groaned. “Sarah! You feel so good.” She rode him, matching every thrust, rolling her hips so she could feel his thick dick rubbing against her.




Nate threw his head back, his whole body shuddering as Sarah’s muscles clenched tight around him. One hand moved from her hip, sliding over her breast and then around to her back. His hand felt strong and powerful as he squeezed hard at Sarah’s ass.




“God, yes,” he moaned. “Can I come, Sarah? Did you say-”




The fact that Nate asked made Sarah’s pussy throb with arousal. She was so wet around his cock, taking him in as hard and deep as she could. “Yes!” Sarah cried. “Yes, come in me! Come on, Nate, I want to feel you,” she encouraged, rocking harder and harder. Nate’s hips slammed up, meeting Sara so well. His hands gripped her ass as he thrust into her.




She felt him come. Even if Sarah hadn’t, she could see it on Nate’s face. The way he grunted, too, was a good giveaway. She rode through his orgasm, making sure to clench her pussy around him to milk every last drop from Nate.




“Ahhhh!” he cried, squeezing his eyes shut as he emptied himself into Sarah. His muscles tensed, then relaxed as he fell back onto the bed, his whole body looking loose. “Fuck,” he groaned, his hands sliding up to caress lightly over Sarah’s breasts.




He urged her down, his lips moving softly against hers. The kiss was far more gentle than the other ones they’d shared. Even so, Nate’s teeth caught at Sarah’s lower lip for a moment, sending a brief, bright flash of pain to mix together with her pleasure.




“That was amazing,” Nate breathed as Sarah pulled away. He shifted, giving a soft grunt as his ass rubbed against the sheets. “I can still feel where you whipped me.”




Sarah gave a soft laugh, shifting to move off Nate so she could lie down on her stomach, turning her head to face him. “And that’s just the first whipping,” she pointed out with a grin. He had promised to submit to her for the whole night. Sarah was hardly going to let Nate off this easily.




Not that she imagined that he wanted to be let off this easily. “I will give you some recovery time,” she added, grinning. “Maybe let you make me come more with your mouth before I use the whip as a reward.”




Seeing the way Nate’s eyes glazed over with lust, Sarah doubted he was particularly disappointed by having lost the game to her.
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