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Owen had been working late every night for weeks. He’d even worked last Saturday and Sunday. Willow didn’t mind. She knew Owen’s job was important. He had a lot of responsibilities, a lot of pressure keeping his nose to the grindstone.




Willow also knew how important it was for Owen to sometimes shed that responsibility. When he submitted to her in their beautiful big bedroom, he didn’t have to do anything more taxing than follow her instructions.




That said, some of Willow’s instructions were very demanding.




Tonight, Willow was going to take every burden off Owen’s shoulders and get him to relax. She had a plan!




The deadline Owen had been working so hard toward had been yesterday. At the weekend, there’d be a big party at Owen’s firm to celebrate his success.




Tonight was Willow’s to do with as she pleased.




She greeted Owen at the door, her voluptuous curves poured into a tight red mini-dress. Black stilettos gave her the crucial inches she needed to look down her nose at Owen, even when he was on his feet. When he knelt - and he would kneel - she’d tower over him. Just the way she liked.




“Are you ready to play?” she asked. Now that the deadline had passed, Willow knew Owen’s day at work would have been lighter. Still, if there was anything he needed to get him into the right headspace, Willow would make sure she supplied it before she demanded Owen put himself into her hands.




He didn’t seem surprised. But then, Willow wouldn’t have expected him to be. It wasn’t the first time she’d welcomed him home after a strenuous work project. And in a way, that was great. It meant that Owen knew what to expect. Or rather, he knew to expect that Willow would take care of him. She certainly intended to do precisely that.




“I am ready,” Owen nodded. He set his stuff down, hanging his coat up and wetting his lips as he looked at Willow. “You look stunning,” he commented, making Willow smile.




“You look overdressed,” she quipped, earning a smile from Owen in response. He lifted his hands to his shirt, but Willow shook her head. “No, not yet. Not here.” She reached for Owen’s hand, pulling him in for a kiss. It was quick and dirty, her tongue sliding into Owen’s mouth to remind him who he belonged to.




Pulling back, Willow used her thumb to wipe the scarlet of her lipstick off the corner of Owen’s mouth. She tugged him into the bedroom, watching his expression as he took in the freshly-made bed, the restraints and - less usually - the dining room chair sitting neatly in the middle of the available floor space.




She turned, her hands stroking up Owen’s chest until she reached his tie. She loosened it, pulling the material free of his collar and dropping it into their laundry hamper. “I will explain the chair,” she promised. “But not until I’m ready. Until then, no questions about it. Understood?”




“Understood,” Owen repeated easily. Willow knew he trusted her. That meant trusting that Willow’s requests were purposeful. Owen’s hand came up brush over Willow’s side. His touch was gentle, almost testing. “Tell me what you want me to do?” he asked, sounding so hopeful. “I want to be good for you. I want to do just as you tell me to.”




Willow felt her panties getting wet just at the question. Submitting to her was good for Owen. It was also fucking hot. Willow loved having Owen obey her orders. He always looked so good.




“Right now, I want you to let me take your clothes off,” Willow answered. She stripped Owen slowly, taking her time to appreciate the toned muscles in his chest. Then, after ordering him to turn around, Willow pulled the shirt from his shoulders. His back was just as impressive. Willow indulged herself by skimming her hands along the warm skin and feeling the muscles as they shifted under her touch.




Shoes and socks and pants all came off and were put away or added to the laundry pile. Willow liked to keep their bedroom neat precisely for nights like this.




“Now, get on your back on the bed,” Willow ordered. “You’ve worked hard all week, and I’m going to give you a reward.”




Owen hesitated only a moment before following Willow’s instructions and lying down on the bed. She felt his eyes on her. She smirked slightly at that. “Will you tell me what to do for you?” Owen asked hopefully. “I want to... I need to serve you.” It made Willow’s heart leap to hear him say that, to have Owen tell her how he needed Willow and her domination.




The way he looked at her was like Willow as all Owen ever wanted. The adoration in his eyes was so clear! It made Willow’s breath catch. He looked gorgeous, too, spread across their bed, naked and exposed for Willow to enjoy.




“You are going to serve me,” she promised. She wouldn’t have told Owen that they were going to play if she didn’t mean to give him exactly what he needed. Joining Owen on the bed, running her scarlet nails up his thighs, Willow gave a little hum. She’d had a plan, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t be a little flexible. If Owen needed to serve her now, rather than later, Willow could accommodate that.




She wiggled her dress up her hips, revealing her lack of panties to Owen’s eager gaze. “I want you to make me come quickly,” she told him. “And then I’m going to do the same to you.” Willow wanted Owen to last when she fucked him. The best way to be sure of that was to get his first orgasm out of the way.




Moving up the bed, Willow placed a knee on either side of Owen’s shoulders. “No teasing,” she clarified.




“No teasing,” he repeated in confirmation. She could see the lust clouding his eyes. That just made Willow all the more wet as she lowered her pussy over Owen’s face. True to his promise, when Owen’s tongue touched her, it was to lick his way up to Willow’s clit straight away. She moaned loudly, pleased with how determined he was.




Owen knew just how to touch Willow to make her feel good. He knew just how to tease her, but she had told him not to. And Owen didn’t. Instead, his tongue played around Willow’s clit, making her cry out louder and louder. One of Owen’s hands settled against Willow’s ass, urging her to rock harder against his mouth.




With true dedication, he lapped faster and faster. Willow had to grip the headrest for support as pleasure cruised through her at increasing speed.




Willow moaned, wanting Owen to hear how much she was enjoying his attention. “Fuck!” she cried. “That’s it, Owen. God, you’re so good at that. You know my body so well!” She rocked faster, grinding her clit against the soft, wet pressure offered by Owen’s tongue.




His fingers tightened, pulling Willow’s body against his face. She could imagine him, his face dripping with her wetness, the satisfied gleam in his eye of knowing he’d done well.




It didn’t take longer than a few minutes. Willow came hard and fast, her orgasm whipping through her. Every muscle shook, tightening and then relaxing, leaving Willow’s body feeling deliciously refreshed and on edge.




She pulled back, smiling down into Owen’s face. He looked exactly as she had imagined, messy from her drenched pussy but so very pleased with himself. Willow kissed him, tongue sliding over his lips to savor her own taste on them.




Gripping Owen’s hair, Willow tugged his head back, grazing her teeth along his throat. “Such a good boy for me,” she praised. Kissing her way down Owen’s chest, she settled between his legs. “Ready for your reward?”




It took Owen a moment but then he nodded. Willow grinned at that. They’d hardly started yet but she could already tell that Owen was handing himself over to her. It might be several more minutes until he was truly in his subspace, but Willow knew he’d let her take him there without any protest.




“I’m ready for you,” Owen said, licking Willow’s wetness off his lips. He gave her a soft smile, fingers brushing over the line where Willow’s dress ended and her bare legs started. “Can I help you out of the dress? Is that my reward?” Owen asked. Somehow, he managed to sound so hopeful that Willow wasn’t sure she could resist.




She gave a soft laugh. She was going to have to get naked. It wouldn’t hurt her plans to let Owen help her out of her dress now. “That can be your reward for my excellent orgasm,” she agreed. “And then there’ll be another reward for how hard you’ve been working. You deserve it.”




The flush of pleasure and pride on Owen’s face made Willow even more eager. She wanted him to feel how pleased she was. “Come on,” she urged, straddling Owen’s hips. His cock was hard for her, rubbing tantalizingly against her thigh. Willow wasn’t going to give in to her desire to have him inside her. Not yet.




“Sit up and help me take this and my bra off,” she encouraged.




She did not have to tell him twice. Owen eagerly reached for the zipper on the back of Willow’s dress, pulling it down to let the dress slide off her shoulders. He was careful. But not so careful that Willow felt fragile under his touch. Once he’d pulled the dress up and off, he set it to one side. Willow knew that he planned to put it away carefully. Owen was not naturally as neat as she was but he knew how much she liked for the bedroom to be organized.




Owen’s tongue darted over his lips as he reached to undo the clasp on Willow’s back that held her bra shut. He was careful with that, too. The expression on his face showed so much concentration. Willow might have laughed had she not been so turned on by it. When he finally let her breasts bounce free, Willow heard Owen’s breath catch in his throat. The way he looked at her made her feel as though she was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.




She grinned from ear to ear, leaning forward so that her full breasts brushed against Owen’s face. He knew exactly what she wanted. His lips parted, capturing her nipple in the luxurious wet heat of his mouth. He sucked, the pressure making Willow’s toes curl in her extravagant shoes. They were the only thing Owen hadn’t taken off her. Willow was not planning to let him.




Her nipple came free of Owen’s mouth with a satisfying pop. Willow thought about moving down his body, paying some well-deserved attention to his dick. But, well, she did so hate for things to be uneven. “The other one, too,” she urged. A soft sigh fell from her lips as Owen obeyed. He was so good. His mouth felt incredible. Willow’s whole body was sensitive from her orgasm, and Owen’s tongue circling her nipple had her crying out with need.




Finally, she pulled back. As promised, she kissed and nipped her way down Owen’s stomach. His muscles were taut under her mouth. And so responsive. He shuddered at the sharp press of her teeth, moaned at the heat of her tongue. He was going to scream when Willow wrapped her lips around his cock.




She took him in slowly, letting the head of his dick bump the back of her throat before she pulled back. She left saliva, and a smear of scarlet lipstick, along Owen’s thick shaft. Lapping at the tip, she looked up at him through long, dark eyelashes.




“Fuck,” he groaned. Willow could tell that Owen was holding himself back, not allowing himself to push up into the tight press of her lips. Sometimes she wanted him to fuck her mouth. But Willow always made that clear. It thrilled her to know that Owen put so much effort into not doing anything Willow hadn’t specifically said he could.




Willow’s tongue worked against the bottom of Owen’s shaft, teasing louder and louder cries from him. She could tell he was closing in on his climax. His muscles tensed. If she hadn’t wanted him to come, Willow could’ve slowed down. But she did, so instead she sucked his cock harder.




“Oh God! Wil, fuck, I’m going to come,” Owen warned. Even his voice sounded strained. When Willow still didn’t slow down, her fingers digging into Owen’s sides, he grunted loudly before his hips did fuck forward. Owen cried out loudly as he came.




Willow pursed her lips around his cock, swallowing every drop of hot cum. She loved this moment, every time. Owen completely let himself go, and she was there to catch him, to make him feel good. She pulled back slowly, savoring the taste against her tongue. Owen looked flushed, but not yet so sated as to be sleepy. Good. Willow was going to need him to have some energy left.




She stroked slowly over Owen’s legs, giving him a moment to just relax and enjoy the pleasure she knew must be tingling through him. “Feel good?” she asked, smirking up at Owen’s eager eyes. “Feel relaxed? Rewarded?” She wanted to hear it, wanted to know how far behind him Owen had left his work and the stresses that came with it.




“Yeah,” he breathed. She could tell Owen wasn’t all there with her. Parts of his mind were already sliding into the subspace that Willow wanted him to get to. His hands brushed over Willow’s bare sides and Owen let out a satisfied sigh. “You make me feel so good, Willow. Thank you,” he said, leaning into her body.




Bringing her hand up, Willow petted Owen’s hair and he instinctively pushed in more. “What now? What do I do?” he asked eagerly.




Willow felt excitement rising, filling her chest with butterflies. Now came her explanations, and her plan. Willow knew that Owen was going to enjoy it - and so was she. She slid from his grasp, setting her stilettos down against the floor. Naked, she towered over Owen’s prone form.




“Now, I’m going to tie you into that chair,” Willow answered, gesturing to the dining chair Owen had noticed earlier. Even saying the words sent a thrill of anticipation through her. She had a vision in her mind of exactly how Owen would look, exactly what she’d do and how he’d sound.




She offered him a hand. “Come, sit down,” she urged. “Hands together behind the back of the chair.”

There was an animalistic whimper from Owen that made Willow’s stomach flip in excitement. She knew that he’d like this. But hearing him make those sounds? It was pretty fucking incredible.




She watched Owen follow her instructions, taking a seat just as she’d told him to. He moved his hands behind the chair, fingers wrapping around the wood. Owen’s cock was no longer hard, but Willow could see it twitching anyway. This was different from what they usually did. Willow was certain the not knowing was half of the thrill.




Looking up at Willow, Owen licked his lips. His eyes followed her so eagerly that Willow couldn’t help but reach out and brush a soft touch over Owen’s bare shoulder. He shivered in response, like it was the best thing to ever happen to him.




Willow took her time. She hardly needed to spend several minutes teasing over the various restraints she had laid out on her dressing table. But she knew that Owen was watching, waiting on tenterhooks to discover which she would pick. There was the rope, which would rub against Owen’s skin so he couldn’t forget it was there. There were cuffs, which would hold his wrists more firmly together.




Finally, Willow made her choice.




She slipped around behind the chair, fastening Owen’s wrists into padded leather cuffs. A bar between them kept his hands firmly in place, preventing him from bringing them back in front of the chair. “How does that feel?” Willow purred. She’d cuffed Owen before, but usually only to himself. Trapping him on a chair with no way of getting up was new.




“Good,” Owen answered instantly. He did then pause. Willow knew it was because he recognized that his answer had been too fast. Willow had trained him well. She’d always told Owen that if she asked a question, he had to think about how to answer it truthfully. “It does feel good,” Owen said. “I want to be exactly how you want me to be.”




Willow smiled at that. There was no doubt in her mind that Owen meant it. It was important to her that he should feel good, too. If Owen wasn’t going to prioritize that then Willow had to. It was what made them work so well.




“I want you just like this,” Willow assured, moving to stand in front of Owen for a moment. He looked so good, but Willow still wasn’t quite finished. She picked up the rope, dropping to her knees at Owen’s feet. She pressed a kiss against his knee, then guided him to move so that his calf lined up with the leg of the chair.




Looping the rope around his ankle, Willow tied it. Her knots were tight enough that Owen would feel the rope rubbing against his skin, but not so tight she risked cutting off the circulation.




Slowly, giving Owen plenty of time to adjust to the new sensation, Willow moved to the other leg. She secured it in the same way, tying it to the leg of the chair so that Owen truly couldn’t get up without her help. “I want you to tell me if your shoulders start to hurt. Or if anything starts to hurt.” This was not supposed to be about causing Owen pain. It was important to Willow to know that Owen would tell her if his muscles began to strain uncomfortably.




She waited for Owen to answer her. It took him a moment to realize that’s why she had stopped touching him. “Yes,” he nodded. “Of course. I’ll tell you.” And he would, too, so Willow nodded. She watched Owen’s tongue dart over his lips to wet them as his eyes looked up at her. The way he then swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing in his throat, like anticipation could kill him, made Willow’s pussy wet.




“You’re so hot,” Owen hummed.




Willow hummed her agreement. She had never doubted that she looked good naked. If she had, one look at Owen’s face when he beheld her would have cured that insecurity.




She moved with confidence, straddling Owen’s lap and draping her arms across his shoulders. His thighs supported her, her pussy inches from his dick. “I’m so wet,” she teased. “One orgasm wasn’t nearly enough.” She rocked, knowing how the heat from her pussy would tease against Owen’s cock.




“I want you to get hard for me,” she urged. Leaning close, she flicked her tongue against Owen’s earlobe before sucking it between her lips. She knew just what he liked. Willow was confident that she could get him hard a second time without much delay.




The whine he gave was very satisfying. Owen did his best to rock up against Willow, despite both his arms and legs being restrained. Seeing him try was so hot. The way his muscles tensed in his stomach, face so focused. It was almost like Owen was planning to will himself hard again. Luckily, Willow was perfectly happy to help him get there.




“I wish I could touch you,” Owen said. It definitely wasn’t a complaint about his current situation. “I want to make you come again. I love it when you come.”




Willow grinned. “You’re going to make me come again,” she promised. Her smile sharpened, curving into a smirk. “I won’t untie you until you do.” She felt Owen’s moan rumble through him. Leaning forward, she let her breasts press against the muscle of Owen’s chest. Her nipples were hard, sending waves of pleasure through her as they rubbed against Owen’s skin.




Tensing her thighs, Willow lifted herself up. When she dropped, her breasts bounced. She cried out at the sharp pleasure of it. There was an ache between her legs, one which could only be satisfied by Owen’s cock filling her.




“You can touch my breasts,” she announced, lifting up again. Owen’s hands were still tied, but his mouth was free.




The way Owen’s eyes lit up at that would’ve made Willow laugh if not for the moan that escaped her when Owen’s lips wrapped around one of her nipples. His tongue slid over it teasingly. Willow leaned in to give him better access. Even without his hands being available, Owen was still doing a very good job of sending shots of pleasure through Willow.




He was certainly dedicated. His mouth moved from her left nipple onto her right one. Repeating the same action, Owen let his tongue tease over the hard tip of Willow’s nipple. This time, he gave it a light bite. The sharp pain  ran through her like fire. It made her moan even louder, which only encouraged Owen to do it again.




When he moved back to the nipple he’d teased first, it was with much firmer suction. Owen was so good at knowing how Willow liked her breasts played with. Not having his hands available didn’t seem to deter him at all. If anything, it felt like it was spurring him on to perform even better than he usually did. Willow loved that. She brought one hand up to tangle in Owen’s hair.




“So good,” she panted. “Fuck, Owen. You’re so good for me.” He rumbled his appreciation of her praise, the vibrations adding to the rising tide of pleasure swelling through Willow’s body. She shifted, finding a way she could glance down without needing to pull her nipple from the scalding heat of Owen’s mouth.




She smirked at what she saw. “Yes,” she hissed, tugging at Owen’s hair. “Getting hard again for me so soon, baby,” she murmured. That was exactly what she’d wanted. Willow had known that giving Owen permission to play with her breasts would help him get there.




Loosening her hand from around Owen’s shoulders, Willow wrapped her fingers around his stiff cock. She moaned in anticipation as she led him between her legs, sliding down and letting his thick shaft fill her in one smooth motion. Her groan echoed off the walls. “Fuck!” she gasped. “You feel great.”




She rocked her hips, deliberately teasing. “You can’t thrust unless I tell you,” she ordered. “Can you do that?”




Owen’s breath caught in his throat. He didn’t answer immediately, but that was fine. Willow could wait. And she did, giving a soft moan at how Owen’s cock thickened inside her. “Yeah,” Owen finally nodded. “Yeah, I won’t move unless you say I can,” Owen promised. He buried his face in the crook of Willow’s shoulder, breath hot against her neck.




“Anything you want,” he promised, panting. “Tell me? I just... I want to please you, please, Willow,” Owen chanted. Willow knew he had little conscious thought left, apart from thoughts that related to pleasing her. Knowing she’d pushed aside every thought of work, filled Owen’s head with only her and pleasure, Willow felt more alive than ever. Owen was giving himself over to her. Right now, that involved not thrusting into her until she said he could.




Willow wanted to tease, but she had no intention of dragging this out so long it would be unpleasant. She tensed her thighs, lifting herself halfway off Owen’s cock before letting gravity pull her back down hard. It felt so good! Owen’s cock was thick enough to stretch her pussy and she loved the feeling of his body trembling under hers. Willow circled her hips, crying out as Owen’s dick rubbed against sensitive spots inside her that made her see stars.




She lifted up again, a little higher, dropping down with a loud shout of Owen’s name. “Tell me how good I feel,” she urged. As if to inspire Owen, Willow squeezed her muscles tight around his cock as she held still on Owen’s lap. “Tell me how much you want to fuck me.”




“So much,” Owen breathed. “Fuck, Willow. You feel amazing. So tight. I love how you fuck me. I want to be yours, so you can do what you want to me,” he spoke, words catching in his throat every so often. “I want to fuck you, I want to be what you like. Do exactly as you tell me to.” Willow wasn’t even sure if Owen was thinking about what he was saying. It was entirely possible that he was just talking because she had told him to.




Still, Willow also knew that what he was saying was the truth. “Fuck, Willow, you’re so great. I love you so much and I want you to use me so hard. God, baby, you’re fantastic and so hot, your pussy’s so wet.”




The words lit fire under Willow’s skin, making her feel as though molten liquid were running through her veins. She rocked harder, faster, lifting herself up higher and dropping down with desperate cries. “I am going to use you,” she promised, the fingers of one hand clinging to Owen’s shoulder. “Use you so hard, make myself come on your cock.”




Unlike Owen, Willow knew exactly what she was saying. Her words were calculated to sink into Owen’s mind, turn him on even more. Willow wanted him to know just how much she valued him, how good he made her feel with his obedience. Fuck.




As Willow sped up, she could feel the pleasure taking root inside her. Every drop and circle of her hips made it stronger, until it was all that Willow could think about.




“I’m gonna use your cock to make myself come,” she promised. “And then let you fuck me.”




Leaning in, she nipped hard at Owen’s lower lip. The shock of pain made his mouth drop open. Willow swooped to claim him. Her tongue licked eagerly against his, the pleasure of showing Owen how much he belonged to her pushing Willow over the edge.




She came, muscles tightening until all Willow could feel was the bursting pleasure and the thick girth of Owen’s cock. She slowed, rocking more gently, riding out the last throes of her passion.




Owen looked wrecked, but he’d done so well. Hadn’t thrust even once. Willow was going to reward that. She leaned in, pressing her lips to the shell of his ear. “Fuck me, Owen,” she ordered.




The chair under him bucked as Owen pushed up, pulling against the restraints. It was definitely a challenge but one he seemed to take on eagerly. Owen pushed up into Willow’s burning heat, rocking faster and faster. His mouth came down against her shoulder, teeth sinking into Willow’s skin, sending a sharp pain through her body.




It mixed together with the pleasure she was feeling from Owen’s cock, making Willow moan loudly. Owen took it as encouragement, fucking up into her harder. The chair shook even more and Owen groaned.




“I would touch you so well,” he promised. “Have my hands brush over your breasts, tease your nipples. I’d squeeze your ass and pull you in tighter against me.” Each word seemed to be punctuated by a thrust up. Willow’s whole body shook at Owen fucked her.




She had no doubt that what he said was true. Willow hardly needed to feel Owen’s hands on her, not when his words alone sent pulses of urgent need between her legs. “Fuck, yes,” she gasped, her breasts bouncing as Owen’s hips fucked up into her.




Quickly, Willow lifted a hand, fingers smoothing over the curve of her tit. She caught at her hardened nipple, teasing and tugging as her cries got higher and louder. “Oh god!” The pleasure was so intense, coming at Willow from every angle. Owen’s cock as it throbbed inside her, his words, his obedience, and now her own hand at her breast.




Willow licked the fingers of her other hand, bringing their wet tips down to her nipple, pinching it harder and shuddering at the pleasure-pain. “Come on, baby, you’re fucking me so well,” she praised. “I want to feel you come inside me. Do that for me, Owen!”




The groan that Owen gave sounded animalistic. It was followed by a string of grunts as he fucked into Willow harder. Her pussy was so wet, taking every thrust. Willow slammed down, meeting him, her hands holding onto Owen’s shoulders for leverage. The chair shook hard from the force of their movements. Willow hardly had time to wonder if it might collapse under them.




Instead, she screamed. Owen bit down against her shoulder again, sending yet another mix of pain and pleasure through her. Her muscles tightened around him. Willow fucked down as hard as she could until she finally felt him shudder. Owen filled her up just as she had demanded.




“Fuck,” Owen swore, body going lax under Willow. “I love coming in you,” he breathed.




The sweetness of it, in contrast to how hoarse Owen’s voice was from screaming, made Willow laugh. Satisfaction radiated through her body. She’d wanted to make Owen feel good, to show him how much she valued him. She’d set out to give him the break he needed from his own hard work. Willow had no doubt that she’d succeeded.




She pressed a slow, lazy kiss against Owen’s lips, running her hands through his hair. When she pulled back, he looked so well-fucked that Willow felt pride well up in her heart. Slowly, she lifted herself off Owen’s lap, kneeling to untie his ankles from the legs of the chair.




“Do you feel good?” she asked as her fingers stroked along his calf. “Do you feel relaxed?”




He didn’t answer immediately. Willow didn’t rush him. She rubbed the marks that the restraints had left against his ankles, before moving on to undo Owen’s hands, too. Her touch was soft, gentle even. Owen’s arms relaxed when she untied them and Willow moved to place his hands in his lap. The movement seemed to wake Owen from his subspace. He turned to look at Willow.




“What?” he asked but then shook his head. “I feel good.” Willow knew he didn’t even realize he was answering her question. Owen was so used to her that he didn’t need her to ask. He told her how he felt because she wanted to know, that was all. “It’s so good, you’re so good. Fuck, Willow, I needed this.”




He certainly had. The pride burned even more fiercely in Willow’s chest at that. “I know you did,” she assured, running her hands over the muscles of Owen’s thighs. “You were perfect. You did everything I wanted.” The little smile on Owen’s face was enough to make Willow push herself up so she could kiss him.




“Come on,” she urged. “You’re going to let me take care of you now. I’ll draw you a bath, get you warm and clean, then we can order a pizza.”




Now that she’d ensured Owen’s safe experience of submission, Willow knew how important it was to take care of the more material needs that he’d been neglecting. She smiled as she helped him up. She loved this part almost as much as she loved dominating him in the bedroom.




And once he was rested, they still had a whole weekend!
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