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Isabella woke up very early that Saturday. Leaving Noah sleeping, she went out to get some fresh pastries for both of them, brewing coffee upon her return, before she went to wake Noah.

"Breakfast’s ready," Isabella said pressing a kiss against Noah's cheek. She set the tray carefully over Noah's lap when he sat up more, giving him a smile. Isabella quite liked being able to wake Noah in the morning, serving him breakfast. There was something more that Isabella wanted, though.

"This is such a nice way to wake up," Noah said, rolling one of his shoulders, which felt a bit stiff from doing overhead lifts the day before. "It's even nicer knowing you like doing it," he added. Had Isabella not explicitly said that she liked taking care of Noah, liked that he let her, he might have worried that it wasn't very fair that Isabella didn't get breakfast in bed.

"If you ever want me to wake you up with breakfast, you can just tell me," Noah said, the thought putting any minor worries he might have harboured to rest. There was something very reassuring in knowing that Isabella would ask him to do things that she wanted, that he didn't need to worry about guessing them in advance.

Isabella smiled when Noah said how it was a nice way to wake up, because him thinking so was in large parts why Isabella did it. She did also like it, he was right there. There was just something very rewarding to know that Noah appreciated it, that he liked the way Isabella made sure he got nice things - like being brought breakfast in bed. "I know," Isabella assured, because she did know that if she told Noah to bring her breakfast in bed he would. He'd make sure it was nice, too, Isabella had no doubt. And perhaps Isabella would ask Noah one day, because it might be nice to see Noah's efforts and let him look after Isabella. If anything it might come as a reward.

But first, she had other interests.

"How would you feel if I fed you?" Isabella asked carefully. "It’s okay if you don’t want to," she added seriously. Isabella knew it wasn’t a thing everyone liked, for a multitude of reasons. If Noah didn’t like the thought of it, she wouldn’t push it. There was a degree of intimacy about it that Isabella wasn’t sure Noah would even understand without trying, but that, too, she wouldn’t push if he didn’t want her to.

Noah couldn't remember anyone feeding him since he was a child, at least not for more than a taste, and he honestly wasn't sure he knew how he would feel. "I like when you feed me bites of things you want me to try," Noah said, remembering their experience in the restaurant, and a few others at home. While it did feel like there'd be a difference between being fed to try something - with its implications that Isabella wanted to share the nice things with him - and being fed just because, Noah couldn't say he wouldn't like it.

"I don't not want to," he assured Isabella. "Why do you want to?" Isabella was very good at explaining things, Noah enjoyed the insight he got from her descriptions, so it wouldn't do any harm, he assumed, to ask her why.

It was a good start, when Noah noted that he had liked it when Isabella fed him bites of food to try, since it wasn't an outright no. Not not wanting was also a step in the right direction, Isabella supposed. She turned slightly in the bed, her hand almost instinctively coming up to brush over Noah's shoulder, travelling down over his arm and back up as Isabella thought of how to explain the almost pulling need low in her stomach that she got when she thought about feeding Noah.

"Eating's something you do to stay alive, so trusting someone else to feed you is... it shows a lot of trust. Some people let a dom control what they eat, when they eat, so such," Isabella explained, before rushing in to add "I don't want that," because she didn't. Whilst that was a lot of control, Isabella found it almost intimidating, the responsibility that might come with that. But in smaller installments it was just... it felt like a lot but in a good way.

"I guess it's just something that you'd do for yourself, something that you wouldn't have someone else do for you, and that's... I don't know, it just makes me feel," Isabella said, putting emphasis on the 'feel' because she couldn't quite untangle it and explain it in more detail. It was, to her, a feeling without a word that specifically described it, like it was too good to have a word.

"I do trust you," Noah said easily. "I'd trust you to tell me what to eat, and when to eat, at least when I'm here." Trusting Isabella when they weren't in the same physical space would be harder, especially since Noah sometimes ate at work, and he needed to be the one in control of his movements there. Isabella was so good at being in control that Noah had no doubt whatsoever that she'd make sure he had enough food, and the right kind of food, and he trusted that if he wasn't getting enough, he could say so and Isabella would make adjustments.

When Isabella's explanation was just that it made her feel, Noah leaned in to kiss her. "When you describe it like that, of course I want to try it," he said. Anything that could make Isabella give him that look, like this was something that she wanted for herself, as well as being something she could do for him, was definitely something Noah wanted to experience it. Maybe he wouldn't like it, but Isabella had already said that was okay, and Noah believed her. Leaning back against the pillows, Noah felt an excitement bubbling up in his stomach as he looked at the breakfast Isabella had brought. Mostly, he was excited to try something that clearly meant something to Isabella, something she would enjoy, but he was also curious to see how he would feel. He hadn't known how much he'd like being taken care of until Isabella had started taking care of him, and he was eager to find out whether he'd enjoy this just as much. "What are you going to start with?" he asked. "Do I have to close my eyes or anything?"

The easy way that Noah just told Isabella that he trusted her, that he would trust her to tell him what to eat and when to eat, it felt almost overwhelming. Isabella honestly hadn't expected to ever meet someone so willing and so earnest in their willingness, and certainly not someone who'd only known her for a short period of time. But whether because of this, or any other stupidly romantic reason, Isabella almost felt like she'd known Noah for much longer. Honestly, Isabella didn't think Noah quite understood just how risky it really would be to trust someone so much you let them choose your food, let them decide when and what you ate, but Isabella had no intention of actually pushing for that, so it didn't really matter.

Isabella's breath almost caught at how easily Noah decided that he'd let her, just because she wanted to. It meant a lot to Isabella, even if she was certain Noah didn't understand the extent of it, but that was okay, too. Leaning in closer, Isabella kissed Noah, her tongue running over his lower lip before she pulled back. Looking at the tray, Isabella shifted slightly in her position, so it'd be easier for her to reach the food and Noah. Isabella laughed when Noah asked if he had to close his eyes.

"No," she said. "Unless you want to, but I'd prefer you not to." There was a lot to be said about sensory deprivation, but Isabella would prefer to do that as an actual thing, unrelated to this. Isabella reached to break a piece off one of the pastries, bringing it up to Noah's lips and waiting for him to open them. The side of one of Isabella's fingers brushed over Noah's lip and the way it almost instantly made her wet was just ridiculous. It took Isabella a moment to pull her fingers back, to move her hand back down and reach to break another small piece of pastry off, because for a moment her eyes almost glazed over with the extreme amount of lust she felt.

This time it was easier, Isabella knew the effect it'd have, but she still let the tip of her finger graze over Noah's lip, his tongue brushing over it ever so lightly as he took the piece. Isabella waited patiently for Noah to chew and swallow, but also watched him almost too intently. Then, after the smallest of pauses, Isabella reached for the mug of coffee, bringing that up to Noah's lips, tilting the mug overly carefully as she had him take a sip. Isabella licked her own lips as she watched Noah, realising that she hadn't actually said anything at all for ages. Shaking her head slightly, Isabella almost pushed herself back into a zone that did include language. "The coffee's not too hot, is it?" Isabella asked.

Noah hadn't really known what to expect, apart from the pleasant feeling of doing something for Isabella, and it caught him off guard just how erotic it was to have Isabella's finger brush against his lips while she fed him a bit of pastry. His eyes widened, and he didn't even notice what the pastry tasted like, so intent was he on that light touch and the way Isabella's eyes met his. It took Noah a moment to remember that chewing and swallowing were an important part of the eating experience, and he obediently swallowed as Isabella finally pulled back. The thought of being obedient for Isabella made his heart pound, and he couldn't resist one of his hands finding her hip under the covers, fingers brushing lightly over the skin between her clothes.

When Isabella's fingers returned, Noah was bolder, ready for them. He greeted them with a light graze of his tongue, cock stirring as Isabella watched him. Talking hardly seemed necessary, not when he could continue to touch Isabella in small ways, his fingers or his tongue against her bare skin. The coffee was perfect, far richer in flavour than Noah usually bought for himself, or got at work. Noah didn't even think about being careful because it might be hot, he simply assumed that Isabella wouldn't offer him anything that would hurt him. Perhaps it was too much trust, because Isabella wasn't infallible, no one was, but Noah honestly didn't see it that way. He swallowed again before he managed to find his voice.

"No, it's perfect," he assured her. He opened his lips, to ask for another piece of pastry, then closed them again. He could let Isabella make the decisions, that was something he was working on doing more, letting himself not think about them. "If anything is too hot, it's you," he added, with a soft smirk. "And this." He shifted, trying to find a more comfortable position now that his boxers felt almost too tight.

Isabella gave a small hum and a nod when Noah told her the coffee was perfect. She was almost drawn back into that sort of trance-like feeling when Noah added how it was hot, both her and the actions she was taking. Isabella licked her lips as she watched Noah shift, it was only then that Isabella really noticed the way Noah's fingers were brushing against her side, giving a smile. "Too hot implies you'd like me to stop," Isabella pointed out, but it was mostly teasing, because she reached to break another small piece of pastry off. Noah could, of course, say if he wanted to stop, but so far, Isabella didn't get the impression that he did.

Bringing the piece up to Noah's lips, Isabella let her fingers linger as Noah ate it, her body feeling so hot just at the light touches of Noah's lips against Isabella's fingers. Her mind went back into that zone, the one where there didn't seem to be anything else apart from this, the small pieces of food and the coffee she brought up to Noah's lips for him to sip every so often. When a crumb got stuck just below Noah's lower lip, Isabella instinctively leaned in to lick her tongue over it, before licking slightly more up and running it over Noah's lips, too, the taste of coffee light against the tip of her tongue. This was... it was hotter than Isabella had expected and she had really expected it to be pretty fucking great.

Once she leaned back again, Isabella brought another piece up to Noah. By the time the pastry was gone, the coffee was mostly empty, too. "Are you still hungry?" Isabella asked, words catching in her throat, like they had to break through what she was feeling to even get out.

Noah would've clarified that he didn't want Isabella to stop, but she was already reaching for the pastry again, and it was really nice the way that she just <i>knew</i>. Noah knew she couldn't actually read his mind or anything, but for how short a time they'd been together, she nonetheless knew his reactions well already. When she fed him the next bit of pastry, Noah concentrated on actually tasting it, noting the way its sweetness differed from the bitter coffee. It was a level of attention he couldn't, or didn't, usually give to food, but with Isabella taking care of the feeding, it was as if he was able to concentrate on new aspects of the breakfast experience. Under it all, was a constant thrum of desire for Isabella, to keep touching her, to feel her fingers against his lips. When she kissed him, Noah gave an instinctive moan which almost startled him.

He ate every bit of the pastry carefully after that, licking the flakes and crumbs from Isabella's fingers, sipping the coffee slowly. At first, Isabella's question sparked a wave of indecision. Did he want Isabella to feed him more? Did Isabella want to feed him more? There was definitely a part of Noah that wanted to keep going, but also another part that wanted Isabella to kiss him again, to see what her plans were for after breakfast. It took him a moment to clear all that away, to decide just to answer the question Isabella had actually asked, without worrying about what either of them wanted, or what it would mean.

"No, I'm not hungry," he said. "I'm not full, either." He gave a small shrug. It left the decision making up to Isabella, and Noah did worry a little that she'd wish he was more decisive, that she'd resent having to make all the decisions. He reminded himself that Isabella liked that, and that if she wanted more of a decision from him, she could ask what he wanted to do. That hadn't been what she'd asked, and Noah had honestly answered the question put to him.

Isabella gave a small hum when Noah said that he wasn't hungry, but he wasn't full either. Reaching for one of the untouched pastries still on the plate, Isabella broke a piece off and brought it up to her own mouth, since she hadn't actually eaten anything yet. Then another followed and Isabella took her own mug, sipping the somewhat lukewarm coffee before setting it down on the tray again. The next piece of pastry she broke off was brought up to Noah's lips and Isabella waited for him to eat it. The rest of the pastry was equally exchanged, bite for Isabella, bite for Noah. There was a light wetness against Isabella's fingers from the saliva where either she or Noah had licked them and all it managed to do was make the wetness between Isabella's legs pool all the more. This was so fucking hot that Isabella just wanted to fuck Noah right there and then, but also not. The heat was almost so teasing Isabella just wanted more of it.

Finally, when they'd finished the third pastry, Isabella having shared that between them, too, and emptied the coffee mugs, Isabella pulled back to get off the bed and take the tray away. Her legs felt almost like jelly and that was kind of ridiculous, but Isabella couldn't help just how fucking hot this whole thing was. How hot Noah was, the way he just let her. Setting the tray on the floor, Isabella then crawled back into bed with Noah, straddling his legs as she moved in to run her tongue over his lips, cleaning up any leftover crumbs that might be there (but weren't).

Kissing her way over to Noah's jaw, Isabella gave it the smallest of bites, before her lips moved lower to Noah's neck. "You're so good, Noah," Isabella told him. "So good," she repeated in between light kisses against Noah's skin.

Noah truly didn't need a reward for letting Isabella feed him, but it was nonetheless easy to associate the eager way Isabella crawled into bed with him as rewarding. He lifted his hands to her waist, giving a moan as her body brushed against his cock, feeling how hard he was already, just from being fed breakfast. It wasn't something Noah had ever experienced before, and it was exciting. He'd wondered, when Isabella first mentioned it, if her feeding him would make him feel childish, but it really hadn't. He kissed her back easily, but let her take the lead, responding to the way she moved her tongue against him, and letting her move away to press kisses to his jaw.

Despite the fact a lot of people wouldn't see what he'd done as particularly challenging, Noah still felt his chest swell with pride at the way Isabella told him he was good. Isabella recognised the trust it had showed, and understood it, and Noah believed that she was genuinely proud of him.

"You make me want to be good," he said easily, his fingers finding their way back under Isabella's clothes. "Make me want other things, too," he added, more teasingly, rocking his hips. Despite the need simmering away at his core, Noah felt unexpectedly calm about whether or not they would actually have sex. He was letting it be Isabella's decision, and that washed a kind of deep peace through him, over his own desire.

"It's like the more I let you make decisions, the easier it gets to keep letting you make decisions," he voiced. "It's nice. Not exactly like I don't have to think, but -" He shrugged. It felt like when Isabella had described how Noah didn't have to worry about doing something wrong, because she would be in charge of his punishment. It felt liberating in the same kind of way.

Noah's hardness thrusting up into her made Isabella swallow a moan. She felt so hot, like it wouldn't at all take much for Noah to make her come, like all she wanted was to feel him inside her. But Isabella stopped herself from just going for it, because this, the way she felt so close to Noah? That was pretty great, too. Sucking one of Noah's earlobes between her lips, Isabella ran her tongue over the back of it.

"Yeah," she hummed softly in agreement with Noah saying he wanted other things, too. He didn't push for them, though, and Isabella found that thrilling, too. How this was her decision. Noah really was so fucking good. And him saying he wanted to be good for her did nothing to lower Isabella's libido.

Isabella couldn't help rocking her hips against Noah, the heat of both of them feeling so hot and also quite rewarding. Noah's admission that the more he let Isabella decide things the easier it became, made her smile because that was good, that was precisely what Isabella wanted. She wanted Noah to just let go, to trust Isabella that no matter what, she'd look after him. And reward him for good behaviour, which this, in Isabella's opinion, definitely was.

While Noah didn't push for the other things he wanted, he did slide his hands further under Isabella's clothes, stroking over her back and side. While he could wait for everything else, it would've taken real conscious effort to stop himself from just touching Isabella. She was so warm, and so there, the centre of Noah's attention, that keeping his hands off her would've felt genuinely difficult.

Isabella's smile made Noah grin back, and lean in for a kiss. He felt so happy, waking up to Isabella and her feeding him breakfast, and knowing he didn't have to worry about the rest of the day, because Isabella would be there. "I like it when you're proud of me, or pleased with me." Currently, Noah felt that Isabella was probably both. He liked pleasing her, and he liked that the things which pleased her were so varied. It wasn't just sex, though the sex was excellent.

Right now, Isabella really was both - proud of and pleased with Noah. He did so well that it'd be difficult for Isabella not to be both. She was also really hot for Noah, but Isabella felt perhaps he could figure that out, too, especially the way her hips kept rocking back and forward slowly as they talked.

"I am both," Isabella confirmed out loud, sure that even if Noah knew how she felt, it'd still be nice to hear it. "You really are so good. So obedient. So good at following instructions." Not that this had involved much instruction, not a verbal one anyway. "Think you'd like to do it again sometime?" Isabella asked, not actually trying to exclude the hopefulness from her tone.

Before meeting Isabella, Noah would never have guessed that being told he was 'so obedient' would make him want so much. He beamed at Isabella, rocking his hips up against her again without even really noticing he was doing it. There hadn't been many instructions to follow, but Noah was happy to take the credit anyway. "Fuck yes," he answered, immediately, when Isabella asked if he'd like to do it again sometime. He didn't know if he could stand it for a bigger meal than breakfast, it had been so hot and teasing, but if Isabella wanted him to then he would try.

The eager agreement that they could do the food again made Isabella smile, but she was almost too distracted with everything else. Running her hands down Noah's chest, Isabella tugged at this shirt, encouraging him to lift his arms so she could take it off. Once it was disposed off, Isabella reached to take her own shirt off, too.

"You're so good," Isabella repeated though this time it might've been genuinely more for her own benefit than Noah's, her palms stroking over Noah's shoulders. "I want you to see what it does to me," she told Noah, reaching to take one of his hands and then leading it past her waist band and down into her underwear, hips jerking forward the moment Noah's fingers pressed into her. "You're so good you deserve a reward," Isabella informed Noah rocking forward, biting her lower lip not to moan out loud at how good Noah's fingers felt in her.

"So," she said swallowing so the words could actually come. "I'll go on all fours for you, and you're going to fuck me," Isabella told Noah, voice a bit hoarse. "No condom, so I can feel you come inside me." Which was something Isabella had never done. It was a fact that Isabella felt Noah would appreciate, too. "You'll be the first to," she told him.

As Isabella led his hand between her legs, Noah gave a groan at how wet she was. "You can already see what it does to me," he teased, rocking his cock against Isabella's thigh. He shifted his fingers, stroking Isabella carefully, exploring. Since she fairly often demanded Noah make her come by fucking her, he hadn't gotten to do this that often, and he gently took advantage of being able to feel Isabella. "Fuck, you're so hot," he said, pressing a kiss to Isabella's neck, and then lower to her collarbone. He wanted so badly for them both to be naked, to fuck Isabella, and when the next thing she said was that he could he gave a moan that was almost a whine of relief.

"Yes," he agreed, stroking Isabella once more before he reluctantly pulled his hand back so that he could drag her underwear down her legs, one hand running over her ass. It felt like more of a reward than he deserved, but somehow that only made it better, because it was what Isabella thought he deserved, because he'd pleased her so much. He breathed in sharply when Isabella mentioned that no one else had ever come inside her, his cock twitching. "Fuck." He had to pause, watching as Isabella moved her legs to get her underwear the rest of the way off. He almost asked if Isabella was sure, but then he didn't. In all the time he'd known her, he didn't think Isabella had ever said anything she wasn't sure of. "I'll fuck you so well," he promised, feeling he wanted to offer Isabella something, too, in exchange for all she offered him.

"You will," Isabella nodded, because she had no doubt at all that Noah would fuck her well. At this point, though, Isabella was also just so horny that she was pretty sure Noah wouldn't even have to try very hard. Yet, and she took a lot of satisfaction in knowing this, Noah still would fuck her well, no matter what. Isabella moved so Noah could take the rest of her clothes off, assuming he'd either get his pyjama bottoms off, too, or not bother. Either way, Isabella was certain she wouldn't have to wait long to feel Noah's cock in her. Or at least she certainly hoped not.


After one more kiss, Isabella moved off of Noah, doing just as she'd said and getting on all fours for him. "Do fuck me well," she told him, rocking her hips and ass from side to side, so very keen for Noah to press into her. When he did, Isabella gave a loud whine, the pressure and fullness just what she'd been wanting. "Fuck me well, but also fuck me hard," Isabella told Noah, her hands tightening against the sheets beneath them as she rocked back more. Isabella had never really considered that it might genuinely feel different not having a condom used, but it did. It felt so much hotter, though, Isabella did assume at least partially it was psychological. Nonetheless, she felt like everything was on fire and all she wanted was for Noah to slam into her harder and harder. 

Noah had to take a moment just to appreciate Isabella on all fours for him, because he knew it was part of his reward. He stripped off the rest of his clothes, before moving to join Isabella, running a hand over her ass and pressing a kiss to the small of her back. "So hot," he told her, even though he was sure she knew the effect she had on him. He liked that his reward came with instructions, that the two were tangled up together, one building on the other. He pressed into Isabella, his own deep moan not quite covering her whine. Isabella didn't need to ask him twice to fuck her hard, and Noah was happy to do so. He liked being able to use his strength to please Isabella, in a way that wouldn't hurt her.

His hard thrusts came fast initially, as he used the energy to drive the movement of his hips. Having been worked up since the moment Isabella started feeding him, though, it was obvious that Noah wasn't going to last long if he didn't slow down. Every time he pushed into Isabella, his toes curled, and part of him wanted nothing more than to give in to his orgasm.

"Isabella." Noah panted her name, his hands gripping her hips to steady her. "Fuck, I'm going to come soon, unless I go slower." If Isabella wanted Noah to slow down, wanted this to last longer, he would try.

Noah's movements came just as promised, hard and good. Isabella rocked back to meet them, holding no sounds back as the moans and whines fell from her lips. She felt no need to pretend she wasn't enjoying it, especially when she definitely was. Noah felt great in her and against her, he was a great deal bigger and stronger than Isabella, which right then she could really feel and it felt excellent. Noah's admission than he was going to come unless he slowed down, that Isabella needed to tell him to slow down if she wanted this to last longer, almost made her pause, almost made her suggest they change the position, then go on. But this had been the reward Isabella had promised, to let Noah fuck her whilst she was on all fours, let him come in her. And honestly, Isabella want that too.

"I want you to come," Isabella promised Noah as she rocked back into him harder and faster, as much as she could anyway. He was stronger so Noah fucking into her was so much harder and it felt amazing, especially knowing that he would fill her with his come. And then Noah came and Isabella could feel that, too, or at least her mind made her think she could, but Isabella certainly recognised the sounds, the way Noah's fingers tightened against her hips. She let him push as much as he wanted, let him take the speed in any which direction suited him, before finally, once Noah pulled back, Isabella stretched like a satisfied cat, her ass up in the air.

At Isabella's permission, Noah fucked her harder, and faster, and it really didn't take him very long to come, with a loud moan. Knowing he was the first, somehow made it feel even hotter, and the way Isabella stretched afterwards made Noah want her again almost instantly.

"That was fantastic," Isabella said truthfully, turning to kiss Noah when he collapsed next to her in the bed. Lying down on her stomach, Isabella nuzzled her nose against Noah's jaw and up to his ear, pressing a soft kiss there. "And you've got tomorrow morning off, too," she pointed out teasingly. Except Isabella also would be more than happy to feed Noah again if he let her.

Noah grinned at her praise. "You're fantastic," he agreed. It had been a great reward, and Noah was pleased that Isabella had enjoyed it too. He wanted Isabella to enjoy being with him, even when she was offering to do something he'd like. He laughed when Isabella reminded him he had tomorrow morning off, too.

"And the rest of the day," he pointed out. "That's one of the good things about starting the day this way, we still have ages left to do whatever else."
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