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Raquel had been a fan of the Ice Cold Reapers since very early in their career. She’d encountered them on the club scene first, their music standing out to her as something special. Since then, the band had grown hugely, with their most recent single sitting comfortably at the top of the charts for weeks now.




As a fan, it was exciting for Raquel to see, even if the ticket prices for their shows had definitely gone up. Still, she didn’t mind, not when it meant they kept producing such amazing music.




What Raquel hadn’t expected was for her Friday night to lead to her being chatted up in a club by Penn Black, the lead singer of Ice Cold Reapers. She recognized him straight away. Penn still introduced himself as Raquel smiled back.




The truth was, as much as she enjoyed the prospect of banging one of her favorite musicians, Raquel had also seen Penn hit on a lot of women over the years. She didn’t think the sort of things she was interested in were what Penn was looking for.




“I’m flattered,” Raquel said. “I really am. I’ve been a fan of your band since you played Ruby’s in Seattle, but... I think the sort of things I’m into might not quite float your boat.” It was, of course, a guess. Truthfully, Raquel was confident that most men could enjoy a female-dominated encounter but...




The type of bravado that came with Penn’s demeanor didn’t scream submissive.




What she hadn’t accounted for was how much Penn would take her words as a challenge.




“You can’t feed a man a line like that and not follow up,” Penn chided. “Would you leave me in suspense forever, wondering what it is that you’re into?” When he put it like that, Raquel could see his point.




The idea of always being a woman of mystery, especially to a man she’d admired for so many years, held a definite appeal.




“What makes you so sure you know what floats my boat, anyway?” Penn challenged.




That was a fair question. Raquel thought about what the answer was. She loved a good sub and it was true that you couldn’t necessarily tell what made a good sub just from interacting with someone in the vanilla way. Still, from what Raquel had seen of Penn, she wasn’t convinced submission was quite his style.




“I’ve seen the way you hit on women. Hell, I’m feeling the way you hit on women,” Raquel said, grinning at Penn. There was no reason to pretend that he wasn’t interested in her. “Your approach is very... dominant.” That, Raquel felt, was a pretty accurate description of how she saw Penn with women.




And, being dominated - or even just having vanilla sex - was not something Raquel was interested in.




“I don’t do submitting,” she shrugged.




Penn raised one dark eyebrow. But he didn’t back down. If anything, that proved Raquel’s point. Penn’s posture, the way he leaned towards her, sure of an eager audience for whatever he might say next, was that of a man who was used to being listened to.




“You don’t do submitting,” Penn repeated, tongue darting out as if he could taste the words leaving his lips. “But I didn’t ask you to submit.” He hadn’t. Not directly. Raquel felt that it had been implied.




Shifting his weight, Penn rested one muscled forearm against the bar. “What do you do instead, then?”




Raquel almost laughed at the question. The answer should be pretty obvious, but maybe because of the sort of experiences Penn had had, he didn’t consider what the opposite of her not submitting might be.




Moving in closer, Raquel lifted a hand to brush it down from Penn’s shoulder, over his arm and then let her fingers wrap around his wrist. The grasp wasn’t tight but it was definitely noticeable. With her body just inches away, Raquel’s breath brushed Penn’s ear as she whispered.




“I take charge.”




She watched his eyes widen. Raquel might have imagined it, but she thought she felt a fine tremor run through Penn’s body. That was… interesting. Penn didn’t pull away, didn’t yank his hand out of Raquel’s grip. He definitely could have. Raquel was fit, but she didn’t have the upper body strength that Penn obviously did.




His tongue peeked out, wetting the curve of his lower lip. “That doesn’t sound so bad.” There was still bravado in his tone, in the swagger of his shoulders. But it was a bravado covering up curiosity, not fear.




At least, if Raquel was any judge.




It was tempting, she had to admit. These days, Raquel much preferred men who willingly came to her, who were desperate to kneel for her and let her do whatever she pleased. But there was some attraction to demanding that, to teaching someone how good it could feel to submit. Whether Penn truly wanted that remained to be seen.




The question, really, was whether Raquel was willing to take the chance on him.




“There is punishment for misbehavior,” Raquel informed Penn, pulling back so she could see him better again.




He smirked. It was such an arrogant expression that it made Raquel want to put Penn on his knees right there and then. Let everyone in the club, all his adoring fans, see him submit to her! The fantasy flooded her body with a rush of heat.




She wouldn’t really do it. Unlike so many men, Raquel had enough self-restraint to lead Penn away from his gaggle of admirers.




“Lead the way,” he urged, his gaze caressing the full curves outlined by Raquel’s bodice and skirt.




Was she really going to do this?




Well. It was hard to resist the idea that she could bed Penn Black and make him do what she wanted. Raquel was willing to take the risk of needing a fair bit of punishment before Penn did just as she pleased. As long as he understood the rules, Raquel could play.




Her house wasn’t far from the club, which was one of the reasons she tended to frequent it. The brisk spring evening sent a shiver down Raquel’s spine as they walked. Thankfully, it didn’t take long before they were at her front door. Letting them in, Raquel put the lights on. Dim enough not to be overpowering, but plenty of light to see.




She considered having Penn strip right there in the hallway. Perhaps they needed to ease into it a bit more. So instead, she led him up to her bedroom, smirking at Penn once they were there.




“I want you to strip,” she informed him.




The smirk settled on Penn’s lips again as he swayed his hips to music that only he could hear. “If all your instructions are like this, I won’t misbehave.” He promised. He bent down, tugging his feet out of his black boots. His sock-clad toes tapped against Raquel’s wooden floor.




She said nothing, merely raising an eyebrow. Penn seemed to get the message. His belt slid through the loops with the soft ‘ssss’ of leather against denim. The buckle clattered against the floor beside the boots.




Slowly, Penn drew his shirt up his muscled abdomen. Raquel had seen plenty of topless posters, but Penn Black in person was a different thing entirely. It wasn’t just the chiseled abs or the tempting ‘V’ of his hips. There was a magnetism to his confidence, the way he moved.




He chuckled as his hands dropped to the button of his jeans. “Like what you see?”




Raquel rolled her eyes. There was no need to respond, he knew what he looked like. And besides, it wasn’t what he looked like that she was interested in. Raquel wanted to see how he behaved. “Keep going,” she told him instead of offering an answer. It made Penn chuckle. He carried on, pushing his jeans off and standing in front of Raquel in nothing but his boxers.




“All the way,” she told him. His cock was already half-hard, pressing into the material. Raquel appreciated that. She hadn’t even taken her shoes off yet. But she had plans for that.




Watching as Penn finally stripped fully naked, Raquel did a very good job of not actually paying any real attention to his naked form. He could earn that, too.




“Get on your knees.”




Her voice left little room for argument. She still saw the thought flit across Penn’s face. Whatever he said about his tastes not being obvious, Raquel would bet he’d never been ordered around so bluntly - in the bedroom or out of it.




Penn glanced at the floor, then up at Raquel. When she met his gaze, his grin was full of bravado. “Whatever you want,” he teased. He lowered himself to his knees, with far less grace than other men Raquel had known.




“What shall I do now that I’m down here?”




“Put your hands forward, wrists together,” Raquel answered in the same tone she’d told him to kneel. She didn’t entertain the way Penn behaved. As much as Raquel didn’t prefer dealing with brats, she still had plenty of experience. And it was going to be harder for Penn to be a brat once she tied his hands.




It was interesting watching how Penn weighed up whether to trust Raquel or not. In the end, it was his cock who led that decision. Penn held his hands out just as instructed. “Good boy,” Raquel praised.




Walking over to what she affectionately referred to as her sex closet, Raquel opened it to reveal a selection of paddles, whips, ropes and a huge selection of different toys. She had to bite her lower lip not to smirk at the surprise that flashed across Penn’s face.




“I know what I like,” she commented easily, selecting leather cuffs to go around Penn’s wrists.




There was a new respect in his gaze as he watched her cross the room. Raquel liked that. It made her sway her hips more sensuously, loving the way Penn’s eyes followed her movement. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed, holding his wrists out to close the small distance between them.




“That much I’d guessed,” he said, while Raquel fastened the first cuff. It was tight enough that Penn would be unable to escape, but nowhere near restrictive enough for Raquel to need to worry about his blood flow. “You’re only going to hit me if I misbehave, right?” he asked. Behind the confidence was the slightest tremor of anxiety.




This time, Raquel gave a soft laugh, almost in surprise. There were so many men who would beg her to reward them with pain. It showed her how inexperienced Penn was when it came to this sort of thing. That was thrilling. Being the first to show Penn any variation of femdom was exciting, knowing he’d always remember her. Raquel fully intended to be memorable.




“I will only hit you if you misbehave,” she repeated. “Or if you ask me to,” Raquel added with some amusement. She could easily imagine that to Penn such a thing might seem impossible. Raquel was interested in seeing whether she could change that. If he didn’t like pain, then she wouldn’t play with pain. There were plenty of other things they could do.




Once Penn’s hands were securely restrained, Raquel took a step back, letting him lower them. “Undress me,” she told him.




Penn’s frown made Raquel give a smug smirk of her own. She saw the moment that her expression registered. Penn’s whole face seemed to change from confusion to determination. He might not know how she expected him to undress her with his hands tied, but he was certainly going to figure it out.




He shuffled forward, fingertips skating across the fabric of Raquel’s skirt, tugging it so that the button and zipper were front and center. Having his hands so close to her pussy, even separated by layers of fabric, was enough to make Raquel’s heart beat harder against her ribs.




The button surrendered first, then Penn worked the zipper down quickly. Raquel helped by lifting her feet out of the skirt as Penn slid it down her legs. He licked his lips, so close that Raquel could feel the heat of his breath against her panties. Tipping his head back, Penn looked up at the tight bodice that remained. “Can I stand up?” he asked.




“Yes,” she nodded. Raquel wasn’t cruel enough to make him truly struggle. She even reached out to hold Penn’s arm and help him get to his feet. His cock was fully hard now. As he took a step closer, the wetness of it brushed against Raquel’s leg. A soft groan of appreciation fell from Penn’s lips, but he didn’t focus on that. Raquel had to give him kudos there.




Instead, Penn’s restrained hands came up to begin undoing the buttons on Raquel’s shirt. He was, she felt, doing pretty well. When the shirt fell open to expose the red bra Raquel was wearing under it, she heard Penn’s breath catch.




“Fuck, you look good,” he praised. His fingertips skimmed across her stomach, exploring the warmth of Raquel’s skin. His hands tugged against the cuffs as he tried to separate his hands. He groaned, frustrated that he couldn’t grip her hips and pull her close.




He took a step to the side, his fingertips trailing over the band of Raquel’s bra. Actually unfastening it was more difficult. Raquel could hear the low ‘grrr’ of frustration as the clasp eluded Penn’s fingers.




Finally, he released the catch, the bra springing open and exposing Raquel’s breasts to the warm air of the room.




“And your panties, while I’m back here?” Penn asked.




Raquel gave a soft laugh, like somehow her underwear was going to be easier to remove from behind. But, sure, she had no issue with Penn doing what he wanted for as long as it was within the parameters of what she’d instructed. “Go ahead,” she allowed, moving her hips to help him slide the material off.




She also generously shrugged her bra off, throwing it to one side. Lifting each leg in turn, Raquel helped Penn get her out of her panties. He had to go back down on his knees to get the material off completely. It left Raquel in nothing but her heels, with Penn by her feet.




“I’ll keep the shoes on for now,” she told him. “Stay down.”




When he didn’t resist the order, Raquel walked over to the bed, sitting down at the foot of it, smirking at how Penn’s eyes followed her every movement. Parting her legs, Raquel slid a hand over one of her thighs.




“Make me come.”




Penn started forward so quickly that Raquel knew it had been an instinctive response. He only made it a pace and a half before he stalled, catching himself. The realization that he was crawling for her blossomed rapidly across Penn’s face. His cheeks flushed, his chin jutting upwards as he forced himself to meet Raquel’s gaze.




She noticed that his cock stayed hard. It jutted between his legs, just shy of his crossed wrists. He shifted, leaning forward as he tried to discover a casual way of shuffling forward on his knees.




There wasn’t one. Penn stilled, his brows drawn stubbornly down. “How am I supposed to make you come if I can’t use my hands?” he asked.




Raquel raised her eyebrow. She was pretty sure Penn could give a good go at making her come with his mouth. In fact, she felt like even with their hands restrained, some men would give a good go making her come with their hands too. “Not my problem,” Raquel shrugged.




She leaned more back into the bed, parting her legs even more. “Make me come,” she repeated. “I won’t ask the third time.” And no, Raquel did not plan to. If Penn needed instructions as to how he could make a woman come with his mouth, Raquel had seriously underestimated his sexual prowess.




Penn’s eyes narrowed. Raquel could see the emotions warring across his face. It was a fascinating way to pass the time. Raquel didn’t mind how long it took Penn to come to a decision. She waited, tapping one toe against the floor.




Glancing at Raquel’s closet, Penn surveyed the array of toys with which she could hit him if he disobeyed. But it was curiosity and the urgings of his dick that seemed to win out, not fear.




Well, maybe just a little fear.




Shuffling inelegantly forward, Penn dropped onto his bound hands to bring his face level with Raquel’s pussy. He groaned, scraping his stubble across her thigh, teasing her by not putting his mouth to work straight away.




Raquel let him, mostly because she was curious. And, truthfully, really turned on! Not only did Penn look hot, but he was someone Raquel had been a fan of for years. Well, his music, but Penn and the Ice Cold Reapers were pretty much one and the same. Having him like this, between her legs, mouth so close to her pussy? Fuck was it hot!




“Go on,” she said. It was more an urging than a demand. If Penn wanted to take his time and tease her, he could. Raquel had told him to make her come, she hadn’t specified how long he might have to do so. At least, not this time.




Penn looked up at her through dark, spiky lashes, his lips tilting into a smirk. Finally, he shuffled even closer, his tongue darting out to tease against Raquel’s pussy. The instant his mouth hit her wetness, Penn moaned, the sound vibrating through Raquel’s nerve-endings. He lapped against her, gathering up the evidence of her arousal with soft, hot strokes of his tongue.




He pushed his face between Raquel’s thighs, driving his tongue inside her and groaning even louder! Raquel couldn’t keep her eyes off him. He looked so good on his knees, obeying her orders. Penn avoided her clit, fucking his tongue in and out of her in a rhythm that quickly built to fever pitch.




Raquel didn’t resist the noises that fell from her lips. She moaned louder and louder, rocking her hips forward. Penn’s mouth felt amazing against her. One of her hands gripped against the sheets on the bed. 




The other moved over to Penn’s hair. Sliding her fingers through it, Raquel tugged, hard enough to make Penn give a soft groan. She didn’t let him pull back, leading his mouth higher up to her clit.




When his tongue finally circled it, Raquel gave a low moan. “Ahh, fuck.” It felt great, the pleasure cruising through her veins. 




“Yeah, just like that. Fuck, Penn, that’s good,” she encouraged. As much as Raquel wanted to get off, she also wanted him to hear her do so, wanted Penn to know how good a job he was doing. Not having played like this before, Raquel didn’t imagine he had often received praise during sex.




It seemed to spur him on. Penn’s tongue moved faster and harder, learning what movements made Raquel’s fingers tighten in his hair. He repeated those, until Raquel knew she had to be hurting him with how hard she was tugging. 




Despite his anxiety over Raquel hitting him, he didn’t complain. If anything, he moaned against Raquel’s pussy, the sound barely audible over how loud Raquel’s noises had become.




Bringing his bound hands up, Penn managed to tease a finger against Raquel’s pussy. He slipped it inside her, replacing his tongue while his mouth focused on her clit. He pursed his lips, sucking hard enough to send a tingle all the way up Raquel’s spine.




Penn certainly seemed determined, his mouth moving tirelessly between Raquel’s legs while his hands urged her closer and closer to her peak.




And then, like fireworks, Raquel’s orgasm exploded through her. “Oh fuck, yes!!” she screamed, hips bucking hard. Penn kept licking her clit, making sure to push every last bit of pleasure through Raquel. “Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted until finally her body was spent, muscles relaxing. It was tempting to see if Penn would bring her another orgasm, but...




She’d only demanded one. And Raquel wanted to do so many more things with Penn.




With her hand still in Penn’s hair, Raquel tugged his head back. “Good boy,” she praised easily. Reaching out with her other hand, Raquel smeared her wetness from Penn’s chin up over his cheeks. Her pussy throbbed in response. He looked so fucking good, face wet from her.




“That wasn’t too bad, was it? Would you like me to reward you?”




She could probably guess the answer.




For a moment, Penn seemed dazed, like he was struggling to process what Raquel was asking him. “It was good,” he confirmed. “You sound amazing. And fuck, it hurt when you tugged my hair, but I liked it.”




He reached his hands up, making a brief effort to wipe Raquel’s wetness from his cheeks. It did little good. Even so, Penn brought his fingers to his mouth to lick them clean, making Raquel’s pussy ache with lust.




“Reward me how?” Penn asked, an eager grin spreading across his face.




Raquel smirked at the question. She was quite certain that her answer was not the one Penn was expecting. Yes, Raquel definitely planned to fuck Penn, but that was still far off what she wanted to do.




“I want to show you that getting hit isn’t a punishment,” she told Penn. “I’d love to paddle your ass.” She would like quite a lot more with Penn’s ass, but Raquel felt like she should take it easy on him. A bit of paddle play would do well for now. If Penn let her. She’d seen how anxious he’d seemed at the idea of being hit, but being hit really didn’t have to be a bad thing.




“If you don’t like it, we can stop,” she promised. Raquel had no interest in doing something her partner didn’t like. But she felt confident that, if given the chance, Penn would enjoy getting his ass slapped.




The uncertainty flashed only briefly across Penn’s face. Raquel watched him master it, that same cocky bravado reappearing as if he’d never felt anything different. In a way, it was impressive. But Raquel wanted to strip that mask of confidence away. She wanted to see what Penn Black of the Ice Cold Reapers really felt.




Overwhelming him with sensation was one way to make that happen. “Okay,” Penn agreed, smirking up at Raquel from his position on the floor. “I’ll try anything once. What do I do?”




“Get on the bed,” she answered. “Face the wall, hands against the headboard, ass out.” This was not Raquel’s first rodeo. It was tempting to just bend Penn over her knee, but she wanted to give him more room than that. And besides, if he was on the bed already, she’d not waste any time in fucking him once she chose to.




While Penn did as he was told, Raquel walked back to the closet that the restraints had come out of. She had a variety of paddles. Raquel picked a nice leather one. It was wide enough not to cause too much pain unless she chose for it to.




Returning with it to the bed, Raquel smirked at Penn. “You look good like that,” she complimented him. Reaching out, Raquel brushed a hand over Penn’s ass. “Got a great ass, too.” He really did.




“Got a great everything,” Penn replied. The smile he shot over his shoulder was softer than the smirks he’d been giving Raquel while he tried to chat her up. Raquel enjoyed it; she liked seeing a different side of Penn. She could hardly wait to see how much further the arrogant act would slip before she was finished with him.




As she watched, Penn’s knuckles tightened around the rails of the headboard. With his wrists bound, he could only grip with one hand, the other five fingers curled across his forearm. His shoulders straightened as he let his head hang forward. Waiting. The sight made Raquel’s breath catch in her throat.




Her hand ran up from his ass over Penn’s back. That, too, was exquisite. Then, Raquel stroked back down to his ass, giving it the lightest of slaps. “Relax,” she told Penn. Raquel could understand why that might be hard. Still, when she brought the paddle up against Penn’s ass, it was to softly pat it, letting him adjust to the feel of the leather.




Only then did Raquel bring it down harder. It made Penn give a soft grunt. Raquel doubted it truly hurt. When the paddle came down against his ass again, it was harder. Blood rushed to the surface of the skin, tinting his ass a soft pink. The third slap was about as hard, strong enough to be felt, leaving Penn’s cheeks rosy.




Penn panted, every breath sounding ragged around the edges. He wasn’t yelling, hadn’t asked Raquel to stop or said that this wasn’t a good reward. As Raquel waited, giving him time to process, she watched his ribs expand and contract as he fought to suck in enough air.




The muscles in Penn’s shoulders visibly relaxed. A tremor passed over his body, wiggling his ass just enough to spark Raquel’s desire to hit him again. Before she could, Penn gave a low groan. “It’s… different,” he breathed. “But it’s not bad.”




“Good,” Raquel said. She hardly wanted him to feel bad, but Raquel hadn’t expected it to. “I’m going to hit you harder,” she told Penn. “I want you to just relax into it. Focus on how good the sting feels.” Whether he could or not, she supposed they’d find out.




The next slap with the paddle was harder, but not by much. And then Raquel properly went to work. The paddle hit Penn’s ass with a loud smack, startling a whine from him. But he didn’t ask her to stop, so Raquel didn’t. She hit him again and again, until his ass was crimson and his breath was coming in bursts. Penn’s groans got louder, too, filling the room around them.




Finally, she stopped, reaching out to run her hand softly over the irritated skin. “How’s that?” she asked, giving Penn plenty of time to gather his words.




“Ahhh,” he breathed, like he’d been holding in the sigh. The muscles under Raquel’s hand felt relaxed. Penn’s posture on the bed had far less tension in it, his shoulders slumped and his spine dipping down towards his scarlet ass.




He didn’t move to look at Raquel as he answered. She didn’t need him to. Even quiet, his voice was so familiar to her that she could pick out the words easily. “It aches,” he answered, the word trembling slightly. “But it’s a sweet ache. Like -” He paused, lost. “Like nothing I’ve ever felt before.”




With a groan, Penn pushed his body back against Raquel’s hand. “I can see how this is a reward,” he admitted.




That made Raquel grin. “Do you want more?” she asked. It really was up to Penn how much he wanted to try the pain. She could certainly do worse than a bit of paddling, but Raquel could also do more with said paddle. After having Penn feel so worried about pain, she wasn’t interested in pushing his boundaries too much. Only a little bit.




“Would you like to try something else?” she offered. “A whip maybe?” That would allow Raquel to leave some beautifully crisscrossed marks against Penn’s back. She couldn’t lie and say that didn’t seem like an arousing prospect.




A deep groan shuddered through Penn’s body. It seemed to wash over him, sweeping down whatever resistance he might have felt. Part of him, Raquel was sure, wanted to give in to this. To give in to her. And that was such a beautiful sight!




“Yeah,” Penn answered, nodding his head. He repositioned his hand against the headboard, glancing over one tanned shoulder at Raquel. “Please.” The word slipped from him at the sight of her, as if he hadn’t meant to say it. His eyes widened. For a moment, Raquel expected all his bluster to return. It didn’t.




Instead, he gave another, smaller nod. “Yes, please. Let’s try something else.”




She rubbed a hand over Penn’s sore ass. “Good boy,” she praised. It was well-earned praise, especially since Penn was giving in so willingly. It thrilled Raquel to know that she had done this, that she was the reason why Penn’s opinion on pain was shifting so rapidly.




Taking her time, Raquel let Penn’s eyes linger on her as she walked over to the closet. She picked a whip that wasn’t going to be too much for him. It would still leave marks against his skin. Walking back, Raquel swallowed a soft moan as she took in how Penn looked. Kneeling on her bed, hoping she’d hit him. Fuck. Her pussy was so wet! But she’d satisfy that need later.




Dragging the whip over his back, Raquel ginned. “So obedient,” she hummed. “You deserve to be rewarded,” she told him before the whip smacked across Penn’s back, making him groan loudly.




She saw the shock of it travel through Penn’s body. His hips bucked, his cock rubbing against empty air. He swayed forward as much as he could, leaning his weight on the headboard. “Fuck!” As quickly as he’d snapped forward, Penn pushed back, his whole body arching towards Raquel.




The pale line of the whip stroked across Penn’s skin, just where Raquel had wanted it. Penn moaned, the sound of it almost musical. “I didn’t know it would feel so different,” he marveled. “Fuck, everything throbs. Even where you haven’t hit me.”




Raquel could well imagine how much Penn’s neglected cock must be aching.




But all in good time.




She brought the whip down again, at the same intensity, letting it cross over with the previous blow. Already Penn’s back was beginning to match his ass in its color. And the way he pushed back into her hits was so nice to see. He wanted more. And Raquel wanted to give it to him.




The whip licked across Penn’s back once more and then again, again until Raquel could hear nothing but groans of pleasure coming from Penn. Finally, she ceased, dropping the whip on the floor.




Getting up on the bed, Raquel pressed her body against Penn’s back, her hips against his ass, teasing the sore skin. She could so easily imagine how good it’d feel to fuck him like this, to ram a cock into his ass and watch him come apart.




Maybe another time.




“Turn over and sit down,” Raquel told him instead. “I’m going to ride you so fucking hard.”




Despite the cuffs around his wrists, Penn flipped with an ease that would have made a gymnast envious. Raquel got to watch his eyes widen as he pressed his ass against the mattress. “Fuck, that hurts!” He sounded so surprised. Raquel had to stifle a laugh. Penn really hadn’t done this before.




Raquel liked the way he jumped feet first into things. Apparently without pausing to think about the fact that pressing his ass down against even a soft mattress was going to make it hurt so much worse.




It didn’t diminish Penn’s erection. His cock stood proudly upright, thick enough to make Raquel’s mouth water. He was going to stretch her out so well.




“Please,” Penn said, this time with a trace of his familiar smirk. “Help me take my mind off my sore ass.”




“Oh, I plan to do quite the opposite,” Raquel promised. She was going to put more pressure on it by straddling Penn’s hips. He whined, but it was quickly replaced by a moan when Raquel reached between them to wrap her fingers around Penn’s cock. She led it between her legs, her pussy so wet and ready for him.




Just as she had expected, his thickness stretched her out, making Raquel groan. “Fuck.” He was big but she was so wet that there was almost no resistance. Once he was fully inside her, Raquel brought her hands to Penn’s shoulders. “Suck my tits,” she demanded, one hand moving to the back of Penn’s head so she could lead it down to her breasts.




He didn’t resist. His lips parted, catching Raquel’s nipple and sucking hard. The sensation spiraled through Raquel’s body, forcing a fresh moan from her throat. Penn’s tongue stroked across her nipple, a wash of heat that tingled across her skin. He pulled back, cool air rushing in to replace his warm mouth. Raquel’s nipples hardened instantly.




Penn made the most of it, sucking against her other breast with all his might. His hips rocked up, his cock rubbing inside Raquel in the most pleasurable ways. He didn’t thrust, not quite, but he didn’t stay still. Raquel could feel his body, hear the catch in his breath every time his ass and back slid against the sheets.




Tugging against Penn’s hair, Raquel began to move faster. She enjoyed the soft groans and whines that Penn gave, the pain obviously mixing together with pleasure as she sped up. With his hands still restrained, there wasn’t much Penn could do but take it. To let Raquel fuck him as much as she wanted to.




His cock felt great inside her as Raquel rode Penn hard. “Ah, fuck,” she breathed when he gave her nipple a light bite. The spike of pain shot through her and straight to Raquel’s pussy, meeting the pleasure Penn’s dick offered there. She felt her orgasm build steadily and leaned into Penn, making sure that her clit rubbed against him just the right way.




“Oh, yes, yes!” she cried. Raquel’s muscles tightened. “Fuuuck!” And with that one last scream, she came, pleasure exploding across her whole body. But Raquel wasn’t done. She rode Penn harder, chasing those last few breaths of her orgasm.




Tugging his hair again, Raquel pulled Penn’s head back so she could look at him, his face a mix between pain and pleasure, his lips red from sucking her tits. “Come on, you can come,” she urged.




Penn’s eyes snapped open, acceptance of Raquel’s orders washing over his expression. It was beautiful to see how far he’d come, how differently he took her words now than when they’d started.




His fingers skated across her thigh, trying and failing to find purchase with his wrists still cuffed. Finally, he bucked his hips, bouncing Raquel on top of him. She held on, her grip on Penn’s hair tight enough to be sure that he felt her.




With every thrust, a deep groan poured from Penn’s mouth. He’d be hoarse tomorrow. The thought made Raquel grin. She had been the cause of that! Her and the pleasure she had delivered.




Penn fucked her as hard and fast as he could. She saw the moment that his orgasm overwhelmed him. His whole face went slack, his body tightening for one last push. He wailed as he came, then fell back against the bed with a satisfied sigh.




As he softened, Penn’s cock slid out of Raquel and she gave a soft moan. Getting off him, Raquel knelt down next to Penn’s naked form. She smirked at him. He definitely looked very well-fucked.




“You were much better behaved than I anticipated,” Raquel commented. Honestly, it was a pleasant surprise.




She would’ve put Penn in his place if he hadn’t been. But Raquel preferred to play with playmates who didn’t demand that she force them into things. To each their own and all that, but this had suited Raquel well.




And, she couldn’t deny, having Penn learn to enjoy being hit was thrilling.




Reaching out, Raquel brushed her hand over the cuffs. “You want me to take these off?”




Penn’s mouth quirked like he was thinking about protesting Raquel’s description of him as obedient. The expression softened, melting into pleasure at her praise. Raquel could see the hunger in him, the desire for more.




He held his hands out without a word. Raquel gave one arm a squeeze, reaching past him for the key on the nightstand. By the time she’d unlocked the cuffs, Penn’s voice seemed to have come back to him.




“That was a lot hotter than I expected,” he admitted. “You really have sex like that all the time?”




Raquel laughed. “Not always always,” she answered truthfully. “But yeah, a lot of the time.” Raquel saw no reason to lie. She liked dominating men, it got her hotter than anything else. Vanilla sex was alright, some of the time. Raquel couldn’t imagine a world in which she couldn’t play the way she wanted.




Brushing her hand over Penn’s bare stomach, Raquel hummed. She could definitely see herself playing with Penn again if he was interested. And she did rather feel like he would be.




“There’s a lot of other things we could give a go,” she told Penn with a playful glint in her eyes.




He laughed, the corners of his eyes crinkling with genuine happiness. “Well, I can’t imagine asking anyone else to show me,” he admitted.




Reaching out a hand, Penn pulled Raquel closer. His superior upper body strength had her leaning against his broad, bare chest in a heartbeat.




“What do we do now?” he asked.




“Now we have some water,” Raquel told him, pressing a quick kiss against Penn’s lips. It quickly turned into a much deeper, dirtier kiss. When they pulled apart, both were breathless. Raquel ran her tongue over her lower lip, tasting Penn on it. “And maybe some food,” she added.




Getting up from the bed, Raquel glanced over her shoulder at Penn, a smirk gracing her lips. “You’re going to need the energy for what I’m planning to do to you next.” Oh, he really would do.




Penn, to give him credit, seemed more than eager to find out.




Perhaps Raquel would teach him what punishment actually was.
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