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Leila's first date with Marc had been pretty fun, so when he showed up at Leila’s place that evening, she anticipated that things would go well. Her body was aching from having spent the whole day out skiing, but there would’ve been little point in coming to a ski resort if she’d just stayed inside. The piles of snow beyond the cabin door made Leila feel chilly. It was a chill she was hoping Marc could get rid off.

She’d made them hot drinks and both of them had now settled down on the sofa, with Leila being able to push her legs into Marc’s lap, his hands sliding over her feet and legs. Putting her coffee cup down, Leila slid lower on the sofa, pushing her legs harder against Marc’s fingers. “That feels really nice,” she told him, wanting more.

Wriggling both hands under the legs of her trousers, Marc did what he hoped was a fairly good imitation of a (gentle) sports massage on her calves.

“You feel really nice,” he told her, because she did. Her legs were smooth and soft and were warming up wonderfully now. Had she not already asked him if he’d come to see her for sex, he might have suggested he could make her feel even nicer if she was warm enough to take some clothes off now.

“Yes, my calves are delightful,” she agreed amused, pulling one of her legs back so she could push it behind Marc’s back instead, toes curling upwards against his side.

“Other parts of me are delightful, too,” Leila advised seriously. “Like my upper thighs, and my hips, and my stomach,” she informed him running her hand upwards from her stomach when it made an appearance on her list. “I’m keeping my three sexy jumpers on, though,” she added, but did slide her hand down to where they stopped over her hips to pull them up enough to expose some of her stomach to Marc.

“They really are,” Marc said, smirking in agreement when Leila pointed out that other parts of her were delightful as well. “Yes, I remember.” He withdrew his hands from the confines of her trousers to run them up her shins, over her knees, pausing to squeeze her thighs before he reached the exposed skin of her stomach. Easily, he pulled her closer, sliding his hands round her body. “And your back,” he told her, sliding one hand under her jumpers to caress her spine. “And your arse,” he dropped the other hand to give her a pinch through her trousers.

He pulled back to look at her. “I didn’t come to see you for sex,” he told her honestly. “But if you’re going to flash your stomach at me, I’m certainly not going to say no.” He was, in fact, human, and if Leila wanted sex, he couldn’t actually think of a reason not to.

Leila tilted and leaned easily with and into the touches, pleased with how warm Marc’s hands felt, despite the fact that her three jumpers were, by now, actually making her quite warm. She gave a small giggle when he pinched her arse, in no way attempting to object that those parts were just as delightful as all her other parts. Currently, she was happy to argue that whatever parts of her body he wanted to touch were plenty of delightful. So were his hands, and Leila, too, recalled other parts being just as delightful.

Then Marc told her he hadn’t come to see her for sex and Leila sighed dramatically. “Then why did you come?” She asked again. Plenty of people she’d slept with came to see her for sex again, and often Leila turned them down because they hadn’t really given her any reason to imagine that having sex with them might in any way be different from what they’d done already. Marc, though, Leila had high hopes for.

Suddenly, a thought occurred to Leila and she frowned. “Is this a date?” She asked because maybe it was. Leila didn’t recall ever being on a second date so perhaps this was what people did on one.

Marc frowned back at Leila. Her question didn’t make any more sense to him this time than it had before. “You’re fun,” he told her. “We had fun last time, even before we had sex. So I came to see if you wanted to have fun again.” He had no idea if his explanation was helping. When Leila asked if this was a date, Marc shrugged. He didn’t think it really was, but by the standards of their first date he supposed the only difference was that it hadn’t been planned in advance. “Sure,” he said. “If that makes more sense to you.”

He slid his hands up her back, working his fingers into her muscles. “I’ve had fun,” he said. “Whether we have sex or not doesn’t change that.” He had, in fact, already got everything he’d wanted when he came here. Though, more sex would certainly be welcome. The warmth of her body was certainly doing a great deal to make him crave it.

They had had fun the last time, even before the sex, Leila agreed, and really, she had felt Marc had had fun, too. But his reply that this was a date also helped to make sense. “It does make more sense,” Leila nodded. “I’ve never been on a second date, so I didn’t know what happens on one,” she explained honestly.

Marc lifted an eyebrow in surprise. How a beautiful woman like Leila hadn’t got a second date made absolutely no sense to him. He’d have pointed out that this, like their first date, hadn’t been exactly typical, but then he decided it didn’t matter. They’d had fun, and they’d had good sex, and weren’t those the basic aims of most dates? And to get to know people better, Marc supposed, but they’d done at least a little of that too.

Leila gave a small moan when Marc’s fingers pressed into a particularly stiff muscle, her whole body tilting towards him. He was, Leila thought, really doing a very good job at earning all the compliments she’d paid to his hands.

“We can definitely have sex, that was never in question,” she informed him happily and truthfully.

Leila moved to sit in Marc’s lap properly, bringing her hands up to run over his upper arms, happy to explore the way his muscles flexed under the clothes, before brushing her fingers over his shoulder.

“I would really like you to get me off,” she informed him with a smirk, before pressing her lips against Marc's, giving a small nibble to his lower lip and then licking against it.

Shifting her hips, Leila pressed into Marc with plenty of intention, smiling into the kiss. One of her hands travelled back down over Marc's sides to pull his shirt up, her own, probably still chilly, hand pressing against his skin as much as his hands pressed into hers. Then, breaking the kiss, Leila ground her arse down again.

"Are there rules?" She asked. "Because I don't do well with rules." Which was both true and probably important to establish. Maybe. Leila had no idea, really.

As Leila’s weight settled in his lap, Marc gave an appreciative snort and let his hands roam more freely under her jumpers, fitting his splayed fingers into the curve of her waist. “I have every intention of getting you off,” he told her. It seemed incredibly unlikely that if Leila wanted to have sex after their next date, Marc was going to decline.

He kissed her hungrily, whining when she pulled away to talk but quickly thinking better of it when she ground against him. He pushed up into her, cock beginning to harden as he thought about the last time they’d sex, and all the things there were still to do.

Her hand was cold against his skin, but the sensation only added to Marc’s arousal and he willingly pulled his shirt up and off for her. “Rules?” he asked, honestly too distracted to know what she was asking. “I don’t know. Do you want to give me rules? I like seeing how far I can bend them.” Marc was talking more about sex than about dating by now, his mind keenly focused on the possibility of them both getting off.

Leila was really quite sure that the answer was not to the question she’d asked, which really left her with two options. One was to clarify and point out that she had not a fucking clue what sort of rules were appropriate and even less so why someone might have any. On the other hand, the sort of rules Marc was asking about seemed a lot more fun. When his shirt came off, Leila leaned in to press a kiss against his neck and then bite the skin where his shoulder started, not lightly but not enough to leave a mark either.

“A sex dare?” She asked against his skin, quite pleased with the idea. “What sort of challenge would you like?” She said in a tone that might’ve sounded like a question but wasn’t really. Her hand, that had slid down to get rid of Marc’s shirt now moved between them, against the button of his trousers.

“Dare you not to come until I let you?” Leila offered, somewhat as a genuine offer, because she could think of other challenges, too, if he rather.

Marc moaned openly when her teeth bit into his skin, already turned on enough that the shock of pain felt more like pleasure. He laughed when she offered him a sex dare. That wasn’t exactly how he would have put it, but the appeal of the idea was undeniable. He pressed his hips up against her hand, hoping to get friction somewhere more interesting than his button.

“What happens if I lose?” he asked. It was, after all, always important to know the terms of a bet. “And what do I get if I win?”

He shifted so he could cup one breast, running his thumb briefly over her nipple before changing course and flicking her own trouser button open.

Leila caught her own lower lip between her teeth when Marc’s hand brushed over her breast, keen for more contact only to lose it when his hand moved lower to undo her trousers.

“If you lose,” she drew out slowly, thinking about her options. “I get to choose whatever we do on the third date,” she decided, feeling that that then left her open to many, many different choices.

“And you,” she said undoing the button of his trousers and sliding the zip down carefully, before pushing her hand under the material, fingers happily brushing against Marc's cock to work on getting him properly hard for her, “can have the same if you win? Though, I am open to negotiation if you have other wishes for whatever rewards may come,” Leila offered fairly, she felt.

Moaning as she touched him, Marc nodded. That didn’t actually seem like either of them truly lost either way, which was the best kind of bet in Marc’s opinion. He’d never been competitive for money or to lord it over the other person, but he liked a challenge for challenge's sake. He was too preoccupied by her touch to give it much more thought than that, certainly far too much to object and suggest other rewards.

“You’re on,” he said, knocking her hand away and catching them both behind her back for a moment as he kissed her, his other hand slipping between her legs in retaliation.

Unfortunately, distracting her wasn’t going to help him win this bet. He had to let her do what she wanted while still having the self-control not to lose himself completely. The challenge of it was fascinating. He sucked hot kisses against her neck, all the way up to her ear, where he whispered, “So where do you want me?”

Leila grinned, both at the moan and Marc’s acceptance of her bet (neither of which were actually particularly unexpected). Her breath caught a bit in her throat when Marc’s hand caught both of hers, holding them behind Leila as his hand slipped between her legs. The mimicry of her own action, rather than just the action itself, made her smile into the kiss. This was why Leila had felt confident in agreeing to have sex with Marc again. He didn’t feel boring. Leila had a lot of appreciation for that.

The kisses against her neck made another moan escape from Leila’s lips before it was joined by a laugh when Marc asked her where she wanted him. “Here’s fine,” she informed him. “We can find other places if you do super well,” Leila added, before pushing herself up and off Marc, sliding down to the floor easily. Reaching out, she tugged on his trousers enough for him to lift his arse so she could slide them off, resettling between his legs only to press a line of kisses against his inner thigh, looking up at Marc as she did so.

Marc lifted his hips eagerly, spreading his legs to make room for her between them. The sight of her brought back very pleasant memories, which he did his best to ignore. Thinking of how good she’d felt around him, the high he’d felt when he’d made her come, neither of these thoughts were going to help. “I intend to do super well,” he told her instead, flexing his toes against the carpet.

Her kisses made Marc’s muscles flex under her lips, but he held himself still, refusing to arch upwards for more. Instead, he watched her, curious what her tactics would be and how best to resist them.

“Oh, good,” Leila said when Marc told her he intended to do super well. That was very promising for however this was going to go. “I intend for you to do terribly,” she assured with a grin, before running her hands over his knees and them up over his thighs, until her fingers stopped at Marc’s hips. Then, Leila leaned in to run her tongue over his cock, quite confident in her ability to make him hard with her touch. Once he was hard, Leila would move on to other aims, involving words like ‘unbearable’ and ‘begging’.

She took Marc's cock in her mouth almost sloppily, amused at the way his hips hadn’t bucked upwards before and curious to see if that would change. Then, as her movements tightened, Leila pressed her thumbs into Marc’s skin, before letting go again and then repeating the action, adding slightly more pressure. After letting go again, as her tongue tilted to press harder against the underside of his cock, she ran the nails of her thumbs over the skin on his slides instead, before applying enough pressure to leave shallow scratches.

Marc laughed, certain that wherever he ended up falling between terribly and excellently, they’d both be rather satisfied by the results. Leila's mouth was, if possible, hotter and wetter than Marc remembered, and he moaned openly.

“Fuck,” he informed her. “Feels so good.” He reached out, touching her shoulders and upper arms through the layers of jumpers she still wore. She hadn’t said he couldn’t touch, after all.

Instead of thrusting up into her mouth the way he really wanted to when she scratched her nails across his hips, Marc shifted side to side. It didn’t really help, except to somewhat ease the impulse to move. “Thank God we didn’t make this bet last time,” he said, focusing on the words as he said them. “I would’ve been useless.”

Oh, Leila had a great deal of confidence that Marc was going to be plenty of useless this time, too. She certainly had every ambitious determination to ensure for that to be the case. But informing him of this would’ve meant stopping and Leila had very little intention to do that.

Instead, when he shifted, not quite shaking her hands off of him, but enough that she had to move them, Leila tilted her head slightly in order to be able to take in more of Marc's cock. Her hands now ran up from his hips and to his bare sides, nails scratching lightly enough that the aim was to cause a feeling of ticklishness rather than the sort of light pain breaking the skin would’ve.

If he wasn’t going to move upwards, Leila wasn’t going to object. Instead, she moved up and then down, and then she moaned around him, sending the vibration to join the pressure her tongue applied against him. Leila hadn’t told him not to move, or touch her for that matter, because frankly, anything he wanted to do in order to get more pleasure out of her was definitely working in Leila’s favour. She moaned again, pleased and quite satisfied with herself, and truthfully, really quite aroused, too.

Obligingly, Marc lifted his hands off her, clenching them at his sides instead and wishing his nails weren’t quite so blunt. Leila’s nails against his skin tickled just enough to add to the pleasure, rather than being distracting.

“Fuck you for being so good at this,” he told her playfully. Which turned out to be a mistake, because his mind filled with images of fucking her, in no way helped by the way she moved up and down.

When she moaned around him, he could feel it. He tipped his head back, taking his eyes off her because she looked so unbearably sexy and turned on. Part of him wondered whether it wouldn’t be best just to thrust up, come quickly and let her win. There was no downside. His hips did flex, little aborted movements that Marc couldn’t quite stop.

He lasted what he hoped was a respectable length of time before he broke, gasping, “Fuck, Leila. Please.” He was so close, his stomach muscles tense with it under her fingers.

If asked, Leila would admit that it was really quite a reasonable length of time it took Marc before the please came. The moment it did, though, Leila stopped. Pulling back to lick her lips, she grinned up at him, very much in a fashion that showed that she knew that hadn’t been what the words had been intended to achieve. Reaching down, Leila pulled all of her jumpers off, an undercurrent of heat running just beneath the skin. The contrast of the air without three layers of warm clothes was noticeable but she was no longer cold so it was also fine.

Standing up, Leila took her trousers and underwear off in an easy movement, but opted to keep the woollen socks on, since cold toes were not a desire she particularly had during sex. Then, climbing back in Marc’s lap, Leila drew him in for a kiss, her hands reaching to undo her bra, taking it off easily. Then, straightening her back, Leila brought her bare chest up to Marc’s mouth. An offering.

Marc groaned when she pulled away, trying to reach for her to get her back. When she stripped off, though, his noises changed to those of appreciation. He didn’t know what her plan was, but anything that meant she was more naked was obviously good. He grabbed her roughly when she came close enough, pulling her into his lap with one hand on her waist and the other on her bum. She was just as sexy naked as she’d been last time, and Marc wanted to lay her out on her bed and taste her almost as much as he wanted to come.

When she presented her chest to him, he dropped his head eagerly, teasing one nipple with his tongue before shifting to take the other into his mouth, sucking hard before nipping lightly. All the while, he rocked up against her thigh, breathing hard at the friction that was good but just not quite enough.

“Let me come,” he begged, lifting his mouth from her nipple and scraping his stubbled jaw against her breast. “Then it’ll be your turn.”

The moan Leila gave when Marc’s lips met her nipple was low and deep. Eager for more and then not disappointed when he sucked and then nipped. His attempt at bargaining made her laugh, only to interrupt it with a gasp when he scraped his chin against her breast. The sensation, Leila though, was delightful.

“You overestimate how much I care to come,” she advised Marc wickedly. It was, in parts, certainly true. Leila took far more pleasure from sex as an activity than she did from actually climaxing. This, the way he moved beneath her, the way he touched her, the way her whole body wanted him? Those were far more worth her while than coming.

Leila’s hand found Marc’s on her waist, taking it over to join his other one on her arse, before she thrust forward again, rubbing herself against him. Teasingly, as she went to trail some more kisses against Marc’s neck, this time dropping a bite on his other shoulder. Then, with kisses back up against his neck, Leila nibbled Marc’s jaw and finally got to his ear, sucking his earlobe between her lips.

“I’m so wet,” she told him in half a whisper against his ear, before grinding again. “Hot and slick,” she added. “I want you to fuck me so hard,” Leila told him and then did literally nothing to act on her words.

Desperate as he was feeling, Marc enjoyed having made Leila laugh. “What do you want then?” he asked. At this point, he rather doubted it was something he could offer, because he was pretty sure what Leila wanted was to torture him in the most pleasant of ways.

Her filthy words almost undid him and he grabbed her, trying to drag her closer and thrust up to fill her all in one very clumsy movement. All he actually accomplished was to rub himself harder against the underside of her thigh. “Kiss me,” he told her impatiently. “And then I will.”

The impatience in his words was as pleasing as the way Marc thrust upwards and Leila grinned happily. She pressed her lips against Marc’s, kissing hungrily. She did also lower her hips, sliding a hand between them to position him against her and then come down on him hard, moaning loudly against Marc’s lips.

With her legs on each side of Marc it was easy to push up and come back down again. Each time harder and deeper. Pulling back from the kiss, Leila returned her lips to Marc’s ear, licking just below it. “Don’t come,” she told him seriously, despite the fact that the way she moved against him sent a very different line of signals.

Their moans echoed off the windows together as she sank down onto him and Marc gripped her tighter, his hands moving with her hips, blunt nails pressing into her skin as he met her thrusts with his own. He’d all but forgotten about their bet, wanting nothing more than to reach orgasm as surged into her, loving the way her body moved, the tight heat that set his heart racing.

He groaned as she ordered him not to come, not willing to slow down and stop. He was so close, and every move she made felt like it was perfectly calculated to draw him further towards the inevitable. “Fuck,” he muttered, nipping hard at her collarbone as he bent his head. “I can’t -” He really couldn’t, shuddering as he came at last.

The way Marc’s hands tightened, the way his teeth bit into her skin, a sense of pain so light that it did far more for the pleasure, all of it combined, it made Leila moan and gasp and maybe make other sounds, too, but she was too preoccupied to consider them. The movement of Leila’s hips didn’t really slow or stop until after she felt Marc come, the way his body shuddered under her. It was a lovely feeling and Leila did a very good job at letting her nails scratch hard against Marc’s shoulders just as he came.

Then, as the movements slowed and the room was just left filled with shallow breathing, Leila shifted her hips again, giving a small smirk before finally lifting herself off of Marc, falling on her back on the sofa. “A valiant effort,” she teased, watching him as she ran her own hands over her body, one hand stopping to let its fingers brush over her nipples as Leila sucked her lower lip between her teeth. The other carried on travelling down to between her legs, Leila’s eyes never leaving Marc’s.

Marc felt liquid with pleasure, breathing hard and only protesting slightly when Leila shifted from his lap and let cold air replace her against Marc’s skin. He glanced over when her voice caught his attention, breath catching as he watched her fingers tease her breasts.

“I think I won,” he informed her with a satisfied smile, shifting so he could look at her without craning her neck. “But if you’d like to claim a reward…” He watched as her hand moved between her legs, biting his own lip hard. “Help with that, for instance? I’m told I have lovely hands.”

For now, until she spoke, he stayed where he was, not going to turn down a show, if that’s what she was offering.

“Oh, I’m sure you won in some senses of the word,” Leila agreed, biting back a moan at the wave of pleasure her own touch offered. “But you didn’t win the challenge,” she added because he hadn’t. Of course, this now meant that Leila had to decide what she wanted to do with her reward. She might even need a plan. Of some sorts, anyway. Marc’s offer, though, made Leila smirk at him.

“A reward, you say?” She asked since that had definitely not been in the original agreement, but he did have lovely hands.

Leila brought one of her legs up, pressing a still-socked foot against Marc’s shoulder, finding the angle easier for teasing another moan out of herself, fingers rubbing against her nipple, her eyes still on Marc.

“I guess you could help,” she told him. “If you were so inclined,” Leila added giving him another smirk that was somewhat ruined with the moan that joined it.

“Fuck the challenge,” Marc said easily. He would have liked to win it, but he didn’t in any sense feel he’d really lost out by coming before she’d given him permission. Now that the desperate need to orgasm had passed, Marc was much more able to go slowly. He ran a finger slowly down her leg, teasing her inner thigh with light scratches before retreating to do the same again. “I am very inclined,” he told her, shifting forward to press a kiss to her calf.

Alternating kisses and touches all the way up her leg Marc moved until he was close enough to take the nipple she was so diligently teasing into his mouth, flicking his tongue against both it and her fingers. Waiting until she moaned for him, he then slid two fingers easily into her, thrusting slow and deep and steady.

Leila had very much presumed that he’d be inclined, but she was still very pleased with the way his kisses moved up her body and then his mouth took over from her fingers in order to tease her nipple. She did moan, loudly, back tilting upwards to meet his touch. The moan, though, had nothing on the one that followed when Marc pushed his fingers into her. Leila’s body eagerly pushed back. “Fuck,” she groaned, shoulder pressing against the sofa to push her body up and against him.

“You--” Leila started and then gasped. “Really do--” she continued before another deep moan escaped her lips. “Have--” And another. “Fucking lovely hands,” Leila managed to finish thrusting her hips down against Marc’s touch in as much as she could, really. The angles were almost offensively unhelpful to how much pleasure Leila was attempting to take.

It was tempting to tease her, to withdraw and remind her of her words about not overestimating how much she cared to come. What was more tempting, though, was the opportunity to earn more moans from her, to watch her come apart with pleasure. Marc kissed his way across her breasts and looked up at her. “Lovely mouth, too,” he offered. Perhaps no one had ever actually said so, but he certainly hadn’t had any complaints.

He matched her thrusts, focusing on fucking her with his fingers, loving the way she reacted to it. Finally, he turned his hand so his thumb could brush her clit as she moved, his touch so light it was barely there. He drew her other nipple into his mouth and hummed around it, keeping the pressure light so she would feel the vibrations against her sensitive skin.

“The loveliest,” Leila agreed but she also probably would’ve agreed to just about anything this very moment. Her body felt a little bit on fire and every push and touch just added to that sensation. Then, when Marc’s thumb brushed over her clit, Leila’s almost screamed as the orgasm crashed over her, but when his mouth sucked her other nipple in, Leila pushed her hips down again, seeking out more, easily losing herself to the pleasure he offered.

It took almost shockingly little time for her to come around his fingers again and this time, Leila did push Marc back and off her, giving a happy sigh. “Your hands are magic,” she informed him, muscles feeling almost liquid as she relaxed into the sofa, feeling that it might just swallow her up.

Marc had certainly succeeded in making her feel warmer and Leila looked forward to getting even warmer with him once he was ready for round two.
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