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Finishing work early on a Friday was always exciting, but especially so when it allowed Morgan to get a jump start on her weekend with Sean. He’d been away on business all week. Sexting had only made Morgan more desperate to see him. He’d arrived home early that morning, and told Morgan to come over whenever she was free.




She stopped at her own apartment first. Changing out of her work clothes, Morgan carefully chose underwear she knew Sean would love. She was tempted to send him a picture so that he would feel as horny as she already did. It would be better when he discovered it for himself. She covered it with a short cotton dress, that would give Sean little resistance if he decided to investigate.




With desire simmering away beneath the surface, Morgan drove the short distance to Sean’s house. It was larger than hers, with far more space to play. Morgan was looking forward to taking full advantage of that.




She greeted Sean with a kiss, wrapping her arms around him and pulling his head down to hers. She swiped her tongue into his mouth, teasing it against his. “Fuck, I’ve missed you,” she said earnestly.




The kiss was returned with gusto. Sean’s teeth grazed lightly against Morgan’s lower lip. “I missed you, too,” he breathed, hand sliding down to Morgan’s ass. He gave it a squeeze, tight enough that it made her moan against his mouth. Pulling Morgan in closer, Sean rocked his hips forward. He was already half-hard. Perhaps he had missed her as much as she had missed him.




Sean gave Morgan’s ass a slap before pulling back with one more kiss. “I enjoyed your texts. You planning to act on any of the things you promised?” Sean asked, his tone teasing. Morgan was certain he knew just how much she was willing to act on the things she had promised.




“Just tell me which ones,” she agreed. The thought sent a wave of heat right between Morgan’s legs. They had been her ideas, but she wanted Sean to be the one to decide what they would actually do. “Do you want me to get on my knees and worship your big cock? Or maybe you want to watch how I touched myself, thinking of you?”




God, she wanted to feel Sean’s hands on her some more. It had been a week since he’d touched her, and she was craving it so much it was difficult to think.




The way he ran his fingers over Morgan’s side didn’t do anything to make her desire him less. His big hand felt hot against her even through the material of the dress. Sean brought it up to palm one of Morgan’s breasts through the fabric, giving a hum as if he was thinking about her suggestion. “Tell me more about how much you want to do those things,” Sean said, almost surprising her.




Her willingness to go to her knees for him wasn’t left without a reward. Sean brought his other hand to slide down from Morgan’s ass and seek out the hem of her dress.




Morgan didn’t want to talk about how much she wanted Sean. They’d done that all week. “Let me show you,” she urged, going to her knees and looking up at him. It excited her, the idea that she could suck him off right here, in the hallway of his house, without even making it to bed.




Reaching for the buttons on his pants, Morgan licked her lips. She knew she looked good like this, so ready and so willing.




Sean caught her hand before it could make it to the buttons. He tutted slightly. “It’s not what I asked you to do,” he pointed out. “Patience is a virtue and all that.” Morgan knew he wanted her to, he’d both said as much and she could see how his cock was hardening in his pants. Her tongue darted over her lips, wetting them in hopes that she could encourage Sean to just let her suck him off.




“Get up,” he told her, sounding strict in a way that just made more heat pool between Morgan’s legs. “Get up and tell me like I told you to.” The authority in his tone increased. Morgan knew that she was edging closer to the no-bullshit Sean. It was a very sexy version of him.




“No.” Even just saying the word made Morgan feel hot. She knew that direct disobedience would push Sean’s buttons. He’d be even more strict. That was precisely what Morgan wanted.




She shifted, leaning forward against the grip he still had on her wrist. She pushed her ass out, hoping he’d notice, hoping it would inspire him to punish her disobedience. Morgan loved a good spanking, and she knew Sean did, too. They’d both enjoy it.




“I want to show you,” she insisted, letting herself sound even more bratty.




If Sean was surprised by her disobedience, he didn’t show it. Morgan knew he didn’t like being told ‘no’, not in response to direct orders. Sean was a great dom, he always respected Morgan’s limits, but this definitely wasn’t a limit. This was just her acting up. And she knew for certain Sean would see it for exactly what it was.




“I know I’ve been away for a week, but that hasn’t changed the fact that what you want comes after what I want,” Sean told her and pulled Morgan up. He was gentle but firm in his touch. “Do I need to remind you of that?” He asked raising an eyebrow at her.




Morgan wet her lips, making absolutely no effort to disguise the effect Sean was having on her. She wanted him to know, wanted to show him exactly how much she would enjoy it if he reminded her.




Sean would expect a direct answer to his direct question. Morgan deliberately didn’t give him one. “It’s been such a long week,” she challenged, looking up at him through her lashes. “Why would you want to make us wait?”




“Because things feel much better when you earn them,” Sean pointed out. He didn’t wait for Morgan’s agreement - or more likely disagreement. Instead, he spun her around, pulling her body against his and rocking his hips against her. His cock was much harder now. It pleased Morgan to know that her disobedience had done that.




Sean rubbed his cock against Morgan’s ass teasingly before pulling back. “Are you going to do as I ask?” The tone was strict, like Sean had a very clear idea of what he was going to do if she didn’t. Morgan tried to rock her ass back more against him, but all it did was earn her a light slap.




It made Morgan want so much more. He’d spanked her before, so Morgan knew exactly how good his hand would feel, hitting her hard enough to really hurt. He could smack her ass until it throbbed, then turn her over and fuck her so that her sore skin rubbed against the sheets.




Biting her lip briefly, Morgan shook her head. “No,” she added, knowing the word would make Sean even hotter. “I’m not going to do as you ask just because you ask it.”




“I see,” Sean drew out. It sent another spike of excitement down Morgan’s body. He sounded unimpressed with her answer, which was precisely what Morgan had wanted. She wanted Sean to punish her for being so disobedient. He pushed her dress up, exposing the lower half of Morgan’s ass. Sean’s hand was hot as it stroked over it. “I guess I’ll have to do more than ask.”




Sean smacked Morgan’s ass again, this time much harder. She gave a sharp cry, the pain mixing with pleasure. “Oh, you like that, do you?” Sean hummed. “Guess I’ll have to do less of that...”




Taking Morgan’s wrists, Sean walked to the bedroom, pulling her with him. She did go willingly, excited at what he would do next. “Kneel,” he instructed.




This time, Morgan obeyed. It was easy to do so when she was getting what she wanted. Sean wasn’t going to make her wait, he was going to punish her now. That meant getting touched, one way or another. Morgan’s panties were damp just thinking about it.




“What are you going to do?” she asked. If Sean wasn’t going to spank her ass, they had plenty of other toys. “The whip?” she suggested. They both loved that, and the way it left marks on Morgan’s back for days.




“Perhaps,” Sean drew out slowly. He walked over to the toy cupboard and Morgan’s heart skipped a beat in excitement to see what he would select. Sean took his time, fingers dragging over things in there. “Take your dress off,” he instructed without even turning to face Morgan.




Once she had, Sean returned with a rope in his hands. “Put your hands forward.” He looped the rope around her offered hands. He was careful but not very gentle in how he tied her. By the time Sean was finished, Morgan couldn’t get out of the rope even if she wanted to. Which she didn’t.




Sat there in front of Sean, only in her panties and bra, hands tied in front of her, Morgan was excited to see what he would do next. Sean pulled out some nipple clamps from his pocket, clearly having picked those out at the same time as the rope. He reached to pull both of Morgan’s breasts out from her bra, not being particularly soft in his touch.




Teasing one of her nipples between his fingers, Sean pinched it. “A whole week without me has left you very bratty,” he observed.




Morgan moaned in response, feeling even more turned on. “Yes,” she agreed, unrepentant. The hard edge to Sean’s voice when he got strict with her never failed to ramp up Morgan’s excitement. Such good things would be coming, whether it was the whip against her skin or the bite of the nipple clamps.




“Will you take my bra off?” Morgan asked. She wasn’t ready to resort to begging. She’d make it appeal to Sean, too. “You can play with my breasts so much better if there’s nothing in your way.”




Morgan wanted that, wanted Sean to use her. She’d be good for him, as long as it involved him actually touching her.




“Not yet,” he told. At least it wasn’t an outright ‘no’. Instead, he left her breasts hanging over the material of the bra, giving her nipple another pinch that made Morgan moan. Once the nipple was hard, standing to attention, Sean attached the nipple clamp. Morgan felt the way he tightened it. Her nipples would feel ever so sensitive when he decided to take the clamps off again.




Reaching for her other breast, Sean repeated the action of teasing Morgan’s nipples with his fingers. He attached the other nipple clamp and then tugged on the chain that linked the two together. There was a small smirk that settled on his lips when Morgan moaned again, louder this time.




“Now you can suck my cock,” Sean informed her, standing up and undoing his pants. His cock sprung to action instantly, thick and ready. It made Morgan swallow yet another small noise as she shuffled in closer, licking the tip of Sean’s cock.




She didn’t tease him for long. She had wanted to show Sean just how much she’d missed him, and now she was getting the chance. Morgan was going to make the most of it. Sucking his cock between her lips, she made sure to look up at him as she hollowed her cheeks around it.




As she bobbed her head up and down to take his length deeper, the chain between her nipples started to sway. Every time she moved, so did the chain, inescapable. Morgan moaned around Sean’s dick, letting saliva drip down her chin as she swallowed his cock into the back of her throat.




The pain in her nipples was perfect. Pleasure-pain coursed through Morgan’s body like electricity, lighting up all the most sensitive areas.




Sean gave a grunt, pushing forward only a little and at first letting Morgan control the speed. Then he reached to put his hand on the back of Morgan’s head and thrust forward. She gave a surprised gargle but Sean didn’t stop. Using his hand against her head, Sean pulled Morgan closer in. He fucked her mouth harder and harder until tears were streaming down her cheeks. She moaned louder, loving how brutally he used her. It was exactly she had wanted all week.




When he did pull back, it was to give Morgan’s face an admiring glance. She knew it must’ve looked a mess, her mascara running and the mix of her saliva and his precum dribbling down her chin.




“Gorgeous,” Sean praised. “Again.” He pushed his dick in her mouth before Morgan had a chance to reply.




She sucked hard, wanting to show Sean exactly how much she loved this. His thrusts were fast and deep. Morgan admired how much strength and coordination it took. She did her best to work her tongue against the underside of his cock.




Sean’s grip in her hair got tighter, pulling Morgan forward as he fucked her mouth. The chain between her nipples swung harder, the weight making the tips of her breasts so fabulously sensitive.




She tugged against the rope that bound her wrists, wishing she could get a hand under her to her pussy. She felt so wet, so desperate for someone to touch her. She moaned, looking imploringly up at Sean to keep going, to do more.




“Use your hands to touch my balls,” he demanded, only slowing long enough to make sure that Morgan did do just as he had insisted. Once she had her fingers brushing between his legs, Sean fucked forward hard again. He pushed as much of his cock into Morgan’s mouth as he could before pulling back out and then pressing forward once more.




It was only when she was sure he must’ve been so close to coming that Sean stopped. He pulled back... and came across Morgan’s face. There was no forewarning, just hot streaks of cum splattered across her cheeks and lips. “Fuck, I’ve missed doing that to you,” he breathed, reaching down to smudge the hot wetness over Morgan’s cheek.




Morgan moaned, moving to try to catch Sean’s fingers in her mouth. She wanted to suck his cum from his fingers. She’d missed this too, and the sudden flood of heat between her legs was almost unbearable.




She still wanted more. Looking up, she knew Sean wouldn’t be able to resist looking at her cum-splattered, mascara-streaked face. She wanted him to see, to know that he had done that to her. “Are you going to punish me?” she asked, eagerly. It would get Sean hard again, and then he could fuck her, just like Morgan wanted.




“Are you going to punish me, sir,” Sean corrected. “You clearly need discipline,” he added with a short nod. Reaching down between them, Sean tugged on the chain linking Morgan’s nipples. He smirked at her cry. “Get up,” Sean instructed, helping her with one big hand against Morgan’s arm to steady her as she got to her feet.




Moving behind her, Sean reached to undo the clasps that held the straps of her bra on, before undoing the one on her back too. It made Morgan’s breasts bounce free, the chain moving harshly, producing another cry of pleasure from Morgan. Sean pushed the armchair closer to her, before patting his hand against it.




“Get on it,” he told her.




His tone made Morgan swallow hard. She loved how blunt it was. Sean could switch so easily into this mode. It made Morgan want him all the more to know that there was still so much love behind it, even when it didn’t necessarily sound that way. “Yes, sir,” she agreed.




Clambering onto the armchair with her bound wrists wasn’t easy. Morgan still managed to do it, sticking her ass out as much as possible. Sean loved the way it looked in just her panties. He loved it even more in nothing. Morgan was very hopeful he might take them off soon.




Once she was on the chair, she arched her back, thrusting her breasts out and making the chain swing between them. “Fuck, Sean.” Morgan moaned. “Please, discipline me.”




He gave a hum, almost sounding thoughtful. Reaching between Morgan and the chair, Sean teased one of her nipples with his fingers. It sent sparks shooting straight through her. The nipple was so sensitive but only when touched. “Push forward so your breasts are against the back of the chair,” Sean instructed almost as if reading Morgan’s mind. The contact made her moan, the toughness of the material rubbing against the tip of her trapped nipples.




Reaching to slide Morgan’s panties off, just as she had desired, Sean gave her ass a squeeze. “Are you wet for me?” He asked. Instead of waiting for an answer, he thrust his fingers between Morgan’s legs. She was wet, oh so wet! Sean’s fingers slid easily inside her and Morgan cried out loudly when he bent them just right to tease her.




She rocked her hips, pushing back to get Sean’s fingers deeper. The movement rubbed her nipples up against the back of the chair, making Morgan cry out again. This was what Sean had wanted, of course. Knowing that only made Morgan wetter still.




Spreading her legs as much as the chair would allow, Morgan gave Sean the perfect view of her pussy. “Fuck me, Sean,” she urged. “You want to, I know you do.” He’d been away from her for a whole week. How could Sean not crave her as much as Morgan craved him? “I touched myself every night, missing your cock,” she carried on.




Sean fucked his fingers into her harder. The combination of his hand and the friction against her nipples was overwhelming. All Morgan could do was moan, barely forming words except Sean’s name, over and over again.




“Did you now?” he drew out. It wasn’t really a question. Morgan had been very explicit in her messages to him about touching herself. “And what did you imagine?” Sean asked, pushing his fingers inside her once, twice and then... pulling back. “I want you to tell me how much you thought about me. I want you to tell me exactly what you imagined and how much you want it,” he instructed. He teased the tip of one finger against Morgan’s clit, but it was gone as soon as it appeared.




Sean’s other hand was against Morgan’s hip, pressing her harder against the chair. His fingers ran over her ass, between her legs but not in her like she so desperately wanted. “Tell me,” he repeated, suddenly reminding Morgan how this was what Sean had asked her in the first place.




It almost made Morgan want to refuse again. Maybe then Sean would punish her the way she wanted. All this teasing was driving her wild! She needed more. Morgan craved Sean’s cock in her, or at least his hand against her skin.




She whined as she tried to push herself against Sean’s fingers. They were always just out of reach. “I thought about how your perfect cock fills me up just right,” she said. “I got naked on my bed and spread my legs. I imagined you watching me, as if you were there but choosing not to touch me. So I touched myself, just like you ordered.”




Morgan wanted to paint a picture, one that would make Sean hard again just to think about. “I let myself get so wet, practically dripping all over the sheets. So messy.” Not as messy as she was now, with Sean’s cum drying on her face. “I fucked myself with my fingers, but it wasn’t as good as your cock, baby. Please.”




“No, nothing is as good as my cock,” Sean confirmed, but then pressed his fingers back inside Morgan. They weren’t as good as his cock, but fuck did they feel amazing. Sean knew just how she liked it, finger-fucking her harder and harder until Morgan’s whole body was shaking. Just before her orgasm could roll through her, Sean stopped. Morgan’s loud whine resounded around them. Sean was having none of that.




Instead, he dragged his fingers up, wet from Morgan’s pussy. He pressed them against her asshole, not tight enough to penetrate but tight enough that she felt it. “Do you know how good my cock would feel in your ass?” Sean asked. Morgan didn’t. They hadn’t done this before, but Sean’s fingers against her puckered hole sent sharp pleasure tingling through her.




“You want that?” Morgan asked. They’d never talked about it, and so Morgan hadn’t thought of it as an option. Knowing that Sean had, that he wanted to fuck her in a whole new way, made everything feel so much more intense.




Experimentally, Morgan pushed her ass back. Sean’s fingers didn’t go in, but they rubbed against her hole. It sent a wave of unexpected pleasure through Morgan’s nerves. “Your cock is so big,” she pointed out. Morgan wasn’t afraid. She knew Sean would never do anything to hurt her.




He was big, that was just a fact. Morgan had never had more than a finger up her ass.




“Yes,” he answered and she wasn’t sure if that was in confirmation that he wanted or in agreement that his cock was big. Probably both. Sean pulled his hand back them, landing a smack against Morgan’s ass that made her give a sudden moan. “It’s your punishment for being such a disobedient little slut,” he told her and smacked Morgan’s ass again. The sharpness of pain mixed with the pleasure she was feeling. Her breasts rubbed against the back of the chair again, adding to the sensation.




Sean walked to the bedside table and Morgan could see him getting a bottle of lube. It was thrilling to think that he might do something they hadn’t tried before. Before Morgan could even think of saying as much, Sean smacked her ass again. “You are going to beg me for this,” he informed Morgan. “You are going to beg to have my cock in your ass and for me to fuck you hard.”




Morgan had no doubt that she would beg. Already, she missed the pressure of Sean’s finger. She wiggled, trying to get the hand resting on her ass to slip between her cheeks again. Sean’s grip tightened, holding her still, and Morgan moaned.




“Oh, Sean,” she cried. “I’ll take it so well. Take my punishment so nicely for you.” It wasn’t quite begging, not yet. As Sean had said, these things were so much more pleasurable when you earned them.




The chain caught on the material of the chair, giving both of Morgan’s nipples a sharp tug. It sent fire shooting all the way through her. “Go on,” she urged. “Touch me, Sean. I need it.”




“You do,” he confirmed, palm stroking over Morgan’s ass. He did spank it again, but it was much lighter. It made Morgan wish he’d spank her harder. It was clearly intentional. With his other hand, Sean opened the bottle of lube. When his fingers moved it over Morgan’s hole, it felt cold in an unexpected sort of way. As he rubbed it in, it heated up, making her moan louder.




He teased for what felt like ages before finally a finger slid in. Just the idea of what would come later made Morgan moan. She tried to push back, but Sean’s hand against her hip stopped her. He was in full control of how slow he moved his finger inside her. And it was slow. Only when Morgan was about to beg for more did Sean add another finger.




Morgan didn’t try to stop the moans that spilled from her, the noise filling their bedroom. Two of Sean’s fingers felt huge. Morgan couldn’t imagine how much bigger his cock would feel when he finally pushed it inside her.




Her need was bubbling up in her. The fact she couldn’t move, could only accept what Sean gave her, made her desire for him so much fiercer. “Go faster, baby,” she urged. “I can take it. It feels good.” It did, Sean’s fingers stretching Morgan out in ways that felt strange and different, but oh so hot!




Sean didn’t do as she asked, but that wasn’t very surprising. He stroked his other hand over Morgan’s ass as his two fingers carried on moving slowly inside and out of her tight hole. She could feel the way her muscles stretched around them. Briefly, Sean removed his fingers completely. When he worked them back, the intense ache made Morgan’s breath catch in her throat.




“Such a good slut,” Sean praised. “Tell me how wet your pussy is, Morgan,” he encouraged. As if to show her that he knew it was wet, Sean slid another two fingers inside her there too, making all of the sensations so much more.




Morgan tugged her hands against the ropes that bound her. She wanted to grab hold of the chair, use it as leverage to push herself back more. Sean’s teasing pace was maddening. The only way she’d get what she wanted was to obey his instructions, and he knew it.




“Fuck, I’m so wet,” she said, her pussy tightening around Sean’s fingers. “So wet because I’m so so ready for you to fuck me. God, you’re filling me up so much and you haven’t even put your cock in me.” Knowing Sean’s cock would go in her ass made Morgan feel as though her body was on fire.




“I’ll be a good slut for you,” she promised. “I can be good.” She hadn’t been today, but Sean knew that she could. “I’ll be so obedient,” she promised. “Please, if you just don’t stop.”




“Can you be obedient?” Sean asking, but his fingers were still moving inside Morgan. “You haven’t been doing a good job with it so far.” He hummed and then pulled his fingers out of her pussy. Morgan hardly had time to protest. Straight away, Sean pressed a third finger into her ass.




It was such a different sensation. It felt so tight and her muscles stretched around Sean’s fingers. She couldn’t imagine what it’d feel like when he got even more inside her.




“I can be good,” she promised. “You know I can, sir. I’ve been good for you.” As much as Morgan loved being punished, she was always good after Sean had given her a reason to be.




“I’m a slut,” she agreed, the word thrilling her. “But I’m your good slut, sir. All yours, to do whatever you want with.” She rocked back against him as much as she could. It pushed his fingers deeper, at a different angle. Morgan cried out as she saw stars behind her eyelids. “Please, sir,” she begged. “Please. I want your cock.”




“You are my good slut,” Sean confirmed and Morgan could hear the affection in his voice. Then he slapped her ass hard, making Morgan cry out sharply. “And I’ll show you just how important it is to obey me.” Glancing over her shoulder, Morgan could see Sean’s cock, hard and ready for her. He gave a few more thrusts with his fingers before pulling back to reach for the lube.




Morgan couldn’t help but moan just at the expectation of what would come next. Sean aligned his cock against Morgan’s hole, teasing the tip against it and making Morgan whimper. She knew it would feel so much bigger than his fingers had and she couldn’t wait!




“Come on, Sean,” she said. Now that he was so close to fucking her, Morgan was more than willing to beg. She loved being Sean’s slut. Begging for him to put his cock in her ass definitely felt like it fit that description. “Please, please, put your cock in me. It’ll feel so good.” For both of them, she was sure.




Sean’s hand was back on her hip, holding her still. Morgan writhed against it, trying to get more friction where Sean was teasing her. The movement rubbed her nipples against the chair, sending tingles of electricity down Morgan’s spine.




Finally, after what felt like forever, Sean pushed forward. The blunt tip of his cock opened Morgan’s hole up so slowly. She could feel every inch that he pressed into her. “Fuuuck,” she moaned, her mouth dropping open. Sean’s cock had never felt so big.




No amount of begging - and there was a lot of begging - seemed to make Sean go faster. He took his time, filling Morgan up increment by increment. It was so different from anything Morgan had felt before. Every nerve-ending in her body seemed to be standing to attention, responding to Sean’s touch. One of his hands was gripping Morgan’s hip, in an effort to stop her from pushing back more.




“Stay still and let your body adjust,” Sean instructed when Morgan once again tried to move. His whole cock still wasn’t in her and Morgan didn’t know how much more she could take. It felt amazing, but also so much. Yet Sean pressed forward until finally the whole of Morgan’s ass felt filled up, her asshole stretched around Sean’s cock.




He gave a light push with his hips, making Morgan cry out. “That’s it, my good little slut, show me how much you love having my cock in your ass,” Sean encouraged.




“God,” Morgan groaned. “I do. You feel amazing, Sean. So fucking big.” Morgan could feel his cock pull out, so slow and careful. Her nerve-endings sparkled with pleasure when he pushed his hips forward, filling her up again. It still wasn’t fast enough. Morgan rocked against the chair as much as she could.




Sean’s cock shoved into her again, his hips grinding against her ass. “Please,” she begged. “Fuck me faster, Sean. I want you to, please.” Sean didn’t pick up the pace, so Morgan just kept begging. Her moans got louder and louder, until they seemed to bounce off the walls.




“Pull my hair,” Morgan begged. If she couldn’t get Sean to go faster, maybe he’d do something else for her. Morgan wanted the sharp contrast of the pain against the slow, relentless movement of Sean’s cock.




Sean did reach out, pulling Morgan’s hair back with a sharp tug. Her head tilted towards him and Morgan cried out. With one hand still steady against Morgan’s hip, Sean finally fucked into her harder. And then harder and harder. Morgan’s screams filled the room, her whole body feeling everything. His cock was so big inside her. Now that Sean was fucking her hard, Morgan’s breasts bounced, the nipple clamps tugging on her nipples both painfully and pleasurably.




“Do you love that? Love me fucking your ass?” Sean grunted, his hips fucking forward so hard that the chair beneath them rocked. Morgan could barely even catch her breath to answer and before she really could, Sean moved his other hand between her legs, two fingers sliding inside Morgan’s pussy.




Morgan’s muscles tightened around them, trying to pull them in deeper. Her ass squeezed against Sean’s cock, making it feel impossibly bigger inside her. “Yesyesyes!” Morgan cried. “I love it. Love it when you use me, Sean. When you fuck me hard.”




His hips slammed against Morgan’s ass, sensation exploding through her. Every thrust made Morgan’s body cry out for more. Her pussy was so wet, and Sean’s fingers felt so good. It wasn’t enough. “Make me come, Sean, please,” she begged. She tried to get her hands down between her legs. The best she could do was to rock forward against them. She needed Sean’s fingers, for him to touch her clit so she could come while he was still inside her.




“Only when I say you can,” Sean told her. His speed didn’t slow, fucking into Morgan so hard that she could barely think. His cock felt so good, better than she had even imagined. When his fingers slid out from her and up to rub her clit, Morgan cried out. “Not yet,” Sean warned. Morgan was sure that it wouldn’t take her long. She whimpered beneath him, her nipples sending sparks of heat through her every time they rubbed against the material of the chair.




In combination with Sean’s fingers against her clit and his cock in her ass, Morgan could only beg for him to let her come. All her muscles were coiled tight and Morgan half-cried how much she needed release. Sean clearly knew. He sped up and then, finally, said, “Go on, come for me, baby!”




Morgan did, almost instantly. Her whole body shuddered as her climax crashed over her. Sean didn’t stop. His cock fucked into Morgan over and over, every thrust bringing a fresh wave of pleasure. Morgan half-sobbed her way through it, fingers scrabbling at nothing as she tried to hold herself together.




“Don’t stop,” she begged, even as her muscles finally relaxed. “Fuck me harder. I want you to come in me, fill up my ass.” The thought was hot enough to make Morgan’s suck in a breath. “Come on, Sean. Fuck me. Use me. Whatever you need, I’ll take it.”




She hardly needed to ask him not to stop, not when Sean was fucking into her so well. The speed at which he was pounding into her didn’t slow until finally, with a loud cry, Sean came. One more push and his hand tightened against Morgan’s hip so hard she wondered if it’d leave a mark. Sean’s whole body pressed against her as he leaned forward, his chest so hard and firm against her back. His breath came in shallow bursts, hot against the back of Morgan’s neck.




Then, teasingly, Sean reached to brush his fingers over Morgan’s nipples. His softening cock was still in her ass and the sensation of that combined with the stimulation to her nipples earned Sean a whine. “Shh,” he said. Unclipping one of the clams and then the other, he let the chain fall to the chair. Blood rushed back into Morgan’s nipples.




“Will you behave now?”




Morgan couldn’t even speak for a moment. Every bit of her attention was focused on the intensity of the tingling in her nipples, leaving her breathless. “Fuuuck, Sean,” she whined, running her tongue over her lips. Realizing he had asked her a question, Morgan turned her head so she could look at him.




She bit her lower lip, loving the way it drew Sean’s attention. “Yes, sir” she promised. It was easy to say she’d obey Sean now. All of Morgan’s needs had been so thoroughly satisfied, she had no desire to be bratty. She did smirk. They both knew she would act out again in the future. Morgan loved being punished, and Sean loved to be the one disciplining. “At least for tonight,” she amended.




“I guess it’s the best I can ask for,” Sean hummed. He then kissed Morgan, hard, as if to show her just who her ‘sir’ was. Finally, when Sean pulled back, he helped her off the chair. His hands ran down to check on the ropes around Morgan’s hands. “I’m leaving these on,” he informed her once he’d inspected that they weren’t hurting her. “For now, anyway. You’ll have to earn having them removed,” he said with a smirk.




Morgan leaned into Sean’s touch. She loved the way he let her. Even if he insisted she would have to earn her freedom, Sean would never really keep anything from Morgan that she wanted. That was why they worked so well together.




“I’ll earn it,” she promised. “I’ll be your good slut, and do whatever you want.” After Sean had given her such an incredible fucking, Morgan was certainly willing to make sure he got whatever he was craving.
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Other works by Henrietta Soto:




Shorts




Horny by Night, Horny by Day

Dare You Not to Come

Breakfast in Bed: Feed Him, F*ck Him

She Has Him

He Takes It

She’s in Charge

They Take Him: A Threesome Male Submission Story

Playing Outside: Under Her Control

Paddle Play: His Punishment

Succubus Summoned: He Submits

Trouble at Work: Punished by His Boss

Her Rules: Their First Threesome

Taken by His Bride: Wedding Night Male Submission Story

They Are in Charge: Had by a Group

Showing Him Off: Exposed and Willing

Used by the Librarian: He Requires Discipline

Her First Dominance: He Submits to Her Wishes

He Gets Disciplined: Next Door Neighbor Male Submission Story

Under Her Control: Threesome With Her Two Subs

Teaching Her to Dominate: A Threesome Switch Story

Had by a Foursome: A Male Submission Story




His Series




James and Nadine explore the pleasures of a dom/sub relationship, from James' first menage at an erotic party to sparks of literal electricity against his skin. Nadine loves the control of leaving marks against James' skin, and brings things to a whole new level when she offers James his first collar.




As a bundle HERE;

As individual stories: 




His First Party

His First Whipping

His Second Party

His Collaring

His First Electric Play







Wicked Naughty books




Wicked Passions

Wicked Desires 




Bundles




5 Story BDSM Bundle: Whipped, Tied, Begging




Enjoy five explicit short stories of women who choose to be whipped, tied up and kept begging by the gorgeous men in their lives. 




Men Taking It: A Bundle of Five Steamy Male Submission Stories




Whether he knows it or not, each man in this five-story collection has the same secret desire: to let a woman use him hard! Enjoy these explicit short stories of men who are excited by dominant women, and willingly take everything they have to give.




Making Men Submit




All five stories in this bundle star men submitting to the women in their lives. Kinks from exhibitionism to corporal punishment keep this set of scorching stories interesting. Readers who appreciate a woman in charge are bound to find something that hits that special spot!
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