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Every domme at Jake’s first sex party looked like she’d walked right out of a wet dream. He stood by one of the windows, swallowing hard as his gaze swept across the large living room. A woman in a leather corset lashed a whip casually against her thigh-high boot. Another tickled the end of a riding crop against her sub’s bare ass.




The woman at the very heart of Jake’s attention stood perfectly still. She was the center of a circle of men, all on their knees. Every one was begging for her attention. Using her cane as a pointer, she indicated for one of the men to rise.




He held out his hand, the muscles in his back stiff with barely-concealed tension. The cane whistled through the air, striking his palm with a noise like a gunshot. Jake’s cock hardened so fast that he didn’t even have time to notice the yelp of pain before it was bitten off. The sub fell back into the circle, his eyes shining.




Jake wanted nothing more than to be the man she picked next.




He bided his time, watching as she amused herself. His pulse raced with every new lift of the cane. She delivered blows to each of the men in turn until they’d had enough. When she was finally alone, Jake strode forward.




His tight shirt highlighted the muscles in his chest, while his smart slacks allowed him to go easily to his knees.




“It seems like no one’s had the stamina to match you, yet,” he said, smirking up at the beautiful domme’s stocking-clad thighs. “I bet I can change that.”




She tilted her head curiously, like Jake was a creature to be inspected before she made any decisions about him. “You’ve been watching me,” the domme observed. Her eyes travelled down Jake’s body to the visible line of his cock, hard against his pants. She smirked. “And enjoying yourself.” Which, yeah, Jake definitely had.




“And how exactly do you imagine you might be what I’m looking for...” she let that drift off, giving enough pause for Jake to give her his name. “Jake,” she repeated. It sounded so fucking sexy on her tongue. “I’m Belle,” she told him. “But you can call me Mistress.” Jake had to swallow at that. He’d never met a woman who’d let him call her Mistress.




“Yes, Mistress.” The words sent a frisson of energy along Jake’s spine. For years he’d been observing the BDSM scene. He’d had girlfriends who were willing to play the part, but none who’d really known what they were doing. Putting on a pair of heels and smacking his ass a few times wasn’t enough.




Jake wanted more. Belle looked like she could certainly deliver. Slowly, Jake ran his tongue along his lower lip.




Under his calm, confident exterior, the wheels were turning frantically. He wanted to show Belle that he knew what he was doing. He didn’t want her going easy on him because he was new.




“I don’t get distracted by pain,” he said. “I won’t let it put me off serving you the way that you deserve.”




The way Belle hummed didn't really tell Jake if that was enough. But she hadn’t told him to fuck off yet. He took that as a good sign. Raising the cane in her hand, Belle dragged it over Jake’s shoulders and down his chest. His breath caught. Even the image of her hitting him with it was so hot. Finally, she pressed the very end against his cock, making Jake whimper with need.




“So you like pain,” Belle observed. Jake nodded eagerly. Yeah, yeah he did. He so wanted her to bring him pain. “What will you do to earn it?” she asked, pulling the cane away and teasing it back up over his shirt.




Jake’s gaze dropped from Belle’s piercing stare to the full, round breasts that were barely contained by her shirt. The lace pattern of her bra was just visible through the sheer fabric. Jake longed to run his tongue along it, drench the fabric over her nipple, then nip and suck until he showed Belle why she should play with him above everyone else.




“I’ll make you come with my mouth,” Jake offered. He knew he had skills. None of his girlfriends had been able to resist for long, not once Jake got his tongue between their legs. “Or with my mouth and my hands. I’ll worship your pussy and your breasts, if that’s what you want.” Anything, as long as Belle agreed to play.




“I suppose I am willing to see how good you are,” Belle commented. “And if you’re good enough, you will earn me hitting you.” It was very different than any experience Jake had had before. He’d had to beg his girlfriends to hurt him; the idea of earning that was novel. He felt both willing and able to work for that. He wanted to work for it.




Walking to one side, Belle sat down in the armchair in the corner. It had high sides, but left plenty of room for her. From where she was sitting, Belle could see across the room easily. “Go on then,” she told Jake, parting her legs slightly. “Just your mouth. I will tell you if I also want to experience your hands.”




Her voice dripped with authority. Jake was glad he was already on his knees. He wasn’t convinced they would have held him upright as lust spiraled through him. Without taking his eyes from Belle’s gorgeous curves, Jake crawled across the floor towards her. He could feel her gaze, appraising and assessing every movement.




Dipping his head, Jake pressed a kiss against the toe of one shiny stiletto. He didn’t linger. Impatience spurred him on. He ran his hands roughly up the outsides of Belle’s calves, over her knees until he reached the hem of her skirt. Pushing it up, his cock jerked against his zipper at the sight of Belle’s bare pussy. He shouldn’t have been surprised. The way his mouth immediately watered caught him off-guard.




He hurried to drop his head between Belle’s thighs. Hot, wet kisses scattered the soft skin there as Jake made his way higher. He flicked his tongue out, moaning at his first taste of Belle. She leaned back, making just enough room for Jake to go to work. He licked eagerly, gathering her liquids and swallowing them down like nectar.




Knowing that they were out in the open, with anyone who wanted to watching? It sent spikes of pleasure straight to Jake’s cock. His tongue lapped over Belle’s heat faster. When she rewarded him with the first of her moans, Jake considered it an achievement. Pleasing a stranger like this, so publically, was hotter than Jake could’ve imagined.




If he did it just right, he might see even bigger rewards.




“Go faster,” Belle instructed. One of her hands came down to tug against Jake’s hair. She wasn’t gentle, tugging hard enough to make pain soar through him. Jake groaned, the sound vibrating against Belle’s pussy. He followed her instructions, lapping faster to tease more moans out of her.




Belle moaned even louder. It must be drawing attention to them. Jake loved the idea that people could see him like this, on his knees and giving a woman so much pleasure. It was exactly what he had dreamed of.




Except that Jake still wanted it to hurt. The cane rested against Belle’s thigh, ignored. Jake could sense it, his attention drawn back to it every time Belle loosened her grip enough for Jake to take a breath.




Feeling bold, Jake slid his palm along Belle’s thigh. Without waiting for permission, he sank two fingers into Belle’s tight heat. Her pussy was so wet! Jake’s fingers slid in easily. He thrust them hard, his lips pursing around Belle’s clit to intensify the feeling.




If he had hoped that she might use the cane to punish him for such a naughty action, Jake was thoroughly disappointed. The speed at which Belle pushed him off her was startling. “Did I tell you to use your hands?” she asked. It wasn’t quite a bark, but Jake still felt it roll down his bones.




“I am not interested in this sort of bratty behavior,” Belle informed him. “If you want to earn punishment, I can work with that. I won’t dish it out just because you feel like misbehaving is going to get you somewhere.”




Leaning back into the chair, Belle gave Jake a serious look. “Are you going to misbehave or are you going to follow instructions?”




The fire in Belle’s eyes burned so brightly, drawing Jake in. He shifted forward, trying to find a position where his cock didn’t ache with how badly he needed to feel Belle’s cane against his skin. He bit back a groan. Belle looked incredible. Jake wanted to make her feel good, to hear how loud he could make her. He wanted the sharp sting of the cane just as much.




“I’ll follow instructions,” he said, making his voice sound eager and submissive. If being obedient was what it took to earn the reward he wanted, Jake could do that. He pulled his hands back, bracing them against the sides of Belle’s chair. He gripped the hard wood, determined not to give in to the temptation of touching her.




Glancing up, Jake hesitated. “Can I put my mouth back on you?” he asked. “Can I show you that I’ll be good?”




“Yes,” she confirmed. “But if you don’t follow instructions again, there will be no rewards or punishments.” She sounded very certain. Jake knew better than to push his luck. He was determined to show Belle that he could do just as she told him to without straying. He returned his mouth between her legs, tongue lapping against Belle’s wetness even more energetically.




Jake circled her clit, getting louder and louder moans in response from Belle. He let that wash over him, focused on it. Making sure that Belle enjoyed herself was easy to immerse himself in. Especially when Jake felt the way her body trembled under his touch.




“Use your hands now,” Belle instructed.




Releasing his grip on the chair, Jake brought a hand up, sliding a finger into Belle’s tight heat. Her moan rang in Jake’s ears, easily blotting out any other thoughts. He thrust into her, fucking her with first one finger, then two. All the while, he kept teasing her clit. His tongue alternated gentle licks and harder pressure, keeping Belle’s grip in Jake’s hair tight.




Twisting his wrist, Jake crooked his fingers inside Belle’s pussy, exploring. He kept thrusting, seeking out new territory with every inward stroke. Finally, he felt Belle’s thighs tighten either side of his ears and knew he’d found the right spot. He kept up a gentle pressure on it, pursing his lips to suckle at Belle’s clit.




She hadn’t told Jake to make her come. He worked hard, trying to keep her balanced as close to that edge as possible without tipping her over. Not until she gave the command.




From both the tension in her muscles and the sounds she made, Jake knew that Belle was close. When she finally gave him the order to push her over that sweet edge, he began licking faster, his fingers moving with even more determination - if that was possible.




“Oh fuck!” Belle cried from above him. Jake felt the way her pussy tightened around his fingers. He licked against Belle’s clit until the last throes of her orgasm, until she pushed him back - gently this time. His face must’ve been covered in her liquids, but Jake didn’t care. He watched the amazing post-orgasmic glow spread across Belle’s chest with pride. He had caused that.




When she regained her breath, Belle gave Jake a smile. “You did well,” she praised. He was surprised by just how good that praise felt. “Come on then,” she told him, standing up. When he tried to stand, though, Belle placed a hand against Jake’s shoulder. “No, don’t stand, I want you to crawl.”




Unbidden heat spread across Jake’s cheeks. Even though he’d been on his knees making Belle come, it felt so different to actually crawl after her. As if he didn’t even deserve to stand! The thought shouldn’t have made his cock twitch eagerly, but it did. He moved slowly at first, keeping his head down so he didn’t see the people watching.




Belle didn’t slow to accommodate him. She walked ahead, without even looking back, clearly expecting Jake to keep up. As he crawled faster, he felt the ache in his cock get stronger with every step.




Leading the way to one of the private rooms, Belle waited by the door until Jake had crawled through it. She closed it behind him with a soft click. Jake took an easier breath, feeling anticipation tighten in his stomach.




This was what Jake’s whole night had been leading up to. His gaze drank in the way Belle stood, the cane still firmly gripped in one manicured hand. Jake swallowed, waiting.




“So you want pain,” she commented. “What are your hard limits?” Belle’s question made Jake frown. He didn’t know what that meant. His confusion seemed to be enough of an answer. “Alright.” She nodded. “I’ll see how far I can push you, but I will not draw blood.” Jake hadn’t considered that blood might be an option. Maybe he would want that, but it seemed fine for the first time not to get pushed that far.




He watched as Belle moved across the room, bringing forward a stool for him to kneel on. “Take off your clothes,” she instructed. “All of them. You may stand for that.” The instructions were so clear; Jake couldn’t imagine not following them




Belle had clearly done this before. That, above everything else, was why Jake had chosen her. He wanted someone who knew what they were doing. Someone who didn’t need to ask him whether they should spank his ass or not. None of Jake’s girlfriends had ever taken the initiative. Coming to a sex party was finally give him the chance to indulge in real pain.




He stood up, tongue darting over his lips. Belle tapped the cane against the stool, impatience obvious in every gesture. It spurred Jake to strip quickly, efficiently. He let the clothes fall to the floor in a heap. He only slowed when he’d stripped down to his boxers. He inched the material down his hips. He knew his cock was impressive; he wanted to show it off.




Finally, with the air of the room caressing his bare skin, he settled with his knees against the stool. Bending over, making his ass such a vulnerable target, added fuel to the lust already roaring in his veins.




The anticipation built inside of Jake so quickly that his breath caught. He glanced over his shoulder, then looked away just as fast. He didn’t want to see the cane coming. He just wanted to feel it. And he didn’t have to wait long! The first blow of it landed half across his back and half across his ass.




A sharp pain rushed through Jake’s veins. He gave a low groan. Even this one blow felt so much more intense than any of his exes had managed in their attempts to give him what he asked for. The second blow landed more against Jake’s ass. His hips bucked forward. This time, when he groaned, there was a soft moan from Belle, too.




The sound sent a pulse of arousal through Jake, so startling and hot that he nearly lost his balance. He glanced over his shoulder, eyes widening at the look on Belle’s face. Her commanding presence hadn’t changed. The sight of her still had Jake willing to fall to his knees. But there was something new in her expression.




“You’re enjoying this,” Jake breathed, feeling as though all the air had been knocked from his lungs. Fuck, the fact that Belle liked hitting him made everything feel so much more intense. Jake flexed his fingers, gripping the sides of the stool hard. A shudder traveled across his spine as he let his head fall forward once more. “Please,” he said, voice quiet. “Do it again.”




She did, sending another shock of pain through Jake. “I do enjoy it,” Belle commented almost casually. “Being in charge of how you feel, it’s a good feeling for me.” Jake really hadn’t considered that. For him, it was the opposite. She struck him once more, this time across his back.




“Give into the pain,” Belle said. “Let me show you how much further I can take it.” The cane stroked over his back gently. The sudden mix between the pain and the pleasure was amazing. Jake whimpered, nodding in agreement. He had no idea how to truly do what Belle asked, but he was more than willing to give it a go.




Even from the few strokes Belle had already delivered, Jake’s back and ass felt like they were on fire. Heat seared through the skin, raising Jake’s temperature from the outside in. The air of the room felt cool in comparison, brushing against Jake’s awareness. Consciously, he loosened the grip of his fingers, tried to relax his muscles into submission and obedience.




Slowly, he exhaled. The pain danced across his skin. Jake wasn’t sure what it would mean to give in to it. He knew that he wanted more. He wanted Belle to moan again. Moan just from hitting him, from the sight of his ass and the sounds that he made.




He groaned, pushing his ass back against nothing, so eager for it. “I feel - fuck.” Words had fled. Jake’s mind was empty of everything except sensation. “It hurts, but it’s good.”




“I bet you do,” Belle drew out, her tone so sultry that if Jake’s cock hadn’t already been rock hard, it would’ve gotten there in seconds. She didn’t hesitate to deliver another blow against his ass. It stung, much more than the previous ones had. Jake could feel the way it crisscrossed with the marks already there. It left Jake feeling so sensitive. And yet, it was still pleasure over pain that he was feeling.




That wasn’t for long! In quick succession, Belle hit twice more against his ass. The sharpness of pain that had turned into pleasure in Jake’s body changed, replaced by pain with an undercurrent of pleasure. His groan mixed with a whine.




Yet, that didn’t discourage Belle.




She hit him again and again, until the pain was far more prominent than any pleasure. Jake felt the tears spring to his eyes, his hands gripping the bed in front of him so hard his knuckles whitened.




“Tell me how it feels,” Belle instructed.




The first noise to escape Jake’s mouth was a low sob. He should have felt embarrassed. Sex was supposed to be about pleasure! But here was Jake, getting off on the sheer intensity of the pain. None of Jake’s girlfriends had ever been able to give him this! The fact that Belle could, that Belle wanted to, made Jake feel as though his brain was melting into pure feeling.




He glanced over his shoulder again, drinking in the sight of Belle. She barely even looked winded. It was as if taking Jake closer to the barrier between pleasure and pain than he’d ever been was a walk in the park.




“Impressed,” he groaned. That startled a laugh out of Belle. Jake’s chest swelled with pride. He’d promised that he wouldn’t be distracted by the pain. He was starting to see how that might have been too grand a promise.




Sensing that Belle wanted more words, Jake tried to force his mind into the right shapes. “It feels… sharp. And not just in my ass. I can feel it everywhere. Feel you everywhere.”




His toes curled where they were suspended over the floor. “Is that what you want me to feel?”




“I want you to feel whatever you feel,” Belle answered easily. It surprised Jake. It would be easier to focus on how she wanted him to feel. The idea that Belle just wanted him to feel was novel. She dragged the tip of the cane over the streaks she’d already left on Jake’s skin.




Then, she brought it down sharply once more, making Jake scream. “Good boy,” Belle praised. That, too, felt amazing. To have her praise him for taking it, for letting her hurt him. Jake was shocked at how easily his mind gave in to that. “Five more. I want you to count,” she told him. When the cane landed, it truly hurt, pain chasing away any remnants of pleasure.




Jake’s knuckles creaked from how tight he gripped the bed. “One,” he breathed, voice shaking slightly. Every muscle tensed, trying to prepare for that same all-encompassing sting of pain. It didn’t come. Not immediately. Belle’s tongue darted over her lips as she surveyed the mess of red streaks across Jake’s back and ass.




He loved the idea that she might like it. That the sight of him, his patience and obedience, might be making Belle hot. It was something he’d never even know he was allowed to hope for.




The pain ebbed. Slowly, it muted from a white-hot fire to a dull ache. Even that was more pain than Jake’s girlfriends had been able to give him.




“I’m ready,” Jake urged. “I can take another one.”




“You can,” Belle drew out. Jake could hear the pride in her voice. Like she was proud of just how well he could take the pain. It shocked him how good that felt. He’d never pleased anyone with wanting to be hurt. That sense of amazement mixed with how sharp Belle’s next blow was. It cut across Jake’s skin but not into it. Belle had said she wouldn’t do that.




She waited for Jake to breathe out a deep ‘two’ before she hit him again. It was almost too much. The pain was instantly so sharp! But the afterglow felt like everything Jake had dreamed of.




“Only two more,” Belle commented. Jake appreciated that she didn’t ask him if he could take it.




His chest heaved with every breath. Sex had never felt like this - and Belle hadn’t even touched Jake’s cock. He realized with a start that he didn’t care whether she did or not. Her self-control and her ability had already brought Jake more pleasure than he could have hoped for.




“Will you let me do something for you, after that?” Jake asked. “I want to. I want to make you feel good.” Jake knew he’d already made Belle come once, but that had been a test. This, if Belle allowed him, would be something that Jake did for her, to serve her. Simply because he wanted to.




“Oh, I will insist on it,” Belle answered. That sent a very different kind of thrill down Jake’s spine. The pain still radiated from the marks she’d left against his skin. It joined this new, excited feeling perfectly. And there were still two more blows to go!




The cane came down against him again. It was just as sharp, reaching the bits of skin still unmarked. Jake cried out in pain before managing a strained ‘four’. He was almost glad there was only one more to go. Equally, Jake was curious about how much more there could be. He’d have to beg Belle to consider showing him. But first, there was one more hit yet to come.




Knowing it was the last one, Jake prepared himself, focusing on the sting of pain as much as he could. Belle finished by lashing the cane across his ass, no doubt leaving a mark that would sting for days. The last, pained, ‘five’ left Jake’s lips as he sagged against the stool.




“Good boy, good boy,” Belle praised. “Now, go lie down on the bed. On your back.”




Jake’s ass and back throbbed with pain. It was hard to even know how to get up. But Belle expected it of him. Jake wanted to please her, to do whatever it was that she ordered. He’d never felt so completely willing to hand himself over to another person’s control.




Belle made it feel safe, in a way Jake hadn’t even known that it could. He pushed himself upright on trembling legs. A glance at Belle revealed her watching him, her eyes clouded with a desire so fierce it almost sent Jake swooning to the floor.




He took the few steps towards the bed, turning so he could keep his eyes fixed on Belle. “Fuck, you look good.” Belle had looked good before; something about her expression now was even more alluring.




Jake had to will himself to actually rest his sensitive ass against the sheets. They rubbed against the marks Belle had left, distracting Jake with a whole new wave of pain.




“What can I do for you, Mistress?” Jake asked. This time, he didn’t need to try to have his voice come out submissive and eager.




“Watch me,” she answered. There was a playfulness to her tone. Jake was so turned on, his hard cock bouncing against his stomach. Jake doubted he could’ve pulled his eyes away from Belle even if he tried. Not that he planned to. She was stunning, still wearing the black leather dress that hugged her curves perfectly.




Belle’s hand traveled over the material until her fingers reached the zipper resting just between her breasts. She hooked her finger into the loop, sliding it down slowly. As the dress parted, it let her breasts spill out. Jake’s breath caught in his throat. If she was stunning with the dress on, she was absolutely fantastic without it.




The dress opened fully, revealing Belle’s beautifully tanned body underneath. She slid the leather off easily, letting it drop to the floor. The heels stayed on as she walked to the bed. “I will ride you,” she informed Jake. “And if it pleases me, I might consider letting you come.”




A wordless groan poured from Jake’s throat almost unbidden. His hands came up instinctively, wanting to frame the narrow curve of Belle’s waist. Shifting forward eagerly, he rubbed the cane marks on his back and ass against the sheet. Jake hissed at the pain, but he didn’t fall back. He wanted it to hurt.




“Can I touch you?” he asked, his hands hovering, not quite making contact. Belle’s smooth, tanned skin was so tempting. Jake wanted to cup her breasts, to roll her dark nipples between his fingers. He wanted to feel how wet she was from hurting him.




But not without her permission. Jake was starting to understand that, now. Giving control over to Belle was different than he had expected - but the rewards were so much greater! “Please, tell me how you like to be touched,” Jake begged.




“You may touch me,” Belle allowed as she crawled up over Jake’s body. She took one of his hands leading it to her side. “I like being touched like you’ve never touched anyone as hot as me,” she told him with a smirk. That was definitely something Jake could achieve. Belle was so fucking hot both in appearance but so much in her attitude. Her hand still holding his led it up to her breasts, pressing Jake’s palm against one of them.




He moaned at how hard her nipple was, wanting nothing more than to suck it between his lips and tease his tongue over it. “Go on,” Belle told him, the smirk still playing across her mouth. Eagerly, Jake reached up. His lips captured the nipple not against his fingers. The soft moan that Belle gave in response was the best reward in the world.




Straddling Jake’s hips, Belle moved her hands down to his chest. Her nails scratched over it - lightly enough not to leave marks but hard enough to leave a trace of pain in their wake. “Put your cock in me,” Belle demanded, lowering herself enough for the tip of Jake’s cock to feel how wet she was already.




Nothing Jake had ever imagined had felt as hot as this was. His brain short-circuited, unable to process so many different sensations at once. It should have made Jake’s thoughts race.




Instead, Jake’s focus narrowed. Belle absorbed all of his attention. Her body, her orders. It was easy to do exactly as she had asked. Jake wrapped the fingers of one hand around his cock. “Ahhh!” Pleasure exploded through Jake’s system. He’d neglected his dick for so long, every touch felt more intense than ever before.




Slowly, Jake pushed up, burying his cock in the unbelievably tight heat of Belle’s pussy. Her muscles clung to him, squeezing with the rhythm of Belle’s movements. “Fuuuuck,” Jake groaned. “It feels incredible.”




He wanted - needed - to give Belle as much pleasure in return. His lips pursed against her nipple, bringing the tight bud further into the warmth of his mouth. Jake circled his tongue around it, making sure to lap at it from every angle.




The way Belle cried out, her voice echoing around them, was mesmerizing. Like a siren’s song, it drew Jake in. With his mouth back against Belle’s breast, Jake used one hand to play with Belle’s unattended nipple. 




He couldn’t help but give a muffled groan when she began moving. Not only did her hot pussy feel amazing around his cock, tight and wet, but every time Belle came down, she pressed Jake’s sore ass against the mattress.




With the friction that the action caused, the streaks Belle had left against his skin with the cane sent shivers of pain through Jake. It was so hard not to just give into the pleasure! Yet Belle’s wants were easy to focus on. This was like no experience Jake had ever had. The pain mixed so beautifully with pleasure.




Even in the past, when he’d asked his girlfriends to hurt him, none had done this. Riding Jake like this and forcing the marks to send wave after wave of fresh pain through him to join the sensation of Belle’s tightness around him.




The harder Belle rocked, the more Jake felt himself letting go. Belle was in charge of making him feel exactly the way she wanted him to feel. The crests of pleasure and pain, the way they crashed together and sent unexpected tremors through Jake’s body, were all Belle’s doing.




All Jake had to do was let the feeling carry him. He gave himself over to it, his mind quieting until all his thoughts were focused on Belle. Lightly, carefully, he grazed his teeth across her nipple. She moaned a long ‘ohhh’ of satisfaction. The sound chimed through Jake’s body, adding to his pleasure.




As soon as Belle caught her breath, Jake did it again. He bit down gently, following his teeth with a hot, wet stroke of his tongue. In response to a shift of Belle’s body, he moved his mouth across to her other breast, sucking that nipple hard into his mouth.




She increased the speed at which she was riding him. Rather than concentrating on that, Jake found himself more interested in Belle’s pleasure. He had expected it to be his pleasure that dominated, but knowing how good he could make Belle feel felt so much more important.




With a hand against his shoulder, Belle pushed Jake down against the mattress. It meant he had to stop sucking Belle’s breasts. In turn, Jake got to watch them bounce as Belle rode him harder. 




All of his attention was on her, his muscles tensing as his hands settled against her hips. She was so fucking stunning! Her cries of pleasure washed over them.




“Use your fingers to make me come,” Belle told him. “Come on! Be a good boy for me!”




The words sent a wave of heat crashing over Jake’s body. Fuck. He had never wanted to be good for a woman before. He’d never felt that her praise and her pleasure were more important than his own. Belle made it easy. Jake’s fingers tightened against her hip, nails catching against her skin as he let her dictate the pace at which she slammed down against him.




“Yeah,” he breathed. One hand slid down, across Belle’s ass. The other teased against her pussy. His fingertips slid through her wetness, brushing against his own cock. The shock of sensation didn’t distract him. Jake closed his eyes, letting Belle’s moans and the movements of her body be his guide. He remembered what she’d liked before, tried to repeat the same techniques.




He was rewarded by her muscles tightening, a wild cry tearing from Belle’s lips. The sound only made Jake hungrier. He wanted more. Not more pleasure for himself, but for Belle. “Is it good?” he asked. “More? I’ll do what you want. Anything you want.”




“Yeah, just like that,” Belle encouraged. “Move your fingers against my clit. Yeah, come on! That’s good, go on.” Her words spurred Jake on. He did just as he was told. The way Belle’s loud cries increased, he knew he was doing a good job. 




And if he hadn’t, Belle’s words would’ve told him so. Jake concentrated on not changing what he was doing. He could feel her body tighten, her pussy was so hot. Belle began to slam her hips down even faster.




His own breath caught in his throat. Jake knew he wouldn’t last long. He had to make her come first. His mouth reached up to catch one of Belle’s nipples between his lips again, sucking hard. It seemed to be the missing touch. Belle screamed as she came.




“Fuck! Yes, yes yes!” she chanted. “Come on, join me, fill me up! I want you to come inside me!”




Jake’s hips bucked immediately off the bed. He brought his hands to Belle’s ass, gripping tight as he pulled her body down against his. She rode him through her orgasm, her pussy tightening. Jake fucked up into her, using all his strength. He drove his cock deep into her pussy. Once, twice, and then one last time.




Jake roared as he came. The world vanished, disappearing into a haze of pure sensation. It was all Jake could do to hang on. He tugged Belle’s body against his, feeling the brush of her breasts against his chest.




The cane lines across his back burned hot against the sheets, pain combining with the pleasure as it washed through Jake’s whole body. His ribs heaved as he tried to suck in enough oxygen.




“Fuck,” he groaned. “I’ve never come that hard. I didn’t know it was possible!”




Belle’s breath was coming in equally harsh intervals until she slid off Jake, licking her lips as she took in how he looked. Jake was sure he looked thoroughly-fucked. It was certainly how he felt. Belle stroked a hand over his leg. “You did very well,” she praised. “I want you to roll over now,” she told him.




The request surprised Jake. He followed it nonetheless. Over his shoulder, he watched as Belle moved towards one of the cupboards in the room. She returned with a tube of cream. “It’s for your bruises,” she explained. “I haven’t cut the skin, but this will help them heal better.”




Crawling back on the bed, Belle straddled the back of Jake’s legs. He gave a soft moan at how good the position felt. It instantly filled his head with a whole new set of thoughts.




His mouth went dry as he imagined Belle’s hands working over his back, brushing teasingly against his ass. If he hadn’t been so sore, he might have worked up the nerve to ask Belle if she were into other kinds of domination.




Her hand stroked the cream over Jake’s back, her touch cool and comforting. It grounded Jake, bringing him back to himself in a way he hadn’t realized he needed.




“You were amazing, Mistress.” He groaned as Belle’s strong hands pushed a groan out from deep within his chest. “It’s never been like that with anyone else.”




Jake wanted to know whether they could do this again. Or something different. Anything, he realized, for as long as he got to see Belle pleased with him and satisfied. “Is there anything else I can do for you?”




“Not tonight,” Belle answered. Jake swallowed his disappointment. Especially since there was an implication that he could do more for Belle another day. Or so he hoped. Her fingers were soft as they worked over the lines until she finally set the cream aside. “I’ll give you my number. I want you to let me know how you get on,” she told him before getting off Jake.




He watched as she walked to pick her dress back up, pulling the zipper up as slowly as she’d brought it down. It made Jake’s breath catch. She looked so good, the black leather suiting Belle so well.




“And,” Belle added, the corners of her lips turning up into a smirk. “You are welcome to ask me to play with you again.”




“I will,” Jake agreed. The words slipped from his mouth without a second’s hesitation. He’d had a taste of what it was like to submit to someone who truly wanted a man to serve her. Jake knew it wouldn’t be long before he wanted that again. Needed that again.




Getting to his feet, Jake retrieved his clothes. He dressed gingerly, loving the way every movement reminded him of Belle’s cane or the feel of her hands. She took down his number, then gave Jake hers once he’d made himself presentable.




“Thank you, Mistress,” Jake said. The gratitude that flooded his voice was heartfelt. This night had been more than Jake had ever known he wanted.




As he walked out, Jake lingered, gaze drawn to the other dominant women. This time, he didn’t just see the whips in their hands and the collars around the necks of their submissives.




He saw something he hadn’t known to look for in their expressions. The women took responsibility, balancing what their submissives wanted with what they could handle. The men, by contrast, looked at peace.




Even the men who writhed in pain, or had their jaws spread wide around a gag. Every one of them looked serene.




That, Jake realized, was what he had been looking for.




It was what Belle had given him. Even without Jake knowing it was something that he wanted.




He could hardly wait to see what Belle would do to him next time he chose to submit to her.
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