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Doctor's Orders

Being a doctor was something that Teagan had always wanted. She hadn’t quite realized just how much stress that came with. Thankfully, Teagan was pretty great at dealing with stress. But on nights like tonight, even her hard exterior began to develop small cracks.
Today had been a tough day. People seemed to be coming in five at a time, overwhelming everyone with the amount of work that needed to be done. When Teagan finally got a break in all the rush, her body felt pumped. She needed to relax before she went back to the second half of her already double-length shift. Luckily, Teagan knew what sort of things would use up all that extra energy.
There were quite a few male nurses who knew exactly what Teagan liked and how to make her relax. Scanning the schedule for who was on duty, Teagan grinned when Maddox’s name appeared. Maddox was by far her favorite. The others were fine. They all seemed pretty excited about sneaking away with one of the doctors, but Maddox... Maddox always made it worth Teagan’s time.
After checking where Maddox was on the rota, Teagan went to find him. It hardly took her long. She caught him just as he was leaving one of the rooms. He looked surprised to see her, but only for a moment.
“I think you should have a break,” she informed him. She didn’t bother to hide the grin that tugged against the corners of her mouth.
Maddox lifted one sandy eyebrow. He was one of the more handsome nurses. His face was always tanned, and he looked to Teagan like he’d just blown in from some outdoor activity. He worked hard, just as hard as anyone else in the hospital. But somehow he never looked stressed. It was refreshing.
“Well,” Maddox drawled. “Never let it be said that I’d go against the doctor’s orders.” His tone was laced with innuendo. It was lucky that they were alone in the corridor, at least for the moment.
Maddox’s gaze darted down Teagan’s body. Even in her scrubs, she felt that he appreciated her generous curves. “Just where should I have this break?” he asked.
Teagan had already thought about that. At night time there were a lot more options for where they could go. “Follow me,” she told Maddox, confidently walking through the corridors. There were a few empty rooms that Teagan knew wouldn’t be used for days yet. So that was where she picked.
As soon as the door closed behind them, Teagan pushed Maddox up against it. She kissed him hard, tongue licking its way into Maddox’s mouth. Then, Teagan grazed her teeth across his lower lip, making Maddox groan. This. She needed this. To make him cry out in pleasure and to make him return that pleasure to her.
Pulling back, Teagan dragged Maddox over to the bed. “I need you to make me come,” she informed him.
Instantly, Maddox’s eyes darkened with desire. “Yes,” he agreed. Teagan loved how there was no hesitation in his tone. He knew as well as she did that they only had a limited window before one or both of them would be missed. They had to make this quick - but satisfying.
“How?” Maddox asked. Already, his hands were at Teagan’s waist, loosening the ties that held the scrubs up over the curve of her hips. “Will you let me put my mouth on you?” he asked. The words sent heat racing over Teagan’s skin. This was why Maddox was her favorite. He always asked so nicely.
And really, how could she resist that?
“Yes,” Teagan nodded. “Your mouth and your hands,” she told him. Scooting up on the bed, Teagan lifted her ass to make it easier for Maddox to take the pants of her scrubs off. She pushed the top off, too, revealing a tight shirt that was pulled off just as quickly. It left her only in her underwear once Maddox had gotten her pants off.
He paused to look at Teagan. She almost laughed. It did make her feel hot, that was true, but they hardly had the time to spare for admiration. “Take your shirt off,” she told him. At least that way, they could combine the appreciation of each other’s bodies.
Teagan ran a tongue over her lips as she took in Maddox’s naked form. “Alright, enough looking, more doing,” she instructed.
Maddox smirked. “Yes, doctor,” he replied. Teagan would have swatted his ass for his cheek, except that he was too far away. At least he took her words to heart. The muscles in Maddox’s shoulders shifted beautifully as he crawled up the bed, His hands were soft and strong, his fingers caressing the curve of Teagan’s calf.
Finally, he pressed his mouth against the thin material of Teagan’s panties. She had to muffle a moan, knowing that the walls around them were far from soundproof. His tongue lapped hot and wet against the cotton, until the material was as damp from the outside as it was from inside.
Maddox’s fingers slid confidently under the sides of Teagan’s panties. He hooked the fabric around them, tugging lightly before he looked up. “Do you want these off?”
“I do,” she confirmed. She wanted there to be no restrictions. And for Maddox’s mouth to get to the job she’d given it quicker. Obediently, Maddox moved the material off her, taking his time to slide the panties over her legs. Teagan knew he was doing it to tease her. She gave a whine to urge him on. It seemed to amuse Maddox. If Teagan had had more time, she might’ve considered disciplining him for this behavior.
Parting her legs further, Teagan reached to tug Maddox’s hair with one hand. “Stop teasing me,” she demanded. “The longer you take the less likely it is that I’ll have time to let you fuck me.”
That lit a fire under Maddox’s ass. He still nipped sharply at Teagan’s thighs on his way between her legs, but the bites were brief. Tiny flares of pain only seemed to make Teagan wetter. Before she could say as much, the bridge of Maddox’s nose bumped up against her clit.
His tongue slid inside her, tasting how much she wanted this. How much she needed this. His moan was muffled against Teagan’s pussy, but she knew how much he loved the proof that she was unbearably aroused.
Quickly, he fucked his tongue inside her, then dragged it all the way up to flick against her clit. She’d told him not to tease, and Maddox didn’t. He pressed his tongue hard to the sensitive bundle of nerves, making Teagan’s hips buck up off the mattress.
Her hands tightened, one against the bedsheets and one against Maddox’s hair. It must’ve been borderline painful if the way Maddox groaned was any indication. She didn’t stop, urging him and his skilled tongue on. Teagan had to bite her lip not to scream when the tip of his tongue circled around her clit, making her thrust her hips against him.
“Oh, yes! Just like that!” Teagan encouraged. The pleasure shot through Teagan in waves, as if teasing her instead of Maddox. It edged her closer and closer, muscles tightening only to fail to reach that sweet release. “Fuck,” she breathed. “I need it! Make me come!” The words came out as almost a scream, mixing together with Teagan’s moans.
Maddox worked his tongue even faster, but it still wasn’t enough. Teagan groaned, drumming her heels on the mattress in frustration. Finally, finally, Maddox’s skillful nurse’s hands came up to hold her thighs open. He spread her out, exposing her completely to his eager gaze.
He didn’t pause for long. Diving back in, Maddox pursed his lips around Teagan’s clit. The suction pulled even louder, higher moans from Teagan. It was impossible to hold them back. She had to turn and muffle her mouth against the pillow.
The long, dexterous fingers of one hand held her open. Then Teagan felt a finger press inside her, spearing deep into her pussy. Her muscles clenched around it as another wave of pleasure threatened to overtake her.
“Fuck! Yes! Just like that!” she cried, wiggling under Maddox’s touch. Pushing her hips against him, Teagan fucked herself onto his fingers. He didn’t disappoint, adding another and then running his tongue over her clit again. The mix between having his fingers inside her and the way his tongue was so good at bringing her pleasure was what finally tipped Teagan over that sweet, sweet edge.
She screamed her orgasm into the pillow, trying to keep the volume down while also enjoying just how good Maddox was at making her come. When her body was finally satisfied, Teagan fell back against the bed, her grip loosening in Maddox’s hair.
With her breath coming in sharp intakes, it took Teagan a moment before she managed to speak again. “Fuck, you’re so good. I love having you make me come, you never disappoint.” Which was not something she could say about the others. Rocking her hips against Maddox, Teagan grinned.
“Want to fuck me from behind?”
Maddox lifted his face from between her legs, grinning. His lips and chin, shiny and wet from her pussy,  reflected the bright hospital lights. His sandy hair looked even more disheveled, sticking up in every direction. Exactly as if he’d spent the last several minutes bringing a demanding woman to a brilliant first orgasm of the night.
“Fuck, yes,” he agreed. “I love having your ass pressed right up against me.” Maddox shimmied off the bed, waiting until he was sure he had Teagan’s attention. Only then did he loosen his own scrubs, sending them sliding down his toned legs, along with his boxers.
Stepping out of the puddle of material, Maddox flexed. It was moments like these that Teagan was so grateful the hospital had a weight room. Maddox clearly took advantage of it. He was ripped, muscles twitching as he showed off for her.
“Turn over, please?” he asked. “I promise, I’ll fuck you good. Deep, just the way you like it.”
“Oh, I know you will.” Teagan nodded with confidence. Maddox was always great at fucking her. But also he knew she’d punish him if he wasn’t. And frankly, neither of them had the time right now for that. Maybe she’d invite him for some playtime on the weekend. If he fucked her well now.
Turning over, Teagan pushed her body up so she would be kneeling. She rolled her hips, making her ass sway. “Go on then,” she said. “Show me how good and how deep.” Her pussy was soaking wet, so desperate to be filled.
The thin mattress dipped under Maddox’s weight. His breath was hot against Teagan’s thigh, giving her a second’s warning before Maddox pressed his teeth into the curve of her ass. “Fuck, you’re so hot,” he praised. His hands stroked over her spine. With a flick, he released the clasp of Teagan’s bra.
“I love playing with your tits,” he groaned, both hands sliding under Teagan’s body. He cupped a breast in each palm, rolling and caressing them until Teagan’s nipples hardened. Then, finally, he pulled back.
Teagan felt the tip of his cock brush against her pussy. Maddox slid deep inside her, just as he’d promised. From the sound that rumbled through him, Teagan was sure he was biting back a moan.
He didn’t tease. Maddox’s hips slapped hard and fast against Teagan’s ass, his cock filling her over and over.
“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted. Teagan pushed back on her hands to meet Maddox’s thrusts. His cock felt great, stretching her out. “That’s good, just like that,” she told him. Maddox was great at following instructions. Teagan felt like she would have to reward that, too. But not now. Now he was going to fuck her hard and fast.
Gripping the bedsheets under her, Teagan took all of Maddox’s thrusts. He was far from gentle. But gentle was not what Teagan wanted. When his fingers tugged against Teagan’s nipple again, she cried out in pleasure. “Ugh! Fuck! Come on, do it harder,” she demanded, loving the mix of pleasure and pain it brought.
The bed rocked under them as Maddox gave Teagan what she’d been craving. She heard his breath catch as he drove his cock deeper and harder inside her. One hand tugged and twisted at her nipple. The other gripped Teagan’s hip, pulling her back to meet the force of his thrusts.
“Fuck, Teagan,” Maddox gasped. “Your pussy feels amazing. So tight and wet.” Teagan could hear the sounds his cock made as he pushed into her. That, combined with the slap of his hips against her ass, meant that muffing their moans was hardly going to help.
Leaning forward, Maddox’s chest pushed down against Teagan’s back. He pressed his teeth against her shoulder, two bright lines of pain flaring like wildfire across Teagan’s skin.
She screamed at the sharpness of it! It left her pussy throbbing. She was so keen to be fucked harder and harder, welcoming Maddox’s cock in. She fucked back as much as she could, meeting each of his thrusts. When he slammed forward again, Teagan felt her orgasm building quickly.
“Yes! Don’t change the angle. Fuck me just like that! Fuck, go on, make me come!” Teagan cried, demandingly. She was so close that it only took a few more well-placed thrusts before her orgasm crashed through her, making every one of her muscles contract.
Maddox’s grip on her tightened, like he was holding on for dear life. Teagan squeezed around his thick cock, feeling it throb as Maddox kept pounding into her. She expected him to speed up, to fuck her until his own orgasm swept through him. Instead, he slowed.
Every thrust suddenly felt so much more intense. Teagan was sensitive all over. So sensitive she could feel every throb and jerk of Maddox’s cock. His fingers teased against her nipple, making Teagan whimper at the over-stimulation.
“Can I come, too?” Maddox asked. “Do you want that?”
It would feel cruel to deny Maddox an orgasm when he’d worked so hard to make Teagan come not once but twice. She nodded, breathing hard. “Yeah, yes, I do want you to. Come!” she encouraged, rocking back to show him how much she wanted him to proceed. Maddox didn’t need to be told twice. His grip against Teagan’s hips tightened and he fucked forward hard.
Once, twice, and that was all it took. Teagan felt Maddox come, filling her up so well. She rocked back hard, taking every drop until they were both spent. When Maddox slid out of her, Teagan moaned at the sudden emptiness. She lowered herself on the bed, turning over to give Maddox a grin.
“Thanks. I needed this,” she said.
Maddox smiled back. Like Teagan, he knew there was no time to cuddle up on the bed together. With a groan, he stepped down from the mattress, casting around him for his clothes. “Can we do this again soon?” he asked. “Maybe when we have longer than fifteen minutes?”
It felt like longer, but Teagan could certainly understand why Maddox was asking.
“Yeah.” She nodded. Maddox was good. Teagan would like to see what he could get up to when he had more than a little bit of time to spare. She also was keen to hear the sort of noises he’d make when she sucked his cock.
Reaching for her clothes, Teagan began to redress. “I’m free on Saturday, if you’re not working?” She half-asked, half-offered.
Maddox paused for a second, pulling his scrubs back up over his lean hips. He tied them deftly, smirking when he noticed the way Teagan’s gaze was instinctively drawn to his fingers. He wiggled them at her, giving a laugh that made his stomach muscles flex visibly.
“Yeah,” he agreed, running his hand through his hair. “I can make Saturday work.” He raised one eyebrow at her. “So where do you want me?” he asked. “Do you only get your rocks off here at the hospital?”
Teagan laughed at that. No, she most definitely could get off in the comfort of her own home. “I’ll text you my address,” she told Maddox, tying her scrubs and getting her shoes back on. “But now, back to work!” she instructed, slapping Maddox’s ass.
They both had shifts to finish. Teagan already felt more relaxed. The thought of having a much less rushed playtime with Maddox would keep her going for days.
◆◆◆
 
As promised, Teagan had texted Maddox her address on Saturday morning. By the time he got there, she was already stripped down to sexy, black underwear. Just because they had more time didn’t mean that Teagan wasn’t interested in getting started as soon as they could. She wanted to play. And she wanted to take her time in figuring out exactly what Maddox liked.
There was no shyness in her at all when she opened the door to him in nothing but her underwear, a smirk plastered across her lips. “I hope you’re ready to play,” she said, closing the door behind him. “I want you to take off your jacket, your shoes and your socks. Then kneel down in front of me.” They hadn’t even left the hallway and that was thrilling.
“Fuck,” Maddox breathed. His gaze lingered on the bare skin above Teagan’s bra. Even so, he didn’t keep her waiting. He energetically stripped out of the clothes she’d listed, hanging his jacket on the coat rack and tucking his shoes and socks underneath.
In the tight t-shirt that showed off his abs and crisp black pants, Maddox looked older. More mature. Definitely hotter.
When he went to his knees, it was all Teagan could do not to moan. He tipped his head back, staring up at her. He kept his hands balled tightly at his sides. Teagan was glad to see he’d learned something from their rushed encounters at the hospital.
Teagan reached out to run her hand through his hair. “Good boy,” she praised. She smirked when she saw the reaction that earned. Maddox’s eyes darkened with lust. Teagan could see his pants tenting a little bit where his cock hardened. “You’re going to be even better for me,” she informed him.
“I want you to follow me,” Teagan said, letting go of his hair so she could lead the way to the bedroom. Once they were there, Teagan told Maddox to kneel at the bottom of her bed. “Take your shirt off.” She loved seeing Maddox topless. Unlike their previous liaison, now Teagan could take her time to admire the beautiful lines of his muscles.
He knelt up, peeling the top off his body. Teagan loved seeing him so obedient for her, so willing to stay on his knees because she hadn’t given him permission to get up. Cheekily, he tossed the shirt at her, grinning when Teagan’s hands came up to catch it. She had to admit, the scent of his cologne that wafted up from the material made her want him even more.
“I want to be good for you,” Maddox said, putting his arms behind him so that he thrust his chest out for Teagan’s inspection. His nipples were pale and flat, making Teagan wonder what sounds Maddox would make if she teased them to hardness. What would Maddox sound like if she bit them?
Maddox’s tongue slid slowly across his lower lip. Teagan knew he wanted her to remember how good he had felt between her legs.
But she had other plans. Since their last encounter, Teagan had spent a great deal of time thinking about how great it would feel to suck Maddox’s cock. Now, seeing his gorgeous body, she was also very interested in running her tongue over his muscles, seeing how sensitive those nipples were.
“Get on the bed, lie down on your back,” she instructed. It was great to see how quick Maddox was at following her orders. When he lay down, Teagan moved to graze her fingers over his side. He shifted against the material of his pants. Teagan grinned. She had every intention of taking those off.
Finding the button to undo his pants, Teagan teased him by running the back of her hand over his hardening cock. It made Maddox give a sharp groan and Teagan grinned. She leaned down to press her wet, hot tongue against the muscles on his stomach, earning her another sharp intake of breath from Maddox.
One hand came up, moving to the back of Teagan’s head. She pulled away, giving Maddox a look. Even without words, Teagan knew how to communicate her displeasure. “I’m sorry,” Maddox offered, a blush coloring his cheeks. He set his hands back down, fingers gripping at the material of Teagan’s bedsheets.
Satisfied, Teagan returned her mouth to Maddox’s stomach. The muscles twitched as she stroked over them, learning the sharp lines between them and the hot feet of Maddox’s skin under her touch. His cock tented the front of his boxers almost obscenely. Teagan knew he was big. Seeing him like this only emphasized that fact.
“Please,” Maddox groaned. “Your mouth feels so good, Teagan. I want to feel your tongue against my cock. I’ll stay still, I promise.”
Teagan wanted that. But she’d hardly say as much to Maddox. It would serve her much better to have him think she was doing him a favor. Reaching for the waistband of his boxers, Teagan slid them down, biting back a soft moan at how keenly Maddox’s cock sprung to action. She glanced up at him with a grin. His hands were gripping the bed, back pressing into the mattress. He stayed like that, just as she’d wanted.
As a reward, Teagan finally leaned down, capturing Maddox’s cock in her mouth. Her tongue was hot as it licked over the base of his hardness. He cried out loudly, just as she had desired. It encouraged Teagan to begin to bob her head, taking Maddox’s cock deeper and deeper.
She could feel the stretch in her jaw as she adjusted to his thickness. Maddox’s knuckles went white as he pulled the sheets into his fists. From the way his hips twitched, Teagan knew he wanted to buck up. “Fuuuck,” he cried. “Oh, god, you feel so good. So tight.” He panted hard between every word. Teagan would have smirked, had her mouth not already been busy.
Instead, she swirled her tongue around the head of Maddox’s dick. He groaned even louder, thighs trembling. His chest heaved. Still he didn’t move. Teagan bobbed her head faster, taking Maddox’s cock all the way to the root. She swallowed, letting her throat caress him and he almost screamed.
“Fuck, I can’t -” He gasped. His hips bucked up once, twice, then with an audible hiss of effort, he mastered himself, holding very nearly still.
Teagan was impressed. But not so impressed she was going to let him come. Letting go of Maddox’s cock, she pulled her mouth away with a loud pop. She licked the wetness of her lips. The way Maddox looked, spread on her bed and so fucking needy? It felt great! Teagan was going to make him work for that reward.
“I want you to take off my underwear,” she told him. “And then I want you to cover every inch of my body with your tongue. I want you to make me need your mouth against me so much that I have to beg.” Teagan was not usually into begging, but the idea of having Maddox work so hard for it was arousing to a point where it felt like her body was on fire.
For a moment, Maddox seemed almost dazed. Teagan gave him time, watching his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed. “Fuck, yeah,” he said slowly. “Yeah, okay. Challenge accepted.” Teagan laughed. The sound was quickly brought to a halt. Maddox pulled Teagan into a kiss, his tongue sliding across her lips to dart deeper, tasting himself off her. Evidently, he’d decided to start with her mouth.
While they kissed, Maddox’s hands smoothed over Teagan’s back. He snapped the strap of her bra, then unhooked the clasp. Tugging the material away, Maddox finally pulled back, breathing hard. Teagan allowed him to push her to the mattress, making herself comfortable while he slid down her body.
He pulled her panties off slowly but made no move to press his mouth against the skin he uncovered. Instead, he tossed the material to the floor and zeroed in on Teagan’s feet. He sucked each toe, so softly that Teagan could feel her body shivering in response. His tongue was gentle, lapping at the delicate skin between them. He didn’t linger. Instead, he dragged his tongue along the arch of first one foot, then the other.
It didn’t tickle but it still felt... really hot, she realized. It was mostly the attention. She loved Maddox’s concentration, how much he focused on covering her skin just as she’d told him to. Teagan parted her legs as Maddox kissed his way up. His tongue slid teasingly over the soft skin of the back of Teagan’s knee. She moaned unexpectedly. It felt good! Sensitive in a way she hadn’t imagined.
Maddox did the same to her other knee, before kissing up. His mouth covered her inner thighs. When a soft bite followed, Teagan’s hips bucked up. He was so close to her pussy. But she doubted he’d stop there, not when he wanted to get her begging.
Maddox’s hands slid under Teagan’s ass, lifting her a little off the mattress. It would have been so easy for him to put his mouth between Teagan’s open legs. He didn’t. Instead, he kissed his way from one hip to the other, along the soft curve of Teagan’s stomach. She felt as though her muscles were vibrating under him.
As he moved higher, the hard line of Maddox’s dick pressed against Teagan’s leg. He groaned, but didn’t let it stop him. He licked and nipped all the way up to Teagan’s breasts. His attention when he reached them was worshipful, his tongue covering every inch, circling maddeningly around Teagan’s nipple. When he sucked it into his mouth, Teagan had to bite back a gasp.
Maddox went on to repeat the same motion against her other nipple. This time, Teagan didn’t resist the moan that escaped her. She arched her back up into Maddox’s touch. Pleasure shot straight to her pussy as his tongue teased harder over her nipple. Then he bit it, sending a shock of delightful pain through her.
“Oh, fuck!” Teagan cried. She wasn’t yet ready to beg him to make her come. The way Maddox played with her breasts definitely brought her close. But there was still a lot of her body left for him to cover before she’d beg.
Reluctantly, Maddox moved on. He licked across Teagan’s collarbones, swirled his tongue into the hollow of her throat, then brushed his lips sensuously across the curve of each shoulder. Once he’d covered her face in tiny, precise kisses, Maddox retreated. He made quick progress down first one arm, then the other. Finally, he brought Teagan’s hand to his mouth and sucked each of her fingers in turn.
The other hand was treated exactly the same, finished with a kiss against her palm. “Are you going to turn over?” Maddox asked, raising one eyebrow. His lips were red from kisses, his voice slightly hoarse. Teagan was impressed that he didn’t complain, didn’t insist he’d fulfilled her requirements.
“Yes,” she nodded. She’d said every inch of her body. That definitely included both her back and her ass. The thought of having Maddox’s mouth against her rear sent a spark of heat through her. Turning over, Teagan used her hands to push up against the bed, smirking at the groan Maddox gave when his cock brushed against the back of Teagan’s legs.
Knowing that he had to tease her for any sort of reward made Teagan feel so hot. Every nerve-ending in her body was acutely sensitive, just waiting for Maddox’s mouth to lick over her skin again.
Her breath caught when, instead of Maddox’s tongue, the first thing she felt was the sharp press of his teeth. He caught at the skin of her shoulder blade, pain flaring bright and hot before he sucked against the marks of his teeth to ease the sting. His body radiated heat, making Teagan so much more aware of every place that he touched her. He licked eagerly down her spine, branching off to make sure he kissed every available inch of her back and sides.
As he moved, Maddox’s hands massaged the muscles in Teagan’s back. After a long week of work at the hospital, it felt indecently good. Combined with the soft, wet pressure of Maddox’s mouth, the touch was enough to make Teagan moan.
Finally, Maddox reached Teagan’s ass. His hands slid under her hips, pulling her up as he nipped and licked at each cheek. When his tongue slid between, teasing over Teagan’s asshole, she swore.
It felt amazing! Maddox obviously knew it, too. Not bothering to hold back her whimpers, Teagan rocked against Maddox. His tongue licked over her asshole, teasing every nerve-ending there. Then he pulled back and gave one of her asscheeks a sharp bite. The difference between the pleasure and pain made Teagan gasp.
She pushed back against Maddox, her hands gripping tightly against her bed sheets. “Fuck, that’s good,” she sighed. “You’re doing so well.” Teagan was hopeful that the praise would make Maddox put his mouth back where it had been.
His thumbs pressed into the curve of her ass, holding her open for a moment. Teagan felt the hot press of his tongue against her hole, driving inside. Steadily, Maddox fucked her with hard swipes of his tongue. Teagan cried out, pleasure sweeping all the way to the tips of her fingers and toes.
“Fuck,” Maddox gasped, pulling back. One finger slid over Teagan’s hole, teasing lightly where his tongue had previously been. “You’re so hot. I could do this all day.” He sounded sincere. The thought of a whole day spent with Maddox teasing her made Teagan’s muscles tighten.
He pressed a kiss to the top of her thigh, then lower and lower. It was deliberate, Teagan realized. Maddox wanted her to beg so that she’d follow through on her promise.
Teagan didn’t feel like begging just yet. If he carried on this way, she would have to soon. When he didn’t hear the words, Maddox returned to teasing Teagan, making louder and louder moans fall from her lips. The idea of having him do this all day was definitely a turn on. Teagan’s pussy was absolutely dripping with wetness. She wanted him to make her come.
“Use your fingers,” Teagan said. “Push them inside.” It was a demand. Teagan’s breath caught in her throat. “Please,” she added. She wanted him to and Teagan knew that he wouldn’t unless she begged. She had, after all, instructed that, too.
Teagan swore she could feel the curve of Maddox’s lips against her skin as he smiled in satisfaction. “Since you asked so nicely,” he teased, his lips barely leaving her calf for long enough to form the words. With a groan, Maddox thrust his fingers inside her. He rocked them back and forth, every press making Teagan give a whimper of need.
With his fingers busy with her pussy, Maddox couldn’t reach all the way down to continue his mission of licking every inch of Teagan’s body. Instead, he focused his attention on her thighs, licking and sucking until Teagan’s skin tingled in the wake of his mouth.
The volume of her moans increased. Teagan rocked back as much as she could. Maddox’s fingers inside her felt fantastic, bringing her just the sort of pleasure she had hoped for. Except maybe not quite, because they weren’t quite enough. Not that that stopped Teagan from rocking back and crying out louder.
“Fuck!” she swore loudly. “Maddox! I want to fuck you,” she demanded. “I want to ride you. Yeah?” She loved his fingers inside her, but she also wanted more. “You’ve been so good at following my instructions.”
Maddox twisted his fingers, making Teagan briefly see stars. “Yes,” he hissed. “Fuck, I want that.” The hand holding her hip gave a squeeze, then Maddox pulled back. The loss of his fingers inside her made Teagan’s pussy throb. Fortunately, she wouldn’t have to wait long.
Grinning, Maddox threw himself energetically on the bed beside her. As she turned her body towards him, his hand slid up and over her breast. The fingers that caught at her nipple felt like fire dancing over Teagan’s skin.
He stretched out on his back, his hard cock rising straight up. His free hand dropped to it, giving a measured stroke before curling around the base. “Ride me. Please,” he urged.
Teagan hardly needed to be asked twice. Her pussy was so wet for him. She straddled Maddox’s body easily. Reaching between them, she quickly led his cock to her center, moaning loudly as he entered her. She was so fucking hot for him. His cock was going to make her come, Teagan was very sure.
“Use your fingers,” she told him. “I want to come on your cock.” She needed to come. As Teagan began to ride him fast and hard, she knew it wouldn’t be too difficult. Her muscles tightened around him and Teagan rested her palms against Maddox’s chest, pushing him down against the mattress.
His eyes glinted, cheeks flushing a sweet shade of pink. “I love when you order me around,” he confessed. As instructed, he trailed his fingers down Teagan’s stomach. Her muscles twitched, then clenched more thoroughly as Maddox flicked gently at her clit. He leaned up, his other hand solid against Teagan’s back, pulling her forward.
As soon as she was close enough, Maddox caught one of Teagan’s nipples between his lips. His tongue spiraled over it, the pleasure making Teagan’s toes curl. Maddox’s hips rocked, meeting her thrusts while letting her choose their rhythm. His cheeks hollowed as he sucked, long pulls against her nipple that made Teagan cry out.
She came down on his cock hard, once, twice. By the third time, Teagan could feel her orgasm rising low in her belly. Maddox’s fingers were focused, making her tremble with how good they felt.
“Yes, yes, yes!” she chanted. Her hips rocked forward more. Finally, the pleasure overtook her, making Teagan’s muscles tighten and her nails dig into Maddox’s skin. She rode her orgasm through, enjoying his hard cock. With pleasure still traveling through her, Maddox pulled his fingers back, hands moving down to Teagan’s hips.
She let him drive his hips up higher, his cock fucking into her deeper. “I want you to come,” she told him. “For me. Show me how good I feel!”
His hands tightened their grip, guiding her to meet the increased impact of his thrusts. The strength with which he drove himself off the bed was impressive. Teagan loved watching the desperate pleasure on his face. White, even teeth sank into his lower lip as he chased down his own orgasm.
Finally, she saw the moment that Maddox lost control. His hips snapped up harder as he drove his cock as deep into Teagan’s pussy as it would go. He groaned, long and low, his cum adding to the wetness between Teagan’s legs.
“Fuck,” he breathed. His fingers pressed hard into Teagan’s ass, holding her against him. “Fuck, that was good. You feel amazing.” Flushed red from his exertion, Maddox’s chest rose and fell with every labored breath.
She gave a soft laugh in response. Teagan loved their quickies at the hospital, but this had been excellent. And the night had only just begun! She pulled back to get off Maddox’s softening cock, settling down next to him. “It was good,” Teagan agreed. “You think you’ll be up for more once I feed you some dinner?”
While she definitely had been the most interested in sex, Teagan had also made dinner for them to share. If she wanted more sex, Teagan knew she had to make sure they both had the energy to do more.
Maddox’s soft groan of appreciation could’ve been equal parts for the prospect of more sex or of food. “You think of everything,” he marveled. The praise made Teagan grin, as did the way Maddox rolled onto his side so he could press soft kisses to the upper curves of her breasts.
“Yeah, I think I’ll be up for more,” he agreed. “We don’t both get the same day off that often. I want to make the most of it.” His eyes glittered. “And if you want to give me some more orders, I’ll do my best to do exactly as you say.”
Teagan definitely could do with giving Maddox more orders. Having him offer it so freely thrilled her. “Well, you can start by dishing up,” she told him. “You may put your boxers back on, but nothing else,” she added, getting off the bed. Teagan herself found a thin silk robe that barely covered her ass, giving Maddox a grin over her shoulder.
There was no hesitation in following even such simple orders as Maddox got out of bed. Oh, Teagan was definitely going to enjoy the rest of their night. But first, they were going to enjoy some food.




Curves In Charge

After the fifth time he’d asked, Ariel from work had finally agreed to go out with Cole. The first four times he’d offered a variety of dinner dates, activity-based outings and even just seeing a movie. None of it had appealed to her, seemingly. As a last desperate effort before he gave up, Cole had suggested that she just come around his and do whatever she wanted to him.
That had worked.
Honestly, Cole hadn’t expected Ariel to agree. He’d wanted her for what felt like ages. She’d always seemed unattainable. Even now that she’d agreed, Cole still felt like Ariel was well out of his league.
She was stunning, always wearing a pencil skirt that hugged her hips and ass so well. Unlike a lot of other women in their office, Ariel was bigger. Her breasts often barely fit in the blouses she chose to wear. The first time Cole had met her, his cock had hardened in his pants just at the sight of her.
To think that she was now going to come here, to his house? Fuck.
He’d jacked off at least twice since she’d agreed, imagining what she might say or do. How she might look. Cole was desperate to get his hands on Ariel, to stroke over her luscious curves and suck those big, beautiful tits of hers.
They’d arranged for her to come over on a Saturday evening, which meant that Cole hadn’t seen her since Friday. He’d asked if she wanted him to cook dinner for them. Ariel had told him that first she wanted to take what he’d offered. That was thrilling even if Cole really didn’t know what it meant.
By the time Ariel actually arrived, he had given up on doing anything about the semi-hard state his cock had been in for half of the day. His mouth watered as he opened the door. Ariel looked amazing.
She was wearing a black dress that showed off her ass and massive breasts. It wasn’t too much. They moved lightly every time she took a breath. Her lips were plump, red with lipstick. Cole ran a tongue over his own lips, wanting nothing more than to reach out and touch her. Or maybe to get on his knees and beg her to let him eat her out.
Probably both.
“Hey, please come in,” he settled for instead, letting Ariel in and walking her through to his living room. Her heels clicked against the floor and that, too, was sexy as fuck. “Can I offer you a glass of wine?”
“No.” Ariel answered so quickly, so decidedly. It was the same way she did everything at work, with no hesitation. She always seemed to know exactly what she wanted. Cole wondered if she knew, already, what she was going to do with him.
Ariel walked around the room, trailing her hand along the back of the sofa, almost appraising it. Cole was glad he’d tidied. His entire flat was clean and neat.
He just watched Ariel move, his gaze following her as if he were drawn to her like a magnet. It took Cole a second to realize he should probably say something. He’d been struck dumb, too occupied with appreciating Ariel’s mouth-watering figure.
Before he could find the words, Ariel raised an eyebrow. “Take off your shirt,” she ordered. “Slowly.”
The suddenness of the request surprised Cole. He hesitated only for a very short moment. He would have more than happily had a drink with Ariel, maybe chatted a bit. But Cole would be a liar if he said he wouldn’t have hoped for this to be the endgame. Maybe starting with this was fine, too.
As instructed, Cole took his shirt off slowly. He made sure to turn, to show off the line of muscles. Discarding the shirt to one side, Cole ran a hand over his flat stomach, his tongue darting out to wet his lips.
“What next?” he asked eagerly.
He so badly wanted Ariel to come closer. He wanted to feel her nails against his skin and to be allowed to put his mouth against those beautiful breasts. Instead, she kept her distance. Only her gaze traveled over Cole from head to toe, making his whole body heat up.
Ariel leaned over the back of the sofa, giving Cole a brief glimpse down her top and into her cleavage. Her breasts pressed against each other, like her bra could barely contain them. Cole was so distracted, he almost missed Ariel tossing one of the sofa cushions down at his feet.
“Kneel up on that,” she answered.
The drop to his knees was almost immediate. Cole had never knelt for a woman before, but he certainly knew what it meant. It was something he’d thought about before, wondering what it might feel like. Finding out with Ariel seemed so exciting. His cock hardened even more, especially as Cole glanced up to look at her.
Ariel looked stunning. So composed and so in control. Cole wanted to do anything and everything she wanted. He hoped that it would involve his mouth on her. He desperately wanted her thighs around his head, his tongue exploring her pussy.
As he watched, Ariel gave the smallest of smiles. It made Cole impossibly hotter to think that she might enjoy this. “Very obedient, Cole,” she said, finally closing the distance between them. Cole had to tilt his chin up more, so he could keep looking at her.
She must have seen something in his expression, because she smiled again. “Do you like that, Cole?” she asked. “Do you like it when I tell you that you’ve done well to be so obedient for me?”
Fuck, he really did.
Cole nodded his head to confirm, tongue once again darting over his lips. “It feels good,” he told her truthfully. It made him hard, sure, but it also made him feel good. Like he was achieving. He wanted to please Ariel, to do whatever she wanted. Yeah, Cole also wanted to get off, but that was so far down the list of priorities right now that it was easy to ignore.
“I want to please you,” he admitted. “It... fuck, it feels really good to think that I could do what you want me to. That you’d... would you punish me if I didn’t?” Cole had no plans to resist Ariel’s orders. He had to admit there was also a certain thrill at the thought that she might punish him.
“Of course I would,” Ariel agreed, once again without even the smallest hesitation. “You promised to do what I wanted, that’s why I came. If it turns out you can’t, then I’ll need to punish you for making promises that you couldn’t keep.”
Ariel reached out, brushing her fingers through Cole’s thick hair. She wasn’t gentle. The slight tug against his scalp made Cole’s cock twitch in his pants. Ariel hummed, almost a sound of approval, then pulled her hand away.
“Tell me,” she began. Her hands moved to the zipper of her dress. Cole felt such a rush of desire at the thought of seeing her undress that he almost didn’t follow what she said next. “Have you done this before?” Ariel asked, shimmying her dress down past her magnificent breasts.
Cole was so distracted that he wasn’t even sure what she was asking. “I’ve never slept with anyone from work,” he told her. Ariel gave him a surprised look. Then, suddenly, it was followed by a laugh. She sounded amazing laughing. Pride swelled inside Cole for having made her laugh even if he didn’t quite know how.
Thinking about it, he realized she must mean the submission rather than, well, all the other things. “I’ve followed instructions before,” he said, realizing that that was probably more along the lines of what Ariel had meant. “I’ve never knelt for anyone. I... no one’s ever asked me to before.” Yet it was something Cole definitely liked.
His eyes didn’t leave Ariel as she slowly began to remove her dress. He had to swallow, he wanted to touch her so much.
She smirked, as if she could read his thoughts. “Be patient,” she urged. “Watch, and enjoy watching. That will be enough, until I decide you’re ready for more.” Her confidence made Cole’s whole body ache. He straightened his spine. He wanted to do exactly as she’d said, and she’d said he should watch.
Pushing the dress down, Ariel revealed a matching black bra and panties. Cole could just make out her nipples through the fabric, big and dark. He longed to tease his tongue against them, wanted to hear what noises Ariel might make.
She turned, hips swaying as she walked away. She didn’t go far, bending to place her dress neatly on one of the chairs. Her ass was fabulous. Cole grit his teeth to control the desire to nip at the soft skin.
Finally, she came back, standing right in front of Cole, with one hand cupping the side of his neck. “You may touch me, but you may not get up,” she told him. “And you may not touch your cock, even through your clothes. Do you understand?”
“Yes, yes, I understand,” Cole barely managed to get out. He didn’t care about touching himself, not really. It was so far at the back of his mind that Cole didn’t pay any attention to it. Not when he could touch Ariel instead.
Eagerly, Cole’s hands brushed up her legs. Her skin felt smooth and hot, just like how he’d imagined. He caressed his way up to her hips, mouth watering. Looking up at Ariel, Cole made sure she wasn’t going to stop him as he leaned in to press a kiss against her leg, just below where her panties were. Touching with his mouth was still touching. Cole didn’t think he was breaking any of the rules.
With his hands on her hips, Cole kissed up over the material of her underwear and to her stomach. His tongue teased over the hot skin there. Cole was too low down to reach her breasts properly, to cover them in kisses.
He wondered if that was the point. It could be a test of his obedience, to see if he would follow Ariel’s orders even when he wanted to do so much more. He stroked his hands over Ariel’s thighs.
She shifted, parting her legs to give Cole’s fingers more room. He moaned as his fingertips caressed the lace between her legs. He could feel the heat pouring off her. The thought that he might be making Ariel wet was enough to make Cole’s breath catch in his throat.
Cole’s hand cupped Ariel’s pussy through the lace. She rocked her hips, rubbing ever so slightly against him. “That’s good.” Her voice was far softer and more breathy when she wasn’t giving him a direct order.
She lifted her hands to her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples through the fabric. Cole whimpered, so jealous of what he couldn’t reach to touch. It made Ariel laugh. “If you want to touch more of me, you have to earn it,” she informed him.
The idea that he could do that, that she’d set tasks for him, it made Cole want so much. He gave a nod, fingers still softly teasing over Ariel’s pussy. He wanted to push the material aside, to slide his fingers inside her. His mouth watered at the idea of tasting her. But Cole didn’t want to push his luck, didn’t want to do something that would make Ariel pull back.
“What do you want me to do? I’ll do anything,” Cole promised. He didn’t even care what it was. He was so turned on, so keen to kiss her, that he would. The idea of following Ariel’s order just made his cock harder.
Ariel pushed his hand away and Cole felt his stomach drop. He was about to ask what he’d done wrong, and how he could fix it. Then Ariel hooked her fingers in the waistband of her panties. She pushed them down her thick thighs, letting them fall to the floor and then kicking them away across Cole’s living room floor.
“Touch me,” she ordered. She’d barely finished the word before Cole’s hands were back against her hips, pressing into the curve of her ass. “Touch me only with your mouth,” she clarified. “Make me want your fingers inside me.”
Cole ran his tongue over his lips, wetting them in anticipation. Fuck, he really wanted her to let him press his fingers inside her. He wanted to show Ariel that he could tease her enough for her to demand he do just that.
He moved his hands behind him, clutching them hard. Touching her more with his hands would’ve been great, but Cole loved a challenge. He lowered his mouth against Ariel’s leg, tongue licking upwards over it.
With her standing above him, the angle wasn’t quite right for Cole to easily slide his tongue between her legs, but he still managed. The soft moan that fell from Ariel’s lips, almost as if she was surprised by how good it felt, made him grin. It was encouraging. Cole wanted to hear her make more sounds like that.
If he looked up, he could see her breasts rising and falling with every breath. Cole wanted to make Ariel gasp, wanted to know he was the reason that her breathing had to speed up. He pushed further forward, his cheek pressing against Ariel’s thigh as he worked his tongue as close to her clit as he could reach.
Ariel moaned again, one hand coming up to tangle in Cole’s hair. She tugged his face forward. Cole lapped harder and faster, until he could feel her thighs trembling. Then, he slowed, his tongue moving over her pussy in long, careful strokes. As he’d hoped, it made Ariel whine a little at the loss of his attention against her clit.
“Lie down,” Ariel ordered. She did sound a little breathless. Cole grinned up at her, his lips already covered in her wetness.
Cole hadn’t expected that, but he also had absolutely no objections. He desperately wanted to see what Ariel would do next. Moving off the cushion he was on, Cole pushed it aside so he could lie down on his back. His heart felt like it was in his throat and his cock was so hard. The material of his pants felt restrictive but Cole didn’t complain.
No, instead, he lay down just like Ariel had ordered him to. He wet his lips, resting against his arms so he could lean up and look at Ariel. She was so hot, still in her bra and heels but nothing else. Fuck, Cole wanted to have his mouth on her so badly.
After walking closer, Ariel stepped one leg over Cole’s exposed chest. It made her look even more powerful, towering over him. Powerful, but so far away. Cole wanted to beg her to let him stand. Before he could get the words out, Ariel had knelt down over him. It gave him a much better angle, his head between Ariel’s beautifully soft thighs.
“I want you to make me come, Cole,” Ariel demanded. Her fingers tangled in his hair, lifting his head so that his face pressed against her pussy. Cole had absolutely no objections, his tongue darting out for another taste of her even before she’d given any further instructions.
“You can use your hands,” Ariel added, giving a soft sigh as she settled her weight comfortably.
Cole’s hands came up to stroke over Ariel’s ass, settling there for now as he parted his lips to lick against her pussy. She was wet and it made him moan, knowing that it was for him. His tongue lapped against Ariel, teasingly pressing harder and harder until the sounds she made were so loud. Then Cole switched, sliding one of his hands over her sides and between her legs.
He easily slid a finger inside her, groaning at how hot she felt. He could hardly wait to have his cock filling her pussy. For now, Cole wanted to focus on making Ariel come, just like how she’d told him to. His tongue moved to lick over her clit, circling around it teasingly.
Pushing another finger inside Ariel’s wet pussy, Cole began to move them in and out, matching the speed of Ariel’s moans.
The hand in his hair tightened, sending shudders of pleasure down Cole’s spine. “Yes, Cole! Fuck. Yes, that’s so good. You’re doing so well,” Ariel praised. Her hips rocked in rhythm with his fingers, taking them deeper. Cole thrust harder and faster. If Ariel could still form full sentences, he wasn’t making her feel good enough.
He felt a flush of pride when Ariel was reduced to demands of ‘faster’, ‘harder’. She cried out, the words ‘good’ and ‘well’ falling from her lips over and over again. He could feel her muscles clinging to his fingers, tightening around him at every thrust.
Ariel only seemed to get wetter and wetter. Cole fluttered his tongue over her clit, cleaning her up as well as he could. She screamed, tugging hard at Cole’s hair and pulling him against her soaking pussy.
Her thighs trembled as her orgasm crashed over her. She threw her head back to moan. Her breasts heaved behind the thin fabric of her bra.
Cole so desperately wanted his mouth on those, too. For now, he was more than happy with his mouth against Ariel’s pussy and his fingers inside her. He didn’t stop moving them, the tip of his tongue licking over Ariel’s clit until she pulled his head away. She looked gorgeous above him. Cole felt like he could lie there all day, just eating her out. Fuck, he wanted to make her scream more, to demand that he please her more.
The hand Cole had on Ariel’s ass gave it a squeeze but he didn’t return his mouth to her clit, no matter how much he wanted to. Instead, Cole slid his fingers out of her pussy, bringing them up to his mouth so he could lick the taste of her off them.
Ariel smiled as she watched, slowly getting her breath back. Her entire body seemed more relaxed, like her muscles were looser. It made Cole feel a warmth spreading through him. He had done that. He had made Ariel feel good, just like she’d asked.
“You did very well,” Ariel praised, running her fingers more softly through Cole’s hair. “Well enough to earn a small reward.” Cole’s cock twitched. Ariel smirked, as if she could feel it, though Cole knew she couldn’t possibly.
Shifting to lean against the couch, with her legs curled under her, Ariel gestured for Cole to stand.
“Take off the rest of your clothes,” she ordered.
Cole had no idea if that was the reward, but his cock was definitely excited at the idea of being free. Like with his shirt, Cole took his time, wanting Ariel to enjoy watching him. He slid the pants off slowly, pausing to show Ariel just how hard his cock was under the material of his boxers.
Once the pants were off, Cole returned to slide his underwear down his legs. His cock sprang free. Cole couldn’t help the moan that escaped him. He watched Ariel watching him. He knew his cock was impressive. Thick and fairly long. He’d certainly never had any complaints. He wanted to show Ariel just how well he knew how to use it.
Standing fully naked in front of her, Cole ran a hand over his stomach - but didn’t even attempt to touch his cock. “What do you want me to do next?”
Ariel rose gracefully to her feet, taking a step towards Cole in almost the same movement. Her body pressed against his, Cole’s cock pressing into the soft skin of her thigh. Before Cole could moan, Ariel kissed him. It was a demanding kiss, unlike any Cole had ever experienced. Her tongue swept into his mouth. She caught his lip between her teeth and bit down hard. The bright flash of pain made Cole feel almost dizzy. He wanted to throw his arms around Ariel, but she hadn’t said he could.
When Ariel pulled back, her lips were red from the kiss. Cole was sure he looked just as disheveled. Ariel turned, sweeping her hair over her shoulder to present Cole with her back and ass. He yearned to run his fingers all over her skin, squeeze the soft flesh and hear the sounds she would make.
“You can take my bra off,” Ariel said, snapping Cole out of his reverie. “That’s your reward.”
“Fuck, yes,” Cole moaned, hands already reaching up to the clasp. He was careful in undoing the bra, pressing a kiss against Ariel’s shoulder before he slid one of the straps off it. He repeated the motion with the other one. Finally, Cole slipped the straps fully over Ariel’s arms, letting her pull the last bit of the material off and remove the bra.
When she turned around, Cole’s mouth watered and his breath caught in his throat. Fuck, she was stunning. Her breasts were huge and everything Cole had imagined. “Can I?” he asked, licking his lips. “Can I put my mouth on them?”
Ariel smirked, clearly pleased by Cole’s display of desire. She brought a hand up to one breast, teasing the nipple until it hardened. Pinching it between two fingers, she gave it a tug, her whole body seeming to shudder in response.
“Will you make it feel good?” she asked. “Will you follow my instructions when I say I want it harder, or softer, or faster?” They were easy questions to answer. Cole nodded eagerly, not quite trusting himself to speak.
Ariel pursed her lips, seeming to consider him for a moment. Finally, she came to a decision. “You may put your mouth on them,” she confirmed. “But not here. Show me the bedroom.”
“Yeah, yeah, of course,” Cole said. He almost tripped over his own feet in order to get out of the room and show Ariel where the bedroom was. He’d put on clean sheets and everything. His hard cock bounced as he led them down the hall.
Once there, Cole paused, letting Ariel decide where she wanted him and how she wanted him. He was so keen to follow whatever orders she gave him, especially if it meant he got to suck on those beautiful nipples.
She moved around the bed, plumping the pillows before she took a seat. The way she made herself comfortable, as if she owned the room and everything in it, made Cole lick his lips eagerly. She knelt up, legs spread and back supported by pillows. Her breasts jiggled softly with every breath. The sight of her wet pussy was enough to make Cole’s balls ache with desire.
Finally settled, Ariel beckoned him with one raised hand. “Come,” she urged. “Show me how much you appreciate my breasts. I’ve seen you staring at them at work.” She smirked. Cole could feel his face flushing. She wasn’t wrong. He had tried not to ogle, but he hadn’t always been successful.
“They’re just so stunning,” he commented. “You’re just so stunning.” Especially now that she was naked in his bed. Fuck, Cole could hardly control himself. He crawled onto the bed, looking up at Ariel as he lowered his mouth down to her breasts. At first, Cole was careful, licking over one of Ariel’s nipples and then moving to wet the other before he returned.
Ariel gave a soft moan at that. Cole was so keen to hear what else she’d sound like, how much louder she would get. He’d already made her come. He wanted to do it over and over again. Finally, Cole captured one of Ariel’s nipples in his mouth, sucking hard against it.
Ariel’s moan rose in volume, until it was nearly a wail. Cole almost drew back, but Ariel cradled the back of his head, holding him close. “Don’t stop,” she ordered. “Fuck, that feels good, don’t you dare stop.” Cole watched as her free hand moved to her other breast. He gave a whine, which vibrated against her nipple. Cole wanted to be the one to touch Ariel, the one to give her pleasure.
Clearly, Ariel guessed what he was thinking, because she laughed. “Okay,” she allowed. “Use your hands on my other breast, Cole. Pinch my nipple hard, so that it hurts, then use your tongue to make it all feel better.”
Her hand moved to Cole’s chest, fingers brushing experimentally across his own flat nipple.
He gave another groan, muffled against Ariel’s breast. Bringing his other hand up, he cupped Ariel’s tit, fingers cleverly finding her nipple. At first, Cole teased it between his fingers. He pressed, but not so hard that it’d hurt. Then, he increased the pressure until her nipple was trapped between his fingers. Finally, Cole tugged on it, while at the same time sucking hard against the nipple in his mouth.
Just as he’d hoped, it made Ariel cry out loudly. Her fingers tightened in his hair and Cole pulled back from her nipple so he could move onto the other.
He sucked the sore flesh softly between his lips, running his tongue over it in soothing swipes. The noise Ariel made went straight to Cole’s cock. It was half a sigh and half a moan, and one hundred percent erotic.
“Now pinch the other one,” Ariel instructed. Cole’s hand moved, brushing across the underside of Ariel’s breast before he found her nipple, still wet from his mouth. Again, he teased it first, letting his nails graze against it. Ariel shivered, arching her back to push her breasts forward.
Cole felt almost overwhelmed. With his mouth still teasing one nipple, Ariel’s breasts were all that he could see, all that he could feel.
“Oh!” Ariel cried out, as Cole tugged against her nipple just as he had done before. “Fuck, yes, that feels good.” Her hand disappeared between her thighs. Cole could hear the sound of her sliding a finger into her wet pussy.
She brought her hand up, rubbing her fingers against her nipple. “Come here, see if you can taste me,” Ariel ordered.
The whole act was so hot. Cole desperately moved to the nipple in question. He moaned as the taste of Ariel hit his tongue. He sucked hard, just like how she wanted him to, pinching at the other nipple. Ariel’s breath caught and she gave another sharp cry of pleasure. Cole felt like he could do this all day, just suck her breasts, make her give those delicious noises.
Pulling back, Cole gave Ariel a look that he was certain was clouded with want. “Can I make you come again? Please?” he asked, his fingers still teasing Ariel’s nipple.
Ariel seemed to have trouble focusing. Thinking that he had done that made Cole’s cock twitch. He still didn’t touch it. He was so much more interested in Ariel’s pleasure. He could feel the heat that radiated from her skin as he pressed himself as much against her as he dared.
“Well, you did ask very nicely,” Ariel finally mused. She pulled Cole’s head back, leaning down to nip against his earlobe with her teeth. “I want you to keep sucking my nipples while you finger me,” she instructed. There was no shyness to the way she simply demanded that Cole do as she wished. Cole loved that. It was exactly what he’d hoped from Ariel coming over.
“If you can bring me close coming and stop without me telling you, I’ll let you fuck me,” Ariel whispered, her breath warm against Cole’s ear.
“Yeah, yes, I’ll try,” Cole promised with a nod. Fuck, that sounded amazing, to keep his mouth on Ariel’s breasts and have his fingers inside her. He wanted to fuck her, he wanted to earn being allowed to fuck her.
His mouth returned to Ariel’s nipple, sucking it just like he had before. Soft at first and then teasing the tip of it between his teeth so he could tug on it. When Ariel moaned in response, Cole slid his hand between her legs, fingers sliding inside that wetness. He groaned against her breast at how good it felt. He could imagine how amazing his cock would feel in her.
Slowly but steadily, Cole began to work his fingers in and out of Ariel’s pussy, his mouth suckling against her nipple. He was careful to listen to her moans, to listen as she approached her orgasm but slow down every time she got too close.
By the third time he’d let Ariel down from that sweet edge, her screams of pleasure were loud enough to echo all around them. She thrust her breasts forward, giving Cole specific instructions to go faster or softer, whatever she wanted. Cole gave it his all, until he could feel sweat prickling along his neck. His wrist ached. His lips and tongue tingled from how hard they’d worked, but Cole wouldn’t change a second of it.
“Fuck, yes!” Ariel cried out, this time pushing Cole’s head away from her breast. He whined, then looked up to meet her eyes. She must have seen the hope in his expression. Leaning forward, Ariel pressed her lips against his, rewarding him with a soft kiss. It lasted long enough for Cole’s lungs to burn, then Ariel finally pulled back.
She pulled his hand from between her legs, lifting it to his mouth. “Suck the taste of me off your fingers,” she ordered.
Cole brought his hand up to his mouth straight away, sucking his fingers. She tasted great. Cole’s only regret was that she hadn’t allowed him to make her come. But Ariel had said that if he achieved her instructions then he could fuck her. The idea mixed with the taste of made Cole moan.
Once his fingers were clean, he looked up at Ariel again. “Can I kiss you?” he asked, not wanting to do anything she didn’t want him to, but at the same time really wanting to kiss her.
Ariel smiled. “Such a good boy,” she praised. Cole was sure his eyes widened, the praise sent such a strong jolt of pleasure through him. It felt physical, like Ariel’s hot mouth against a particularly sensitive spot, only better.
“You’re learning very well,” she continued. “Asking for permission is good. Very good.” She ran her hand through his hair, nails grazing lightly against Cole’s scalp. “You may kiss me,” she agreed. She didn’t move, leaving it up to Cole exactly how he wanted to kiss her.
The answer to that was - hard.
He smashed his lips against her, licking his way into her mouth. Ariel responded eagerly, especially when one of Cole’s hands returned to her breast, fingers teasing against her nipple. He pressed his body into hers, groaning when his cock rubbed against Ariel’s leg.
Cole poured all of his want and need into the kiss, grinning when Ariel gave another moan as he pinched her nipple.
She pulled him closer, her hands sliding down to his ass and giving it a firm squeeze. Cole moaned into her mouth. He loved that even when Ariel had let him initiate, she still took charge in other ways. She spread her legs, making room for him between them, and Cole could feel the heat that poured from her.
Pulling back, Ariel’s lips were red from the kiss, making her look even more stunning. “Do you want to fuck me, Cole?” Ariel asked, her hand sliding between them. Her fingers wrapped around his cock. Cole honestly couldn’t speak for a second. It felt so good, he had to bite his lip. The pain kept him from coming just at that one touch.
“God, more than anything,” Cole breathed. He rocked forward into Ariel’s hand. She felt so good and Cole wasn’t even in her yet. His fingers kept playing with Ariel’s nipple, enjoying how every so often it made her give a soft moan. “I want to fuck you and suck your tits while I do,” he told her with a groan.
Ariel’s fingers tightened, dragging another moan from Cole. “You have been very good,” she praised. It made Cole feel warm. Even when Ariel pulled away, the feeling lingered like a physical touch. Cole watched as Ariel made herself comfortable once more against his bed. He knew he’d think about her every time he slept here now. He wondered if that had been part of her plan.
“Come,” Ariel urged, one hand moving to Cole’s hip to tug him into position between her legs. She grasped his cock more gently, leading it to the heat between her legs. Cole moaned, even the first brush sending sparks skittering over his skin.
“Fuck me slowly, at first,” Ariel demanded. “I’ll tell you when to speed up.”
It was a good thing she wanted it slow. Cole had to stop altogether once he was inside her, just so he could stop himself from feeling overwhelmed. Ariel’s pussy was so hot and so wet, tight around his cock. When Cole began to move, loud groans fell from his lips. Going slow was a challenge but Cole wanted to do just as Ariel told him. He wanted to preserve this for as long as he could, to memorize every sound she made.
“Fuck, you feel so good,” he moaned. “Please, can I fuck you harder? I want to see your tits bounce.” The words made him groan because of how much he wanted it. Cole wanted to see them bounce and then capture Ariel’s nipples with his mouth, suckle against them as he fucked her harder and harder.
Ariel gave a throaty chuckle as her hands moved slowly over Cole’s body. It made his heart race. He wanted to make her laugh again and again. He wanted to make her moan, to be allowed to keep saying and doing things that she liked. Anything she liked!
“You can,” Ariel allowed. One of her hands moved to Cole’s ass, tugging so that she urged him to do exactly as he’d asked. She pulled him into her, giving a soft moan. Her tits did bounce, making Cole’s breath catch in his throat. They were so big and round, so fucking perfect that Cole could hardly believe he was allowed to touch them.
He lowered his mouth, catching one of Ariel’s nipples between his lips. Cole sucked hard to make her cry out, groaning at how good it felt. He began to fuck into her harder, gasps falling form Ariel’s lips as he did so. At the same time, Cole’s tongue swirled around her nipple, sucking every so often. His reward was Ariel’s body pushing against his more as he fucked her harder.
Cole moved onto her other breast, giving as much attention to her nipple. This time,, he bit it lightly and Ariel wailed. It made Cole’s cock slam into her even harder, she felt so good. So fucking wet and so loud. Cole loved how every time he pounded into Ariel, she screamed louder and louder. It made him suck against her nipple even more, giving it another sharp bite.
Ariel lifted her legs, wrapping them around Cole’s waist as he slammed his hips against her big round ass. The feel of her thighs squeezing him from both sides made Cole moan. The new angle let him plunge even deeper into her, filling her up with every slow stroke.
“Faster,” Ariel demanded, her body rocking under his. “Fuck me faster, Cole.” He was was only too happy to obey, pulling his hips back so he could thrust just as hard, but much faster. Ariel’s hands clutched at him. As Cole pushed forward he could feel her breasts rising and falling with every breath.
Ariel tipped her head back, a long moan pouring from her throat. “Yes!” she screamed. “Yes, that’s so good. Don’t stop!”
Cole had no intention of stopping. He did pull his mouth back so he could groan as he fucked into Ariel harder. He leaned down to kiss her, to swallow the moans she gave before pressing his mouth against her neck. Cole’s hands moved to Ariel’s sides so he could hold on as he fucked her harder and harder, the bed shaking under them.
“Fuck, yes.” He groaned, wanting nothing more than to feel her come from him fucking her. He slammed into her faster and faster, a trail of sweat against his backbone. Ariel’s screams increased, encouraging Cole until he could finally feel the way her pussy tightened around his cock.
Her whole body shook as her orgasm swept through her. Her breasts jiggled enticingly, her thighs trembling around Cole’s waist. It seemed to go on and on. Cole just kept fucking her, not wanting to stop until she told him it was too much. She urged him on, her body rising to meet his. She slowed, her breath loud and harsh against Cole’s ear.
Finally, one of her hands returned to Cole’s hair. Her fingers wound through the strands, tugging just enough that he could feel the slight sting of pain every time their bodies rocked together. “Come for me,” she ordered. “Come in me, fill me up.”
“Yeah! Fuck! Ariel!” Was all Cole managed to grunt as he slammed his hips forward, coming hard. Everything went white around him. Everything but Ariel’s hot pussy and amazing body under him disappeared from the world. Cole plunged forward, his hot cum spilling into Ariel until he felt spent.
Finally, Cole pulled back, moving off her so he could collapse next to her. She looked fucking amazing, fucked out like this, her beautiful breasts on display. Cole wanted to put his mouth on them again, once he regained his breath.
“That was fantastic,” he told her. “I’d love to make you come again. And again.” And again.
Ariel seemed to consider that. She ran her fingers slowly over her breast, skirting around her nipple and giving a soft sigh of pleasure. “I would like to see you again,” she decided. It made Cole’s heart give an excited lurch. He hadn’t known whether this would be a one-time thing. The idea that he’d pleased Ariel enough that she would want to come back was thrilling.
“There are still many different things I could do to you,” Ariel said, running her tongue over her lower lip as if she could taste the other things she wanted to do. “Would you like that?” she asked. “Would you make me the same offer again, to come over and do whatever I like to you?”
“Yeah, fuck yes, I would. This was amazing. You’re welcome over any time,” Cole promised easily. He wanted to see what else Ariel wanted him to do, what else she’d make him do. As long as he got his mouth on her and was allowed to make her scream in pleasure? Cole was more than willing to do anything she wanted.
Reaching out, he slid a hand over Ariel’s stomach and up to her other breast, fingers light against her nipple. “I’d love to make you come some more tonight, too,” he pointed out. “You think you’d be up for me to go down on you again?” Cole asked with a grin.
Ariel smiled back, a smirk that was almost enough to make Cole’s cock stiffen all over again. “Yes,” she confirmed, “I think I would be up for that.” Cole leaned into the hand she settled on his arm, pressing a kiss to the underside of her breast as he prepared to lick his way down her body.
She chuckled. “Be patient, Cole,” she ordered. “First, bring me that glass of wine you offered earlier.  I need to rehydrate before we go again.”
“Of course,” he nodded, ready to get up. But then Cole glanced at Ariel and his mouth watered. Fuck she really did look good and he couldn’t stop himself from leaning down to catch her nipple in his mouth, sucking hard enough to make her scream before he pulled back. “I’m going to make you come so fucking hard,” he promised before finally getting up.
Cole could hardly wait to go down on her as soon as Ariel told him he could again. Or better yet - demanded he did.
He was going to get hard every time he saw her at work from now on, he was sure.




Used at the Reunion

This school reunion was going to be epic. It was twenty years since Marlon had graduated. He could hardly believe it. There were a few friends from back then that Marlon was still in touch with. They had been the ones who had convinced Marlon to come.
It will be fun, Adam had promised. Marlon had decided to jump right on that bandwagon. He was truly looking forward to hanging out with his old high school crew. If, maybe, he could also show off about how well he was doing for himself, then so what? Marlon was proud of how much he’d achieved in the past two decades.
And then there was seeing everyone else! Apart from the few friends he was still in touch with, Marlon hadn’t even thought about the people he’d gone to school with. Now, as his gaze kept traveling across the room and settling on Valerie Burke’s tight dress, he felt like maybe he should’ve done.
Valerie had always been pretty. She’d sat next to Marlon in English and made some fucking awesome notes. That was as much as Marlon knew about Valerie. Well, that and the fact that the black dress she wore hugged her in all the right places. It struck Marlon that there was no reason for him not to approach Valerie. At worst she’d be disinterested or married. At best, well...
“So, twenty years on, do you still keep immaculate notes?” Marlon asked when he approached, giving Valerie a wide smile when she turned around. “I sat next to you in Ms. McGrath’s English,” he offered, not expecting Valerie to remember him, it had been twenty years. And Marlon had been a lot less attractive back then.
Valerie pursed her lips, drawing Marlon’s attention to just how full and plump they were. The way she darted her tongue out made Marlon hot under the collar. It was as if she wanted him to imagine all the uses she could put that mouth to. Those sinful thoughts might be more exciting than discussing high school memories.
“I do,” she answered. It took Marlon a moment to remember that he’d asked her a question. “Of course, these days they’re all on a tablet. There’s slightly less call for brightly-colored gel pens.” That made Marlon chuckle. He would never have admitted it at the time, but he’d appreciated Valerie’s cheerful color-coding.
Marlon couldn’t help but watch as Valerie slid a manicured hand down her side. “What about you?” she asked. “Do you still maintain that reading The Catcher in the Rye was a waste of time?”
The question startled a laugh from Marlon. He hadn’t expected Valerie to remember him. Maybe that was unfair. After all, he remembered her. Then again, Marlon felt that was easier. Valerie was so attractive.
“I might have come around to it a bit more in the past twenty years,” Marlon answered, shaking his head. As an adult, he could see why The Catcher in the Rye was such a highly-recognized book. “I’d like to hope I’m more cultured now,” he added a little teasingly.
“So what do you do now, Valerie?” Marlon asked. “You look amazing, by the way,” he added, absolutely unashamed to admit that he found her attractive, both then and now. Not that he’d told her as much back then. Maybe that had been a mistake.
Valerie glanced down, as if Marlon’s comment prompted her to remember and admire her own curves. She smiled, her hand brushing over the satiny fabric. “I design sets for theatre productions,” she answered. “Usually tours. I’ve gotten very good at learning how to get the absolute maximum use out of the space in a single truck.” It wasn’t at all the answer Marlon had expected. Valerie practically glowed with enthusiasm.
She seemed to catch herself before she carried on. “Do you like your job? Whatever it is that you’re doing now.” It struck Marlon what a specific question it was. Not just what he did, but whether he liked it.
Marlon sensed that he could easily chat with Valerie for the whole evening if she let him. And maybe she would. And maybe, after the evening was over, Valerie might let Marlon do more than that.
“I’m an engineer,” Marlon said. “And yeah, I do enjoy it,” he added with a smile. “Are you enjoying the reunion?” Marlon asked. He couldn’t recall if Valerie had had many friends back in high school. She might’ve been like him - a few close friends and nothing much more. It had been twenty years. There was no saying if she was still friends with them.
He hoped that maybe she wasn’t enjoying herself. That way, he could suggest they take this elsewhere. On the other hand, Marlon was enjoying himself and he’d still be up for leaving with Valerie if she even half-suggested it.
Valerie’s eyes glittered. She shrugged one shoulder, the movement making her breasts bounce appealingly. “I’ve caught up with the friends I wanted to catch up with,” she answered. “And I’ve shown off what I came to show off.” She waved a hand down her body, the movement and the words catching Marlon by surprise. They were very honest. Marlon, too, had come to show off how he’d changed since high school. He might not have put it as bluntly.
“Is there anything else you want from this evening?” Valerie asked. Her smirk made the hairs stand up on the nape of Marlon’s neck. “Maybe something you wouldn’t have known you wanted back in Ms. McGrath’s English class?”
Marlon’s tongue wetted his lips as he looked at Valerie. She was so stunning! Her confidence, too, was really very attractive. If Marlon was reading her words right, that was definitely a proposition. One that he was eager to accept. Marlon had expected this to be harder. He was not going to object.
“Oh, I knew I wanted you even in Ms. McGrath’s English class,” he told Valerie bluntly. It was true. Valerie had been one of Marlon’s biggest high school crushes back then. Giving her a grin, Marlon reached out to brush his hand over Valerie’s bare arm. It was a light gesture. She could have pushed his hand away if she wanted to. But she didn’t.
“Are you staying at the hotel here?” Marlon asked. He had one of the rooms booked and would be more than happy to show it to Valerie.
She nodded. Marlon was about to suggest that they could leave together when Valerie stepped in. “We should go to my room,” she announced. “Give me twenty minutes to say goodbye to my friends, then meet me on the fifth floor.”
Leaning in, Valerie pressed a kiss against Marlon’s cheek. To anyone watching, it would have looked casual. Marlon could feel the way her breasts pressed warm against his side. “Don’t be late,” Valerie added, whispering the words into Marlon’s ear. Her breath made him shiver, heat pooling low in his stomach.
Marlon had absolutely no intention of being late. Like Valerie, he needed to let his friends know he was going. The temptation to tell them that he was going with someone was strong. But... Marlon was almost forty. He didn’t need to boast about his conquests. Instead, he told his friends that he was going to bail a bit early so he could just relax. They laughed but let him go without an objection.
As Marlon made his way to the fifth floor, the excitement tightened the muscles in his stomach. Valerie was so fucking stunning! Marlon couldn’t ever have imagined that he’d be here. Waiting near the elevator, hoping that its next ding would announce Valerie’s arrival so she could take them to her room. Her room!
“Right, don’t mess this up,” Marlon muttered to himself, just as the elevator opened. It was Valerie, looking just as stunning as she had been twenty minutes earlier.
“I do feel a little bit like a teenager again,” Marlon admitted with a soft laugh.
Valerie raised an eyebrow at him. “I certainly hope that’s not an indication of how long you’re going to last.” Her chuckle was warm, not mocking. She was including Marlon in the joke rather than making it at his expense. She stepped toward him, so close that he could smell her perfume and feel the heat that radiated off her skin.
When she caught his mouth against hers, it was with a blistering heat. Her tongue swept between Marlon’s lips. All he could do was let her, trying not to moan right here in the corridor!
Just as Marlon was about to bring his hands up to Valerie’s hips, she pulled back. “You don’t kiss like a teenager,” she decided. The heat that unfurled in Marlon’s chest at the words was startling. Valerie noted it in his expression. The corners of her lips tilted into a smirk. “Come.” She walked off down the corridor, leaving Marlon in her wake.
With every word that fell from Valerie’s lips, Marlon found her sexier and sexier. She was so confident. It was the sort of confidence that only came from a woman who knew precisely what she wanted. Some men might find it intimidating. Marlon found it only arousing. His cock was already half-hard. And she hadn’t done more than kiss him! Well, kiss him and order him around. That was a bit of a weakness for Marlon.
He followed her into her room, both wanting to push her up against the door and equally willing to drop to his knees. He wanted to see what she’d instruct him to do. In the end, Marlon did neither. He waited for what Valerie would say or do next. That seemed like the best approach.
She didn’t hesitate. Valerie’s body was against his almost before Marlon could pause for breath. Her breasts rubbed against his chest. And then she pushed. Marlon’s back hit the door, the breath leaving his body in a low moan. Valerie slid one hand into his hair, tugging hard enough to hurt. She crashed Marlon’s mouth down onto her own, licking fervently against his tongue.
When Marlon tried to reach for her, Valerie pulled away. “Did I say that you could touch me?” Her gaze was sharp enough to pin Marlon to the door.
The tone of her question made Marlon’s cock ache with desire. He shook his head. No, she had not given him permission. The fact that she wanted him to ask for it was thrilling. “Please?” Marlon asked. “You look so great. I want to feel those beautiful curves,” he begged. Marlon wanted to touch her so desperately. But he also wanted her to make him work for it.
Despite how much he wanted to, Marlon didn’t reach out to touch Valerie. Instead, his palms pressed flat against the door, body thrusting forward. He wanted Valerie to decide how he touched her, if he was allowed to touch her.
“I want to work for it,” he decided to tell her. “Let me earn touching you?”
A smile curved Valerie’s lips, making Marlon glow with approval. He wanted to please her. He would do anything, if only she would tell him what. “You’re very willing,” she praised. “That’s good.” Her gaze drifted around the room. Marlon could hear her thoughts turning over, coming up with a plan for what he could do to merit the right to touch her.
“How do you feel about pain?” Valerie asked, licking her lips. “If I said that you could earn the right to touch me by letting me spank you, would you agree?” Her dark eyebrow arched over her eye as she waited for Marlon to answer.
“Yes,” Marlon answered without so much as a pause. A light blush spread across his cheeks. Perhaps his response was too eager. Having someone like Valerie spank him sounded amazing. Marlon couldn’t help but wonder how hard she’d do it, how much she’d push him. “I like some pain,” he added, fairly. “Not so much it’d draw blood, but... I don’t mind some marks.”
Marlon had played with pain before. He knew his hard limits well. Drawing blood was definitely not something he enjoyed. Up until that point? Marlon had a lot fewer reservations about that.
Valerie’s gaze moved slowly over Marlon’s body. His cock hardened further. Her appreciation was like a physical touch. She let him squirm against the door for a moment, then gave a single nod. “I will close the drapes,” she informed him. “Then you will strip for me. Starting with your shoes and working up.”
She moved to fit the actions to the words, tugging the drapes closed across the window. It made the hotel room feel more intimate. “I don’t have any of my gags with me,” she observed. Just knowing that she had gags was enough to make Marlon pant with desire. “Can you be quiet?” she asked, then smirked. “Relatively quiet. I want to hear you. I just don’t want anyone complaining to management. Can you manage that?”
Marlon was already leaning down to undo his shoes, kicking them off. His socks quickly followed. “I’ll be as loud or as quiet as you want me to be,” he promised, standing back up. Marlon’s hands were quick to undo his pants, pushing them down. She had said to work up. After a small pause, Marlon pushed his boxers off. His hard cock sprang free. Marlon paid it no attention. Instead, he focused on shrugging his jacket off.
There wasn’t any rush to his actions. But Marlon didn’t take too much time either. Hanging his jacket on the back of a chair, Marlon’s fingers then worked open the buttons of his shirt. He enjoyed how appreciative Valerie looked. The twenty years since high school had been very good to Marlon. He wanted her to like what she saw.
Finally, he stood in front of her fully naked. She hadn’t told him to help her with her clothes. Not yet, at least. This was already so fucking hot. Marlon enjoyed being so exposed in front of Valerie. He was there for her judgment and to do whatever she wanted.
She walked around him, her fingers trailing like fire across Marlon’s taut stomach. He flexed, enjoying the soft sound of approval that passed her lips. When she moved behind him, Valerie swatted lightly at Marlon’s ass. “You’re a very handsome man, Marlon,” she praised, giving him a light push in the small of his back. “Go and kneel on the bed for me.”
Marlon didn’t hesitate to climb onto the mattress, getting himself comfortably on his hands and knees. Valerie waited until he was settled. “You may watch,” she allowed. When Marlon glanced over his shoulder, she ran a hand down the front of her dress, teasing at her breasts in a way that made Marlon’s mouth water. She toed off her shoes, rolling her stockings slowly down her legs before she padded across the carpet.
Her fingers caressed Marlon’s ass, making his skin feel twice as sensitive. When the first blow came, it was with the loud smack of Valerie’s open palm hitting Marlon full on one cheek. He moaned, not so loudly that it would be heard through the thick walls.
“Tell me how you want to touch me,” Valerie ordered.
Marlon had to swallow another moan before he could manage to answer. It was already hard to focus. Valerie had barely spanked his ass yet! He wanted her to do it more, to do it harder. Earning the right to touch her this way would be so great. Marlon tried to find an answer about how he wanted to touch her.
“I want to take your dress off,” he answered. That bit was easy. He wanted to see Valerie before he even got as far as touching her. “I want to run my hands up over your legs and the curves of your hips. Fuck, your ass looks so great in that dress, I’d love to run my mouth over it. Tease my tongue between your cheeks.”
It’d make her moan. Marlon would love that. He’d tease her, but only as much as Valerie wanted and allowed. “I want to suck your nipples, take turns at teasing them between my teeth and seeing how sensitive they are.” As he said it, another slap landed against his ass. Marlon had to bite his lower lip not to cry out too loudly.
“God, Valerie. I want to worship your body and make you scream.” He wanted that so badly.
Valerie’s hand connected with his ass, a loud slap ringing out across the room. It was so much harder than her first blows had been. Marlon wanted to believe it was a reward, that Valerie was enjoying his answers enough to want to make him feel it. The pain radiated through him, impossible to ignore. Marlon’s cock throbbed with desperation.
He didn’t ask Valerie to stop. She rained another three blows across his ass. Marlon could feel the outline of her hand, hot and raw, pain blossoming from the sensitive skin. She layered the impact with an expert hand, surprising Marlon with a moan of her own.
“Do you want to fuck me?” Valerie asked. “Do you want to earn the right to put your cock in me?”
“Fuck, yes!” Marlon nodded eagerly. If Valerie didn’t let him fuck her but only allowed him to use his mouth or his hands, that was fine. Marlon wanted to hear her come. Her pleasure came first. But if she wanted to fuck him, then God, of course he wanted that, too. “I want whatever you want,” Marlon promised. At the moment, it seemed like what Valerie wanted was to hear Marlon talk.
He could oblige that. “If you want me to, I’d love to fuck you. I’m so hard for you already. Imagining how great you’d feel around me... Fuck! I can barely even think straight.” The spanking played a role in that, too. Marlon’s focus was all over the place. The sharpness of the pain mixed together with how aroused he felt.
Valerie paused, giving Marlon time to really feel the sting that settled where she’d hit him. His ass burned like it was on fire. The pain only made Marlon’s cock harder. He balled his fists into the bedsheets, rocking back to try to encourage Valerie to keep going.
Instead, she ran her fingers down from Marlon’s hip, over his stomach, then wrapped them around his cock. “You’ve been very good,” she praised, stroking slowly from all the way to the base, and then back up. Marlon whined, so eager for Valerie to keep touching him. And yet he was more eager to be allowed to touch her.
“Turn over,” she ordered. “Lie down with your back against the bed.” Marlon hissed as his sore ass rubbed against the sheets. The sound made Valerie grin. Slowly, giving Marlon plenty of time to appreciate how in control she looked, Valerie drew down the zipper of her dress. It fell away, revealing tight black underwear which left almost nothing to the imagination.
Unhooking her bra, Valerie let that fall, her breasts spilling out. “You want to play with my nipples?” She moved towards the bed, hips swaying before she straddled Marlon’s prone frame.
Marlon nodded, not even able to get his words together. He was too overwhelmed by how great Valerie looked. Her skin was a light shade of tanned, perfectly even all across her body. It made him imagine her lying topless in the sun. The mental picture made his cock throb. Her nipples were red, round and hard. They stood to attention, begging to be touched.
“Can I?” Marlon asked hopefully. He didn’t reach out. He definitely wanted to. Having Valerie’s permission would feel amazing. She looked so good above him, her breasts moving every time she breathed.
Valerie lowered herself, her breasts so temptingly close to Marlon’s mouth. She waited there. Marlon felt as though he was being tested. His mouth watered. He couldn’t take his eyes off the ripe red nipples, just waiting to be teased and tongued. After what felt like an eternity, Valerie hummed. “You may touch my breasts, but nothing else.”
Marlon’s hands reached up almost automatically. He cupped Valerie’s large breasts, feeling her nipples rub against his palms. His fingers found one, rolling it slowly, listening to the sounds Valerie made in response. He wanted her to love this. He wanted to learn exactly what she liked. When he pinched harder, Valerie cried out. The sound filled Marlon’s head. He could think of nothing except how he could make Valerie cry out again.
Slowly, he leaned forward so he could catch one of her nipples between his lips. Marlon’s tongue was soft as it darted out to lap over the rosy red tip. He wanted to work his way up to something harder. The way Valerie pressed her back forward forced Marlon to take more of her nipple in his mouth. He sucked lightly. When that didn’t get enough of a response, Marlon sucked harder.
This time Valerie did moan. Marlon would have smirked had his mouth not been otherwise occupied. Instead, Marlon brought his hand up to Valerie’s other breast, his fingers seeking out the nipple so he could tease that with equal enthusiasm. It earned him another moan. Marlon increased the pressure, wanting to see how hard he could push Valerie before she told him that it was too much.
He tugged the nipple between his fingers, making Valerie gasp. Her chest flushed with pleasure. Marlon couldn’t help the pride that washed through him. He had done that! Valerie had allowed him to do that! When he teased the nipple between his lips, giving it the lightest of bites, Valerie moaned his name.
“Fuck, Marlon!” It was the hottest sound Marlon had ever heard. Twenty years ago, he could never have imagined that he’d have Valerie Burke crying his name. He sucked the pain away, loving the way that Valerie’s hips rocked. She wanted more, but was holding off on asking for it.
He bit down again, harder. Valerie’s hand came up to tangle in his hair. She tugged, just roughly enough to hurt. “Yes, yes, that’s good,” she chanted. “Not any harder than that.”
Marlon took that instruction to heart, making sure to do it that hard but not at all harder. He mixed the suction with softer licks, letting Valerie’s sensitive skin recover a little bit before he sucked against it again. Her moans increased in volume. Marlon felt very pleased about having achieved that.
He also felt very hard! His cock throbbed with need. Still, Valerie hadn’t said he could stop, or even that he could touch her anywhere else.
Moving on to her other nipple, Marlon repeated the actions. His pace was quicker this time. He was still soft and careful, but the harder suction and tugs followed at a good speed. He felt almost breathless, so focused on making Valerie moan louder and louder. Marlon wanted to run his hands over her sides, to tug her against him. But she had said he could only touch her breasts. Marlon wanted to prove to Valerie that he could follow instructions.
Her sighs of pleasure made Marlon want her even more. She rubbed her body against his, his hard cock pressing into the soft skin of her thigh. “Oh, god,” Valerie moaned. “Take my panties off, Marlon. I want to see how good your fingers feel between my legs.” She shifted forward, her breasts filling Marlon’s vision as his hands finally, finally skated down her sides.
Valerie’s skin was flawless. Marlon couldn’t get enough of the heat that poured off her. He appreciated every inch of her body. His hands settled snugly against the curve of her waist, then flared out to cover her gorgeous hips. Finally, he slid his fingers under the material of her panties and tugged them down her long, lean legs.
He couldn’t see much beyond Valerie’s breasts. She helped him, moving so he could pull the panties off and throw them to the floor. “Touch me,” she demanded.
Marlon’s fingers slid between Valerie’s legs. He moaned at how wet she was. His fingers practically slipped! He groaned when Valerie shifted more into him. Moving against her, Marlon bent his fingers to find which way Valerie most liked him to touch her. At the same time, he kept teasing her nipple, his lips returning to it.
Sucking hard, Marlon began to move his fingers in and out of Valerie’s pussy. He could hear how amazingly wet she was, not just feel it. She rocked against him. Marlon so wanted to taste how sweet her wetness was. Pulling back from her nipple, Marlon looked up at Valerie, taking in her breathless look. Her dark curls were falling over her bare shoulders so beautifully.
“Can I taste you? Can I make you come with my mouth?” he begged.
She rocked against his fingers, teeth digging into her plump lower lip. Marlon twisted his wrist, making Valerie’s mouth briefly drop open on a moan. “Mmm,” she hummed. “You did take my spanking beautifully. I think you’ve earned the right to put your mouth on me.” Marlon whined as she pulled her breasts away from him.
“Let me lie down,” Valerie instructed. As soon as Marlon made room for her, she stretched her body out against the mattress. Now that he could drink her in, she looked even more stunning out of her clothes than she had in them. Her breasts rose and fell, her nipples dark and wet from Marlon’s mouth. The muscles in her stomach quivered and her pussy shone with the wetness of her desire.
She pressed a manicured hand against Marlon’s shoulder, encouraging him to move down her body. Her legs parted, the sight and scent of Valerie making Marlon’s cock twitch in eager anticipation.
He brought his hand up to his mouth, licking Valerie’s wetness off his fingers. She tasted even better than he could’ve imagined! Marlon desperately wanted to get to the source of that sweet nectar. Leaning down, he pressed his mouth against Valerie’s thigh, tongue licking over the soft skin there. He didn’t tease for long. Marlon bit down on that softness lightly before moving further up.
The moment his tongue licked between Valerie’s legs, her hips bucked upwards, meeting his eager mouth. Marlon swallowed a moan so that he could focus instead on making her moan. With his tongue lapping up the sweetness of her, Marlon listened out for the noises Valerie made. He wanted to bring her over that edge, to show her how good he could be with his tongue.
Her hand returned to his hair, gripping hard as she dragged him against her. “Make me come,” she urged. “Use your mouth and your hands and anything else you like. If you can make me scream, I’ll let you fuck me.” The promise was like a bolt right to Marlon’s brain. He felt determination flood him. He would not only make Valerie come with his mouth, he would make her scream his name!
Draping one leg over his shoulder, Valerie rocked under his mouth. Her thigh was up around Marlon’s ear. He could feel the muscle tightening as he trailed his tongue over her clit. She cried out, the sound a welcome encouragement. Pressing a finger inside her, Marlon found her just as wet as she’d been before, her pussy clenching around him. “Yes, like that,” she urged. “Come on, Marlon. I want to come for you!”
The idea that she’d come for him made Marlon all the more eager to please. His fingers crooked, finding that sweetest of spots. It made her buck her hips upwards. Marlon used the opportunity to pucker his lips more so that he could suck against her clit. His free hand pressed flat against Valerie’s stomach. Not to hold her down, but to feel how tight her muscles became as pleasure cruised through her.
With her cries intensifying, Marlon focused on fucking his fingers in and out of Valerie’s wet pussy harder and harder. His tongue circled her clit until her moans were half-wails. Once he felt her tremble beneath him, Marlon licked even faster. He wanted to feel her orgasm around his fingers.
She tipped her head back and screamed! The sound was short and sharp. It raced through Marlon’s blood, setting him on fire from the inside. Valerie’s stomach tightened, her hips bucking as she ground herself hard against Marlon’s fingers. “Fuuuck!” Her chest heaved. Marlon felt her body seize, her orgasm crashing over her like a breaking wave.
He licked and sucked her through the last of her passion. Valerie’s body trembled, every muscle relaxing as the pleasure left her. “Fuck, that was good,” she breathed, giving Marlon a small push to move his head away from her sensitive flesh. “You deserve to fuck me after that,” she praised. “Just give me a minute.”
Waiting was agony. Marlon didn’t complain. He didn’t dare. His cock ached at the thought of actually being allowed to fuck Valerie. Slowly, she sat up, a smug smile on her face like the cat that had been given the cream. “Will you fuck me hard, Marlon?” she asked, her tone teasing.
His tongue licked over his lips, the taste of Valerie still on them. “If that’s what you want,” Marlon answered. It was true. He’d fuck her however gently or roughly she wanted. Marlon was interested in making Valerie feel good. That was far more important than how he might feel.
“Do you want it like this?” Marlon asked. His hand stroked over Valerie’s bare hip. He could easily pull her in closer, fuck her like this. But Marlon wanted Valerie to decide, to be the one who told him how to fuck her hard.
His question prompted a smile across her beautiful face. “Now that you mention it, no,” she decided. Even before Marlon knew what she intended, it thrilled him that she would take what she wanted from him. She would tell him exactly what that was. Marlon would be only too happy to obey.
He watched as Valerie turned over. The lean lines of her body made his mouth water. If he hadn’t just had his fill of her sweetness, he would’ve begged to be allowed to taste her. Instead, he waited, his breath caught in his throat to see what she would ask. “Fuck me from behind,” Valerie demanded, her hips swaying, making her ass dance in Marlon’s vision. “Make it hard! And don’t come without asking.”
“Fuck,” Marlon swore, breath catching in his throat. She looked so fucking good. No matter which way Valerie turned, her body made him want her. Her ass was plump as he reached out to stroke a hand over it, giving a squeeze to her softness. Aligning himself behind her, Marlon pushed forward, groaning at how hot her pussy felt.
His hands settled against Valerie’s hip. He pulled her back, enjoying the sound that her ass made as it slapped against him. Driving his hips forward once and then twice, Marlon took his time before he began moving harder. When he did, it was to do just as Valerie had asked. Marlon fucked her hard!
With fingers tight against her skin, Marlon slammed forward. The bed creaked under them as he fucked Valerie, his groans mixing together with the loud cries she gave.
She arched her back, pushing her ass harder against Marlon. Valerie rocked with him, adding to the rhythm that they built. “Harder,” she urged, her knuckles going white as she gripped the bedsheets. Marlon pushed himself, fucking Valerie even harder. His thrusts knocked the wind out of her, her breath coming out in gasps and strangled cries.
Marlon’s fingers gripped at Valerie’s hip, holding her tight against him. He ground forward, fucking into her hard and deep. Her muscles squeezed around him, her pussy welcoming his cock. He thought he saw stars, dancing just beyond his reach. His orgasm was not so teasing. Marlon could feel it building, racing up his spine. He gritted his teeth, trying to hold on. Valerie had said she wanted him to ask.
“Please!” Marlon half-sobbed. “Fuck, Valerie, let me come?” he begged. Despite how much he wanted it, Marlon did his best to hold back while still fucking Valerie just as hard as she wanted him to. Sweat rolled down his back. Marlon focused on not coming. The loud noises Valerie made were coaxing him closer and closer to that sweet edge.
His cock plunged into her, over and over. Her tight heat was nearly overwhelming. Marlon didn’t know how long he could hold back! The thought of how Valerie might punish him if he failed her only made it that much harder.
Finally, after a long groan, Valerie cried out his name. “Marlon! Fuck! Come for me. Now. Fill me up and fuck me until you can’t keep going.” They were words that Marlon wanted to live by. His orgasm thundered through him, lighting up every nerve-ending until his whole body tingled with pulses of electric pleasure.
When he came, it was with a loud scream. Not so loud that someone would hear through the wall, but probably only just. Marlon’s hands were so tight against Valerie’s hips that when he finally relaxed them, they left reddened imprints of his fingers. They were fading before he’d even pulled out of Valerie. Marlon didn’t worry too much.
He collapsed on the bed next to her, breath coming in small bursts. “Fuck, that was... fuck,” he sighed. It was a million times better than any of Marlon’s teenage fantasies could’ve imagined. “Worth waiting twenty years for,” he teased, reaching out to brush a hand over Valerie’s bare back as she relaxed against the bed.
She turned, lifting one leg to hitch over Marlon. Her hands trailed down his chest, appreciating the hard-won lines of muscle there. “Yes, I should think it was,” she teased. Her confidence made Marlon’s grin stretch even wider.
“I didn’t know, twenty years ago, how thrilling it could be to tell a man what to do,” Valerie admitted. “You’ve done much better by waiting.” Her chuckle was a warm, rich sound. “Though, I imagine you might not have enjoyed it as much twenty years ago as you did now.”
Marlon wondered how true that was. He had definitely taken a while to admit to himself that he loved having a woman tell him what to do. But back then, he also hadn’t known what to do without being told. A two-edged sword really.
“We’ve both done well,” he decided, leaning in to kiss Valerie softly. “Especially by leaving the reunion early,” he added with a grin. The one disappointment about no longer being a teenager was that Marlon’s recovery time was longer. But it didn’t seem like Valerie was kicking him out.
“Shall we order some room service? Regain our strengths and play some more?” he asked hopefully.
Her raised eyebrow looked impressed. Or maybe Marlon was just being hopeful. She hummed. “You did say something about teasing your tongue between my cheeks earlier,” she reminded him. Marlon flushed instantly with arousal. It wasn’t enough to get him hard again. Not quite.
“You rest,” Valerie decided, getting to her feet. “I’ll order some food and something to drink. It’s my turn to take care of you a little.” Marlon grinned, grateful for the offer. He liked the sound of letting Valerie take care of him, especially if it was so he could get his strength up for round two.




His Reward

Emma prided herself on giving excellent gifts. It was something that Ted appreciated. She loved to spoil him. Watching his enjoyment of her gift was so much more satisfying than receiving one herself. Of course, Emma was also very good at knowing exactly what she wanted.
As a birthday treat for herself, she’d sent Ted off on a one-day massage course. Not on the day of her birthday itself, obviously! They had spent that together. But the weekend after, Ted had dutifully gone off to learn how to put his beautiful hands to good use. Emma could hardly wait to experience the results.
After the week she’d had at work, Emma needed a massage. She left the office an hour early so that she’d arrive home first, with plenty of time to get everything ready. By the time Ted joined her in their apartment, the lights in their palatial bedroom were dimmed, the massage oils were waiting in warm water and Emma had spread their nicest, fluffiest towels over the bed.
She greeted Ted at the door, still dressed in her work clothes. The pencil skirt hugged her hips beautifully. She’d unbuttoned two buttons of her blouse to flash a hint of creamy cleavage. High heels brought her nearly to Ted’s full height. She smiled warmly at him while she helped him take off his coat.
“I have a plan for tonight,” she informed him, smirking slightly. “Will you do everything that I ask?”
“I always do everything that you ask,” Ted pointed out. Emma grinned, satisfaction uncoiling in her stomach. It was certainly true most of the time. On the rare occasion that Ted didn’t want to do what Emma asked, they were able to talk about it and make sure they were both comfortable. But he had been keen on taking the massage class. Emma couldn’t imagine that he would raise any disagreement to what she had planned.
Ted reached up to undo his tie, tongue running over his lower lip as he looked at Emma. “What have you got in mind?” he asked. “I assume I can take my work clothes off?” Most plans Emma had for them involved Ted out of his work clothes.
“You should take everything off, except your boxers,” Emma answered. “I want you to give me a massage. I’ll enjoy it much more if you’re nearly naked.” Emma enjoyed everything much more when Ted was nearly naked. He was gorgeous, all long, lean lines. Emma had explored each and every one of them with her hands and tongue in the past. She still wasn’t tired of doing so.
She watched as Ted discarded his tie, shoes, and socks, then stepped back. She loved the way that Ted followed her thoughts, even though she hadn’t said a word. He was so in tune with her. He knew to follow her down the hall and into their bedroom. Pulling Ted into a kiss, Emma ran her hands down his chest, feeling the warmth of his muscles through the fine fabric of his shirt. Her fingers were quick and nimble as she unfastened each of the buttons, leaving Ted with his shirt hanging open and his cock hard against the material of his work pants.
“Now the rest,” she decided.
He gave a small chuckle, but followed Emma’s instructions to the letter. His shirt came off first, revealing a smooth and sculpted chest that made Emma’s mouth water. Ted tossed it in the general direction of the dirty laundry basket. Emma knew he’d take care of it later. His pants followed. Before long, Ted stood in front of Emma in nothing but his underwear.
“Anything else you wish me to do?” he asked, licking his lips. “Would you like me to help you out of your clothes? The massage will work better if you’re not wearing a tight skirt,” he teased.
Emma laughed. She would never have allowed Ted to get massage oil over her favorite clothes, and he knew it. “Yes,” she confirmed, reaching out to brush her fingers over the skin of Ted’s stomach. “You can take off everything except my panties. Those stay on until I decide you’ve earned the right to touch my pussy.” Ted’s eyes widened. Emma loved how much it spurred him on whenever she made him earn his rewards. “It’ll have to be a very good massage, now that you’ve had proper training.”
She had no doubt that it would feel incredible. “You can take my clothes in any order that you like, though,” she teased. “I’ll leave it all up to you, and not even raise a finger to help.” She moved her hand from Ted’s stomach. That much, at least, she could do.
Ted grinned at her. He enjoyed undressing her. Having the power of deciding what order he undressed her in was fun for Ted, as well as for Emma. He took a step forward. Just as promised, Emma let him proceed however he wanted. Ted’s fingers reached for her blouse first, untucking it from her skirt and letting it hang loosely over Emma’s hips.
He proceeded to unbutton the blouse. The same way she had done with his, Ted left Emma’s blouse on. Briefly, his fingers brushed over her now-exposed bra, but didn’t linger for long enough that Emma would have to think about telling him off.
Rather than moving to take her blouse off, Ted’s hands settled against Emma’s hips. He turned her around gently. Ted reached for her zipper with just as much care, sliding it open slowly. Finally, he slid Emma’s skirt off, letting it drop down to her ankles. His fingers caressed over the outline of Emma’s ass in a way that Emma could only describe as loving.
But then he gave it a light slap, startling a gasp from Emma.
It was playful, not hard enough to really hurt. But the suddenness of it made the sting so much sharper. Before Emma could say anything, Ted moved on. His hands returned to her hips so he could spin her back around, facing him. Only then did he finally reach for Emma’s blouse.
Leaving her in only her bra and panties, Ted knelt down. It sent heat all the way through Emma. She loved seeing Ted on his knees in front of her. He reached for her shoes, lifting one foot to take the shoe off and then the other.
Looking up at Emma, Ted’s breath caught. “You’re stunning,” he complimented.
Emma’s answering smile was as warm as the affection that pooled around her heart. When he stood, Emma held her arms out, accepting Ted into them. She slid her hands around the warm, smooth skin of his waist, pulling him against her body. Her cheek rested on the hard muscle of his chest. Before Ted could sink too far into the embrace, Emma ran her nails in sharp lines down his back.
“Take my bra off, too,” she instructed, “and then look at the equipment I’ve laid out and let me know if there’s anything else you need.” Emma didn’t think there would be. She might not have attended the massage course, but she’d done enough research to know what Ted would want to have close at hand.
Ted’s fingers brushed against the lace, seeking out the clasp. He unhooked it, catching Emma’s breasts as they bounced free. His fingers teased against her nipples, making Emma’s breath catch in her throat.
But Ted didn’t focus on that. It hadn’t been included as part of Emma’s instructions to him. Instead, he pulled back, moving over to the bed so he could look at what she’d laid out. “This looks great,” he promised her, holding his hand out so she could come join him. Ted pressed a soft kiss against Emma’s lips. It was brief but he still did graze his teeth over her lower lip.
“Do you want to start by lying down on your stomach?” he asked. “I’ll do your back first, get you nice and relaxed.” There was a promise in his words that Emma appreciated. She fully trusted Ted that he was going to do exactly what he said.
Emma nodded, settling herself comfortably against the bed. The soft, fluffy towel brushed tantalizingly across her nipples, making the hardened nubs feel deliciously sensitive. Carefully, Emma folded her hands under her chin. She rested the weight of her head atop them in the hope that it would help her resist the urge to touch herself.
She was leaving all of the contact to Ted. “I trust you to make it good,” she assured. Ted would have listened well on the course. Emma was certain he’d imagined putting the skills he learned to good use in a situation exactly like this. “Show me how much you love my body,” she urged. “Every inch of it.” Emma knew that he did. She just wanted to feel the evidence in Ted’s own hands.
“Oh, I will,” Ted promised. The sheer confidence sent heat straight down to Emma’s pussy. She watched him reach for one of the oils, squeezing it out against her back. Ted started by rubbing it into her skin. His touch was gentle but hard. Once Emma’s back was covered in oil, he moved up to start with her shoulder.
Emma had had massages from Ted before. Already she could tell the difference. Even a one day course had given Ted a lot of skills. He massaged the muscles in her shoulders and she could feel them relaxing almost straight away.
Then, he made his way lower, carefully covering every inch of her. When he got down to Emma’s ass, Ted pressed his body down, chest hard against her softness. It startled a soft moan from her. He smiled, she could hear it in his question.
“How are you feeling, baby?”
“Ohhh,” Emma exhaled. “I feel amazing.” Her whole upper body felt weightless. Ted’s strong fingers had loosened knots that Emma had barely even known were there. She felt as though she were floating on a gentle cloud. Her awareness spread out, taking in the easing of every muscle. Slowly her focus narrowed to the ache between her legs. “And I feel horny,” she added.
Ted gave a startled laugh, making Emma grin. “I can’t help thinking about how good your hands are going to feel on the rest of me,” she informed him. Emma both wanted to tell Ted to carry on and demand that he fill her up with one sure, sudden stroke of his cock into her core. “Carry on,” she breathed. “Do my legs, then I’ll let you flip me over.”
She hardly needed to say it twice. Ted pulled back enough to slide his hands down Emma’s legs. He paused only briefly to get more of the oil. Emma was glad she’d put the towels down. She felt slick. And not just where Ted had put the oil. He massaged down her thighs and up to her ass, then back down, before moving on to her calves.
Finally, Ted reached Emma’s feet. He spent longer on those than he had on her legs. Ted massaged away any ache she had felt from spending the whole day in high heels. His fingers worked like magic and Emma felt equally relaxed and horny.
Ted’s hands slid back up, stopping when he reached Emma’s sides. “Time to turn over,” he told her, tugging against her side slightly so she would roll herself with his help.
The movement made Emma flush with heat, so aware of exactly how drenched her panties were. Ted was going to love the evidence of just how turned on she was. Making him wait would help Emma cultivate her own patience. The longer she waited before she gave Ted the order to fuck her the way that she wanted, the harder he would have to work.
“That lesson was worth every penny,” Emma praised, feeling Ted’s warm, slick hands press against the curve of her waist. His fingers smoothed over the swell of her stomach, up between her bare breasts. The movement jostled her already-sensitive nipples, making Emma arch up with a sharp ‘Fuck!’
Ted didn’t stop. Nor did he pause to pay attention to Emma’s breasts the way she might have expected. Instead, his hands swept over her shoulders, down her arms. The repeated rhythmic motions stoked a slow-burning fire under Emma’s skin.
When he was done with her arms, Ted reached for more oil. He squeezed it onto Emma’s tits. She realized that he, too, was making her wait. That knowledge sent a thrill through her. Emma knew he’d want to touch her, make her moan. Making them both wait because it’d be more rewarding was exciting.
Ted’s hands did then reach her breast. He was careful at first. Professional, almost. But it didn’t last very long. Once her breasts were oiled up, Ted’s fingers reached for her nipples. He rubbed both until the tips were fully hard before proceeding to move his thumb over them.
“How’s that, ma’am?” he asked, voice very serious.
Emma had to bite her lip to keep from laughing. The pleasure that radiated from each hard nipple was intense, making her squirm her slippery ass against the towel. Heat pooled in her stomach, every touch and tug adding fuel to the fire that burned inside her. “It’s so good,” Emma answered honestly.
She glanced up, fixing Ted with a playful smirk. “I don’t feel very relaxed. I think this massage might be making me even more tense.” Every nerve in Emma’s body felt like it was wound tight, like she’d fly apart at the slightest hint of pressure. “Can you feel how tightly my thighs are clenched?” she asked, doing her best to keep her tone and expression innocent.
“I can massage those, too, ma’am,” Ted promised. He pinched against Emma’s nipples, making her moan sharply. Before she could demand he do more, Ted was already sliding his hands lower. He didn’t spend a lot of time on her stomach, instead moving on to her hips and then - just as he’d promised - Emma’s thighs.
He pushed her legs apart, giving a hum. “Do you think that maybe the panties might be restrictive?” Ted asked. “I could help you out of them. To make your blood flow better, of course.”
Emma hummed, teetering on the brink of a decision. She wanted so badly to say yes, to urge Ted to rip the material off and feel how wet and desperate she was. But she had told Ted that he had to earn it. Him asking was not the same thing at all.
A flash of inspiration curled Emma’s lips into a smirk. “You can take my panties off now,” she purred, “but you’re not allowed to touch my pussy until after you finish the rest of the massage. So it’s up to you whether you think you can resist the temptation.”
“For you, anything,” Ted promised so easily that Emma’s breath caught. He reached for the soft material of her underwear, sliding it over her ass and then down her long legs. She glanced over to see him run his hand over it and give a soft groan. “So wet,” he commented but left it at that.
Ted’s hands returned to Emma’s skin. They were covered in oil, rubbing it carefully into her thighs. He did just as she’d instructed and massaged the rest of her before his hands moved back upward. Rather than going for her pussy straight away, Ted’s hands returned to Emma’s breasts, teasing her nipples between his fingers once more.
“Fuck!” Emma cried. Any pretense that this was a professional massage service was swept away by a wave of pleasure. Ted’s touch was skillful, carrying Emma quickly to a point where every tug against her nipple made her see stars behind her eyelids.
Running her hands along Ted’s arms, she appreciated the rough warmth of his skin beneath her fingertips. Hooking her fingers behind his elbows, she tried to pull him closer. He came obediently, kneeling between her spread legs so that his chest brushed against hers. Her nipples tingled at the contact, pleasure slamming through her in a rush.
“Make me come with your hands,” Emma demanded. She had no doubt that Ted could do exactly that. Emma felt ready to explode and he’d barely even touch her. How much more pleasure could he expose her to when he put his fingers against her most sensitive places?
“Yeah.” Ted nodded, his tongue darting out to wet his lips. His hands slid back down over Emma’s stomach. One settled against her hip and the other slid between Emma’s legs. She was already so wet that there was absolutely no resistance to Ted’s fingers as they slid inside her. Emma’s hips bucked upward, a loud moan falling from her lips.
Ted’s hand pushed her back down against the bed, but not very hard. He pressed another finger inside Emma, his thumb coming to tease her clit. With his hand moving faster, Ted fucked her with his fingers. Emma’s cries surrounded them as he teased her clit more and more, until she felt right on the edge of her orgasm.
She squeezed her pussy tight around Ted’s fingers. He thrust harder, faster. The feeling of him rubbing against her from the inside sent Emma soaring upwards. Her orgasm broke over her body in wave after wave of pure pleasure. “Ohhhh fuuuck,” she moaned, tipping her head back and surrendering to the sensations.
Her body clenched, then relaxed, leaving Emma feeling like a puddle of pleasure against the mattress. “God, Ted,” she breathed. “That was so fucking good. I don’t know if I can move.” Ted’s chuckle echoed in Emma’s ears, his fingers moving softly inside her. He knew how to draw the last shudders of feeling from her clit, pulling back just before Emma had to tell him to stop.
But they weren’t done yet! Emma found the pillows behind her, propping herself up, legs still spread apart. Ted’s gaze dropped to her pussy, his tongue darting out to wet his lips.
“Step back and take your boxers off,” Emma demanded. “I want to see if you’re hard for me.”
He didn’t hesitate to do just that. Emma smirked at the soft groan that Ted gave when he pushed the material off, letting his cock spring free. He was just as hard as she had assumed he would be. It thrilled Emma to know how much it turned Ted on to make her come. She could barely contain her excitement when she thought about how hard she was going to make Ted work before he was allowed to come.
Emma watched him lick his lips, Ted’s gaze traveling over Emma’s body. “What next?” he asked, not moving back onto the bed. She hadn’t told him he could.
Stretching luxuriously, Emma turned back onto her stomach. She lifted herself up, getting into position on all fours. Glancing over her shoulder, she watched Ted’s face as she arched her back, pushing her ass out towards him. His gaze lingered on her pussy, exposed between her spread legs, then moved over the toned curve of her ass.
“I want you to finger my ass,” she ordered. “If you’re careful and you don’t hurt me, I’ll let you follow your fingers with your cock.” Emma knew that Ted wouldn’t hurt her. They’d done this before. He was always deliciously careful until Emma told him he could really let go.
The thought of his hard cock filling her ass sent a tremor through every one of Emma’s muscles. She loved the feeling of being fucked from behind. She especially loved knowing that she was still the one in charge.
“Fuck,” Ted swore. Emma grinned. It was fun to be able to tell that this wasn’t what Ted had expected. He was still totally ready for it. “You’re so fucking sexy,” he told Emma, his mouth pressing soft kisses against Emma’s ass as soon as Ted was back on the bed. His hands caressed over her hips. Ted’s tongue teased briefly between Emma’s ass cheeks, making her give a sharp moan.
It wasn’t what she’d asked for so Ted didn’t keep doing that. Next time, perhaps Emma should request it. For now, she was perfectly happy to enjoy the way Ted circled one fingertip against her asshole. He reached for one of the oils she’d set out. He was gentle as he worked his finger inside her, stretching Emma out.
Heat spread through Emma’s muscles, turning her insides to molten liquid. The slow, sensual press of Ted’s finger made her ache, hungry for more. Ted didn’t rush. She had told him to be careful, not to hurt her. Emma enjoyed the tease of his finger breaching her. Her awareness narrowed, the whole world shrinking to just this bed, just their two bodies coming together.
“Ohhh,” she sighed. “Yeah, that feels so good.” She opened her mouth, ready to demand that Ted add a second finger, then stopped. She wanted him to prove how well he knew her body, that he could stretch her until she was ready for him to fill her up more. Biting down on her lower lip, Emma’s only motion was to roll her hips, taking Ted’s finger deeper.
He did do well at recognizing what she was asking for. Ted’s second finger joined the first at much the same speed. He took his time to let Emma’s muscles adjust around him before moving his fingers in and out more rapidly. Her cries echoed around them. Ted pressed his body against Emma’s.
The third finger joined the first two. Emma moaned loudly at how full it made her feel. With all of her other muscles so relaxed from the massage, it was easy to focus on only the feeling that Ted’s fingers sent through Emma’s body. He was just as careful as before. His pace became more steady, making Emma rock back more and more.
“Are you ready yet, baby?” Ted asked, pressing a kiss against Emma’s shoulder. “Want me to fill you up with my cock?”
Emma’s first response was a long, loud moan. Even the thought of Ted’s gorgeous, thick cock stretching her was enough to make her body light up with anticipation and pleasure. She squeezed her muscles around Ted’s fingers, choking out a cry at how big they felt. She deliberately tightened to increase the pressure they built inside her.
“Fuck, yes,” she decided. “You’ve done so well, Ted. Worshipped my body so thoroughly.” Every inch of Emma’s body felt alive and sensitive. “You deserve this. Deserve to fuck my ass however you want.” This was Ted’s reward for being so very, very good for her.
She glanced back over her shoulder, meeting Ted’s eyes. His expression was clouded with desire. Emma could only imagine how hard his cock must be throbbing. They’d neglected it for so long! Emma knew exactly how good it would feel when she finally gave him permission to satisfy his own needs.
“Go on,” she urged. “Put your cock in me. Fuck me however you want, but don’t come without asking.”
Ted reached for more of the oil, slicking his cock up before he moved to pull his fingers away from Emma. It caused her to give another sharp ‘ahh’. Before her muscles had enough time to truly readjust, the tip of his cock was pushing inside her. It felt so much bigger than his fingers had! Ted was careful, even though Emma had given him permission to do as he pleased.
Knowing that what pleased him was pleasing her made Emma’s body heat all over. Ted’s hands settled carefully against Emma’s hips as he pulled her tighter against himself. His cock inched inside her. Finally, she felt the press of his hips against her backside.
“Fuck,” Ted breathed. “You’re so fucking tight.” He rocked his hips forward, driving his cock deeper into her.
Emma arched her back, groaning appreciatively at the fullness in her ass. She loved how completely absorbing this was. Her focus tapered until Ted’s cock was all that she could think about. The sheets under her hands, the sound of Ted’s hips against her ass, all faded.
“God, I love this,” she moaned. “Love how big you feel, Ted.” She squeezed her muscles, just a little, just enough to bring a groan stuttering from Ted’s lips. It turned Emma’s insides to liquid warmth. Knowing the effect she had on him was thrilling.
She rocked back, giving a gasp as she felt Ted’s cock drive even deeper inside her. “Come on,” she urged. “Tell me how you want it, what you love.”
“I love you,” he answered, almost startling a laugh from Emma. His words turned much dirtier, just the way Emma had wanted. “I fucking love how tight your ass is,” Ted said slamming forward. “You feel so good, bent over like this for me. Letting me do this to you, fuck,” he swore.
Leaning forward, Ted drove his cock deeper. Emma felt one of his hands slide around her, easily slipping between her legs. “And your pussy is so wet. You want this so much! Fuck, I love knowing that, too,” Ted grunted before sticking two fingers inside her.
Emma screamed at the unexpected sensation of fullness. With Ted’s cock in her ass, even two fingers in her pussy felt huge. It sent a dirty thrill through her. She loved having both holes filled up with Ted. She rocked her hips, grinding against the fingers inside her, moaning as it increased the pressure of Ted’s cock in her ass.
Pleasure spiraled out slowly, unraveling piece by piece. Emma sped up, trying to squeeze more sensations from Ted’s fingers between her legs. Her orgasm danced, tantalizingly, just out of Emma’s reach. No matter how fast she moved, how hard she rocked against Ted’s cock, it wasn’t quite enough.
“Grrrr,” she growled. “Make me come, baby. Make me come on your cock and your fingers until I can’t remember my own name.”
Ted was nothing if not determined. Emma loved that. His thumb flicked up to find her clit and he stroked over it with every thrust. The sensations were everywhere. All of Emma’s muscles tightened as pleasure zapped through her at an increasing speed. A string of swear words joined the soft screams that Ted pounded out from her. Soon, Emma could feel her orgasm approaching rapidly.
There was no stopping Ted. He fucked her harder and harder, even as Emma screamed in pleasure. Suddenly, he pulled his fingers back, slamming his hips forward so much the bed creaked under them. The force sent Emma’s breasts bouncing hard.
“Fuck!” he cried, gripping her hips. Ted fucked forward faster and faster. Suddenly, Emma felt him come inside her ass.
The rush of hot cum made Emma’s breath catch in her throat. It felt so dirty, so messy. Especially with how slippery they both were from the oil. She pushed back, her ass grinding against Ted’s hips as she made sure to capture every drop.
“Did that feel good, Ted?” she purred. “Was it worth the hard work?” Emma had no doubt that Ted would count any orgasm with her as being worth whatever work she made him do. It was one of the things she cherished about their relationship. Ted loved her, just like he had said.
She loved him, too. She would show him that, as soon as either of them had the energy to move.
Ted moved off Emma gently, the emptiness so instant that it made Emma’s give a throaty sigh. He rolled over so he could cuddle into her side. An arm carefully made its way around Emma’s waist, pulling her in tightly. “You’re all oiled up,” he teased, stroking his palm over Emma’s side and up to her breast, urging a soft moan from her.
“Do you want me to wash you?” Ted asked. Just from his tone, Emma could tell that it was more a request than a question. She raised an eyebrow at Ted, making him laugh. “Yeah, I’d love to wash you,” he commented, leaning in to kiss Emma.
It would be nice to be free of all the oil, Emma’s fingers skated across Ted’s chest, so slick from being pressed against her that she couldn’t quite get a grip on him. Ted’s washing would be gentle, careful, thorough. It seemed like a good way for them both to wind down before they decided how to spend the rest of their evening.
“Well, since you asked so nicely, I could allow it,” Emma teased. She wanted to make clear that this was a request she was granting. “In the shower?” Their shower was large enough for two, as they’d proved many times in the past.
“Yeah.” Ted nodded. “Why don’t you go ahead, I’ll get this cleaned up and then join you?” he offered. That seemed like a good plan so Emma nodded. Her muscles still felt relaxed. She was sure they’d be like jello by the time she got out of the shower. It didn’t take Ted long to join her under the spray, kisses pressed against Emma’s neck.
His hands moved softly over her sides. “We’ll have to do this again,” he commented. “I hope you’ve very much enjoyed my newly acquired massaging skills,” he joked.
Emma moaned as one hand brushed across her ass. She couldn’t promise that every massage would lead to Ted’s cock in her, but she knew that they’d always enjoy each other. “Oh, I definitely intend to do this again. That massage course was an investment. I’m planning to make sure I get enough return to make it worthwhile.”
As Ted’s fingers moved up into her hair, Emma’s body seemed to practically dissolve into pleasure. While future massages might play out differently, Emma would make sure that there was always a very happy ending.




They Share Her

Willa was so excited. For her birthday, her girlfriend Nancy had told Willa she could pick anything she wanted. Nancy was always very good at making Willa’s birthdays something special. They’d been together for four years now and it was always something to look forward to. This year was the first time Nancy had let Willa choose what she wanted.
“Still time to back out,” Nancy said, her tone teasing. Willa knew that if she was to suddenly change her mind, Nancy would be totally fine with it. She was a great domme. She always looked out for Willa’s best interests and took care of her. Willa loved that about her.
That was precisely why for her birthday this year, Willa had asked to have a threesome.
Not just any threesome; one with a guy.
Both she and Nancy were bi, so that wasn’t an issue. It had been a long time since Willa had been with a man. And none of her past experiences had been with a male submissive. Willa enjoyed submitting, she did. But she desperately wanted to see someone else submit to Nancy.
Having them both serve Nancy was thrilling.
“I’m not backing out,” Willa told Nancy with a determined nod that made the brunette laugh. She pulled Willa in for a kiss, her teeth grazing over Willa’s lower lip teasingly.
“If you’re sure,” she said.
Willa was definitely sure. Her pussy was already wet even at the idea of what tonight would bring. That was why she was glad to hear the doorbell. He was here!
His name was Rhett and they’d found him on Tinder.
It was pretty cliche, Willa knew that. But they’d been upfront about what they wanted. He’d sent them some very risqué pictures. A week later, he was here, giving both women a somewhat bashful look as he held flowers out to Willa. It was her birthday, after all.
“Oh, thank you.” She blushed, taking the flowers from him. “You really shouldn’t have.” It was nice. And not at all what she’d expected.
Rhett shrugged his beautifully-shaped shoulders. “Every woman should have flowers on her birthday.” He looked up, his strikingly green eyes so earnest. It made Willa smile softly, an expression that brought a blush to Rhett’s cheeks.
“You’re both stunning.” His gaze flitted between Willa and Nancy. Willa saw his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed. “What should I call you?” They’d already established that Rhett would be submitting to Nancy, helping Willa to serve her. The thought made heat pulse between Willa’s legs.
“Nancy is fine,” Willa’s girlfriend replied easily. It was so hot to see her so at ease with the idea of dominating not only Willa but this stranger, too. Willa was a bundle of nerves. They all eased the moment she looked at Nancy. Her confidence was amazing to watch, like a bright star.
Willa knew that Nancy had dominated others before her. That part of Nancy was what had originally attracted Willa to her. And then she had learned all the other parts. Yet, seeing it, even as light a touch as this was so far? It was just so hot!
“Willa, why don’t you go put those flowers in some water, hmm?” Nancy suggested. Willa nodded eagerly.
She left only briefly to retrieve a glass vase and fill it with water. When she returned, Nancy had offered Rhett a seat, taking one across from him. “Willa’s been really looking forward to this,” Nancy told Rhett. From the way a smirk settled against her lips, she could tell that Nancy, too, was looking forward to this.
“I have,” Willa nodded, seeing no reason to pretend otherwise.
She placed the flowers in the vase and set them down on the dining table. Far enough from the edge that nothing would get knocked over, just in case. Willa didn’t know exactly what Nancy had planned. She had gotten to choose the birthday treat, but Nancy got to choose how it was delivered.
When she returned to Nancy’s side, her girlfriend held her hand up before Willa could sit down. “I want you to kneel,” she told Willa. There was no hesitation in Willa before she dropped to her knees. Reaching out, Nancy petted Willa’s head. “Good girl,” she praised, making the familiar warmth settle low in Willa’s stomach.
Glancing over at Rhett, Willa licked her lips. She recognized the look he gave them both, pure jealousy at the display.
Nancy clearly recognized it, too. She grinned. “Go on,” she urged Willa. “I want you to crawl over. Tease him so by the time I make you strip him, he’s already hard.”
Willa nodded eagerly. Her gaze was fixed on Rhett as she crawled, slinking like a cat across the carpet. It was soft against her hands and knees, the light brush sending sparks of pleasure down Willa’s spine.
Rhett parted his legs, making space for Willa to settle between them. She ran her hands up his calves, making Rhett swallow once again. As Willa teased higher, a soft whimper passed Rhett’s lips.
“Fuck,” he breathed. “I’m not used to anyone being on their knees for me.” His fingers twitched, then flattened against his thigh. “Am I allowed to touch?”
Nancy hummed from behind Willa like she had to think about it. Willa was certain that she didn’t. Nancy never had to think about things like this, she just knew. It was sweet that she pretended to consider her answer.
“Well, I suppose it is Willa’s birthday,” Nancy commented. Even without looking, Willa could hear the amusement in her tone. “You may touch,” she confirmed. Willa grinned up at Rhett. She wanted to see what he’d do, how he’d do it. And to hear what Nancy would make him do when she wanted to.
But for now, Willa focused on the task she had been given. Her hands stroked over Rhett’s legs and higher until her fingers could brush against his cock. It was already half-hard. Willa grinned. She’d seen the pictures he’d sent, Willa knew he was well endowed.
Feeling it through the material was different. Willa hadn’t touched a cock that wasn’t made of silicone in years.
“He’s already half-hard,” she told Nancy, turning her head. “But I will make him fully hard, just as you told me to,” she added obediently.
Rhett moaned, the sound pouring from his throat and echoing off the walls. Willa had to shift, her pussy aching sharply. Rhett sounded so masculine. It was even hotter than Willa had expected it to be, knowing that Nancy was still totally in charge.
Nancy had given her permission and Rhett took advantage of it. He slid a hand into Willa’s hair, fingers tangling in the soft strands. He was careful, letting Willa’s hair slip through his fingers without giving the smallest tug.
He pushed his hips up, seeking more friction, more contact from Willa’s hand. “Please,” he breathed.
Just as Rhett had said it was novel to have someone kneel before him, it was novel for Willa to hear a ‘please’ aimed at her. She knew it was at her because it was her choice how she touched Rhett. And when. All Nancy had told her to do was to touch him. The method was totally up to Willa.
She felt a surge of power in a way that Willa wasn’t at all used to. She wondered if this was what dominant women felt when giving submissive men blowjobs. Yes, Willa might be the one on her knees but she still had control over the situation. It was... interesting.
Leaning in closer, Willa brushed her mouth over the outline of Rhett’s cock, making him groan loudly. Even through the material of his pants, he could feel the heat of her mouth. It had been so long since Willa had tasted a cock. She could hardly wait. But the waiting was worth it; it built anticipation for all of them.
Under Willa’s touch, she felt Rhett’s cock get hard. It barely took any effort at all! She grinned up at him. “Do you like it?” Willa asked. “Do you like having a woman on her knees in front of you? With someone else calling all the shots?” Because it was under Nancy’s orders.
Rhett groaned softly. His fingers brushed along the side of Willa’s neck, sending shivers of pleasure down her spine. “Yeah,” Rhett breathed. “Fuck, it feels amazing.” His gaze lifted, eyes clouding as he drank in the sight of Nancy watching them. Willa couldn’t see what she was doing, not while she was focused on Rhett’s cock. The not knowing only made her feel hotter all over.
“Thank you, Nancy,” Rhetta added. “Thank you for letting me touch Willa.” Willa pressed harder against his cock. Fuck, she loved him talking to Nancy about her, acknowledging that it was Nancy’s decision!
Rhett’s hand curled around Willa’s cheek, his thumb brushing against her lower lip. “I wish I could feel your mouth on me properly,” he said, looking down into her eyes.
Willa wanted that too. She glanced over her shoulder at Nancy, her expression pleading. The way Nancy gave a soft laugh implied to Willa that she knew exactly what Willa was wordlessly asking for.
“Go on,” she allowed. “You can take his pants and underwear off,” the brunette instructed. Willa grinned at the permission, turning back to Rhett. Behind her, Nancy spoke again. “And you,” she addressed Rhett. “Take off your shirt. I want you fully naked by the time Willa’s done.”
Rhett’s fingers flew across the buttons, each one revealing a new glimpse of his toned, tan chest. Willa was fascinated. It had been so long since she’d seen a man strip for her in person! And knowing that Rhett was doing so because he’d been ordered sparked heat deep inside her.
He lifted his hips up, wordlessly begging for Willa to free him from the clothes which held his cock so uncomfortably tight. As Willa’s fingers danced across his bulge, Rhett groaned. “Fuck, Willa. Please. Nancy said you could.” He didn’t press more, didn’t insist that Willa do what he wanted.
He wasn’t that kind of man.
That, too, was so different. Willa’s only experience was with dominant men or men who didn’t know what they wanted. Rhett was neither. He knew precisely what he wanted Willa to do, but he didn’t demand it. No, he only begged, pleaded for her to. It gave her all the power and he liked that. She knew he did; Willa recognized those feelings so well.
The desire to give what she was asked for took over Willa. She finally pulled Rhett’s pants and boxers off, letting his hardness spring free. His cock already glistened with precum, no doubt having left a wet patch against his boxers. Willa discarded the clothes to one side, her hands settling against Rhett’s inner thighs.
She licked her lips, mouth already watering at the thought of taking him into her heat. Looking up at Rhett, Willa smiled. He looked so good, on display for her and, more importantly, for Nancy.
Glancing over her shoulder, Willa grinned at her girlfriend. One of Nancy’s hands was stroking over her body, teasing up to her breasts and then back down. Willa knew how much Nancy liked teasing, even when it was delivered by herself.
“Can I?” Willa asked, certain that Nancy knew exactly what she was asking for.
“Yeah,” Nancy nodded. “You can. But slowly. I want you to tease him. Show him how nice and slow you do it on my cock.”
That was just the sort of instruction Willa wanted. She loved sucking Nancy’s silicone dick. She had learned so many new things by doing so. Willa was excited to try them on a real cock.
Just as Nancy had instructed, Willa moved slowly. She teased the very tip of her tongue up the shaft of Rhett’s dick. His body snapped to attention, holding perfectly still. Willa knew he didn’t want to buck up. He wouldn’t disobey Nancy anymore than Willa would. They were serving her together.
Rhett panted, his chest heaving as Willa’s tongue stroked nearer and nearer to the head of his cock. His fingers gripped the arms of the chair, flexing so hard it must have hurt. “Please,” he whined, the word drawn out slowly, Rhett’s voice getting higher at the end.
His gaze moved to Nancy, his teeth coming down to bite his full lower lip. “Fuck, she looks good, touching herself,” he narrated. Willa could picture it in her mind, even if she couldn’t turn around to see. “Are you turned on by us, Nancy?” he asked, voice catching in his throat.
“Yes.” The answer was quick and easy. Willa would’ve smiled had her mouth not been otherwise occupied. She knew that Nancy would enjoy this. Having two people who wanted to please her must’ve been exciting. Not that Willa didn’t find this exciting, too. Her tongue swirled against the underside of Rhett’s cock, making him groan.
It was a deep sound, coming from low in his chest. Willa loved it. She always enjoyed the sounds Nancy made; making someone else vocal as Nancy watched? It was new and fun.
“Go faster,” Nancy told her. Willa eagerly followed the instructions. Her head bobbed up and down Rhett’s cock, making his groans louder and more frequent. “And slow down again,” Nancy said. Once again, Willa did as she was told, slowing her movements and teasing her tongue around the tip of Rhett’s cock.
The sound he made was almost a sob. That was new and exciting, too! Willa could feel the tension in Rhett’s muscles. He held himself so still, working so hard not to buck up into the waiting heat of Willa’s mouth. “Fuck, you feel so good.” The praise brought a hot flush to Willa’s cheeks. She was used to hearing Nancy compliment her. But knowing she was pleasing both Rhett and Nancy was even better!
Willa moved her mouth slowly, drawing her tongue along the full length of Rhett’s cock. He squirmed under her, hips rocking from side to side but never pushing up the way he must have wanted to.
One hand moved from the arm of the chair, squeezing against Willa’s shoulder. It urged her forward, making her take Rhett’s cock deeper into the back of her throat. The taste of him was rich and salty, so different from the silicone that Willa was used to.
It amazed Willa how composed Rhett was. He didn’t try to ask Willa to do anything Nancy hadn’t specifically allowed. Nor did he disobey anything Nancy had said. No man Willa had been before had been like this. She liked it.
“Are you wet, Willa?” Nancy asked. Her voice was so much closer! Willa realized her girlfriend must’ve walked over. Not being able to answer in words, not when her mouth was filled with dick, Willa gave a hum of agreement instead. She was very wet.
That sound must’ve vibrated through Rhett. He moaned loudly in response. Nancy ignored that as she slid her hand down Willa’s back and over to her ass. Willa was wearing a loose dress; she hadn’t bothered with underwear. Nancy gave a soft moan as she discovered that for herself.
“Such a naughty girl,” Nancy hummed. It was definitely not a criticism.
Willa felt her push the dress up, exposing Willa’s perfect bare ass. Nancy landed a loud slap against it, making Willa whimper. “You can suck his dick harder,” Nancy allowed and smacked Willa’s ass again.
“Yes, yeah,” Rhett agreed, his eyes wide and dark with arousal. “You can definitely suck harder.” It would’ve made Willa laugh. Instead, she hollowed her cheeks, using her tongue against the underside of Rhett’s dick to add to the feeling. He cried out, his hips bucking up as his control gave the first sign of snapping.
His thighs tensed as he tried to hold himself down against the chair. When Nancy landed another hard slap against Willa’s ass, Rhett’s whole body jerked as if he could feel the impact for himself.
“What can I do for you, Nancy?” he asked, sounding so desperate to please. “I want to, want to make you feel good. Will you let me?”
Willa was curious as to what the answer was. She knew what she hoped to get out of tonight but she had no idea what Nancy might’ve planned for herself. Not knowing felt exciting, like an adventure all three of them were going on together. Except Nancy knew the path to wherever they were heading. Willa loved that, loved how she could just trust Nancy.
“What can you do for me,” Nancy drew out, as if tasting the words out in her mouth. “I suppose I should try your mouth before I let you put it on Willa,” she hummed. Willa gave an energetic grunt at that. Rhett’s hips didn’t quite buck upwards but it was a close call.
Nancy’s hands were against Willa’s hair then, tugging so she’d pull back. “Go get your favorite strap-on, Willa,” Nancy instructed. “And some lube.”
Pulling back, Willa looked up at Nancy, her lips no doubt red from sucking Rhett’s dick. “Yes.” She nodded obediently, pussy drenched at all the thoughts in her head.
“And you,” Nancy said, turning to Rhett. “Kneel.”
There was absolutely no hesitation before Rhett dropped to his knees. Willa stood, mesmerized. She watched as Nancy took the seat Rhett had been in, parting her legs. Like Willa, she had opted to go without panties, her beautiful pussy open and exposed to Rhett as her dress rode up over her thighs.
“Show me what you are going to do to Willa’s pussy,” she instructed. Her gaze moved up to Willa. “I gave you instructions,” she reminded. Willa nodded suddenly, snapping out of the daze she was in.
She was quick in locating both the strap-on and the lube. She wanted to get back as fast as possible; she wanted so desperately to see what Rhett was doing and how Nancy looked.
They both looked incredible. Rhett’s face was buried between Nancy’s thighs. Nancy’s head was tipped back, her breasts rising and falling with every breath. Rhett’s long-fingered hands splayed against Nancy’s legs, holding her open as he licked and sucked at her sensitive flesh.
Willa could hear the sound of his tongue moving. He slurped, lapping up Nancy’s liquids. She gave a soft moan. Not as loud as Willa could make her moan. But Rhett didn’t know her body as well, didn’t have as much practice.
As he leaned forward, Rhett’s bare ass lifted up, drawing Willa’s attention to the supple, toned muscle. He looked like he was practically inviting her to touch him. But Willa couldn’t. Not without Nancy’s permission.
Nancy must’ve noticed Willa looking. She grinned at the blonde. “The strap-on’s not for his ass,” she told Willa teasingly. That made Willa’s eyes widen as they snapped back up to Nancy’s face, a small ‘oh’ falling from Willa’s lips.
Her grip on the harness of the strap-on tightened. She was, of course, used to Nancy fucking her with it. But the idea that maybe she’d get to experience them both thrilled Willa. That wasn’t something she’d ever done before. It was good that her first time would be with Nancy.
She watched as Nancy’s hand moved to tug against Rhett’s hair. “He’s doing well,” she praised. “Not, of course, as good as you are, but good enough.” The moan that fell from her lips showed Willa just how good Rhett could be.
Willa’s tongue slipped out to wet her lips. She had no idea what she wanted more, to have Rhett’s mouth against her or to have hers against Nancy’s. It was a dilemma that Nancy recognized as it crossed Willa’s face.
“I want you to show her,” Nancy told Rhett, pulling his head back. “I want you to eat Willa out while she eats me out.”
And that, really, was the perfect solution.
Rhett looked fantastic. His lips and chin were damp, Nancy’s wetness dripping off him. Rhett’s tongue darted out, tasting it, like he couldn’t get enough. “Fuck, yes,” he agreed. His gaze lingered on Willa as she moved. She sank to her knees, crawling across the carpet until she’d replaced Rhett between Nancy’s legs.
Willa dropped the strap-on, focusing all her attention on Nancy’s wet pussy. She dipped her head, licking a hot stripe up to Nancy’s clit. Nancy cried out, her fingers tanging in Willa’s hair. Unlike Rhett, Nancy wasn’t careful. She tugged Willa’s face exactly where she wanted it.
Rhett’s fingers gripped Willa’s hips, guiding her down. She moaned as she settled against Rhett’s face, his tongue diving inside her. Willa loved the thought of Rhett moving from Nancy’s pussy to Willa’s, tasting the differences between them, learning what they both liked.
With her dress still on, Willa felt it slide over her hips, covering Rhett’s face. It felt extra naughty to have him like this, under her dress, licking her pussy. His tongue teased against Willa so perfectly, the soft moans that fell from her lips muffled against Nancy’s pussy. Willa wanted to make Nancy come, wanted Rhett to hear her come.
She worked hard, tongue circling around Nancy’s clit, urging the pleasure forward just how she knew Nancy liked it. At the same time, Willa rocked her hips against Rhett’s face. His tongue slid inside her, teasingly. She would’ve screamed, but Willa’s mouth was otherwise occupied.
“Fuck, yeah, Willa,” Nancy moaned. “Show me what he’s doing, I want to know if he’s eating you out right.”
The implication that maybe Nancy would have to do something about it if Rhett wasn’t made Willa moan. She moved to slide her tongue inside Nancy just as Rhett had done to her.
He responded beautifully to the challenge, fucking his tongue in and out of Willa’s pussy. Not hard, or fast, but at a pace that built the pleasure inside Willa piece by piece. Her body trembled, fingers gripping tighter against Nancy’s soft thighs.
Rhett’s hands bunched in the material at Willa’s hips, guiding her against him, making her rock down against his face. Obediently, Willa pressed her mouth closer to Nancy’s pussy, tongue fucking her steadily.
Nancy tipped her head back, a cry freeing itself from her throat. Rhett’s moan vibrated against Willa’s pussy, making her moan in turn. It was like a chain of pleasure, linking them together.
It was working, too. Willa felt the way Nancy’s muscles tightened. Knowing that she was bringing Nancy closer to orgasm by doing what Rhett did to her seemed to trigger Willa’s pleasure. She moaned again, rocking her hips more against Rhett’s mouth, trying to get even more friction.
He was good at following the clues offered, his tongue slipping up to Willa’s clit. She repeated the motion against Nancy’s clit, too. Both women moaned, Willa’s sounds of pleasure muffled by Nancy’s pussy.
“Yes, yes, just like that,” Nancy encouraged both Willa and Rhett.
Rhett’s tongue lapped harder, lips finally puckering around Willa’s clit. He sucked, making Willa’s orgasm crash through her like a tsunami.
“Yes!!” Nancy cried, her muscles, too, tightening as pleasure exploded through her. Willa knew the sounds of Nancy coming so well. She switched to doing everything to prolong that pleasure, driving the last of it through Nancy’s body.
Finally, Nancy pushed her back. Rhett’s mouth, too, slowed against Willa’s pussy. Nancy’s breath was coming in soft gasps. She urged Willa up so she could lick her own taste off Willa’s lips.
Turning her head, Willa glanced down at Rhett. He looked so good like that, face wet from her liquids, cock hard as it bounced against his stomach.
“I think it’s time he fucked you,” Nancy breathed. “Come on, I want you both in the bedroom. Show Rhett the way and then he can undress you fully.”
Rhett’s breath exploded in a moan. “Fuck, yes,” he agreed. “I want to see you. Both of you.” He ran his hands up under Willa’s dress, dragging his nails lightly across her ass. It didn’t hurt, but the sensation was sharp, in contrast to the looseness in Willa’s muscles post-orgasm.
Knowing how much Nancy loved to see her crawl, Willa didn’t get up. She prowled across the floor, trusting Rhett to follow. Glancing over her shoulder, she caught the desire in his eyes as he watched her ass sway ahead of him.
Beyond him, Nancy’s gaze was similarly fixed on Willa. She shuddered at the sensation of both Rhett and Nancy watching her.
“Should we bring the strap-on?” Rhett asked, just before they made it through the door.
“No, I’ll take it,” Nancy commented. She sounded surprised at having forgotten about it. Willa had to bite her lower lip not to grin. Nancy was always so in control, but orgasms had a tendency to make her a bit dazed. She regained that focus quickly, picking up the strap-on and the lube that Willa had set down.
She followed the two of them to the bedroom. Leaning against the doorframe as she watched Willa finally stand. Rhett followed her, hands already reaching out to tug at Willa’s dress. She loved that he wanted to see her naked. She could hardly blame him, she’d wanted to see him naked just as much.
Moving slightly, Willa helped Rhett slide her dress off.
His gaze dropped to her breasts, then lower. Willa could feel his eyes as they trailed over the curves of her hips. He swallowed. “You look even more gorgeous,” he praised. His hands followed the path his eyes had taken. He lifted each of Willa’s breasts, bending to press his mouth against them.
His tongue slid over her nipple. Willa sighed as pleasure shot through her. Despite her orgasm, she felt eager, greedy for more. Rhett’s cock pressed up against her thigh, painting a streak of precum across her skin.
“You said I could fuck her?” Rhett asked, turning his attention to Willa. “Now?” He made no effort to keep the desperation out of his tone. It made Willa feel so hot, so desirable! Rhett couldn’t keep his hands off her - but he would, if it was what Nancy demanded.
There was a soft laugh from Nancy as she nodded. “I did say you could fuck her,” she agreed. “We are both going to fuck her,” she added with a smirk. Willa gave a soft moan. Even the idea of having them both fuck her was so hot. Nancy crossed the room, reaching out to stroke a hand over Willa’s side. She looked over her shoulder at Rhett.
“Soon,” she promised. “First I want you to help me out of my dress, too,” she said, turning around to offer Rhett the zipper on the back of her dress. “You may touch me as you remove the dress,” she offered generously.
Rhett swayed toward Nancy like a magnet drawn towards her. Willa recognized that feeling. Despite how long they’d been together, she still found herself turning to Nancy in much the same way.
His breath caught as he drew the zipper down, revealing the smooth skin of Nancy’s back. His fingertips moved reverently, feather-light as he traced slow circles. Nancy sighed, shoulders relaxing into the touch.
Despite his obvious enjoyment, Rhett didn’t linger. He tugged Nancy’s zipper the rest of the way, sliding his palms under the material to guide it down Nancy’s hips. He groaned as her pert ass came into view, daring to cup his hand around one cheek.
Once Nancy stepped out of her dress, Rhett pushed it to join Willa’s in a puddle on the floor. “What next?” he asked, breathless with anticipation.
Nancy pressed her body against Rhett’s, pulling Willa closer so she’d be sandwiched between them. “Hmm,” Nancy hummed. “Get on the bed,” she told Rhett. “On your back.” Her hands slid over Willa’s sides as they both turned to watch Rhett do as he was told. He looked good, spread out on their bed, his hard cock bouncing as he laid down.
One of Nancy’s hands slid lower, giving Willa’s ass a squeeze. “Go on, get on his dick. I want you to ride him nice and slow while I put this harness on. I’ll get you ready then,” she said, smacking Willa’s ass as if to encourage her to move towards the bed faster.
Willa didn’t need the encouragement. Her pussy absolutely ached with the need to have it stuffed. She climbed on the bed, crawling up Rhett’s body with enthusiasm. Willa could hardly wait to feel him inside her.
Her fingers wrapped around his cock as she straddled him, leading the thick length towards her hot pussy.
Rhett’s hands rested against Willa’s hips, urging her up. Willa could feel the head of his cock brush between her legs and heard Rhett’s moan in response. She smirked, eager to discover how much louder he could be when he was properly inside her.
Neither of them had to wait long. Willa eased herself down Rhett’s length in one long, slick slide. Her breath caught as her ass came to rest against his thighs, her muscles stretching to accommodate Rhett’s girth. His mouth dropped open, every breath a ragged gasp. His hips snapped up, driving him even deeper into Willa’s hot core.
“Fuck,” he swore. “You feel so good, Willa. So tight.” One hand moved up to cup Wila’s breast, Rhett’s thumb teasing across her nipple. It made Willa’s pussy clench around him, getting even wetter.
Nancy moved behind them, her hands soft as they stroked over Willa’s ass. “Slow down,” she instructed. Both Willa and Rhett stilled. Willa wanted to ride him harder, to truly feel how great his dick was inside her. But she had to obey Nancy’s orders. And besides, they weren’t orders that had been given for no reason.
Soft, slick fingers slid between Willa’s cheeks, teasing against her asshole lightly. It made Willa’s breath catch in her throat. Her grip tightened against Rhett’s shoulder. He didn’t rock up into her, even if she was sure he wanted to. But Rhett kept playing with Willa’s nipple. It teased soft whimpers from her, as did the way Nancy pushed one finger inside her.
“Fuck,” Willa moaned. It was hard not to move, not to push back against Nancy’s fingers. But Willa didn’t. Now was not the time to earn a punishment.
Nancy teased another finger inside Willa, stretching her out slowly. “How does it feel?” she asked. Willa gave a soft ‘ah’ in response. It felt good. It felt like she needed more.
“I want you inside me,” Willa answered. “I want you both inside me.”
Nancy chuckled. She didn’t move any faster. Willa whined. Holding still was so difficult. Nancy’s fingers felt amazing, stretching Willa’s muscles out, making sure that Willa was ready to take the strap-on. Rhett leaned forward, closing the distance and catching Willa’s mouth.
He kissed her thoroughly, his tongue sliding against Willa’s, his teeth sharp against her lower lip. It wasn’t enough to distract Willa from the fullness in her ass, but it helped.
Finally, Nancy pressed a third finger past Willa’s tight ring of muscles. Willa groaned into the kiss. It only made Rhett kiss her harder, eagerly swallowing up all the sounds she made.
“You’re ready,” Nancy announced. Willa moaned in both excitement and pleasure. When Nancy pulled back, the feeling was a crass contrast as Willa’s muscles tightened. But only briefly. Before long, Nancy had positioned the tip of the strap-on against Willa’s opening. She was slow as she pushed in, inching the cock in bit by bit.
“Fuck,” Willa breathed. “It feels so tight.” She had had the silicone dick up her ass before, but never with another cock in her pussy, too! The two together made her feel so unbelievably stuffed. Pleasure was everywhere.
Finally, she felt Nancy’s hips press against Willa’s legs and ass. “You’re all full,” Nancy said. “Does it feel good?” Nancy’s hand slid around to tug Willa’s hair, making her tilt her head back. “Is this what you wanted for your birthday?”
Willa whined. Yes, fuck yes it was! “Want to get fucked,” she moaned.
Rhett’s hands tightened against her. “I want to fuck you,” he promised. “Fuck, your face looked so beautiful as you were taking Nancy’s cock.” The praise swept over Willa, leaving a tingling of desire all across her body in its wake.
“Can I?” Rhett asked, looking up at Nancy. Her breasts pressed against Willa’s back as she leaned forward, nipples hard points brushing against Willa’s skin. “Can I move?” Rhett added, his voice a whine of desperation.
Willa couldn’t see, but Nancy must have nodded. Rhett’s hips slammed up so fast that it took Willa’s breath away. He cried out, eyes closing as he savored the tightness of Willa’s pussy.
Nancy matched that rhythm, thrusting forward before she pulled back. It was only to slam forward again, fucking into Willa’s ass and making her scream. Her moans and cries of pleasure surrounded them, interjected by the grunts that fell from Rhett’s lips. Nancy, too, made such erotic noises, groaning as she fucked forward into Willa.
Being sandwiched between them, having both of them fuck her so well, made Willa’s body feel sensitive everywhere.
“Yes, yes, yes!” she chanted. “Oh, fuck, just like that, yeah!” Rhett gave it his all, fucking up into Willa harder and harder. Nancy matched those thrusts, making sure to keep Willa at a steady pace, ensuring Willa’s orgasm was building low in her stomach.
“Rhett, you can’t come until Willa does, understood?” Nancy said, fucking forward once again. “But I can tell you that she’ll come a lot quicker if you suck her nipples,” she advised.
Rhett chuckled, the laughter brief and bright. It was replaced almost instantly by Rhett leaning forward, capturing Willa’s nipple in his mouth. He stroked his tongue over and around it. The pleasure building in Willa’s stomach coiled tighter, inching her that much closer to orgasm.
When Rhett’s fingers caught at Willa’s other nipple, tugging hard, she cried out. Her body swayed between the two of them, first pushing back against Nancy’s cock in her ass, then forward onto Rhett’s hot length between her legs.
Sensations threatened to overwhelm her, pleasure rising up and filling Willa’s body from her head to her toes. Rhett didn’t relent. His teeth scraped across Willa’s nipple, making her scream as Nancy pounded into her from behind.
Willa’s whole body tensed, the pressure making her muscles tremble under her skin. Her orgasm exploded through her like a firework, making everything around her color brightly. “Yesssss!” she cried, letting Rhett and Nancy fuck her over and over again, use her the way Willa wanted to be used.
Their cocks were so good inside her, hard as they fucked her through her throes of pleasure. Rhett’s hips bucked upward. He didn’t come. Willa was sure he wanted to but Nancy hadn’t said that he could. Willa enjoyed knowing he needed permission.
“Go on,” Nancy said. “You can come inside her,” she allowed. “Show Willa how much you’ve enjoyed fucking her.”
Rhett honest-to-god growled, his teeth once more skimming across Willa’s nipple. The vibrations made her tingle deep between her legs. Rhett’s cock pumped up into her, filling her over and over again. It seemed to last forever!
Then, at last, Rhett pulled back, moaning as his orgasm overtook him. His whole face glowed with pleasure, his hips pushing up once, twice, then slowing. Willa could feel the hot rush of his cum, making her body tighten at the mere idea. It had been so long since she’d had someone come inside her!
“Fuck,” Rhett groaned, still pushing his hips up, fucking Willa through the last of his orgasm. “You’ve been so good, both of you,” he praised. “So hot.”
Nancy slammed her hips forward once, twice and then, she too, pulled back, leaving Willa feeling empty. She collapsed against Rhett, letting him take her weight. Willa’s body felt so good, spent in all the right ways.
“Yes,” Nancy agreed. “You have both been very good,” she praised. Willa turned her head to beam at her girlfriend. She felt good. Having Nancy tell her that she’d been good, too, made Willa glow. And Rhett, too! She felt like he deserved the praise.
Pulling back from the bed so she could take the strap-on off, Nancy smacked Willa’s ass. “Good birthday present?” she asked with a grin.
Willa’s smile widened even more. “Oh yes! I’ve had so much fun!” She really had. Willa felt thoroughly fucked out. When she voiced that, Nancy laughed.
“So fucked out you won’t want to get fucked again?” Nancy asked.
Willa’s eyes went wide. She hadn’t realized that was even an option. “Sure,” Nancy nodded. “If Rhett’s up to it?” she asked, glancing over to where the man was spread out on their bed.
Willa turned back to him, too. “Please, Rhett? I’d love for you to fuck me and to have Nancy fuck you this time.” Oh, she really would!
Rhett’s tongue darted out to wet his lips, clearly as turned on by the idea as Willa was. He ran a hand down his body, brushing his fingers over his softened cock. His gaze darted between Willa and Nancy. Willa’s body throbbed with anticipation. If Rhett said he didn’t want to, she’d be disappointed, but she’d have to respect it.
“I might need… a few minutes?” Rhett said, the words sounding like both an apology and a question. “But I’ll make it an enjoyable wait!” he promised. “I can make you come again. Either of you. Both of you.” His eagerness was so obvious. It warmed Willa to the core, proving that he’d enjoyed himself just as much as she had.
Nancy laughed at that. “I was going to give you recovery time,” she promised. “But I do like the sound of you making both of us come,” she hummed. “Why don’t you start with Willa and I’ll go get us some water?” she suggested.
Willa was very happy with that idea. She loved how Nancy was going to take care of both of them. All of them!
“Yeah,” Willa nodded energetically. “Why don’t you start with Willa,” she repeated, already reaching for Rhett’s hands. He’d made her come with his mouth and his cock, she wanted to see what those long fingers could do!
Later, Rhett would make her come again and again with both his mouth and his cock. As birthdays went, this one was pretty excellent!




He Gets to Watch

It felt like sparks of electricity traveling through Jared’s body. Tonight was the night. They had planned this for a while, put things in motion to get there. Jared had been married to Aisha for just under three years and there were a lot of different things they had tried together. They’d even had a few threesomes here and there, but this wasn’t that at all. No, this didn’t include Jared. That was what made it thrilling.
“You look amazing,” he told Aisha. The dress she was wearing hugged her form in all the right places, showing off beautiful lines and accentuating her curvaceous breasts. She turned to smile at him, making Jared’s breath catch.
“Are you excited?” Aisha asked. Jared doubted she didn’t already know. He’d been excited about this for weeks.
It had taken them a while to find Olive. She was, as her profile described, a professional dominatrix and a tease. Both of these fulfilled the criteria that Jared and Aisha had set out. The agreement was that Olive would do whatever she wanted to Aisha and Jared would let her. All Jared wanted was to watch.
“I am,” he answered. “Fuck, I am so excited.” His cock had been half-hard for most of the day. “Are you?” he asked. Jared didn’t think Aisha wanted to back out. Of course, if she did, that’d be fine. Luckily for him, his wife shook her head.
“Oh, I am excited. I’ve been horny all day. I had to change my panties from how wet they were,” she laughed. “And I had to get off in the toilets at work.” That last part was said with a smirk. Jared’s cock hardened even more.
He wanted to pull Aisha in close, rub that hardening cock against her thigh, but the doorbell rang. “That’ll be her,” Jared commented. He did still press a quick kiss against Aisha’s lips before heading over to let Olive in.
“Hi.” He smiled at her. She was stunning. Even more so than her profile pictures had been. Beautiful, blond hair and perfectly-done makeup. She was wearing tight, black clothes that made her body look amazing. “Please, come in.”
He took her coat and they exchanged pleasantries in a way that seemed almost ridiculous since Oliver was there to fuck Jared’s wife. He led her through to the living room where Aisha was. She didn’t look nervous, instead just giving Olive an appreciative look, the same way Jared had.
“Pleasure to meet you,” Aisha greeted.
Olive smirked, her gaze traveling over Aisha’s body. Her tongue darted out, wetting her already-glossy pink lips. “It will be,” she promised. Her voice was smoky, but still feminine. It sent pulses of heat across Jared’s skin. He wanted to hear her give orders, wanted to hear her moans mixing with Aisha’s.
She spared a brief glance at Jared, then around the living room. “Sit down, Jared,” she instructed. It was said politely. Jared felt a thrill at the way she’d come in and totally taken control of the situation.
Lifting her hand, she crooked one finger to beckon Aisha closer.
As Jared took a seat, he watched Aisha move towards Olive. It was mesmerizing to watch, the way her hips swayed as she walked. There was no hesitation. Jared knew that Aisha wanted to do just as Olive instructed. Even when it was just them, Aisha enjoyed having control taken away from her. To have a stranger take control... Jared licked his lips as he watched Aisha and Olive together.
“What would you like me to do?” Aisha asked, her tongue, too, darting out to wet her lips. “Would you like a drink before we start? We have some lovely wine. Or... not.” Jared could tell that she was eager to do whatever Olive asked.
This time, Olive’s lips curved in a genuine smile. “Lovely wine sounds… lovely,” she teased lightly. Aisha smiled back. Jared loved how comfortable she looked. As if offering wine to a dominatrix was something she did every day.
Olive let Aisha get almost to the door, then called out. “Aisha.” Jared watched as Aisha turned immediately, her full attention on Olive. “Take your dress off before you leave,” Olive instructed. Her tone wasn’t bossy or demanding. Nor was there any hint that Olive didn’t completely expect to be obeyed.
Jared’s breath caught. He could almost see the same happening to Aisha. She reached up to the zip at the side of her dress, pulling it down. Slowly, Aisha slid the dress off, revealing a sexy black bra and then matching panties. She was wearing stockings and heels that made Jared’s mouth water. He wanted to touch her. Knowing this wasn’t just for him was so hot.
Glancing over her shoulder, Aisha smiled at both of them. He watched her set the dress down on a chair and disappear toward the kitchen. Whatever awkwardness Jared might’ve feared didn’t occur, especially since Aisha returned quickly.
She had three glasses. Jared was almost surprised, like he’d forgotten he was there. Aisha hadn’t. Pouring the wine out, she handed a glass to Olive, licking her lips as she did so. Then, Aisha walked over to hand a glass to Jared, too. He wanted to reach out and touch her, to caress over the soft looking skin of Aisha’s stomach. He didn’t. Olive hadn’t said he could and Jared had agreed that it was her place to decide tonight.
Olive sipped her wine slowly, her gaze lingering on Aisha’s back. “You’re stunning, Aisha,” she complimented. Jared was close enough to see the way Aisha’s cheeks went pink at the praise.
“And you, Jared,” Olive added, smiling at him over Aisha’s shoulder. “I think you’ll be more comfortable out of those pants.” She glanced down at Jared’s crotch, his cock already straining against the fabric.
“Do you want Aisha to undress you?”
From the way Aisha gave a soft moan, it was clearly something she wanted.
The question surprised Jared, though. He hadn’t... he had assumed he would be more on the sidelines. Yet, of course, he wanted that. Aisha looked so sexy. Of course Jared wanted her to help him get out of his pants. His cock was hard. Jared knew he wasn’t going to get any sort of release anytime soon. That made the whole situation hotter.
“Yeah.” He nodded. “I’d love that.” He shifted in his seat, to make himself slightly more comfortable, but his eyes stayed on Aisha. Briefly, he did glance at Olive. She looked incredible. He could swear her being in charge just made it hotter.
“Kneel down, Aisha,” Olive ordered. Jared could feel her gaze on them, watching as Aisha went immediately, gracefully to her knees. It had to be turning Olive on. She looked completely poised, not a hair out of place. Not yet.
Aisha looked up at Jared, her lips slightly parted. Jared wanted so badly to reach out and touch her. “Jared, you’re not to touch,” Olive instructed, like she could read Jared’s mind. “You can unbutton your shirt while Aisha helps you out of your pants.”
Jared noticed she hadn’t said Aisha couldn’t touch.
Clearly, so had Aisha. Her fingers brushed against his skin, just under the hem of Jared’s shirt. The touch felt hot but also soft at the same time. She was careful as she slid over his skin and down to the fastenings of his pants. It was far from Aisha’s first time at undoing Jared’s belt, yet it felt different.
He also did as Olive had said he could, bringing his hands up to the buttons of his shirt. He matched the speed at which Aisha was undoing his pants. Both of them seemed to want to drag this out, to enjoy it. When his shirt was open and his pants off, Aisha leaned back on her heels.
She looked over her shoulder at Olive, giving the other woman a smile. “What now?” she asked. Jared could tell how eager she sounded.
Olive took another sip of her wine before setting the glass down on the nearest table. “Now,” she answered, “crawl over here to me.” She crooked her finger again. Jared could hardly bite back a moan as he watched Aisha crawl away. The way her hips swayed as she moved made her ass look incredible.
Aisha stopped at Olive’s feet. She looked up, waiting for more instructions. Olive smiled. In her high-heels, she towered over Aisha’s kneeling form. That and her immaculate clothes made the power difference all the more obvious.
“You’re doing very well,” Olive praised. Jared could see the flush of pleasure bloom across Aisha’s chest. Olive noticed too, and smiled warmly. “Take off your bra, Aisha,” she instructed. “Let me see how you like to have your nipples touched.”
Jared’s eyes followed Aisha’s hands as they moved up to the clasp of her bra. She undid it skillfully before sliding the straps down her shoulders. Jared could tell that she was taking her time, making it look like a seduction in its own right. It certainly worked on him. He watched in fascination as she finally slid the material off her body, throwing it to one side.
Her breasts fell free, nipples already erect from how aroused she was. Jared didn’t need to touch Aisha to know she was turned on. Of course, she had also told him. It thrilled him to think that Aisha had looked forward to this all day. He wondered if Olive had or if this was just another work day. What work to have!
Whatever thoughts he might have had about Olive’s profession, Jared was utterly distracted when Aisha brought a hand up to one of her breasts. She teased her nipple, moaning softly at the touch. It was soft at first, circling around the hard tip. Then, just as Jared knew Aisha loved, she rolled the tip between her fingers, squeezing it.
The next moan that fell from her lips went straight to Jared’s cock. He had to shift in the seat again.
“That’s good,” Olive praised. Jared could see the way Aisha’s chest heaved, breasts bouncing as she sucked in a breath. Her fingers moved to the other nipple, giving it the same treatment. Jared ached to touch her, or to touch himself. Olive hadn’t said he could. Jared didn’t want to risk interrupting whatever plans she had for Aisha. He gripped resolutely at the arms of the chair.
Olive barely spared him a glance. All her attention focused on Aisha, watching the way she gave a sharp tug with one hand. The moan that spilled from her was low and deep.
“Would you like me to touch you, Aisha?” Olive asked. Her hands moved to her own breasts, caressing them through the tight material of her top. “I know Jared would,” she added, smirking.
“Oh, God, yes,” Aisha breathed. She didn’t move her hands away from her breasts. Olive hadn’t told her to. Aisha did glance over her shoulder at Jared, tongue wetting her lips. Olive was right. Jared desperately wanted Olive to touch Aisha. He was certain that even without being told, Aisha knew that.
Jared reached for his glass of wine. It helped as a distraction. His cock was so hard, but Jared wouldn’t touch himself. Maybe later, maybe if Olive told him to. For now, he just wanted to watch. Wanted to stay hard as a reminder of the things he couldn’t have.
Olive hummed. “You’ve both been very good,” she praised. Being included in her compliments was unexpected. Jared could feel the heat flush through him in response. “Stand up, Aisha,” Olive ordered. Aisha didn’t hesitate, rising to her feet just as gracefully as she’d gone to her knees earlier. Her hand still cupped her breast, tugging lightly against her nipple.
“Stop now,” Olive encouraged. Aisha’s hands dropped obediently. “Turn around and face your husband.” Olive stood behind Aisha, one hand on her waist. She smirked at Jared over Aisha’s shoulder. Then, slowly, her other hand trailed over the soft skin of Aisha’s stomach. Aisha moaned, eyelids drifting closed.
Olive’s fingers brushed over Aisha’s nipple. Jared could tell she was mimicking Aisha’s earlier movements. She started softly, then rolled the hard nub between her fingers. “Let me hear how much you enjoy it,” Olive urged.
Aisha didn’t hesitate to do just that. A loud moan fell from her lips. Jared could see the way she pressed forward into Olive’s touch. He knew how Aisha liked her nipples played with. It was fascinating to watch someone else do it. Fascinating and so fucking hot. Jared’s mouth watered at how much he wanted to touch her, too. Watching Olive do so was great. Aisha didn’t hold back, letting noises of pleasure fill the room.
“Fuck, yes,” Aisha cried when Olive tugged against one of her nipples hard. “God, that feels so good.” She looked so into it. Jared could feel precum leaking from his cock in response. His hand gripped the chair more. He wanted to enjoy this, wanted to watch his wife come undone under Olive’s touch.
Olive pressed against Aisha from behind, cupping the weight of her breast while she continued to tug against her nipple. Her other hand stroked over Aisha’s stomach, fingertips skimming against the waistband of Aisha’s panties. Just when Jared felt sure Olive was going to push them down, she pulled away completely.
Aisha whined. It only seemed to make Olive smirk as she fetched her wine glass from the table and took a sip. Olive had said she was a tease. “Come, help me out of my clothes, Aisha,” Olive commanded. She turned, so that Aisha could find the row of buttons up the back of her skirt.
Jared watched as more and more of Olive’s creamy skin came into view. She turned in Aisha’s hands, letting them drag over her skin. When Aisha dared run a hand over her breast, Olive even moaned.
Once Olive was wearing nothing but her heels, she moved away, taking a seat in one of the chairs opposite Jared. She was as confident naked as she’d been fully dressed, not a hint of shyness. “Would you like to please me, Aisha?” she asked.
Aisha’s eyes widened as if she hadn’t expected the question. It was almost sweet. Jared shifted in his chair. Finally, Aisha nodded. “I really would,” she answered. “Would you like me to get to my knees again?” she asked. Jared was quite sure it was more that that’s what she wanted to do. Aisha very patiently waited for Olive to tell her if she could or not. Tell her what it was that she wanted.
“I would,” Olive confirmed. She waited, watching Aisha, her eyes half-lidded. “So very obedient,” she praised. Aisha looked almost intoxicated by the compliment. She leaned in toward Olive, not quite touching. Olive ran her hand over her own body, fingers first circling around her nipple before skimming lightly over her stomach. When Jared could tear his eyes away from the sight, it was to see Aisha watching just as hungrily.
Slowly, Olive moved her hand over her thigh, just barely brushing against her pussy. She gave a soft moan, parting her legs, giving Aisha a fantastic view. “Come,” Olive urged. “Show me how good your mouth can be, but don’t make me come. Understood?”
Jared knew that Aisha had gone down on a woman a few times. He also knew it had never been like this. With Olive above her, looking so hot and demanding and with Jared behind her, watching the two of them. They were a sight to see. Aisha ran her hands up Olive’s legs, fingers soft and careful as they brushed over the other woman’s inner thighs.
Then, Aisha leaned forward. Jared couldn’t see exactly what was going on, but the way Olive moaned was a pretty good indication. Her back arched against the chair. Jared could hear Aisha’s tongue against Olive’s pussy. One of Olive’s hands came down to tangle in Aisha’s hair, pulling her in closer against her heat.
Aisha knelt in a way that put ass was perfectly on display for Jared. Over her, he could see the curves of Olive’s breasts. All of it was made even better by how Olive cried out when, presumably, Aisha’s tongue slid over her clit.
Olive shuddered, her eyes briefly closing as another moan poured from her throat. “Go slower,” she ordered. “Tease me the way you teased your nipples.” Olive’s free hand stroked down Aisha’s side, brushing lightly over her breast. When Aisha moaned, the sound was muffled by Olive’s pussy. Somehow, that only made Jared’s cock twitch harder.
“Fuck!” Olive gasped, back arching again. She pushed herself toward Aisha’s mouth. “Yes, yes, that’s good, Aisha, keep going.” Olive’s eyes opened, meeting Jared’s as he watched the two of them. “She’s so good,” Olive praised. “Rubbing her tongue over my clit in such tight little circles, making me so wet.”
Aisha moaned again, and Olive laughed. “I’m sure Aisha’s wet, too,” she continued. “Those panties are going to be soaked by the time I take them off to fuck her.”
It was Jared’s turn to groan. He heard Aisha’s moan, too, only slightly muffled against Olive’s pussy. He knew Olive was right, Aisha would be so hot. Jared couldn’t wait to watch Olive fuck her. Fuck her good and hard, just how Aisha liked. The idea thrilled him so much.
Aisha carried on licking Olive. Jared could almost see how much concentration it took her to make sure to go slowly, the way Olive had instructed. “You look so good, both of you,” Jared breathed. He rubbed his hand over his leg. He didn’t attempt to touch his own hard cock. His boxers were tenting, he could see the wet spot against them. Jared’s focus was on Aisha and Olive.
“Her mouth is great,” he told Olive. The other woman could feel that. Still, Jared wanted to praise Aisha, to show her off to Olive.
“He’s right, Aisha,” Olive agreed. Her hand in Aisha’s hair moved, tugging hard enough that Aisha gave a startled noise that blended pleasure and pain. “Your mouth feels amazing. I bet he loves making you go down on him. Does he hold your head still while he fucks your face?” The words sent liquid heat straight to Jared’s cock. Even though Aisha was halfway across the room, he could imagine how hot and wet her mouth would feel around him.
Aisha moaned, the words affecting her as much as they affected Jared. Olive pulled harder on Aisha’s hair. Her breasts bounced and the muscles in her stomach tensed as Olive pushed her hips up, lifting her pussy even closer to Aisha’s eager, licking mouth.
“Go faster,” Olive ordered. There was the slightest breathless edge to her voice. Jared could see her leg shaking. “Focus on my clit, let’s see how fast you can make me come.”
Jared wanted to know. His tongue darted over his lips, as if he, too, could taste Olive on them. Aisha’s head began to move slightly more. Jared saw the way she crawled even further between Olive’s legs. If Olive’s increasingly loud cries were any indication, Aisha was doing very well with her tongue.
Olive’s moans sounded so good. Jared’s cock felt rock hard as he watched Aisha. Her ass so round and perfect and then, further up, Olive’s beautiful breasts as they bounced with every lick Aisha gave.
The hand not in Aisha’s hair rested on her shoulder, Olive’s manicured nails leaving little half-moon imprints on Aisha’s skin. Pulling Aisha’s head closer, Olive’s legs spread even more, her body splaying out against the couch. “Fuck, yes, Aisha, yes!” she cried.
Jared bit down on his lip, not wanting to miss even a second. He could tell when Olive’s orgasm drew closer. Her chest flushed, her eyes went wide and her moans filled the living room, bouncing off the walls around them. “I’m so close, keep going, make me come!”
Aisha didn’t need to be told twice. Her ass lifted up off her heels as she pushed her head down between Olive’s legs. Olive gave a wild scream, her thighs squeezing tight around Aisha’s ears.
When she fell back, releasing Aisha from her grip, Olive looked pleasantly flushed. If anything, it made her even more attractive. “Fuck, that was wonderful,” she praised.
Aisha pulled back, slowly. She licked her lips and then glanced over her shoulder at Jared. He saw the moment she took in how horny he must’ve looked. Her eyes darkened with lust. Aisha’s hands slid back over Olive’s legs and then up over her stomach, like she was familiarising herself with Olive’s body. Jared wanted to tell her to touch Olive’s breasts, to see how sensitive her nipples were. This wasn’t Jared’s place.
Olive was the one who decided what she wanted Aisha to do.
“You sound so good,” Aisha told Olive. “And taste great.” Jared loved how there was no shyness in Aisha’s compliment. Seeing her so confident about making someone else come was amazing.
Olive gave a pleased, throaty chuckle. “Thank you.” She ran her hands over Aisha’s back, hooking one under her elbow and pulling Aisha up her body. Aisha went, no hesitation at all. Jared watched as their bodies pressed together, giving a low groan as the thought of what was still to come.
Turning her head slightly, Olive caught Aisha’s lips in a slow, sensuous kiss. Her hands kept moving softly, fingertips just brushing under the waistband of Aisha’s panties. Before she pulled back, Olive brought her palm down in a light smack against Aisha’s ass.
“Do you want me to fuck you, Aisha?” Olive asked. “Are you going to let me take you any way I want?”
“Any way you want,” Aisha nodded eagerly. “I want you to do whatever you want to me.” Jared could hear how hot Aisha found the idea. Even across the room, he could almost feel the heat of her breath against Olive’s skin. He wanted to see Aisha submit to Olive. He knew that that was exactly what Aisha wanted, too.
Olive nodded, looking very satisfied with Aisha’s answer. “Stand up,” she instructed. “I want to watch you take those panties off.” Jared swallowed as Aisha’s hands moved to the waistband of her panties. She pushed them slowly down her hips. Jared could see her pussy glistening as she bent to help herself step out of them. The stockings stayed on, making Aisha’s long legs look even longer.
Tongue darting over her glossy lips, Olive reached out a hand to take the panties from Aisha. “So wet,” she murmured, one finger brushing against the crotch. Her smile grew wider. “I can see there’s no need to ask if you’re ready.” Aisha flushed, but she didn’t look embarrassed.
“Bring me my bag, Aisha,” Olive ordered. Glancing around, Aisha spotted where Olive had left her handbag by the door. She obediently carried it over. She caught her breath when Olive produced a thick strap-on, making Olive smirk at her. “Do you want to help me into this?” she asked.
Aisha nodded, almost as if not trusting herself to talk. Jared wasn’t a poorly endowed man but he was certain that the strap-on that Olive had brought with her was significantly bigger than he was. It sent a thrill down his spine to know that Olive would stretch Aisha out more than he did, that she’d feel her differently. Jared was sure Aisha would love it.
Taking the strap-on from Olive, Aisha knelt down to help the other woman with the straps. Jared recognized the look she gave Olive once the strap-on was on, the cock so hard and thick. “She wants to suck it,” Jared told Olive confidently. Aisha turned to give him a grin before she turned back to Olive with a hopeful look.
Olive laughed. Jared loved how pleased she looked with both of them. “So helpful,” Olive teased. Aisha gave a soft moan. Jared could see her sitting up a little straighter, like Olive had even more of her attention than she’d had before. Olive reached out, running a hand over Aisha’s head. She tangled her fingers in Aisha’s long hair, pulling her forward.
“Go on then,” she allowed. “Let me see what else you can do with your mouth.” Aisha didn’t hesitate. She leaned forward, blocking Jared’s view, moaning around the thick cock. “Are you hoping I’ll reward you, Jared?” Olive asked, meeting his eyes over Aisha’s head. “That I’ll let you touch yourself while I’m fucking Aisha?”
Jared’s tongue darted over his lips. He shook his head. “No,” he told Olive honestly. “Watching the two of you together is a reward in itself.” It was certainly true. Aisha looked so fucking hot on her kees, with Olive’s silicone cock in her mouth. The fact that the cock was fake didn’t seem to discourage Aisha one bit. She bobbed her head, moving in and pulling back again. Like she really wanted Olive to see how good she was at it. She was.
If Olive wanted to tell Jared to touch himself, he would. It wasn’t something he was aiming for. He hadn’t asked for her to do anything with or to him. His interest was in watching Aisha get what she wanted. “I will if you want me to,” he added, voicing his thoughts. Jared wanted Olive to be clear that this was all about Aisha, he was just... he was just there. Loving every minute of it, of course.
Olive smiled, making Jared feel like he’d given her the right answer. “You have a very generous husband, Aisha,” Olive praised. “A man who wants to give you what you want.” She nodded, like she approved. Her hand tightened in Aisha’s hair. She lifted her hips, pushing the fake cock down Aisha’s throat until Aisha’s nose was pressed tight against Olive.
Both women moaned. It was just about the hottest sound Jared had ever heard. “I’m going to give you what you want, too,” Olive promised. She thrust her hips up, making Aisha take her even deeper. When Olive pushed her gently away, Jared could see the saliva dripping down her chin.
“Stand up, Aisha,” Olive ordered, “and turn to face your husband.”
Aisha did just as she was told, the eagerness almost vibrating off her skin. Jared could tell that she wanted this, whatever this would entail. Her breasts looked beautiful, nipples so hard as she turned to face Jared. He saw the way her eyes traveled over his body, tongue running over her lips when she saw just how hard he was. He loved that she got to see him like this, got to see how hard he was for her.
“Olive,” Aisha breathed. “Please.” The plea seemed to be all-encompassing. It wasn’t asking for anything specific and rather just for everything. Or maybe anything. “I want...” she began, but then there was a sigh, like Aisha couldn’t even find the right words for what she wanted. “You.”
Nodding, Olive shifted slightly on the couch, spreading her legs. She reached out, setting her hands on either side of Aisha’s hips. “I’m going to help you sit down on my cock,” she said, tongue darting out to wet her lips. The words made Aisha moan, glancing over her shoulder.
“No,” Olive corrected. “Trust me that I’ll help you, keep your eyes on Jared.” Once Aisha was ready, Olive moved one hand to the cock between her legs. She held it steady. Jared could see the tip of it just kissing Aisha’s wet folds. “Sink down now,” Olive encouraged. “Take as much of it as you can.”
Aisha went slowly, clearly needing to adjust to the size. She definitely enjoyed it. Jared knew exactly what his wife’s face looked like when she was feeling good. Aisha bit down a moan and then another, before they tumbled out her lips. “Fuck,” she breathed. “I don’t think I can take it all in just yet.” The just yet held such promise that Jared had to bite back his own moan.
“You’re doing well,” Olive praised. “So well, Aisha. Just relax and enjoy it.” One perfectly-manicured hand ran over Aisha’s stomach, moving up toward the curves of her breasts. Aisha moaned, arching her back to thrust towards Olive’s fingers. Olive pressed a kiss against her shoulder at the same moment she pinched Aisha’s nipple, tugging hard enough that Jared could see Aisha’s eyes go wide.
Olive’s other hand still steadied the cock, so that Aisha wouldn’t move off it as she wriggled to get more of Olive’s attention against her breasts. “I’m going to make you feel so good,” Olive promised. “Lift up, and sink back down, slowly.”
Aisha’s muscles trembled as she worked to obey Olive’s instructions. Going slowly made her chest heave. Jared could hear the shortness of her breath even from across the room.
It wasn’t bad. Far from it. Aisha’s soft moans began to increase as she moved up and then back down. Every time she slid lower she took more and more of the cock in. Jared watched her bite her lip, a much sharper cry of pleasure escaping her as she lowered herself even more.
“Fuck,” Aisha groaned. Jared had to let out a moan of his own. His balls ached and his cock begged to be touched. Watching Aisha was a mix of feeling what it’d be like to fuck her but also enjoying someone else fucking her. Olive was obviously aware of it, too, the way she made Aisha perform.
Finally, he saw her take the whole cock in. Jared had to shift in an attempt to stop his hands straying down to his dick. Aisha looked so hot. Now that she’d stretched around the strap-in, she began to move faster, the noises she made increasing in volume.
Olive’s hands roved hungrily over Aisha’s skin. Jared watched, both wishing it could be his fingers teasing at Aisha’s nipple and loving that it wasn’t. Olive gripped Aisha’s hip with her other hand, holding her steady. Jared watched as Olive rocked slowly but steadily, every movement sending the cock deeper into Aisha.
Picking up speed, Olive lifted her hips, thrusting the strap-on harder and faster. Aisha bounced with her, the two of them working together to find a rhythm. Every thrust pushed a noise past Aisha’s lips - moans, grunts and cries ringing out in the room around them. When she wasn’t panting Olive’s name, it was Jared’s. It was so hot, knowing she was thinking of them both, performing for them both.
Olive’s nails raked over Aisha’s stomach, before her fingers disappeared between Aisha’s legs. “Jared, I want you to touch yourself,” she instructed, her voice clear even over Aisha’s panting breaths.
He was so drawn into watching Aisha that it actually took Jared a moment to filter through Olive’s instructions. When he did, Jared didn’t hesitate to push his underwear down, groaning as his cock sprang free. He was so hard. The relief of his own touch filled the room with a loud groan from Jared.
Stroking himself, Jared’s eyes didn’t leave Aisha. Her breasts bounced as she moved up and down Olive’s cock faster and faster. The sounds that Aisha made were so hot. A string of moans and swear words, mixed in with Olive and Jared’s names.
“Fuck, Olive,” Aisha moaned. “I’m so close. May I come? Please may I come?” Aisha begged and Jared had to stroke himself slower so he wouldn’t come right then and there.
Olive hummed, drawing the sound out slowly. She must know how eager Aisha was for an answer. She didn’t give her one, not immediately. She moved her fingers more slowly. Jared could see how lightly her fingers brushed against Aisha’s pussy, never quite touching her clit.
“You can come,” Olive finally answered, “as soon as Jared does.” Aisha wailed, her body thrashing between Olive’s fingers and her cock. Olive snapped her hips up, driving the strap-on into Aisha’s pussy once, twice, and then again. “Do you want me to fuck you harder, Aisha?” she asked.
“Yes,” Aisha whined. She began to move faster, matching Olive’s thrusts. The knowledge that Aisha wasn’t allowed to come until he did gave Jared a certain amount of control. He wanted to see Aisha’s orgasm crash over her, but he also wanted to draw it out, to tease her. Aisha liked having her limits tested. Not coming as she was getting fucked harder and harder was definitely going to test her.
He stroked himself slowly, only picking up speed in increments. Aisha continued to bounce up and down on Olive’s cock, her cries getting louder and louder. “Come on, Jared, please,” Aisha begged. That was all it took. Jared’s hot cum spilled across his fingers, every muscle in his body responding to how hard he came.
“Yes, yes, yes!” Aisha cried. Even in his post-orgasmic haze, Jared couldn’t avert his eyes from Aisha’s body. It thrashed like she just couldn’t get enough of Olive’s thick cock in her pussy.
Olive’s grip tightened, her fingers squeezing hard around Aisha’s hip. The sounds of the strap-on sliding into Aisha echoed around them, audible even over Aisha’s frantic cries. Olive’s fingers between her legs moved faster, pressing against her clit. Aisha’s hips bucked, her whole body shaking as she rode Olive’s cock.
“Come for me,” Olive breathed. “Come for me, Aisha, all over my cock. Let Jared see how much you’ve loved having him watch you.” She pumped her hips harder and faster, her thighs slapping against Aisha’s ass.
The string of ‘yes’es got louder and louder. Jared knew Aisha was close. With Olive’s fingers between her legs, encouraging the orgasm to get closer and closer, it wasn’t long before Aisha came.
“Fuuuck! Yes! Oh my God,” Aisha cried, her body moving even faster, taking Olive’s cock in more. She rode her orgasm through almost aggressively, fucking herself harder against Olive. Finally, Jared saw the movements slow. “It feels so good,” Aisha whined. “It’s still so hard in me, I want to...” Jared could see her move up again, only to slam down hard once more.
Olive’s hands held Aisha’s hips still, making her whine and squirm against the hard cock buried in her pussy. “Lift yourself off, Aisha,” she ordered. Jared saw a moment of hesitation. It was the first time Aisha hadn’t jumped to obey an order immediately. Olive’s hand slapped against Aisha’s ass, making her eyes widen. “Now, Aisha!”
Jared watched Aisha’s mouth drop open as she lifted herself off the strap-on. “That’s better,” Olive praised. “Now, bend over the arm of the couch, ass towards me.” That made Aisha moan, her body draping over the arm of the chair. Jared could see her breasts swaying beneath her, nipples still so hard.
Olive moved, kneeling behind Aisha’s body. She pressed the head of the cock between Aisha’s folds, pushing steadily until she was fully inside. Olive’s hands gripped at her hips, pulling back and then slamming forward.
“Oh fuck!!” Aisha cried. Almost immediately, she moaned in pleasure. Jared saw the way she rocked back. Olive was already fucking into her so hard that there was barely any room for Aisha to push back. She took it so beautifully, screaming louder and louder as Olive drove the huge cock into her.
“Feels so good, fuck! Yes! Olive!” Aisha shouted, her hands gripping the arm of the couch to hold on. “It’s so huge inside me! Stretching me out so well,” she moaned.
Olive groaned, pounding against Aisha. Her blond hair tumbled forward, brushing against Aisha’s back as Olive thrust her hips forward over and over and over again. Jared had to bite his lip. The two women looked incredible together, Olive so in control while Aisha submitted to everything she had to give.
Grinding her hips against Aisha’s ass, Olive cupped on of Aisha’s breasts. Her fingers pinched and pulled, tugging Aisha’s nipple. “Can you come again?” Olive asked between breaths. “I want to make you come again.”
“Yes!” Aisha moaned with confidence. “Please fuck me harder,” she begged. Olive granted her that wish, slamming her hips forward faster and harder. Aisha’s whole body shook. It wasn’t long before Jared could tell she was going to come again. Her breasts swung as Olive fucked her. When the blonde gave one of Aisha’s nipples a hard tug, she came so hard Jared could see her muscles tightening.
Finally, Aisha collapsed against the sofa, Olive’s thick cock still inside her. “Fuck, that’s so good,” she moaned, almost breathlessly. “Olive, you’re amazing.” Jared nodded at that, because she really, really was.
“You looked well-fucked, darling,” he commented, drawing Aisha’s attention to him. She smiled, a wide, happy smile. It made Jared so pleased.
“Oh, I am,” she nodded.
Olive smiled, running her hands softly over Aisha’s back and ass. Slowly, she pulled the strap-on free, making Aisha whine as it left her empty. “I should hope so,” Olive teased. “That is what I promised, after all. I’m very good at keeping promises.”
She sat back on the sofa, gaze traveling over first Aisha and then Jared. He flushed, suddenly very aware he’d been too distracted to clean himself up after his own orgasm. “I think you both look very well-fucked,” Olive said, with a smirk. “And I haven’t even touched you.” She raised her eyebrow at Jared, looking self-satisfied.
“No,” he agreed. “This was great.” It really had been. “I’m sure I speak for both of us when I say we’d love to do this again sometime.” Aisha gave such an energetic nod that Jared laughed. Obviously, he’d talk to her about it before actually inviting Olive over again. From everything Jared had seen, he couldn’t imagine his wife saying no.
“Yeah,” Aisha confirmed. “It’s been so good.” She still hadn’t really moved away from the armrest, body still so beautifully draped over it.
Running her hand over Aisha’s back one last time, Olive nodded. “I’ve thoroughly enjoyed myself,” she agreed. She got to her feet, moving unhurriedly around the room to collect her clothes.
Once she’d dressed, she bent to press a kiss against Aisha’s cheek. “It was lovely to meet you.” She didn’t kiss Jared, but she did include him in her smile. “Can I trust you to look after Aisha?” she asked. “Make sure she has a bath, and something to drink, and then tuck yourselves up in bed together. That’s my recommendation.”
Jared nodded at that, moving to pull his underwear back on. “I’ll take care of her,” he promised both of the women. He loved taking care of Aisha. She had done so well tonight, he wanted to show her how much he had enjoyed it.
Once Olive was ready to leave, he walked her out, body aching with deep satisfaction. Aisha didn’t bother to move much more than to slide down into the couch, giving Jared a wide smile once he returned. She really did look thoroughly fucked out.
“Come, darling, let me bathe you and then we can cuddle in bed,” he told her, his hand sliding over Aisha’s body just as tenderly as Olive’s had.
The evening had been excellent. Jared looked forward to what the next time might bring.




Out With a Bang

Cherry and Luca weren’t party people. In their three years together, they’d much preferred to spend New Year’s Eve at home. They shared a bottle of Champagne, talked over the highlights of the year that was ending and looked forward to what was still to come.
And then they had sex.
After all, didn’t they say that the way you spent New Year’s Eve would reflect how you spent the whole year? There was no better way to ensure a pleasurable 2020 than by kicking it off with a mind-blowing orgasm.
This year, Cherry and Luca weren’t going to celebrate alone.
They’d met Gabrielle early in 2019, and slowly grown more and more attached to her. She was a little younger, a little more outgoing. She seemed to look up to Cherry and Luca. She especially admired how solid their relationship was.
It had been nearly a month ago, after a dinner at their house, that Gabrielle had admitted to fantasizing about them. About both of them. Neither Cherry nor Luca had had a threesome before. They’d talked it over in the weeks after Gabrielle’s confession. They were both definitely interested. They’d invited Gabrielle to join them for their very own New Year’s Eve celebration.
Luca’s stomach swooped as the doorbell rang. He’d been half-hard all day, looking forward to seeing Cherry and Gabrielle together. Both women were stunning in their own way. Luca could hardly wait to see what tonight would bring.
Clearing away the last of their dinner things, Luca let Cherry answer the door. By the time he made it into the living room, Gabrielle was already out of her coat. She looked amazing, wearing a short skirt and shiny heels that accentuated her long, lean legs. Cherry’s dress was more modest, but the soft material clung to her curves in a way that made Luca’s mouth water.
“Fuck,” he breathed, making both women look up at him. “I feel underdressed,” he teased. In just suit pants and a shirt, Luca knew he looked good.
“I’d rather you were undressed,” Gabrielle responded, with a giggle and a light blush across her cheeks. Luca laughed.
“That can be arranged,” he promised, glancing at Cherry. “Would you like a drink first?”
“Sure,” Gabrielle nodded, reaching to take a sip from the glass that Cherry had offered her. Cherry’s eyes followed Gabrielle’s movements before she looked over at Luca and then back at Gabrielle.
Stretching her legs out, Cherry ran a hand over her side, making both Luca and Gabrielle follow the movement with their eyes. She clearly knew how sexy it looked, if the smirk playing on Cherry’s lips was any indication. Luca wondered how exactly they were meant to start a threesome. All of them knew that was where they were hoping tonight would lead. Luca wanted it, but he had no idea what the first ‘official’ step was.
Cherry seemed to sense his uncertainty. She brought her foot up to poke Luca’s leg with it, making him laugh. “We’ll have none of the awkwardness,” she informed him seriously. Gabrielle giggled again.
“I’d appreciate that,” she commented, fingers playing against the hem of her skirt. Luca recognized it as a sign of nervousness. Knowing she was feeling anxious helped ease his own feelings. “I’ve not done anything like this before,” Gabrielle said, before rushing to add, “but I want to. Definitely want to.”
Sitting down on Gabrielle’s other side, Luca took a sip of his own drink. He swallowed, the action caused more by excitement than by nerves. “We want to, too,” Luca agreed. He and Cherry had talked about it. They had decided where the boundaries were in terms of behavior that would make them jealous. Only after they'd agreed they both wanted to try had they approached Gabrielle to talk about what, exactly, her fantasies had been.
Slowly, so that she had plenty of time to pull away, Luca replaced Gabrielle’s hand against the hem of her skirt with his own. His fingers brushed lightly against her bare thigh, glad she hadn’t worn any stockings to get between him and the soft silk of her skin.
“Why don’t you carry on telling us what you fantasized about?” Luca suggested. After all, Gabrielle had already told them as much. Her gaze dropped to Luca’s tanned fingers against her skin. She shifted slightly, moving her legs apart to give Luca access to her inner thigh.
Luca didn’t take it. Not yet. “I don’t know,” Gabrielle said, her voice breathy. “Touching you both, watching you touch each other, being between you in your bed…”
As Gabrielle spoke, Luca’s fingers began to inch up her leg. Only a little bit and only in the smallest increments. He enjoyed how Gabrielle’s breath caught. He smiled across her at Cherry. His wife’s eyes seemed to follow Luca’s fingers. That, too, made his cock swell with arousal. Knowing that not only was Cherry there with him, but that she wanted him to touch Gabrielle as much as he wanted to touch her. And as much - if not more - as he wanted to see Cherry touch Gabrielle.
“I thought about having you hold me down, about having Cherry’s mouth tease me,” Gabrielle carried on, making Luca’s eyes widen. “About how good it’d feel to beg you, to beg Cherry.” Her breath caught at that. Luca could feel his own doing the same.
Cherry, on the other hand, seemed to breathe slightly faster. Luca watched as one of her hands moved to Gabrielle’s other leg, matching the way Luca’s fingers slid up it. Gabrielle pressed her back against the couch, leaning back in a way that invited both of their hands to move higher.
“Go on,” Cherry encouraged.
Gabrielle swallowed but then nodded. “I love the idea of being tied up, having my hands restricted and having both of you use me,” she commented. “It makes me so...” There Gabrielle paused, but only for a moment.
She reached for Luca’s hand, fingers wrapping around his wrist so she could slide his hand under her skirt. His fingers brushed against her hot pussy, only the material of Gabrielle’s panties between them. “Wet. It makes me so wet.”
Luca groaned, his fingers dancing lightly over the lace barrier covering Gabrielle’s heat. “Can I see just how wet?” he asked. He might have been embarrassed by how eager his voice sounded, if he hadn’t known that Cherry loved it. She enjoyed Luca being vocal, just as he was sure she would enjoy Gabrielle being vocal.
“Yes,” Gabrielle breathed, spreading her legs and letting Cherry’s hand slide higher on her thigh. Luca’s wrist brushed against his wife’s fingers, sending sparks of electricity through his entire body. This was really happening.
He tugged Gabrielle’s panties to one side, teasing a finger through her wetness. She moaned, her cheeks staining bright pink and her teeth coming down to catch against her lower lip. Luca’s finger moved up, as if he was going to brush against her clit. Just as Gabrielle arched her back to push her hips forward, Luca withdrew.
Reaching across Gabrielle, he brought his fingers to Cherry’s lips. “Taste her,” he urged, his voice every bit as eager as it had been in response to Gabrielle.
Cherry paused. For a moment, Luca wondered if she’d refuse. But then she leaned in closer, catching Luca’s finger between her teeth. The way she sucked against his finger, the taste of Gabrielle against her tongue, made Luca’s cock harden even more. When Gabrielle moaned, Luca realized that it was Cherry’s fingers this time that slid between Gabrielle’s legs, seeking out how wet she was.
“Fuck, that feels good,” Gabrielle groaned and rocked her fingers against Cherry’s touch. Just the same way Luka had done to tease her, Cherry withdrew her fingers before Gabrielle could truly seek any pleasure from them. Like he had done, Cherry brought her fingers up, smirking at her husband as she offered the slickness for him to taste.
Gabrielle whined. Luca’s eyes were fixed on Cherry. He leaned forward, lapping delicately at her fingers before he sucked them into his mouth. Swirling his tongue around them, Luca let a moan vibrate through his lips. Gabrielle tasted amazing. Luca could hardly wait for a chance to taste her pussy directly.
Turning his attention back to Gabrielle, Luca let Cherry pull her hand back. “Cherry’s very good at tying people up,” Luca told her, a smug smirk against his lips. He should know. Luca was the person Cherry had practiced her tying up on. Luca wanted to hear Gabrielle beg, wanted to be allowed to use her - but only when Cherry decreed it was okay.
“Can I take off my shirt?” Luca asked. His skin was flushed so hot that it was bordering on uncomfortable. He wanted to strip down to his boxers, free his cock from the tight restriction of his pants. Cherry had very fixed ideas about how Luca should strip, and Luca wanted to please her with his question.
“Yes,” Cherry answered at the same time as Gabrielle also drew out a ‘yes’. Hers was so much more breathy that it contrasted Cherry’s beautifully. Luca turned to give Gabrielle a grin, before he shifted back enough to pull his shirt off over his head. “You should touch him,” Cherry suggested to Gabrielle. “His muscles feel really nice,” she added with a grin.
Gabrielle stilled slightly, a small hesitation. But then she did reach out, fingers brushing against Luca’s abs so softly that it tickled. He caught her hand around the wrist, bringing it up to his mouth so he could suck one of Gabrielle’s fingers between his lips. She moaned, first at that and then at Cherry’s fingers returning to under her skirt.
“And you?” Gabrielle asked, turning towards Cherry. “Will you take your dress off, too?”
She sounded very keen. It was a tone that Luca knew Cherry would enjoy. “Not yet,” she answered. “First I want Luca to take your blouse off.”
Luca was very happy to obey. Gabrielle’s breasts moved under her shirt, lifting so temptingly as she caught her breath. Instead of touching them, Luca reached out to untuck Gabrielle’s blouse from her skirt, his fingers brushing lightly across the warm skin of her stomach.
“It tickles,” Gabrielle breathed, and Luca laughed. He pushed his hand higher, his touch more firm. Instead of giggling this time, Gabrielle gave a soft moan. Luca brushed the very edges of her bra, and then pulled back. His fingers moved to Gabrielle’s buttons, revealing her tanned skin inch by inch.
“You’re so gorgeous,” Luca said, once he had her blouse open and pushed off her shoulders. Her bra was sheer, barely hiding the way her nipples had hardened. He looked over Gabrielle at Cherry. Even fully dressed, the look in her eyes was enough to make Luca’s cock feel impossibly harder.
“Now?” he asked, his tone just as keen as Gabrielle’s had been. “Can we help you take your dress off now?”
“Not yet.” Cherry shook her head and Gabrielle gave a small whine. It seemed to only make Cherry laugh. She leaned down to lick over Gabrielle’s bra-covered breast. Despite her skin not being bare, the way Gabrielle moaned showed just how sensitive she was. It thrilled Luca to think how much fun they’d have with that.
She cupped one of Gabrielle’s breasts through her bra, smirking at the other woman. “Tell me, do you want to taste Luca? See what his cock feels like in your mouth?” Cherry asked. Luca had to bite his lower lip not to answer for Gabrielle.
He felt the way her gaze dropped. Gabrielle licked her lips at the sight of Luca’s cock tenting the material of his pants. “Please,” she breathed, glancing up to Cherry’s face. “Can I? Please?” The moment Cherry nodded, Gabrielle dropped to her knees beside the couch. Luca spread his legs, making room for her between them. As Gabrielle brushed her nose against the hard length of his dick, Luca moaned.
She didn’t wait, didn’t give Luca time to unbutton his pants. Instead, she opened her mouth, tongue darting out to lick against Luca’s fabric-covered cock. Even through the material, Luca could feel the heat of her mouth. One hand slid into Gabrielle’s fair hair, clutching the soft strands between his fingers. Luca bucked his hips, pushing the head of his cock into Gabrielle’s waiting mouth.
“Fuck,” he groaned, turning to Cherry. Her eyes were glazed with lust, making her look irresistible. Leaning across the distance between them, Luca caught her lips in a kiss. “Can I get my cock out, please?” he asked, as he pulled back.
It made Cherry laugh. That sound, too, went straight to Luca’s cock. “I’ll help,” she promised, shifting in closer and running her hand down Luca’s stomach. Her fingers teased against the fastenings of his pants, making Luca whine until she finally undid them. Gabrielle quickly took over, helping Luca out of his pants. His boxers were still on, but just having the restrictiveness of his pants removed made him moan.
Cherry leaned in, her tongue hot as it ran over Luca’s neck before she gave it a small nibble. She then looked down at Gabrielle, smiling at the other woman. “Go on, help him out of his boxers, too,” she encouraged.
Gabrielle didn’t hesitate. Her hands slid under the waistband and pulled the material down. Before Luca could even think about how erotic this whole thing was, Gabrielle’s hot mouth was around his cock.
She wasted no time, swirling her tongue around the head of Luca’s dick. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, making Luca swear colorfully. Tightening his hand in her hair, he guided her movements, encouraging her to bob her mouth up and down the length of his shaft. Gabrielle looked amazing, her pink lips stretched and her eyes shining. Every movement of her tongue sent liquid heat pouring down Luca’s spine.
He lifted his hips, slow and steady, thrusting into Gabrielle’s perfect mouth. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. He was used to submitting to Cherry, letting her do with him exactly as she wanted. As much as he loved that, it was novel to be able to guide Gabrielle, to teach her the ways he liked a mouth to move against his cock.
Cherry was still fully dressed, close enough that Luca could duck his head and catch her earlobe between his teeth. He nipped sharply, before soothing the bite with his tongue. “Please,” he breathed. “Let me help you out of this dress.”
She laughed again. This time, it was followed by a small nod. “Alright,” Cherry allowed, moving slightly so she could make space for Luca to pull her dress up and off. She was wearing deep red underwear, the material standing out against her body so beautifully. Gabrielle paused, too, so she could look at how stunning Cherry looked.
Pulling back with a loud and wet pop, Gabrielle smiled widely, her lips wet with saliva and Luca’s precum. “You look amazing,” she told Cherry. “Can I touch you?” she asked, one hand already sliding up Luca’s body so she could reach out towards Cherry.
“Not yet.” Cherry shook her head. “First I want you to make Luca come,” she told the other woman seriously.
Gabrielle pouted, but then returned her pretty lips to wrap around Luca’s cock. Groaning, his eyes rolled back as Gabrielle took him deep into her throat. He could feel her muscles tightening around the head of his dick, making Luca see stars from how fucking good it felt. “Fuck, Gabrielle, that feels amazing,” he panted. Luca knew how hot praise could make him feel. He wanted to do the same for Gabrielle.
Cherry shifted against him, her lace-covered breasts brushing against Luca’s arm. “Can I touch you?” he asked, with a smirk. As soon as Cherry nodded her permission, Luca brushed his hand over the soft curve of her waist. Gabrielle whined around his cock. Luca could feel the vibrations all the way through him.
Leaning down, Luca kissed his way across Cherry’s breasts. His tongue flicked against her nipple. When it hardened, he gave a hiss of satisfaction, grazing his teeth over it to make Cherry gasp.
Between Cherry’s gorgeous body against his, and Gabrielle’s mouth still sliding up and down his dick, Luca knew he wasn’t going to last. He pumped his hips, fucking Gabrielle’s mouth while pleasure  raced through him. Cherry’s breasts jiggled as she moved. Then Gabrielle teased her tongue against the sensitive underside of Luca’s cock. It made Luca shout.
He came hard, spilling into Gabrielle’s mouth so fast that she almost couldn’t keep up. His cum dripped from her lips, down her chin and onto her chest.
Looking up at them both, Gabrielle smirked. “Now can I touch you?”
“You can.” Cherry nodded. She reached behind her to undo her bra, letting her breasts spill out, much to Luca and Gabrielle’s satisfaction. Leaning back into the couch, Cherry parted her legs. “Do you want to make me come with your mouth, too?” she asked Gabrielle with some amusement. Luca watched as she licked the cum off her lips before nodding.
“I really do,” Gabrielle said. When Cherry gave her permission, Gabrielle’s hands slid up to take Cherry’s panties off. It left her naked and exposed on the couch. All Luca could do was reach out and caress his fingers over Cherry’s breasts. His own post-orgasmic feelings making him a bit lethargic. Not for long, though. It was hard to feel sleepy when he watched Gabrielle lick her way between his wife’s legs.
He loved the noises that both Gabrielle and Cherry made. Gabrielle’s moans were muffled against Cherry’s pussy, but Cherry’s gasps and cries told Luca everything he needed to know. As her breathing got faster, Cherry’s breasts heaved. Luca could hardly take his eyes off them, except when his gaze dropped to Gabrielle’s flushed face between his wife’s thighs.
Reaching out, he brushed his fingers against Cherry’s nipple. Luca knew exactly what she liked. He teased her, the pressure light enough that she would barely be able to feel it. Especially distracted as she was by Gabrielle. Luca watched their friend’s pink tongue flick out, gathering up Cherry’s wetness and lapping hard and fast against Cherry’s clit.
“She loves when you press your tongue hard against her,” Luca coached. Gabrielle’s gaze flicked up to him. He didn’t need her to say anything to know she appreciated his advice. “Not on her clit, but near it,” he added. When Cherry let out an even louder moan, Luca couldn’t help but feel a surge of arousal. It was hot telling Gabrielle what she should do.
His fingers plucked against Gabrielle’s other nipple, giving it a hard tug. “God, it’s so hot watching you,” he said. He’d never seen Cherry with another woman, but he had  certainly wanted to.
Cherry turned her head to catch Luca’s lips with hers. He took the opportunity eagerly, swallowing up the moans Cherry made in response to Gabrielle’s mouth. When she pulled back, it was to breathe a low and deep ‘oh fuck’. Luca knew she must be close. He wanted to see her body tremble with an orgasm caused by Gabrielle. The idea of having them both come from Gabrielle’s mouth was so hot.
Luca wanted to help. He lowered his mouth to catch one of Cherry’s nipples in his mouth, sucking lightly against it. She cried out loudly, one of her hands tightening against the couch.
“Yes, yes, yes,” Cherry moaned, rocking faster against Gabrielle’s mouth. The other woman was clearly keen to hear Cherry come. She seemed to pick up her speed. “Come on, Gabrielle,” Cherry encouraged. That seemed to be all it took because whatever Gabrielle did with her tongue sent Cherry over the edge, making her scream as her orgasm rolled through her.
The sight of his wife coming with another woman between her legs was more than enough to get Luca hard again. His cock rose steadily, his balls aching with the desire that pounded through him. He swirled his tongue around Cherry’s nipple, making her cry out more softly as she relaxed against the couch. Luca didn’t pull back. He loved how sensitive Cherry was after an orgasm, loved causing those breathy little noises.
“Fuck,” Gabrielle swore, licking the taste of Cherry from her lips as she sat back on her heels. “That was amazing,” she breathed. “You’re both so hot. I want -” She paused, looking at Cherry like she knew she needed permission to keep speaking.
When Cherry nodded, Gabrielle’s smile widened. “I want Luca to hold me down while you fuck me,” she breathed. The thought made Luca’s cock twitch. He wanted that, too, to feel Gabrielle fighting his hold while he kept her still for Cherry to do whatever she chose.
Cherry hummed like that hadn’t been quite her plan. Luca could tell she was thinking of how they could do that. Finally, his wife nodded, tugging against Luca’s hair so he’d pull back from her breast. He did give it one last lick before smiling up at Cherry. A smile she returned.
“We need to move this to the bedroom,” Cherry decided. “And we definitely need to make sure someone returns an orgasm to you,” she said, grinning at Gabrielle. Luca gave a soft groan, more than willing to help with that. Cherry seemed to read his mind, because she stroked over his bare shoulder. “Maybe I’ll reward you both,” she teased.
It didn’t take them long to get to the bedroom. Cherry instructed Luca to lie down on the bed on his back. She then moved behind Gabrielle, pressing her breasts against the other woman’s back as she leaned in to kiss over Gabrielle’s neck.
“I want you to ride Luca’s face,” she told the woman. “And I’m going to tie your arms while you do so. Do not come without permission,” Cherry instructed, before slapping Gabrielle’s ass, urging her to crawl atop of Luca.
Luca lifted his arms to meet her, sliding his hands down her sides and groaning at how warm and soft her skin was. “Can I take the rest of Gabrielle’s clothes off?” Luca asked Cherry, who smiled her agreement at him. “Please,” Gabrielle begged, before Luca could even ask if that was okay with her. “I feel so hot. Please, Luca.”
He unhooked her bra, leaning forward to kiss the creamy skin of her breasts. Gabrielle’s nipples were small and pale. They puckered gloriously against Luca’s tongue as he swirled it around them. Without lifting his face from Gabrielle’s chest, Luca walked his fingers down to the waistband of her skirt. It took a moment, but he found the button and slid it open, helping tug it down and off.
He did pull back once he felt Gabrielle shuffle higher. She looked amazing, her whole body seeming to quiver like she couldn’t wait for someone to touch her. Luca dragged her panties off, letting his hand graze over her ass as he did so. Completely naked, Gabrielle settled with a knee either side of Luca’s shoulders. He turned his head, pressing a kiss to her thigh while he waited for Cherry to restrain her.
“I want you to show Gabrielle how good you can be with your mouth,” Cherry instructed Luca. “Make her scream and I’ll consider letting you fuck her at some point,” she promised. Frankly, just making Gabrielle scream was a delicious prospect. The promise certainly added to it. Luca’s cock felt so hard, but he ignored it in favor of pulling Gabrielle in closer. His tongue slid between her legs, rewarded with a loud moan.
He focused on giving Gabrielle pleasure. Luca still felt it when Cherry crawled onto the bed. She gave Gabrielle instructions that Luca recognized as ones that would lead to Gabrielle’s arms being tied behind her. He hadn’t lied when he’d said that Cherry was very good at tying someone up.
Gabrielle’s moans increased, probably a mix of how hot having Cherry restrict her was and also how Luca’s tongue lapped against her wetness. “Oh, it feels so good,” she moaned. Luca groaned against her pussy, pleased at being able to make her feel good. “Yes, ah, fuck,” Gabrielle whined, rocking her hips against his mouth.
“You want to come?” Cherry asked. Luca saw her slide her hands up to Gabrielle’s breasts, teasing her nipples.
“Yes, please! I do! Please let him make me come!” she begged, giving a sharp cry when Cherry pulled against her nipple.
When Cherry didn’t immediately give her permission, Luca slowed his lapping. He slid his tongue lower, moving away from Gabrielle’s clit. She whined, but didn’t stop grinding against Luca’s face. His lips, cheeks and chin were already covered in her wetness, making Luca feel incredibly turned on. His hands clutched at Gabrielle’s hips, trying to hold her still as he pressed his tongue inside her.
Gabrielle moaned, spurring Luca to thrust his tongue even further into her pussy. He fucked her with it, his fingers digging into the plush curve of her ass. “Fuck, Luca!” Gabrielle cried. “Please, please, lick my clit. I’m so close, I want to come!” Luca growled, making Gabrielle’s breath catch as the vibrations traveled through his lips to her sensitive skin.
Luca did lick closer to Gabrielle’s clit, working harder and faster, eager to make her scream, just like Cherry had ordered. Luca’s tongue lapped against her, licking up as much of her wetness as he could, eagerly swallowing the taste of it. Gabrielle bucked frantically, so eager for her orgasm. Luca’s tongue circled her clit, just waiting for Cherry to give her permission.
Cherry clearly knew it. She tugged against Gabrielle’s nipple, making the other woman give another sharp cry. “You can come,” she whispered harshly, before biting Gabrielle’s shoulder. It was all it took. Gabrielle’s body shook above Luca’s as her orgasm overtook her. The loud scream she gave was beautiful. Luca didn’t stop until Gabrielle’s breath began to come is soft gasps.
Cherry pulled Gabrielle back, letting the woman lean against her. Now that his face wasn’t buried between Gabrielle’s legs, Luca could see the way Cherry had laced the rope around Gabrielle’s arms. They were restrained behind her, leaving her breasts beautifully on display as her shoulders arched back.
“Do you still want Luca to hold you down?” Cherry asked, her hand teasing over Gabrielle’s breast. “Want me to make you come, too?”
Gabrielle’s moan sounded almost broken, like she had no breath left to use for it. Luca’s own moan echoed with it, bouncing against the walls. “Fuck, Cherry,” Gabrielle panted. “I don’t know if I can come again so fast…” That made Luca smirk. There could hardly be a better challenge for Cherry than that.
“Careful,” Luca warned. “She’ll want to make you come even faster.” It had been what used to happen when Luca had insisted he couldn’t get hard again straight after sex. Cherry had helped him learn exactly how short a recovery period he truly needed.
Sitting up, Luca helped Gabrielle turn around, her ass resting right against his hard dick. He bent his knees, framing Gabrielle’s slim frame with his muscular legs. “Come on, Cherry, make her scream for me,” he begged. “I want to watch, I want to hear how wild you can make her sound. Does that sound good?” Wide-eyed, Gabrielle nodded. “Please,” she echoed. “Please, Cherry. Show me.”
Cherry's tongue darted over her lips as she took in how good Gabrielle looked. Luca slid his hands over Gabrielle's exposed skin, fingers teasing one of her nipples. There was a soft moan that turned into a much louder one when Cherry lowered her mouth to suck Gabrielle's other nipple between her lips. Luca saw the way her tongue lapped over the hard tip before she gave it a light bite. That seemed to send pleasure straight to Gabrielle's pussy. She rocked forward, trying to meet Cherry's mouth.
Sensing as much, Cherry began to kiss her way down Gabrielle's body, teasingly running her tongue over the other woman's belly button before moving lower. She paused to look up, smirking slightly and then giving Gabrielle's inner thigh a bite. It made Gabrielle's moan. That was nothing, compared to the sound she gave when Cherry finally lowered her mouth between Gabrielle's legs. Just one lick made Gabrielle scream. She tried to push forward but Luca held her back, just as she had wanted him to.
His fingers spanned her hips, holding her against his own hard cock. Knowing his strength was the only thing keeping her from bucking into Cherry’s face was one of the hottest things Luca had ever experienced. Gabrielle moaned and writhed, her ass rubbing maddeningly against Luca’s erection. “Fuck, ah, god” she cried. Her fingers skated across Luca’s chest. He smirked down at Cherry, knowing there was no way Gabrielle was going to get loose.
Cherry looked amazing, her dark hair framed by Gabrielle’s thighs. Luca watched, swallowing hard at the sight of his incredible wife with her tongue lapping against another woman’s pussy. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. “You look so hot, Cherry. I could come just from watching you.” Gabrielle moaned at that. “Yes!” she cried. “Please. I want you to, I want you to come on me.”
Luca chuckled. She was certainly enthusiastic. “Not yet,” Luca said, since Cherry’s mouth was too busy to speak. “Cherry said if I made you scream, she’d think about letting me fuck you. Don’t you want that more than you want me to come on you?” Gabrielle thrashed harder, her answer a moan that seemed to fill the whole room.
Despite her protests that she couldn't come again so soon, Luca could tell when Gabrielle's body began to tremble with the beginnings of her orgasm. He loved watching it, loved knowing that it was Cherry who was making Gabrielle come. Luca knew his wife’s mouth was talented. Seeing her make someone else come felt almost as good as seeing her make him come. Perhaps that was the sensation Gabrielle’s ass sent through his cock as it rubbed against it.
“Fuck, yes, yes, yes,” Gabrielle chanted. Luca reached out to pinch at her nipple just like how Cherry had done when it was his turn to make Gabrielle come. Just like before, it sent her over the edge, making Gabrielle’s screams even louder as she thrashed against Luca’s hold.
Finally, with a soft kiss against Gabrielle’s thigh, Cherry pulled back, licking her lips like the cat that got the cream. It was the hottest thing Luca had ever seen.
“Do you think it might be time for you to fuck Gabrielle, Luca?” Cherry asked, raising an eyebrow at her husband.
“God, I hope so,” Luca agreed eagerly, earning him a breathy giggle from Gabrielle. If she was sensitive from her screaming orgasm, she didn’t show it, rocking her body back against Luca’s hold. Cherry watched, her eyes clouded with lust. Luca felt it too. Seeing Cherry with someone else really was hotter than he could have imagined. Luca was almost sad they hadn’t done this sooner.
Bucking his hips, Luca rubbed his cock against Gabrielle’s ass. He could almost slide into her like this. But of course, he’d never do so without Cherry’s permission. “How do you want me?” he asked, his tongue darting over his lips. Waiting for Cherry to answer was always an exciting moment. Luca’s heart pounded against his ribs.
“What are you going to do while he fucks me?” Gabrielle asked, startling Luca with her question. “Can I make you come again?”
“Yes, I think that’s a great idea.” Cherry hummed, running her hand up over Gabrielle’s stomach. She seemed to consider the logistics of how both things could happen and then smiled widely. “He’s going to fuck you from behind,” she informed Gabrielle, before reaching to pull her up and against Cherry’s body so that Luca could free himself. Cherry glanced at his hard cock, smirking.
“He’s very ready to fuck you from behind,” she teased, turning Gabrielle around as Luca moved so she could hand the woman over to him. Once he had a grip on her arms, making sure she was steady, Cherry moved up the bed so she could rest against the pillows. Her pussy looked so good when she parted her legs that Luca half-considered begging for a taste.
Perhaps he could do that after Gabrielle made Cherry come again.
Gabrielle certainly seemed to understand what was expected from her. She leaned down to leave a hot trail of kisses against Cherry’s inner thigh.
Luca groaned. “Fuck, you’ve got a nice ass,” he praised, running one hand over Gabrielle’s upturned rear. Gabrielle moaned against Cherry’s pussy, her face too buried between Cherry’s thighs for Luca to make out what she was trying to communicate. He shifted up onto his knees, stroking his hand over his thick cock. He was glad he’d come once already, he didn’t want this to be over too soon.
He waited until Cherry moaned, thoroughly enjoying Gabrielle’s attention. Only then did Luca line his cock up against Gabrielle’s pussy, groaning at how wet she was. “So ready for me,” he moaned. He eased forward slowly, relishing Gabrielle’s tight heat. The further he fucked into her, the more she seemed to lap at Cherry’s pussy, so that Cherry’s moans grew louder and louder.
Clutching the rope around Gabrielle’s arms, Luca pulled back. Gabrielle moved with him, swaying slightly before Luca slammed his cock back into her. He grunted, setting a steady pace. Thrusting in and out of Gabrielle, Luca loved the way it pushed her against Cherry.
Gabrielle’s cries increased and so did Cherry’s. Luca struggled to know who to focus on. Both of them sounded so good. Knowing that the harder he pounded into Gabrielle’s hot pussy the more she would push against Cherry was hot. Gabrielle was doing a good job of using her mouth despite the moans that kept falling from between her lips.
Luca slowed down, rolling his hips forward, enjoying the heat around his dick. Gabrielle whined lightly, making Cherry grin at Luca over her. “How does she feel, baby? Is her pussy tight? Do you like fucking Gabrielle? Using her like the good little slut that she is?” Gabrielle moaned at that, clearly loving the feeling of being called a little slut for them.
“Fuck, yes,” Luca agreed, his hand tightening around the ropes. He loved the rough feel of them between his fingers. He knew from past experience exactly how good they felt around Gabrielle’s wrists and arms. It was novel to be on the other side for things for once. “She feels amazing, and you both sound incredible,” he added. His hips pounded, slapping against Gabrielle’s shapely ass with every thrust.
His cock drilled deeper, shoving Gabrielle hard against Cherry’s pussy and the mattress beneath them. Luca’s arms strained to hold her up, keeping her in place while he used her hard, just like she’d wanted. “So fucking tight,” Luca continued. “So hot and so wet. She loves it, loves depending on me to keep her upright.” Gabrielle moaned her agreement.
Pleasure washed over Luca as Gabrielle’s muscles tightened around him. He didn’t want to come yet, not until Cherry was satisfied. He slowed down even further. It allowed him to truly appreciate how tight and wet Gabrielle’s pussy was around him.
Cherry’s cries increased as Luca slowed down to keep his focus. He loved watching them together, especially with his cock buried deep inside Gabrielle. One of Cherry’s hands came up to Gabrielle’s hair, fingers tangling in it so she could pull her mouth tighter against her pussy.
“I want you to make me come,” she told Gabrielle. “And I want you,” she said this time addressing Luca, “to make her come.” The instructions were very clear. Cherry grinned when Luca groaned in response. Her grin was quickly replaced with a twist of pleasure as she bit her lower lip. She moaned while Gabrielle began to lick against Cherry’s pussy faster.
Luca grinned. He loved a challenge. With at least one hand holding Gabrielle up, he’d really have to work to bring her to orgasm. The difficulty just made him more eager, determined to show Cherry exactly how good he could be for her. He shifted his hips, trying to find the angle that made Gabrielle cry out against Cherry’s pussy. While he searched for it, his free hand slid over her body, cupping her breast until he felt her hard nipple between his fingers.
Gabrielle had already showed how sensitive her nipples could be. Now, Luca was almost relentless, tugging and pinching in time with his own thrusts. Gabrielle moaned, her tongue sliding faster and faster over Cherry’s clit. Luca could hear the noise it made as she lapped up Cherry’s wetness. He drove his hips forward harder, rubbing against the walls of Gabrielle’s pussy with every thrust. Her muscles shook. Luca could see sweat sliding down her spine as she tried to push her ass back against him.
His own pleasure was racing through him, his orgasm so tantalizingly close. He wanted to make Gabrielle come first. Cherry hadn’t said Luca could come. He tugged against her nipple, making Gabrielle give a wild cry.
Cherry was the first to come. Luca knew she was close. He watched as her face shifted, her breath coming harsher and harsher until finally she screamed Gabrielle’s name, rocking against the other woman’s mouth even harder. Luca loved seeing Cherry come. There was something even more spectacular about watching her come because another woman was eating her out.
Pushing Gabrielle back a bit, Cherry let her scream her own orgasm and a string of ‘yes’es and ‘harder please’es. Luca tried to match what she asked the best he could, working hard to fuck her steadily at the same angle until he finally felt her muscles tighten around him. Cherry still hadn’t said Luca could come. All he could do was fuck Gabrielle more and beg Cherry to let him come.
From the smirk on Cherry’s lips, Luca knew she loved watching him. He slammed his hips hard into Gabrielle, holding her up with both hands. The muscles in his arms ached. It was easy to ignore that when all Luca could think about was how good Gabrielle’s pussy felt around his dick. “Fuck, Cherry,” he panted. “Please, please, let me come.” Her smirk widened, and it was all Luca could do not to fly over the edge just at the sight.
Sweat slid down his back, his hair fell into his eyes as he rocked harder and faster into Gabrielle’s willing, pliant body. The bed beneath them swayed and creaked, the headboard knocking against the wall with every thrust. Luca bit his lip, not daring to slow down. “Please,” he whined, dragging the word out. “I can’t - I can’t.” But Luca could. He snapped his hips forward, burying his cock in Gabrielle over and over.
Gabrielle was swearing under him, rocked by each of Luca’s thrusts. “Please, Cherry, can I come?” Luca begged. She licked her lips slowly, making Luca almost sob with need. Finally, she smiled.
“Yes, Luca,” she allowed. That was all it took. Luca’s orgasm crashed over him, until all he could think about was pleasure as it exploded out to every inch of his body.
Gabrielle screamed under him, her pleasure urging him over. Luca’s climax made everything around him turn briefly white. The feeling of Gabrielle around him and seeing Cherry spread out below her - it was all just so amazing. Finally spent, Luca pulled out of Gabrielle, making a soft moan escape her.
“Fuck,” she breathed. Luca was careful not to just let go of her arms, instead pulling her up so she could lean against him. “That was amazing,” Gabrielle breathed, tugging against the ropes. “Better than I imagined,” she added making Cherry grin.
“Good. Especially since we’re only getting started with you,” she teased. “But I am going to untie your arms, for now. And then I’ll see about fucking you, too.” That made Luca groan. Having been on the receiving end of Cherry’s fucking, he knew it was a pretty great experience.
“Fuck, I want to watch that,” he breathed, making Cherry grin at him as she worked on untying Gabrielle’s arms. “You’ll both look so good.” Even if Luca wasn’t allowed to touch, it would still be a fantasy come to life. And there was a good chance that Cherry would let him touch.
After helping Gabrielle stretch out her arms and wiggle her fingers, Luca settled himself against the pillows. “Come on, we can cuddle for a bit while we all get our breath back,” he encouraged, holding one hand out for Gabrielle. She curled against his side, her eyes still bright and eager. Cherry pressed against Gabrielle’s other side, her hand trailing softly over the curve of her waist.
“Just a short break?” Gabrielle asked, making Luca laugh.
“We won’t make you wait long,” he promised. He felt almost as eager as Gabrielle. Years with Cherry had given him a little more patience. He knew she’d make it worth the wait.




Wife's Desires

Faith loved weekends. After a week of demanding customer service, Faith adored the luxury of getting to spend two whole days at home. She could see only the people she chose, do only activities which made her happy. When she and Lewis had moved in together, Faith had worried she’d miss the time to herself. Actually, living with Lewis was far better than Faith had expected. With their combined salaries, they could afford a much nicer house, not to mention vacations to other states.
They weren’t going away this weekend, but Faith was still jittery with excitement. Her Saturday passed in a blur of nervous energy. She changed the sheets, vacuumed the stairs and checked in periodically to make sure Lewis was following her instructions. Luckily, Lewis was very, very good at following instructions. It was one of Faith’s favorite things about him.
As the sun sank below the horizon, Faith took over their big walk-in closet. She took time and care over deciding what to wear. She settled on a loose dress, nipped in at the waist and finishing high on her long legs. Finishing it with a pair of sexy stiletto heels, Faith felt ready for anything. Ready to take charge.
Tonight, Faith was going to fulfill a fantasy. She’d always wanted to have a threesome, and tonight she was finally going to make it happen. She and Lewis had met Orla several times already. Faith had insisted they make sure they were all on the same page before she’d invited her into their bed. Even the thought of Orla’s beautiful body was enough to make Faith lick her lips in anticipation.
As she walked out to meet Lewis in their living room, Faith heard the heavy knocker rap against their front door. She grinned, taking a moment to smooth her dress down over her full breasts. “That’s her,” she said, excitement feeling like fire in her veins. “Go and let her in, Lewis. Take her coat, offer her a drink. Then bring her in here. Show her how I like you to kneel for me.”
She watched Lewis walk off. His black slacks hugged his ass perfectly. Faith loved knowing that he’d do just as she wanted. Letting Lewis greet Orla and offer her a drink, Faith waited in the living room. She’d taken a seat, legs crossed as she waited for Lewis and Orla. When they came in, Faith smiled. Orla looked stunning, a tight black dress hugging her body in all the right places. Her breasts were on display in a way that made Faith want to run her tongue over them.
Just as she’d told Lewis, he knelt down in front of Faith. They’d set up a cushion for Orla, too. She easily followed Lewis’ lead, dropping to her knees in front of Faith. It made Faith’s heart skip a beat and arousal shoot like molten liquid, straight to her pussy.
“Hi,” Orla greeted, managing to sound almost shy. The lust clouding her eyes gave Faith no doubt that Orla wanted this as much as Faith and Lewis did.
“Hi,” Faith replied, uncrossing her legs just for the pleasure of watching both Lewis’ and Orla’s eyes follow her movements. With them both kneeling at her feet, Faith felt like a queen. It gave her a dizzy kind of thrill, desire pulsing through her entire body. She watched, her gaze drawn by the way Orla fidgeted with the material of her dress. It was either excitement or nerves. Or, Faith guessed, a mix of both.
By contrast, Lewis was beautifully still. He was far more used to Faith’s command. And used to waiting for her, too. Faith loved knowing she could choose exactly when things would begin. Tonight, she didn’t have the patience to wait for long.
“Are you ready, both of you?” she asked. Orla nodded, clearly not sure if she was expected to speak. Lewis gave Faith a grin, then turned to include Orla in it, too. For that, Faith would reward him. “Orla, I want you to unbutton Lewis’ shirt.”
“Yes, mistress,” Orla said. It was something they had agreed upon before tonight. Faith wanted to have Orla call her ‘mistress’, wanted that acknowledgment. It felt just as hot as she had imagined. Lewis shifted, too, and Faith grinned. It must’ve been an interesting experience for him to share Faith’s domination.
Orla reached out for the buttons on Lewis’ shirt, taking her time in undoing each one. Faith’s eyes followed her movements, the way Orla slid her fingers under the material gently. Lewis’ breath caught and he glanced at Faith.
“Can I touch her?” he asked keenly.
Faith tipped her head to one side, making a show of considering his request. In truth, she wanted to see Lewis and Orla together. She had been picturing it ever since they’d agreed to this threesome. Orla’s pale complexion against Lewis’ tanned skin was something Faith could only wait so long to finally see. “You can,” she confirmed.
Slowly, Faith lifted a hand to her own breast. She hadn’t bothered with a bra, so she easily rubbed her fingertips over first one nipple and then its twin. She moaned as she pinched down against the sensitive tip, the sound so loud in the quiet room. Orla’s gaze flew over to her, her pretty mouth falling open.
“If you can make Orla moan without taking her clothes off, I’ll let you undress the rest of the way,” Faith decided. She wanted to warm Orla up, make sure she was truly aroused before she demanded more of her.
Lewis nodded to confirm that he’d understood her request. Faith briefly wondered if he’d go straight for her beautiful breasts. She would have. But no. Instead, Lewis reached out to brush a soft hand over Orla’s neck. She leaned into the touch, her own fingers similarly soft against Lewis’ chest as she pushed his shirt out of the way.
Faith’s fingers kept brushing over her nipples, teasing small shoots of pleasure down her body. She watched as Lewis’ hand slid lower, finally making it to the top of Orla’s breasts. The other woman’s breath caught. It wasn’t quite a moan. Lewis didn’t appear to let himself be discouraged by that, instead sliding his hand lower.
When he finally brushed over the hard tip of one of Orla’s nipples through the dress, Lewis teased it between his fingers. That made Orla moan. He smiled widely, turning to look at Faith.
“She sounds so good,” he told her, rubbing Orla’s nipple through the dress so she’d moan again.
She really did. Heat flowed through Faith’s body like lava, making her nipples even more sensitive as she teased her fingers against them. “You can stand up, Lewis,” she instructed. He moved slowly. Orla gave a quiet whine as his hands moved away. Faith loved that, despite their reluctance, they both obeyed her without question.
“Help him out of his pants and underwear,” Faith ordered, letting her legs part under the loose skirt of her dress. She wore no stockings. When she dropped a hand to her thigh, it was bare skin underneath her fingertips. She stroked slowly, building her own hunger for the two submissives currently following her orders.
Orla’s hands moved eagerly, unfastening the buttons to Lewis’ pants and helping him push them down his legs. “Touch his cock, Orla,” Faith added. “Feel how hard he is because of us.”
When his cock sprung free, Lewis groaned. He didn’t push forward, didn’t try to demand more than Faith was allowing. Orla, to her credit, seemed perfectly happy to explore. She slid her hands over the muscles in Lewis’ stomach, grinning when they flexed at the touch.
Faith enjoyed how Lewis’ breath caught, and how it turned into a low moan when Orla’s fingers wrapped around his cock. “He feels great,” she told Faith. Her hand moved up, gathering the precum to use it as lube as she worked her hand back down, making Lewis moan again.
“Would you like me to use my mouth, mistress? I’m very good at that,” Orla promised eagerly.
Faith laughed. “I very much want you to use your mouth, Orla,” she answered. Her fingers hitched the hem of her dress up high enough to give Orla and Lewis a few of her pale green panties. “I want you to use your mouth on me.” Once again, Orla’s mouth dropped open. The glaze of desire in her eyes made it very clear that she didn’t object.
Lewis’ eyes, too, went wide and dark. Faith knew he loved the idea of watching her with another woman. She was only too happy to give him the chance. “Have you pleased a woman with your mouth before, Orla?” Faith asked, genuinely curious.
Orla nodded. “Yes,” she answered, tongue flicking out against her full lower lip as she glanced back up at Lewis. “But never with an audience.” Her hands stroked up Lewis’ cock once more, his groan intensifying the ache between Faith’s legs.
“Don’t worry. I’m going to make him work as well as watch,” she promised. It seemed to set Orla at ease. At a gesture from Faith, she let go of Lewis’ cock, crawling forward on her hands and knees. “Take my panties off,” Faith ordered.
Orla’s fingers slid under Faith’s raised dress and caught at the material of her panties. She pulled them down slowly, careful of not stretching the material as it slid over Faith’s thighs. Faith watched as Orla’s tongue darted out, wetting her lips in anticipation.
In turn, Lewis stayed still. His cock was hard, standing up so needily. Yet Lewis didn’t even try to reach out for it, didn’t attempt to touch himself. He knew that Faith would punish him if he did. Sometimes that was a game they played. But Faith really would be very annoyed if he ruined this by demanding punishment.
Lewis was great at knowing what Faith wanted. And right now, she wanted to have Orla’s mouth on her.
“What do you want me to do?” Lewis asked. “I... please? Can I do something?” And yet, if she told him to just watch he definitely would.
She smirked. “You can touch yourself, until I give you something else to do,” Faith answered. Watching Lewis touch himself was something that she loved. He was so good, so obedient. He knew, by now, exactly how to keep himself on the edge of pleasure without giving in to an orgasm. Not until Faith told him that he could. She watched as Lewis’ long fingers wrapped around his cock, stroking lightly over the sensitive tip before he squeezed his way down the shaft.
Glancing over her shoulder, Orla didn’t seem to know who to look at. Gently, Faith reached out, fingers light against Orla’s cheek as she brought the woman’s attention back to her. “Show me how good you are with your mouth,” she instructed,
Orla didn’t hesitate. She crawled closer, lifting Faith’s dress in both hands. Her mouth was soft and hot, pressing kisses to Faith’s inner thighs. When her tongue lapped lightly against Faith’s pussy, she gave a soft cry. Lewis’ hand tightened on his cock, a similar noise coming from his throat.
“Crawl behind Orla, Lewis,” Faith ordered. “Take her panties off for me.” 
He had to let go of his own cock as he did so, but Lewis didn’t appear to protest. Instead, his eyes kept moving between Orla’s ass as it moved in her dress and her head as it moved between Faith’s thighs. Faith parted her legs to give Orla space and ran her hand up to her breasts. Her eyes stayed on Lewis. She made sure to moan loudly, theatrically, for both Orla and Lewis.
She watched as he swallowed, tongue darting over to lick his lips. Faith moaned, because at the exact same time Orla’s tongue lapped over her clit, pleasure shooting through Faith. Orla’s tongue slid lower, entering Faith teasingly. And then she moaned as Lewis slid her panties off.
One of his hands circled over Orla’s ass, but he didn’t do anything else, watching Faith and Orla instead.
“You look fucking amazing,” Lewis groaned. “Is she good? Is she as good as she said?”
Faith felt so swept up in her own power that it was hard to think, hard to make a comparison. All she knew was that Orla’s mouth felt amazing, her tongue igniting pleasure everywhere it touched. Faith’s hand slid from Orla’s cheek, moving into her hair and gripping the soft strands between her fingers. “Fuck, yeah, it’s good,” she groaned. “It’s even better knowing you’re watching.”
She glanced down at Orla, her face obscured between Faith’s thighs and by the material of her dress. “Do you like that, Orla?” she asked. “Does it turn you on knowing that Lewis is watching you?” She tugged at Orla’s hair, pulling her mouth away from Faith’s pussy so that she could answer. Her eyes were glazed, her lips wet with Faith’s liquids, and she had to swallow before she could find any words.
“Yes, mistress,” she whispered. “Please, will you - Will you let him touch me? My pussy is so wet.” Lewis’ gaze dropped between Orla’s legs, tongue peeking out, ready to take a taste if only Faith would give her permission. Moving Orla’s face back between her legs, Faith bucked her hips, grinding against Orla’s mouth.
Lifting one hand from her breast, she made an encouraging gesture. “You’ve both been very good, so I’m going to let Lewis eat you out, Orla.” She smirked. “If you can make me come before your orgasm, I’ll fuck you. If not, I’ll fuck Lewis while he teases you.”
There was a muffled agreement from Orla that sent vibrations through Faith, making her moan in turn. Lewis groaned at the prospect of being allowed to taste Orla. He checked again with Faith, waiting for her to nod in permission. Once she had, Lewis sank down, getting on his back and then reaching out for Orla’s hips so he could pull her down against his mouth.
Faith had the perfect viewing angle. She felt the moment Lewis’ tongue licked against Orla’s wetness because the woman gave another low groan against Faith’s pussy. It was so hot to see her rock against Lewis’ face and know that at the same time Orla’s tongue was teasing over Faith’s clit.
Lewis began to lick harder. Faith knew this because she could hear the wetness of Orla’s pussy against Lewis’ face. In turn, Orla, too, licked faster. She clearly wanted to make Faith come, her tongue sliding from inside Faith up to her clit so she could circle it, drawing louder and louder sounds from Faith.
Using one hand against the chair for leverage, Faith pushed up to grind even harder against Orla’s face. She would be true to her word if Lewis made Orla come first, but Faith wanted Orla to win. Fucking another woman would be a new experience. And one she knew Lewis would be keen to watch. “Fuck,” Faith swore, as Orla’s tongue thrust gently inside her. “I can take more than that, come on.” Her fingers slid back into Orla’s hair, giving a sharp tug.
Pleasure rose steadily, making Faith’s toes curl in her expensive high heels. Her muscles tightened, every stroke of Orla’s tongue bringing her closer and closer to a mind-blowing orgasm. Orla’s body rocked, first towards Faith’s soaking pussy and then back to meet Lewis’ eager tongue. With every movement, her breasts swayed, making Faith moan as she pictured how good they’d look when she finally ordered the rest of Orla’s clothes off.
Squeezing one of her own breasts through the fabric of her dress, Faith’s fingers caught against her nipple. She gave a tug, enjoying the bolt of pleasure-pain that darted through her. At that moment, Orla pursed her lips around Faith’s clit, sucking for all she was worth. Faith screamed as her muscles clenched, her body tumbling over the edge into bliss. She came loudly, bucking her hips so hard that Orla had to pull back.
She did so with a moan, hips beginning to sway faster as she sat atop Lewis. Faith loved watching her ride Lewis’ face, Orla’s moans getting louder and louder. Her dress was pushed up and Lewis’ hands set against her hips. She wanted to see Orla come, wanted Lewis to make her come. She felt the temptation to order it, but Orla was already so close that there was almost no point.
Briefly Faith entertained the idea of denying Orla an orgasm. She certainly had the power. But Orla had been so good at making Faith come. She wanted to reward that. And what was a better reward than her boyfriend’s mouth lapping against Orla’s pussy?
“Fuck, yesss,” Orla whined, rocking harder and harder. Her breasts bounced inside her dress. Faith pulled against her own nipple, sending another wave of mixed pain and pleasure through her body. It seemed to be the thing that sent Orla over the edge. She whined loudly, her muscles tensing as she came.
She looked so beautiful, with her face flushed and her lips open in a dramatic ‘o’. Faith felt her own thighs clench, her pussy already ready for more, despite Faith’s recent orgasm. Lewis whined, lapping faster until Orla pulled away, shivers of pleasure traveling all the way down to her toes.
The two of them looked wrecked. And yet Faith had so much more she wanted to do. “You both did beautifully,” she praised, reaching out to run her fingers lightly over Orla’s plump cheek. She crawled forward into the contact, leaving Lewis exposed against the plush carpet. His cock still stood stiff and proud. Faith could only imagine how it must be aching, how badly he must want to come.
But not until Faith said so. Letting Orla settle back on her knees, Faith stood, enjoying the way her skirts swayed against the sensitive skin of her bare pussy. She knew exactly what she wanted next. Offering Lewis her hand, Faith pulled him up. She leaned in, licking the taste of Orla from his lips, earning soft moans from both of them. She ignored his cock, instead turning to smile at Orla, kneeling so obediently as she waited for instructions.
“Lewis, help Orla out of the rest of her clothes,” she ordered.
“It’d be my pleasure,” Lewis agreed with a grin. He knelt down behind Orla, undoing the zipper on her back. “Stand up?” It wasn’t a demand. Orla hesitated long enough that Faith could’ve told her not to. But she wanted Orla to get up. Faith wanted to see the way Orla’s dress was going to fall on the floor, letting her breasts bounce free.
She didn’t have to wait long. Lewis’ hands traveled over Orla’s body, exposing her back and then letting the dress fall just as Faith had imagined. Her breath caught and Faith reached out to run a hand over Orla’s breasts. Her nipples hardened under Faith’s fingers. Faith grinned before giving one of them a sharp tug.
“It feels good,” Orla moaned. Her tongue darted out, wetting her lips. It made Faith want to lean in and kiss her, to taste herself on Orla’s lips.
So she did, one hand fitting into the curve of Orla’s waist while the other teased over Orla’s other nipple. Her pretty mouth fell open, letting Faith’s tongue sweep inside. Behind them, Lewis groaned. When Faith pulled back, his eyes were wide, his chest rising and falling with quickened breaths.
“Bedroom,” Faith ordered, pointing a manicured finger towards the door. Lewis turned immediately, and Faith whistled at his fine ass as he walked away. Turning Orla around in her hands, Faith gave her a little push so she would follow.
The bedroom was luxurious and immaculate, already set up for a wide variety of things Faith might want to do with Orla and Lewis. She ran her hand lovingly over her favored strap-on, enjoying the way Orla’s gaze followed her fingers. “Soon,” Faith promised. She could hardly wait herself.
“Lewis, make yourself comfortable on your back on the bed,” she ordered. “Orla is going to prove just how good she is with her mouth.”
The implication made Orla moan, which in turn raised the corners of Faith’s mouth into a smirk. She enjoyed how much Orla wanted to suck Lewis’ cock. She certainly would be given the opportunity to.
Just as instructed, Lewis settled on the bed, his cock swaying from side to side. But Lewis didn’t reach out to touch it. Faith knew that for him the satisfaction was in denying himself the pleasure until Faith chose to allow it. Once he was settled, Orla turned around to look at Faith, reaching out to brush her fingers over Faith’s side.
“Would you like me to help you take the dress off?” Orla asked hopefully.
From the bed, Faith could feel Lewis’ gaze on her like a physical weight. She knew without asking how much he’d appreciate seeing Orla help her to undress. Leaning forward, she brushed her lips against Orla’s, enjoying the soft sigh as Orla’s mouth opened to allow Faith to deepen the kiss.
“Such a good girl for asking,” Faith praised as she pulled back. “Yes, you may help me.” Faith turned, letting Orla get at the zipper along her side. Pulling it down, Orla moaned softly when she realized Faith wasn’t wearing a bra. Together, they slid the dress to the floor, leaving Faith standing naked in the middle of the room.
Orla lifted a hand, her fingers almost stroking the curve of Faith’s breast before she stopped herself. “Can I touch you, mistress?” she asked, waiting until Faith nodded. Faith’s breath caught in her throat as Orla’s fingers caressed smooth and cool against her nipples. Lewis’ moan was far louder. Faith enjoyed how it didn’t break Orla’s concentration, how her fingers circled until Faith’s nipples were standing stiffly out from her breasts.
Reluctantly, Faith pulled Orla’s hands away. “Get on your hands and knees on the bed,” she ordered. “Tease Lewis. Show him how good you are, but don’t let him come. Can you do that?”
“Yes, mistress,” Orla nodded eagerly. There was the smallest of hesitations when she had to pull her hand away from Faith, like she wished she could carry on touching her but also follow her orders. Maybe later Faith would give her the right sort of orders to satisfy that wish. But for now, she wanted to hear how good Lewis would sound once Orla took him in her mouth.
Faith watched as the other woman crawled onto the bed, her hands softly brushing over Lewis’ legs. Orla leaned in, hot tongue sliding across the muscles in Lewis’ stomach. Even from where she stood, Faith could see them contracting. And if she hadn’t been able to, she could certainly hear the satisfaction in Lewis’ groans.
Orla was very good at teasing, Faith decided. Her fingers were soft as they played against Lewis’ skin. It wasn’t until he was almost trembling with desire that Orla finally leaned down to catch the tip of his dick between her wet lips.
“Fuck!” Lewis cried, trying to buck up. Orla’s hands went straight to his hips, holding him down. Faith loved seeing that, loved Orla’s control over Lewis.
He loved it too, if the way his eyes rolled back in his head was any way to judge. “Lewis.” At Faith’s voice, he blinked his eyes open, his gaze finding hers. “You’ll tell Orla if you’re getting close to coming. If you come without warning her, I’ll punish both of you for failing me.”
Lewis’ eyes widened, but he nodded his acceptance of Faith’s terms. She smiled. “Good boy.” Watching for a few more minutes, Faith could feel the desire pounding through her. Orla and Lewis looked so good together, so hot. Faith almost didn’t want to interrupt.
But she had a promise to keep. Still watching the show Orla was putting on for her, Faith crossed the room to her strap-on. Sliding the harness on, she buckled it carefully around her hips. As she knelt behind Orla on the bed, Faith gave in to the temptation to run her hands over Orla’s luscious ass. She gave one cheek a light spank, then leaned in to nip her teeth against the softly reddened skin.
“Do you want me to fuck you, Orla?” Faith asked, her hand moving lower to tease against the other woman’s pussy.
The answer wasn’t exactly verbal. Lewis moaned loudly as Orla’s moan of agreement vibrated through him. She didn’t stop bobbing her head up and down his cock. She did wiggle her ass more. It made Faith laugh as she slapped it again, harder this time. That made Orla moan. Faith was curious to see how loud she could make the other woman be.
“You’re so hot,” Lewis moaned. “Fuck, Faith, her mouth feels so great.” She saw him try to buck up again, but Orla was having none of it. Her fingers tightened against Lewis’ hips and he cried out in pleasure.
Orla then moved back, almost as if she was trying to seek out Faith, to get her to do something. Perhaps anything.
Heat sizzled through Faith’s veins, almost overpowering. She’d pictured this moment a dozen times today. The reality was so much better. Orla’s rounded ass wiggled eagerly, her hands still pressing Lewis against the mattress. They were details Faith would remember for days, if not weeks. She made soft, soothing noises, running both palms over Orla’s ass and down to her thighs. She spread them open, moaning as she exposed Orla’s pussy between them.
Slowly, Faith shifted, letting Orla feel the hard touch of the strap-on against her thigh. “Fuck, you’re both beautiful,” she praised. Pressing a finger between Orla’s legs, Faith wasn’t surprised to find her already dripping wet. “So ready for me,” she mused. Orla moaned, arching her back as if to push her pussy out further.
Faith pressed the silicone cock between Orla’s legs, smiling in satisfaction at Orla’s deep groan as it filled her. It wasn’t small, but Orla was wet enough to take it easily. Curling her fingers around Orla’s hips, Faith pulled the woman back against her, the cock sliding all the way until Orla’s ass rested snug against Faith’s crotch.
Orla pulled back from Lewis, letting his cock fall from her mouth with a wet ‘pop’. “Fuck,” she moaned. “That feels amazing.” Her breath was already coming in soft gasps and Faith hadn’t even begun to fuck her. She did have to steady Orla, to stop her from pushing back against Faith’s cock
One of Lewis’ hands slid to Orla’s breast. While Faith couldn’t see what he was doing, the way Orla moaned meant she had a pretty good idea. The touch seemed to draw Orla’s attention back to Lewis. She lowered her mouth once more to invite his cock into it.
Holding Orla’s hips still, Faith pulled the strap-on back, admiring Orla’s wetness that glistened on it. She couldn’t stop the thrill that skated through her whole body, knowing it was someone other than Lewis she was fucking. Faith loved pegging her boyfriend, but she’d fantasized for a long time about how it would feel to have a woman moan underneath her. Orla didn’t disappoint.
Faith snapped her hips forward, her cock plunging back into Orla’s pussy. Gripping Orla’s hips hard, Faith established a rhythm, thrusting in and out in time with the pounding of her heart. Under the three of them, the bed swayed and the mattress sagged. Faith pushed harder, sweat sliding down her spine as she drove the strap-on forward.
Orla’s cheeks hollowed, sucking harder against Lewis’ cock. She had to, needing to keep her mouth sealed tight around his dick so Faith’s thrusts wouldn’t pull her free. Faith draped herself over Orla’s back, one hand coming to tease the breast Lewis wasn’t already occupied with. She wanted to make Orla scream around Lewis’ cock.
“That’s so hot, fuck. You’re both so hot,” Lewis moaned. Faith loved watching him, the pleasure on his face so clear. Orla moaned again. Faith saw the way the sound made Lewis’ pleasure edge ever closer. She began to pound into Orla harder, enjoying how every push seemed to make the other woman cry out.
Orla pulled back, making Lewis whine when his cock fell free again. “Oh god, yes! That feels so good!” she cried out, pushing back to meet Faith’s dick at every thrust. Her moans filled the room. “Can I touch myself? Please? Can I help you make me come?” Orla begged under Faith.
Faith slowed, just enough to hear Orla whimper with need. It was a beautiful sound, one that went straight between Faith’s legs. Rolling Orla’s nipple between her fingers, Faith waited until the woman cried out, then gave it a fierce pinch. Orla wailed, the sound ringing in Faith’s ears for a long moment before she thrust her cock deeper into Orla’s pussy.
“You can,” Faith decided. “But I want you to keep sucking Lewis’ cock. If you stop again, I’ll have to tie your hands.” The threat made Orla give a soft cry. She wasted no time cupping a hand between her legs. Just as quickly, she dropped her mouth back down around Lewis’ dick, the sound of slurping audible even over the creak of bedsprings.
After two brutal thrusts, Faith met Lewis’ eyes. His pupils were huge and dark. He looked more turned-on than Faith had ever seen him. “You can come, but I want you to keep your hips still. Let Orla do all the work. Understand?”
It took Lewis a moment but he did finally nod, a muffled ‘yes’ falling from his lips. She saw the struggle, loved how tension spread through Lewis’ muscles as he held himself back from bucking up. Orla kept giving soft moans around his cock, but didn’t pull back. Every so often, Faith felt the strap-on hit Orla’s fingers where they were rubbing against her clit.
Hearing both Orla’s muted moans and Lewis’ loud groans sent thrills through Faith’s body. Orla worked harder and harder to bring Lewis to the edge. From the sounds that he was making, Faith could tell he was close. It made her eager to fuck Orla harder, to hear her come, too.
“Oh, fuck, yes,” Lewis groaned and Faith watched as his hands tightened in Orla’s hair, bringing her head down harder against his cock. He didn’t slam his hips up but his back did arch to meet Orla. Then, with a loud groan, he came. Orla lapped it all up.
As Lewis’ softening cock slid free of Orla’s mouth, her moans and cries suddenly filled the bedroom, louder even than the sound of Faith’s hips bouncing against Orla’s bare ass. Faith picked up the pace, pounding the silicone cock in and out of Orla’s pussy hard enough to make the bed shake. Lewis’ lips dropped open, his eyes clouded with arousal and the effects of his recent orgasm.
“Come on, Orla,” Faith demanded, one hand pinching again at Orla’s nipple while the other held tight to Orla’s hip. “You’ve been so good for me. Look how much Lewis loves watching you take my cock.” They both moaned, making Faith’s body shiver with desire. “Come for me,” she urged, her voice low and insistent. “I want to hear you, Orla, hear how much you love having me fuck you into the mattress.”
“God, I do!” the other woman cried. She used her hands to grip the bed for leverage, slamming back against Faith’s cock harder and harder. The moans had turned to screams, pleasure obviously rolling through Orla. And then, Lewis reached out to pinch one of Orla’s nipples. That seemed to be the last straw. Orla’s orgasm crashed over her hard. Her whole body trembled under Faith.
When she finally began to fuck Orla slower, her moans softened and she leaned into Lewis for support.
Faith ran her hands gently over Orla’s back, soothing her with soft sounds and touches. She looked so beautiful, leaning against Lewis with her hair spilling softly over her shoulders. Faith slowed to a stop, easing the silicone cock from Orla’s pussy and letting her fall limp against the bed.
“You were both wonderful,” Faith praised, feeling as though her whole body were brimming and tingling with pleasure. She didn’t want the night to be over. Seeing the way Orla’s head rested heavy on Lewis’ shoulder, a short break might be necessary.
Slipping free of the harness, Faith joined her partners on the bed. Lewis shifted to make space for her. She pressed a long, lingering kiss to his lips.
Orla looked up, suddenly shy again. “Can we help you come, Mistress?” she asked, tongue peeking out between her lips.
“Oh, you will,” Faith promised. “But we’ll rest first. I want you both to have enough energy to keep up with me.” The anticipation of waiting would only make Faith’s next orgasm all the sweeter. She’d be happy enough to wait, especially in their cozy little tangle of bare limbs.




Playing at a Party

Bonnie had been coming to BDSM parties for about eight years now. Ever since one of her boyfriends had suggested it when they were twenty. They were long broken-up, but Bonnie’s love of the parties had only grown. Over the years, she had learned more and more about being a domme. She was now one of the most sought after play partners at the parties she attended. It meant that Bonnie usually had the pick of the crop.
There were particular types of people Bonnie liked going for. But whenever she fancied a change - like tonight - Bonnie picked someone who was a lot less experienced. It was thrilling to introduce someone new to things they might not have even thought about trying. Besides, Bonnie knew she was a good domme. She always took good care of her play partners. She liked to think that she could teach particular things - etiquettes even - to new participants.
Tonight her eyes weren’t on just one but two people. A couple who’d arrived maybe an hour earlier. Bonnie had watched them take a seat and observe the room. That was pretty common. It was a good start for anyone who wanted to get familiar with what a party like this held. From watching them, Bonnie struggled to tell which of them - if either - was the more dominant.
Bonnie was a fan of a good switch, so it was a thrilling prospect that neither might be more dominant than the other. If they were looking for a play partner, Bonnie hadn’t seen them actively do anything about it. This led her to believe that they didn’t know what they were looking for.
Making her way across the room, Bonnie pulled a chair out so she could sit across from the couple. She knew very well just how hot she looked in the tight, black dress she was wearing. It showed off her breasts beautifully. Bonnie was pleased when the guy’s eyes moved over her body appreciatively. Her smirk widened when the woman’s eyes did the same.
“You’re new,” she commented, because they were. “Are you looking to play?” Bonnie hoped the answer was ‘yes’. She was very up for a bit of play.
Bonnie carefully watched their expressions, noting the way the man’s gaze moved instantly to his partner. She licked her lips, hesitating for only a moment before she gave Bonnie the answer she’d been hoping for.
“Yes.” She nodded. “I’m Mia, and this is Gus.” She looked, briefly, as if she might offer to shake Bonnie’s hand. “We’ve done a lot of research, but this is our first time actually at a party,” she admitted. Her smile brought Bonnie’s attention to the lush curve of her lower lip. She could easily imagine sinking her teeth into it and hearing Mia gasp.
Raising one eyebrow, Mia carried on. “What should we call you?” she asked.
That made Bonnie grin. She appreciated that there had been research. Especially research enough that had advised Mia to ask. “Bonnie. My name’s Bonnie. I prefer to go by that.” There had been plenty of people in Bonnie’s past who’d called her ‘Mistress’. Some had even called her ‘Mommy’, but Bonnie’s preferred option was just her name. It made the play more balanced for her.
“So tell me, Mia,” she said giving the woman another wide smile. “What is it that you and Gus are hoping to find tonight?” Since Mia had been the one to speak, Bonnie presumed she was the one to decide. The way Gus looked at Mia made Bonnie pretty sure he’d go along with whatever she wanted. A guy after her own heart.
Mia’s eyes widened slightly, like she hadn’t expected to be asked. She seemed to recover quickly enough. “Some pleasure, first and foremost,” she told Bonnie with a slight smirk. That was reasonable. Why else would you come to a sex party if not to enjoy the sex? “But also some… instruction,” Mia continued.
Reaching for Gus’ hand, Mia laced their fingers together. “Gus likes being told what to do,” she explained, making his cheeks bloom pink for an instant. “And so do I,” Mia added, “but I want to learn how to do more of the telling. I thought a practical demonstration might be… helpful.”
Gus laughed at that. “You mean all that research got you hot and bothered,” he teased. “You wanted us to come and see for ourselves.”
Mia gave a pretty unapologetic shrug at that. Bonnie grinned. She liked that. They clearly had a good connection between them and were also willing to experiment with things. Bonnie could definitely have fun with the two of them. Turning to look at Gus, Bonnie ran her tongue over her lower lip. His eyes followed the movement and she grinned.
“And what is it that you seek, Gus?” she asked, curious how his answer might differ.
He seemed briefly surprised to be asked, a bit like Mia had been, but recovered quickly. “Mia’s right, I do like being told what to do,” he agreed. Bonnie could tell it wasn’t something Gus just told people. It made her want to praise him for it, but it wasn’t her place. Not just yet, at least. “But I also just love watching Mia feel good. I want her to enjoy herself.”
That was definitely the right sort of thing to say. Bonnie could tell Mia loved that answer, too, because she gave Gus’ leg a small squeeze.
“Alright,” Bonnie nodded. “Well, I am very good at both - telling men what to do and bringing pleasure.” She had no reason to downplay that fact. Bonnie was good at both. “I’d be happy to instruct you both if that’s what you’d like. Are you interested in playing with pain? With restraints?” Bonnie was more than happy to do either. Or neither if that’s what they preferred.
From the way Gus’ eyes clouded with lust, Bonnie felt sure that he would relish one or the other, or possibly both. He didn’t answer immediately, his gaze going to Mia first. Now that she was closer, Bonnie could see that she was the dominant partner - if only a little.
“Go on,” Mia urged, her fingers squeezing once more against Gus’ fabric-covered thigh. “Tell Bonnie what you like.”
Gus’ nod was quick, eager. “I like pain,” he said, the blush returning to his cheeks. It was clear this wasn’t something he was used to talking to strangers about.
“And I don’t - not receiving it, anyway,” Mia added.
Bonnie nodded. She was certainly perfectly capable of working with that. In fact, the idea of having Mia hurt Gus so Bonnie could watch was very tempting. “And restraints?” she urged and watched as Gus licked his lips.
“Neither of us is against being restrained,” he answered. Mia nodded. That was a good answer. It gave Bonnie all the more options as to what she could do with them.
“Alright,” she nodded, standing up. “Follow me.” Bonnie led them through to one of the rooms she knew were open for public use but also had locks. “Are you interested in being seen?” she asked. Bonnie, personally, was used to performing in public. But she could understand how someone’s first time might not be when they wanted to experiment with that.
On the other hand, there were plenty of people for whom that was exactly what they were looking for.
“Not tonight,” Mia answered, her gaze dropping to the door as it closed behind them. At a gesture from Bonnie, she flicked the latch shut, ensuring they’d have no unexpected spectators.
The room was well-equipped, with a big four-poster bed to which Bonnie could fasten all kinds of restraints. There were toys, too, for inflicting various levels of pain. As she watched, Gus licked his lips at the sight of them, his fingers twitching up to the buttons of his shirt.
Mia clearly noticed, too. “Ask Bonnie if you can undress, Gus,” she urged. “She’s calling the shots tonight.” Her gaze moved to Bonnie, seeking confirmation.
Bonnie liked that, both how Mia was giving that right over to Bonnie and how Gus was meant to ask. She shook her head. “No, I want to see Mia undress you,” she told Gus. “You’re not going to be allowed to touch yourself,” she informed the man. “You’re Mia’s to touch and to let others touch. I intend to make sure you know that.”
Gus swallowed at that, but nodded. Bonnie could already see the outline of his hard cock tenting his pants. This was going to be fun. They’d hardly even started! Without being allowed to touch himself, Gus was going to have to wait to have his dick touched. In fact, Bonnie might even make sure he couldn’t take matters into his own hands before she decided it was time.
Moving towards the toys, Bonnie found a nice piece of leather restraint specifically designed for this. Taking it over to Mia, Bonnie set it down on the bed. “I want that to go on him when he is fully naked,” she informed. “Do you know how to put it on?”
Both Mia and Gus peered at the leather, their confusion written plainly across their faces. Evidently, their research hadn’t covered everything. Bonnie liked that - she wanted to be able to introduce them to new things, new ways of bringing pleasure and pain to one another.
“I don’t know,” Mia answered, taking a step closer to Gus, resting her hand against his chest. “But I do know how to get him naked so that you can show me,” she added, a grin curving her lips. She reached for the buttons on Gus’ shirt, popping them open one after another. Gus’ chest heaved under the fabric. As it parted, Bonnie could see the flush of arousal that had spread all the way down to Gus’ nipples.
Mia pushed his shirt off his shoulders, letting it flutter to the floor. “Take off your shoes,” she ordered. Gus gave a sharp nod, immediately toeing his way out of his trainers. Once that was done, Mia moved behind him, pressing her body against his back.
“I want to show you off to Bonnie,” she informed him. Gus’ only answer was a low groan, one which made heat pulse between Bonnie’s legs.
Despite Mia’s proclaimed inexperience, she had clearly done this before. And took pleasure in it. That thrilled Bonnie. Knowing that Mia was a new domme, someone who was eager to learn for her sub, that was something that Bonnie enjoyed seeing. Mia had said she wanted to learn. Bonnie could definitely help her with that.
She watched as Mia pulled Gus’ pants down, licking her lips as she saw more of him exposed. Bonnie didn’t rush Mia. There was no need, especially not when Mia had told Gus she wanted to show him off to Bonnie. There were very few things better than seeing a needy sub.
“He’s so obedient,” Bonnie observed. “You’ve done well to train him,” she praised Mia. They weren’t empty words. Bonnie really did think that Mia had done well. And besides, a well-trained and well-behaved sub was a compliment to both the sub and his domme.
Mia’s face flushed with the praise. Gus practically writhed against her, as if Bonnie’s words were a physical touch making him feel good. “Thank you,” Mia said, smiling shyly at Bonnie over Gus’ shoulder. Bonnie liked that she didn’t try to dismiss the praise, just accepted it as well-deserved.
Leaving Gus standing in front of Bonnie, Mia crouched to help him out of his pants. She pulled his socks off, too, leaving Gus in nothing but the boxers still tenting over his erection. “I love how good he looks,” Mia said, once more making Gus wiggle slightly.
Finally, she peeled Gus’ boxers down. His hard cock slapped up against his stomach, flush against the relatively pale skin of his abdomen. “Will you show me how to put that on?” Mia asked, gesturing to the leather.
“I will,” Bonnie confirmed easily. She reached for the strap, holding it out for Mia to see. “This,” she said, gesturing at the top bit, “goes around the base of his cock. And this,” she pointed at the lower half, “goes around his balls. It will make him last longer,” Bonnie explained. She got two of the cushions off the bed, throwing them on the floor next to Gus before kneeling down on one.
Mia followed her lead and Bonnie smirked up at Gus. His cock twitched at the sight of them. Rightfully so, too. Bonnie knew they looked fucking hot like this.
Taking the restraint, Bonnie showed Mia how to apply it, ignoring the soft groan Gus gave when her fingers slid over his cock. “You want to be careful not to do it too tight around his balls. Make sure you don’t cut off blood supply.” Bonnie took her time to show Mia just how to check that, to ensure that she wouldn’t hurt Gus accidentally.
When the strap was finally attached, Bonnie grinned. “Take it off and put it back on again,” she told Mia. There was something pretty hot about teaching another domme how to do things.
Mia groaned. From the way she shifted her hips, Bonnie felt sure that Mia was pressing her thighs together, trying to quieten an ache between her legs. It was a good sign. Bonnie wanted Mia to be turned on by what she was doing. Gus certainly was, his cock still hard and beautiful.
Moving quickly, Mia showed that she remembered everything Bonnie had taught her. She was efficient. It made Bonnie’s lips quirk upwards in an expression of amusement. Only when Mia had finished, and Gus’ balls were neatly trussed up in leather, did Mia let her fingers linger against Gus’ skin.
“How does that feel?” she asked, looking up at him. “Do you like it?” She licked her lips, and Gus’ hips swayed towards her.
He licked his own lips before he replied. “It’s strange,” he admitted, “but yeah, I like it. I like knowing I’ll last for you. For both of you.”
“Good boy,” Bonnie praised. She reached out to run her hand over Mia’s back, giving the other woman a smile. “You should make him undress you,” she told her. Bonnie was pretty sure she could make Gus undress Mia, but she wanted to see the other woman do it. There was something very hot in watching Gus’ submission to Mia, knowing that it was Bonnie’s instructions that Mia was following.
Standing up, she held her hand out for Mia to help the other woman up, too. Gus looked good like that, naked, cock hard and strapped. Bonnie was looking forward to getting that cock to work! But there were plenty of things she wanted to do before then. And one of them was to see Mia naked.
Mia paused for a moment, as if collecting her courage. When she glanced towards Gus, he smiled. The expression on his face was so eager. It seemed to settle something in Mia, and she gave a quick nod. “Come here,” she said, pointing at the spot in front of her. Gus moved a little awkwardly, adjusting to the leather around his balls, but he didn’t dawdle.
“Help me out of my shoes first,” Mia instructed. Bonnie enjoyed watching Gus drop to his knees. He didn’t kneel, instead squatting low so he could reach for the buckle on Mia’s shoes. Bonnie couldn’t help but notice how toned Gus’ ass was, how strong his thighs must have been to hold him up.
Once Mia had kicked off her shoes and Gus had removed her socks for her, she urged him to his feet. “Take off my shirt,” she ordered, lifting her hands to let Gus do just that.
“Fuck,” he groaned, admiring the way Mia’s breasts moved under the sheer fabric of her bra. “You’re so hot, babe.” Mia flushed, glancing at Bonnie.
“You are,” Bonnie agreed, easily. It made Mia’s flush intensify, but she also smiled. Gus went to remove her pants, his fingers sliding over Mia’s soft skin. It left her only in her bra and panties, something that Bonnie definitely appreciated. Mia was a stunning woman. Gus clearly knew it too.
Of course, this meant that Bonnie and her tight leather dress were becoming overdressed. She ran her hand over her side, smirking at Gus and Mia. “Do you want to help me undress?” she asked, pretty sure she could predict exactly what the answer would be.
She could feel the weight of their gaze, both of them drinking in the sight of her. “Oh,” Mia started, her breath catching in her throat. “I definitely want to help.” She took a step closer. Bonnie could see the moment Mia remembered that she was in charge of Gus. Realization dawned, and Mia lifted her chin.
“Gus, I don’t want you to touch Bonnie until you’ve finished with my clothes.” Gus whined, but he didn’t object. He really was obedient. Bonnie wondered how much of that was showing off for her and how much was the desire to please Mia. She suspected it was a little bit of both. “You can start with my bra,” Mia continued.
Gus stepped close behind her, his fingers plucking against the strap before the sheer cups suddenly relaxed. Mia’s pale breasts spilled forth, soft and smooth. “Can I help you?” Mia asked, her fingers barely brushing along the same path Bonnie’s hand had taken down her side.
Bonnie’s tongue darted over her lips to wet them and she gave a nod. “You can,” she allowed. Mia’s touch was gentle, possibly a touch more gentle than Bonnie usually preferred. She enjoyed the way that Mia seemed to explore her. Moving into Mia’s hands, Bonnie turned slightly to offer her the zip on the side of Bonnie’s dress. Mia was careful with that, too, but she didn’t hesitate to lower it.
Unlike Mia, Bonnie was not wearing a bra under her dress, so when Mia opened it, her breasts sprung free. She heard Gus’ breath catch. Bonnie grinned. “You’re allowed to touch me when Mia decides she wants you to,” Bonnie told him before turning her head towards Mia, her smirk, if anything, intensifying. “You,” she told the other woman, “are allowed to touch, too.”
Mia chuckled, the sound surprisingly low and sexy. “You hear that, Gus?” she teased. “I’m allowed to touch whenever I want.” He whined, his hands tightening against the curve of Mia’s waist. When she stepped forward, Gus pressed right behind her, so close that Bonnie was sure his dick was hard against Mia’s ass.
“You look amazing,” Mia offered, her gaze lingering on Bonnie’s breasts. She lifted one hand, cupping the underside in her palm. Her thumb circled slowly, teasingly around Bonnie’s nipple. It was definitely a more gentle touch than Bonnie would usually demand. Before she could say so, Mia flicked her nail across Bonnie’s nipple, sending a bolt of pleasure laced with pain between her legs.
Wiggling between the two of them, Mia’s breath caught in her throat. “Take my panties off,” she urged. The command in her voice mixed with desire, as if she needed to be naked. Gus didn’t wait for her to tell him twice. He pulled Mia’s panties down from behind, exposing her beautiful bare pussy to Bonnie’s eager attention.
She reached out to brush a hand over Mia’s side, tracing it up to her breasts. She was really hot. Seeing the lust clouding Gus’ eyes was a special reward in its own right. Bonnie was eager to see how much more needy she could make him look. Like Mia had to her, Bonnie brought her hand up to brush over Mia’s nipple, tugging against it lightly until the other woman gave a soft moan.
“I want to make you come while Gus watches,” she told Mia. “Would you like that? I bet he would,” Bonnie commented glancing over at Gus so she could smirk. He wasn’t allowed to touch himself. Bonnie fully intended to push him to an absolute breaking point with that. She wanted to see him watch her make his girlfriend come, to scream for Bonnie.
Mia gave a soft laugh. “I wouldn’t be here if I didn’t enjoy coming,” she pointed out, lips curving up into a smile. “I’m sure you’ll be very, very good at making me come so hard I can barely remember my own name.” Gus’ eyes widened, his hands back on Mia’s hips now that she’d kicked her panties across the floor.
“Can’t I help?” Gus asked, wide imploring eyes turned to first Mia and then Bonnie. “I want to help. I love making Mia come. And I’m good at it.” Mia’s expression softened, just a little, and she gave a nod.
Her fingers pinched softly at Bonnie’s nipple and then, when Bonnie’s breath caught, Mia gave a sharp tug. “I want you to watch, Gus,” she said. Her words weren’t particularly demanding, but there was an assurance in her tone, a confidence that she would be obeyed.
Leaning in, Mia’s lips brushed feather-light against the hollow of Bonnie’s throat. “How do you want me?” she asked, her breath warm against Bonnie’s skin.
“Spread out on the bed,” Bonnie answered easily. She rubbed her hand over Mia’s hard nipple, before pulling back. Turning to look at Gus, Bonnie licked her lips. “I’m going to tie your hands,” she informed him. Bonnie didn’t know Gus well enough to tell how good he’d be at not touching himself if left to his own devices. Besides, Bonnie loved tying men up.
She nodded for Mia to get on the bed, walking over to the wall where a variety of ropes were hung. This was not Bonnie’s first time. She knew exactly what she wanted to achieve. Swinging the rope through a hook coming out from the ceiling, Bonnie grinned at Gus.
“Come here,” she told him. His breath caught, like he couldn’t quite believe this was really happening. Bonnie loved that. “Hold your arms out, hands together.” He did just as instructed and Bonnie laced the roped over and through them. Once she’d checked the ropes were safe, Bonnie took a step back so she could pull on the rope, raising Gus’ hands up in the air above him.
He looked fucking great like that. Hands tied and cock restricted. Glancing over her shoulder at Mia on the bed, Bonnie licked her lips. “He looks good like that, don’t you think?”
The position emphasized Gus’ lean frame, making his muscles stretch out deliciously. Bonnie wanted to see his stomach twitch as she finally allowed attention to be paid to his cock. But not yet. First, she was going to help Mia put on a show.
“He looks amazing,” Mia agreed. She’d stretched out on the bed just like Bonnie had asked. Propped up against the pillows, her legs spread invitingly open. Her hands moved to her breasts, fingers picking up where Bonnie’s had left off.
Gus groaned, his whole body swaying forwards, trying to get himself closer to the bed. Tied up as he was, there was only so far that he could go. “Fuck, you look hot, Mia,” he said, his chest rising and falling quickly with every breath. Mia grinned, tugging harder enough at her nipple that it made her cry out.
Bonnie had absolutely no doubt she was going to enjoy this. As she crawled up the bed towards Mia, Bonnie glanced over her shoulder at Gus. He’d have the perfect view of both of them. Bonnie’s panties still covered her ass, but only barely. They were see-through enough for Gus to see plenty. And then there was also the view of Mia, her breasts exposed and thighs soon to be around Bonnie’s head.
Leaning in, she kissed upward across Mia’s thighs. They were hot, and Bonnie knew that her pussy would be just the same. Her hands stroked higher, over Mia’s hips. One settled against her stomach while the other sought out her breast. Bonnie reached for the nipple that Mia wasn’t already playing with.
As she teased it between her fingers, Bonnie lowered her mouth to lick a hot strip over Mia’s wet pussy. The way Mia moaned loudly straight away would’ve made Bonnie grin, but she was too preoccupied with working her tongue inside of Mia’s heat.
From the way Mia’s muscles trembled, Bonnie could tell she was trying not to thrash against the sheets. If Bonnie had her way, that level of restraint wouldn’t last for long. She drove her tongue deeper, exploring every inch of Mia’s pussy. The more Bonnie licked, the wetter Mia got. Her moans echoed around the room, mixing with the groans from Gus as he watched them.
Even though they couldn’t be seen, Bonnie liked the idea that party guests passing their door would hear them. They’d know what a good time the three of them were having. And Bonnie was determined to make Mia’s experience even better.
Teasingly, Bonnie slid her hands up Mia’s thighs. She waited until she had Mia whimpering above her, then pushed down against the soft skin. Bonnie spread Mia open, making Mia buck against her hold. “Fuck, Bonnie!”
Gus cried out in frustration. Bonnie didn’t have to look to know that he’d tried to yank his hands free of the rope. He’d failed. “Please,” he begged. “Mia, please. Let me touch you. Let me touch myself.” Mia’s only answer was a wordless moan as Bonnie’s tongue flicked over her clit.
Bonnie very much intended to make Mia moan and cry in pleasure so much that she couldn’t even focus on Gus’ pleas. He was to watch, to see how fucking great Bonnie was going to make Mia look. Her tongue lapped faster, fingers making their way inside Mia. In turn, Mia’s hips pushed down so she could fuck herself harder against Bonnie’s mouth and fingers. Her screams were so loud! Bonnie loved it.
Hearing her partner scream in pleasure was always so fucking hot. She pumped her fingers in and out of Mia’s pussy, making the other woman get louder and louder. Finally, her orgasm burst through her like a firework. The whole of Mia’s body trembled as she came, a loud scream echoing around them.
When Bonnie could tell that she was done, she licked more gently, pulling her fingers out. Sucking the wetness off them, Bonnie turned to grin at Gus. “She comes so nicely,” Bonnie commented.
“I wonder if she’s just as good at making me come.” Before either really had a chance to respond, Bonnie was already crawling up Mia’s body, her panties quickly removed so she could present Mia with her wet and needy pussy.
Mia’s hands came up to settle against Bonnie’s hips as she leaned forward. Her tongue moved softly at first, almost tentative as she explored the taste of Bonnie’s desire. Gus swore loudly, alternating between begging and moaning his appreciation of the sight before him. Mia hardly seemed to notice, all of her attention focused on Bonnie’s pussy.
Bonnie made sure to give her plenty of encouragement, crying out Mia’s name whenever she did something that Bonnie particularly liked. Mia learned fast. Pretty soon, she was lapping and flicking her tongue as if she’d been doing this all her adult life. Bonnie could feel the pleasure spreading through her, a buzz of excitement and desire that stole across her limbs.
Wanting to urge it on, Bonnie’s hips rocked, pushing herself harder against Mia’s eager mouth. “Fuck, you sound amazing,” Gus groaned. “It’s so hot knowing that it’s Mia making you moan like that. Fuck.”
Despite her back being towards Gus, Bonnie could easily imagine how good he must’ve looked seeing them like this. The neediness in his voice was so evident that it sent a thrill through Bonnie. Mia lapped it all up, her tongue moving faster against Bonnie’s clit. Pleasure shot through her so fast that Bonnie cried out, reaching to press her hand against the wall to steady herself.
It wasn’t long before her orgasm smashed through her, making Bonnie’s screams increase so much that they almost drowned out the way Gus whined. Knowing that he wanted to make them both come and wasn’t allowed, not yet anyway, intensified just how good Mia’s tongue was at making Bonnie’s body shake with pleasure.
“Fuck,” she swore, before pulling back. Sliding back down Mia’s body, Bonnie pressed against it, grinding her hips into Mia. Their breasts pressed together and both women moaned.
Bonnie leaned in to catch Mia’s lips, bringing them together into a hard kiss. Gus moaned behind them again and Bonnie smirked.
“I’d love to try out his cock, Mia,” she told the other woman, her hand teasing over Mia’s body. “Is he good with it?”
Shifting so she could see Gus over Bonnie’s shoulder, Mia licked her lips. Gus’ whines fell silent, as if he were waiting with bated breath to hear what Mia would answer. “He is good,” Mia said, drawing the words out. Bonnie watched her lips curve into a wicked smirk. “He knows just how to fuck me so that I’ll come for him. Don’t you, Gus?”
Bonnie glanced behind her, watching the flush that crept up Gus’ chest at the praise. “I do,” he agreed. “Please, Mia. Will you let me show Bonnie?” His expression sent a pulse of arousal between Bonnie’s legs. Even though he wasn’t begging her, it was still a sight to behold.
Glancing back at Bonnie, Mia appeared to turn the idea over in her mind. “If I let you, will you do everything that Bonnie says?” she asked. “Will you learn how she likes to be fucked? It might be different from what I like.”
With a soft moan, Gus nodded. “I will,” he promised. “I’ll learn, and I’ll do whatever Bonnie wants.”
Mia grinned. “Then I will let you,” she decreed.
Bonnie enjoyed listening to their exchange. With every single thing they did, Mia seemed to gain confidence as a domme. It was beautiful to see. Bonnie got off the bed, walking over to Gus. She ran a sharp nail across his chest and down over his stomach, making Gus cry out and push his hips forward. His cock was still so hard, leaking precum.
“I can tell you enjoyed watching Mia make me come,” Bonnie hummed. “I’m going to ride that gorgeous cock and you will make me come with it,” she informed Gus.
“Yes, yes, I want that,” he nodded eagerly.
Bonnie smirked, glancing over at where Mia still was on the bed. “And you also want Mia to sit on your face? Want to make her come again?” Gus whimpered. Bonnie took that to mean that yes, he’d very much like that.
She reached to undo the rope, lowering Gus’ arms carefully. Bonnie didn’t untie his hands though. Having him tied up while she fucked him was going to be more fun. “Get on the bed, lie on your back,” she instructed before looking at Mia. “I want you to get on his face,” she told the other woman.
Walking over to the toy box, Bonnie selected a cat-o-nine tails. She handed it to Mia once she had settled atop of Gus. “I want you to use this to make sure he makes you come,” she instructed.
Then, when Mia moaned at Gus’ tongue licking against her, Bonnie climbed atop him, reaching between them to lead Gus’ cock inside her wet pussy.
She was impressed that Gus kept his hips pressed against the mattress, letting Bonnie lower herself down at her own pace. Mia moaned, pleasure so obvious in her expression that Bonnie couldn’t help but grin. “Fuck,” Mia whispered, her eyes wide. Bonnie could only imagine how Gus was licking her, showing off his familiarity with what made her cry out in delight.
Bonnie’s pussy stretched around Gus’ cock, getting adjusted to the girth of him inside her. As soon as she felt ready, Bonnie lifted herself up, only to drop back down. She set a hard, fast rhythm, moaning as Gus’ hips snapped up to meet her on her descent. Bonnie squeezed her muscles tight around him. She wanted to distract him, wanted to dominate his attention.
Pouting, Mia brought the whip down against Gus’ chest. “Don’t stop!” she whined. Gus groaned, his rhythm faltering as he clearly switched his attention back to where Mia ground her hips against his face.
The rhythm Bonnie kept was steady. She wanted to enjoy this. Gus’ dick inside her felt great, but the combination between that and watching him pleasure Mia was fantastic. Mia’s soft moans kept increasing and then, perhaps just because she could, she slapped the whip across Gus’ chest, leaving bright red lines there.
He bucked upwards and into Bonnie, but the groan that he might have given was muffled against Mia’s pussy. “He feels good, Mia,” Bonnie praised. “Such a nice cock. Thank you for letting me use it.” There was another groan from Gus. Bonnie smirked. She could tell being referred to as Mia’s was something he enjoyed.
Bonnie began to fuck him harder, riding Gus’ cock like it was there only to pleasure her. She leaned forward slightly so it’d rub her clit as she rode him. Her lips sought out Mia’s breasts, sucking one of her nipples into her mouth.
Mia gasped. Instantly, her free hand came up to Bonnie’s side. Her fingers skated across Bonnie’s skin, up to the underside of her breast. Her palm was warm, almost hot as it caressed slowly over Bonnie’s breast. “You’re welcome,” Mia said, sounding breathless, but still proud.
“He’s great with his mouth, too,” she added. The words were followed by a moan as Gus clearly did something to show off just how great. Mia’s fingers caught at Bonnie’s nipple, rolling it gently before giving a tug that was almost startlingly sharp. Sensation flowed over Bonnie like water, combining with how full she felt from Gus’ cock. “You should let him show you,” Bonnie urged, “once he’s made you come from his cock.”
“Oh, I intend to,” Bonnie replied, glancing up at Mia with a smirk as she moved onto the woman’s other breast. Bonnie’s tongue swirled around Mia’s nipple, before she teased it between her teeth. Mia whimpered when Bonnie nipped at it lightly. She didn’t put too much pressure on it, recalling Mia’s comment about not being too big a fan of pain.
Letting go, Bonnie leaned back a bit, but only to ensure that Gus’ cock would make her come. She began to fuck herself harder on him until her orgasm was quickly building. Mia, too, Bonnie could tell, was close.
“Go on, Mia,” Bonnie encouraged. “Use the whip and make him make us both come!”
She saw the way Mia’s grip tightened around the handle of the whip, her knuckles going white. When she brought it down against Gus’ chest, the sound cracked through the air like a gunshot. Gus wailed, his hips bucking up hard  to meet Bonnie’s downward thrust.
“You like that, Gus?” Mia asked, getting a muffled moan in response. She snapped the whip again, red lines streaking Gus’ chest. Mia ground her hips against his face in tighter and tighter circles. Her free hand tugged once more at Bonnie’s nipple, the sensation striking straight between Bonnie’s legs.
Mia whipped Gus one more time, giving a hoarse cry as pleasure rocked her body. She came moaning Gus’ name, her face and chest flushed pink.
Seeing it was the thing that tipped Bonnie over, too. Her pleasure exploded through her, tingling at every nerve-ending. Slamming her body down harder, Bonnie fucked Gus through her orgasm, before slowing down. She reached to drag Mia into a hot kiss, licking against Mia’s tongue and only pulling back when she needed to breathe.
“Making two women come at once, he really is something, Mia,” Bonnie hummed. “Should we reward him for being such a good little slut?” she asked. Gus really had done well and Bonnie was certain by now he would be desperate to come.
Mia smiled, the pride evident on her face. “I know he is,” she agreed, shifting to one side, allowing Gus to breathe more easily with her not sitting on his face. “I’m lucky to have him.” Gus beamed, flattered. He looked good, his lips and chin shining with Mia’s wetness, the red lines from the whip standing out against his chest.
“Can I suck his cock while he makes you come again?” Mia asked. “You’d like that as a reward, wouldn’t you, Gus? Keep your hands tied up, but let you come in my mouth?”
Gus groaned. “Fuck, yeah. That sounds amazing.” He looked up at Bonnie, still breathless from her own orgasm. “Do you want that?” he asked.
“If there’s one thing I like more than a submissive man it’s having that man make me come repeatedly,” Bonnie teased. She leaned in to kiss Mia again, her hand caressing over Mia’s breast before took Mia’s earlier position above Gus’ face. His tongue instantly moved up to meet Bonnie’s pussy and she gave a sharp moan. “Oh,” she hummed. “He is good.”
Mia smirked at that and moved to settle between Gus’ legs so she’d have best access to his hard dick. “Take off the restraint,” Bonnie advised. “He won’t last long without it and he will come hard,” she warned. That didn’t seem to deter Mia. Once the strap was off, she eagerly took her boyfriend’s cock in her mouth.
Bonnie felt a groan vibrate all the way from Gus’ core to hers. “Fuck,” she swore, reaching behind her to grip the headboard as she began to ride Gus’ face. His tongue kept playing against Bonnie’s already sensitive clit. Watching Mia suck his cock seemed to only make Bonnie wetter.
Mia looked as though she was in her element, her lips wrapped around Gus’ dick and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked him down to the root. Gus groaned, pushing his hips up only for Mia’s other hand to hold him still. She pulled back, eyes sparkling as she looked up at Bonnie rocking against her boyfriend’s face.
The sight made Mia’s breath catch, her breasts heaving. She swirled her tongue around the head of Gus’ cock. Teasing him, Bonnie realized, trying to make him last. “I want to watch,” she admitted, her cheeks already so flushed that Bonnie couldn’t tell if she was blushing. “I want to watch you come because of Gus, because of our orders.”
Bonnie laughed at that, but nodded. “Alright.” She was hardly going to object to that. “Do you want to help?” she offered, grinning. “You can play with my breasts if you’d like.” Bonnie would certainly like. She was sure it was barely going to take any time at all for her to come.
“And then I can help you make Gus come,” she commented. “He deserves the reward, he has been very good.” And patient. Bonnie really did think he had earned the praise. So had Mia. “Come on, Mia, help him,” she encouraged. “Show him how you want him to earn his reward.”
Mia didn’t hesitate. She shifted up Gus’ body, dragging her smooth skin over his cock, making him moan even louder against Bonnie’s pussy. Mia leaned in, capturing one of Bonnie’s nipples in her mouth. Her tongue moved over it in quick strokes, unconsciously mirroring the way Gus’ tongue moved against Bonnie’s clit.
The combination of the two made Bonnie’s whole body flare with heat. Mia’s hand came up, fingers pinching at Bonnie’s other breast until she caught her nipple with a hard tug. “Fuck, you’re so hot,” Mia breathed as she pulled back from Bonnie’s skin. “Please. I want you to come for us. Because of us.” The words ignited something in Gus. He pushed his face harder between Bonnie’s legs, his lips pursing around her clit.
Bonnie didn’t hold back on the sounds that escaped her, moaning loudly to encourage both of them on. Her hips rocked faster and faster against Gus’ mouth and into Mia’s, until finally she could hardly take it. “Oh fuck yes!” Bonnie screamed and came for the third time that hour. Her body felt so fucking sensitive everywhere and she loved it.
Gus was good, licking slower until Bonnie was ready to move off him. She let Mia help her off and then glanced down at Gus’ hard cock. “We’d best make him come. He’s been very good.” She hummed, tongue darting over her lips as she glanced back at Gus. With his hands still tied and face covered with Bonnie’s liquids, he looked hot. Hot and needy, just how Bonnie liked her men.
“He has,” Mia agreed, her hands already running down Gus’ chest. “So good for me, and for Bonnie,” she praised. Gus gave a slow, soft smile. His hips twitched up eagerly as Mia slid back down between his legs. Despite the obvious desperation in his body, his face looked calm, almost peaceful. It was a look Bonnie recognized. Gus clearly loved submitting, no matter how long it might mean he had to wait before his own physical pleasure took first place.
Mia looked ready to show him a good time now. Her mouth slid down Gus’ dick, her hands pressing him against the mattress. The marks from the whip were still visible against Gus’ chest. Mia’s fingers pressed into his skin as she moaned around the head of his cock. Her mouth moved quickly, sliding easily up and down Gus’ hard length.
Bonnie moved down, too, her tongue sliding over the base of Gus’ cock and then licking its way into Mia’s mouth when she pulled back. She kissed the salty taste off Mia’s lips, before catching Gus’ cock in her mouth. He groaned loudly. They carried on swapping between them as to who got to suck it. With every movement, Bonnie could tell that Gus was getting closer and closer. Mia should have his orgasm, so Bonnie leaned back, moving up to Gus’ chest.
Her nails scratched against the red marks Mia’s whipping had left, sending pain shooting through him. It was all it took before Gus fucked upwards into Mia’s mouth. Bonnie smirked at how eagerly she swallowed it all up.
Gus’ groan was drawn out and loud now that he wasn’t muffed by either Bonnie or Mia. It was a beautiful sound, one that Bonnie enjoyed knowing she’d helped to cause. Lapping up the last of Gus’ cum, Mia gave a softer but no less beautiful moan of her own. She pulled back, pressing a kiss against Gus’ hip.
“You did so well, Gus,” she praised. Gus’ smile was wide, his eyes brightening as he looked up at Bonnie.
Mia walked around the bed, finding the rope that tied Gus’ hands and pulling the knots loose. “Fuck, that was amazing,” Gus said, his voice hoarse. “Thank you. Both of you.”
Bonnie’s smile widened at that. She leaned over him to kiss Mia. She hadn’t kissed Gus, nor did she intend to. He was Mia’s and he’d stay hers. They might not be experienced the way Bonnie was but she loved how dedicated Gus was to Mia even if they were still learning a lot.
“You’ve both done well.” Bonnie grinned. “I’d love to play with you again if that’s something you’re interested in.” There were a lot of things they hadn’t done in this session that she would absolutely love to do.
Gus’ gaze moved to Mia as he pulled his hands free of the rope. He reached for her, brushing his fingers against her skin whenever he could reach. He didn’t answer, leaving that to be Mia’s decision. As was only right.
“Yeah, I’d like that,” Mia agreed. “We both would.” Gus nodded his agreement eagerly, getting himself into a sitting position. “I can give you my number,” Mia suggested, offering Bonnie a conspiratorial smirk. “I’d love to learn what else you have to teach us. And sharing Gus with you makes a great reward for him.”
Bonnie smiled at that, glancing back at Gus. There were so many different things she could get them both to do. “I’ll take your number,” Bonnie nodded. After that, it didn’t take them long to exchange contact information. Bonnie redressed, but Mia and Gus stayed naked, clearly wanting some time to themselves to come out of the spaces the gameplay had left them.
After making sure they were happy for her to leave, Bonnie pressed one parting kiss against Mia’s lips, offering Gus another word of praise and then thanking them both for what definitely had been excellent fun.
Bonnie could hardly wait to play with them again.




Meeting Their Demands

The sound of Donna’s phone ringing sent a tidal wave of excitement through Paul’s chest. He felt as though it had been hours since he and Donna had finished their dinner. In reality, it could only have been twenty minutes at most. Paul knew that. It didn’t change the fact that anticipation had him on tenterhooks.
Donna’s heels clicked against the floor as she approached. Paul eagerly turned off the television, shifting to focus all of his attention on his girlfriend. She looked stunning, long tan legs showcased beautifully in the sheer stockings and high heels.
“That was Neve,” she announced, confirming what Paul had already suspected. “She’s just parking her car.” Donna glanced around their spacious living room, pursing her lips slightly. “Did you finish everything on your list?” she asked. The list of household chores she’d written up for Paul had been long. But not impossibly so. Paul knew that Donna just wanted everything to be perfect.
He nodded. “I vacuumed all the floors, dusted all the shelves, and tidied all my books away,” he answered. “Just like you asked.” His reward was a smile, Donna’s scarlet lips stretching to curl upwards at the corners.
“Good boy,” she praised. “I want you to kneel for me while I go and let Neve in.” She’d hardly finished the words before Paul’s knees hit the floor. He moaned, desire pounding through his body. He loved submitting to Donna. Kneeling was an important part of that. Getting on his knees switched something in Paul’s brain. It gave him the first taste of the utter calm that came with letting Donna make all the decisions.
After watching Donna walk away, her hips swaying enticingly, Paul strained to hear her as she greeted Neve. This wasn’t the first time that the three of them had played together. They’d met Neve at a number of parties now. They knew each other well.
They’d never invited Neve to join them at home before. It was exciting, knowing that all of Donna’s favorite tools and toys were at hand. Paul’s cock strained at the zipper of his pants, already achingly hard.
“And here he is,” Donna called as she led Neve into the living room. “Doesn’t he look amazing, so obedient and so hard for us?”
Paul’s gaze moved up to Neve as soon as she entered. She was wearing a tight red dress that clung to her hips so perfectly. It didn’t show off a lot of Neve’s boobs. That just made her look even more arousing, in Paul’s opinion. Her skin was darker than Donna’s. Standing next to each other, they both looked so hot. Donna’s soft brown curls fell over her shoulders, a smirk settling against her lips.
“He does look great.” Neve nodded and pride swelled in Paul’s chest. He wanted to show off for Neve - or rather, be shown off. The fact that Donna felt he was good enough to show off to others always made Paul feel great about himself. Something she was well aware of. If anything, it seemed to encourage her even more.
He licked his lips, ducking his head slightly. “You look beautiful, Neve,” he offered truthfully.
Neve grinned, running a hand down her side, accentuating the curve of her hip. The movement inched the short skirt higher, giving Paul a flash of thigh that made his mouth water. He turned wide eyes to Donna.
“How can I please you?” he asked. “Both of you.” His heart was pounding against his ribs. Paul didn’t think he could wait any longer for the three of them to get started.
Unless, of course, Donna told him to. Paul tried to do exactly what Donna said. He didn’t always succeed. The rewards when he did were worth any amount of effort.
Donna had a plan for how tonight was going to go. She’d refused to tell Paul anything, except that she meant for everyone to thoroughly enjoy themselves. Not knowing made Paul’s desire so much more urgent.
“As Neve is our guest, she gets to come first,” Donna announced. She turned to Neve, a smirk shared between them. “How would you like him to serve you?” Donna asked.
Neve seemed to think about it briefly, giving a small hum. “I would love a glass of wine,” she decided, walking to take a seat on the couch. With her legs crossed, Paul got a great view of her thigh. Donna seemed amused by the way his gaze kept darting between the two of them. Paul could hardly get enough of either.
“Perhaps,” Neve carried on, pulling his eyes back up to her mouth, “a wine that goes well with an orgasm.” She smirked, her nails tapping against the armrest of the couch. Donna laughed at that but nodded.
“The Merlot, I reckon,” she said, amusement clear in her tone. “Go get us both a glass of wine,” she told Paul. “You may walk back to make the carrying easier, but I want you to crawl there.”
Paul swallowed, his whole body tingling with anticipation. He swiped his tongue over his lower lip, then nodded. Reluctantly, he turned, not taking his gaze off Donna and Neve until the last possible moment.
“Doesn’t he have a great ass?” Donna asked as Paul leaned forward to begin the crawl to the kitchen. The praise brought a hot flush to his cheeks, one that only intensified when Neve voiced her agreement. Paul didn’t look back. If he swayed his lips a little more than necessary as he crawled away, it was only because he wanted to please them so badly.
Once he reached the kitchen, he got to his feet, pouring two glasses of the Merlot that Donna had opened earlier. She was so well-prepared. It was one of the many things Paul loved about her.
By the time he returned, Donna and Neve were sitting cozily together on the couch. Donna ran her hand through Neve’s hair, the sight rooting Paul to the spot. “Fuck,” he groaned. “You look amazing together.”
He offered them both their glasses, then dropped back to his knees. Donna favored him with a proud grin. “Now, Neve, how would you like that orgasm delivered?” Donna asked.
Neve gave her thanks to Paul for the wine, one hand holding the glass. The other came up to brush a strand of her light brown hair off her shoulder. She parted her legs and Paul’s eyes widened. She wasn’t wearing any panties under that tight red dress!
“I’d like it slow, building up for a while before it overpowers me,” she answered, almost as if she was giving an order at a restaurant. It thrilled Paul to think that he might be a server somewhere like that. Somewhere women would give slow but intricate orders to how they wanted to be made to come. “You may proceed,” she informed Paul. “But I do not wish to spill any of this wine, understood?”
Paul had to make a real effort not to give his answer in the form of a moan. Fuck, he loved how demanding Neve was being. How demanding Donna was letting Neve be. He glanced up at his girlfriend, who radiated her approval even without words.
“Yes, Neve, I understand,” he promised, desperate to begin. Paul shuffled forwards, letting his nails drag lightly across the skin of Neve’s calves. Unlike Donna, her legs were bare. Paul could feel the heat of her, burning even hotter as he moved up towards her thighs.
Lightly, carefully, Paul ducked his head to place a kiss just above Neve’s knee. Donna’s gaze weighed heavily against his shoulders. Paul sank even lower. Neve lifted her ass, allowing Paul to wiggle the dress up far enough to bare her pussy to the air. She shivered. Whether it was from the cold or not, Paul was determined to warm her up.
He licked between Neve’s legs, savoring the taste of her against his tongue. He explored patiently, avoiding Neve’s clit to focus on learning where else she was sensitive.
Above him, Neve leaned into the back of the couch, bringing one leg up to drape it over Paul’s shoulder. Donna’s free hand moved to slide over Neve’s leg and up toward her breast. Paul would’ve loved to watch, but his mouth had a job to do. He licked against Neve’s wetness, taking his time. Having made her come like this before, Paul knew what’d bring Neve closer to an orgasm. But he didn’t rush. She hadn’t wanted him to rush.
“So how’s your week been, Donna?” Neve asked. The question sent heat shooting through Paul’s body. Knowing that she was having a normal conversation, just the kind of chat that you might have over a glass of wine, while his mouth was between her legs felt incredible. His service was exactly that. Paul loved it.
He heard amusement in Donna’s voice as she answered. “It’s been a good week. But this is definitely going to be the highlight,” she commented, making Neve laugh. Paul was pleased when that laugh was interrupted with a soft moan. “Is he doing well?” Donna asked.
“Oh yes,” Neve confirmed. Paul heard the clink of her setting her glass on the nearby table. It was so she could reach and run her hand through his hair. “Very good.”
The tug to his hair was just hard enough to make Paul feel it. Neve was teasing him, just the way she’d asked him to tease her. Paul dipped his tongue inside her, feeling Neve’s pussy grow even wetter. Her breath hitched. In the corner of Paul’s eye, he could see Donna’s hand cup the full weight of Neve’s breast.
“Give me your hand, Neve,” Donna ordered. Paul whimpered as Neve untangled her fingers from his hair. When Donna led Neve’s hand between her legs, Paul couldn’t regret the loss of contact.
Donna gave a soft moan, parting her legs so that Paul could just about make out the color of her panties. “That’s it,” she urged. “Show me what he’s doing to you.” Paul’s cock throbbed, trapped behind the material of his jeans. Fuck, he loved the idea that however his tongue moved against Neve, her fingers would echo the movement between Donna’s legs.
Hardly able to resist, Paul allowed his tongue to venture closer to Neve’s clit. If she wanted him to slow down further, she would definitely tell him.
He couldn’t see what Neve was doing with her hand, but he did hear her fingers brush against Donna’s wetness. She must’ve slid her fingers under Donna’s panties. That thought made Paul’s cock harden even more. He was slow as he licked over Neve’s clit, making her give a soft moan. And then Donna gave a soft moan, too.
Paul loved being able to eat Neve out. To know that his tongue also dictated what Neve’s fingers did to Donna? That sent fire shooting straight through Paul, his cock uncomfortably hard against the material of his pants. Not that he let that discourage him. Hardly. He wanted to make Neve come! And maybe Donna, too.
So Paul licked a little faster, circling Neve’s clit every so often to push that pleasure through her even more. Her moans increased in volume, letting Paul know he was doing well. The leg she had draped over his shoulder pulled Paul in closer, effectively trapping him between Neve’s legs. It was a pretty great place to be.
He pressed his hands against the couch, fingers digging into the cushions so that he wouldn’t touch himself. Paul ached to wrap his fingers around his cock, or at least to undo his buttons to give himself a little more breathing room. He wouldn’t give in to temptation. He knew that if he did, Donna would punish him for his disobedience. Paul didn’t want to derail whatever plans she’d made. She’d be disappointed. That would hurt worse than however she chose to express her displeasure on his body.
Neve’s hips bucked up, trying to get Paul’s mouth exactly where she wanted it. Paul was happy to comply. He circled his tongue around Neve’s clit, loving the way her muscles trembled in response. Donna cried out too, one hand on Donna’s breast and the other coming to tangle in Paul’s hair.
It urged him on. He licked faster, harder. He could tell that Neve was close. Pulling back, Paul looked up at both women with lust-darkened eyes. “Please,” he begged. “Can I make you come now?”
Neve’s breath was coming in short gasps. She nodded. “Yes, I’d like that,” she confirmed. Having leaned back, Paul could see how her fingers were still teasing Donna. It was a challenge to draw his eyes away. But Paul did want to make Neve come. When he returned his mouth between her legs, Neve’s moan was high-pitched as she pressed down harder against Paul.
This time around, he didn’t tease. He licked straight up to her clit, circling it until he could feel her body tremble. Then, he sucked against it, making Neve’s cries intensify. Donna’s joined them. Between licking Neve’s pussy and listening to the two women moan, Paul lost all of his own thoughts.
When Neve came, it was loud and wet. Paul kept licking her through her throes of pleasure. “Fuck yes!” Neve cried and rocked harder against Paul’s face. Finally, he felt her push him back. He pressed a soft kiss against Neve’s inner thigh.
His chest heaved with every breath, making Paul realize just how hard he’d been working. “You did so well, baby,” Donna praised. It was almost as if she’d read his mind. Paul always loved how in-tune they were with one another. He turned his gaze towards her, his cock twitching at the sight of Neve’s fingers still buried in Donna’s pussy. Her hips shifted, rocking herself against Neve’s hand, her breath catching in her throat.
Neve was busy getting her breath back, her fingers moving lazily. Donna waved a hand towards Paul. “You may stand up.” Slowly, Paul got to his feet. His muscles quaked, making him sway slightly before he finally regained his balance. Donna smirked, her gaze fixed on where Paul’s cock tented his pants. “I want you to take everything off,” she ordered. “Pile it up neatly, then come and show Neve how hard you were while you were eating her out.”
Paul and Neve both moaned appreciatively. Paul didn’t waste time. Nor did he rush. He enjoyed the weight of Donna’s gaze on him. Neve slowly recovered, sitting up so she could slide her fingers deeper between Donna’s legs.
Naked and achingly hard, Paul approached the couch. “Do you like what you see, Neve?” Donna asked, her tongue darting out as if she were tasting the words. “Would you like to touch him?”
Neve’s tongue repeated the action as she gave a nod. “Oh, yes,” she answered. Then, Neve reached out to brush the back of her fingers over Paul’s hardness, making him swallow a groan. Her touch was gentle, like she was just seeing just how hard Paul was. The answer was very. His cock was throbbing with desire. Paul knew better than to ask for Neve to do anything about it.
His eyes moved to Donna’s panties. Under the material, Neve’s fingers were still moving. “I think he wants to help me,” Neve hummed, turning her head slightly to give Donna a grin. “It does seem only right that you also get to come,” she pointed out.
“Yes,” Paul agreed, nodding eagerly. “Please, Donna, let me help Neve. Let me help you.” Whatever Neve did with her fingers made Donna gasp, the muscles in her thighs trembling. For an instant, Paul was certain she was going to let them help her. Then she pushed Neve’s hand away.
Getting to her feet, Donna ran an appreciative hand over Paul’s stomach. “You’ve both done very well,” she praised, “but I want to follow through with my plan. You can make me come later.”
Paul’s blood seemed to heat up all over his body. He loved how uncompromising Donna could be. She was the only woman he’d ever been with who would turn down an offer to make her come simply because it wasn’t the time - or the method - she wanted.
From a chest in the corner, Donna selected one of her favorite toys. “I’m going to whip you,” she announced. Paul’s moan was immediate, echoing across the room between them. He loved being whipped. The pain of the leather against his skin made any pleasure so much sweeter.
“I’ll keep going for as long as you last,” Donna added. “And Neve is going to try her best to make you come.” Her smirk was wicked. “It’ll be a challenge for you,” she said. “To last long enough to enjoy it.”
Paul’s breath caught even at the idea of what Donna was proposing. He wanted that! The mix of pain that she brought versus the pleasure that Neve would offer. Neve seemed to agree. Her eyes widened and Paul could tell there was lust clouding them. She ran a hand over her body, rubbing one of her hard nipples through the material of her dress.
“How?” Neve asked. “Can I use my mouth? I’d love to use my mouth.” She hummed. Paul wanted that, too. It was going to be Donna’s call and neither he nor Neve would argue against it. That was pretty thrilling to know for certain. Paul loved being under Donna’s control. It was exciting to see Neve follow Donna’s orders as well.
Donna grinned, slapping the whip lightly against her own thigh. Paul’s knees almost buckled. He so badly wanted to feel the sting of the leather against his own skin. “Please,” he said, almost without thinking. He wasn’t even sure what he was begging for.
“You can use your mouth,” Donna allowed, walking over to offer Neve a hand up from the couch. “And Paul can help you undress, as long as you do it quickly.” Amusement - or perhaps impatience - glittered in her eyes. Without hesitation, Paul reached out to run his hands over Neve’s dress. He moaned as he brushed his hands over her breasts, then down to curl around her ass. Her body curved in all the right places.
It took Paul a moment. Eventually, he found the zip. He slid it down carefully, not wanting to catch Neve’s skin. Donna tapped one heel. “I won’t start until Neve does,” she informed them both.
Once Neve’s dress was open, Paul slid it off her with just as much care. Her bare breasts spilled free. Paul had to swallow up another groan. He wanted to reach out, to tease Neve’s nipples until she cried out in pleasure. But he also wanted what Donna had planned for them. Neve seemed to be of a similar opinion. She didn’t take long before dropping down to her knees in front of Paul.
Her hands slid up his legs, nails teasing the back of them enough to entice a soft moan from Paul. It wasn’t painful. The sharpness was a great prelude to what was yet to come once the whip was licking against his skin instead. Paul hardly had time to think about that.
Not before Neve’s hot mouth wrapped around his cock. Paul was thankful for her hands against his hips. If it wasn’t for Neve’s grip, he would’ve fucked forward. Her hold was steady, making sure he didn’t move at all as her tongue swirled around his cock.
Almost immediately, Paul saw Donna lift the whip. The leather tail cracked through the air, landing with a hiss against Paul’s bare back. “Fuck!” Pain bloomed along the whole length of the whip, leaving a bright line of sensation. Paul fought not to rock on his heels, a moan tearing its way from his throat when Neve’s mouth sealed tight around the head of his dick.
The blend of pleasure and pain rolled through Paul’s body, leaving him even more desperate. “Please,” he begged again. This time, he knew exactly what he was hoping for. Donna didn’t disappoint. Another two strikes landed, one above and one below the first line Donna had left.
It was so good. Paul clenched his hands into fists, his nails digging into the soft skin of his palm.
The mix between the pain from Donna’s whip and pleasure from Neve’s wet mouth felt incredible. Neve sped up, taking Paul in deeper. Donna did a great job at matching the speed, the blows from the whip coming at an equally fast pace. They weren’t as deep or as hard, but the frequency sent sharp feelings of pain through him.
Neve’s tongue swirled. Suddenly, her hand was against his balls. Soft fingers teasing them as she worked his cock so well. Neve’s nails dug into the skin of Paul’s hips, this time sending the pain to join the one Donna’s whip left behind. He could feel his climax nearing, especially as the pain soared through him.
He strained, tensing his toes against the floor and pushing his shoulders back. The effort made him feel more in control, as if he could resist his orgasm at least a few moments longer. Then Donna moved, stepping out into Paul’s line of sight. Despite Neve’s earlier attention, Donna still looked immaculate. Not a hair or stitch was out of place.
“Tell me, does it feel good?” she asked, a smirk playing around the corners of her lips. She lifted the whip again, her movements so graceful that they looked effortless. The whip licked just above Paul’s hip, catching him hard enough to make him sway where he stood.
Neve steadied him, sucking his cock down deeper. Paul could feel the muscles in her throat as they constricted around him. “Yes, fuck. Donna, it’s amazing!” Paul didn’t want it to stop.
Another lash of the whip and his resolutions tumbled away. He moaned, emptying himself into Neve’s wet mouth. His muscles shivered, his orgasm roaring through him in a mix of pain and pleasure.
Neve swallowed every drop, like it was all she had ever wanted. Her mouth was so welcoming and so eager. Her tongue swirled around his cock before she finally pulled back, licking Paul clean. He felt spent but not at all tired. Paul could hear his breath coming in quick bursts. He glanced down at Neve. Her lips were red and swollen, cheeks colored with a rosy tint.
The way she grinned up at him, like the cat that got the cream, made pleasure twist low in Paul’s stomach. She glanced up at Donna. “What would you like us to do next?” The question came in such an eager tone. Paul loved that she, too, wanted to please Donna in any way she could.
Dropping the whip, Donna closed the distance between them. She brushed her fingers lightly over the lines left against Paul’s skin. “So beautiful,” she murmured, “and you took it so well.” Paul flushed at the praise, feeling contentment and desire throb through him in equal measure.
“Come to the bedroom,” Donna announced, holding out a hand to each of them. As they walked, Paul caught a glimpse of them in the mirror: he and Neve completely naked, following obediently as Donna led the way, still fully dressed.
Once they reached it, Donna gave Paul a push down against the bed. “You’re going to watch while Neve undresses me,” she ordered.
Paul nodded eagerly. He would’ve loved to help. At the same time, he enjoyed watching the way Neve’s hands slid over Donna’s body. She moved leisurely, possibly more for show than to tease Donna. Either way, Donna didn’t object. As Neve’s hands moved, Donna leaned into her touch, her eyes focused on Paul almost as if she was watching his reaction.
Despite having just come, Paul could feel his cock twitch. Even before Donna’s dress had come off, he could already tell it wouldn’t take him long to get hard again. And then, finally, Neve worked the zipper open, carefully sliding Donna’s dress off. Under it, her black underwear was revealed. A soft lace barely hiding anything behind it.
Neve’s hand slid over Donna’s bare side and up to one of her breasts. She caressed over it, teasing a soft moan from Donna.
“Your underwear, too?” Neve asked. Paul hoped the answer was yes.
Donna gave a throaty chuckle, which only drew Paul’s attention to the long line of her neck. “Fuck, you’re both stunning,” he said, gripping the sheets under him. His legs parted instinctively, his balls feeling full and heavy between them.
“Yes, my underwear, too,” Donna confirmed. She shimmied as Neve’s fingers skated along her skin under the material. Her breasts rose and fell, her nipples hard under the fabric of her bra. Paul wanted to put his mouth on them, on Donna, anywhere.
Slowly, Neve peeled the scraps of lace away, leaving Donna completely bare. She radiated confidence, making Paul’s mouth water. “Lie back on the bed, Neve,” Donna instructed. “I’m going to let you show me how good you are with your mouth.”
“Oh, yes,” Neve nodded eagerly. Before she came to join Paul on the bed, Neve pulled Donna in, her lips finding Donna’s. The kiss they shared was hot. Neve’s tongue licked over Donna’s lips before sliding in to search out Donna’s tongue, too.
Paul held his hand out to welcome Neve when she joined him, his hand brushing over her soft skin.
As instructed, Neve lay back, settling comfortably next to Paul. She licked her lips, giving Donna a wide smile. “Come on,” she encouraged. “I want to make you scream.” Paul also wanted that! He wanted to hear Donna come. It was, after all, his very favorite sound.
Donna prowled forward, leaving no doubt as to her dominance over the bed - and the situation. She teased her fingers against Paul’s nipple as she passed, the pinch hard enough to startle a cry from his lips. Grinning, she moved on, settling herself into a comfortable position over Neve’s face.
“Go on,” she urged. “Let’s see how fast you can make me scream.” Paul shifted, desperately resisting the urge to wrap a hand around his cock. He was half-hard already, lust pounding through him like nothing he’d ever experienced.
Donna rocked forward, her whole body taut as she breathed out a soft moan. “Paul,” she commanded. “Get behind me and play with my nipples. You know what I like.”
He certainly did. Donna rarely had to give Paul instructions twice. He was behind her at lightning speed, fingers finding Donna’s nipples. They were hard against his grasp. He rolled them between his fingers, soft at first. Paul listened to the sounds Donna made, wanting to know how successful Neve was being.
It wasn’t Neve’s first time at pleasing Paul’s girlfriend. He didn’t expect her to take long to make Donna come. And Paul had every intention of helping. He tugged against Donna’s nipples harder. The sharp intake of her breath told Paul that she was enjoying it. And then Neve did something to make Donna gasp even louder.
Paul enjoyed this, feeling like he and Neve were working together to make Donna come.
The sounds that Neve and Donna made swept over Paul, making his heart race even faster. His cock filled, fully erect again, brushing against Donna’s ass as she leaned back into his touch. He growled, pressing a kiss to her shoulder and then biting down lightly. She moaned, but it wasn’t quite a scream.
Paul tightened his fingers against her nipples, loving the way her body writhed as she pushed herself down against Neve’s waiting mouth. “Yes!”  she cried. “Yes, fuck, Neve, that feels good.” Paul lapped at Donna’s skin, his tongue hot and wet as it slid up the column of her throat.
“So good,” she praised. “You’re both so good, working together.” The praise bloomed hot and sweet in Paul’s chest. He gave a low moan of his own.
Under them, Neve wiggled, her legs brushing against Paul’s. Having her touch him made Paul feel included. He pushed forward, his cock pressing against Donna’s ass. He wouldn’t thrust harder, no matter how much he wanted to. And oh, he did want to! More than his own pleasure, Paul wanted to hear Donna come.
He tugged against her nipples harder, rocking forward, more teasingly than anything else. Paul heard Donna’s breath hitch the way it usually did before her orgasm approached. His teeth grazed the skin of her neck. He pinched once again before Donna’s cries increased.
She pressed back harder against him, rocking her hips forward. Whatever Neve’s tongue was doing between Donna’s legs, it seemed to finally send her over that sweet edge. She screamed as her orgasm swept through her.
Paul held her, one hand curved around her breast, the other sliding down to her hip. His fingers met Neve’s, also offering their support as Donna flew apart between them. Her body shook, breasts bouncing and hair tumbling wildly over her shoulders. Paul loved how out of control she looked. It made such a contrast to the way she kept herself so carefully ordered all the rest of the time.
“Fuck, Donna,” he breathed against her skin. “I love you. You’re so amazing.” He let her lean her weight back against him, her eyelids fluttering as she slowly came back to herself. She reached out a hand, brushing lightly through Neve’s hair. She pulled the other woman’s mouth away from her suddenly oversensitive pussy.
Paul didn’t need to see her face to know that she was smiling. “That was amazing,” she praised. “You both did very, very well.” She rocked back, her ass brushing against Paul’s cock. He moaned, making Donna give a thoughtful hum. “Can you wait?” she asked him. Paul knew it was a genuine question. If Paul said ‘no’, Donna would make a plan so that he could come soon.
But Paul nodded behind her. “I can,” he promised. He wasn’t so desperate that he needed to come immediately. Giving Donna time to recover almost always led to more intense orgasms.
“What about you?” Donna asked, cupping Neve’s cheek. “How do you feel?”
Paul’s eyes followed Neve’s tongue as it darted out to lick over her lips. They glistened with Donna’s wetness on them. She grinned when she caught him looking. “I feel good,” Neve answered. Paul felt her words like they were adding a log to his already burning desire. One of Neve’s hands slid over Donna’s side in a manner that Paul recognized as affectionate.
“Do we get to play with Paul more?” Neve asked, giving Paul another grin. “You’d like that, wouldn’t you? If we played with you more?” Paul had to swallow a soft moan before an answer even came to him.
“I would,” he confirmed. The way Neve asked, Paul could tell that she wanted to hear him beg. She’d said before how much she enjoyed it. “Please,” he obliged. “I want to fuck you. One of you. Either of you.” At this point, Paul honestly didn’t mind which. He ran a hand over Donna’s stomach, trusting that she would make a decision for him.
In response, Donna shifted off Neve, standing beside the bed and running her hand over Paul’s back. He could feel the lingering ache left by her earlier whipping. The sensation made shivers break out across his skin.
Instead of answering Paul, Donna turned her attention to Neve. “Would you like him to fuck you?” she asked.
“Oh yes,” Neve answered with an eager nod. The way she looked at him, with so much want in her eyes, made heat pulsate under Paul’s skin. He turned to give Donna a look. He would do whatever she wanted, including fucking Neve. Maybe Donna would bring the whip against his skin again. Or maybe she’d even fuck him while he fucked Neve!
The thought made Paul run a tongue over his lips, his hard cock throbbing between his legs. He wanted to do what Donna wanted. More than that, he needed to do what Donna wanted. Heat tingled through Paul, his need was so strong.
Donna’s nod of approval was enough to make Paul’s cock twitch, spreading precum across his stomach. “Lie down on your back, Paul,” Donna ordered, making Paul scramble off Neve’s body to do as she instructed. He hissed as the marks left by the whip rubbed against the bedsheets. Donna smirked, aware of exactly what he was feeling.
“You may ride him, Neve,” Donna allowed. “And Paul, I encourage you to make sure it’s good for Neve, too.” Paul didn’t have to be told twice. The thought of making Neve come on his cock was sinfully hot. “You can start without me,” Donna added, walking towards the door, her hips swinging as she moved. “I’ll be right back.”
Paul wanted to ask where Donna was going or why he was to start without her. But Neve’s amazing wet pussy was pretty great at distracting him from those questions. She reached between them to lead Paul’s cock inside her. Neve was tight, squeezing her muscles around him as she pressed down to take more of Paul’s cock in.
“Fuck, you feel so good,” she moaned, hands flat against Paul’s chest as Neve began to rock. “Come on, fuck up into me!” The demand sent pleasure through Paul. He instantly wanted to do just as he was told, thrusting his hips up to meet Neve’s body. Her breasts bounced with every thrust. Paul brought his hand up to catch one of her nipples between his fingers, giving it a sharp tug.
She moaned Paul’s name and he almost came on the spot. He gripped Neve’s hips, letting his nails catch against her skin. It wasn’t enough to hurt. The slight scratch made Neve grind down even harder. Her hips circled, making Paul whimper as pleasure raced through him. Donna had said they could start without her. Paul knew she wouldn’t be so generous about them finishing.
Paul tried to guide Neve into a slower rhythm. Her hips slammed down against him, driving them both closer and closer to the point of no return. Finally, just as Paul thought he might lose control, Donna appeared in the doorway over Neve’s shoulder. She curled the whip in one hand, flicking the strands lightly with every step.
Without a moment’s hesitation, Donna brought the whip down against Neve’s bare back. Paul felt the leather lick against his legs, and then Donna struck again.
“Oh fuck!” Neve screamed. Paul could almost feel the pain through her. The leather barely touched him. He didn’t get anywhere near as much of the sharpness as Neve would’ve done. Her pussy tightened impossibly further. Neve rocked down against Paul harder.
He had to grip her hips to stop himself from fucking into Neve with more speed. Donna brought the whip down again, this time letting it catch as much against Paul’s legs as it did against Neve’s ass. Both of them cried out loudly, the pain shooting through them, making the pleasure from everything else boil faster.
Neve’s hips rocked forward. Paul was sure he couldn’t last long, but Donna had told him to make sure that Neve had a good time. That was his first priority.
He slid one hand up from her hip, over the smooth skin of her stomach until he could brush his fingers over her breast. Neve whimpered softly, like more stimulation was almost too much. But she didn’t tell him no! Paul’s fingers teased against her nipple, rolling it and pinching it slowly, knowing how it would build up the level of sensation.
Donna cracked the whip fully against Paul’s legs, making him howl as the pain spread out to every nerve-ending. It hurt, but it was so good at the same time. “You look so hot together,” Donna praised. The words soothed over some of the sting, a glow of pride warming Paul from the inside out. “You’ve got the most beautiful lines from the whip already, Neve. Do you want more?”
Neve rocked harder against Paul, leaning forward so she’d be even more exposed to Donna. “Yeah, please,” Neve begged, before her lips found Paul’s. Her tongue was hot as it licked inside his mouth. Before Paul truly had a chance to respond, Neve pulled back with a loud whine. The ends of the whip licked over Paul’s legs. Most of it had landed against Neve’s ass.
“Oh, God, yes!” she cried. “The pain feels so good. And his cock. It feels amazing.” The compliment made Paul’s stomach swirl with pride. Having Neve praise him to Donna was a fantastic reward. Neve began to fuck him faster, like she could hardly get enough of his cock. Faster and faster until he felt her muscles tighten, her orgasm rushing over her with yet another brush from the whip.
Neve’s scream was loud. It edged Paul so close to his own that he had to bite his lower lip hard not to come. Donna hadn’t told him that he could.
His chest heaved, every breath carrying him closer and closer. Donna brought the whip down again, lashing across Paul’s thighs. The sudden bolt of pain forced his mouth open. Paul roared in need and desperation. “Please,” he begged, eyes almost watering from how much he needed to come.
Neve rocked her hips, grinding against him. Sparks of sensation stroked over Paul’s whole body until he could think of nothing else. “Please. Donna. I need to come. Please tell me I can!” Paul teetered on the edge, waiting, every second feeling like it lasted an eternity.
“You may come,” Donna finally allowed. Paul’s hips snapped up. He drove into Neve with full force, making her cry out. Paul’s hands clawed against her, pleasure wiping every other thought from his mind. He came hard, emptying himself inside Neve’s slick heat.
In response, she screamed louder, riding Paul until he could take no more, his softening cock slipping from Neve. He was exhausted, the pain from the whip feeling so much harsher now in his post-orgasmic bliss. Neve slid off him, leaning down to kiss Paul softly before she turned to give Donna a wide smile.
“Come lie with us?” Neve asked. “I’d love to make you come again,” she added. Paul felt so tired he could hardly move. Even so, he was up to watching Neve make Donna come more. Seeing Donna come was, after all, his favorite activity.
Donna laughed, setting the whip down and crawling onto the mattress. Neve and Paul made space for her between them. Donna kissed them both in turn, licking her way into Paul’s mouth before turning to give Neve exactly the same treatment.
“Well,” she purred. “I do feel a little heated after watching  you both.” Pride bloomed in Paul’s chest, melting into something even warmer when Donna settled herself against his chest. Even now, she looked so completely in control. Paul couldn’t wait to watch her tell Neve exactly what she wanted.
Donna spread her legs, welcoming Neve between them, and Paul ran his hands slowly over her body. Tipping her head back, Donna met his gaze and gave Paul a smile that made Paul’s heart squeeze tight against his ribs.
He'd known tonight would be one to remember. Donna certainly hadn't disappointed!




Bound and Used

Owen had been working late every night for weeks. He’d even worked last Saturday and Sunday. Willow didn’t mind. She knew Owen’s job was important. He had a lot of responsibilities, a lot of pressure keeping his nose to the grindstone.
Willow also knew how important it was for Owen to sometimes shed that responsibility. When he submitted to her in their beautiful big bedroom, he didn’t have to do anything more taxing than follow her instructions.
That said, some of Willow’s instructions were very demanding.
Tonight, Willow was going to take every burden off Owen’s shoulders and get him to relax. She had a plan!
The deadline Owen had been working so hard toward had been yesterday. At the weekend, there’d be a big party at Owen’s firm to celebrate his success.
Tonight was Willow’s to do with as she pleased.
She greeted Owen at the door, her voluptuous curves poured into a tight red mini-dress. Black stilettos gave her the crucial inches she needed to look down her nose at Owen, even when he was on his feet. When he knelt - and he would kneel - she’d tower over him. Just the way she liked.
“Are you ready to play?” she asked. Now that the deadline had passed, Willow knew Owen’s day at work would have been lighter. Still, if there was anything he needed to get him into the right headspace, Willow would make sure she supplied it before she demanded Owen put himself into her hands.
He didn’t seem surprised. But then, Willow wouldn’t have expected him to be. It wasn’t the first time she’d welcomed him home after a strenuous work project. And in a way, that was great. It meant that Owen knew what to expect. Or rather, he knew to expect that Willow would take care of him. She certainly intended to do precisely that.
“I am ready,” Owen nodded. He set his stuff down, hanging his coat up and wetting his lips as he looked at Willow. “You look stunning,” he commented, making Willow smile.
“You look overdressed,” she quipped, earning a smile from Owen in response. He lifted his hands to his shirt, but Willow shook her head. “No, not yet. Not here.” She reached for Owen’s hand, pulling him in for a kiss. It was quick and dirty, her tongue sliding into Owen’s mouth to remind him who he belonged to.
Pulling back, Willow used her thumb to wipe the scarlet of her lipstick off the corner of Owen’s mouth. She tugged him into the bedroom, watching his expression as he took in the freshly-made bed, the restraints and - less usually - the dining room chair sitting neatly in the middle of the available floor space.
She turned, her hands stroking up Owen’s chest until she reached his tie. She loosened it, pulling the material free of his collar and dropping it into their laundry hamper. “I will explain the chair,” she promised. “But not until I’m ready. Until then, no questions about it. Understood?”
“Understood,” Owen repeated easily. Willow knew he trusted her. That meant trusting that Willow’s requests were purposeful. Owen’s hand came up brush over Willow’s side. His touch was gentle, almost testing. “Tell me what you want me to do?” he asked, sounding so hopeful. “I want to be good for you. I want to do just as you tell me to.”
Willow felt her panties getting wet just at the question. Submitting to her was good for Owen. It was also fucking hot. Willow loved having Owen obey her orders. He always looked so good.
“Right now, I want you to let me take your clothes off,” Willow answered. She stripped Owen slowly, taking her time to appreciate the toned muscles in his chest. Then, after ordering him to turn around, Willow pulled the shirt from his shoulders. His back was just as impressive. Willow indulged herself by skimming her hands along the warm skin and feeling the muscles as they shifted under her touch.
Shoes and socks and pants all came off and were put away or added to the laundry pile. Willow liked to keep their bedroom neat precisely for nights like this.
“Now, get on your back on the bed,” Willow ordered. “You’ve worked hard all week, and I’m going to give you a reward.”
Owen hesitated only a moment before following Willow’s instructions and lying down on the bed. She felt his eyes on her. She smirked slightly at that. “Will you tell me what to do for you?” Owen asked hopefully. “I want to... I need to serve you.” It made Willow’s heart leap to hear him say that, to have Owen tell her how he needed Willow and her domination.
The way he looked at her was like Willow as all Owen ever wanted. The adoration in his eyes was so clear! It made Willow’s breath catch. He looked gorgeous, too, spread across their bed, naked and exposed for Willow to enjoy.
“You are going to serve me,” she promised. She wouldn’t have told Owen that they were going to play if she didn’t mean to give him exactly what he needed. Joining Owen on the bed, running her scarlet nails up his thighs, Willow gave a little hum. She’d had a plan, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t be a little flexible. If Owen needed to serve her now, rather than later, Willow could accommodate that.
She wiggled her dress up her hips, revealing her lack of panties to Owen’s eager gaze. “I want you to make me come quickly,” she told him. “And then I’m going to do the same to you.” Willow wanted Owen to last when she fucked him. The best way to be sure of that was to get his first orgasm out of the way.
Moving up the bed, Willow placed a knee on either side of Owen’s shoulders. “No teasing,” she clarified.
“No teasing,” he repeated in confirmation. She could see the lust clouding his eyes. That just made Willow all the more wet as she lowered her pussy over Owen’s face. True to his promise, when Owen’s tongue touched her, it was to lick his way up to Willow’s clit straight away. She moaned loudly, pleased with how determined he was.
Owen knew just how to touch Willow to make her feel good. He knew just how to tease her, but she had told him not to. And Owen didn’t. Instead, his tongue played around Willow’s clit, making her cry out louder and louder. One of Owen’s hands settled against Willow’s ass, urging her to rock harder against his mouth.
With true dedication, he lapped faster and faster. Willow had to grip the headrest for support as pleasure cruised through her at increasing speed.
Willow moaned, wanting Owen to hear how much she was enjoying his attention. “Fuck!” she cried. “That’s it, Owen. God, you’re so good at that. You know my body so well!” She rocked faster, grinding her clit against the soft, wet pressure offered by Owen’s tongue.
His fingers tightened, pulling Willow’s body against his face. She could imagine him, his face dripping with her wetness, the satisfied gleam in his eye of knowing he’d done well.
It didn’t take longer than a few minutes. Willow came hard and fast, her orgasm whipping through her. Every muscle shook, tightening and then relaxing, leaving Willow’s body feeling deliciously refreshed and on edge.
She pulled back, smiling down into Owen’s face. He looked exactly as she had imagined, messy from her drenched pussy but so very pleased with himself. Willow kissed him, tongue sliding over his lips to savor her own taste on them.
Gripping Owen’s hair, Willow tugged his head back, grazing her teeth along his throat. “Such a good boy for me,” she praised. Kissing her way down Owen’s chest, she settled between his legs. “Ready for your reward?”
It took Owen a moment but then he nodded. Willow grinned at that. They’d hardly started yet but she could already tell that Owen was handing himself over to her. It might be several more minutes until he was truly in his subspace, but Willow knew he’d let her take him there without any protest.
“I’m ready for you,” Owen said, licking Willow’s wetness off his lips. He gave her a soft smile, fingers brushing over the line where Willow’s dress ended and her bare legs started. “Can I help you out of the dress? Is that my reward?” Owen asked. Somehow, he managed to sound so hopeful that Willow wasn’t sure she could resist.
She gave a soft laugh. She was going to have to get naked. It wouldn’t hurt her plans to let Owen help her out of her dress now. “That can be your reward for my excellent orgasm,” she agreed. “And then there’ll be another reward for how hard you’ve been working. You deserve it.”
The flush of pleasure and pride on Owen’s face made Willow even more eager. She wanted him to feel how pleased she was. “Come on,” she urged, straddling Owen’s hips. His cock was hard for her, rubbing tantalizingly against her thigh. Willow wasn’t going to give in to her desire to have him inside her. Not yet.
“Sit up and help me take this and my bra off,” she encouraged.
She did not have to tell him twice. Owen eagerly reached for the zipper on the back of Willow’s dress, pulling it down to let the dress slide off her shoulders. He was careful. But not so careful that Willow felt fragile under his touch. Once he’d pulled the dress up and off, he set it to one side. Willow knew that he planned to put it away carefully. Owen was not naturally as neat as she was but he knew how much she liked for the bedroom to be organized.
Owen’s tongue darted over his lips as he reached to undo the clasp on Willow’s back that held her bra shut. He was careful with that, too. The expression on his face showed so much concentration. Willow might have laughed had she not been so turned on by it. When he finally let her breasts bounce free, Willow heard Owen’s breath catch in his throat. The way he looked at her made her feel as though she was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.
She grinned from ear to ear, leaning forward so that her full breasts brushed against Owen’s face. He knew exactly what she wanted. His lips parted, capturing her nipple in the luxurious wet heat of his mouth. He sucked, the pressure making Willow’s toes curl in her extravagant shoes. They were the only thing Owen hadn’t taken off her. Willow was not planning to let him.
Her nipple came free of Owen’s mouth with a satisfying pop. Willow thought about moving down his body, paying some well-deserved attention to his dick. But, well, she did so hate for things to be uneven. “The other one, too,” she urged. A soft sigh fell from her lips as Owen obeyed. He was so good. His mouth felt incredible. Willow’s whole body was sensitive from her orgasm, and Owen’s tongue circling her nipple had her crying out with need.
Finally, she pulled back. As promised, she kissed and nipped her way down Owen’s stomach. His muscles were taut under her mouth. And so responsive. He shuddered at the sharp press of her teeth, moaned at the heat of her tongue. He was going to scream when Willow wrapped her lips around his cock.
She took him in slowly, letting the head of his dick bump the back of her throat before she pulled back. She left saliva, and a smear of scarlet lipstick, along Owen’s thick shaft. Lapping at the tip, she looked up at him through long, dark eyelashes.
“Fuck,” he groaned. Willow could tell that Owen was holding himself back, not allowing himself to push up into the tight press of her lips. Sometimes she wanted him to fuck her mouth. But Willow always made that clear. It thrilled her to know that Owen put so much effort into not doing anything Willow hadn’t specifically said he could.
Willow’s tongue worked against the bottom of Owen’s shaft, teasing louder and louder cries from him. She could tell he was closing in on his climax. His muscles tensed. If she hadn’t wanted him to come, Willow could’ve slowed down. But she did, so instead she sucked his cock harder.
“Oh God! Wil, fuck, I’m going to come,” Owen warned. Even his voice sounded strained. When Willow still didn’t slow down, her fingers digging into Owen’s sides, he grunted loudly before his hips did fuck forward. Owen cried out loudly as he came.
Willow pursed her lips around his cock, swallowing every drop of hot cum. She loved this moment, every time. Owen completely let himself go, and she was there to catch him, to make him feel good. She pulled back slowly, savoring the taste against her tongue. Owen looked flushed, but not yet so sated as to be sleepy. Good. Willow was going to need him to have some energy left.
She stroked slowly over Owen’s legs, giving him a moment to just relax and enjoy the pleasure she knew must be tingling through him. “Feel good?” she asked, smirking up at Owen’s eager eyes. “Feel relaxed? Rewarded?” She wanted to hear it, wanted to know how far behind him Owen had left his work and the stresses that came with it.
“Yeah,” he breathed. She could tell Owen wasn’t all there with her. Parts of his mind were already sliding into the subspace that Willow wanted him to get to. His hands brushed over Willow’s bare sides and Owen let out a satisfied sigh. “You make me feel so good, Willow. Thank you,” he said, leaning into her body.
Bringing her hand up, Willow petted Owen’s hair and he instinctively pushed in more. “What now? What do I do?” he asked eagerly.
Willow felt excitement rising, filling her chest with butterflies. Now came her explanations, and her plan. Willow knew that Owen was going to enjoy it - and so was she. She slid from his grasp, setting her stilettos down against the floor. Naked, she towered over Owen’s prone form.
“Now, I’m going to tie you into that chair,” Willow answered, gesturing to the dining chair Owen had noticed earlier. Even saying the words sent a thrill of anticipation through her. She had a vision in her mind of exactly how Owen would look, exactly what she’d do and how he’d sound.
She offered him a hand. “Come, sit down,” she urged. “Hands together behind the back of the chair.”
There was an animalistic whimper from Owen that made Willow’s stomach flip in excitement. She knew that he’d like this. But hearing him make those sounds? It was pretty fucking incredible.
She watched Owen follow her instructions, taking a seat just as she’d told him to. He moved his hands behind the chair, fingers wrapping around the wood. Owen’s cock was no longer hard, but Willow could see it twitching anyway. This was different from what they usually did. Willow was certain the not knowing was half of the thrill.
Looking up at Willow, Owen licked his lips. His eyes followed her so eagerly that Willow couldn’t help but reach out and brush a soft touch over Owen’s bare shoulder. He shivered in response, like it was the best thing to ever happen to him.
Willow took her time. She hardly needed to spend several minutes teasing over the various restraints she had laid out on her dressing table. But she knew that Owen was watching, waiting on tenterhooks to discover which she would pick. There was the rope, which would rub against Owen’s skin so he couldn’t forget it was there. There were cuffs, which would hold his wrists more firmly together.
Finally, Willow made her choice.
She slipped around behind the chair, fastening Owen’s wrists into padded leather cuffs. A bar between them kept his hands firmly in place, preventing him from bringing them back in front of the chair. “How does that feel?” Willow purred. She’d cuffed Owen before, but usually only to himself. Trapping him on a chair with no way of getting up was new.
“Good,” Owen answered instantly. He did then pause. Willow knew it was because he recognized that his answer had been too fast. Willow had trained him well. She’d always told Owen that if she asked a question, he had to think about how to answer it truthfully. “It does feel good,” Owen said. “I want to be exactly how you want me to be.”
Willow smiled at that. There was no doubt in her mind that Owen meant it. It was important to her that he should feel good, too. If Owen wasn’t going to prioritize that then Willow had to. It was what made them work so well.
“I want you just like this,” Willow assured, moving to stand in front of Owen for a moment. He looked so good, but Willow still wasn’t quite finished. She picked up the rope, dropping to her knees at Owen’s feet. She pressed a kiss against his knee, then guided him to move so that his calf lined up with the leg of the chair.
Looping the rope around his ankle, Willow tied it. Her knots were tight enough that Owen would feel the rope rubbing against his skin, but not so tight she risked cutting off the circulation.
Slowly, giving Owen plenty of time to adjust to the new sensation, Willow moved to the other leg. She secured it in the same way, tying it to the leg of the chair so that Owen truly couldn’t get up without her help. “I want you to tell me if your shoulders start to hurt. Or if anything starts to hurt.” This was not supposed to be about causing Owen pain. It was important to Willow to know that Owen would tell her if his muscles began to strain uncomfortably.
She waited for Owen to answer her. It took him a moment to realize that’s why she had stopped touching him. “Yes,” he nodded. “Of course. I’ll tell you.” And he would, too, so Willow nodded. She watched Owen’s tongue dart over his lips to wet them as his eyes looked up at her. The way he then swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing in his throat, like anticipation could kill him, made Willow’s pussy wet.
“You’re so hot,” Owen hummed.
Willow hummed her agreement. She had never doubted that she looked good naked. If she had, one look at Owen’s face when he beheld her would have cured that insecurity.
She moved with confidence, straddling Owen’s lap and draping her arms across his shoulders. His thighs supported her, her pussy inches from his dick. “I’m so wet,” she teased. “One orgasm wasn’t nearly enough.” She rocked, knowing how the heat from her pussy would tease against Owen’s cock.
“I want you to get hard for me,” she urged. Leaning close, she flicked her tongue against Owen’s earlobe before sucking it between her lips. She knew just what he liked. Willow was confident that she could get him hard a second time without much delay.
The whine he gave was very satisfying. Owen did his best to rock up against Willow, despite both his arms and legs being restrained. Seeing him try was so hot. The way his muscles tensed in his stomach, face so focused. It was almost like Owen was planning to will himself hard again. Luckily, Willow was perfectly happy to help him get there.
“I wish I could touch you,” Owen said. It definitely wasn’t a complaint about his current situation. “I want to make you come again. I love it when you come.”
Willow grinned. “You’re going to make me come again,” she promised. Her smile sharpened, curving into a smirk. “I won’t untie you until you do.” She felt Owen’s moan rumble through him. Leaning forward, she let her breasts press against the muscle of Owen’s chest. Her nipples were hard, sending waves of pleasure through her as they rubbed against Owen’s skin.
Tensing her thighs, Willow lifted herself up. When she dropped, her breasts bounced. She cried out at the sharp pleasure of it. There was an ache between her legs, one which could only be satisfied by Owen’s cock filling her.
“You can touch my breasts,” she announced, lifting up again. Owen’s hands were still tied, but his mouth was free.
The way Owen’s eyes lit up at that would’ve made Willow laugh if not for the moan that escaped her when Owen’s lips wrapped around one of her nipples. His tongue slid over it teasingly. Willow leaned in to give him better access. Even without his hands being available, Owen was still doing a very good job of sending shots of pleasure through Willow.
He was certainly dedicated. His mouth moved from her left nipple onto her right one. Repeating the same action, Owen let his tongue tease over the hard tip of Willow’s nipple. This time, he gave it a light bite. The sharp pain  ran through her like fire. It made her moan even louder, which only encouraged Owen to do it again.
When he moved back to the nipple he’d teased first, it was with much firmer suction. Owen was so good at knowing how Willow liked her breasts played with. Not having his hands available didn’t seem to deter him at all. If anything, it felt like it was spurring him on to perform even better than he usually did. Willow loved that. She brought one hand up to tangle in Owen’s hair.
“So good,” she panted. “Fuck, Owen. You’re so good for me.” He rumbled his appreciation of her praise, the vibrations adding to the rising tide of pleasure swelling through Willow’s body. She shifted, finding a way she could glance down without needing to pull her nipple from the scalding heat of Owen’s mouth.
She smirked at what she saw. “Yes,” she hissed, tugging at Owen’s hair. “Getting hard again for me so soon, baby,” she murmured. That was exactly what she’d wanted. Willow had known that giving Owen permission to play with her breasts would help him get there.
Loosening her hand from around Owen’s shoulders, Willow wrapped her fingers around his stiff cock. She moaned in anticipation as she led him between her legs, sliding down and letting his thick shaft fill her in one smooth motion. Her groan echoed off the walls. “Fuck!” she gasped. “You feel great.”
She rocked her hips, deliberately teasing. “You can’t thrust unless I tell you,” she ordered. “Can you do that?”
Owen’s breath caught in his throat. He didn’t answer immediately, but that was fine. Willow could wait. And she did, giving a soft moan at how Owen’s cock thickened inside her. “Yeah,” Owen finally nodded. “Yeah, I won’t move unless you say I can,” Owen promised. He buried his face in the crook of Willow’s shoulder, breath hot against her neck.
“Anything you want,” he promised, panting. “Tell me? I just... I want to please you, please, Willow,” Owen chanted. Willow knew he had little conscious thought left, apart from thoughts that related to pleasing her. Knowing she’d pushed aside every thought of work, filled Owen’s head with only her and pleasure, Willow felt more alive than ever. Owen was giving himself over to her. Right now, that involved not thrusting into her until she said he could.
Willow wanted to tease, but she had no intention of dragging this out so long it would be unpleasant. She tensed her thighs, lifting herself halfway off Owen’s cock before letting gravity pull her back down hard. It felt so good! Owen’s cock was thick enough to stretch her pussy and she loved the feeling of his body trembling under hers. Willow circled her hips, crying out as Owen’s dick rubbed against sensitive spots inside her that made her see stars.
She lifted up again, a little higher, dropping down with a loud shout of Owen’s name. “Tell me how good I feel,” she urged. As if to inspire Owen, Willow squeezed her muscles tight around his cock as she held still on Owen’s lap. “Tell me how much you want to fuck me.”
“So much,” Owen breathed. “Fuck, Willow. You feel amazing. So tight. I love how you fuck me. I want to be yours, so you can do what you want to me,” he spoke, words catching in his throat every so often. “I want to fuck you, I want to be what you like. Do exactly as you tell me to.” Willow wasn’t even sure if Owen was thinking about what he was saying. It was entirely possible that he was just talking because she had told him to.
Still, Willow also knew that what he was saying was the truth. “Fuck, Willow, you’re so great. I love you so much and I want you to use me so hard. God, baby, you’re fantastic and so hot, your pussy’s so wet.”
The words lit fire under Willow’s skin, making her feel as though molten liquid were running through her veins. She rocked harder, faster, lifting herself up higher and dropping down with desperate cries. “I am going to use you,” she promised, the fingers of one hand clinging to Owen’s shoulder. “Use you so hard, make myself come on your cock.”
Unlike Owen, Willow knew exactly what she was saying. Her words were calculated to sink into Owen’s mind, turn him on even more. Willow wanted him to know just how much she valued him, how good he made her feel with his obedience. Fuck.
As Willow sped up, she could feel the pleasure taking root inside her. Every drop and circle of her hips made it stronger, until it was all that Willow could think about.
“I’m gonna use your cock to make myself come,” she promised. “And then let you fuck me.”
Leaning in, she nipped hard at Owen’s lower lip. The shock of pain made his mouth drop open. Willow swooped to claim him. Her tongue licked eagerly against his, the pleasure of showing Owen how much he belonged to her pushing Willow over the edge.
She came, muscles tightening until all Willow could feel was the bursting pleasure and the thick girth of Owen’s cock. She slowed, rocking more gently, riding out the last throes of her passion.
Owen looked wrecked, but he’d done so well. Hadn’t thrust even once. Willow was going to reward that. She leaned in, pressing her lips to the shell of his ear. “Fuck me, Owen,” she ordered.
The chair under him bucked as Owen pushed up, pulling against the restraints. It was definitely a challenge but one he seemed to take on eagerly. Owen pushed up into Willow’s burning heat, rocking faster and faster. His mouth came down against her shoulder, teeth sinking into Willow’s skin, sending a sharp pain through her body.
It mixed together with the pleasure she was feeling from Owen’s cock, making Willow moan loudly. Owen took it as encouragement, fucking up into her harder. The chair shook even more and Owen groaned.
“I would touch you so well,” he promised. “Have my hands brush over your breasts, tease your nipples. I’d squeeze your ass and pull you in tighter against me.” Each word seemed to be punctuated by a thrust up. Willow’s whole body shook at Owen fucked her.
She had no doubt that what he said was true. Willow hardly needed to feel Owen’s hands on her, not when his words alone sent pulses of urgent need between her legs. “Fuck, yes,” she gasped, her breasts bouncing as Owen’s hips fucked up into her.
Quickly, Willow lifted a hand, fingers smoothing over the curve of her tit. She caught at her hardened nipple, teasing and tugging as her cries got higher and louder. “Oh god!” The pleasure was so intense, coming at Willow from every angle. Owen’s cock as it throbbed inside her, his words, his obedience, and now her own hand at her breast.
Willow licked the fingers of her other hand, bringing their wet tips down to her nipple, pinching it harder and shuddering at the pleasure-pain. “Come on, baby, you’re fucking me so well,” she praised. “I want to feel you come inside me. Do that for me, Owen!”
The groan that Owen gave sounded animalistic. It was followed by a string of grunts as he fucked into Willow harder. Her pussy was so wet, taking every thrust. Willow slammed down, meeting him, her hands holding onto Owen’s shoulders for leverage. The chair shook hard from the force of their movements. Willow hardly had time to wonder if it might collapse under them.
Instead, she screamed. Owen bit down against her shoulder again, sending yet another mix of pain and pleasure through her. Her muscles tightened around him. Willow fucked down as hard as she could until she finally felt him shudder. Owen filled her up just as she had demanded.
“Fuck,” Owen swore, body going lax under Willow. “I love coming in you,” he breathed.
The sweetness of it, in contrast to how hoarse Owen’s voice was from screaming, made Willow laugh. Satisfaction radiated through her body. She’d wanted to make Owen feel good, to show him how much she valued him. She’d set out to give him the break he needed from his own hard work. Willow had no doubt that she’d succeeded.
She pressed a slow, lazy kiss against Owen’s lips, running her hands through his hair. When she pulled back, he looked so well-fucked that Willow felt pride well up in her heart. Slowly, she lifted herself off Owen’s lap, kneeling to untie his ankles from the legs of the chair.
“Do you feel good?” she asked as her fingers stroked along his calf. “Do you feel relaxed?”
He didn’t answer immediately. Willow didn’t rush him. She rubbed the marks that the restraints had left against his ankles, before moving on to undo Owen’s hands, too. Her touch was soft, gentle even. Owen’s arms relaxed when she untied them and Willow moved to place his hands in his lap. The movement seemed to wake Owen from his subspace. He turned to look at Willow.
“What?” he asked but then shook his head. “I feel good.” Willow knew he didn’t even realize he was answering her question. Owen was so used to her that he didn’t need her to ask. He told her how he felt because she wanted to know, that was all. “It’s so good, you’re so good. Fuck, Willow, I needed this.”
He certainly had. The pride burned even more fiercely in Willow’s chest at that. “I know you did,” she assured, running her hands over the muscles of Owen’s thighs. “You were perfect. You did everything I wanted.” The little smile on Owen’s face was enough to make Willow push herself up so she could kiss him.
“Come on,” she urged. “You’re going to let me take care of you now. I’ll draw you a bath, get you warm and clean, then we can order a pizza.”
Now that she’d ensured Owen’s safe experience of submission, Willow knew how important it was to take care of the more material needs that he’d been neglecting. She smiled as she helped him up. She loved this part almost as much as she loved dominating him in the bedroom.
And once he was rested, they still had a whole weekend!




Tying Him Up

Ivy and Phoebe’s Italian vacation was going great. The weather was much better than they had anticipated, but they’d both brought enough summer dresses to manage the hot days. A lot of their time had been spent exploring Rome and the surrounding areas. But for the past few days, the women had stayed in the city. There was so much to take in, both in terms of food and wine, as well as history.
The one thing they hadn’t really had a chance to test the flavor of, however, was the Italian men. And there were a lot of gorgeous ones. Ivy had brought it up last night over many glasses of wine. Somehow, the conversation had moved from how nice it might be to see what Italian men were like on to how nice it might be to share one.
Honestly, since they had had that conversation - and agreed to see if tonight could be their night - Ivy had felt exceptionally horny. She had never had a threesome before, though she knew that Phoebe had done. It was definitely something she was excited by.
“What about him?” Phoebe asked.
Ivy’s gaze slid over to the guy she’d pointed at. He was tall, muscular. Ivy’s mouth watered just at the idea of how good those long fingers might feel inside her. “He looks good,” she nodded. Ivy worked her courage up, downing the wine before she stood, giving a determined nod.
It made Phoebe laugh. But she didn’t attempt to stop Ivy as she walked over to the guy, giving him a wide smile. “Hi,” Ivy greeted. “I’m Ivy. Do you speak English?” she asked. The guy nodded. “Awesome. How do you feel about being tied up and fucked?”
They did say there’s no time like right now.
There was no immediate answer, which was possibly fair enough. Ivy had been thinking about this all day. Her handsome Italian stranger had only a few seconds to process the idea. His gaze raked over Ivy’s body, taking in the way her summer dress hugged her breasts before it flared out at the waist.
“Fucked, by you?” he asked, raising what Ivy interpreted as a challenging eyebrow.
Before she could answer, he held out his hand. “I’m Matteo.”
She took his hand, giving him a wide smile. “Yes, me,” Ivy nodded. “And my friend, Phoebe,” she added, turning towards where Phoebe was so she could give her a wave. Even from here, Ivy could tell that Phoebe was amused. Nonetheless, she did wave back. Like Ivy’s dress, Phoebe’s clothes also hugged her body beautifully. Ivy couldn’t imagine anyone turning down the opportunity to fuck her.
“Are you interested? I’d very much like it if you were interested,” Ivy said, like that should be the thing that tipped Matteo’s decision. “We’re open to special requests,” she added with a grin. For as long as he would fuck them both, Ivy imagined they could be flexible about other wishes. If Matteo had none, well, Ivy had quite a list.
He seemed almost dazed, his gaze moving between her and Phoebe. Instead of answering in words, he reeled her in by her hand still in his. His body felt even better against Ivy’s than she had imagined, all hard muscle beneath his light shirt. He dipped his head, his breath a warm rush against Ivy’s ear.
“I am very interested,” he promised, his fingers brushing a strand of Ivy’s hair away from her neck. Leaning even closer, his lips sought hers, crashing down on her like a wave breaking over a rock. He turned them, one hand at the small of Ivy’s back.
He finally pulled away, leaving Ivy’s lips tingling, and she realized he’d turned them to give Phoebe the best possible view of their bodies flush against one another. “Do you have somewhere you were planning to tie me to?” Matteo asked.
“Oh, yes,” Ivy answered easily. Her and Phoebe had shared hotel rooms throughout their travels. And the one they had here, in Rome, was a beautiful huge room with two four-poster beds. Taking Matteo’s hand, Ivy lead them back over to where Phoebe was just finishing her glass of wine. “He said yes,” she announced.
It made Phoebe laugh as she nodded. “I did guess,” she teased before giving Matteo an approving look. “Did she tell you we want to tie you up?” Phoebe asked. That was fair enough, tying Matteo up was an important part of what they wanted to do.
“She did,” Matteo answered, nodding. “You must be Phoebe.” Instead of holding out his hand, as he’d done to Ivy, he leaned down to press a kiss against Phoebe’s lips. He didn’t let go of Ivy’s hand, instead pulling her closer. Phoebe reached out too, her hand sliding over Ivy’s side. The light touch sent heat trickling slowly down Ivy’s spine, setting off an ache between her legs that made her shift impatiently.
Finally, they broke the kiss, Matteo looking very pleased with the turn his night had taken. “I’m Matteo,” he introduced himself, making Ivy realize that she hadn’t. She was going to blame the wine. And her distraction.
“Are we walking?” he asked, “Or should I get an Uber?”
“Our hotel’s just across the road,” Phoebe answered, her hand still lingering against Ivy’s side. Once she’d finished her wine, it didn’t take them very long to make their way out of the bar and over the road into the hotel. Ivy’s whole body felt like it was on fire with anticipation. Matteo’s hand brushed across her back and down to her ass as Ivy leaned more into Phoebe. She could tell the two of them were just as excited.
Thankfully, it didn’t take them very long to get to the room. As soon as they were inside, Phoebe pressed Matteo against the door, kissing him hard. Ivy, in turn, began to undo the shirt he was wearing. Before long, she was pushing it off his shoulders. Phoebe gave a soft moan when she saw just how good Matteo looked.
“Great choice,” she praised Ivy, her nails scratching over Matteo’s stomach.
Matteo laughed, his muscles jumping under Phoebe’s fingers. “I am a great choice,” he agreed, tipping his head back with a groan as Phoebe’s hand brushed lower. “Very willing to be tied up, especially if you still let me please you both.” That sounded promising. As was the way Matteo reached for Ivy, sliding his hands under the full skirt and up Ivy’s bare legs.
“Can I help you take these off?” he asked, his voice low and sultry as his fingers brushed against the material between Ivy’s legs. “Please?” he practically purred the word.
Phoebe turned, her attention on the scene playing out before her. “Go on,” she urged. “Tell him what you want him to do.”
Ivy had every intention of doing just that. She wasn’t shy about what she wanted. Having two people there wasn’t going to change that. “You can help me,” Ivy nodded. “But I want you to do so on your knees,” she told Matteo. His eyes widened. Then, with no hesitation, Matteo dropped to the plush carpet, reaching out to run his hands up Ivy’s legs again.
In turn, Phoebe came closer, her fingers brushing against the material of Ivy’s dress. “You want me to help you with that, too?” she asked, wiggling her eyebrows at Ivy in a way that made her laugh.
“Yeah,” she breathed, enjoying how, for the time being, all the attention was on her.
Matteo’s fingers felt every bit as good inching up her legs as Ivy had imagined. Without lifting her dress, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties. His hand brushed against Ivy’s ass as he dragged them down and tossed them over one shoulder. Sliding back up, his hand was warm against the smooth skin of Ivy’s inner thigh. She leaned back, letting Phoebe support her weight as she parted her legs.
Phoebe’s breasts pressed against Ivy’s back, a soft warmth that was unlike anything Ivy was used to. Phoebe’s fingers caught the zipper on the side of Ivy’s dress, dragging it down slowly. She leaned forward, pressing a kiss to Ivy’s neck and then looking over her shoulder at Matteo, still on his knees.
Between the two of them, Ivy felt like it took no time at all for her dress to fall away, leaving her in just her bra. Phoebe stroked her nipples through the fabric, bringing them to hard points that sent sparks of pleasure straight between Ivy’s legs.
“Can I touch you?” Matteo asked, his hand sliding higher, until Ivy was sure he could feel how hot her pussy already was.
“You can,” Ivy allowed. She was keen to enjoy his touch. And having Matteo touch her now wasn’t going to stop them from tying him to the bed later. Not that he had seemed in any way against the idea. Phoebe’s hot hands were brushing over Ivy’s breasts, teasing against her nipples and making Ivy give a string of soft moans.
Matteo slid between her legs, fingers as teasing as Phoebe’s. Ivy didn’t hold back the sounds that fell from her lips, leaning more into Phoebe’s body. Her hands moved to run up Phoebe’s legs, as much as she could reach them, pulling her friend’s dress up.
Phoebe laughed. “Impatient, Ivy?” she teased. Matteo brushed one finger against Ivy’s clit, making her buck her hips towards him. He circled it carefully, never pressing quite hard enough. The teasing was making Ivy feel hotter - and wetter. Matteo pulled his hand back, licking her liquids from his fingers before his gaze moved up to where Phoebe had stepped out from behind her.
“Me too,” he said. “I’m very impatient to see you both in fewer clothes.” He leaned in, fingers sliding unerringly between Ivy’s legs, even with his gaze fixed elsewhere.
Instead of making them wait, Phoebe pulled her dress off over her head. Her figure looked amazing in her skimpy bra and panties, making Matteo moan even as he pressed two fingers in and out of Ivy’s pussy.
“What do you want, Ivy?” Phoebe asked, raising an eyebrow at her friend. “What should I take off next?” Between the three of them, there were still at least four different garments.
Ivy thought about how great Phoebe’s breasts would look once they bounced free. Or, for that matter, how great her breasts would look once they were free. But in the end, with another soft moan, Ivy made her decision.
“Matteo’s pants,” she told her friend, giving her a grin over her shoulder. “I’ll even accept that he has to pull his fingers out of me,” she offered generously, making Phoebe laugh. She pinched Ivy’s nipple through the material of the bra lightly. Enough to make Ivy moan again before Phoebe nodded towards the bed.
“I want you to sit down on the edge,” she told him. After licking his fingers clean, Matteo looked between the two women. Ivy could tell how turned on he was. This was only the beginning!
“You’ll make me come, I promise,” Ivy assured with some amusement. That seemed to do the trick; Matteo moved over to the bed, sitting down at the edge just as he’d been told. His obedience certainly boded well for later.
He leaned back, the beautiful muscles of his chest and stomach fully on display. Ivy’s fingers itched to run along the deep lines of his abs. As if reading her mind, Matteo lifted one of his hands, stroking slowly across his stomach. He made a soft noise in his throat as Phoebe went to her knees at his feet.
Her fingers followed the same path, stroking over Matteo’s skin in a way that made Ivy almost ache with jealousy. Phoebe didn’t waste time. As soon as she’d satisfied herself, she moved her hands to the button of Matteo’s pants, popping it open and dragging the zipper down.
Obediently, Matteo lifted his hips, helping Phoebe tug the fabric down his long, lean legs. His cotton briefs were snug across his hips, already tented in front. Phoebe’s fingers stroked along the promising outline of his cock, making Matteo tip his head back on a moan.
“He sounds good,” Ivy hummed. Matteo’s eyes traveled over to her. She could tell he was torn as to whom to focus on. Truthfully, she couldn’t blame him. Phoebe looked gorgeous on her knees, the bra and panties she was wearing barely covering anything. Ivy moved behind her, reaching to undo her friend’s bra. She pressed a kiss against her shoulder before she let Phoebe’s breasts fall free.
Both Matteo and Phoebe gave equally soft moans at that. Ivy grinned. “You like what you see?” she asked Matteo, more than sure that he’d say yes.
He licked his lips but didn’t move to touch either of them. Ivy appreciated that. She’d told him to sit, and Matteo clearly wasn’t going to move until she told him that he could. “Very much,” he answered, gaze darting between Ivy and Phoebe. “I’m a lucky man, spending the night with two such beautiful women.”
Phoebe gave a throaty chuckle, her hands pressing down against Matteo’s firm thighs. “Flatterer,” she teased. Her fingers slid under the material of Matteo’s briefs. Matteo’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed, tilting his hips up in search of more attention. “What do you think, Ivy?” Phoebe asked. “Shall I take these off so we can see just how much he likes us?”
Ivy laughed at that. She was pleased to find that the sound seemed to turn Matteo on even more. “Yeah,” she nodded. “Let’s see what his dick’s like.” She wasn’t disappointed when Phoebe pulled the material down. Matteo wasn’t huge but then, Ivy didn’t want huge. She wanted fun. And he would definitely be able to deliver that.
Moving in closer, Ivy stroked her hand down Matteo’s chest, just the way she had wanted to. Her fingers teased over his nipples. “Take off my bra,” she instructed. Matteo didn’t hesitate to reach out and do just that. “Do you want to see how great my breasts feel in your mouth? I bet you do,” Ivy hummed. “Go ahead,” she encouraged, moaning loudly when Matteo sucked one of her nipples into his mouth.
He wasn’t shy about showing his enthusiasm. He moaned too, the vibrations buzzing pleasantly over Ivy’s sensitive skin. His tongue lapped hard against her nipple, circling over and around until it made Ivy squirm against his side.
“What if I want to see how great your breasts feel in my mouth?” Phoebe asked, crawling up onto the bed to join them. At Ivy’s nod, she kissed her way slowly down until she was poised to take Ivy’s nipple between her lips. Her kisses were gentler, her tongue feather-light against Ivy’s skin. The contrast of the two of them, both mouths so hot against her breasts, made Ivy give a wordless cry.
Matteo pulled back first, reaching his hand out to slide back between Ivy’s legs. If anything, she was even wetter now. Matteo’s fingers pressed easily into her soaking pussy. Phoebe’s tongue flicked faster and faster over Ivy’s nipple, until she could feel pleasure drawing tight in the pit of her stomach.
Ivy didn’t bother holding back. She let the cries of pleasure fall from her lips and surround them. It seemed to encourage both Phoebe and Matteo. Ivy rocked harder against Matteo’s fingers. When Phoebe sucked against her nipple, it sent heat all the way through Ivy, meeting the warmth rising from Matteo’s fingers in her pussy.
“Fuck,” she breathed harshly. Her orgasm was so close. With Matteo picking up the speed, fucking his fingers in and out of her, it wasn’t long before Ivy’s body trembled. Pleasure shot through her. She screamed as her orgasm exploded. Matteo, to his credit, slowed down enough to let Ivy decide how fast or slow she wanted to fuck herself against him until it was all a bit too much.
She pushed him back, licking her lips. Phoebe pulled back too, grinning up at Ivy. “You sounded good,” she complimented. “Do you think I’ll sound as good when he makes me come with his mouth?” she asked teasingly.
“First, we’ll have to tie him up. We did promise,” Ivy pointed out, her body still trembling slightly from the orgasm.
Matteo gave a soft moan of his own. “Please,” he breathed, his chest rising and falling more quickly. His dark eyes were wide. It thrilled Ivy how excited he was at the prospect - she’d clearly picked even better than she’d known.
“Is that ‘please’ you want to be tied up, or ‘please’ you want to be allowed to make me come?” Phoebe asked, rising from the bed. With both Matteo and Ivy watching her, she paused to shimmy her panties down her long, tan legs. Even from here, Ivy could see how wet she was.
Matteo licked his lips again. “Both,” he answered, the corner of his mouth lifting in a slight smirk. Phoebe fetched the rope from where she’d stashed it, passing it slowly between her fingers. Matteo couldn’t seem to keep his eyes off it. “How do you want me?” he asked.
“On your back, arms up,” Ivy answered without hesitation. She teased her own hand over her breasts, biting her lower lip with a soft moan as she watched Matteo scoot up the bed. He leaned against the pillows, raising his hands up to the headrest. Phoebe didn’t hesitate to crawl onto the bed. She settled next to Matteo’s head as she looped the rope through the slats. She was skilled in tying a man up. That seemed to make Ivy even wetter.
Phoebe checked that the ropes were safe, tugging against them. “All secure,” she confirmed before licking her lips as she glanced down at Matteo. His naked body did look great, his hard cock standing to attention.
“Do you think he needs me to show him how to make you come?” Ivy asked teasingly.
She saw the way Phoebe’s eyes widened. Then her friend grinned. “Oh, perhaps,” she hummed, running a hand over Matteo’s chest. He could hardly do anything about it apart from wiggle under Phoebe’s touch. “I wouldn’t want him to do it wrong,” she added, reaching across Matteo to caress a finger over Ivy’s bare breasts.
Matteo huffed at that. “I’m not going to do it wrong,” he argued. There was a smile playing around his lips. “If you want to show me, I wouldn’t say no,” he added, gaze darting between the two women. He gave a soft moan as Phoebe spread her legs. She ran her hand down her body so that her fingers could tease lightly over her pussy.
“I like to be teased,” she said, though whether she was telling Matteo or Ivy wasn’t entirely clear. Either way, her fingers retreated, making her whine in protest. She lifted her hips up in a blatant invitation to Ivy. “Come on,” she urged, her voice sounding so eager that it sent sparks of electricity all the way down Ivy’s spine. “Come and tease me, so Matteo can learn.”
Ivy hardly needed to be told twice. She crawled across Matteo’s body and towards Phoebe. It was hot to have him under them, forced to watch and unable to touch. Ivy loved that he had no choice. They’d get to him. They’d use him when they were ready. But for now she was eager to touch Phoebe, to get her to moan louder and louder because of Ivy.
Reaching for Phoebe’s shoulder, Ivy pressed against it, making the other woman lower herself. She stretched out on the bed, her head against Matteo’s chest. Ivy liked that, too, the fact that they were using him to prop Phoebe up for Ivy to pleasure her.
She took her time kissing across Phoebe’s skin. It felt like liquid fire under her touch. Ivy grazed her teeth over the skin to draw a moan from her friend’s lips. When Phoebe parted her legs to welcome Ivy between them, she didn’t hesitate to press a kiss against her inner thigh.
“Fuck,” Phoebe moaned theatrically, tipping her head back. Her hair spilled across Matteo’s tanned chest, making her look deliciously ravished and untamed. “Your mouth feels good already,” she added, making Ivy smirk. She hadn’t even begun yet, not really.
Pressing one hand against Phoebe’s thigh, Ivy kissed higher. Her tongue slid out to softly tease around Phoebe’s entrance. Ivy listened to the way Phoebe’s moans increased. As Ivy’s tongue delved deeper, Phoebe’s hands clutched at the bedsheets under her. She bucked her hips, writhing in an attempt to wriggle closer to Ivy’s tongue.
Tugging against his restraints, Matteo moaned, too. “You look amazing,” he breathed, eyes clouding with lust. The muscles of his stomach twitched, responding as Phoebe pressed her body harder against his. “Don’t stop, Ivy,” he begged.
She loved hearing the sounds that Phoebe made. The whole scene was made even hotter by having Matteo beg her to give Phoebe pleasure. Ivy’s tongue lapped harder against Phoebe, the tip sliding inside her to urge a loud cry from her friend. She tasted amazing. Ivy felt the way Matteo moved under them, pushing Phoebe’s body more against Ivy.
Moving her hand up over Phoebe’s bare leg, Ivy pressed a finger inside her. Phoebe’s whole body trembled in response. So Ivy began to finger her faster. “More,” Phoebe begged. Ivy would’ve grinned had her tongue not been preoccupied with licking against Phoebe’s clit. The sounds she made were so good that Ivy couldn’t resist the urge to do just as she’d asked and press another finger inside her.
She wanted to make Phoebe come, to make her scream so loudly that whoever was next door could hear it. Her tongue moved faster and Ivy moved her other hand to find Matteo’s cock, to tease her fingers over it ever so lightly.
His groan was loud, like her touch was so unexpected he hadn’t had time to quieten himself. Ivy liked that. She wanted to make both of them lose control. Phoebe’s muscles clenched, her hips rocking harder and faster under Ivy’s mouth. “Fuck, Ivy! Yes!” Phoebe cried, one hand coming to clutch at Ivy’s shoulder. The other scratched across Matteo’s chest, Phoebe’s nails leaving red lines against his skin.
Matteo cried out, pulling against the ropes that bound him. His cock twitched in Ivy’s hand, precum glistening at the tip. His muscles contracted as he made every attempt to buck his hips up into her hold. Phoebe’s head and the ropes held him down. It left him wriggling eagerly, unable to get any more attention than what Ivy offered him.
Tipping her head back, Phoebe gave a wild scream as Ivy’s fingers plunged into her. She came hard, clutching at both of them until her shudders finally subsided. “Oh my god,” she sighed, her breasts heaving as she sucked in a deep breath. “That was amazing.” She turned to Matteo and said, “If you can do half as well as that, I’ll be happy.”
Ivy was very pleased at the praise. And she almost laughed at how loudly Matteo whined when she let go of his cock. There was something delightful about having so much power over him and his pleasure. She wanted to hear him make Phoebe scream just like she had. Licking her lips, Ivy pulled back. Her body felt so hot, excitement tingling through her.
“Let him try,” she suggested. “Sit on his face. I want to hear how he can make you sound,” Ivy said. Phoebe definitely didn’t seem to have any objections to that. Ivy watched as Phoebe crawled atop Matteo. She leaned down to brush the tips of her nipples against his chest, teasing both of them with the movement.
Phoebe ran her tongue over Matteo’s lips. “Are you ready for me?” she asked. But she hardly waited for a response before lowering herself against his mouth. Ivy took the opportunity to lick her way over to Matteo’s cock, the precum salty against her tongue as she lapped it up.
The sound of Matteo’s groan was muffed by Phoebe’s pussy, but it was still loud enough to echo around the room. Ivy held his hips down, not letting him buck up. She wanted to have full control over how she pleased him. The thought sent a thrill through her. Her nails dug into Matteo’s hips, leaving half-moon imprints against his skin while she dragged her tongue slowly over his cock.
“Fuck, yes!” Phoebe cried. Looking up, Ivy could see her arch her back, pushing herself down harder against Matteo’s mouth. His bound hands twisted, fingers catching at the ropes simply to give him something to hold onto. “Please,” Phoebe whined. “Inside me, Matteo, please.”
His cock twitched against Ivy’s tongue, Matteo’s hips twisting from side to side as Ivy pressed her weight against them.
She took him in deeper, swirling her tongue over his cock. From how loudly Phoebe moaned, Ivy was certain he was repeating at least a similar action with his tongue against her. Not wanting the fun to be over too soon, Ivy took her time. Slow in her movements, she sucked Matteo’s cock, making him give another low groan against Phoebe’s pussy.
The more Ivy teased, the louder Phoebe seemed to get. Pulling back with a soft pop, Ivy watched how good Phoebe looked straddling Matteo’s face. “Make her come,” she told him. “Make her come and I’ll ride your cock,” she added.
Phoebe’s back arched, her breasts bouncing as she ground her hips against Matteo’s face. He groaned, his fingers tightening in their grip on the ropes that wrapped around his wrists. Ivy could feel the strain in his muscles as he worked to follow her directions. Whatever he was doing, Phoebe’s noises grew louder and louder, her whole body flushed pink with pleasure.
Ivy smoothed her fingers up and down Matteo’s thighs, pressing him against the bed. She let his cock bump against her lips, darting her tongue out to brush against the smooth skin. Not wanting to distract him from his task, she moved slowly, sliding her lips inch by inch until her nose brushed against his skin. Lightly, she sucked, loving the way Matteo’s body fought to meet her.
It only took a few more minutes. “Fuck! Don’t stop!” Phoebe cried. Ivy tilted her head, taking Matteo deeper as she looked up to watch her friend writhe against his face. She gave a scream as her orgasm exploded through her, then collapsed forward, practically hiding Matteo from Ivy’s view.
“Good,” Ivy praised. “Doesn’t she sound great when she comes?” she asked. Matteo hardly had the ability to respond since Phoebe was still on top of him. The grin Phoebe gave Ivy was enough. She looked satisfied. But Ivy wanted her to look fucked out. And she was certain that between her and Matteo they could achieve that.
Crawling up his body, Ivy wrapped her hand around his cock. She had promised to fuck him. Frankly, her pussy was so hot and desperate that Ivy had no intention of not following up on that promise. Leading his cock between her legs, Ivy moaned loudly when it began to fill her up.
“He feels good, Phoebe,” she hummed. “Nice and thick. You’ll enjoy having his cock inside you,” Ivy promised.
Phoebe leaned back, her long hair brushing against Ivy’s breasts. The light touch sent sparks scattering across her skin, making Ivy want more. “Fuck,” Matteo groaned, as Phoebe moved away enough to allow him to speak. “You’re so tight, so hot,” he praised. Phoebe leaned forward to press a kiss against his lips, then slipped away. Freed from her weight over him, Matteo lifted his hips, thrusting his cock up into Ivy’s pussy with a loud grunt of satisfaction.
Concentrating on riding Matteo’s cock, just like she’d promised, Ivy didn’t follow Phoebe’s movements. Not until she felt her friend behind her, warm hands stroking over the curves of Ivy’s waist. Ivy didn’t stop, rising and falling, sinking down on Matteo’s cock with increasing moans of pleasure. He really did feel good.
“Shall I touch you?” Phoebe asked, her breath warm across Ivy’s shoulder. “Shall I play with your nipples while you fuck him?” she asked.
“Oh, fuck, yes,” Ivy moaned, nodding her head. She began to slam her hips down harder, enjoying how Matteo did his best to push back up. With his hands restrained, he could barely manage even that. Ivy loved how much power it gave her over him. She slowed down only to pick the pace back up again.
Matteo’s eyes followed Phoebe’s fingers. Ivy saw how he bit his lower lip when Phoebe tugged against Ivy’s nipple. It sent a sharp shooting pain through Ivy, mixing together with the pleasure Matteo’s cock was offering. She didn’t hold back the moan, sliding her own hand between her legs to tease her clit.
“God, you both feel great,” she cried, slamming down harder on Matteo’s cock. “Come on, Phoebe, pull harder, make it hurt!” Ivy demanded.
Matteo tugged at his restraints hard enough to rattle the headboard against the wall. Beneath their combined weight, the bedsprings creaked noisily. It only seemed to make Matteo moan louder, as if he were determined to be heard. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he chanted, his words matching the rhythm of Ivy’s movements. She rode him harder, faster, rolling her hips to take his cock deeper and deeper into her pussy.
Phoebe’s fingers tugged suddenly, finally delivering on Ivy’s order. The pain was perfect, right on the border of being too much, without quite crossing over. Phoebe pressed harder against Ivy’s back, her teeth scraping against Ivy’s shoulder whenever Ivy bounced down against Matteo’s hips.
“Please,” he breathed, lifting his hips to meet her. “Please, Ivy, let me come.” His hair was plastered to his forehead with sweat. Ivy loved how wrecked he sounded, how desperate.
Phoebe’s breasts pressed hot against Ivy’s back. “But you have to fuck me first,” she reminded him. Matteo’s answering groan sounded even more turned-on.
“She’s right,” Ivy nodded. “You’re not to come until Phoebe is satisfied.” Her own orgasm was close. Ivy leaned into Phoebe, enjoying the way her friend tugged against her nipples again. Ivy’s fingers worked against her clit, faster and faster as she slammed down against Matteo. His cock felt so good inside her. She wanted Phoebe to feel that, too. To use him to come, just like Ivy was.
“Come on, let me hear you come,” Phoebe urged, leaning in to catch Ivy’s earlobe with a light bite. The sharpness of her teeth, combined with Ivy’s own fingers and Matteo’s hard cock, was all it took for her orgasm to crash over her. She whined loudly, slamming down harder and harder. Ivy’s free hand gripped Matteo’s side, leaving nail marks on his skin.
The pleasure felt amazing, every nerve-ending tingling. Quickly, Ivy got off Matteo, crawling up his body. “Make me come again,” she demanded. She paused for just long enough to turn around so she could see Phoebe, then lowered herself down against Matteo’s face.
He didn’t hesitate, driving his tongue inside Ivy in quick, desperate thrusts. Ivy’s pussy felt so sensitive, so stretched from Matteo’s thick cock, that she swore she could feel every flick and brush of Matteo’s mouth. She relaxed against him, gaze moving to where Phoebe hovered over the head of Matteo’s dick, teasing him with her slick pussy.
Matteo tried to buck up, to sink himself deep into Phoebe. She didn’t let him, pulling away until Matteo gave a growl of frustration between Ivy’s legs. The vibrations felt amazing, making Ivy’s muscles quiver as she rocked back to get Matteo’s tongue even deeper.
Finally, Phoebe’s hand curled around Matteo’s cock to lead him towards her core. She groaned as she seated herself on him, her breasts jiggling enticingly. “Will you touch me?” Phoebe asked, reaching out for one of Ivy’s hands. “Will you make it hurt for me?”
“Oh yes.” Ivy nodded eagerly before leaning forward. She settled her hands against Phoebe’s hips and sought her breasts out with her mouth. Ivy captured one of Phoebe’s nipples between her lips, teasing her tongue over it. Similarly, Matteo’s tongue teased between her legs, sending sparks through Ivy’s body. She wanted to give Phoebe that pleasure, too, using her hands to help her friend slam her hips down harder against Matteo.
She sucked Phoebe’s nipple, enjoying the sharp cry of pleasure her friend gave. Then, because Phoebe had asked, Ivy bit down, not too hard but definitely hard enough to hurt.
“Fuuuck!” Phoebe cried, leaning back, using the leverage to tug her nipple harder against Ivy’s teeth. “God, Ivy, that feels good,” she panted. Matteo bucked his hips up, meeting Phoebe’s ass as she sank down onto him. “Yes,” she agreed, with a breathless chuckle. “You too, Matteo. I’m so fucking full, your cock stretching me out.” Matteo hummed his approval, his lips and tongue buzzing against Ivy’s pussy with an intoxicating wave of pleasure.
Phoebe leaned forward again, pulling Ivy close so she could capture her lips. Her hand came up to tangle in Ivy’s hair, tugging lightly against her scalp. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt, but Ivy could certainly feel it, certainly enjoy it.
“Help me come,” Phoebe begged, pulling back from the kiss only far enough to form the words. “Both of you, help me come. Touch me, fuck me, I want it.”
Ivy wanted that, too. She slid a hand between Phoebe and Matteo. Her fingers were soft as they sought out Phoebe’s clit. When she brushed over it, Phoebe’s whole body bucked forward, a loud cry falling from her lips. “Fuck yourself hard,” she told her friend. “Use Matteo’s cock to get off, use my fingers, too,” Ivy encouraged.
Her own pleasure was building low in her stomach. Ivy began to rock harder against Matteo’s face, moaning loudly when his lips met her clit. She mimicked the movements with her fingers that Matteo made with his tongue. Just as her own orgasm neared, Ivy could tell so did Phoebe’s. The muscles in her stomach tightened and Ivy moaned.
“Come on, come with me,” she urged, before leaning forward again to catch Phoebe’s nipple in her mouth and suck hard.
Phoebe screamed, the sound ringing in Ivy’s ears. Matteo’s lips pursed on either side of Ivy’s clit, applying pressure even as his tongue flicked back and forth over the sensitive bundle of nerves. With the hand still in Ivy’s hair, Phoebe pulled her friend’s mouth closer, making Ivy lick harder and faster over the nipple between her lips.
“Fuck!” Phoebe cried. “Yes, yes! I’m gonna come, I can’t -” Her words disappeared as she slammed her body down against Matteo, riding him hard as her orgasm took over. From the deep groan against Ivy’s pussy, she could only assume that Phoebe’s muscles were milking Matteo’s own orgasm from his cock.
Pulling back, Ivy sucked in a deep breath, her pleasure poised to tumble over her. As if he could read her mind, Matteo’s tongue slid inside her, thrusting tirelessly back and forth.
“Yes!” Ivy screamed, grinding her hips down against Matteo’s face harder. Finally, her climax exploded across her body. She came so hard, all her muscles tightening as pleasure shot through her. Once her body felt truly spent, Ivy shifted off Matteo, reaching to seek out Phoebe so she could kiss her.
Ivy felt deeply satisfied. She grinned at Phoebe when she pulled away. “That was good, yeah?” she asked, still straddling Matteo’s body. Her back was to him, focus far more on Phoebe. Just as promised, they’d used him well.
“That was amazing,” Phoebe answered, grinning. “I feel… so ridiculously fucked.” She let her weight rest briefly against Ivy before she slipped away, moving off Matteo’s hips to lie beside him on the bed, turning to face him. “He looks pretty fucked too,” she added, prompting Ivy to turn and glance down. Phoebe was right. Matteo’s lips were red, his chin shining with her liquids and his wrists pink from scratching against the rough rope.
Phoebe stretched up to meet him, licking Ivy’s taste from off Matteo’s lips. “Shall we let him go?” she asked, slapping her hand lightly against Ivy’s ass. “At least for now,” she added, raising an eyebrow.
Ivy laughed at that. She would definitely entertain the idea of tying Matteo up a second time for them to have even more fun with. For now, it was probably best that they untie him, so Ivy nodded. “Yeah, for now,” she confirmed. Ivy reached to run a manicured finger across Matteo’s chest as Phoebe moved to undo the ropes and let his arms down.
“You’re welcome to stay,” she told Matteo. “You’re especially welcome to stay if you’d like to play again,” she added with a grin, before running a tongue over his lips.
Matteo lifted a hand, pushing his hair out of his eyes before he reached to run a hand down Ivy’s side. His fingers curled softly against her hip as he turned to capture Phoebe’s lips. She gave a soft moan, swallowed by Matteo’s mouth, before pulling away.
“Is that a yes?” she asked playfully, lifting one eyebrow.
Matteo chuckled, giving a small nod. “Oh, definitely,” he confirmed. “I want to see what else you two will think of to do to me.” From the way Phoebe’s eyes shone in response, Ivy was convinced that her friend had some ideas.
For now, she settled against the pillows, Matteo on one side and Phoebe on the other. The hotel bed was comfortable, and with a warm body on either side of hers, Ivy felt she could have a very well-deserved rest.




She Ties Him Up

Travis had been dating Nessa for nearly five months. In that time, he’d never been invited to her house. At first, he hadn’t thought much of it. He lived in the middle of town, where both of them could get to work in under thirty minutes. Nessa lived further out, in the suburbs. It made sense that they usually spent the night at his place.
As he’d gotten to know her better, Travis had started to suspect that wasn’t the only reason. Nessa was kinky in a way Travis had never experienced before. She loved telling Travis what to do, praised him when he was obedient and had even threatened to punish him if he wasn’t.
Travis hadn’t expected to find it as hot as he did. He’d known that he loved the way dominant women looked. But until the first time Nessa had told him to bend over for her, he hadn’t anticipated the thrill that would shoot along his spine.
By now, he was accustomed to being well-used. He and Nessa had been to parties together where they’d experimented with all sorts of toys. She’d even brought a couple to his apartment, hinting at a much wider collection.
That was why butterflies were dancing in Travis’ stomach as he parked his car outside Nessa’s house. He had no idea what Nessa had planned for him. He trusted that she would have something. She’d asked what he wanted to experiment with. Travis had named a few different things: types of restraints that he didn’t have at home; other larger pieces of equipment. Nessa hadn’t said that any of it was impossible.
When she opened the door to meet him, Nessa looked like any man’s fantasy. Her tight leather dress pushed her breasts together, lifting them up like an offering. Travis could hardly wait to get his mouth on them. If that was what Nessa wanted.
“Fuck, you’re stunning,” he breathed. “Can I -” His fingers twitched, so eager to caress the supple leather. He caught himself. “What do you want me to do? Shall I come inside first?” If Nessa wanted to fuck Travis right here in the doorway, he’d probably let her.
The way she laughed at the question let him know that she probably didn’t. “Yes, please come inside,” she told him, stepping aside to let him in. The house was huge. Travis had known it would be. Actually seeing it felt different. The ceiling was tall, the walls beautifully decorated. He wasn’t sure what he had imagined but this wasn’t quite... well, it wasn’t a sex dungeon.
Nessa seemed to read his mind. She moved in closer, her palm running up over Travis’ back. “Don’t worry, I’ve got a lot of toys for you to explore,” she promised. Travis felt her hot breath against his neck as she pressed a kiss there.
“Come, follow me,” she said, taking Travis’ hand to lead them through the house. Rather than going down into an actual sex dungeon, Nessa led them upstairs. As they approached a door, Travis could feel his heart beating with excitement. This time when Nessa opened the door, it was closer to what Travis had expected.
It looked like a playroom at one of the parties they’d been to. Different devices scattered across the room, walls decorated in beautiful red with sections of ropes and whips. “I want to put a harness on you,” Nessa told him. “And maybe a collar. How would you feel about that?” she asked, fingers lightly grazing over Travis’ throat.
Every inch of his skin felt sensitive. The excitement bubbled through his whole body, swirling until Travis felt dizzy with it. He leaned in to Nessa’s touch. He was safe in the knowledge that she would be there through it all. From the moment he’d arrived, Nessa had been in charge. That was exactly how Travis wanted it.
“If that’s what you want,” he agreed easily. Nessa raised an eyebrow, making Travis flush. He knew he’d spoken too quickly, that he hadn’t given Nessa’s question enough consideration. He was lucky that she was reminding him with a look, rather than anything stronger.
“I like the idea of a collar,” he elaborated. “And I don’t have an opinion either way about a harness. I don’t dislike the idea. What will it let you do?”
“See you in leather, for one,” Nessa answered easily, her tongue running over her lower lip. “I’m going to strip you now,” she informed Travis, turning so she was standing in front of him. Her fingers were skilled as they pushed his sweater up and off, before focusing on undoing his buttons. It wasn’t long before Nessa was pushing his pants off, too.
Having her kneel in front of him as she undid Travis’ shoes made him swallow hard. Despite how submissive the position should’ve been, nothing about Nessa was submissive. She was in perfect control even as she knelt before Travis. Her eyes traveled up his body now that she’d stripped him down to his tight boxers.
Standing back up, Nessa grinned. “Get on all fours,” she told him.
Travis moaned. Somehow, the red walls seemed to reflect and amplify the sound, making it even louder and more desperate. “Yes, Nessa,” he agreed eagerly. He dropped to his knees, turning to give Nessa a view of his ass as he fell forward onto his hands. The thought that she wanted to see him in leather flushed Travis’ skin with heat. He loved the way she looked in her leather dress. He hoped he’d look just as sexy to her.
“What now?” Travis wasn’t very good at being patient. Not yet. Nessa had said it was something they could work on together. He wiggled his hips, hoping that might encourage Nessa to do whatever it was that was next on her agenda.
She did slap his ass. It was more playful than it was anything else. “Such a needy slut,” she tutted. That, too, made Travis moan. Before meeting Nessa, he hadn’t known he wanted to be called a slut. The way that Nessa said it made pleasure shoot straight to Travis’ cock. He wanted to be a good slut for her! Even if he couldn’t deny that he was a needy one. At least Nessa didn’t seem to mind his neediness.
He watched as she moved, ass looking so perfect in the tight leather that she wore. Nessa’s fingers slid over the different whips and toys on the wall until she located what she wanted. It was a harness, a few straps that would cross over on Travis’ back. Helping him get into it, Nessa fastened the belts.
“You look good,” she praised. Travis looked up at her, like he might see himself in her eyes. It made Nessa laugh. “You’ll get to see how good, I promise,” she assured. Once again, she seemed pretty much able to read his thoughts.
Then Nessa got a collar. It had a ring at the very front. “I’m going to attach a chain to this,” she explained. “And the other end of the chain is going to be attached to your cock.” That made Travis swallow. He nodded eagerly.
Nessa’s fingers were soft as they closed the collar around his neck. Travis’ throat went completely dry at the unexpected intimacy of the moment. He knew enough about BDSM communities to know that collars often indicated ownership and belonging. Even if this was only a temporary kind of ownership, it still warmed Travis all the way through to think that Nessa cared for him enough to want him to belong to her.
His cock was half-hard already, even though all Nessa’s clothes were still on. Travis shivered as Nessa’s cool fingers brushed along his ribs, then down across his stomach to his hip. “Do you want me to be hard for you?” Travis asked. It wouldn’t exactly be a challenge.
She dragged her nails over Travis’ back, the sharpness of them cutting into his skin lightly. It made a soft feeling of pain vibrate through him. “Yes,” Nessa nodded. “I want you hard.” She moved away. Travis almost whined. But he saw her move towards one of the bigger pieces in the room.
It was, he recognized from some of the parties, the St Andrew’s cross. Just seeing Nessa’s hands slide over it made Travis’ breath catch. “Get up and take off your underwear,” Nessa told him. “Then come stand against the cross with your back, facing me,” she instructed.
Those words were enough to bring Travis’ cock to hardness all by themselves. He jumped up, appreciating the way the leather harness hugged his skin as he moved. He could feel the collar with every breath. It wasn’t tight, not enough to restrict his airway. The unfamiliarity kept his awareness on it.
He pushed his boxers down, cock springing free to slap against his stomach. Travis could barely hear the noise of it above the beating of his heart. Nessa smiled at him as he passed her, turning to press his back against the smooth wood of the cross. “Like this?” he asked, his eyes going wide. “Are you going to tie me to it?” Travis really really hoped that the answer was ‘yes’.
“I am,” Nessa confirmed. As she approached him, she ran her hand over Travis’ leg, nails scratching teasingly over it. The sensation made Travis groan. She didn’t even near his cock, instead brushing right past it toward Travis’ stomach. Then Nessa’s hands slid up and over his arms.
When she reached Travis’ wrists, Nessa wrapped her fingers around them, lifting one hand up. She pressed in closer, her body against Travis’. He could feel every bit of the leather, her breasts swelling tightly against his chest. Travis wanted to reach out with his free hand, to brush it over Nessa’s hip. He resisted. She hadn’t told him he could. Travis wanted to do only what Nessa wanted.
He felt Nessa reach for the strap more than he saw it. His focus was so much on her and how she looked, how great she smelled, that it wasn’t until the strap tightened around his wrist that he realized she was tying his hand to the cross.
Nessa smirked when Travis’ eyes widened. “How does that feel?”
Travis had to swallow quickly. “Fuck. It feels amazing.” The leather strap around his wrist, the leather harness across his chest, not to mention Nessa pressing up against him. It was almost too much to take in! And Nessa had barely even touched him. Travis had no idea how he was going to hold himself back when she did.
He glanced down, his hard cock trapped against Nessa’s thigh. Travis groaned. “Are you going to put a cock ring on? To attach the chain to?” Travis rather thought he might need one. But if Nessa wanted him to resist the urge to orgasm by himself, he’d try that. He’d give it his all.
She gave a small hum in response. “Yes,” Nessa confirmed. And yet she didn’t make any movement toward proceeding to do that. Instead, her nails slid over Travis’ stomach and over to his other arm. “First, I’m going to restrain you,” she told him. Like she had with his left arm, Nessa moved her fingers down his right until she reached the wrist, lifting it up and pressing it against the cross.
With a leather strap, just like the one on the other arm of the cross, Nessa restrained Travis’ hand. He pulled against the restraint to test it, groaning softly when it wouldn’t give. Nessa smirked. Her hands moved back to Travis’ chest and then slid lower.
She pulled back, to a small whine from Travis, but only enough to get back down to her knees in front of him. Her lips were so close to his cock. Nessa ignored it completely. Instead, she reached for the straps to fasten his ankles to the cross, too.
A thrill raced up Travis’ spine, giving off a shower of pleasurable sparks. He loved how helpless he was. He could barely move. He certainly couldn’t get a hand down to his cock. Nor could he reach for Nessa. Travis supposed some men would be frustrated. He only felt good. The tantalizing promise of what Nessa might do with him - or do to him - hovered there, waiting to be discovered.
Nessa could do anything she wanted. Travis wouldn’t be able to stop her. He didn’t want to stop her. He pushed his ankle against the restraint, groaning when he couldn’t move them an inch. “Fuck, Nessa,” he moaned. He knew that she was going to chain his collar to his cock, but he had no idea what would come next.
“Are you going to leave me here?” Travis almost wished that she would. On the other hand, she could stay and touch herself, tease Travis with how much he couldn’t help her. “I’ll do anything you want,” he promised. “Even if that’s doing nothing.”
That made Nessa laugh. She was still knelt before him, looking up at Travis. Seeing her like this made his cock impossibly hard. She was so close to his cock, yet Nessa was ignoring it completely.
“I’m not going to leave you here,” she told him. “Not today,” Nessa smirked. The idea that another time she might do earned her a groan from Travis. He watched her reach for a cockring and a chain. Finally, her fingers did brush over Travis’ cock. His hips bucked, pushing forward keenly to get more of her touch.
Nessa tutted, one of her hands pressing against Travis’ hip and pushing him back against the cross. “Stay still,” she instructed before moving the cock ring down his dick. It fit perfectly around the base of his cock. It felt tight. Travis was almost glad for it, it’d let him last longer.
When Nessa rose, she was holding the chain attached to the cock ring. She tugged against it playfully, grinning when Travis whined. “Such a good boy, you are,” Nessa praised. “Such a good plaything.”
Fuck, everything about Nessa made Travis feel hot all over. He wanted to be her toy, something she would use exactly how she pleased. “Yes,” he agreed, nodding eagerly. “Yes, Nessa. A good plaything for you. Only for you.” None of Travis’ previous partners had ever made him feel the way that Nessa did. It was intoxicating! Travis couldn’t get enough.
Nessa trailed her hand over Travis’ stomach, dragging the cool metal against his skin. The feel of it made Travis’ cock throb. They’d played with leather before. This was the first time Nessa was introducing an actual chain. It felt so much more solid.
He tried to watch as Nessa’s fingers inched higher. She tutted, using her free hand to push his chin up and back. He heard and felt her lock the chain into the loop fitted to his collar. The chain rested against his skin from his throat all the way down to his crotch, every movement reminding him that it was there.
Travis wanted to buck his hips forward. He resisted. Nessa had told him to stay still. That was exactly what he was going to do.
But the way her fingernails scratched over his stomach did little to stop Travis from wanting to buck forward. He bit his lower lip with a groan. Nessa’s teasing touch felt so good! It was all still so... pleasant. Travis knew he wanted more. He didn’t know how to voice the wishes in his head.
As it happened, Travis didn’t have to worry. Nessa knew exactly what he wanted. When she stepped back, it was to retrieve a riding crop. Travis’ mouth watered just seeing her with it. Her leather dress hugged her so tightly. The crop looked amazing in her hands. She tapped it lightly against her palm, smirking at Travis.
“You told me you wanted to see how good pain could feel,” she said. Travis had told her that when discussing different kinks he wanted to try. “This will break your skin,” she warned. “But it will also feel amazing.” They’d talked about that, too. Right at this moment? Travis wanted to feel amazing.
When the first blow of the crop came, it landed against his upper thigh. The pain stung sharply through him, meeting that feeling of arousal right at Travis’ core.
His mouth dropped open, but no sound came out. Travis’ chest heaved under the leather straps. That was only the first blow! It wasn’t as hard as Nessa could hit. It hadn’t even broken skin, like she’d warned him it would. The pain flared bright and hot for a moment, then ebbed. Travis could still feel the sting. It was no longer all-consuming.
Nessa swayed back on her heels. The weight of her gaze settled against Travis’ skin. She was looking at the patch of reddened skin, smiling like it was the best thing she’d ever seen. It took Travis several deep breaths to realize that she was waiting.
“It does,” he blurted, words tumbling over themselves. “It does feel amazing. Please, Nessa. Do it again.” Travis wanted to know how it would feel when Nessa hit him harder.
When the next blow landed - across his other thigh this time - it was exactly as hard as the first one had been. Nessa was working her way up, building the anticipation inside Travis. His cock twitched against its metal restraint. He tilted his head back, whining when it made the chain tug.
The next time the crop landed against Travis’ skin it was higher up, the tip licking over his hip. It definitely felt sharper. He cried out, body thrashing against the restraints. The pain subsided quickly, but it was followed by another hit. It was as sharp, the very tip of the crop cutting the soft skin of Travis’ side.
He couldn’t help but buck forward this time. The chain tugged harder against him, reminding him of its tightness around his cock.
He could feel the blood that rushed to the cut, feel the pressure it created from the inside. The pain took his breath away. Every place the whip had landed seemed to throb with the same sensation. And the feelings all raced up Travis’ body to his cock. He tugged at the restraints around his wrists, needing to give himself the smallest measure of release.
Knowing that he couldn’t move made Travis shudder. Before he could find the words to beg for more, he saw Nessa lift the crop. It swept through the air, cracking against Travis’ skin with a blunt thwack. He howled, every nerve-ending exploding with fire and ice.
He pushed his hips forward. It was the only thing he could do. As the urgency of the pain ebbed, Travis’ mind became quiet. Thoughts moved more slowly. Eventually, his breath returned. “You’re so gorgeous, Nessa,” he informed her. It was important that she know.
“Oh, I know,” she assured him. Travis swallowed.
The confidence poured off her. He loved how Nessa always knew what she wanted and what she had planned. When the crop cut across his skin again, Travis cried out loudly. It hurt! But the pain felt so good. It spread through him like fire, reaching every fingertip, every tiniest bit of his skin.
He could feel his heart racing in his chest. His cock was so hard. It took Travis a moment to realize that Nessa had moved away, set the crop down. She smirked at him when she noticed him looking. Her fingers moved to the zipper of her dress. She pulled it down slowly, like she was performing for him. Her hips swayed as Nessa lowered the material.
Her beautiful, huge breasts were first to spill out, nipples hard and rosy. The dress slid down over her hips, showing Travis that Nessa wasn’t wearing any panties either. When the dress hit the floor, she was left in nothing but a pair of high black heels.
Travis’ knees quaked from the desire to drop to the floor at her feet. For just an instant, he felt angry with the cross for keeping him upright. Nessa was a queen! She deserved to be worshipped. Travis had no right to stand, not when she looked as amazing as she did. Luckily, he remembered that it was Nessa’s wish that he remain strapped to the St Andrew’s Cross. It was for him, too, but Nessa wouldn’t have done it if she didn’t want to. Nessa never did anything she didn’t want.
Licking his lips to wet them, Travis tried to find words to express how much he admired that. How much he admired everything about Nessa. “Fuck,” he groaned. “You look even better, I think. I love the leather, but I love you naked even more.” Nessa’s breasts were so fucking perfect. Travis wanted to put his mouth on them. “I can make you feel good,” he promised. “If you just come close enough, I’ll make you moan so loudly, Nessa.”
“Oh, you will,” Nessa agreed. “I’m going to fuck myself against you, use you just like how you’re intended to be used.” The words spread a heat through Travis’ body, his cock throbbing with both want and need. Nessa didn’t rush, though. Of course not. Instead, she moved slowly closer. Her hands stroked over Travis’ sides. When she turned around, it was to press her back against his chest.
Her hips and ass were close but not so close that they brushed Travis’ cock. He had to ball his fists up in an attempt to gain some control and stop himself from pushing forward. The reward came almost instantly. Nessa pressed her ass against him, his cock getting some much-needed pressure.
Nessa’s skin was smooth and warm. She rocked her ass against his cock, never as fast or as hard as Travis wanted. Nessa moved at her own pace, as it was only right that she should. “Yes!” Travis cried eagerly. “Use me, Nessa. Please. Use me to make yourself feel good.” With every movement, Travis could feel the heat between Nessa’s legs. She teased him with it, shifting so that the head of Travis’ cock almost pressed against her pussy before pulling away.
Travis’ every muscle felt taut, ready to spring into action the moment that Nessa said he could. He wanted to buck his hips, to bury his cock in her tight, wet pussy. He bit down on his lower lip to keep himself in check. It would be Nessa’s decision when she was ready for him. She would move against him however she wanted.
Sweat beaded down Travis’ spine. The wait seemed to go on forever. “Do you want me to beg?” Travis asked, his voice hoarse. “I will. I’ll beg so nicely for you, Nessa.”
She glanced over her shoulder, tongue darting over her lips. “No,” Nessa shook her head. “I know you would beg well, but it doesn’t matter. I know what I want to do and I’m going to do that whether you ask for it or not.” And that too was so hot! Just knowing that it didn’t matter, that he was hers to do with as she pleased.
Travis groaned loudly as she leaned more against him, the tip of his cock pressing against her opening. “I’m going to fuck myself on your cock. If you come I will punish you,” Nessa informed Travis seriously before finally, finally, pushing back and taking his cock into her glorious heat.
She was like velvet surrounding him, consuming Travis completely. He could think of nothing but Nessa. Her body rocked so beautifully, her ass grinding against Travis’ hips as she took his cock deep. Travis burned to wrap his arms around her, hold her tight and let his fingers press into her soft skin. Not being able to, not being allowed to, made the pleasure so much more intense.
“Nessa!” Travis cried out. She fucked herself on his stiff cock. Travis could hear the sounds they made. His dick drove into her wet center, making Travis grit his teeth to keep from coming on the spot. He wanted to last. He wanted Nessa to use him, just like she’d said. He wanted his cock to serve her for as long as she wanted.
The pressure of the ring around his cock helped. It was tight and seemed to get tighter as Nessa’s muscles contracted around him. “I won’t come,” Travis promised. Perhaps saying it out loud would make it true. “I won’t, Nessa. Not until you want me to.”
It was a difficult promise to keep. Especially when Nessa bent over. Travis wanted to run his hands over her back, to hold her hips as he fucked her. Instead, she fucked herself against him, harder and harder. It made Travis groan loudly. Nessa’s moans joined in. Her legs and ass slammed harder and harder against him.
Travis felt that he was just what she’d told him he’d be - a plaything. It felt good to be used like this, to have Nessa take her pleasure as she fucked herself hard against him. “Fuck, yes!” Nessa cried. Travis felt the way her tight pussy muscles squeezed around him. “Yes! Fuck, your cock’s so good, I’m going to come, I’m going to fuck myself so hard I come.”
Her moans increased. So did the speed at which Nessa moved. Faster and faster, until the cross behind Travis shook so hard he thought it might collapse. It didn’t, instead letting Nessa fuck herself on his as hard as she wanted.
He felt her come, muscles so tight and her moans almost impossibly loud. “Yes!” Nessa screamed. She pressed back so hard, taking all of Travis inside her.
He wanted to come so much! But she’d said no. Travis worried he might anyway. Luckily, Nessa pulled back just before he could. Instead, she turned around, dropping to her knees in front of him. “I want you to come in my mouth,” she told him. Before Travis even had a chance to think about what she’d just said, Nessa’s lips were already parted, taking his cock inside.
He groaned. The tight suction of Nessa’s mouth made the ring around the base of his cock feel painfully tight. Travis tried to tip his head back, the chain striking against his chest and jerking the ring around his dick. Nessa’s nails scratched over his thighs. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt, but the sensation swirled through Travis to join the pleasure that raced up his spine.
When Nessa’s fingers stroked over where the crop had drawn blood, Travis roared. Pain and pleasure mixed together until he could hardly tell where one ended and the other began. All he could do was feel. Pain, pleasure, the desperate ache in his balls.
The leather ring around his cock felt so tight. “Fuck, Nessa, I don’t know if I can.”
She pulled back, lips so wet and red from sucking his cock. Travis desperately wanted to come. “Wait until you’re back in my mouth,” Nessa instructed. And then she reached to release the cock ring. It sent all of Travis’ blood rushing into his cock. He groaned so loudly it echoed around them. Nessa, thankfully, didn’t hesitate before welcoming him back into her wet, hot heat, tongue swirling around the tip of Travis’ cock.
It was all it took for Travis’ orgasm to carry him away. His vision whited out as he came, emptying himself into Nessa’s eager mouth. Her hands gently cradled his balls, making Travis shudder as pleasure poured through him, seemingly without end. He could have sworn that it lasted forever. As Nessa milked the last drops of cum from the head of Travis’ dick, all he could do was sag against the cross, grateful for the restraints that kept him upright.
He moaned softly, blinking his vision back into focus. Nessa looked amazing. Her lips were red, her cheeks flushed and her chest heaving as she looked up at him. Travis went to reach out for her, only to remember that his hands were still tied. “God. That was the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had,” he breathed. “Did you enjoy it? Did I do well?” He wanted Nessa’s praise, wanted to know she’d been happy with using him.
Nessa’s tongue licked over her lips, gathering up every last drop before she stood up. “You did very well,” she answered. Travis appreciated that Nessa complimented him, that she told him he did a good job for her. She brushed a soft hand over his stomach. “You’re a very good plaything,” she added, making pride pool low in Travis’ gut.
He watched as Nessa moved to open a drawer, his eyes widening when he saw her getting out a cream and some--“It’s antiseptic,” Nessa explained. “For the cuts.” The way she seemed to have thought of everything made Travis feel safe, even with his hands and feet still tied to the cross.
As Nessa’s caring hands went to apply the soothing cream, Travis relaxed. His mind drifted. It was so easy to hand himself over to Nessa’s care.
“Do you want me to untie you or do you want me to leave you like this for a while?” she asked once she was finished.
It seemed to take a moment for the words to filter through the pleasant haze that filled Travis’ mind. He hadn’t even considered that staying tied to the cross was an option! He parted his lips, about to say that Nessa should do whatever she wished, but he caught himself.
Nessa had asked him. That meant she wanted to hear his opinion. This wasn’t about her demands or her needs but what he wanted. Travis knew that he needed to be honest.
“I like the idea of staying here,” he said, bringing each word forth slowly and carefully. “But I wouldn’t want you to leave.” The thought of not being close to Nessa right now was alarming.
She brought one of her hands up, stroking over Travis’ cheek softly. “I won’t leave,” Nessa promised. “I’ll leave you tied up for a little longer and you can watch me set up the things for what we’re going to do next.” That piqued Travis’ interest, his eyes widening. There was such a pleasant soreness in his muscles. But Travis was definitely interested in what Nessa would do next.
After such an intense orgasm, it was nice to just be left to relax against the restraints. And in his post-orgasmic bliss, Travis watched as Nessa moved across the room, her naked body so fucking hot. Whatever she did to him next, Travis was sure he’d love it.




Pleasing Her

Petra and Ryder never spent their wedding anniversary in the same place twice. Last year, Ryder had organized a romantic weekend in Paris, complete with gourmet chocolates and lashings of Champagne. The year before, they’d gone on an adventure weekend in Colorado.
This year, it was Petra’s turn to plan something. Unusually, she’d kept it a total secret. That just made Ryder all the more eager to find out where they were going.
He pulled into the parking lot of what looked like a perfectly normal apartment building. “This is it?” he asked. He knew better than to be disappointed. Appearances could be deceptive, and he could feel the energy buzzing off his wife as he parked.
Petra led the way, with Ryder following eagerly behind her, glancing around for any clues as to what the surprise might be.
He didn’t get any. Not until Petra unlocked the door to the penthouse. Inside, it immediately became clear this was no normal apartment. Instead of a big-screen TV and couches to lounge on, the first room was furnished with a sturdy-looking four-poster bed. Around the walls were various whips and paddles, most of which Ryder recognized as things they’d used before.
Most intriguingly, there was a hook embedded in the low-ceiling from which a rope could be stretched. On the wall next to it were painted letters reading, ‘Yes, mistress’.
Ryder had to laugh, even as arousal curled low in the pit of his stomach. “It’s the most modern BDSM dungeon I’ve ever seen, love,” he teased. “Are you going to tie me up?” Oh, Ryder hoped that she was.
Turning around to give Ryder a wide smile, Petra hummed. “Only if you ask me very nicely,” she teased. Ryder doubted he’d even need to ask. They were both very much into the bondage element of BDSM. Over the years they’d been married, Petra had become exceptional at doing the knots and twists just right.
Petra walked past the bed, her hand running over the different whips and handcuffs as she went. She stopped at a cupboard, opening its doors to reveal a selection of different sex toys, ranging from butt plugs to strapons to anal beads. The choices made Ryder swallow. Petra shot a grin his way.
“Like what you see?” she teased.
Ryder really, really did! “Yes, Petra,” he confirmed. “This is amazing.” Ryder had sort of known that places like this existed, but he’d assumed they would be a lot more oppressive-feeling.
This penthouse was light and bright, with floor-to-ceiling windows. It suited them exactly, far more than any more themed dungeon could have done.
Swallowing, Ryder crossed to where Petra was examining the toys. His tongue darted out over his lips, anticipation building to a crescendo.
“What do you want to start with?” he asked, sliding one hand over Petra’s hip.
He could tell that she had to think about it. Ryder could hardly blame Petra. There were so many choices! Finally, her fingers slid over to the anal beads.
“It’s been a long time since we've played with these,” she commented. “I think I’d like to fill you up, then perhaps string you up.” There was a smirk playing on Petra’s lips. “Do you think you’d like that? It is, after all, your anniversary, too.” While that was definitely true, Petra knew exactly what got Ryder off. Usually, it was whatever she wanted.
And this time was no exception. The thought of stretching up to a rope fastened in the ceiling, with the beads filling him up, was enough to make Ryder’s heart pound against his ribs.
He let Petra turn around in his hands, leaning in to press a kiss against the sensitive spot under her jaw. “That sounds perfect,” he agreed. His fingers brushed over Petra’s breasts, feeling the satin-soft material that covered them. “Do you want me to undress?” he asked. He would be only too happy to put on a show for Petra, if that was what she wanted.
Petra hummed, turning to slide a hand over Ryder’s chest. “No, I think I’d rather undress you myself,” she told him. Ryder grinned. He was not going to object to whatever Petra wanted, including stripping him. She always paid such good attention to him that Ryder enjoyed the times she chose to strip him for herself very much.
Especially, when it meant Petra dropping down on her knees in front of him!
Ryder’s eyes widened as he glanced down at Petra. She looked so beautiful. It wasn’t often that he got her on her knees for him. Petra’s fingers reached to undo the shoelaces on Ryder’s shoes. She slipped them off easily. The socks were quick to follow and Ryder wiggled his toes, making Petra laugh.
Her hands then moved up his legs, back straightening as she got higher. Ryder could feel the heat of her touch through the material of his pants.
He groaned, his fingers flexing at his sides. He wanted to feel Petra’s soft skin so badly, but lifting his hands might get in the way of her undressing him. And Ryder also wanted to be good for Petra. As much fun as punishment could be, he preferred rewards. Especially on a special weekend celebrating their anniversary.
As Petra’s hands brushed over his thighs, Ryder’s muscles tensed. Her fingers grazed lightly over the bulge his cock made in his pants, earning a low growl from Ryder. He watched, wide-eyed, as Petra’s quick, clever fingers manipulated the button and then dragged down the zipper.
Swaying his hips, Ryder helped shimmy his pants down his legs, leaving him in his shirt and boxers.
Petra leaned in, pressing a hot kiss against one of Ryder’s legs. It made him groan, wanting that mouth to move closer, to feel the heat of it against his cock. But Ryder didn’t insist. Petra would get there in her own time, she’d decide how fast or how slow she wanted them to move forward.
With one more hot kiss, Petra moved back. She stood up, her fingers sliding over the buttons at the bottom of Ryder’s shirt. Taking her time, Petra slid each carefully through the buttonhole. Finally, Ryder’s shirt fell open. Petra’s hands slipped under the material, outlining the muscles on his chest.
The softness of her touch sent a thrill down Ryder’s spine. Almost as if she knew, Petra leaned in to press a kiss against his lips.
“Help me out of my dress and then I’ll see about getting you out of those boxers,” Petra instructed.
Ryder was only too happy to follow that particular order. Carefully, he brushed Petra’s hair forwards, so that it tumbled over her shoulders instead of falling down her back. “You look beautiful,” he breathed as he stepped around Petra to stand behind her.
He dragged the zipper down slowly, revealing inch after inch of Petra’s tanned skin. He groaned when he reached the curve of her ass, revealing skimpy lace panties. “Fuck, you’re so hot.”
Slowly, Ryder eased the dress the rest of the way off, holding it steady while Petra lifted her feet out of it. There was little ‘normal’ furniture in the room to hang it from, so Ryder knelt to fold it into one corner of the floor.
Taking advantage of being on his knees, he crawled back towards Petra. Looking up, he licked his lips, loving the way her bra and panties looked from this angle. “Just your dress?” he asked, a hopeful note in his voice.
“Just my dress,” she repeated. “For now.” That promise came with Petra’s hand in Ryder’s hair, tugging just enough to make him moan. “Stand up again,” she told him. When Ryder obeyed, Petra reached for his boxers. She was faster at getting those off, discarding them to one side much more carelessly than he had done with her dress.
Ryder’s hard cock stood to attention, but he didn’t get any. Instead, Petra ran her hand over his side and then to Ryder’s ass, giving it a squeeze. “Let’s try these ropes then, hmm?” she said, walking over to get the rope and loop it through the hook in the ceiling. Ryder’s mouth watered just at the sight of it.
“Hold out your hands,” Petra instructed.
Obediently, Ryder did. He crossed his arms at the wrist, letting Petra wind the rope around them. Just watching her work was enough to make Ryder’s breath come faster. She looked so competent and sexy, so completely in control. The way she knew exactly how to knot the ropes, without looking at any kind of guide, made Ryder feel safe.
At the urging of her hands, Ryder lifted his arms, letting the ropes bind and support him. The movement stretched his arms over his head, his back arching slightly to stick his ass out. He parted his legs, anticipation sweeping through his body, making him feel so much more sensitive.
“Fuck, yeah, this feels good,” he moaned.
“And we’re only getting started,” Petra hummed. She tugged against the rope, making Ryder’s arms raise up higher. It didn’t hurt his shoulders but he definitely felt the pull. He tested it and no, there was no give at all. Already, he was completely under Petra’s control, whatever she chose for him. And as she said, they were only getting started.
A sharp ‘ahh’ fell from Ryder’s lips as Petra slid a hand over his chest, her nails scratching over the skin there. “Legs further apart,” she instructed. Ryder obeyed instantly. When she dropped down on her knees once more, Ryder whined. He wanted to thrust forward, to get some friction for his rock hard cock. But it wouldn’t be what Petra wanted, so instead, Ryder bit his lower lip, stopping himself.
Petra got more of the rope, looping it around Ryder’s ankles. It was looser than his hands had been, giving him some movement. But not a lot. She brought a rope to connect the two, effectively making him bend forward.
Finally, satisfied with her work, Petra stood up to admire it and admire him. Ryder’s skin felt like it was on fire, arousal cruising through every part of him.
“You look so good,” Petra hummed. “How does it feel? Being so much under my control? I can do anything I want with you now...” Her hand traveled over Ryder’s back and to his ass before Petra gave it a light slap.
He groaned, curling his toes against the bare floor. “It feels… intense,” he answered. “In a good way. God, Petra. I’m so hard knowing you can do anything you want. But I feel safe, too.” Ryder always felt safe when he was with Petra. She might hurt him, but only in ways that Ryder had enthusiastically consented to.
Her fingers explored the curve of Ryder’s ass, pausing to give the meat of his thigh a hard pinch. Ryder yelped, the pain flowing straight to his cock. “Ah, fuck, yes,” he panted. “More, Petra. Please.” He was perfectly willing to beg. But he also knew that Petra would do what she wanted, giving him what she decided that he deserved.
Luckily for Ryder, Petra was always a very kind domme. It was, after all, why he’d married her. He loved how she always ensured they both had fun. Not one to disappoint, Petra smacked Ryder’s ass again, harder this time. The pain wasn’t very sharp but it was such a good beginning. Ryder’s dick bounced eagerly, so keen to get more.
Petra didn’t deliver straight away. Instead, she walked over to the wall where all the different accessories were. “What do you fancy, sweetheart?” she asked, fingers brushing over the handles of the different whips and paddles. “What would best satisfy your cravings?”
Ryder had to crane his neck to see all the different options. They were all things Petra had used before. And Ryder enjoyed each and every one of them. But he did have moods where he preferred one thing to another. And so did Petra. He licked his lips, tempted to tell his wife that she could pick whatever she liked.
But she’d asked him a question. That meant she expected an answer. Not giving one would only get Ryder punished. “You know I love a crop,” he answered, voice slightly hoarse already. He loved the way a crop allowed Petra to choose exactly where to hit him.
“Mmm, I do,” Petra agreed, her hand sliding over the handles until she reached the section dedicated to riding crops. There was a lot more variety than Ryder had even known existed. But Petra seemed so confident as she browsed her options. Finally, Petra selected one of the crops.
She teased the tip against Ryder’s back, sending a shiver running across his spine. As the crop slid lower, Petra ran it over the outline of Ryder’s ass. “Your skin’s so soft and unspoiled. I best make sure you remember how well we celebrated our anniversary for days yet to come,” she hummed.
“Fuck, yes,” Ryder cried. “I want that. I want you to mark me however you choose.” He knew from past experience just how long he could expect to remember Petra’s treatment for. He twisted as much as the ropes would allow, trying to focus on the as-yet-clear skin. Even if he couldn’t watch Petra put her marks on him, he would be able to see them later.
Turning to face the wall, Ryder ran his fingers over the rough ropes that bound him. He’d wear Petra’s marks on his wrists and ankles, too, though not for as long. Petra was always careful not to leave marks where Ryder couldn’t hide them.
Ryder closed his eyes, choosing to focus on listening and feeling. He wanted to be surprised when the first hit landed.
And Petra delivered! From the soft caressing of the riding crop, she quickly changed to a sharp blow against Ryder’s ass. The sting of it spread through his whole body, awakening every nerve-ending. Petra brought the crop down again, crisscrossing where the first blow had landed. It would, no doubt, leave streaks of red against Ryder’s ass.
He whined loudly as yet another blow came, this one lower, brushing the back of his thighs. Petra reached out to brush her hand over the sensitive skin, making Ryder groan.
“Is that good?” she asked. Ryder was certain that Petra already knew the answer. “Tell me, I want to hear you say how much you love me causing you pain.”
Ryder groaned. The mix between the pain of Petra’s blows, the rough rubbing of the rope, and the ache in his cock made it hard to remember how to speak. But Petra had asked him to, so Ryder would. He pulled in a steadying breath, eyes blinking open. “Yes, Petra,” he muttered. “Yeah, it feels so good.”
Pain raced over his skin like fire, heating Ryder’s body from the outside. “I love it. I love how it takes all of my attention when you hit me.” In the moment of impact, the rest of the world fell away completely, leaving nothing but the two of them.
Ryder rocked, his cock slapping against his stomach. His thighs trembled as he held his legs parted, eager for Petra to touch him more. “You’re so in control. And it’s fucking sexy.”
“I am,” Petra agreed. She ran the tip of the riding crop over Ryder’s back, softly but at the same time firmly enough for Ryder to feel it. He let the ropes hold him, enjoying how they took his weight. Hanging there, he felt even more under Petra’s every whim. That was thrilling, too.
She hit him again, the crop licking sharply across Ryder’s back. He cried out, but it was quickly replaced with a moan when the crop slid lower. “Give in to it,” Petra urged. Ryder did his best to relax, to focus only on the pain and how amazing it felt. Petra’s hand brushed over his skin once more before the crop followed, sharply contrasting the way her soft touch felt.
When Ryder couldn’t even think anymore, when all he was was pain and pleasure, Petra stopped, lowering the crop.
A low moan left Ryder’s lips. He didn’t know whether he wanted Petra to stop or to keep going. Luckily, it didn’t matter which he wanted. Ryder could rely on Petra to make that decision. He didn’t have to worry or even, really, think.
He swayed on his feet, loving how it made his shoulders ache as the ropes kept him bent over. He felt so exposed like this, so vulnerable. Petra’s hand slid over Ryder’s ass. It only served to draw more attention to his position.
“Are you going to fill me up?” he asked, so eager for that sensation to be added to what he was already feeling.
“Yes, I think I will,” Petra hummed, giving Ryder’s ass a smack. He groaned at the sensation, especially since it stung against the marks she’d already left there. Petra retreated, making Ryder whine again. “Shh, I’m only getting different things,” she told him, with a tone of amusement in her voice.
Ryder turned as much as he could so he’d be able to watch her. Petra set the riding crop down, walking behind Ryder, presumably to the cupboard of toys they’d admired earlier. Ryder’s breath caught with excitement. And then once more when Petra returned, her fingers sliding between Ryder’s ass cheeks, teasing the puckered hole there.
He heard the snap of the lube bottle before he felt the coldness of the gel, moaning at the difference in sensation.
Ryder whined, so ready for the feeling of Petra’s finger pushing inside him. But she didn’t give it to him. Not straight away. Ryder arched his back, spreading his legs wider, trying to tempt Petra into fucking him on her fingers.
Instead, she teased him, spreading the lube across his hole with feather-light strokes. Shivers spread across Ryder’s body, his knuckles going white as he tightened his grip on the robes that held him.
Finally, finally, he felt Petra’s fingertip inch inside him. His muscles tensed. Ryder consciously relaxed them, pushing against the feeling to let Petra slide deeper. Her finger was so familiar. There was a level of comfort and security in letting her get him ready like this.
And yet excitement thrummed under it. Because after preparing him, Petra was going to fill him with the beads they’d seen!
Her finger moved in and out of Ryder, slowly and steadily. He almost begged for more. Before Ryder could, Petra pulled away. He whined at that, wanting her finger back. Petra didn’t leave him waiting for long.
When she returned, the touch was that of round silicone, the smallest of beads pressing against Ryder’s asshole. He whimpered as the round ball pushed past his tight muscles.
“Good boy,” Petra praised. “Now another,” she said before Ryder could feel the bead. It was bigger but not by much. It slid inside him easily. And so did the third ball. The fourth one felt larger. Petra gave a soft moan when it resisted easily sliding in. “Naughty,” she tutted. “Perhaps you need some training,” she hummed and then pulled the third ball back out.
“Ahhh!” Ryder moaned. The sensation raced through his whole body, making his toes curl against the floor and his fingers tighten their grip against the rope. “Oh, God, Petra,” he babbled. “That feels - “ It was hard to put into words exactly how it did feel.
It was good. But it was also intense. A lot more so than just Petra’s finger fucking in and out of him. Ryder’s thighs trembled as he pushed his ass out. Anticipation coiled in the pit of his stomach, waiting to see what Petra would do.
She pulled the second ball out, making Ryder’s hole tighten around the last remaining bead. He whined, the sound echoing off the white walls. “Ohh,” he groaned. “Please. Push them back in.”
“Yes,” Petra agreed. She was enjoying just how much this was doing for Ryder. The second bead returned and then the third joined it, sliding in even easier this time. When Petra pushed the fourth bead against Ryder’s hole now, it did slide in, with some resistance, stretching Ryder’s muscles around it and making him groan.
Petra patted Ryder’s ass. “Good, good,” she praised, making him feel proud of being able to take all four beads. But then Ryder felt the fifth press against him! He was sure that, like the fourth, it wouldn’t go in straight away. Instead, just like Petra did before, she pulled the beads out again.
He groaned, his awareness shrinking to the feeling of the beads stretching his hole. His muscles loosened, then tightened against the silicon ‘string’ that kept one bead separated from the next. Pleasure shivered down Ryder’s spine in waves, knocking all the breath out of him.
Just as she’d done before, Petra pushed the balls back in, one by one. “Ohhh, fuck,” Ryder moaned, swaying against the pressure, doing his best to follow her instructions to give in to the feeling.
The fifth bead nudged against his hole, the pressure so steady. Just when Ryder thought Petra would have to give up, he felt the largest of the balls so far slide inside him. His breath caught in his throat. “Petra!” He felt so full. It was almost dizzying.
Her hand patted his ass again, the touch soft but the sharpness of the marks from the crop stinging. It made Ryder give a low ‘ahh’ as he exhaled. “You’re doing so well,” Petra praised. “Going to take the last bead for me, aren’t you?” she asked. All Ryder could do was whine in response. He wanted to, he wanted to be full of the beads and please Petra, but the fifth bead had felt so huge!
“You can take it,” Petra assured, like she could read his mind. Ryder heard her reopen the bottle of lube, heard her smear more of it on the last bead before it pressed against his already full hole. “That’s it, that’s it,” Petra hummed as she pushed the last bead past his tightness. Ryder whined. But his body took the ball in.
Then, when his breathing had almost returned to normal, Petra pulled it back out.
“Ahh!” Ryder gave a startled cry as the sensation shot through him like fire. Even just one ball felt so intense! It was different from anything else Ryder had experienced. As soon as his hole closed around the fifth ball, Ryder missed the fuller feeling he’d had from the sixth.
He groaned, arching his back to present himself to Petra’s attention. “Will you push it back in?” he asked, his voice hoarse. He could feel how tight his throat was. He swallowed, trying to smooth out his tone. “Please?” he added, knowing how much Petra would appreciate him asking nicely.
“It feels so good. So full.”
Petra didn’t immediately do as Ryder had begged. She did stroke his ass cheek, pressing it tighter and making Ryder feel the balls even more. Then, before he had to beg again, Petra returned the last, the biggest of the balls, pushing that inside Ryder carefully. Once he was full again, Petra smacked his ass.
“Good boy! You’ve taken them so well.” Hearing Petra praise him sent a heat through Ryder. Being tied up like this, his ass full of the beads, felt amazing anyway! But to have Petra point out how good he’d been for letting her fill him up so well? It made Ryder’s whole body tingle with desire.
He expected Petra to pull the beads out again. She didn’t. Instead, Petra walked around so she could see Ryder and let him see her. She looked so good, still wearing her underwear. Ryder wanted to reach out and get it off, but his hands were met by the restriction of the ropes.
“I guess, I could reward you for being so good,” Petra hummed. She reached for the clasps of her bra, undoing them and letting her beautiful breasts fall free. Ryder groaned, wanting so badly to touch her but also enjoying how he was restricted and not able to.
Petra grinned at him. Ryder could hardly wait to see what she’d do next. He hadn’t expected her to drop down on her knees in front of him, her hot mouth welcoming Ryder’s dick in.
His hips bucked, pleasure flashing through him like a bolt of lightning. “Fuck, Petra!” he shouted. Her hot, wet tongue stroked over the head of his dick, sending shivers of sensation across every nerve. Biting his lower lip, Ryder held his hips back. He wanted to thrust, to fuck across Petra’s tongue faster and harder. But even more than that, he wanted to keep being good.
Groaning, Ryder let Petra set her own pace. Her lips were so tight around his cock as she bobbed her head slowly down. Ryder met her eyes as she looked up at him through her lashes. Seeing her like that, lips stretched around his shaft, made Ryder’s heart crash against his ribs.
“Can I - please, Petra, can I move?” he asked, straining to hold still. His ass felt so full, his hole squeezing tight around the beads every time Petra’s tongue wiggled against his shaft.
Pulling back, Petra licked the wetness off her lips. She looked like she was giving his question some serious thought. Ryder almost begged for her to just get her mouth back around his cock. But he wanted to know the answer, too! Finally, Petra nodded.
“You may thrust forward as much as the ropes allow,” she told him before her mouth returned to envelop his rock hard dick. Her tongue teased it. Ryder groaned loudly when he finally pushed forward. There wasn’t a lot of room that the ropes allowed him, but it was something.
Petra met his thrusts, her tongue working the underside of his shaft. Pleasure tingled like electricity across Ryder’s skin, striking in the pit of his stomach and making him moan. The sound echoed off the white walls, reminding Ryder that this whole room was designed for exactly this kind of moment.
“Fuck, Petra, you feel amazing,” he breathed. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock as Ryder tried to build a rhythm. Between Petra’s mouth and the ropes, Ryder could just about manage to slam his hips forward and back. He built up speed, fucking Petra’s mouth faster, but still no deeper than the ropes would let him.
Her nails scratched across Ryder’s hips, making him cry out as the pain jolted through him. “Yeah, yeah, fuck,” he chanted. The balls felt heavy in his ass, making Ryder so much more aware of them than he had been when he’d been still.
The pleasure of her mouth and the beads was so immense. The light pressure that Petra applied over the marks she’d left with the crop only edged Ryder closer. And then he felt her hand slide past his hip and to his ass. He whined loudly, sure he knew what she was going to do next and absolutely certain it would take him over that last bit of pleasure.
Petra began to pull the beads out, making every sensation in Ryder’s body so much more. Pleasure rushed through him at such speed that Ryder could barely even breathe. She was careful but not gentle, pulling bead after bead out, letting Ryder’s ass stretch out and then tighten over and over again.
Ryder’s lips parted on a scream, the sound ringing through the room. Pleasure slammed through him so hard that Ryder couldn’t even hope to hold on. His hips jerked once, twice, three times. His orgasm crashed over him. He came into the heat of Petra’s mouth, his cum spilling down over her lips as she pulled away.
“Uhhh,” Ryder moaned, too shattered and blissed-out to form words. His ribs rose and fell, every breath a ragged gasp. His hole felt suddenly empty, and yet still so good.
Ryder had to remind himself to focus on the rest of his body, awareness spreading out slowly until he could feel the aftershocks of his climax tingling in every limb. “Fuck, Petra,” he muttered.
He focused his eyes, his heart giving a lurch in his chest as he watched Petra lick his cum from her lips. She looked so fucking stunning. “Please,” he whined. “I want to make you feel good, too, babe.”
“Oh, but I do,” Petra hummed. But they both knew that wasn’t what Ryder had meant. He wanted to pleasure her, wanted her to feel as good as he did. And then, if Petra wanted him to, once Ryder was hard again, he’d fuck her so well!
He must have spoken it out loud, because Petra grinned. “You can fuck me so well even without being hard,” she promised, her head turning to the cupboard filled with toys. Ryder groaned just at the idea of using those on Petra, making her scream in pleasure. It was, after all, Ryder’s favorite sound.
Standing up, Petra ran her hands over Ryder’s sides on her way to undo the ropes. There were lines against Ryder’s wrists but they weren’t very harsh. Once she had undone all of the ropes, Petra tiptoed to press a kiss against Ryder’s lips.
Then, with his eyes completely focused on her, Petra walked over to the bed, lying down against the pillows as she smirked at Ryder.
“Pick what you’d like to use and then you may take off my panties.”
Being given a choice was always exciting! Ryder crossed eagerly to the cupboard, feeling the ache in his muscles from how hard he had climaxed. He scanned the options, lifting a hand to brush across the various strap-ons and vibrators. He knew what Petra liked, which meant that choosing something which would please her was relatively simple.
Picking the best possible option was a lot harder. There were so many different things, all of which would bring Petra pleasure. But which one was she most in the mood for right now? That was trickier.
But Petra trusted Ryder to pick something. That thought made his heart swell, pleasure trickling through him. Ryder moved on instinct, picking out a vibrator about the same size as his cock.
He carried it over to Petra, setting it on the pillow beside her head. “Did I choose well?” he asked, so eager for Petra’s praise. But he didn’t wait for her answer. She had said that he could take off her panties. Ryder’s mouth watered at the thought of getting Petra naked on this big, sturdy bed.
Instead of rushing, Ryder started at Petra’s feet. He pressed kisses against the balls of her feet, then against her ankles, working his way up towards Petra’s knees.
One of Petra’s hands came to brush through Ryder’s hair once she could reach him, his hot kisses plastered against her thighs. “You did very well,” she praised. “But it’s not about what you pick,” Petra teased. “It’s about what you do with it.” Ryder grinned at that, confident that he could do stuff with it.
When his fingers finally reached the material of Petra’s panties, Ryder slid his tongue over it, enjoying just how wet it was already. Knowing that Petra was so hot because she’d made him come felt amazing.
“Go on,” Petra encouraged. “Take them off, taste how much I loved making you come.”
She didn’t need to tell him twice. Ryder’s tongue darted over his lips as he tugged the material down Petra’s hips. He peeled the panties off her, groaning at the sight of her pussy, so wet and so ready for him! He sat back enough that he could slide Petra’s feet through the legs of her panties, tossing the material to the floor.
Carefully, he lifted one of Petra’s legs over his lap, so he was framed between her thighs. With the vibrator still in one hand, he carried on kissing his way up the soft skin. He reached the wet heat between Petra’s legs, pressing his mouth against her and moaning at the taste that exploded over his tongue.
Fuck, he loved knowing that Petra was so turned on by him. He swirled his tongue over her clit, just enough to make her hips buck. He pulled back, licking her wetness off his lips. “Can I use my mouth and the vibrator?” he asked eagerly.
Petra gave a soft moan. “Yes, I think that would be permissible,” she said a little teasingly. Ryder could hardly wait to hear the sort of noises Petra would make once he fucked her with the vibrator and continued to lap over her clit.
Just because he could, Ryder licked a circle around it again, making Petra’s hips buck up so she could fuck herself better against his face. He slid the tip of the vibrator through her wetness, until it was positioned against her opening. Ryder paused, enjoying the small whine that Petra gave, impatiently wanting more.
Of course, he wouldn’t make her wait long. Ryder loved giving Petra exactly what she wanted.
He pressed the vibrator into her, angling it so he could slide it deeply inside her. Petra’s moan echoed in Ryder’s ears. His cock gave an interested twitch, blood already racing south. But he ignored that. For now, his concentration was focused on Petra, on making her cry out for more.
Ryder’s tongue fluttered over her clit, drawing forth more noises that set his heart pounding. He pulled back, thrusting the vibrator into her again, meeting her hips when they lifted to take the toy in even deeper.
Fucking Petra with the toy, Ryder lapped at her pussy, enjoying the wetness that splashed every time he sank the toy inside her. When his patience could last no longer, Ryder’s thumb brushed across the button to make the toy give a pulse of vibration.
“Oooh, fuck!” Petra cried out. Ryder had to push a hand against her hip to keep her down on the mattress. His tongue returned to Petra’s clit, circling it so he could send even more pleasure through her. Moving the vibrator in and out of Petra, Ryder licked harder, enjoying the way her muscles began to tense.
She was close, he knew she was. Ryder wanted to make Petra feel so good. “Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted. “Fuck! Uhhh, Ryder, make me come! I want you to make me come!” she screamed, the sounds echoing around them.
Ryder nudged the vibrator up to a higher setting, its rumble passing through his fingers. He could only imagine how it must feel for Petra. He fucked her steadily, twisting his wrist to make sure the vibrations tingled against every part of her. Ryder saw the muscles in her thighs tense, her hips lifting off the mattress as she tried to match his movements.
His tongue circled tighter and tighter around Petra’s clit. She ground herself onto Ryder’s face, grunts and moans falling from her lips. Ryder flicked his tongue, making Petra cry out. She tangled one hand in his hair, pulling Ryder exactly where she wanted him.
He felt the moment that her climax hit, her whole body going tight under him. Ryder licked her through it, the vibrator fucking her slower but not stopping.
Soft little whimpers rolled through Petra until Ryder finally pulled the vibrator out of her, replacing it with his mouth. His tongue slipped inside her, lapping up the wetness that the vibrator had caused. Ryder took his time, careful not to push Petra too much but still enjoying the small little sounds she made in response to his actions.
When she finally pushed his head away it was to grin down at him. “Are you hard again for me, baby? Ready to fuck me?” Petra asked, one of her hands traveling over her body, fingers teasing her nipple as she watched Ryder.
Ryder ached to follow the path of her fingers with his mouth. He had to blink to remind himself to focus on what Petra was saying as well as what she was doing. Sitting up a little, he let Petra see his cock, which was hardening rapidly at the thought of getting to fuck Petra into the mattress.
If, of course, that was what she wanted. “Yeah,” he muttered. “Yeah, so hard for you, Petra. So ready.” He ran his fingers over his shaft, putting on a little show. He loved the way Petra’s gaze followed his movements, like she was enjoying his touch as much as he enjoyed hers. “How do you want me?” he asked.
She gave a hum, like it was important for her to consider the different options. Finally, she grinned up at Ryder. “I’ll go on top,” she told him. “I want you to see just how much I enjoy riding you.” That sounded excellent! When Petra’s hand came to press against his chest to push him so he’d turn over, Ryder went easily.
The marks she’d left on his back and ass stung as they pressed against the mattress under him. Even more so when Petra moved to straddle Ryder’s hips. Her nails scratched over his chest, leaving red lines there, too, and sending a thrill through Ryder’s body. He groaned at the sensation and then cried out even louder when Petra reached between them to lead his cock to her hot pussy.
“Fuck, you look great,” he moaned. Petra’s breasts bounced as she sank down onto him, her nipples hard and pink, making Ryder ache to touch them. He curved his hands around Petra’s hips, not guiding her but feeling the way she circled against his cock, sending sparks of pleasure through him.
Slowly, he skated his hands upwards, licking his lips as he watched Petra’s body move as she rode him. “Can I play with your breasts, Petra, please?” he begged. He needed to show them some attention. But only if Petra would let him.
“Yes, you can,” she nodded. “Make me feel good,” she added. But that was always Ryder’s plan anyway. He let his hands run up, cupping Petra’s breasts and teasing his fingers over her hard nipples. She began to rock her hips, his cock sliding deeper into her welcome heat. She was so wet, feeling amazing around Ryder’s cock.
Watching her like this felt so good! Ryder let his fingers tug against one of Petra’s nipples. She moaned, a deep sort of sound that rocked through her. Bringing her hands up, Petra’s fingers wrapped around Ryder’s wrists but only lightly, holding on more than they were telling him what to do.
He squeezed one breast, letting her stiff nipple rub against his palm with every roll of Petra’s hips. Leaning in, Ryder lapped his tongue against the tip of Petra’s other nipple, leading it between his lips. He pursed his mouth around it, hollowing his cheeks and sucking hard. Petra’s cry echoed off the wall behind him.
Her pussy felt so good as it squeezed around Ryder’s dick! He bucked his hips up, meeting her as she sank down harder and faster. His free hand traced down Petra’s spine, stopping to grip her ass. He could feel her riding him, every movement sending waves of pleasure over Ryder’s entire body.
He snapped his hips up, unable to help himself. Petra hadn’t told him to stay still. He took full advantage of that, pulling her down against him over and over again.
“Ooh, fuck,” Petra breathed, making Ryder thurst up even more. He met her body, fucking into Petra. Every time he came back down against the mattress, Ryder could feel the marks from the crop cutting across his skin. His ass felt so empty, too. But even the thought of having those beads inside him as Petra fucked him like this felt too much.
He focused on sucking her nipple harder. Petra’s body trembled above his, her cries of pleasure getting louder and louder. She pulled the hand he had on her breast away, pushing it lower.
“Make me come again,” Petra demanded. “I want to come on your cock!”
Without another word, Ryder’s hand slid between Petra’s legs. He groaned as he felt his fingers skate over his shaft where Petra’s pussy met the base of his cock. She was so wet! Ryder’s balls throbbed with the need to come, and yet he held back. He wanted to see Petra fall to pieces on top of him first.
He found her clit easily, letting every movement of her hips rock it against his fingertips. He circled teasingly, loving the sounds that poured from Petra’s lips every time he brushed across the little bundle of nerves. The muscles in his ass and thighs tensed as he drove his cock up into Petra’s heat.
“Yes, yes,” he chanted, punctuating every word with a thrust. “Come for me, Petra, please. I want to feel you. I want to know that I helped.” He leaned back in, grazing his teeth across her nipple, making Petra shudder from the sensation.
“Uhhh,” she moaned deeply, rocking harder against Ryder’s fingers. “Fuck!” Petra screamed as her muscles tightened. Ryder didn’t stop, moving his fingers faster and at the same time pushing himself up to meet Petra more. She fucked him harder and harder, coming down against Ryder’s body so fucking well.
And then, like an explosion, her orgasm rang through her. “Yesss!” Petra screamed. Her pussy tightened so much that Ryder could barely resist letting himself fall over that sweet edge, too. But he wanted to make sure that this was what she wanted, so he kept rubbing her clit until Petra whined, pushing his hand away.
“Fuck,” she breathed, collapsing against Ryder’s chest. “God, baby, that was good,” she told him. But Ryder’s hard cock was still inside her. Petra rocked her hips. “Go on,” she encouraged. “Fuck me however you want.”
Ryder clutched his handful of Petra’s ass, his other hand returning to her breast now that her pussy was too sensitive to take more. She rocked her hips, following the guidance of his hands. Knowing she was letting him decide the pace, helping him to fuck her exactly how he wanted, filled Ryder with wave after wave of gratitude and adoration.
“Fuck, Petra,” he panted. “You’re so fucking perfect. Look so sexy riding my cock like that.” The breast he wasn’t cupping in his hand bounced, driving Ryder nearly crazy with desire. He fucked into her, his ass thudding against the mattress and making the bed shake with the force of his movements.
Finally, Petra put a hand against his chest, bracing herself as she rode him harder and faster than ever. Ryder’s climax hit him like a rocket, shooting from the tips of his fingers to the soles of his feet. He screamed a wordless cry, hips bucking up to bury his cock in Petra’s pussy one last time.
“Yes, yes, yes,” Petra chanted. “Come for me, baby, come on!” she encouraged. Petra’s breathing was so harsh. Ryder cried out as she leaned down to kiss him. Their tongues met in a passionate dance before both were finally spent.
Petra rolled off Ryder, draping one leg over his as she pressed into him. “Well, fuck,” Petra sighed happily. “We’re off to a good start, don’t you think,” she teased. And of course, Petra was right. They had the whole night in the suite. They’d barely gotten started! So many more things there to explore.
Ryder shivered at the thought of what else Petra could do to him before she was through. He wanted it. He wanted all of it, just like he always wanted what Petra had to offer.
And right now, Petra was offering a warm body for Ryder to snuggle into. He wrapped his arm around her waist, brushing his lips lightly against his shoulder. “Yeah,” he agreed, grinning against Petra’s skin. “There’s another vibrator in the cupboard if you wanted to use one on me.”
And oh, Ryder hoped that she would! But whatever Petra did would be perfect. Just like her decision to spend their anniversary in a fancy BDSM apartment!




Lady’s Choice

To say that Bas was nervous would be to say nothing at all. The feeling mixed together with excitement low in his stomach. Bas could hear his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn’t believe he was doing this, yet his cock was so hard he could hardly wait.
He’d met Fiona online about a week ago. At first, their chat had been pretty PG. It had quickly escalated once they’d both realized that they shared a common interest - Bas loved being dominated by a woman and Fiona enjoyed taking that role. And once they’d started talking about their fantasies... well.
This was how Bas ended up handcuffed to his bed, his eyes blindfolded. Fiona was going to come over. And she was going to do whatever she wanted to him. That had been their agreement. Bas had left his door unlocked, giving her the address. Now all he could do was wait.
He had no idea if she was late. The blindfold and the excitement equally warped his sense of time. All Bas knew was that his cock was so hard, bouncing against his stomach every time he shifted on the bed.
Finally, he heard the door open and then softly shut. He heard Fiona’s shoes click against the floor as she walked up to his bedroom. Bas had given her instructions about how to get there. The anticipation built in his stomach. Having left the bedroom door open, Bas didn’t even know when she got there, when she would first see him like this.
It was all so fucking thrilling.
With his eyes blindfolded, his other senses had gone into overdrive. He heard Fiona’s breath catch. Or maybe he just imagined that he heard it because he wanted to so badly. It could easily have been the wind outside, or the building settling. It was surprisingly hard to know what different sounds actually meant. Bas could only guess.
But he couldn’t mistake the sound of stiletto heels against his wooden floor. Fiona was in the room! Coming closer. There was a muffled thump that Bas couldn’t identify.
Why didn’t she say anything? Bas’ body was a mass of pleasurable pins and needles as he waited to feel something.
Finally, he could smell something - perfume. And then four sharp nails raked down Bas’ bare chest.
“I see somebody left me a present,” Fiona purred. Her voice was so sexy! “And they even unwrapped it for me.” A single nail traced over Bas’ taut stomach, circling his balls and then continuing up the shaft of his cock.
“Fuck,” he breathed. “Yeah.” Bas nodded. His hands pulled against the handcuffs, both to try to reach for Fiona but also to show her how he couldn’t. It was part of their agreement that Bas wouldn’t be able to touch unless she chose him to. The key was sat on the bedside table, so Fiona could unlock the handcuffs if she wanted to.
So far, she definitely didn’t seem interested.
Bas’ hips bucked upwards, trying to get more of Fiona’s touch, but she pulled her hand back. When he lowered himself against the bed again, Fiona rewarded it with another teasing caress of her fingers.
“You look so good for me,” she praised, letting her fingertips explore Bas’ hips. “And so hard.” Bas longed for her to actually touch his cock, but she ignored it. And that was her right. He’d told her that she could do whatever she wanted. He could hardly wait to find out that would be.
Suddenly, Fiona’s fingers moved away. Bas instantly lost his sense of where she was, or where the next touch would come from. There were sounds, but nothing that Bas could accurately identify.
Was that a zipper being drawn? Bas’ mind filled with images. He’d seen photographs of Fiona. He’d already spent hours imagining how she would look in nothing but her underwear.
Bas licked his lips. And then heard the whistle of an object through air. Whatever it was, it landed with a stinging slap against his thigh.
“Oh fuck!” he cried, hands tugging against the handcuffs again. The sting of pain shot through him so suddenly. As soon as it had eased, Fiona hit him again. Bas whined but that sound was mixed with a groan of pleasure. The pain gave him a sharp edge, one that teased his arousal.
The next time the whip, Bas was sure it was a whip, licked across his skin, he moaned. “God, Fiona,” Bas breathed. “That hurts so good.” And it really did, sending vibrations of pleasure through every muscle in Bas’ body. Being blindfolded seemed to make the sensation so much more.
The whip touched him again, but gently. Fiona dragged it softly across Bas’ thighs, making his muscles tense in anticipation. “You don’t know how good you look,” Fiona purred. “Your whole body reacts to me.” The whip moved higher, dragging deliciously across Bas’ cock.
He bucked his hips up, back arching as he tried without success to get some of the friction he so badly needed. When his ass fell back down against the bed, Bas gave a grunt of disappointment.
The sensation of the whip vanished. Bas’ stomach tightened, sure Fiona would hit him again. The sharp blow didn’t come. Not immediately. It was only when Bas relaxed that he heard the crack of the whip. It streaked across his thigh, making him cry out in pleasure and pain.
“Uhhh,” he whined. Not having any idea when the next blow might come was almost as addictive as the pain that it created. Fiona seemed to know it, too. She waited before bringing the whip down again. But then, to break up the rhythm, she hit Bas straight after. He cried out loudly, hands once again pulling against the cuffs.
They didn’t give at all. Bas had done a very good job of restraining himself. “Fuck, Fiona,” he breathed. He had no idea what else she had planned - if anything! - but this already felt fucking amazing.
“Your skin turns pink so prettily,” Fiona breathed. Her voice seemed further away, though Bas couldn’t pinpoint exactly where she had moved to. There were rustling, fumbling sounds, which just made Bas even more desperate to know what Fiona was going to do.
Her voice was a little nearer when she spoke again. “I could leave you like this,” she observed. “Just walk away, make myself a cup of coffee, raid your cupboards for some snacks. You’d have no way of knowing when I would come back. Or whether I would come back.”
The words made Bas’ cock jump. It was true. If Fiona left, Bas would be helpless to stop her. Helpless to make her come back.
At his side, the mattress dipped. He felt Fiona swing a leg over his chest, felt the heat of her body through her clothes. When she leaned forward, her breasts swung against his cheeks. Her bare breasts.
“Show me how good you are with your mouth,” she ordered.
Bas hardly needed to be told twice. He turned his head, mouth eagerly seeking out her nipples. As soon as he found one, Bas sucked it between his lips. The sound that Fiona made was so satisfying, rumbling through every part of Bas. His cock twitched in response, but he hardly had time to pay it any attention, not when he had Fiona to make moan.
His tongue teased over the hard nub, playing against it until Fiona moaned again. She tangled her fingers in Bas’ hair, tugging against it almost painfully. He groaned, sending the sound vibrating through her. Fiona pulled again against Bas’ hair, but this time it was to lead his mouth to her other breast, letting him repeat the action on her other nipple.
Fiona rocked her hips as she moaned, grinding against Bas’ cock. He could feel the heat of her. Knowing her pussy was so close - and yet, separated by at least one layer of fabric - was enough to drive Bas wild with lust.
He pursed his lips around Fiona’s nipple, sucking hard. If he delivered enough sensation, maybe Fiona would reward him. Maybe Fiona would ride him, let him feel the heat and tightness of her pussy.
Bucking his hips, Bas rocked his cock against the cloth that separated them. The friction was delicious, but almost too rough. Fiona pulled back, making Bas whine. “Do you want to fuck me?” she purred. “Or do you want me to fuck you?”
The questions made Bas whine as he pulled back, somewhat unwillingly. He wanted to carry on making Fiona give those soft noises as he sucked her nipples. But Bas also wanted to answer her questions.
“Anything you want,” he told her. “Anything.” To Bas, both offers sounded amazing, whether it was to fuck Fiona or to have her fuck him. He wanted to serve her any way she wanted him to, wanted to prove to her that he was worth coming over for.
His mouth tried to get back to Fiona’s breasts. But she sat up, her fingers running over the marks the whip had left, making Bas inhale sharply.
That seemed to please Fiona, making her run her sharp nails across the marks. Bas moaned, the sound hitching in his throat as the combination of pleasure and pain swirled through him. “Ohhh,” Fiona groaned, rocking harder against Bas’ cock. “You do make the most exciting noises. Even better than I hoped.”
Bas could have sworn that the fabric which dragged against his cock felt damper than it had a moment ago. He shuddered at the thought he might be rocking his cock against Fiona’s panties. That she might be getting wet from the sight of him chained up and the sounds he made.
The warmth of her body pulled further away, out of Bas’ reach, no matter how he tried. He groaned. He was only left alone for a moment. Then, Fiona’s bare breasts pressed against his shoulder as she leaned over him.
He heard the snick of the key turning in the lock. Suddenly, his hands were free, but his eyes were still blind. “Do not take the blindfold off,” Fiona ordered. “Or I’ll punish you. Is that understood?”
“Yes!” Bas answered straight away. He hadn’t even considered taking it off. Really, he hadn’t expected her to undo the handcuffs so quickly. He was hardly going to complain about the opportunity to touch Fiona. If, of course, she let him do so. As nice as punishment sounded, Bas enjoyed how much more heightened everything felt with the blindfold on.
Licking his lips, he reached out for Fiona, but stopped before his fingers brushed over her. “May I touch you? Please?” he asked hopefully. Why else would she free him, right? Unless it was an elaborate attempt to tease him. It would certainly work.
She laughed. For a moment, Bas thought she really had only done it to tease him. The thought raced through his body like fire. But Fiona came closer, her soft skin brushing against the tips of Bas’ fingers.
“You can touch me a little,” she agreed. She lifted one of his hands to her breast, letting him cup the rounded softness of it. “Ohhh,” she breathed. “That’s nice. Go on, play with my nipple.” His other hand slid across her stomach, stopping when he realized he’d brushed across the waistband of her panties.
She shifted, pulling just out of his reach. “Those stay on, for now. But you can touch me through them.”
Bas took her offer quickly, as if he worried she might change her mind. He rolled the nipple against his hand between his fingers, tugging on it lightly. It made Fiona moan again. Bas loved that sound. His other hand teased between her legs. It was a less gentle touch. Bas enjoyed learning the way Fiona’s body felt.
Despite how much he wanted to, Bas didn’t rock up against Fiona. His cock was so hard, absolutely throbbing. It could wait. Fiona would eventually get to it. And if she didn’t, well, that was fine, too. Bas had said she could do anything. He wanted that.
Fiona rocked against his fingers. From the way she moaned, she didn’t mind the rougher touch. Feeling bold, Bas tugged harder against her nipple, earning a sharp gasp that made his cock jerk so hard that it hurt.
Unable to see, Bas didn’t know how long he touched Fiona. It seemed to last both forever and for no time at all. He whined when Fiona pulled back, but he didn’t protest. It was up to her what she wanted to do.
He felt Fiona’s nails drag across his thighs. Her hands hooked under his knees, bending his legs and pulling them up so he was flashing his ass at the wall opposite. Being so exposed sent a thrill of arousal through him. “Hold your legs up like this,” Fiona instructed. “You can use your hands.”
Not being able to see what she was doing while Bas stayed so exposed was thrilling. The position left him feeling vulnerable. But at the same time, he loved it. Anticipation built low in Bas’ stomach as he tried to listen out for whatever it was that Fiona was doing. There were a lot of rustling and sounds that, without his vision, Bas simply failed to identify.
Until he heard a small click. He did recognize that as the sound of a lube bottle being opened. A sound that made him instantly groan. Fuck, he had told Fiona that she could fuck him if she wanted to. This wasn’t what Bas had meant, and yet he wasn’t going to object. How could he when he had told her she could do whatever she wanted?
That mix of nerves and excitement he’d felt earlier returned, and even more intensely. Bas’ hands curled under his thighs, holding himself exposed. Finally, he felt Fiona move closer. Her knuckles brushed over his legs, trailing down lower and lower.
When her fingers teased against his hole, Bas cried out. The lube was slick and cold, but warmed up quickly with the heat of his body. “You make such lovely noises,” Fiona praised. “I’m glad you didn’t gag yourself as well as the blindfold.” They’d talked about it. Bas, too, was glad they’d decided against it.
One of Fiona’s fingers pressed inside him, inch by inch, making Bas whine low in his throat. “So good and tight for me,” Fiona praised. The praise brought a hot flush to Bas’ cheeks.
The praise about the sounds he made meant that Bas didn’t feel self-conscious or like he had to hold back. Knowing that Fiona liked hearing them, Bas groaned deeply. He shifted against Fiona’s fingers, but didn’t try to push back more. He wanted her to decide how much to give him. All of it felt amazing anyway.
“Fuuuck,” Bas cried as she inched in deeper. It was a long time since anyone had done this to Bas. Doing it himself felt a lot different. With the blindfold still on, all he could do was focus on how good Fiona’s fingers felt. More groans fell from his lips. Fiona rewarded him by pulling back and returning with two of her fingers.
“Fuck,” she gasped. “God, this is hot. You letting me do whatever I want, even when you’re not tied up.” Bas hasn’t considered that, but he could see the appeal. He was free to move, if he wanted to, but he was holding himself open and exposed for Fiona anyway. Of his own free will.
Her fingers fucked into him faster, harder, making Bas’ breath catch in his throat. The noises that spilled from him got louder. Abruptly, Fiona stopped. Bas whined, feeling suddenly empty as she moved away.
He didn’t have to wait long. Fiona’s fingers returned, slick with yet more lube. And then, Bas gasped. He felt something bigger press against his hole! “It’s a plug,” Fiona informed him. “You’re going to wear it while I ride you.”
“Fuck, yes,” he moaned energetically. No one had ever done that to him. Bas was so looking forward to it! He groaned louder as Fiona worked the silicone inside him. It stretched him out so well. Finally, his muscles snapped shut around the base. “Uhhh,” Bas groaned. Fiona moved the plug, the sensation driving Bas mad.
He felt so full. It was amazing. “Can I touch you now?” he asked, keen to reach out so he could stroke his fingers over Fiona’s soft skin. He wanted to make her moan again, especially when she’d made him feel so good.
Fiona hummed, like she was seriously considering Bas’ suggestion. She tapped her nails against the base of the plug, the vibrations sliding up Bas’ spine, making his focus narrow to the way the plug filled him up.
Bas had almost forgotten he’d asked, so overwhelmed by the sensation of the silicone inside him. “Soon. You can touch me soon.” He heard what he certainly hoped was the drag of clothing coming off. When the mattress dipped under Fiona’s weight once more, Bas could feel her bare skin pressing against his thighs.
She held his legs up, pressing her body against his, making his muscles stretch and ache. His legs wrapped around her hips, trapping her. Though not really. She could easily escape, if she wanted to. But apparently Fiona didn’t want to. “Now you can touch me,” she breathed.
Bas’ hands were on Fiona before she could change her mind. He hoped, of course, that she’d have no reason to regret her decision. As he shifted, so did the plug inside his ass, making Bas give a deep groan. His hands slid over Fiona’s soft skin, reaching up to her breasts.
Once he cupped them, Bas leaned up so he could catch one of Fiona’s nipples between his lips. His tongue teased over it until he heard Fiona’s breath catch. Before she could recover, he sucked the nipple into his mouth, teeth grazing over it enough to urge a low moan from Fiona.
“Uhhh,” she breathed. “Fuck, yeah. You’re good at that, too.” The praise made Bas’ blood rush even faster through his body. He rocked his hips, his cock brushing against the satin-soft skin of Fiona’s thigh. He groaned, his whole body exploding with pleasure that felt exquisite after he’d waited so long.
Fiona didn’t push him away. Instead, she bent forward, her fingers wrapping around Bas’ dick. He gave an even deeper groan, one that seemed to echo off the walls. As he rocked into Fiona’s touch, the plug in his ass kept shifting, rubbing against the sweet spot inside of him that made Bas forget everything except how good it felt.
“Do you want me to ride you?” Fiona asked, her voice a low, sensuous purr.
“Yes!” Bas nodded. “Fuck, more than anything. I want to feel how wet you are, I want to show you how good I can be for you.” Not that Bas hadn’t been already. Fiona had rewarded him with the plug, he wanted to show her that he definitely had earned it. Had earned her attention. Bas wanted to show Fiona how good he could fuck her.
“Please?” he added, sure that she’d appreciate some begging. “Fuck, Fiona, my ass is so full! You’ve filled me up so well.” And she had. The plug was so snug in his ass, shifting every time the bed moved under them. Bas could hardly wait to see what it’d feel like to have it in his ass and have Fiona fuck him at the same time.
She ran her free hand over Bas’ chest, pausing to tweak at his nipples, sending shivers of sensation that barely registered above the feeling of the plug stretching out his ass. “You have been good,” she mused, nails scratching so lightly that it tickled across Bas’ stomach.
When she pulled her hand away, Bas dared to hope that she was getting ready to give him what he wanted. Moments later, he felt her lead his cock to where she needed it. The head stroked through the wet heat of her pussy, all the way down until Fiona sank down on his cock in one smooth movement.
“Ohhh!” she moaned. “Fuck. You’re thick.” She rocked, giving broken whines as her body moved above him. “Stretching me out so well,” she praised. “Uhhh, it feels good. Don’t move, let me just ride you.”
“Fuck,” Bas groaned. The weight of Fiona pushed him harder against the mattress. And in turn, the plug deeper into Bas’ ass. The base made sure that he didn’t swallow the plug fully, but fuck, it felt so good. One of his hands continued to caress over Fiona’s side while the other moved to grip against the sheets.
Bas needed to use all of his willpower not to push up into Fiona. His cock was so hard! But she had said he wasn’t to move, so Bas was going to do his very best to follow that instruction. Even if she felt so fucking tight and wet around him.
Fiona’s hands came to rest against Bas’ chest, her nails dragging lightly over the skin. She raised herself up, moaning as her pussy slid along Bas’ cock. She held herself, tremblingly still, with just the head of Bas’ dick still inside her. Then, she dropped down, the sudden rush of tight, wet heat around him making Bas cry out.
Again and again, Fiona lifted herself and then dropped. Bas’ cock was slick with her liquids, his balls aching from how much he wanted to drive up into her. But Bas pressed himself down against the mattress, Fiona’s weight against his chest reminding him not to move.
“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted. “Oh, fuck.” She rocked, the bed creaking and shifting, the plug rocking in Bas’ ass. Fiona’s hips moved faster, harder, fucking herself on Bas’ dick so vigorously that he could hear the sounds they made.
She cried out, taking Bas in as deep as she could. “Okay,” she said, between gasps. “Now you can fuck back. Come on, match my rhythm.”
“Uhhh,” Bas groaned, his hands moving from the bedsheets up to Fiona’s hips. He gripped against her, rocking up. Matching her rhythm wasn’t easy, not when she was fucking him at such speed. He did his best. Flexing the muscles in his ass seemed to squeeze the plug even tighter. “Fuuuck,” Bas cried. He didn’t dare to stop fucking up into Fiona.
Not being able to see her still was a thrill. Bas could imagine how amazingly her breasts must be bouncing as they fucked. Her hair falling over her shoulders and her nipples so hard. Fuck, he wanted to get those in his mouth again!
“I want to suck your tits!” he moaned.
“God, yes!” Fiona agreed. One of her hands left Bas’ chest, the other pressing him into the mattress even harder as Fiona tried to keep her balance. Her hips slowed, giving Bas a chance to catch his breath.
He fucked up into her harder, every thrust using the full force of his muscles. He felt the warm, hard nipple as Fiona brushed it across his lips. Instantly, he opened his mouth, tongue darting out to draw the pebbled point into wet heat and suction.
Fiona cried out, her pussy stroking along the full length of Bas’ cock as her muscles tightened around him. “Like that,” she urged. “More. Please.”
The ‘please’ made Bas groan. She hardly needed to ask. He sucked harder, enjoying Fiona’s moan in response. It was hard to focus on both fucking her and sucking her tits. Bas gave his attention to the breasts. Fiona continued to fuck him, driving his ass hard against the mattress and making the plug press more into Bas.
He groaned at the sensation, his cock so stiff as Fiona fucked it. Bas sucked her nipple even harder, one of his hands sliding up Fiona’s side to find the other breast and the hard nub there. He teased it between his fingers, tugging until she whined loudly.
Though he couldn’t see, Bas could feel the way that Fiona’s breasts bounced. Honesty, that might even be better. Every thrust pushed her nipples harder against his hands and his tongue. He hollowed his cheeks, sucking as eagerly as he could, loving the way Fiona’s pussy got wetter and wetter the more he played with her.
“Fuck, I want to come,” she groaned. “I want to ride myself on your cock until I come so hard that I can’t stop.” The words sent heat rushing down Bas’ spine. He wanted that, too. He wanted to feel Fiona come apart around and above him.
He pinched her nipple harder, groaning at the hitch in her breath as she moaned. She grunted as she rocked herself, Bas doing everything he could to match her speed and rhythm.
With her nipple still in his mouth, Bas sucked harder. He thrust up, trying to set a steady rhythm so Fiona could fuck him just the way that’d get her off. She leaned forward more, moving steadily on Bas’ dick. The loud sounds that fell from her lips were so fucking hot, every ‘oh’ and ‘ah’ resounding around them.
Bas focused on making sure he played with her nipples just right. The plug in his ass was a distraction. But not one he couldn’t overcome. As good as it felt to have the toy fuck him, Bas wanted to make sure that Fiona came, just as she wanted to. He needed to hear what she sounded like as her orgasm exploded through her.
The sound of Fiona’s ass bouncing against his hips got louder and louder as Fiona slammed herself down against his dick. Pleasure swept over Bas’ body, making him groan around the nipple in his mouth. He could feel his own orgasm building. Fiona’s pussy was so tight, so perfect.
Bas knew he couldn’t come yet. Not before Fiona. He tried to focus his attention on her, but the plug in his ass kept shifting against the spot inside him that made every muscle tense and quiver.
“Oh! Oh!” Fiona’s moans rose above him, her breath catching as she rode herself hard. “Yes, yes, I’m coming!” She gave a wordless cry, her whole body going still as she came.
Bas fucked up into her, riding her through her orgasm and sucking harder against Fiona’s nipple. He didn’t stop until her hand was flat against his chest pushing him back. He was glad for the pause. It stopped his own climax from crashing over him. The plug shifted once more in his ass, making Bas give a loud groan.
“Fuck, Fiona, you sound so good,” he complimented. “And feel so good.” Her pussy was so tight, so wet. Fuck. Bas could hardly resist pushing himself up once again. When he did so, it was shallow. He wanted to last longer, to fuck her more.
Fiona gave a satisfied-sounding groan, rocking slowly atop Bas’ body, like she wanted to wring more and more pleasure from him. “Yeah,” she agreed, her voice a low 
purr. “Tell me how good I feel. How good everything I’ve done to you feels.”
The hand on his chest pushed down harder, holding him against the mattress. Though he pushed up against it, Bas didn’t really try to overpower her. He couldn’t reach her breast like this, but Fiona made up for that. She grabbed his hand, leading it to the slick heat between her legs.
“Tell me,” she urged again.
His fingers instantly began to seek out her clit. Bas desperately wanted to hear what she sounded like when he made her come again. “So good,” he told her just as she’d demanded. “Fuck, Fiona. Your pussy is so tight, so wet. It feels amazing around my dick, I want to fuck you forever.” He rocked up into her, as if to illustrate the point. And at the same time, he flicked a finger over her clit.
“And that plug, shit. It feels so good. Every time you push down, it shifts and... it feels great. Filling me up, reminding that you did that.” To demonstrate just how great it felt, Bas thrust back down against the mattress, moaning when the plug once again shifted inside him.
Fiona’s hips jerked eagerly towards Bas’ fingers. “Yes, fuck,” she agreed. “I did. I filled you up, just to hear how good you’d sound. How good you’d feel, fucking me.” Her voice was breathless, catching in her throat between the words.
“Ahhh,” she groaned. “I love knowing you let me, Bas. I love knowing it feels good for you, too.” She circled her hips, grinding her clit against Bas’ fingers and crying out as his dick rubbed that sweet spot inside her.
The praise made the pleasure already cruising through Bas even more amazing. He loved hearing that he’d done well, that Fiona was pleased with him. His fingers worked so hard to make Fiona moan louder and louder. Bas was sure he could make her come again, he just had to focus on it.
“Please, can I see you? I want to watch you come. I want you to see me when I come.” Whenever Fiona allowed him to, anyway. But until then, Bas wanted to see her, so much. He wanted to see the pleasure he brought her flash across Fiona’s face.
Fiona gave a shuddering gasp. Her fingers brushed across Bas’ stomach, walking slowly up his chest. She bent forwards, her breasts once more warm and soft against Bas’ face. With a twist of her wrist, she loosened the tie that held the blindfold in place.
Bas’ immediate view was of Fiona’s tits, creamy and smooth, with nipples hard and red from all the time Bas had spent playing with them. As Fiona leaned back, arching her back to show herself off, Bas felt his breath catch in his throat.
He had to blink against the light, Fiona’s body was like a mirage for a starving man. When his eyes adjusted, Bas groaned. She looked even hotter than anything he had imagined, his cock buried deep inside Fiona’s tight pussy.
“Fuck, you’re so hot,” he moaned and his fingers began to move again, teasing moans from Fiona as he stroked over her clit. Hearing her and being able to see how good she looked... It would have made Bas’ cock even harder had it not already been rock solid inside her.
Bas dedicated himself to making her feel amazing. He wanted to hear her come and then he could beg for her to let him come, too.
Fiona’s ribs heaved, her mouth falling open as she dragged in ragged gasps through her parted lips. “Oh, oh,” she grunted, the sounds matching the rhythm of her hips as she bounced up and down on Bas’ cock.
His fingers pressed against her clit, rubbing insistently. He could see the muscles in her stomach quiver and tense. Bas loved watching it, loved knowing her body was getting ready to orgasm, all as a result of what he was doing with his hand between Fiona’s legs.
Her pussy tightened. Bas felt his cock squeezed tight from every side. A scream echoed off the walls around them as Fiona came, her whole body overcome with passion.
“Fiona!” Bas grunted, thrusting up so he could make sure she got all the best out of that orgasm. “Fuck! You’re so tight! Please! Can I come? Please!” He was hardly going to last long if she didn’t let him, but Bas wanted to be allowed. Wanted Fiona to be in charge of Bas’ climax. If she let him come at all.
His hands gripped tight against Fiona’s hips. She felt so good. When she came down, pressing Bas into the mattress, the plug in his ass shifted just right, making Bas whine so loudly. He could hardly hold back from letting pleasure overtake him.
He took in the way Fiona’s eyes lit up as she watched him. Bas enjoyed knowing that she loved having the power over his orgasm as much as he loved giving up that power. She smirked. Bas almost thought she was going to stay no. She could. Fiona could have stopped, lifted herself off Bas’ dick and let him deal with his own climax.
Instead, Fiona ground her hips harder, making pleasure explode through Bas’ entire body. “Come for me,” she ordered. Her hand pushed his chest down against the mattress as she lifted herself up and squeezed her pussy around the head of his cock. “Come for me, Bas. Let me hear you fill me up.”
“Uhhh,” he groaned. She didn’t have to say it twice. Bas pulled Fiona down harder against him and thus against the mattress. The plug in his ass rocked up against that sweet spot inside him. This time, Bas didn’t try to shift and make it stop, instead he gave in to the sensation, letting the plug bring him closer and closer to that edge.
Finally, as Fiona rode him hard, Bas thrust upward with a loud cry. “Fiona!” he screamed. “Yes! Fuuuck!” His climax rocked through him. Bas spilled his hot seed inside Fiona, his hands almost bruisingly tight against her skin.
She rode him through the very last of his orgasm, her pussy milking every drop of pleasure from his cock. Finally, leaning forward, Fiona sprawled across Bas’ chest. Her wild hair tickled across his nose and cheek, her breasts pressed flat against his chest.
“That was incredible,” she breathed. Bas tightened his arm around her. He wanted to keep her there all night. But Fiona wriggled away. Her hands were soft against his thighs. Unlike before, there was not a hint of her sharp nails as she massaged his ass.
Her fingers teased lightly around the base of the plug, rocking it gently to loosen it from where Bas’ muscles had gone tight. “Shhh,” Fiona hushed. “Let me take it out.” Bas whined, but Fiona was both insistent and careful. She tugged the plug slowly loose, leaving Bas feeling strangely empty.
Soft touches across his hole made Bas whimper. Fiona teased just long enough to be sure he was okay, then crawled her way back up his body. “You were wonderful,” she praised.
Bas reached out to pull Fiona closer, enjoying how the soft curve of her breasts pressed into him. “So were you,” he told her. “Fuck, this was such a great fantasy. And you made it come true.” Fiona had done amazingly. Every muscle in Bas’ body felt relaxed. He had to suppress a yawn.
“Will you stay?” he asked hopefully. “I’m very happy for you to do anything else you might want to. Once I’ve gathered a bit of energy.”
Fiona laughed, the sound bringing a smile to Bas’ lips. “Oh, I think I have a few more ideas,” she admitted. After tapping her fingers against Bas’ chest, she lifted one hand, pointing to a bag which definitely hadn’t been in the room when Bas had handcuffed himself to the bed.
“I brought more toys to play with,” she promised. “Do you want to see what they are?” Even before Bas answered, Fiona was scrambling to her feet, clearly eager to share.
Bas could hardly wait to discover what other wicked things Fiona might want to do to him before she went home.




He Gets Disciplined

Tiffany’s job often took her traveling. It meant that when she did get to have a vacation - and it really wasn’t very often - Tiffany preferred to have it at home. She owned a small beach house, which after much consideration had become the place she lived rather than one she visited. With traveling so much, Tiffany saw no reason why she shouldn’t just spend as of her free time on a beach as possible. Or at least near a beach when the weather wasn’t very nice.
It was raining heavily as Tiffany made herself comfortable on the couch with a book she’d planned to read for ages. The rain was pretty soothing and Tiffany had almost gotten into a nice sort of headspace when the music started.
The booming sound traveled through her walls and seemed to resound everywhere. This was one of the main problems living in a beach house. The neighbors were rarely people who realized that someone might be next door even during a season when it wasn’t very sunny. It was also fairly frequent that the neighbors were there only for a vacation, something that Tiffany found frustratingly common thanks to AirBnB.
Setting her book down, she gave a frustrated sigh. The music was most definitely unlikely to go away. So finding a sweater to go over the loose top Tiffany was wearing she pulled on some shoes and headed out into the rain.
The first knock against her neighbor’s door went unanswered, but then Tiffany had hardly expected them to hear it through the ridiculous music. She knocked again and then again, until finally, the door opened, revealing a tall man, his shoulders broad and hair disheveled in a way that Tiffany would’ve found very attractive if it hadn’t been for the annoyance she felt towards him and the loud music.
“Your music is too loud,” she informed him, using her best - and very well practiced - stern voice.
With an exaggerated look down his long, straight nose, the man glanced at his watch. “It’s the middle of the day,” he pointed out, as if that made his decision to plague the neighborhood with noise somehow more understandable.
He swept his gaze over Tiffany, lingering on the curves which were hardly hidden by her sweater. “You do look a little as though I woke you up,” he conceded, with an expression dangerously close to a sneer. “Do you work nights? My host didn’t tell me there was any restriction on playing music during the day.”
The tone as much as the question instantly put Tiffany on edge. She had been perfectly happy to be reasonable and to just ask the man to turn it down a bit, but this sort of attitude was hardly going to be helpful. “My walls are shaking,” she pointed out. “I’m not particularly interested in what your host might’ve told you, no one needs music to be this loud.” It was, Tiffany was quite sure, a perfectly valid point.
“And unless you’re trying to sleep, you don’t need the music to be quieter,” the man pointed out, “so it’s really a question of what we both want, and whether we can come to some kind of mutual agreement.”
He took a step back, sweeping one arm down the hallway of the house behind him. “Why don’t you come in?” he suggested. “You might find you can enjoy the music a little better from here. I’m Rick, by the way.”
Tiffany was very quite sure she wouldn’t enjoy the music more if she was closer to it, but nonetheless, she hesitated only briefly before following Rick into the house. “Tiffany,” she offered, since it seemed only polite to at least introduce herself. Tiffany figured that if she tried for nice, she’d feel more justified when he turned out to be someone who didn’t deserve nice.
“It’s still too loud,” she told Rick, the point emphasized by how much Tiffany had to raise her voice to be heard. When Rick finally did turn the music down to a reasonable level, Tiffany looked around. There were a lot of scattered papers, like she’d interrupted him from working. How he had managed to work in such noise was beyond her.
Turning back to look at Rick, Tiffany was once again struck by how tall and broad-shouldered he was. “How long are you staying here, Rick?”
He gave Tiffany a broad smile in response to her question, which only made him seem more attractive. “Only a week or so,” he assured her. “I’m putting together a business proposal, and I wanted to get out of the city, really focus on the thing.” He gestured to the scattered papers and even moved to tidy some off one of the couches, though Tiffany chose to ignore the implied invitation that she should sit down.
“What about you?” he asked, leaning in slightly closer. “What do you do, when you’re not complaining about the noise levels of your neighbors?”
“I’m an international spy,” Tiffany said, the way she always did. She allowed for the smallest of pauses, long enough to make sure that Rick had to wonder. “I’m not. I work in insurance.” Which sounded a lot less fun but wasn’t really. Tiffany’s job involved insurance fraud investigations and that was always quite fun.
Now that the music wasn’t blaring so much, Tiffany found it easier to focus on Rick. He really was very attractive. “So are you here on your own?”
Rick’s smile widened, evidently pleased that she had asked, and he nodded. “Yes, I didn’t want to bring any distractions down with me,” he told her. “And I haven’t got one to bring along just now, even if I had wanted to.” He chuckled, a rich, warm sound that almost made Tiffany like him.
“And you’ve no big strong boyfriend to send over to deal with the neighbors for you?” he asked, tilting his head slightly. “Or are you the kind of woman who prefers to take matters into her own hands? You look as though you might be.” From the way Rick was looking at her, Tiffany wondered whether he could really suspect just how much she did prefer to be the one in charge when it came to the men in her life.
“I’m certainly the sort of woman who can take matters into my own hands,” Tiffany commented. She was very much someone who liked to take charge of things. But then she also enjoyed having men who submitted to her but no one else. Rick, in many ways, seemed like the sort of man who didn’t give control up easily - it was very much in line with the type that Tiffany normally went for.
She brushed a hand over her side, giving Rick a thoughtful look. “And what kind of a man are you, Rick?”
Meeting her eyes, Rick appeared to give her question some thought, though he could just as easily have been drawing out the anticipation before he answered. “Adventurous,” he answered, looking quite self-satisfied. “I’m a man of action - I don’t like to sit around waiting for things to come to me when I could go out and make something exciting happen.”
He took a step, standing close enough that Tiffany could smell the subtle spice of his cologne. Like everything else he was wearing, it seemed expensive, and she wondered whether he’d be quite so confident stripped down to bare skin. “I’m also stubborn,” Rick admitted. “I like to have things my own way.”
He reached out a hand, fingertips brushing against Tiffany’s waist through her sweater as he moved to pull her towards him.
Tiffany didn’t resist, but mostly out of curiosity. And a little bit because he really was very attractive. She was doubtful, though, that Rick quite understood just what he was signing himself up for. Then again, Tiffany still wasn’t sure he’d be interested in the kind of things she liked. “So do I,” she told him. “I also like having things my own way.”
It was certainly true and Tiffany was curious to see what his response to that would be. “How about if you don’t blare any more loud music, I invite you over for dinner tonight?” Tiffany offered, figuring that Rick might respond better to rewards than requests.
Rick hummed, his fingers lingering against Tiffany’s waist. “It sounds like a very good deal,” he agreed, but Tiffany didn’t miss that he hadn’t actually accepted it. He pulled her even closer until she could feel the heat of his body through his shirt. “You’re here now,” he pointed out, his hand moving to Tiffany’s back, sliding down to rest just short of her ass.
“Like I said, I’m a man of action,” he reminded her. “Why wait until tonight?” He bent his head, clearly intending to kiss her, confident that she wouldn’t push him away.
Tiffany leaned in slightly, just enough to be teasing before she pulled back. “Because waiting teaches patience,” she informed Rick. “And you know what they say about good things coming to those who wait.” Mostly, Tiffany just wanted the upper hand and making Rick not get what he wanted was definitely going to give her that. Tiffany had little time for what men wanted unless it was purely to please her.
Taking a step back, she smirked at Rick. “I live next door,” she told him waving her hand towards where her house was. “Bring a bottle of red,” she added.
To give Rick what credit he deserved, he didn’t whine, or pout. Instead, he gave Tiffany another of those smiles that made her almost eager to get him into her house where they could really explore just how much she liked to get her own way.
“Your wish is my command,” Rick teased, giving her a mock salute. “I’ll be over promptly at dinner time, and I won’t turn the music back up the moment you’re gone.” Though his tone was playful, Tiffany suspected he had been thinking about doing exactly that, and it pleased her to think that her reward had actually been effective.
Tiffany gave a pleased hum, before leaning in again, almost as if to kiss Rick but pulling away at the last moment, teasingly. “I’ll see you tonight. Seven pm sharp.” It was his first task, to show up on time. Tiffany was looking forward to seeing just how good Rick could be when it came to following instructions.
◆◆◆
 
She wasn’t disappointed when at exactly seven that night her doorbell rang. The rain had stopped a few hours ago and Tiffany had replaced her comfy clothes for a tight black dress, showing off her curves in all the right places. It was accompanied by black heels and her blonde curls fell freely over Tiffany’s shoulders. She was certain she looked stunning and wasn’t disappointed at the look Rick gave her when she opened the door.
Taking the bottle of red he was carrying from him, Tiffany let him in. “The dinner’s going to be a bit longer, so shall we start with a glass of wine?” She said leading him through to the kitchen and while it had been phrased as a question, she didn’t wait for an answer before setting the glasses down and opening the wine, letting it breathe.
Rick’s gaze moved briefly around the room, before returning flatteringly to the expanse of leg left bare under Tiffany’s dress. “I can think of other things I’d like to do while we wait,” he offered, his voice low. Tiffany gave him a look, and she had to admit that while he’d been attractive earlier, Rick looked even more dashing now. He’d clearly gone to some effort to look good for her, which boded well. It was always nice to see a man who was eager to impress.
“Things like what?” Tiffany asked. She took her time pouring the wine out, pushing one of the glasses towards Rick before taking a sip of her own. It was a very good choice, and Tiffany appreciated that Rick most likely had had to go out to pick the wine (or alternatively, her neighbors were making some terrible choices in what wine they left behind for the people renting their house).
Moving to pick up the glass, Rick also took a sip, his tongue chasing the taste across his lower lip in a way that was definitely supposed to be suggestive. “Picking up where we left off?” he suggested, his gaze dropping to Tiffany’s mouth. “You said you like to have things your own way - why don’t you tell me what you hope will happen tonight, apart from dinner?” His tone was such a mix of confident and challenging, sure he would get what he wanted, and urging Tiffany to play along.
It was hardly Tiffany’s first time encountering a man with as much confidence as Rick had, but it was no less attractive. There was just something very hot about making a man like Rick submit to Tiffany’s whims, especially because more often than not, they didn’t anticipate that. Having Rick ask so forwardly, though, meant that Tiffany had to answer, it would’ve been unfair to skirt around it, not when she knew precisely what she wanted.
“What I hope will happen is that you’ll go to your knees for me,” Tiffany answered. “Have you ever done that, Rick? Submitted to a woman?” He might’ve done, of course. The bravado was something that wasn’t in any way tied to his preferences in bed, but Rick had also been fairly dominant in his attitude, so Tiffany was curious. It was rare that she met a man unwilling but it did happen, the same way she was never going to submit to a man.
Judging by the way Rick’s eyebrows climbed up into his hair, it certainly seemed he hadn’t been expecting such an answer. He paused, taking another sip of his wine, whether for courage or to wet his mouth before speaking it was hard to tell. “Not in the way I suspect you mean,” he finally answered. “When I’ve been on my knees it’s always been… temporary, not something that lasts the whole night.” And he was right, Tiffany would expect his submission to last however long they were together.
“Like I said,” he carried on, his voice building in confidence, “I enjoy new experiences.” He did cast a somewhat dubious look at the floor, clearly uncertain whether Tiffany was expecting him to put words into action immediately. “Somewhere more comfortable?” he suggested.
That made Tiffany laugh. She had to admit, though, that she liked the ease with which Rick had agreed. “The kneeling can be metaphorical,” she promised. Not that Tiffany would discourage it if Nick wanted to go on his knees for her, but in general she was more interested in what her partners wanted to try. “But my bedroom floor is much more suited to kneeling,” she promised with a smirk.
Rick’s eyebrows lifted briefly at that, but there was no obvious judgment in his expression, merely curiosity, which Tiffany was going to take as a good sign. The more Rick wanted to know about what was in her bedroom, and what might go on there, the more obedient she could rely on him to be.
“What does metaphorical kneeling consist of?” he asked, setting his wine down and holding out both hands. “I’m ready to be instructed.”
“Well, that very much depends on what sort of things you like,” Tiffany answered easily and confidently. Her experience was very varied, but Tiffany quite enjoyed this, enjoyed learning what a new playmate liked. It was always a little bit thrilling when those playmates didn’t quite know themselves what they might like. Tiffany got the impression that Rick had far more often been in the dominant role, though she was curious about just how dominant that was.
Sliding a finger over her glass, Tiffany bit her lower lip lightly. “Are you into pain?” It was perfectly fine if he wasn’t, or if he didn’t know, but it was always best to ask first.
Rick smiled, eyes following the movement of Tiffany’s hand. “I’ve enjoyed pain when it’s been a part of sex,” he answered openly. “I can’t say I’ve tried pain as foreplay.” He smirked, and added, “At least, not on the receiving end. I’m not so naive that I haven’t tried it at all.”
After a small pause, he carried on. “I like a whip, there’s something hot about the sound of it, on top of all the noises it can get a person to make.”
“Truly,” Tiffany agreed with a nod. “What about bondage?” It was certainly tempting to tie Rick up. His shoulders so wide, arms muscled. He was athletic in all the right sorts of ways. Having him let Tiffany take control, to restrain him and use him, it did sound rather delightful. There were a lot of things she could think of doing as foreplay that Rick probably had never even considered.
Rick chuckled and shook his head slightly. “I have tried it, but it was never very effective bondage,” he answered. “I managed to get my hands free almost as soon as I put any effort into it, but I did quite enjoy the feeling of having something tight around my wrists from them on.”
Giving Tiffany an assessing kind of look, Rick licked his lips. “I imagine that if you tied me up, I’d actually stay that way until you chose to let me go.” From his expression and the tone of his voice, Rick wasn’t at all against the idea of Tiffany being more successful than whoever he’d tried it with before.
“If you’d like,” she said nonetheless. Tiffany could easily do weak restraints, something that wouldn’t actually stop Rick from getting loose if he wanted to. “I am very good with ropes.” Because, yes, on the other hand, Tiffany was very skilled in tying someone up in a way that they couldn’t get loose unless she chose to let them. Rick’s willingness so far told Tiffany a great deal about the sort of risks he was interested in taking and that was pretty thrilling.
Taking a sip of her wine, she gave him a thoughtful look. “What are your hard limits?” He had implied that he had an awareness of BDSM, so Tiffany took that to mean he would know what hard limits were, even if maybe he wouldn’t be able to tell her what his were (though, most people in her experience had at least some idea).
Rick took longer to consider his answer than Tiffany had expected, but she didn’t rush him. This was too important, and she wanted to give Rick whatever time he might need. “Nothing messy,” he decided, “and no photographs or recording equipment. If you tie me up, you have to stay in the room while I’m restrained. And no gags.” That seemed particularly fair, given they were strangers.
“I think that’s it,” Rick added, giving a devil-may-care shrug of one of his broad shoulders. “If I think of anything else, I’ll let you know.” He shifted his weight, his body language almost seeming restless to get going.
Tiffany, however, was in no rush. She took another leisurely sip of her wine, fingernail tapping against the glass lightly. “We’re going to have dinner first,” she informed Rick. “You’ll need the energy,” she added with a smirk. Certainly for what Tiffany had in mind, having the energy would be very important. She could tell that it wasn’t what Rick wanted but it was nonetheless what she was going to give him and that in itself was pretty thrilling.
The food Tiffany had prepared was ready and she led Rick through to the dining room, presenting him with a freshly made plate of an Italian dish Tiffany’s friend had taught her. Tiffany enjoyed being able to take care of someone she wanted to submit for her and providing food for them definitely fell into that category.
Rick, to give him credit, didn’t object and even complimented Tiffany’s cooking. Their conversation over dinner flickered between learning about each other and shamelessly flirting. The more Tiffany watched Rick, the hotter she could feel her own body getting. The images of what she’d do to him, how she’d touch him, how she’d make him beg her for more, it was all making heat pool between Tiffany’s legs.
Finally, the dinner was over, and she gave Rick a grin across the table. “How ready are you for dessert?” Tiffany asked teasingly.
Draining the last of his wine, Rick smiled back. “Oh, I don’t think I could possibly eat dessert yet,” he answered. “I’ll definitely need to work up an appetite first, possibly do some very strenuous exercise to work off that delicious meal.”
He met Tiffany’s eyes, his expression pleasingly eager. Making him wait was very likely to pay off excellently. “What should I do to pass the time before we can eat?” he asked.
Tiffany laughed, shaking her head, “The dessert was not food.” It was true that she had rather meant to imply something very different. Still, now that Rick had mentioned it, perhaps Tiffany would take some time, later on, to feed him a slice of cheesecake from her fridge. For now, though, she had far greater ideas for what Rick could use his mouth.
Standing up, Tiffany walked over to Rick, her heels still not making her tall enough to kiss him without pulling Rick down a bit. He came easily, and Tiffany bit his lower lip teasingly, before licking her way into his mouth. He kissed back hard, eagerly and just the way Tiffany enjoyed.
She let him pull her in closer momentarily, before taking a step back. “Follow me,” she said, leading him to her bedroom.
It was, at first glance, just a perfectly normal bedroom, but Tiffany took very little time in pulling out the box under the bed - a box filled with ropes, whips, canes and all sorts of delightful things.
“Quite a treasure chest you have there,” Rick observed, and though he was clearly aiming to sound relaxed, Tiffany could tell his excitement from the way his breath had started to speed up, not to mention the way he ran his tongue over his lip to chase the taste of her.
Moving his hands to the buttons of his expensive shirt, Rick asked, “Shall I undress before I go to my knees?” Tiffany watched closely and was pleased that Rick didn’t pop the first button without waiting for her answer.
When she gave a nod, his fingers worked fast. Button by button revealing the smooth, muscled chest under the shirt. He really was very attractive and Tiffany could hardly wait to get her hands on him. Still, she could wait long enough for him to be naked when she did get her hands on him. “Take everything off,” she instructed, smirking slightly at the way there was the smallest of hesitations in Rick.
He didn’t actually question her instructions, though. Not even when Tiffany turned away to get one of the ropes. When she turned around, Rick was naked, his cock long and beautiful, standing to attention. Tiffany licked her lips without even thinking about it. Oh, she’d definitely enjoy him.
“Now you can kneel.”
Tiffany had watched a lot of men go to their knees, and while some had been quicker or more graceful than Rick, she still appreciated the sight. The way he moved showed an awkwardness of unfamiliarity, but that was exciting in its own way. Being the first person to whom Rick would submit had a definite thrill to it. He shifted his weight, trying to get comfortable on his knees, and then looked up at Tiffany where she was standing over him.
“Good choice,” he said, nodding at the rope she was running between her fingers. He couldn’t quite keep a mix of nerves and excitement out of his tone, but she appreciated that he still sounded positive.
With the rope still in hand, Tiffany walked around Rick. She reached out with one hand to drag a finger over his broad shoulders. There was the smallest of shivers she could see run down Rick’s spine at the touch. Anticipation was building, and Tiffany was looking forward to showing him just how much fun they were about to have.
“Put your arms up behind you as high as you can,” she instructed and when Rick did so, Tiffany looped the rope around his wrists. “If at any point you want to stop, just tell me, okay?” It was important to her that he knew they could. “I only want to do things you enjoy.” And sure, some of those things might be to hurt Rick, but as long as there was mutual agreement and enjoyment, that was fine.
“I will,” Rick promised, sounding as confident as he had about everything else. Tiffany didn’t doubt that he’d speak up about anything he wasn’t enjoying, and that was exciting, too, because it meant she could focus on their enjoyment, without worrying about Rick feeling too shy or too embarrassed to stop her.
He held his arms still while Tiffany knotted the ropes tightly. “Feels good,” he told her, and she watched as he tested the strength of the bonds, the ropes rubbing against his wrists in a way that made Rick’s breath catch. His cock was still hard, though now, of course, he couldn’t reach to touch it.
“Put your elbows together,” Tiffany instructed and then, when he did, she laced the rope between his arms, securing them against each other. She did use a rather elaborate technique, almost as if to show she could. After Rick had said no one had done it well enough for him not to escape, Tiffany wanted to show him what well-done bondage could feel like.
By the time she was finished, Rick’s arms were so well tied that it would be impossible for him to do more than move his hands. Walking around so she would be stood in front of him, Tiffany ran a finger over Rick’s shoulder, enjoying how the rope made it curve back.
“How are you feeling?”
Rick swallowed, and Tiffany could see that his eyes had gone dark and slightly wide. Not, she was sure, with fear. He passed his tongue over his lips, tilting his chin up to look at her. “Securely tied,” he teased, with a smile, “and very curious about what you’re going to do with me next.”
He shifted his weight as if he’d been about to move, and Tiffany could almost see him reassessing his options. With his hands tied so securely, he really was dependent on her to act. That was, of course, how Tiffany wanted it, but she imagined it was rather a new sensation for Rick.
She waited, letting that realization truly set in. It was interesting to watch the way his expression changed, but at no point did he look like he was going to ask her to stop. So Tiffany didn’t. Instead, she moved back to the box. Running her fingers over some whips, Tiffany finally settled on a riding crop, bringing it out. With its leather slapper attached, it wouldn’t be as painful to be hit with, but it would still leave a notable sting.
“Objections?” Tiffany asked, dragging the leather end over Rick’s chest, watching the way the leather bent against Rick’s skin. She certainly wanted to, but it was Rick’s call.
He moved almost as if he were going to lean into the touch, and Tiffany could see the moment he realized that without his arms for balance, it was better to not. He made a soft sound of surprise, his breath coming more audibly. “No objections,” Rick did finally remember to say, his head turning to watch Tiffany.
“Fuck, you look hot like this,” he said, his muscles tensing and releasing in anticipation. “Not that you didn’t look hot before,” he added, still managing to smirk at her. “It’s just… surprising.”
That made Tiffany chuckle. It was certainly an interesting compliment and she was very tempted to ask if it was surprising because Rick was so used to taking the dominant role, but she had a world of other things she wanted to do instead.
“Crawl forward and lean over the bed,” Tiffany instructed. She got a pillow so Rick could rest his head on that, making sure he was comfortable and not likely to restrict his own airways before Tiffany reached out to run a hand over his now exposed ass. It was a very beautiful ass and Tiffany had so many things she wanted to do to it. First, of course, was to leave marks against it.
Without any further waiting, Tiffany brought the riding crop down. The smack was quickly drowned out by the loud intake of breath Rick gave.
Rick’s arms gave a quick jolt, like he’d tried to move them only to find them restricted, and before he could settle them again in their comfortable position, he moaned. “Yes,” Rick cried out, shifting as much as he could against the bed so that his ass was even more exposed.
“Do it again,” he said, and though he might not have meant it, his tone was very much one of command. Even if he hadn’t said so, Tiffany could have guessed just from that that he was used to having things go his own way.
That, of course, mostly just meant that she needed to teach him that that was not how they’d play. “No,” she responded. “You don’t ask and you certainly don’t demand.” The tone of her voice sounded very different, Tiffany made sure that there was just the right amount of intonation implying that she was the one in control and Rick was most certainly not going to tell her what to do.
“Ask me nicely.” And by that, Tiffany very much meant that he should consider begging for it, but a ’please’ for now would also work. She was sure she could teach him to beg yet, the night was, after all, still young.
There was definitely a hesitation, and Tiffany let it pass without comment. The wait only made it more exciting that Rick might eventually adjust his attitude, and of the two of them, Tiffany felt quite sure she was the more patient. Rick shifted again, his cock rubbing against the bed, making him whine.
“Please, Tiffany,” Rick said, the words sounding so needy that it had definitely been worth waiting for. “Please, will you do it again? It felt so good.”
“Good boy,” she praised and as a reward brought the crop down against Rick’s skin again. It was just as sharp, but his moan was even louder. It went straight between Tiffany’s legs and she fully intended Rick to know exactly how much. But not before she got to a point where he begged her more and perhaps differently.
Tiffany hit him again, the crop slightly lower as it kissed against Rick’s thighs. The next blow returned to his ass, leaving another beautiful red mark against it. The sharpness of the intake of Rick’s breath told Tiffany that he was now feeling the pain all the more. She hit him again, but this time the crop landed weaker, still hard enough to hurt but just not as hard, and then Tiffany paused, to see what Rick would ask for.
She watched as the muscles in his thighs relaxed, and then tensed again in case of another blow. As well as the marks on his ass, Rick’s cheeks were flushed red, and his lips looked as if he’d been biting them. He opened his mouth to speak, then closed it again, and Tiffany could feel anticipation building as he seemed to consider what it was he wanted to say.
“Keep going, please,” Rick said, his voice quieter than it had been, though no less confident. “I can take more. I can take harder, too.” Rick licked his lips, craning his neck so he could look at Tiffany as he added, “Please, don’t stop.”
Now that was not what Tiffany had expected, she rather had assumed Rick might ask her to stop. The thrill of bringing more pain into this made Tiffany’s pussy even wetter. She certainly wasn’t going to turn down the opportunity to inflict more pain onto Rick.
The next blow with the crop was similar to the previous one, but then the following one landed harder. The base just above the slapper caught Rick’s skin, breaking it ever so lightly. That made Tiffany pause. He hadn’t put a hard limit on her breaking skin but it was still only polite to make sure she wasn’t crossing boundaries he didn’t want crossed.
“You’ll feel it for days,” she commented, running the leather over the marks she’d left, almost lightly enough not to be felt.
Rick’s moan was probably more in response to her words than her touch, though maybe it was a little of both. “Fuck, that sounds good,” Rick swore. “Thinking of you while I’m cooped up inside trying to work on a business proposal.” He chuckled, shifting his weight so that his legs were further apart, his ass tilted up into Tiffany’s touch.
“What else are you going to do to me?” he asked. Then, more respectfully, he added, “Please, I hope you’re not going to stop there? It hurts so good.” Tiffany could see that the ropes around his wrists were leaving their own red marks, and as she watched, Rick rubbed against them, giving a hiss that was full of pleasure as much as it was of pain.
Tiffany chose not to answer that, not when Rick had so beautifully begged her for more pain. Instead, she let the crop slap his ass again, this time not hesitating when the mark left a red line just above where the leather ended. The next blow was aimed to criss-cross the marks she’d already left. By the time Tiffany was satisfied, Rick’s ass was almost completely red, and his body trembled against the bed.
Reaching out, Tiffany ran a palm over his sore skin, her touch gentle as she did so. “Such a good boy,” she hummed, bending down to press a kiss against the nape of Rick’s neck. “Pull back until you’re on your knees,” she told him. “You can sit down on your legs if you want to see how that feels.”
Rick was quiet as he moved, at least until he did sit down on his legs and gave a cry of mingled pain and pleasure. He looked wonderful, his cheeks and lips flushed, and his hair dark with sweat from taking the pain so beautifully.
“I didn’t think I’d like being called a good boy so much,” he admitted, looking up at Tiffany with a smile that was still confident, but very different from the smirks he’d been giving her all evening.
“Will you let me touch you?” he asked, tongue running over his lower lip. “Please?” he added, and it was thrilling to think he was learning his lesson. “I want to make you feel good, too.”
“I will,” Tiffany confirmed. She set the crop down, considering to use it later, but done with it for now. Walking in front of Rick, Tiffany sat down on the bed, parting her legs. Her dress was short enough for Rick to be able to now tell that Tiffany hadn’t bothered with any underwear. With his hands tied, he could hardly just reach out and touch her, and Tiffany took her time before reaching to pull her dress up more.
Moving the pillow that Rick had rested on closer, Tiffany pressed it against her lower back so the angle would be easier for her to watch Rick. Reaching out to run her hand through his hair, Tiffany gave him a smirk.
“Show me how much you are a good boy,” she told him, leading Rick’s head between her thighs.
Even muffled by his position, Rick’s moan was loud, and he moved his mouth eagerly to Tiffany’s pussy. His tongue explored her slowly, lightly circling her clit before he leaned further forward, pursing his lips around it and sucking gently. It sent bolts of pleasure shooting straight up Tiffany’s spine, and whatever noises she made, Rick must have interpreted them as encouragement, because he only sucked harder.
When he pulled away, giving a groan as he settled his weight against his legs, it was to slide his tongue teasingly lower, pressing it inside Tiffany at an almost unbearably slow pace.
Her fingers tightened in his hair, tugging in a way that must’ve been at least to a degree painful. Rick gave another moan that vibrated straight through Tiffany, making it clear that he liked the way it must’ve hurt. His tongue didn’t cease pleasuring Tiffany. The licks varied in pressure, and she could tell he knew how to do this well. Leaning more back into the bed, Tiffany moaned when Rick’s tongue licked over her clit again.
She enjoyed how while dedicated, Rick was also slow in bringing her to an orgasm. He teased in all the right ways, making pleasure cruise through Tiffany’s body in slow waves. “Fuck, you’re doing so well,” she breathed. “Come on, lick a bit harder,” she told him, keen to have even more pleasure from his mouth.
She was pleased with how quickly Rick obeyed, his tongue applying more pressure as he licked up and over her clit, then down again. His pace was steady, and every movement intensified the pleasure Tiffany was feeling. She could feel the waves getting stronger and stronger, her orgasm so close.
Rick didn’t stop or slow down, but he didn’t speed up, either, just kept working his mouth relentlessly against Tiffany’s pussy. He gave a moan, pausing briefly to swallow Tiffany’s liquids that had gushed over his tongue, then picked up exactly where he’d left off.
The pace could’ve increased, but Tiffany actually enjoyed how much control Rick was showing over his own actions at not increasing it because she hadn’t told him to. That and Tiffany liked how slowly her pleasure was building, increment by increment. Her moans increased in volume, letting Rick know that he was doing well. More than well, really, because Tiffany’s orgasm edged in.
“Fuck, yes, just like that,” Tiffany cried, rocking her hips against Rick’s mouth. When her orgasm did crash over her, it made her muscles tighten, her whole body hot in response. “Yes!” She screamed fingers even tighter in Rick’s hair. “Don’t stop,” she instructed. “But go slower.”
The moan Rick gave in response seemed to vibrate through Tiffany’s core. He tugged against her fingers in his hair as he pressed forward, driving his tongue deeper into Tiffany’s pussy. He fucked it slowly in and out of her, before giving a slow, hard lick over her clit.
Rick’s hips were moving, rocking his cock against the air, but he made no attempt to disobey Tiffany so that he could ask for some attention. Instead, all his focus was on her, and even when his breath caught whenever his ass rubbed against his legs, he didn’t lose concentration.
“Oh, yes, yes, just like that,” Tiffany moaned. She was more sensitive now, so it wasn’t going to take long before Rick could lick his way into giving her another orgasm. Tiffany didn’t tell him to speed up, though, enjoying how much attention he was paying to doing it at just the right pace. She also loved how he seemingly intentionally leaned back every so often, his pain mixing with her pleasure so well.
With her hand against his head, Tiffany pressed her thighs tighter together, trapping Rick’s head between them. The soft cries of pleasure from him told Tiffany that he liked it and she pushed her hips up more so his tongue could slide even deeper inside her.
“So good, yes! Fuck, you’re doing so well. Such a good boy.” The praise made Rick’s tongue lap more energetically and before long, the second orgasm made its way through Tiffany’s body, making her scream as it hit her.
Rick didn’t stop, though, not until Tiffany parted her legs and pushed him back. “That’s enough,” she told him. “You’ve done well.” He really had, her body felt great.
He grinned, licking Tiffany’s liquids off his lips. With his hands still tied, he couldn’t do anything about the wetness smeared across his cheeks and chin, but he hardly looked as if he minded.
When Rick spoke, his voice was rough, reminding Tiffany how little he’d used it while he’d been bringing her to two orgasms. “Please, Tiffany,” he begged, his eyes wide as he looked up at her. “I’m so hard it hurts. Will you touch me? Or let me touch myself?”
He sounded so eager, and yet Tiffany could see in the way he watched her that he knew she could say no, that she could demand more from him before she allowed him any relief.
It was very tempting to make him wait longer, to show him how much more there could be before she let him reach his climax. “Sit down on the bed,” Tiffany instructed. She did help Rick get up, a hand against his elbow in case he needed to center himself. Once he stood, Tiffany licked her lips at the sight of how Rick’s beautiful cock stood to attention. She was very much looking forward to using it as she pleased.
When Rick sat down, Tiffany reached for the riding crop again. “Part your legs,” she told him. The way Rick’s eyes widened was exciting and Tiffany smirked at him, certain that the pause she left gave him plenty of time to imagine exactly what she was planning to do.
She watched as the hesitance in his expression melted away, and Rick leaned back against the pillow Tiffany had left on the bed, spreading his legs nice and wide. It gave Tiffany perfect access to the soft skin of his inner thighs, and his sensitive balls, as well as his thick cock.
Supporting himself as much as he could with his bound hands, Rick looked from her to his own body, the muscles in his stomach tensing beautifully. “Please, Tiffany,” he begged. “Don’t make me wait anymore.”
“Oh, but I will,” she said dragging the leather down across Rick’s stomach and over his hip. She intentionally avoided his cock, even when he tried to shift slightly as if to catch her attention. For that, Tiffany brought the whip down, leaving a sharp, red line against the top of Rick’s leg. The pain that sent down his body made Rick moan ever so pleasantly, and Tiffany grinned.
She repeated the action against Rick’s other leg. Seeing how his cock twitched at both the blow and the pleasure made Tiffany’s body heat up. “Do you like it? Do you enjoy the pain?” She knew the answer already, but Tiffany wanted to hear him say as much.
Though the muscles in his thighs shook, Rick made no attempt to close his legs, leaving himself on display for Tiffany’s enjoyment. “I do,” he confirmed, his voice sounding so desperate. “It hurts so much, but the pain feels good, and you look so hot.” He looked up at Tiffany, still fully dressed and wielding the whip, like he’d never seen anything look better.
“Please, do it again,” he begged, his hips tilting up as it to present himself even more conveniently. “Do something.”
Skillfully, Tiffany brought the crop down against Rick’s inner thigh, managing to avoid everything but just the soft skin there. The way he cried out - a mixture of pain and pleasure - was music to Tiffany’s ears. When the crop hit Rick’s other thigh, his whole body flinched and Tiffany could tell that the line between pleasure and pain was getting ever thinner.
“Such a good boy,” she praised, reaching out to cup Rick’s face. Leaning in, Tiffany ran her tongue over his lips, pulling back just before he had a chance to kiss her. “Watch me,” she told him, taking a step back and reaching to undo the zip on her dress. When it dropped to the floor, it exposed her breasts, her nipples standing erect from how aroused she was.
For a moment, Tiffany stood there, letting Rick take in the sight of her. She was naked, apart from the heels, the riding crop still tightly in her hand.
He tried to speak, but Tiffany raised the crop, pressing the leather against Rick’s lips lightly. “Shh, don’t speak.” That shut him up immediately, and his eyes followed Tiffany as she parted her legs, moving to straddle Rick. “I’m going to ride you,” she informed Rick, reaching between them to lead his cock inside her.
He had to bite down on his lip to keep from crying out, and the groan he repressed seemed to rumble through his chest. He flexed his hips, as if to push up and thrust his cock deeper, but Tiffany could see the moment that he stilled.
It was a sign of how far he had come, obeying Tiffany’s orders without her even needing to remind him of them. She could see his muscles trembling from the effort of holding still for her.
He opened his mouth, perhaps to beg, but shut it again with an audible click of his jaw.
Tiffany didn’t make him beg, instead, she began to move up and down on Rick’s cock. Slowly at first, but her pace increased once she’d adjusted to how thick and long his cock was, stretching her out so well. With one hand against Rick’s shoulder, Tiffany brought her other behind him, the crop still in her hand. Once the speed with which she bounced on Rick’s cock increased, Tiffany brought the crop down against Rick’s back.
The leather slapper licked against his upper back as the lower end of the riding crop cut tightly over the skin of his arms that was left exposed by the rope. His sharp intake of breath told Tiffany that he enjoyed it, and if that hadn’t, the way he also drove his hips up would’ve done.
“Fuck,” he swore, then caught his lower lip between his teeth again. Tiffany could see the battle he was fighting for control. He was trying so hard not to talk, to stay still and let Tiffany use him, but he wasn’t quite succeeding. His hips snapped up, and though he bit off his moans, Tiffany could still hear the beginnings of her own name, and pleas.
He pressed his ass down against the bed, trying to plant himself more firmly, and his breath hissed out of him as his sore skin rubbed against the sheets. “Fuck,” he swore again. “You feel so good, so hot around my cock. You’re amazing.”
Tiffany had been very intentional in the marks she’d left against both Rick’s ass and his legs, because now that she was riding him, harder and harder, she knew that the pressure against both was sending sharp twinges of pain through him. She didn’t tell him off for pushing up, but Tiffany did bring the crop down against Rick’s back again, loving how he couldn’t even help but push up more in response to the pain.
“Next time I hit you, I want you to come,” she told Rick, but rather than bringing the riding crop down again, Tiffany began to move up and down Rick’s cock faster and faster, edging him closer. Every time she heard his moans increase, felt him get closer to his own climax, Tiffany slowed down.
She could see how hard his chest was heaving with every breath, sweat rolling down his back between his shoulder blades. He rocked his hips, trying to match his pace to Tiffany’s, though he struggled to slow down as much as she did. His thrusts got harder and harder, and Tiffany knew she’d be feeling this tomorrow too.
“Please,” Rick begged, with a choked-off moan that was almost a sob. “Please, hit me again, Tiffany. I want to come. I want you to hurt me.” He sounded so desperate, and Tiffany loved how he couldn’t ask for pleasure without also asking for pain. “Hit me hard,” he urged. “I know you can. Please.”
The begging made her want to, and when Tiffany wanted things, she got them. So she did bring the crop down hard against Rick’s skin, sure that it’d leave a pretty mark wherever it landed. The pain was enough to send him off over the edge and Tiffany felt him come inside her, filling her up as she rode him through his pleasure. She slowed down only when Rick looked like he couldn’t take much more - at least for now.
Once she’d regained her breath, Tiffany got off Rick, his cock sliding out of her. He looked utterly spent. Leaning in to press a kiss against his lips, Tiffany smiled. “You were a very, very good boy,” she told him.
Rick chuckled, but Tiffany could tell by the spots of color on each cheek that he was still pleased by the praise. He ran his tongue over his lower lip, looking up and seeming to drink in Tiffany’s nudity all over again. “That was… unlike any other sex I’ve had,” he admitted. It pleased Tiffany to think she’d been the first to take him that way, to really tie him up and make him obey her.
“It was worth waiting for,” he assured, shifting his weight slightly. “You’re very good at what you do. I have no doubt I’ll have the marks to remind me for the rest of my trip.” With Tiffany’s help, he stood up. “Can I see?” he asked. “You must have a mirror around here.”
“I am very good at what I do,” Tiffany agreed, pressing lightly against Rick’s shoulder so he’d turn for her. Tiffany worked the knots open, loosening the rope against his arm. She took care to do so slowly and when his arms were finally free, Tiffany moved one slowly. “Don’t move too sharply at first,” she advised, not wanting him to overwork the muscles after they had been stretched and strained from their activities.
Getting back up from the bed where she’d knelt to undo the ropes, Tiffany walked across the bedroom to bring out a full-length mirror. Turning it to Rick, she held her hand out. “Come see.”
He moved his arms slowly as he walked, bringing them in front of him to admire the red rings the ropes had left against his wrists. He reached for Tiffany’s hand, giving it a squeeze before he turned his back to the mirror, craning his neck over his shoulder.
Tiffany had already seen the picture she’d made of his ass and thighs, but it still made her wet her lips. He looked so good, all that muscle contrasted with the sharp crisscrosses left by the riding crop. Rick’s breath caught, and he moved a hand to rub against one of the marks, a deep groan rumbling through his chest. “Fuck,” he swore. “Do you like what you see?”
“Yes,” she didn’t hesitate to answer. Tiffany always loved leaving marks against a beautiful skin, a beautiful man. Rick was definitely very stunning, even more so now that he was covered in red lines left by Tiffany. She reached out to brush her hand over them, pressing against the marks a little to get a sharp hiss from Rick. “You sound good,” she told him.
Moving her hand down, Tiffany gave Rick’s ass a squeeze. “I’m going to feed you some cheesecake and then I’m going to fuck you again.” It wasn’t at all posed as a question. It was simply a statement of intent.
“You shan’t be getting dressed,” she added. Tiffany herself did find a black robe to throw over her shoulders but didn’t bother with anything else, before waving her hand towards the door so Rick could lead them back to the kitchen. The night was, after all, still very young.




He's Hers to Touch

Brooke was always threatening to spank Nelson’s ass if he didn’t follow her instructions. Today, Nelson wanted to see if she would follow through. She’d woken him up by kissing her way down his chest, getting Nelson hard and aching before she slipped away to have her morning shower.
Nelson had whined and begged her to let him come. Brooke had just laughed. She’d told him to wait for her without touching himself.
It wasn’t a difficult instruction. Being with Brooke meant Nelson was a master of self-restraint. Usually. He was when he wanted to be good and obedient. Today, he had something else in mind.
He waited until he heard the water shut off. Sliding a hand down his bare chest, the sound of Brooke’s bare feet against the wooden floor made his breath catch. He wrapped his fingers around his cock, tipping his head back and moaning theatrically.
When he opened his eyes, Brooke was standing in the doorway. Wrapped in nothing but a towel, she watched as Nelson’s palm stroked slowly up and down his dick.
Nelson’s eyes met Brooke’s almost as if to challenge her.
Or perhaps, exactly to challenge her.
He licked his lips, tongue wet against them. He gave a loud moan. Brooke’s pupils dilated. She definitely liked seeing him like this, legs stretched out and his fingers wrapped around his thick, hard cock. But Nelson saw how she frowned. The realization that he had done the opposite of what she’d wanted struck her after the lust did.
“Didn’t I tell you not to touch yourself?” Brooke asked. They both knew what the answer was. Nelson still enjoyed that she asked.
He didn’t stop. His hand felt so good after Brooke’s teasing, he didn’t want to stop. He brushed a thumb over the head of his cock, making sparks of pleasure fly up his spine. “Fuck,” he grunted. “Yeah, yeah, you did tell me.”
Knowing he was being disobedient made Nelson feel even more turned on. It wasn’t often he ignored Brooke’s instructions, even accidentally. “What are you going to do about it?” he asked. Even the question made his cock twitch.
Brooke’s eyebrows went up in surprise. She liked the idea of him challenging her. When it came down to it, Brooke didn’t often have to punish Nelson. He liked behaving. There weren’t often any reasons for Brooke to discipline him. It made this feel all the more... fun. Sexy.
“Well, first of all, I’m going to have to tie your hands to stop you from touching yourself. You clearly can’t be trusted,” Brooke observed. She walked over to where they kept the cuffs, ropes and other things they used when restriction was required or desired.
Nelson watched, slowing his movements but not stilling completely. He didn’t want to end this before it began. Brooke’s towel slipped as she bent over the drawer, giving Nelson a flash of tanned thigh. “God, you’re so sexy when you’re being strict with me,” he said.
Brooke turned, a set of cuffs in one hand and a length of rough rope in the other. Nelson swallowed. “Which are you going to use?” he asked, dragging his palm over the head of his cock in a way that made his hips buck up off the mattress.
“I’m going to use both,” Brooke informed him easily. She set the rope down on the bed and then moved to pull Nelson’s hands away from his cock. He didn’t resist. He was eager to see just what Brooke’s punishment would entail. She cuffed one of his wrists and then looped the cuffs through the slant on the bed frame. Nelson’s other hand joined the first, cuffed to the bed. His cock, if possible, stood even harder to attention.
Brooke’s hand traveled down over Nelson’s stomach to his cock. His hips bucked up the moment Brooke’s fingers brushed over it. But then she reached for the rope. Nelson’s eyes widened, unsure what she planned to do.
“I’m going to tie your balls,” she told him, clearly sensing he had no idea. “Tight enough that you won’t come like some horny teenager.”
Nelson almost came right then, his eyes going wide as he looked up at Brooke. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. This wasn’t at all what he’d expected. Excitement raced through him. He tugged his wrists against the cuffs just to feel the padded lining rubbing against his skin.
He spread his legs, toes curling against the sheets. His tongue darted out over his lower lip. “Yes,” he agreed. He wanted there to be no doubt in Brooke’s mind about whether he wanted this. Nelson definitely did. “I deserve it,” he added. “I deliberately disobeyed you.” He tried not to smirk.
“You do deserve it,” Brooke agreed. She took the rope, sliding it over Nelson’s legs and up to his balls. The friction sent a thrill down Nelson’s spine, as did the anticipation. He had to stop himself from thrusting into Brooke’s touch. She worked the rope around the base of his cock and tightened it around his balls.
Nelson groaned, biting his lower lip to stop himself from begging. Once Brooke had secured the rope, she moved back, inspecting her handiwork. “I should leave you like this,” she told Nelson. “As punishment. I’ll have to leave you like this every time I go to have a shower.”
Shifting against the bed made the rope rub against Nelson’s balls. He cried out at the unexpected friction. “You could,” he agreed. Nelson gave Brooke that power over him willingly. He loved seeing the different things she did with it. “You could tie me up like this and leave me, without even telling me how long you were going to be.” The thought of waiting, unable to free himself until Brooke finished whatever she was doing, made Nelson’s chest heave.
“That wouldn’t be a punishment now,” he pointed out. “You’re already showered.” Brooke was hardly going to go shower again just so she could make her point. At least, Nelson didn’t think she would. He didn’t want her to leave. At the same time, it thrilled him that there was nothing he could do about it if she did.
Brooke raised her eyebrow at him. Nelson’s words were definitely daring, to suggest that what Brooke had proposed wouldn’t be a punishment now. He wanted a punishment now. They both knew it.
Brooke slid a finger over Nelson’s bare leg. With her free hand, she pushed the blankets off the bed so Nelson would just lie there exposed. “And what would be a punishment now?” she asked. “I can tell that that’s what you want. You know how I feel about things you want.”
Nelson did know. Brooke enjoyed giving him the things he wanted, but not if he demanded them.
Nelson’s imagination filled with images. There were so many ways Brooke could punish him now. She could tease him, making him watch as she touched herself, not giving him any release until she’d reached her own orgasm in her own time. She could whip him. Nelson would love the sharp lines of pain across his thighs. He swallowed as Brooke walked around him, surveying him from every angle.
“You could use me,” Nelson suggested. “Ride me until you’re satisfied, without letting me touch you. Or you could order me to make you come with just my mouth, and keep me tied up until you feel I’ve made it up to you.” He bit down on his lower lip, trying to hold back a moan.
“I’ll love it,” he promised. “Whatever you decide. I’ll take it for you beautifully.”
“Oh, I know.” Brooke laughed and that, too, sent heat through Nelson’s body. He loved having her be so in charge. Tying him down and restricting his ability to come. Whatever she decided, Nelson loved knowing it could be anything.
He watched as she moved away from the bed again. She let the towel drop to the floor. Her naked curves looked so good, Nelson wished he could put his mouth on her skin. But right now he couldn’t do anything she didn’t explicitly tell him to. That was great, too.
His eyes followed Brooke as she walked over to the drawer where their sex toys were. Nelson couldn’t see what she was doing in it but when she pulled back, he saw the whip in her hand.
“I feel that your punishment should involve pain. Something that you’ll remember for days yet to come.”
Goosebumps pebbled over Nelson’s bare skin. The mere suggestion of pain was enough to make his body react. Brooke had used the whip on him before. Nelson always loved it, the sharp sting of pain that mixed so perfectly with pleasure. It had never been a punishment before. Imagining how it might feel different, Nelson swallowed again.
“Yes, Brooke,” he agreed, a smile curving one corner of his mouth. Nelson wasn’t very good at pretending to meekly accept punishment. Especially not punishment that he wanted. “Make me remember,” he urged. “Make it so that next time you’re in the shower, you’re all I can think about.”
She dragged the leather strands of the whip over Nelson’s leg. The teasing felt amazing, the anticipation building. Brooke knew it, too. Nelson could see it written all over her face. She loved teasing Nelson. Knowing that he wanted the punishment probably just made her tease him more.
Then, suddenly, Brooke brought the whip down. Sharp pain shot through Nelson. He cried out, hands gripping against the handcuffs. Brooke hardly waited before she hit him again, the strands of the whip licking over his exposed thighs.
“How does it feel?”
Nelson’s chest heaved, rising as he pulled in a quick intake of breath. “Fuck,” he answered, meeting Brooke’s eyes as she stood over him. He loved it, knowing she was in total control of what he felt, and how much. “It hurts,” he answered honestly. “Stings, but then fades.” He knew it wouldn’t always be that way. Brooke knew how to make the sensation last. By the time she was finished, Nelson would feel it for days.
“It’s good,” he added, then smirked. “It’s what I deserve.” They both knew it was Nelson’s way of saying it was what he wanted. He might not have predicted this, but he was fully on board now that it was happening.
“Are you going to do it again?” he asked, glancing down at his thighs. As yet, there were no marks on them. Nelson wondered how long that would last.
“I am,” Brooke confirmed. She brought the whip down again. Whether intentionally or not - and Nelson assumed it was, because Brooke was very good at being intentional - the whip crisscrossed the lines already on his skin, making the feeling so much sharper. Nelson didn’t hold back on the cries that fell from his lips. He knew Brooke wanted to hear them.
Her eyes darkened with lust. She brought the whip down again. When Nelson shifted, the rope around his balls tugged, reminding him of its presence.
“I want you to turn over,” Brooke instructed. “Push your ass up, do not let your cock rub against the bed.”
Eagerly, Nelson nodded. Turning over while handcuffed to the bed frame posed something of a challenge. Doing it without letting the rope constrict uncomfortably around his balls was more difficult. Nelson moved slowly, loving how on display he felt. Brooke didn’t move to help. She stood back with her arms crossed and watched. Nelson couldn’t hold back a moan as he finally got his knees under him.
He glanced over his shoulder, pushing his ass up as high as he could. His thighs splayed, his cock hanging heavy between them. He held himself up, keeping his hips off the mattress. His stomach clenched, turning over as delicious anticipation settled within him.
“Like this?” he asked. “Is this how you want me, baby?”
“Yes, just like that.” Brooke nodded, but it didn’t escape Nelson how she didn’t praise him. The lack of praise almost ached. This, too, was part of his punishment, he knew that. Rather than saying anything else, Brooke brought the whip down again. The strands were sharp against Nelson’s skin. She wasn’t holding back.
When she whipped him again, Nelson cried out loudly. It was quickly moving from pleasure into pain, edging on the very line of being too much. But Brooke knew that as well. She brought the whip sharply down once again.
“Are you going to touch yourself without permission again?”
Nelson licked his lips. He didn’t want to lie. If he promised not to do it again, Brooke might ease up on him. It just wouldn’t be a promise Nelson planned on keeping. “Not this week,” he quipped, knowing it wasn’t what Brooke was expecting him to say. There was a thrill in that. Nelson wasn’t often bratty. He quite enjoyed it when he was.
He tightened his fingers against the pillows, prepared for Brooke to hit him again. He pushed his ass up, thighs splayed. It sent shudders through him to think the strands of the whip might lick against the sensitive skin there.
The pain that radiated from the leather when Brooke did bring it down once more was even better. She wasn’t gentle. Nelson didn’t know if she had intended for the whip to hit unmarked skin, but it felt great. He was certain it would leave marks, make his ass sore to sit on for days. It was exciting to think that he’d remember this, remember his punishment, for ages after it.
“Not this week,” Brooke repeated and hit him again. Nelson’s cry echoed around them, the sharp pain making him thrust forward. She’d been very specific about his cock not touching the bed, so Nelson did his best not to. “I guess that will have to do,” Brooke said. While her tone wasn’t happy, Nelson could tell she wasn’t against the idea of punishing him again.
The whip came down once more, Nelson’s sharp cry doing nothing to stop the pain. Finally, he heard Brooke set the whip aside. “Turn back over,” she instructed.
Nelson shimmied his hips, groaning when that made the rope tug against his aching balls. His heart was pounding, exhilaration and adrenaline flooding through him. He turned carefully, keeping his hips lifted so his cock wouldn’t drag against the mattress.
When he settled, the marked skin of his ass scratched against the sheets, sending tingles of pleasure-pain dancing across Nelson’s body. “Fuck,” he moaned, glancing down at himself. His cock was wet with precum, still hard. He wiggled again, crying out as it intensified every sensation.
“I’m sorry, Brooke,” he said, looking up to meet her eyes. “I’m sorry I touched myself. Will you let me make it up to you?” He wanted to touch her so much.
“I will let you try,” Brooke informed him.
She dragged a hand over Nelson’s legs, nails scratching over the marks she’d left there with the whip. Brooke made her way up Nelson’s body. He felt the heat of her against his cock, giving a loud whine. But before he could even think of asking for more, she was already crawling higher up.
Brooke’s fingers tangled in Nelson’s hair as she positioned herself above him. “Make me come with your mouth and I’ll think about removing the rope from your balls.” She lowered herself onto his face, moaning in pleasure the moment Nelson’s tongue darted out to meet her.
His cock swelled at how turned-on Brooke sounded, making him shift against the bed. No matter how he moved, there was no relief from the rope. It made Nelson even more determined. He moved his tongue in long, slow licks, gathering up Brooke’s wetness. She tasted amazing. Nelson loved knowing it was all for him. She’d enjoyed the whipping as much as he had.
As Brooke rocked against him, Nelson stiffened his tongue. He drove it in and out of Brooke’s pussy, doing his best to fuck her with it. He knew exactly what Brooke liked, but she hadn’t said there was a time limit. He wanted to tease her, at least a little. Nelson moved his head, practically nuzzling his face against Brooke’s clit. Her fingers tightened in his hair, holding him still. Only able to use his tongue, Nelson did his best, dragging it up and down through Brooke’s folds until he heard her breath catch in her throat.
“Fuck, yes, just like that!” she encouraged. Nelson followed through, the tip of his tongue licking over Brooke’s clit before disappearing inside her again. He was rewarded for his efforts with a string of loud cries. Brooke rocked her hips faster against him. The wetness from her pussy mixed with Nelson’s spit, dripping down his chin. He loved how much of a mess she made him look.
When Nelson’s tongue returned to Brooke’s clit she moaned loudly. “Yes! Come on, Nelson, make me come, I want to come.” And Nelson definitely enjoyed giving Brooke just what she wanted. His tongue began to move faster, applying pressure just right until he could feel the way her body trembled above his.
The hand that Brooke didn’t have in his hair, went up to press against the wall so she could steady herself. Her orgasm came quick and hard. “Fuck!! Yes!” Brooke screamed. Nelson didn’t stop until she pushed his head back, softer moans replacing the loud screams.
Chest heaving, Nelson dragged in a breath, and then another, and another. His whole body felt warm, his pulse racing from the excitement of knowing how much Brooke had enjoyed using him. “God,” he breathed, tipping his head to look up at her. “You’re so fucking hot, baby. I love it when you ride my face.”
Nelson’s cock throbbed. Now that he wasn’t focused on Brooke, the desperation to have her touch him slammed back into his body. “I’m so hard for you, Brooke,” he said, his tone not quite pleading. “Please, let me keep making it up to you. Ride my cock, too. If you untie my hands, I’ll make you come again.”
Brooke slid down lower, running her tongue over Nelson’s lips so she could lick her own taste off them. Her hands, too, moved lower, nails scratching over Nelson’s sides. He moaned as her breasts pressed into him. He wanted nothing more than to touch her, to tug against those hardened nipples.
“You’re going to make me come with your hands still tied,” she told him. It wasn’t a question or a bargain. It was just a statement. This was what would happen.
Nelson’s hips bucked upward when Brooke’s pussy slid over his cock. She smirked at that. This was exactly what she had wanted. That somehow made all of this even hotter.
Reaching between them, Brooke led Nelson’s cock inside her. The noise that fell from him was almost animalistic. Her pussy felt so good. So hot and so wet, Nelson couldn’t stop himself from pushing into it more.
With the rope still around his balls, it felt like a mix of pain and pleasure all rolled up in one.
As his muscles flexed, his ass rubbed against the sheets once more, bringing a different kind of pain. Nelson could feel Brooke everywhere. He thrust his hips up, loving the way it made her breasts bounce. “Fuck, fuck, Brooke!” he cried. He tugged against the restraints, feeling the padded lining of the cuffs as he jerked against them. He narrowed his eyes, trying to focus on what Brooke had said. If he made her come like this, maybe, maybe, she would give him some release.
“Please, Brooke,” he begged. “Help me. Help me make it good. Tell me how you want it,” he urged, slowing his hips. He thrust up into the heat of Brooke’s pussy. He focused on the rhythm he knew she liked, wanting to build the pleasure up inside her until she couldn’t take it anymore.
Rather than touching herself and helping him make her come that way, Brooke leaned forward. The angle would let his cock rub against her clit more. That was the most she was going to give him. An opportunity.
Her moans began to come more steadily. Nelson whined at how good she looked. His cock in her pussy and her breasts bouncing at every thrust. Then, perhaps to help him even more, Brooke moved up a bit, her breasts directly above Nelson’s mouth.
“You can suck them,” she allowed.
Nelson didn’t waste any time. He pushed himself up as much as his bound hands would allow. He moaned at how good Brooke’s breasts felt as he pressed his face between them. Tenderly, he kissed over the soft skin. His tongue was hot and wet. He loved the way Brooke gasped when he teased just the tip around her nipple. Lapping delicately, Nelson carried on teasing her. He circled her nipple exactly the way he’d circled her clit earlier, knowing he was bringing back good memories.
He kept thrusting his hips up, his cock plunging in and out of Brooke’s soaked pussy. He shuddered as her muscles clenched around him. Finally, when Brooke was moaning almost continuously, he pursed his lips and sucked her nipple fully into his mouth. Brooke screamed. Nelson didn’t stop, pulling as hard as he could without hurting her, tugging at her nipple and letting her feel the slightest graze of teeth.
“Yeah, baby, just like that,” Brooke cried. Her hips began to slam down against Nelson harder and faster. His own moans were muffled by Brooke’s breast. He did his best to keep sucking on her nipple, making her cry out louder and louder. “Yes! Fuck!” Brooke screamed. Nelson felt the way her muscles tightened around him as she came.
He was certain he would’ve come then, too, if it wasn’t for the rope around his balls. It hurt almost too much. It was thrilling to know that Brooke was still in charge of deciding what happened next.
When she pulled back, getting off Nelson, he instantly whined at the loss of her. Brooke smirked at that. “Now, let’s try this again,” she said. “Are you going to touch yourself without my permission?”
Her tone so strict, Nelson felt it like a physical heat against his skin. “No, Brooke,” he answered, meeting her eyes so she could see that he genuinely meant it. “I promise. I won’t touch myself without your permission.” He wanted to give Brooke that. He wanted to show her that her punishment had worked.
“Please,” he added, pulling against the handcuffs. “Please, will you take the rope off?” It hurt, the friction a constant pain across Nelson’s nerve-endings. He loved it, loved how he couldn’t escape it without Brooke’s help. “I promise, I’ll be good,” he added, as an extra incentive.
“And if you’re not, next time the punishment will hurt a lot more,” she told him seriously. Nelson was too distracted by the idea that she’d take the rope off now to really worry about what might be next time. After this, he’d think about it. Right now, Nelson just wanted Brooke to touch him.
Brooke moved down, her hands much softer as they slid over Nelson’s legs. She reached for the rope, slow and careful at undoing it. Once free, Nelson groaned at how good it felt, the blood flow suddenly so sharp. “You’ve done well in taking the punishment,” Brooke told him, the first real praise she’d offered.
Bending down, Brooke pressed her lips against Nelson’s hip, kissing her way over to his cock. Her mouth felt amazing. Nelson’s knuckles whitened as he tried not to thrust his hips up seeking that sweet release.
“Fuck, Brooke,” he moaned. The pleasure and pain mingled together, so intense that Nelson struggled to form words. “Go slow,” he begged, “or tell me not to come. Something. Otherwise -” He didn’t even need to finish his sentence. Brooke brought her hands to Nelson’s hips, her weight pushing him down against the mattress. Nelson groaned in relief.
With his hands still cuffed to the bed, Nelson could only watch. Brooke’s mouth slid slowly down his cock. Her tongue swirled around the head, sending pulses of pleasure up into Nelson’s stomach. Not being able to move, knowing it was fully Brooke’s choice exactly how much she took him in, made it even hotter.
Brooke knew exactly what Nelson liked. Her mouth was so hot. Her tongue swirled around him again and she took him in even deeper. Her head bobbed up and down at increasing speed. Faster and faster, until the groans from Nelson all seemed to melt together.
Just as he was so close Nelson thought he’d have to beg to come, Brooke pulled back, smirking up at him. He wanted to come so badly, yet it was totally Brooke’s call. With his hands tied, Nelson couldn’t touch himself. Just as Brooke had wanted.
“Perhaps I’ll go for another shower now,” she hummed.
The idea made Nelson tug harder against the restraints, trying to sit up. He wanted to wrap his arms around Brooke, hold her close so she couldn’t leave. He couldn’t. From the way Brooke smirked at him, she knew he couldn’t. It made her look even more impossibly sexy.
“Fuck, you could,” Nelson agreed. “You could leave me here, with no idea how long another shower would take. You could touch yourself, so that I could hear you moaning. I wouldn’t be able to do anything about it.” He loved the idea of Brooke leaving him there, tied up for her to return to whenever she wanted.
Nelson’s eyes met Brooke’s. He tried to work out from her expression what was going on in her mind. “Do you want to?” he asked. “Would it make you hot to leave me here?”
She seemed to think about it, licking her lips as she took in the way Nelson looked. His legs were spread, his cock so desperately needy, hands cuffed. She nodded, making Nelson whine.
“I do want to,” Brooke decided. “I’m going to go make myself some coffee, maybe read a book, see how I feel,” she said with a smirk, brushing her fingers over Nelson’s leg. He wanted to beg her not to. He also wanted her to leave him like this. To only come back when she wanted. It was the punishment he deserved. Not being allowed to touch himself yet wanting to so badly.
Brooke didn’t bother with clothes. That was hot, too. She left the bedroom naked. Soon after, Nelson could hear the coffee machine downstairs come on.
Waiting was agony. Nelson needed to come so badly that it was all he could think about. His cock and balls throbbed with it, pounding relentlessly in time with Nelson’s heartbeat. Knowing Brooke was getting on with her own morning, without him, made the arousal so much more intense. Nelson wanted to know if she was thinking about him, if she was feeling as wound up as he was.
The smell of coffee floated up from downstairs. Nelson tried to count how long a cup of coffee would take to cool. It was impossible to even know how time was passing. He closed his eyes. That only brought him images of Brooke, naked and riding his cock for her own pleasure. Nelson groaned.
He could have shouted for Brooke to come back. He could have begged. Nelson didn’t know whether either would have helped. He bit his lip to keep himself quiet. He wanted this to be Brooke’s decision. Knowing that she would only come when she had decided he’d had enough was worth all the pain.
For long stretches of time, there was nothing to hear. Occasionally, Brooke would move, or he would hear her murmur something to herself.
Finally, after what felt like hours, Nelson heard her footsteps on the stairs.
“Are you still hard for me?” Brooke asked when she appeared in the door. She was still naked. If Nelson hadn’t still been hard, that definitely would’ve helped to get him there. “Have you been waiting?” she teased. Nelson was so eager to have her touch him that when she did, he cried out loudly. Having been starved of touch now made all the touches so much more.
She traced her fingers up his arms, leaning in to press a kiss against Nelson’s wrist, just before the cuffs. “I’m going to untie you now,” she told him. “And then you’re going to show me how sorry you are about misbehaving.”
Nelson nodded sharply. He had to consciously remind himself that pulling against the cuffs wouldn’t speed things up. He made an effort to be patient. “I will,” he agreed. “I’ll do anything you want me to, Brooke.” His breath came in shallow gasps, broken by a moan when the cuffs finally clicked free.
His hands were on Brooke before either of them could blink. Nelson ran his palm over her side, up to cup her breast. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. “You are so incredible, Brooke. All I could think about was you, the whole time you were gone.”
He tugged, pleased when Brooke let him pull her closer. “What do you want?” he asked, barely pulling back enough to speak. “What can I do for you?”
She laughed at that. The sound was so delightful. Nelson loved hearing it and it made him want to do just as Brooke wanted. Her hands stroked over Nelson’s back and then lower to his ass, teasing over the marks the whip had left there earlier.
“Flip me over and fuck me,” she told Nelson. “I want you to fuck me as hard as you can.” They both knew that after how long Nelson had been wanting to come, he wouldn’t last very long. But then, Brooke hadn’t asked him to.
His body surged up under hers, easily flipping Brooke to the bed. He kissed her, teeth catching her lower lip and sucking it into his mouth. As much as Nelson wanted to immediately bury himself in Brooke’s tight heat, he made himself wait. He circled his tongue around each of Brooke’s nipples, then licked a stripe all the way down to her belly button.
Brooke parted her legs, inviting Nelson to carry on. He kept going, sliding lower and lower until he could lap at Brooke’s pussy. Despite the break, she was wet for him. The taste of her danced across Nelson’s tongue, making him groan his appreciation.
Finally, Nelson kissed his way back up Brooke’s body. He pressed his cock against her, teasing her for just a moment before he thrust. He plunged into her wet folds, crying out at how fucking amazing she felt.
Nelson didn’t wait. He fucked Brooke hard, just as she’d instructed. His hands dropped to her hips, hitching her ass up so he could pound into her even more deeply.
“Fuck, yes, yes!” Brooke’s cries surrounded them. She rocked back, meeting each of Nelson’s thrusts. “Harder, baby, fuck me as hard as you can,” she encouraged. Nelson’s hips slammed forward, his hard cock driving inside Brooke’s wet pussy with such force that it knocked the breath out of her.
Her body moved under his, the bed shaking the harder Nelson fucked her. Brooke’s screams sounded amazing. The way she moved against him was quickly pushing Nelson closer and closer to the edge of climax.
“I want you to come,” Brooke moaned. “Fill me up, show me how much you want to!”
Nelson really, really did. His hands tightened against Brooke’s ass, crashing their bodies together. One last thrust was enough to send Nelson straight over the edge. He screamed Brooke’s name. The orgasm tore through him like nothing Nelson had ever experienced. His balls throbbed with pleasure and relief as his cum flooded Brooke’s pussy.
It seemed to last forever. Brooke’s legs wrapped around his hips, her body rocking gently through the throes of Nelson’s orgasm. He could hear the wet noises their bodies made as they slowed. Every jet of cum took a little more of Nelson’s strength, until he had to lower his body to the bed, one arm still thrown over Brooke’s waist.
“Fuuuck,” he breathed, turning his head to brush his lips against Brooke’s shoulder. “That was amazing, babe. I hope you don’t expect me to move.”
The laugh that Brooke gave in response was like music to Nelson’s ears. She stroked her hand over his back, a gentle touch as he curled into her side. It felt so good to be able to just touch her, to relax against Brooke’s naked body and pull her in closer.
“You don’t have to move,” she promised. “But I hope you’ll rethink disobeying me and touching yourself next time,” she hummed. It would be easy to remember this. Nelson just wasn’t sure it was the sort of discouragement Brooke had intended it to be. Or maybe this was exactly what she had intended it to be.




Desperate for Pain

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.




Claiming the Rockstar

Raquel had been a fan of the Ice Cold Reapers since very early in their career. She’d encountered them on the club scene first, their music standing out to her as something special. Since then, the band had grown hugely, with their most recent single sitting comfortably at the top of the charts for weeks now.
As a fan, it was exciting for Raquel to see, even if the ticket prices for their shows had definitely gone up. Still, she didn’t mind, not when it meant they kept producing such amazing music.
What Raquel hadn’t expected was for her Friday night to lead to her being chatted up in a club by Penn Black, the lead singer of Ice Cold Reapers. She recognized him straight away. Penn still introduced himself as Raquel smiled back.
The truth was, as much as she enjoyed the prospect of banging one of her favorite musicians, Raquel had also seen Penn hit on a lot of women over the years. She didn’t think the sort of things she was interested in were what Penn was looking for.
“I’m flattered,” Raquel said. “I really am. I’ve been a fan of your band since you played Ruby’s in Seattle, but... I think the sort of things I’m into might not quite float your boat.” It was, of course, a guess. Truthfully, Raquel was confident that most men could enjoy a female-dominated encounter but...
The type of bravado that came with Penn’s demeanor didn’t scream submissive.
What she hadn’t accounted for was how much Penn would take her words as a challenge.
“You can’t feed a man a line like that and not follow up,” Penn chided. “Would you leave me in suspense forever, wondering what it is that you’re into?” When he put it like that, Raquel could see his point.
The idea of always being a woman of mystery, especially to a man she’d admired for so many years, held a definite appeal.
“What makes you so sure you know what floats my boat, anyway?” Penn challenged.
That was a fair question. Raquel thought about what the answer was. She loved a good sub and it was true that you couldn’t necessarily tell what made a good sub just from interacting with someone in the vanilla way. Still, from what Raquel had seen of Penn, she wasn’t convinced submission was quite his style.
“I’ve seen the way you hit on women. Hell, I’m feeling the way you hit on women,” Raquel said, grinning at Penn. There was no reason to pretend that he wasn’t interested in her. “Your approach is very... dominant.” That, Raquel felt, was a pretty accurate description of how she saw Penn with women.
And, being dominated - or even just having vanilla sex - was not something Raquel was interested in.
“I don’t do submitting,” she shrugged.
Penn raised one dark eyebrow. But he didn’t back down. If anything, that proved Raquel’s point. Penn’s posture, the way he leaned towards her, sure of an eager audience for whatever he might say next, was that of a man who was used to being listened to.
“You don’t do submitting,” Penn repeated, tongue darting out as if he could taste the words leaving his lips. “But I didn’t ask you to submit.” He hadn’t. Not directly. Raquel felt that it had been implied.
Shifting his weight, Penn rested one muscled forearm against the bar. “What do you do instead, then?”
Raquel almost laughed at the question. The answer should be pretty obvious, but maybe because of the sort of experiences Penn had had, he didn’t consider what the opposite of her not submitting might be.
Moving in closer, Raquel lifted a hand to brush it down from Penn’s shoulder, over his arm and then let her fingers wrap around his wrist. The grasp wasn’t tight but it was definitely noticeable. With her body just inches away, Raquel’s breath brushed Penn’s ear as she whispered.
“I take charge.”
She watched his eyes widen. Raquel might have imagined it, but she thought she felt a fine tremor run through Penn’s body. That was… interesting. Penn didn’t pull away, didn’t yank his hand out of Raquel’s grip. He definitely could have. Raquel was fit, but she didn’t have the upper body strength that Penn obviously did.
His tongue peeked out, wetting the curve of his lower lip. “That doesn’t sound so bad.” There was still bravado in his tone, in the swagger of his shoulders. But it was a bravado covering up curiosity, not fear.
At least, if Raquel was any judge.
It was tempting, she had to admit. These days, Raquel much preferred men who willingly came to her, who were desperate to kneel for her and let her do whatever she pleased. But there was some attraction to demanding that, to teaching someone how good it could feel to submit. Whether Penn truly wanted that remained to be seen.
The question, really, was whether Raquel was willing to take the chance on him.
“There is punishment for misbehavior,” Raquel informed Penn, pulling back so she could see him better again.
He smirked. It was such an arrogant expression that it made Raquel want to put Penn on his knees right there and then. Let everyone in the club, all his adoring fans, see him submit to her! The fantasy flooded her body with a rush of heat.
She wouldn’t really do it. Unlike so many men, Raquel had enough self-restraint to lead Penn away from his gaggle of admirers.
“Lead the way,” he urged, his gaze caressing the full curves outlined by Raquel’s bodice and skirt.
Was she really going to do this?
Well. It was hard to resist the idea that she could bed Penn Black and make him do what she wanted. Raquel was willing to take the risk of needing a fair bit of punishment before Penn did just as she pleased. As long as he understood the rules, Raquel could play.
Her house wasn’t far from the club, which was one of the reasons she tended to frequent it. The brisk spring evening sent a shiver down Raquel’s spine as they walked. Thankfully, it didn’t take long before they were at her front door. Letting them in, Raquel put the lights on. Dim enough not to be overpowering, but plenty of light to see.
She considered having Penn strip right there in the hallway. Perhaps they needed to ease into it a bit more. So instead, she led him up to her bedroom, smirking at Penn once they were there.
“I want you to strip,” she informed him.
The smirk settled on Penn’s lips again as he swayed his hips to music that only he could hear. “If all your instructions are like this, I won’t misbehave.” He promised. He bent down, tugging his feet out of his black boots. His sock-clad toes tapped against Raquel’s wooden floor.
She said nothing, merely raising an eyebrow. Penn seemed to get the message. His belt slid through the loops with the soft ‘ssss’ of leather against denim. The buckle clattered against the floor beside the boots.
Slowly, Penn drew his shirt up his muscled abdomen. Raquel had seen plenty of topless posters, but Penn Black in person was a different thing entirely. It wasn’t just the chiseled abs or the tempting ‘V’ of his hips. There was a magnetism to his confidence, the way he moved.
He chuckled as his hands dropped to the button of his jeans. “Like what you see?”
Raquel rolled her eyes. There was no need to respond, he knew what he looked like. And besides, it wasn’t what he looked like that she was interested in. Raquel wanted to see how he behaved. “Keep going,” she told him instead of offering an answer. It made Penn chuckle. He carried on, pushing his jeans off and standing in front of Raquel in nothing but his boxers.
“All the way,” she told him. His cock was already half-hard, pressing into the material. Raquel appreciated that. She hadn’t even taken her shoes off yet. But she had plans for that.
Watching as Penn finally stripped fully naked, Raquel did a very good job of not actually paying any real attention to his naked form. He could earn that, too.
“Get on your knees.”
Her voice left little room for argument. She still saw the thought flit across Penn’s face. Whatever he said about his tastes not being obvious, Raquel would bet he’d never been ordered around so bluntly - in the bedroom or out of it.
Penn glanced at the floor, then up at Raquel. When she met his gaze, his grin was full of bravado. “Whatever you want,” he teased. He lowered himself to his knees, with far less grace than other men Raquel had known.
“What shall I do now that I’m down here?”
“Put your hands forward, wrists together,” Raquel answered in the same tone she’d told him to kneel. She didn’t entertain the way Penn behaved. As much as Raquel didn’t prefer dealing with brats, she still had plenty of experience. And it was going to be harder for Penn to be a brat once she tied his hands.
It was interesting watching how Penn weighed up whether to trust Raquel or not. In the end, it was his cock who led that decision. Penn held his hands out just as instructed. “Good boy,” Raquel praised.
Walking over to what she affectionately referred to as her sex closet, Raquel opened it to reveal a selection of paddles, whips, ropes and a huge selection of different toys. She had to bite her lower lip not to smirk at the surprise that flashed across Penn’s face.
“I know what I like,” she commented easily, selecting leather cuffs to go around Penn’s wrists.
There was a new respect in his gaze as he watched her cross the room. Raquel liked that. It made her sway her hips more sensuously, loving the way Penn’s eyes followed her movement. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed, holding his wrists out to close the small distance between them.
“That much I’d guessed,” he said, while Raquel fastened the first cuff. It was tight enough that Penn would be unable to escape, but nowhere near restrictive enough for Raquel to need to worry about his blood flow. “You’re only going to hit me if I misbehave, right?” he asked. Behind the confidence was the slightest tremor of anxiety.
This time, Raquel gave a soft laugh, almost in surprise. There were so many men who would beg her to reward them with pain. It showed her how inexperienced Penn was when it came to this sort of thing. That was thrilling. Being the first to show Penn any variation of femdom was exciting, knowing he’d always remember her. Raquel fully intended to be memorable.
“I will only hit you if you misbehave,” she repeated. “Or if you ask me to,” Raquel added with some amusement. She could easily imagine that to Penn such a thing might seem impossible. Raquel was interested in seeing whether she could change that. If he didn’t like pain, then she wouldn’t play with pain. There were plenty of other things they could do.
Once Penn’s hands were securely restrained, Raquel took a step back, letting him lower them. “Undress me,” she told him.
Penn’s frown made Raquel give a smug smirk of her own. She saw the moment that her expression registered. Penn’s whole face seemed to change from confusion to determination. He might not know how she expected him to undress her with his hands tied, but he was certainly going to figure it out.
He shuffled forward, fingertips skating across the fabric of Raquel’s skirt, tugging it so that the button and zipper were front and center. Having his hands so close to her pussy, even separated by layers of fabric, was enough to make Raquel’s heart beat harder against her ribs.
The button surrendered first, then Penn worked the zipper down quickly. Raquel helped by lifting her feet out of the skirt as Penn slid it down her legs. He licked his lips, so close that Raquel could feel the heat of his breath against her panties. Tipping his head back, Penn looked up at the tight bodice that remained. “Can I stand up?” he asked.
“Yes,” she nodded. Raquel wasn’t cruel enough to make him truly struggle. She even reached out to hold Penn’s arm and help him get to his feet. His cock was fully hard now. As he took a step closer, the wetness of it brushed against Raquel’s leg. A soft groan of appreciation fell from Penn’s lips, but he didn’t focus on that. Raquel had to give him kudos there.
Instead, Penn’s restrained hands came up to begin undoing the buttons on Raquel’s shirt. He was, she felt, doing pretty well. When the shirt fell open to expose the red bra Raquel was wearing under it, she heard Penn’s breath catch.
“Fuck, you look good,” he praised. His fingertips skimmed across her stomach, exploring the warmth of Raquel’s skin. His hands tugged against the cuffs as he tried to separate his hands. He groaned, frustrated that he couldn’t grip her hips and pull her close.
He took a step to the side, his fingertips trailing over the band of Raquel’s bra. Actually unfastening it was more difficult. Raquel could hear the low ‘grrr’ of frustration as the clasp eluded Penn’s fingers.
Finally, he released the catch, the bra springing open and exposing Raquel’s breasts to the warm air of the room.
“And your panties, while I’m back here?” Penn asked.
Raquel gave a soft laugh, like somehow her underwear was going to be easier to remove from behind. But, sure, she had no issue with Penn doing what he wanted for as long as it was within the parameters of what she’d instructed. “Go ahead,” she allowed, moving her hips to help him slide the material off.
She also generously shrugged her bra off, throwing it to one side. Lifting each leg in turn, Raquel helped Penn get her out of her panties. He had to go back down on his knees to get the material off completely. It left Raquel in nothing but her heels, with Penn by her feet.
“I’ll keep the shoes on for now,” she told him. “Stay down.”
When he didn’t resist the order, Raquel walked over to the bed, sitting down at the foot of it, smirking at how Penn’s eyes followed her every movement. Parting her legs, Raquel slid a hand over one of her thighs.
“Make me come.”
Penn started forward so quickly that Raquel knew it had been an instinctive response. He only made it a pace and a half before he stalled, catching himself. The realization that he was crawling for her blossomed rapidly across Penn’s face. His cheeks flushed, his chin jutting upwards as he forced himself to meet Raquel’s gaze.
She noticed that his cock
stayed hard. It jutted between his legs, just shy of his crossed wrists. He shifted, leaning forward as he tried to discover a casual way of shuffling forward on his knees.
There wasn’t one. Penn stilled, his brows drawn stubbornly down. “How am I supposed to make you come if I can’t use my hands?” he asked.
Raquel raised her eyebrow. She was pretty sure Penn could give a good go at making her come with his mouth. In fact, she felt like even with their hands restrained, some men would give a good go making her come with their hands too. “Not my problem,” Raquel shrugged.
She leaned more back into the bed, parting her legs even more. “Make me come,” she repeated. “I won’t ask the third time.” And no, Raquel did not plan to. If Penn needed instructions as to how he could make a woman come with his mouth, Raquel had seriously underestimated his sexual prowess.
Penn’s eyes narrowed. Raquel could see the emotions warring across his face. It was a fascinating way to pass the time. Raquel didn’t mind how long it took Penn to come to a decision. She waited, tapping one toe against the floor.
Glancing at Raquel’s closet, Penn surveyed the array of toys with which she could hit him if he disobeyed. But it was curiosity and the urgings of his dick that seemed to win out, not fear.
Well, maybe just a little fear.
Shuffling inelegantly forward, Penn dropped onto his bound hands to bring his face level with Raquel’s pussy. He groaned, scraping his stubble across her thigh, teasing her by not putting his mouth to work straight away.
Raquel let him, mostly because she was curious. And, truthfully, really turned on! Not only did Penn look hot, but he was someone Raquel had been a fan of for years. Well, his music, but Penn and the Ice Cold Reapers were pretty much one and the same. Having him like this, between her legs, mouth so close to her pussy? Fuck was it hot!
“Go on,” she said. It was more an urging than a demand. If Penn wanted to take his time and tease her, he could. Raquel had told him to make her come, she hadn’t specified how long he might have to do so. At least, not this time.
Penn looked up at her through dark, spiky lashes, his lips tilting into a smirk. Finally, he shuffled even closer, his tongue darting out to tease against Raquel’s pussy. The instant his mouth hit her wetness, Penn moaned, the sound vibrating through Raquel’s nerve-endings. He lapped against her, gathering up the evidence of her arousal with soft, hot strokes of his tongue.
He pushed his face between Raquel’s thighs, driving his tongue inside her and groaning even louder! Raquel couldn’t keep her eyes off him. He looked so good on his knees, obeying her orders. Penn avoided her clit, fucking his tongue in and out of her in a rhythm that quickly built to fever pitch.
Raquel didn’t resist the noises that fell from her lips. She moaned louder and louder, rocking her hips forward. Penn’s mouth felt amazing against her. One of her hands gripped against the sheets on the bed. The other moved over to Penn’s hair. Sliding her fingers through it, Raquel tugged, hard enough to make Penn give a soft groan. She didn’t let him pull back, leading his mouth higher up to her clit.
When his tongue finally circled it, Raquel gave a low moan. “Ahh, fuck.” It felt great, the pleasure cruising through her veins. “Yeah, just like that. Fuck, Penn, that’s good,” she encouraged. As much as Raquel wanted to get off, she also wanted him to hear her do so, wanted Penn to know how good a job he was doing. Not having played like this before, Raquel didn’t imagine he had often received praise during sex.
It seemed to spur him on. Penn’s tongue moved faster and harder, learning what movements made Raquel’s fingers tighten in his hair. He repeated those, until Raquel knew she had to be hurting him with how hard she was tugging. Despite his anxiety over Raquel hitting him, he didn’t complain. If anything, he moaned against Raquel’s pussy, the sound barely audible over how loud Raquel’s noises had become.
Bringing his bound hands up, Penn managed to tease a finger against Raquel’s pussy. He slipped it inside her, replacing his tongue while his mouth focused on her clit. He pursed his lips, sucking hard enough to send a tingle all the way up Raquel’s spine.
Penn certainly seemed determined, his mouth moving tirelessly between Raquel’s legs while his hands urged her closer and closer to her peak.
And then, like fireworks, Raquel’s orgasm exploded through her. “Oh fuck, yes!!” she screamed, hips bucking hard. Penn kept licking her clit, making sure to push every last bit of pleasure through Raquel. “Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted until finally her body was spent, muscles relaxing. It was tempting to see if Penn would bring her another orgasm, but...
She’d only demanded one. And Raquel wanted to do so many more things with Penn.
With her hand still in Penn’s hair, Raquel tugged his head back. “Good boy,” she praised easily. Reaching out with her other hand, Raquel smeared her wetness from Penn’s chin up over his cheeks. Her pussy throbbed in response. He looked so fucking good, face wet from her.
“That wasn’t too bad, was it? Would you like me to reward you?”
She could probably guess the answer.
For a moment, Penn seemed dazed, like he was struggling to process what Raquel was asking him. “It was good,” he confirmed. “You sound amazing. And fuck, it hurt when you tugged my hair, but I liked it.”
He reached his hands up, making a brief effort to wipe Raquel’s wetness from his cheeks. It did little good. Even so, Penn brought his fingers to his mouth to lick them clean, making Raquel’s pussy ache with lust.
“Reward me how?” Penn asked, an eager grin spreading across his face.
Raquel smirked at the question. She was quite certain that her answer was not the one Penn was expecting. Yes, Raquel definitely planned to fuck Penn, but that was still far off what she wanted to do.
“I want to show you that getting hit isn’t a punishment,” she told Penn. “I’d love to paddle your ass.” She would like quite a lot more with Penn’s ass, but Raquel felt like she should take it easy on him. A bit of paddle play would do well for now. If Penn let her. She’d seen how anxious he’d seemed at the idea of being hit, but being hit really didn’t have to be a bad thing.
“If you don’t like it, we can stop,” she promised. Raquel had no interest in doing something her partner didn’t like. But she felt confident that, if given the chance, Penn would enjoy getting his ass slapped.
The uncertainty flashed only briefly across Penn’s face. Raquel watched him master it, that same cocky bravado reappearing as if he’d never felt anything different. In a way, it was impressive. But Raquel wanted to strip that mask of confidence away. She wanted to see what Penn Black of the Ice Cold Reapers really felt.
Overwhelming him with sensation was one way to make that happen. “Okay,” Penn agreed, smirking up at Raquel from his position on the floor. “I’ll try anything once. What do I do?”
“Get on the bed,” she answered. “Face the wall, hands against the headboard, ass out.” This was not Raquel’s first rodeo. It was tempting to just bend Penn over her knee, but she wanted to give him more room than that. And besides, if he was on the bed already, she’d not waste any time in fucking him once she chose to.
While Penn did as he was told, Raquel walked back to the closet that the restraints had come out of. She had a variety of paddles. Raquel picked a nice leather one. It was wide enough not to cause too much pain unless she chose for it to.
Returning with it to the bed, Raquel smirked at Penn. “You look good like that,” she complimented him. Reaching out, Raquel brushed a hand over Penn’s ass. “Got a great ass, too.” He really did.
“Got a great everything,” Penn replied. The smile he shot over his shoulder was softer than the smirks he’d been giving Raquel while he tried to chat her up. Raquel enjoyed it; she liked seeing a different side of Penn. She could hardly wait to see how much further the arrogant act would slip before she was finished with him.
As she watched, Penn’s knuckles tightened around the rails of the headboard. With his wrists bound, he could only grip with one hand, the other five fingers curled across his forearm. His shoulders straightened as he let his head hang forward. Waiting. The sight made Raquel’s breath catch in her throat.
Her hand ran up from his ass over Penn’s back. That, too, was exquisite. Then, Raquel stroked back down to his ass, giving it the lightest of slaps. “Relax,” she told Penn. Raquel could understand why that might be hard. Still, when she brought the paddle up against Penn’s ass, it was to softly pat it, letting him adjust to the feel of the leather.
Only then did Raquel bring it down harder. It made Penn give a soft grunt. Raquel doubted it truly hurt. When the paddle came down against his ass again, it was harder. Blood rushed to the surface of the skin, tinting his ass a soft pink. The third slap was about as hard, strong enough to be felt, leaving Penn’s cheeks rosy.
Penn panted, every breath sounding ragged around the edges. He wasn’t yelling, hadn’t asked Raquel to stop or said that this wasn’t a good reward. As Raquel waited, giving him time to process, she watched his ribs expand and contract as he fought to suck in enough air.
The muscles in Penn’s shoulders visibly relaxed. A tremor passed over his body, wiggling his ass just enough to spark Raquel’s desire to hit him again. Before she could, Penn gave a low groan. “It’s… different,” he breathed. “But it’s not bad.”
“Good,” Raquel said. She hardly wanted him to feel bad, but Raquel hadn’t expected it to. “I’m going to hit you harder,” she told Penn. “I want you to just relax into it. Focus on how good the sting feels.” Whether he could or not, she supposed they’d find out.
The next slap with the paddle was harder, but not by much. And then Raquel properly went to work. The paddle hit Penn’s ass with a loud smack, startling a whine from him. But he didn’t ask her to stop, so Raquel didn’t. She hit him again and again, until his ass was crimson and his breath was coming in bursts. Penn’s groans got louder, too, filling the room around them.
Finally, she stopped, reaching out to run her hand softly over the irritated skin. “How’s that?” she asked, giving Penn plenty of time to gather his words.
“Ahhh,” he breathed, like he’d been holding in the sigh. The muscles under Raquel’s hand felt relaxed. Penn’s posture on the bed had far less tension in it, his shoulders slumped and his spine dipping down towards his scarlet ass.
He didn’t move to look at Raquel as he answered. She didn’t need him to. Even quiet, his voice was so familiar to her that she could pick out the words easily. “It aches,” he answered, the word trembling slightly. “But it’s a sweet ache. Like -” He paused, lost. “Like nothing I’ve ever felt before.”
With a groan, Penn pushed his body back against Raquel’s hand. “I can see how this is a reward,” he admitted.
That made Raquel grin. “Do you want more?” she asked. It really was up to Penn how much he wanted to try the pain. She could certainly do worse than a bit of paddling, but Raquel could also do more with said paddle. After having Penn feel so worried about pain, she wasn’t interested in pushing his boundaries too much. Only a little bit.
“Would you like to try something else?” she offered. “A whip maybe?” That would allow Raquel to leave some beautifully crisscrossed marks against Penn’s back. She couldn’t lie and say that didn’t seem like an arousing prospect.
A deep groan shuddered through Penn’s body. It seemed to wash over him, sweeping down whatever resistance he might have felt. Part of him, Raquel was sure, wanted to give in to this. To give in to her. And that was such a beautiful sight!
“Yeah,” Penn answered, nodding his head. He repositioned his hand against the headboard, glancing over one tanned shoulder at Raquel. “Please.” The word slipped from him at the sight of her, as if he hadn’t meant to say it. His eyes widened. For a moment, Raquel expected all his bluster to return. It didn’t.
Instead, he gave another, smaller nod. “Yes, please. Let’s try something else.”
She rubbed a hand over Penn’s sore ass. “Good boy,” she praised. It was well-earned praise, especially since Penn was giving in so willingly. It thrilled Raquel to know that she had done this, that she was the reason why Penn’s opinion on pain was shifting so rapidly.
Taking her time, Raquel let Penn’s eyes linger on her as she walked over to the closet. She picked a whip that wasn’t going to be too much for him. It would still leave marks against his skin. Walking back, Raquel swallowed a soft moan as she took in how Penn looked. Kneeling on her bed, hoping she’d hit him. Fuck. Her pussy was so wet! But she’d satisfy that need later.
Dragging the whip over his back, Raquel ginned. “So obedient,” she hummed. “You deserve to be rewarded,” she told him before the whip smacked across Penn’s back, making him groan loudly.
She saw the shock of it travel through Penn’s body. His hips bucked, his cock rubbing against empty air. He swayed forward as much as he could, leaning his weight on the headboard. “Fuck!” As quickly as he’d snapped forward, Penn pushed back, his whole body arching towards Raquel.
The pale line of the whip stroked across Penn’s skin, just where Raquel had wanted it. Penn moaned, the sound of it almost musical. “I didn’t know it would feel so different,” he marveled. “Fuck, everything throbs. Even where you haven’t hit me.”
Raquel could well imagine how much Penn’s neglected cock must be aching.
But all in good time.
She brought the whip down again, at the same intensity, letting it cross over with the previous blow. Already Penn’s back was beginning to match his ass in its color. And the way he pushed back into her hits was so nice to see. He wanted more. And Raquel wanted to give it to him.
The whip licked across Penn’s back once more and then again, again until Raquel could hear nothing but groans of pleasure coming from Penn. Finally, she ceased, dropping the whip on the floor.
Getting up on the bed, Raquel pressed her body against Penn’s back, her hips against his ass, teasing the sore skin. She could so easily imagine how good it’d feel to fuck him like this, to ram a cock into his ass and watch him come apart.
Maybe another time.
“Turn over and sit down,” Raquel told him instead. “I’m going to ride you so fucking hard.”
Despite the cuffs around his wrists, Penn flipped with an ease that would have made a gymnast envious. Raquel got to watch his eyes widen as he pressed his ass against the mattress. “Fuck, that hurts!” He sounded so surprised. Raquel had to stifle a laugh. Penn really hadn’t done this before.
Raquel liked the way he jumped feet first into things. Apparently without pausing to think about the fact that pressing his ass down against even a soft mattress was going to make it hurt so much worse.
It didn’t diminish Penn’s erection. His cock stood proudly upright, thick enough to make Raquel’s mouth water. He was going to stretch her out so well.
“Please,” Penn said, this time with a trace of his familiar smirk. “Help me take my mind off my sore ass.”
“Oh, I plan to do quite the opposite,” Raquel promised. She was going to put more pressure on it by straddling Penn’s hips. He whined, but it was quickly replaced by a moan when Raquel reached between them to wrap her fingers around Penn’s cock. She led it between her legs, her pussy so wet and ready for him.
Just as she had expected, his thickness stretched her out, making Raquel groan. “Fuck.” He was big but she was so wet that there was almost no resistance. Once he was fully inside her, Raquel brought her hands to Penn’s shoulders. “Suck my tits,” she demanded, one hand moving to the back of Penn’s head so she could lead it down to her breasts.
He didn’t resist. His lips parted, catching Raquel’s nipple and sucking hard. The sensation spiraled through Raquel’s body, forcing a fresh moan from her throat. Penn’s tongue stroked across her nipple, a wash of heat that tingled across her skin. He pulled back, cool air rushing in to replace his warm mouth. Raquel’s nipples hardened instantly.
Penn made the most of it, sucking against her other breast with all his might. His hips rocked up, his cock rubbing inside Raquel in the most pleasurable ways. He didn’t thrust, not quite, but he didn’t stay still. Raquel could feel his body, hear the catch in his breath every time his ass and back slid against the sheets.
Tugging against Penn’s hair, Raquel began to move faster. She enjoyed the soft groans and whines that Penn gave, the pain obviously mixing together with pleasure as she sped up. With his hands still restrained, there wasn’t much Penn could do but take it. To let Raquel fuck him as much as she wanted to.
His cock felt great inside her as Raquel rode Penn hard. “Ah, fuck,” she breathed when he gave her nipple a light bite. The spike of pain shot through her and straight to Raquel’s pussy, meeting the pleasure Penn’s dick offered there. She felt her orgasm build steadily and leaned into Penn, making sure that her clit rubbed against him just the right way.
“Oh, yes, yes!” she cried. Raquel’s muscles tightened. “Fuuuck!” And with that one last scream, she came, pleasure exploding across her whole body. But Raquel wasn’t done. She rode Penn harder, chasing those last few breaths of her orgasm.
Tugging his hair again, Raquel pulled Penn’s head back so she could look at him, his face a mix between pain and pleasure, his lips red from sucking her tits. “Come on, you can come,” she urged.
Penn’s eyes snapped open, acceptance of Raquel’s orders washing over his expression. It was beautiful to see how far he’d come, how differently he took her words now than when they’d started.
His fingers skated across her thigh, trying and failing to find purchase with his wrists still cuffed. Finally, he bucked his hips, bouncing Raquel on top of him. She held on, her grip on Penn’s hair tight enough to be sure that he felt her.
With every thrust, a deep groan poured from Penn’s mouth. He’d be hoarse tomorrow. The thought made Raquel grin. She had been the cause of that! Her and the pleasure she had delivered.
Penn fucked her as hard and fast as he could. She saw the moment that his orgasm overwhelmed him. His whole face went slack, his body tightening for one last push. He wailed as he came, then fell back against the bed with a satisfied sigh.
As he softened, Penn’s cock slid out of Raquel and she gave a soft moan. Getting off him, Raquel knelt down next to Penn’s naked form. She smirked at him. He definitely looked very well-fucked.
“You were much better behaved than I anticipated,” Raquel commented. Honestly, it was a pleasant surprise. She would’ve put Penn in his place if he hadn’t been. But Raquel preferred to play with playmates who didn’t demand that she force them into things. To each their own and all that, but this had suited Raquel well.
And, she couldn’t deny, having Penn learn to enjoy being hit was thrilling.
Reaching out, Raquel brushed her hand over the cuffs. “You want me to take these off?”
Penn’s mouth quirked like he was thinking about protesting Raquel’s description of him as obedient. The expression softened, melting into pleasure at her praise. Raquel could see the hunger in him, the desire for more.
He held his hands out without a word. Raquel gave one arm a squeeze, reaching past him for the key on the nightstand. By the time she’d unlocked the cuffs, Penn’s voice seemed to have come back to him.
“That was a lot hotter than I expected,” he admitted. “You really have sex like that all the time?”
Raquel laughed. “Not always always,” she answered truthfully. “But yeah, a lot of the time.” Raquel saw no reason to lie. She liked dominating men, it got her hotter than anything else. Vanilla sex was alright, some of the time. Raquel couldn’t imagine a world in which she couldn’t play the way she wanted.
Brushing her hand over Penn’s bare stomach, Raquel hummed. She could definitely see herself playing with Penn again if he was interested. And she did rather feel like he would be.
“There’s a lot of other things we could give a go,” she told Penn with a playful glint in her eyes.
He laughed, the corners of his eyes crinkling with genuine happiness. “Well, I can’t imagine asking anyone else to show me,” he admitted.
Reaching out a hand, Penn pulled Raquel closer. His superior upper body strength had her leaning against his broad, bare chest in a heartbeat.
“What do we do now?” he asked.
“Now we have some water,” Raquel told him, pressing a quick kiss against Penn’s lips. It quickly turned into a much deeper, dirtier kiss. When they pulled apart, both were breathless. Raquel ran her tongue over her lower lip, tasting Penn on it. “And maybe some food,” she added.
Getting up from the bed, Raquel glanced over her shoulder at Penn, a smirk gracing her lips. “You’re going to need the energy for what I’m planning to do to you next.” Oh, he really would do.
Penn, to give him credit, seemed more than eager to find out.
Perhaps Raquel would teach him what punishment actually was.




Begging for Her Whip

Heidi’s career didn’t often leave her time to frequent the BDSM-specific sex parties that she loved. It had been easier when she’d been younger. She’d had fewer demands on her time then. She’d made fewer demands, too. She’d still been learning, experimenting to figure out exactly what she liked — and what she loved.
These days, Heidi had a much clearer idea of what she wanted. It had been months since she’d had a gorgeous man at her feet, begging her for more. It gave her a rush of power like nothing else. Tonight, that was exactly what she was looking for.
She strolled slowly through the public party rooms, pausing to enjoy the sights of her fellow dommes whipping their men into shape. In some cases, quite literally. Her eyes scanned the crowd, looking for nobody in particular.
Heidi would know him when she saw him. Someone eager, maybe younger than her. Heidi didn’t mind a little inexperience.
It didn’t take long. She spotted a tall, broad-shouldered man standing alone. Even in her heels, he would tower over her. But not for long.
“You look like you’re enjoying the show,” Heidi purred as she neared him. “Is it only watching that you’re interested in?”
His eyes widened. He hadn’t expected to be spoken to. The tip of his tongue slipped over his lower lip, wetting it lightly. “Um, no,” he shook his head. “I mean, I have enjoyed the watching, but it’s not all that I’m interested in.” There was a certain awkwardness to how he spoke, how he held himself. Like he didn’t quite know what the appropriate response to Heidi’s question was. She enjoyed that.
“I’m Burke,” he told her. “It’s my first party.” The admission hardly came as a surprise. “So I guess, I know I’m interested in more than watching but not really... what that more is.” That was a fair comment. Heidi appreciated the honesty.
She swayed her hips, loving the way Burke’s gaze dropped to watch her. Being desired was another form of power. One that Heidi was quite used to using. “The ‘more’ can be a lot of things,” she said, leaning closer.
Heidi would love to help Burke discover exactly what activities would spark that desperate desire inside him. She held out her hand, smiling at Burke when he reached for it. “I’m Heidi. Why don’t I take you somewhere more private? I’m sure we can find something you’ll enjoy.”
“Yeah,” Burke nodded. “I’d like that.” Heidi smirked before she turned to lead. Burke followed. He was already doing well at showing how submissive he could be. Heidi was curious to see how many things she could introduce to him.
As he followed, Heidi saw Burke’s eyes stray to the couples - and groups - around them. But every time his gaze returned to her. And more specifically, her ass. She knew it looked great in the black dress she’d chosen to wear tonight.
“So what sort of things do you like?” Burke asked.
Spotting an open door, Heidi led their way towards it, glancing back at Burke as she considered his question. “Well, we have one thing in common,” she teased. “I’m definitely an ass woman.” If men could describe themselves as ‘a leg man’ or ‘a tits man’, there was no reason Heidi couldn’t do the same.
She hadn’t seen Burke’s ass yet. But from the sculpted appearance of his arms, Heidi hoped she was in for a treat.
“I like to hear a man beg,” Heidi added. “And that means that I have to find out what he likes. What he wants more of. And then I… withhold it. Until he pleases me.”
She saw the way Burke swallowed. His eyes almost instantly glazed over, no doubt images of just how he could please her filling his head. Burke nodded. “Yeah, that sounds... that sounds really good,” he told Heidi. His tongue darted out over his lips once again, like he needed to wet them.
“What do you... um. Do you want me to strip?” Burke asked. “Or... how can I please you?” It seemed like he couldn’t quite settle on the right question. But Burke was certainly giving it a good go.
Closing the door behind them, Heidi took the time to glance around the room. The bed in the center dominated, drawing her eye. But she took the time to note the chest - no doubt, full of toys - and the two chairs against one wall.
“Take off your shirt,” Heidi purred. She leaned against the wall, watching as Burke fumbled with the buttons in his eagerness to get them open. “There’s no rush,” Heidi added. “If I want you to be quick, I will tell you so.”
She saw the way Burke settled. As if hearing her instruction took the pressure off him to guess what she wanted. And that was exactly what Heidi had intended.
“You look good,” she purred, gaze dragging up and down Burke’s chest as it was revealed. “Do you work out?”
With his shirt off, Heidi saw the way blush spread from Burke’s shoulders all the way up to his cheeks. “I work out,” he nodded. “I’m glad you like it,” he added. And yeah, she definitely did. Even if he hadn’t worked out, Heidi would have approved of the delightful curve of Burke’s shoulder and the way he leaned into her touch as much as he could.
“You look good, too,” Burke added. “Your dress is so pretty on you, it hugs all the right places,” he commented. “I want to...” he began but then stopped, dropping his gaze. “Am I allowed to say what I want?” He sounded so unsure that it was adorable.
“Absolutely,” Heidi urged. She wanted to hear what Burke wanted. “I don’t promise I’ll always give it to you right away,” she added. From the gleam in Burke’s eyes, he didn’t find the idea of being refused all that off-putting. “But you’re always free to tell me.”
Shifting, Heidi wrapped her fingers around Burke’s wrist, tugging him over to the chest. “Tell me what you want,” she echoed. Then she would get Burke to have a look inside and tell her if any toys caught his fancy.
“I want to touch you,” Burke replied straight away. “Your body looks so good, I’d love to be able to explore it with my hands. And undress you. I want to put my mouth on you and learn all the sounds you might make. To feel you tremble against me as I make you come. Fuck, that would be amazing.”
Heidi grinned, pleased that all of the things Burke listed were things he wanted to do to her rather than anything he wanted her to do to him.
“I want you to touch me, too,” she promised. Heidi really did. His hands looked strong and capable. She longed to feel his fingers cup the curve of her breast, tease between her legs, toy with her nipples. All under her instruction.
Lifting the lid of the chest, Heidi propped it up with her hip. “But I think you came to this party to do a little more than touch a woman,” Heidi pointed out. Burke was handsome. If he wanted to find a woman to touch, he hardly needed to have gone to all the trouble of getting himself an invite.
“Do you see anything in here you’d like to play with?” she asked eagerly.
He approached the chest slowly, looking at the things inside it with wide eyes. She wondered if he’d ever played with toys. The way he looked at them rather implied that he had not. “It’s a lot of choice,” Burke breathed and looked at Heidi.
“What are your favorites?” he asked. “Maybe knowing that would help me pick?” She could understand that the choice felt overwhelming. Still, Heidi saw the way Burke’s eyes kept returning to the toys. “I’ve never... I’ve not tried toys on me,” he admitted, again not causing much surprise.
Sensing that Burke was overwhelmed, Heidi laid a hand against the small of his back. She leaned close, peering over his shoulder into the chest. Though she knew what she expected to find, Heidi took her time, brushing her fingers along various items to draw Burke’s attention to them.
Finally, Heidi pulled out a whip with short, fat strands. One that would spread the impact over a larger area, mitigating the sting somewhat. “I love the sound of a whip,” she purred.
Setting it on the nearby chair, Heidi went back into the chest, pulling out a riding crop. “This is much more precise, so each impact hurts a little more, but it won’t make someone’s whole ass sting.” That, too, she placed on the chair.
Last, Heidi picked a neon strap-on, slim enough not to be too intimidating.
“Does any of those interest you?” Heidi asked. “You can pick one or two, but not all three.”
Burke swallowed. Whether at the choice or at the specific items she’d laid out. He didn’t show any instant dislike of her suggested items. “Maybe the whip,” he said, pointing at the first one she’d picked out, the one that wouldn’t hurt as much. There was a silence. Heidi expected him to stop there.
But Burke reached out to brush his fingers over the strap-on. “I’ve never tried something like this,” he told her. “I... it’s a bit frightening but also... hot? Imagining you fucking me, fuck, it’s... it’s really hot.”
Heidi nodded, letting her nails scratch lightly across Burke’s back. “It is hot,” she purred. It would also be very intense. Especially if it was Burke’s first time. Heidi pressed her thighs together, her clit throbbing at the image of Burke bent over, his ass all ready for her to pound into. But she wanted Burke to enjoy what she would do. They couldn’t start with hard and fast.
“Take off the rest of your clothes,” Heidi instructed. “Let’s see how you feel about pain.” If this was Burke’s first time at a party, Heidi assumed he hadn’t done anything quite like this before. “I’ll start slow,” she promised. “And I’ll check in a lot, to make sure you’re still enjoying yourself.”
Burke nodded. Heidi appreciated how much trust he was putting into her. He took a step back. When he stripped, it was slowly, just as Heidi had told him before. There was no rush. If she wanted him to rush, she’d tell him. Instead, Heidi turned so she could watch Burke.
He slid his clothes off, stilling only before his boxers came off. Looking up at Heidi, Burke licked his lips, waiting for her to nod before he pushed the last piece of material away. His cock sprung free, already so hard. Burke swallowed a soft groan at the release.
“Can I help you with your clothes?” he asked hopefully.
Heidi was eager to feel Burke’s hands on her. She nodded. “You can take everything off except my panties,” she answered. Let stripping her out of the very last of her clothes be something that Burke had to wait for. Work for.
Burke closed the distance between them, his hands skimming down Heidi’s sides. Once again, he took his time. His fingers brushed over each of Heidi’s buttons, like he was learning where they were, before he started actually slipping them free.
He moaned as he revealed Heidi’s cleavage, her breasts practically spilling out of her tiny bra even before he opened the clasp. Heidi helped, tugging the clothes off and letting them fall onto the top of the chest.
“Leave my shoes, too,” she added, as Burke knelt to find the zipper on her skirt.
“Yeah,” he nodded. His fingers didn’t fumble but they slid over the zipper a few times before he finally pulled it down. Burke was slow in getting Heidi’s skirt off. He admired every inch of her skin as it was revealed. One of his hands tentatively brushed over Heidi’s bare leg. When she didn’t object, Burke slid it higher.
He didn’t try to slide it between her legs or anything, but he was gentle, almost teasing as his fingers explored her skin. When her clothes were all off - apart from her panties, just as she’d specified - he leaned back on his heels, head tilted back to look up at her.
“You’re so hot,” he breathed.
“Thank you.” Heidi ran her fingers through Burke’s hair, tugging just enough for him to feel it. Burke’s appreciation made Heidi grin. She loved feeling so desirable. And the way Burke looked at her, the way his cock bobbed between his legs, arousal must be pounding through his veins.
She reached for the whip, smirking as Burke’s eyes widened. “Even hotter now?” she teased. Standing tall, back arched to push her breasts out, Heidi let Burke gaze his fill. Finally, she dropped the hand in his hair, giving his shoulder a light push.
“Turn around,” she instructed. Burke was still on his knees, which was just where Heidi wanted him.
Burke did, shuffling on his knees so he could turn his back to Heidi. He glanced over his shoulder, tongue licking over his lips. When Burke turned away again, he let his head drop, exposing the top of his neck to Heidi. The submissive pose made her pussy instantly wet, knowing that he was offering himself to her like this.
Without looking at Heidi, Burke had no idea when a first blow might come. Heidi could see the tension in his shoulders. But he hadn’t asked her not to. Or even to be gentle. He just offered himself up to whatever Heidi chose to do.
Heidi lifted the whip, letting it come down across Burke’s back. The strands landed with a sharp thwack. Burke started, his intake of breath loud in the otherwise quiet room. “Fuuuuck,” Heidi moaned. She loved this. Burke was so trusting, so vulnerable. He was letting Heidi hurt him.
Even if it wasn’t very much. Heidi had been careful. She wanted to warm Burke up, to keep the pressure light until he begged for more. “How did that feel?” she asked, her voice low. “Did you like it?” If Burke hadn’t liked it, Heidi would stop. They’d find something else fun to do.
The way Burke groaned in return made Heidi think that he did like it. It took him a moment to respond in words. “Yeah,” Burke said, breath catching in his throat. “It feels good,” he added. “It doesn’t... hurt that much.” Whether that was an invitation to hurt him more, Heidi wasn’t quite sure.
She brought the whip down again, this time a bit harder. Burke moaned loudly. It was a deep sound, going all the way through his chest. “Fuck, Heidi,” he breathed. “That’s... it feels everywhere.”
Smiling, Heidi nodded. “It does,” she agreed. It had been a long time since Heidi had felt the bite of a whip against her skin. She’d enjoyed it. But she much preferred introducing other people to the pleasure and pain she could create with it.
When the whip landed for the third time, Heidi had aimed it lower. The strands licked across Burke’s bare ass. The muscles tensed, making Heidi swallow another moan. Fuck, Burke looked good. “I want you to tell me if it’s too much,” she breathed. “Or even if you think it might be too much.”
Smirking, Heidi flayed the whip across Burke’s ass again. “Or you can tell me it’s not enough,” she added, her voice lower.
“It’s not too much,” he rushed in to answer. Then there was a small pause. “I don’t know if it’s not enough,” he admitted. Heidi admired that. He could’ve easily begged for more despite not knowing what more meant. But he was honest.
Glancing over his shoulder, Burke looked up at Heidi. She could see pure lust in his eyes. “I want to earn more,” he told her. “You said you’d make me work for it. Please let me work for it?” he begged.
Heidi flicked the whip lightly, enjoying the way Burke’s gaze followed it. But she didn’t let it touch his skin. Instead, she took a step to the side. Reaching for the strap-on, Heidi held eye contact with Burke as she slipped herself into the harness.
She stepped back, until her knees hit the plush mattress of the bed. Taking a seat, Heidi met Burke’s eyes as she spread her legs. She ran a hand over the front of her panties, moaning at how wet the material felt beneath her fingertips.
Wrapping the fingers of one hand around the base of her new silicone cock, Heidi used the other to beckon Burke closer. “Come,” she urged. “Show me how much you want to get closer to my pussy.”
Burke did, crawling over to the bed and kneeling before Heidi’s legs. He looked up at her like she was the best thing he’d ever seen. His tongue darted out once more, wetting Burke’s lips. “How?” he asked keenly. “Please tell me. Do you want me to... I can worship your breasts? God, your breasts look so good.”
Again, his tongue lapped over his lips, like his mouth watered at just the idea of being allowed to play with Heidi’s tits.
“You can start with that,” Heidi agreed. She patted the mattress beside her. “You may get on the bed. After that, I don’t want you to stand unless you ask me for permission first. Understood?”
Burke nodded, climbing up onto the mattress. He pressed his body against Heidi’s side, letting her feet the heat that radiated off him. Burke lowered his head, lips brushing softly over the curve of Heidi’s breast. Her nipples stiffened in anticipation of his lips or tongue.
Setting a hand against Burke’s back, Heidi let her nails rake across the light marks left by the whip. Burke trembled at her touch. “Good?” she asked, repeating the action.
He took a breath, head moving in a soft nod. “Yeah, it feels... I enjoy feeling where you’ve left marks,” he commented. They were going to fade by the morning, but Heidi enjoyed that, too. She pressed against them again, urging another groan from him.
Then, Burke leaned down to catch one of Heidi’s nipples between his lips. His mouth was gentle and slow, just like he had been when he undressed her. Burke lapped his tongue over it, wetting the nipple before he sucked against it. That, too, was soft. One of his hands stroked over Heidi’s side, drawing her in closer against him.
The silicone dick brushed against his thigh. Heidi watched as he glanced down, surprised. She chuckled. But at least Burke wasn’t pulling away. That was a good sign. Heidi tangled her fingers in his hair once more, tugging his mouth down against her nipple. His tongue was warm and wet and soft. But Heidi wanted more.
“Suck harder,” she demanded. Burke obeyed instantly, his cheeks hollowing as he worked his tongue faster over Heidi’s nipple. The suction sent sparks chasing one another down Heidi’s spine. Her pussy ached behind the layer of cotton.
Moaning, Heidi arched to push her breasts up. “Fuck, it feels good,” she praised. “So good, Burke. Don’t stop. Use your hands, too.”
He didn’t need to be told twice. Burke’s hand came up to play with Heidi’s other breast. His fingers teased her nipple, tugging against the hardened nub. The touch wasn’t gentle, but it could be harder. Heidi shifted back, forcing Burke to tug against her nipple. When she moaned, he seemed to recognize the wordless request.
Having learned she liked it, Burke did it more intentionally. He groaned against Heidi’s breast when she gave another soft moan. When he pulled back, it was with a wet pop, hungrily moving onto her other nipple. Burke’s fingers played with her wet nipple, teasing it over it until Heidi cried out again.
“Fuck!” Pleasure slammed through Heidi so hard. Burke glanced up, his eyes shining. “You like that?” Heidi teased, tugging at his hair enough to watch the fine tremor that ran through his muscles. “Like making me moan for you?”
He did. She ran a hand down her stomach, wrapping her fingers around the strap-on and nudging it against Burke’s thigh. “Do you think I look hot like this?” she purred. “Hot with a dick between my legs to fuck you with?”
And Heidi wanted to fuck Burke. “Will you get it wet for me?” she asked sweetly.
Burke’s eyes widened. He glanced around like he was looking for what she wanted him to wet it with. The realization dawned on Burke and he licked his lips. “It is hot,” he told Heidi gently. “It’s... I’ve never known I could find it hot but yeah. You look... fuck, I can’t stop imagining how it might feel, how you might feel.”
With his hands brushing over Heidi’s sides, Burke kissed down her body. His tongue teased over her belly button before he moved lower. First, it was Burke’s chin that brushed against the silicone cock as he looked up at Heidi.
Keeping her eye contact, Burke moved lower. His tongue slipped over the silicone strap-on. It was slow, like he was checking what it might feel like. Whatever the sensation was, Burke seemed to decide it was fine. He took the tip in, letting Heidi decide when to push in more.
She groaned, her chest heaving. “You look so good, baby,” Heidi praised, lacing her fingers through Burke’s hair. She didn’t push his mouth further down. Not yet. She rubbed her thumb softly over his lower lip, marveling at how good he looked with his mouth stretched around the tip of the shaft.
“So good for me. Come on, a little closer. I won’t thrust.” Burke tried to nod, his eyes widening when he realized he couldn’t really. Heidi murmured soothing, wordless noises. Slowly, Burke slid lower. Heidi could feel the vibrations when the tip of the cock nudged against the roof of his mouth.
She pulled back, letting Burke follow, taking the dick even deeper. “How does it feel, Burke?” she asked. “Do you like it?”
He pulled back to answer, revealing the silicone cock already covered in his saliva. It shined under the lights. “It’s... different,” he answered. With his hands splayed against Heidi’s hips, Burke swallowed. Looking up at her, he took a soft breath. “You’re so powerful. I want to do... whatever you tell me, including this.”
That was a good answer. Heidi rewarded it by shifting against Burke, her leg brushing over his hard cock. Burke gave a low ‘uhh’, clearly wanting to thrust back but stopping himself.
“Will you fuck me?” he asked hopefully. “I... fuck, Heidi, I’m so hard for you.”
Heidi felt her pussy tighten at the words. It made her feel even more powerful than the dick between her legs. “I will,” she promised. “But you have to earn it a little more first. Come on, see how much of my cock you can take.”
Burke nodded, his lips parting once more to wrap around the silicone. Saliva dripped down the length of it, followed by Burke’s mouth. He tried to take her deep, swallowing as the head brushed against the back of his tongue. Heidi fisted her hand in his hair, making sure he didn’t choke himself.
Finally, Burke’s lips brushed the base of the strap-on between Heidi’s legs. The light tease of friction made her cry out. “So good for me, Burke,” she praised. “Don’t stop. Get your fingers under my panties and feel how wet I am.”
The movements were so eager. Heidi could hardly blame him. Her panties were soaked with how wet she was for him and for this. Burke groaned around the silicone cock in his mouth when he felt it. His fingers brushed under the material, sliding between Heidi’s legs so easily. She cried out in pleasure, making Burke seek out the most satisfying parts even more.
With the tips of his fingers brushing over Heidi’s clit, her hips bucked upwards, pushing the cock deeper down Burke’s throat. He had to pull back, but he tried to keep his fingers still teasing her under the strap-on.
“Fuck, I want to make you come so much. Will you let me? After you fuck me?”
Bucking her hips gently, Heidi nodded. She watched the silicone cock slide over Burke’s lips. Knowing he was new to this made the image so much hotter. Heidi wanted to make him beg her for more. And she knew just how to do that.
Pulling back, she cupped Burke’s jaw, helping him slide off her. “Kneel on the bed, facing the headboard,” she ordered. As she got to her feet, she adjusted her drenched panties, covering her pussy once more.
There was plenty of lube in the chest. Heidi brought a bottle of it back to the bed. Burke had settled exactly as she’d instructed. Heidi rewarded him with a hand stroking lightly over his spine. “Good boy. You’re going to love this,” she promised. "And if you don’t, we can stop.”
But Burke would. Heidi’s stomach flipped as she spread the lube over her fingers. Burke made a small noise of surprise once she teased them between his cheeks. She circled them over his asshole, applying gentle pressure.
A soft groan fell from Burke’s lips. A mix of pleasure and surprise. Heidi smirked and used her free hand to brush her fingers over the red marks that were left from the whip. It sent a shiver through Burke. Heidi moaned when she saw the lightest of goosebumps grace his skin.
Heidi pushed one finger past the tight ring, teasing Burke as she entered him. “Oh fuck,” he groaned. “Uhh, that feels, fuck.” His breath was already coming in shorter bursts. “Heidi,” Burke cried when she pressed another finger inside him. “Oh, god! That feels... uhhh.” The words were hardly making sense. But that was precisely what Heidi wanted.
She wanted Burke to give in to the pleasure.
She twisted her wrist, making Burke grunt as her fingers stretched him even further. “You look so great,” she breathed. “I love
hearing you, hearing how much you like it.” The noises were intoxicating, especially knowing that this was Burke’s first experience.
Sliding one hand under Burke’s hip, Heidi reached for his cock. Her fingers wrapped around it, feeling how hard he still was. “Good boy,” she praised. Burke’s hips rocked, pushing his dick further into her hand. When he pulled back to go again, it pushed him onto Heidi’s fingers, making Burke give a deep groan.
“Do you want more?” Heidi asked. “Do you want to feel my cock inside you?”
“Fuuuck,” Burke breathed. He tried to get more friction from her hand again, but Heidi’s other hand stopped him, fingers parting teasingly. “Yesss!” Burke cried. “Fuck, yes, Heidi, please. I want to... I want you inside me. I want to feel how good it is to get fucked,” he begged.
Another groan fell from Burke’s lips when Heidi stretched her fingers and pressed them back together. He tried to rock against her fist around his cock, but it meant also fucking himself on her fingers. Something that made Burke whine loudly. “God, it feels so good already. I can’t... show me, Heidi, please.”
The words were exactly what Heidi wanted to hear. Her pussy throbbed, heat pooling low in her stomach. “Fuck, yeah,” she agreed, pulling her fingers free. “I love this, showing you so many different things” The whip, her fingers, making Burke suck her cock.
And now this! After lubing it up, Heidi pressed the silicone head against his hole, sliding her hips forward inch by inch. Burke’s body opened for her, adjusting around the girth of the dick. It was bigger than Heidi’s fingers. Not by a lot, but enough that Burke would feel it.
“Is it good?” Heidi asked, squeezing her other hand around Burke’s stiff dick. “Do you like it?”
Burke groaned, low and deep. He thrust forward into Heidi’s fist before pushing back a lot more slowly. “Fuck,” Burke breathed. “It’s... it’s a lot,” he sighed, but it sounded pleased. When Heidi rocked her hips, Burke whined sharply. “Oh god! Fuck.” But again there was no complaint. She ran her free hand over his back, urging his muscles to relax.
“I do like it,” he answered finally. “It feels... fuck, it feels good. Do you like it? Do you love having your cock inside me?”
Heidi leaned forward, putting the weight of her body behind every thrust. She moved slowly, enjoying the way Burke’s body reacted to hers. “I do,” she purred. “Fuck, I love the sounds you make, how good you look.” She raked her nails across the marks left by the whip, making Burke whimper yet again.
The hand around his cock squeezed, wringing pleasure from the movements. “Do you want to come like this, or with your cock inside me?” Heidi asked. Smirking, she pushed her hips forward again. “Do you think you can last that long?”
“Fuck,” Burke moaned again. He slowed down thrusting back against Heidi. “I want... ugh, both. Fuck. You choose, please, Heidi,” he begged. “I won’t come if you tell me not to,” Burke promised. But Heidi wondered if he could really keep that promise. She also wondered if she could push him to challenge it.
Burke’s hands tightened against the bedsheets. When Heidi rocked her hips forward again, he moaned. “Uhh, yeah,” he groaned. “Whatever you want, Heidi,” Burke muttered. “Anything, please.”
Shifting the hand not on Burke’s cock, Heidi took a firm grip on his hip. Using her leverage, she slammed her hips forward harder. The grunt it pushed from between Burke’s lips was ample reward. Changing the angle, Heidi pounded into him harder, deeper.
“Don’t come,” she urged. “You have to ask me for permission first, Burke, okay?” Sweat gathered along Heidi’s spine as she put all her energy into fucking Burke the way she wanted to. His body arched towards her, ass out. She could feel his cock twitch in her hand.
“Uhhh,” he groaned under her. The noises kept coming, increasing as Heidi fucked Burke harder and harder. “Fuuuck,” he cried, gripping the sheets tightly. But he didn’t ask yet. He wanted Heidi to keep fucking him. So she did. Heidi’s hips slammed forward hard, fucking into Burke with all the strength she had.
The noises grew louder, Burke’s breath catching in his throat. Heidi’s moans sharpened. Having so much power made her so fucking hot. Knowing that she was doing this to Burke, that she would always be the first one to have done it to him.
“Please, Heidi! Fuck, please I can’t take it much longer. May I come? Please let me come?” The words fell from Burke’s lips in a rush.
“No.” Heidi stopped, loosening her hand around Burke’s cock. She’d wanted to push him, but he could help him along, too. She pulled back, slowly, loving the whimpers that poured from Burke’s throat. “Sshh,” she comforted. “I’m going to let you fuck me. Turn over.”
Burke’s limbs moved uncertainly, giving Heidi plenty of time to shimmy out of the harness and her panties. Once Burke lay flat on his back, Heidi swung one leg over him. His dick was flushed and red, glistening at the tip.
With a wild cry, Heidi sank herself down onto Burke, his cock filling her up so wonderfully. “Ahhh!” she screamed, a noise of utmost satisfaction. “Make me come,” she urged. “And then I’ll give you permission.” Lucky for Burke, Heidi’s body was already thrumming with arousal.
“Fuck,” he breathed. Burke’s hands came up to settle against Heidi’s hips. His touch was light. “I’ll try,” he promised. Heidi saw the concentration on his face. The focus not to come right then. “But fuck, you’re so hot and your pussy feels so good,” Burke commented. One of his hands slid down her leg and between their bodies.
He sought out her clit, thumb brushing over it. Another groan fell from Burke’s lips when Heidi moaned. “I want to make you come,” Burke moaned. “Fuck me, please, Heidi. Fuck yourself on my cock and let me make you come!”
Heidi was very, very happy to give Burke what he wanted. She leaned forward, her hands braced against Burke’s chest as she lifted herself up. Crashing down on his cock, she could hear the wetness of her pussy as she slammed him into her. Every thrust lit Heidi up from the inside, pleasure ringing through her like a siren.
Lifting his head, Burke’s lips fastened around Heidi’s nipple. She screamed as his warm, wet tongue added to the sensations shooting through her. “Fuck, yeah! Come on,” she urged. Burke’s thumb pressed harder, making Heidi’s hips buck uncontrollably.
She fucked herself harder, more insistently. Burke’s cock felt so great filling her up. She loved the way his eyes shone up at her, so willing and obedient. His mouth sucked harder. Heidi tumbled over the edge. All her muscles clenched tight, squeezing every last drop of pleasure from Burke’s mouth and hand and cock.
“Ohhh,” she sighed, slowing her hips but not stopping. “Fuck, that felt good. Come on, Burke. Fuck me and fill me up!”
“Yesss,” he cried, before his mouth returned to Heidi’s breast. Sadly not for long. Burke had to pull back again to groan as she fucked him harder. Their bodies met in an aggressive dance, both of their cries of pleasure filling the room.
Burke’s body seized upwards, his hand gripping tightly against Heidi’s hip.
She felt him come, hot and fast inside her. Burke’s eyes squeezed shut as he breathed hard, thrusting up into Heidi once, twice and then finally collapsing against the bed, muscles relaxing. “Fuck, Heidi,” he breathed. “You’re amazing,” he told her, pulling her closer against him so he could seek out her lips for a kiss.
She licked slowly into his mouth, savoring the taste of him. Burke’s softening cock slid out of her, leaving Heidi feeling empty but satisfied. She shifted, stretching out on her side and pressing her body against Burke’s. Her fingers teased idly over his nipple.
“You were amazing, too,” she promised. “Exactly what I wanted.” And Burke had been! Heidi could still hear his noises ringing in her ears. He’d begged, exactly the way Heidi had wanted. He’d made her feel so desirable. Burke still was, the way his hand moved over her skin.
With a soft sigh, Heidi let her gaze travel over Burke’s body. “How do you feel?” she asked. “Any aches?”
“No aches,” Burke answered straight away. He bit his lip. She watched as he shifted, clearly pressing the marks the whip had left on his skin against the sheets. “No bad aches,” he corrected with a grin. Burke’s hands slid over Heidi’s body, exploring what it felt like now that he wasn’t in the throes of passion.
His tongue slipped out to wet his lips. “I feel content,” Burke said. “And relaxed. I feel like... It feels good. Thank you. I... I had hoped it might feel like that. Thank you for showing me.” His thanks was so genuine that Heidi couldn’t help but smile.
“I enjoyed it,” she promised, shifting under Burke’s hands. “You were just what I was looking for tonight.” Burke grinned, pleased with her praise. His fingers skimmed lightly across her breasts, avoiding her nipples for now. The touch sent a pulse of heat racing down Heidi’s body.
She pressed her lips against his, tongue sliding into his mouth. By the time she pulled back, Burke was breathless. Heidi smirked. “Will you show me how good you can be with your mouth?” she purred. Burke’s eyes widened.
But he didn’t need to reply with words. He kissed his way eagerly down Heidi’s body. Tangling her fingers in his hair, Heidi tipped her head back. She had no doubt that Burke’s mouth would feel very, very good!
 




She Demands Pleasure



 
The girls’ holiday this year was to the southern coast of sunny Spain. It was the first time they’d been there. So far, Blaire was a big fan. The beaches were beautiful and there were a lot of parties specifically for those there on vacation. Blaire had spent quite a few nights dancing until the morning came.
Today, she had a different plan.
 
It was hardly a vacation if Blaire didn’t get laid. And luckily for her, there was choice aplenty. There weren’t that many locals, but she wasn’t particularly interested in finding someone with local knowledge. No, what her current tastes desired was a nice frat boy who Blaire might teach a thing or two.
 
She was, really, on the hunt.
 
In the end, Blaire didn’t have to look very far.
 
He was tall, broad-shouldered, a mess of sandy brown hair flopping into his eyes. His name was Oakley. Blaire could swear she’d never heard a more American name. He was perfect.
 
“Can I buy you a drink, Oakley?” Blaire asked, leaning against the bar next to him. She saw surprise flash across his face, possibly from her already knowing his name - she’d asked one of his friends - or maybe because she’d offered to buy him a drink.
 
“Sure, sure,” Oakley agreed. His tongue darted out to wet his lower lip, strikingly pink in his bronzed face. “If I can buy you a drink, in return.” Blaire supposed that was very polite. 
 
Or just very traditional. And Blaire had no interest in men who insisted on being traditional. 
 
“Where are you from?” Oakley asked, leaving an obvious pause for Blair to fill in her own name. 
 
“Blaire,” she answered before ordering them both drinks. She didn’t ask Oakley what he wanted. She’d seen him drinking bottles of watered-down lager; Blaire ordered another one of those. It almost definitely gave away the fact that she’d been watching him. But that was her intention.
 
And, really, if Blaire hadn’t wanted him to know, she wouldn’t have asked one of his friends what his name was. “I’m from South Africa,” she answered easily. “Have you ever been?” Blaire didn’t live there anymore. She spent most of her time in Europe these days, but she knew her accent gave away her country of origin.
 
“No,” Oakley answered, taking the bottle off the bartender and tipping it in a toast to Blaire. “This is my first time out of Maine,” he explained. “Some buddies wanted to party before we go back to college in the fall. This is where we decided to come.” 
 
He grinned, taking a swig of his lager. “So how do you like Spain?” he asked. “I guess it’s pretty different from South Africa.” 
 
His gaze lingered on Blaire’s low-cut top. But that, too, was part of Blaire’s plan. 
 
“In some ways it’s different, yeah, but there are similarities.” The sunny weather, for one, was pretty reminiscent of home. But Blaire hardly wanted to talk about weather. What she wanted to talk about - if anything - was Oakley and how she could get him to do all the things she wanted.
 
He didn’t seem shy. That was good, but Oakley probably assumed there was going to be a lot more work involved in getting into Blaire’s panties than she planned there to be. No, all of the work she was envisioning was going to come after.
 
“Tell me, Oakley, how much do you want to have sex with me?” Blaire asked, not really bothering to hide the smirk that graced her lips.
 
Oakley’s ocean-blue eyes widened. He really was very attractive. Blaire could hardly wait to see if he was similarly tanned all over. 
 
“Like, out of ten?” Oakley asked. The question made Blaire laugh. But sure, out of ten, why not? She nodded. Oakley didn’t have to think about it for long. “Ten, definitely.” He grinned. “You’re hot. Why, how much do you want to have sex with me?” 
 
Blaire grinned, reaching out to slide a perfectly manicured finger over Oakley’s chest. “At least a ten,” she said a little teasingly. Oakley was very attractive, there was no point in denying that. But he was also attractive to Blaire in just the right way. Or so she assumed.
 
“Are you willing to do all the things I want you to?” Blaire asked. Before Oakley could ask for specificity, she carried on. “I’d love to tie you to my hotel bed, Oakley,” Blaire said, taking a step closer, her body pressing into his. She saw him swallow, whether at the closeness or the words, she wasn’t sure. “Make you pleasure with me with your mouth until my body can hardly take any more orgasms. And then, I’d love to ride you, hard and fast until you explode inside me.”
 
“Fuck.” The word burst out of Oakley, along with all the breath he’d been holding while Blaire had cozied up against his body. His fingers tightened around the neck of his bottle, clutching it in a grip so tight that his knuckles popped prominently. 
 
He swallowed again, one hand coming up to rest against Blaire’s waist. His fingers spanned the curve of her body, dropping to dig into her hip. “Yeah,” he agreed. “I’ll do whatever you want, if it’s that.” 
 
It wasn’t a very coherent answer. But Blaire felt that it would do. 
 
“Good,” she confirmed, her hand sliding to find Oakley’s free one so she could grasp it in hers. “Come on then,” Blaire said, waiting only long enough for Oakley to set his half-drunk beer bottle down on the bar before she dragged him out with her. At least two of Oakley’s friends wolf-whistled as they went. Blaire didn’t care.
 
Her hotel was barely a two-minute walk away. The hot Spanish air pressed Oakley closer to Blaire. She was glad she’d insisted on not sharing a room with one of her friends. 
 
Closing the door behind them, Blaire pushed Oakley up against it, slamming her lips against his in a hot kiss. Her tongue licked inside his mouth, exploring it and moaning against it as Oakley’s tongue met hers. When she pulled back, both of them were breathless.
 
“Strip,” she instructed. “And then you may undress me, too.”
 
Oakley’s shoes were off almost before Blaire had finished the sentence. He bent down, tugging his socks off. He followed them with the rest of his clothes, looking like a wild tumble of limbs until he was finally bare. 
 
His chest and abs were every bit as delicious as Blaire had imagined they would be. His cock was hard already, standing tall and proud. Blaire licked her lips. Oakley certainly had nothing to be ashamed of. 
 
He reached for her, fingers tugging at the hem of her top with more enthusiasm than grace. 
 
“Don’t rush,” she told him. “I want you to appreciate my body. That means appreciating revealing it slowly.” She doubted anyone had ever told Oakley to take his time as he undressed them. They might’ve been roughly the same age but Blaire was certain she had a great deal more - or at least better - experience when it came to sex.
 
And besides, Blaire wanted to be appreciated. She was very good at getting the things she wanted. Taking a step back, Blaire walked closer to the bed, turning just enough to make the hem of her skirt flick up before it fell back down. “Take your time,” she said. “I’m not going to disappear.”
 
Oakley looked confused. But he didn’t argue, and that was the important thing. He stepped forward, closing the distance between them. This time, when his warm fingers slid under the hem of Blaire’s top, it was at a much more sedate pace. Oakley’s palms skated across her stomach, lifting the top up and over Blaire’s head. 
 
“Your skin is so soft,” Oakley breathed. His tongue darted out as he fully appreciated the sight of Blaire in just her lacy blue bra. “Can I -?” Oakley asked, gesturing to the button holding Blaire’s skirt closed. 
 
“Yes.” Blaire nodded. She was perfectly happy for him to strip her, she just wanted him to do it slowly. Following instructions was important. Blaire appreciated that Oakley seemed to clock on to that quickly. His fingers were gentle against the button of her skirt and then slow as he pulled her zipper down.
 
Rather than letting the material just fall on the floor, Oakley went down to his knees to slide it over her hips and legs. And fuck, wasn’t that a sight to see! Blaire hadn’t even asked him to go down on his knees for her. And yet there he was, looking so beautiful at her feet.
 
She lifted each foot in turn to let him get the skirt off. Her shoes were still on. Blaire waited to see whether he’d take those off. Some men definitely wouldn’t and others would beg for the opportunity to.
 
Though he moved more slowly than he had at first, Oakley seemed more interested in Blaire’s bra than her shoes. His hands slid up her body as he got to his feet. “Fuck, you’re so hot.” His cock was still hard as steel, pressed against Blaire’s thigh as Oakley pulled her closer. 
 
Blaire’s breasts brushed his chest, making her give a soft moan at the sensation of lace against her nipples. Oakley’s fingers mapped across her spine, sliding up each bump in turn until he reached the clasp of her bra. 
 
It took a moment, but he finally worked it open. He caught his breath as Blaire’s breasts spilled free. Dragging the material away, Oakley added Blaire’s bra to the pile of her other clothes. 
 
She enjoyed that he paused then, to take in the sight of her. It was certainly appreciated. One of Oakley’s hands slid up to cup Blaire’s breast. His fingers explored the sensitive skin of her nipple, making Blaire’s breath catch. Oakley’s eyes widened, almost like he was surprised at having made her make a sound.
 
“You may taste them,” she offered. “But slowly,” she added with a small smirk. Blaire knew she looked good. She was very confident that her breasts did too. They were there to be enjoyed, both by her and by Oakley.
 
Bending his sandy head, Oakley stroked his tongue over the curve of Blaire’s breast. His path to her nipple was slow, just as Blaire had ordered. The tantalizing pleasure of it had Blaire’s heart beating hard against her ribs. 
 
Finally, Oakley sucked one nipple into his mouth. His tongue lapped slowly over it as Blaire’s moan echoed around the room. Oakley’s face flushed with triumph. He brought his fingers back to Blaire’s other nipple, teasing it to a hard nub. When Blaire moaned a second time, she felt Oakley’s intake of breath. 
 
He seemed to be pretty quickly learning that taking things slow could bring its own rewards. She pressed into him, letting him suck her nipple harder. “Ah, fuck,” Blaire breathed. One of her hands came up to Oakley’s head, fingers tangling in the strands. “Go on, suck harder,” she urged. When he did, Blaire rewarded him with another deep moan.
 
She tugged against Oakley’s hair, pulling him away from her nipple only to lead him onto the other one. When he repeated the same motions, Blaire, too, offered similar sounds. Finally, when she pulled Oakley’s mouth away it was to grin at him.
 
“Taking it slow isn’t too bad, is it?” she asked, well aware of the answer.
 
Already, Oakley’s lips were slightly reddened. Blaire was eager to see just how much more used he would look after he’d brought her to orgasm with his mouth. But not so eager that she needed to rush. 
 
“It’s good,” Oakley agreed, sounding a little dazed. His fingers continued their exploration, brushing lower across Blaire’s stomach. When he smoothed his palm over the fabric of her panties, Blaire sucked in a breath. 
 
He didn’t move to nudge them aside. Instead, his hand pressed hard against her, making Blaire’s pussy positively ache. 
 
“Can I finish undressing you?” Oakley breathed against her ear. 
 
“I would very much like that,” Blaire confirmed.
 
This time, when Oakley knelt down, it was to get her shoes off. He was careful with the straps, almost mesmerized as he slid them off. Blaire wondered if he’d ever actually taken a woman’s shoes off before. She enjoyed the idea that she might be the first. She planned to be a great many firsts for him. Oakley clearly needed someone to teach him the pleasure of taking things slowly.
 
He slid his hands up her legs, teasing over the curve of her thighs and then her hips. When Oakley’s fingers slid under the material covering Blaire’s hips, his touch was soft. “Go on,” she encouraged. “Take them off.”
 
Without hesitation, Oakley pulled Blaire’s panties down her legs and off. She stepped out of them, letting Oakley set them on top of the rest of her clothes. Blaire expected him to get up. Oakley merely sat back, gaze hungrily drinking in the sight of Blaire’s naked body towering above him. 
 
His hands rested on her thighs, fingers rubbing teasingly against her skin. “You said you wanted me to make you come with my mouth,” Oakley reminded her. Leaning forward, he pressed a hot kiss against her thigh. 
 
Blaire had said that. But she had also said she wanted to tie Oakley to her hotel bed. 
 
There wasn’t any reason why she couldn’t do one and then the other. So parting her legs, Blaire nodded. “I still do,” she said. Her hand reached out again so she could tangle her fingers in Oakley’s hair. “Can you make me come like this?” she asked curiously. For all that she was sure Oakley had little experience in taking things slow, Blaire had no idea what his experience might be like when it came to pleasing a woman.
 
“Or I can tie you up first, if you want,” she offered, rather generously in her opinion.
 
“I can make you come like this,” Oakley answered, bristling with bravado. He ran his hands up Blaire’s thighs, thumbs stopping so close to her pussy that she could feel the heat of them. He looked very much like he was about to dive in. 
 
At the last minute, he seemed to remember Blaire’s words about taking it slow. Instead of making straight for her clit, Oakley’s tongue licked a warm stripe up Blaire’s inner thigh. Then the other. Blaire’s fingers tightened in his hair, but she didn’t drag him closer. She wanted to see what Oakley would do all on his own. 
 
When his tongue made contact with her pussy, Blaire merely hummed her approval. Oakley explored her slowly, tongue brushing hot and wet across Blaire’s most sensitive spots. He didn’t linger, instead letting his tongue press inside her, fucking her gently. 
 
“Ah, fuck,” Blaire breathed. “That’s good,” she encouraged. He was slow but firm. The movements were very determined. Blaire enjoyed that. Oakley worked hard to please her. He licked, listening to the sounds she gave in response. “Uh, yeah, just like that,” she moaned as he ran his tongue higher up to her clit.
 
One of Oakley’s hands gripped harder against Blaire’s hip, holding her tightly against him. His tongue moved faster and faster, urging more sounds from Blaire. She could feel her body getting closer to that sweet edge. Her head fell back, a sharp cry of pleasure escaping her.
 
It seemed to spur Oakley on. His hand moved up to the soft curve of her ass, supporting her while he pursed his lips around her clit and sucked. Pulses of pleasure swept through Blaire so fast and hard that her knees almost gave way under her. She gripped at Oakley’s shoulder, using him for support as he continued to worship her pussy with long, slow sucks. 
 
A long moan vibrated through Blaire’s chest. Her nipples ached, eager for more attention. With her free hand, Blaire teased across one of them, tweaking and pulling. It added to the pleasure rising like a tide from Oakley’s mouth between her legs. He groaned, pressing even more firmly against her. His tongue slipped down, fucking into her pussy in steady strokes.
 
Her orgasm exploded through Blaire sharply and suddenly, her knees almost failing under the pressure. But Oakley was right there, supporting her weight with his huge body.
 
“Fuuuck,” she cried, muscles trembling as she came. “Yesss. Ahh,” Blaire half-screamed until the very last drops of her orgasm swept through her. Only then did she push Oakley back.
 
His lips were wet from her liquids and a smile was plastered across them. Like he was proud. And he should be. Reaching out, Blaire used her thumb to smear the wetness over his cheek. “You did very well,” she praised. “Now get on the bed. Lie down on your back and put your arms up.”
 
She very much still intended to tie him up.
 
Oakley drew back slowly, his hands lingering against Blaire’s skin as if it was hard for him to pull away. Blaire smirked. She let him take his time, only giving his ass a gentle shove once he was standing. 
 
Without hesitation, Oakley sprawled across Blaire’s bed. It wasn’t as big as her four-poster at home, but it would do. As Oakley flipped onto his back, his hard cock caught Blaire’s attention. The head was rosy, glistening with precum. He’d have to stay that way for a little while. 
 
Glancing at her for guidance, Oakley lifted his hands to the headboard. “Like this?” he asked. 
 
“Yeah, that’s great,” Blaire promised. She went to her suitcase, only taking a short while to locate the handcuffs she’d brought with her. There were surprisingly few odd looks shot her way going through customs with handcuffs in her suitcase. Not that Blaire cared either way.
 
She lifted them up to show Oakley, grinning when his tongue darted out to wet his lips. If he’d expected something else, he certainly didn’t say as much. Instead, Oakley moved his hands so it would be easier for Blaire to put the handcuffs on, placing the connective chain behind the bedpost to ensure that Oakley couldn’t move his arms.
 
“You look good,” she praised, her fingers dragging over his chest and down lower over his hips. “Such a nice-looking cock, too,” Blaire commented. It was her tongue this time that darted out to wet her lips. “I’m going to taste it,” she informed Oakley. “And you are not going to buck upwards, got it?”
 
Oakley’s eyes widened. “Uh.” He didn’t look at all convinced that what Blaire was asking was possible. He’d probably never needed to exert that level of self-restraint. Certainly not when it came to sex. Blaire, on the other hand, had seen what men were capable of. She had faith that Oakley could resist temptation.
 
“I’ll try,” he promised. That was good enough for Blaire. At least for now. She climbed onto the bed, leaning down so her breasts brushed across the hard muscles of Oakley’s chest. The friction sent a sizzle down Blaire’s spine. Moving lower, she kept her gaze fixed on Oakley as she caught the tip of his dick against her lips. He moaned, his hips flexing but not lifting. 
 
Taking some pity on him, Blaire settled her hands against Oakley’s hips, pressing him down against the mattress. He would still have to stop himself from bucking up, but her touch would help. Leaving him to do his best, Blaire explored Oakley’s cock. Her tongue slid to the underside of his shaft, pressing tightly against it as she dragged her tongue up.
 
Oakley groaned. Still, his hips didn’t buck up. Blaire sucked harder as one of her hands slid away from Oakley’s hip and down to his balls, cupping them as she continued to bob her head up and down.
 
“Fuck, Blaire!” Oakley’s voice sounded so ragged. Blaire loved that even a few moments of her mouth against him could affect him. He tugged against the cuffs, groaning even louder when he realized he wasn’t going to be able to reach for her. Slowly, patiently, Blaire continued bobbing on his dick. 
 
The taste was salty against her tongue, musky and male. Blaire’s pussy clenched, eager to discover how good Oakley would feel buried between her legs. But not yet. Blaire intended to show Oakley just how agonizingly good going slow could be. 
 
She rolled his balls, making Oakley thrash his ass against the bed. It didn’t push his hips up. Blaire could hear his breathing, coming faster and harder the further she pushed him.
 
So she stopped.
 
The whine Oakley gave was as beautiful as the groans that had fallen from his lips. Blaire pulled away with a wet pop, letting Oakley’s cock bounce against his belly. She didn’t want him to come. Not before she had a chance to fuck him. But she had said that there would have to be more than one orgasm before she did that.
 
Moving up Oakley’s body, Blaire teased her tongue over each of his nipples before licking over Oakley’s lips. “Gonna make me come again with that mouth of yours?” He had been very good the first time around. And now he was tied to her bed, something that made Blaire’s pussy all the wetter.
 
It took Oakley a moment, his gaze unfocused until he managed to gather himself. “Yeah, fuck. I want to.” The words were music to Blaire’s ears. She had never really doubted that Oakley wanted to please her. He’d been very good for her so far, learning everything she had to teach. 
 
The chain between his cuffs rattled against the rail again. Oakley frowned. “I can’t reach for you,” he complained. “Will you… come closer? Help me?” 
 
“I will,” Blaire promised. Crawling up Oakley’s body, she didn’t stop until she could lower herself down. A knee on each side of his head, Blaire sat down on Oakley’s face. One of her hands gripped against his hair as Oakley’s mouth found the most sensitive of Blaire’s spots.
 
She whined harshly. “Fuck, yes,” Blaire moaned. “Use your tongue more,” she demanded. Oakley did just that, the tip sliding over to her clit and then lapping up the wetness as he licked lower. Blaire rocked her hips, riding Oakley’s mouth as much as she could. A string of ‘yes, yes, yes’ and ‘faster’ falling from her lips.
 
Oakley made every effort to obey. He pressed his face between her thighs, the slight stubble scratching against the soft skin. The rough sensation only made the pleasure of Oakley’s mouth all the sweeter. His tongue swirled over Blaire’s clit, the variable pressure making Blaire’s hips back against his face.
 
Though he couldn’t move his hands, Oakley could brush his fingers across Blaire’s stomach. She leaned into the contact, moaning loudly as Oakley’s blunt nails raked across her. He pushed his tongue inside her more insistently, fucking her hard and fast. Pleasure pooled low in Blaire’s stomach, surging hotly through her veins in every direction. 
 
“Yeah, just like that,” she moaned, rocking against his face harder. Blaire could hear how wet she was, Oakley so obediently lapping it all up. His tongue slipped from Blaire and licked up to her clit again. “Fuuuck!” she cried, pleasure shooting through her so suddenly that all Blaire could do was grip Oakley’s hair tighter.
 
The pain made Oakley groan. The sound vibrated through Blaire. It was the thing that tipped her over the edge. Blaire’s orgasm crashed through her wave after wave. Her legs trembled as Oakley licked her through it. Finally, she had to pull back.
 
He was just as good as the first time. And Oakley looked so pleased with himself! Blaire couldn’t help leaning down to kiss him, licking the taste of herself off his lips.
 
He moaned into the kiss, his tongue darting out to brush against hers. It sent electric tingles all the way down Blaire’s spine. When she pulled back, Oakley was a mess. His lips were red, his cheeks and chin covered in her wetness. His hair stuck up in every direction, no longer falling to cover those beautiful blue eyes of his. 
 
Flushed with desire, Oakley’s chest heaved. “You sound amazing when you come,” he offered, tipping his chin up so he could meet Blaire’s eyes. “And fuck, not being able to touch you is so exciting. I can’t stop you rocking against my face. I don’t want to.” 
 
Blaire beamed at that, genuinely pleased at his words. She had known that picking Oakley was going to be a good call. He was so obedient. Just what she desired in a man. “Better make me come again with your cock then, hmm?” she said with a grin, reaching between them to wrap her fingers around Oakley’s dick.
 
He whimpered under her, thrusting hips up. But only a little bit. His arms once again tugged against the restraints around his wrists. “I’m going to ride you so nice and slow,” Blaire told him, moving down Oakley’s body so she could straddle his hips. “And you are going to beg me to go faster,” she promised before finally leading his hardness into her heat.
 
Oakley’s hips did buck up then, but they didn’t go far. He was pinned down by Blaire’s weight. From the glazed expression on his face, Blaire could tell he liked that. She lifted up, sinking back down oh-so-slowly. Oakley groaned, his whole body trembling with the effort of not fucking up to meet her. 
 
“Ah,” he grunted. His teeth sank into his lower lip, hard enough to leave indentations that Blaire longed to lick away. “Fuck, you’re so tight.” His breath came in harsh pants, his ribs rising and falling with every gasp inwards. 
 
Blaire’s hands came to settle against Oakley’s chest, using it to support her as she continued to ride him slowly. His cock slid in and out of her pleasurably, making Blaire give soft moans. “Ahhh,” she moaned. “You feel good.” He did. And hearing the way Oakley groaned with every shift of Blaire’s hips was incredibly hot.
 
“You can fuck up, but slowly,” Blaire allowed. She wanted to see how much control Oakley would present, how hard he’d try to do just as Blaire told him to do. So far he had been very good about it. “The slower you fuck me now, the faster I’ll fuck you back soon.”
 
Meeting Blaire’s eyes, Oakley nodded. “Yeah,” he agreed, breathlessly. “I’ll do whatever you want, Blaire. I’ll try.” His hips lifted slowly, cock inching into Blaire’s pussy. She moaned and saw Oakley’s muscles tighten in response. Still, he didn’t lose control. 
 
He fucked her slowly, his gaze dropping to where Blaire’s breasts bounced with every movement. Leaning forward as much as he could while still tied to the bed, he caught one of her nipples in his mouth. The extra pleasure made Blaire give a sharp whine. Oakley’s hips faltered, snapping up once, hard, before falling back to the bed.
 
His slow wasn’t as slow as Blaire’s had been, but Oakley still did a very good job. “Fuck,” Blaire breathed as he sucked against her nipple harder. His tongue teased over it and a low groan vibrated through Blaire. With his hips rocking up slowly, Blaire met them with equal force. And then she began to pick up her pace.
 
Leaning forward, Blaire was in a good position to make sure that Oakley’s cock rubbed against her clit if she slid down it just the right way. “Yeah, that’s good, fuck, Oakley, yeah,” Blaire moaned, rocking harder and harder. Oakley matched her speed, meeting Blaire’s thrusts but not increasing the speed past that.
 
Her orgasm was approaching quickly but steadily, making Blaire’s muscles tighten.
 
Oakley’s teeth grazed across the nipple he was sucking. Not hard, just enough to see what Blaire’s reaction would be. She cried out, pressing her hands down harder against his chest. Taking that as encouragement, Oakley moved to Blaire’s other breast, giving it the same treatment. 
 
He sucked and licked slowly, warming Blaire up for the eventual sharp pain of his teeth. This time, he pressed harder, making pleasure sizzle through Blaire’s entire body. She rocked even faster, enjoying the startled moan that vibrated across her skin in response. 
 
“Yes, yes, yes,” Blaire chanted just as her orgasm finally tipped her over the edge. Her pussy tightened around Oakley’s cock, squeezing as she continued to ride him until the last throes of her orgasm washed over her. She didn’t stop. Blaire pulled back enough to force Oakley to let go of her breast. She wanted him to watch her.
 
Blaire’s movements began to increase. She fucked Oakley harder and harder. “Ask me to come,” she cried, moaning as his cock filled her so well. With her hands against Oakley’s chest, Blaire fucked him as fast as she could, meeting every thrust he made upwards.
 
Oakley whined, his hands squeezing against nothing as he tried to hold on. “Please,” he breathed. When Blaire changed nothing about what she was doing, he raised his voice. “Please, Blaire. Fuck, I want to come.” It still wasn’t quite the question that Blaire was waiting for. 
 
She circled her hips, enjoying the way Oakley bucked under her, driving his cock deeper inside her. “Please,” he tried again. “Please, can I come, Blaire? I want to so badly.” He pounded into her, meeting her thrust for thrust. 
 
At first, Blaire didn’t say yes. Instead, she kept riding Oakley hard, listening to all the loud noises he made. Her hips swayed in a steady motion, harder and harder, his cock driving into her with force. Oakley squeezed his eyes shut, like not seeing anything would help him last longer. He did last.
 
Such a good fucking boy.
 
“You can come,” Blaire allowed. He had earned it, after all. “Go on, fill me up, let me feel you come inside me!” she cried.
 
She didn’t need to tell Oakley twice. He pulled uselessly at his restraints, still trying and failing to reach for Blaire’s body. His hips slammed up harder than ever, but his rhythm stayed steady. His thick cock filled Blaire up so beautifully. When she squeezed her muscles tight around him, Oakley’s control completely snapped. 
 
He roared her name, throat exposed as he tipped his head back. Blaire felt the pulse of his hot cum inside her. The pleasure on Oakley’s face was breathtaking, his eyes so open and so blue. He poured himself into her, his body shuddering through the throes of his orgasm. 
 
Finally, his hips slowed, his softening cock slipping free. “Fuck,” he breathed. “Fuck, Blaire. I’ve never felt like that before.” 
 
She would’ve laughed, but Blaire’s breath was caught in her throat. She was pleased by his words and leaned down to kiss Oakley. “Good,” she announced. It had definitely been part of her plan, to give him something he hadn’t tried before. And Blaire had to give him credit, Oakley had been very good.
 
Getting off him, Blaire stretched across the bed to reach for the key to the handcuffs that she’d put on the bedside table. She helped Oakley lower his arms slowly, before running her palm over his chest.
 
“You did very well,” she praised. He really had.
 
Oakley genuinely blushed at the praise. That did make Blaire laugh. He could beg her to come without flushing, but a little praise got him all flustered. She guessed that it wasn’t what Oakley was used to hearing after sex. That, too, was something she was glad she could introduce him to.
 
“It was fun. And hot.” Oakley grinned. “Are you staying in Spain for much longer?” he asked eagerly. “I’m here for another week and a half.” 
 
It was a clear invitation to play again. Blaire was definitely tempted. There were things she would love to do to Oakley that a first meeting might not allow. Things she’d love to see if he’d enjoy. Tying him up and fucking him hard had been fun, but Blaire’s pussy throbbed at the idea of perhaps whipping him. She could teach Oakley just how good pain could feel.
 
“I will be here long enough for us to try something new, if you’d like,” she finally said, with a grin. “But for now, I think your hands owe me at least a few more orgasms, don’t you think?”
 
From the surprise on Oakley’s face, he’d obviously thought they were done. But it wasn’t an unpleasant surprise. He grinned, shifting so he could press closer against Blaire’s body. He might not get hard again for a few more minutes, but he was nonetheless ready to go. 
 
“Yeah,” Oakley agreed, nodding so that his hair fell back across his face. His hands skimmed across the curves of Blaire’s waist. One teased upwards, across her breast, while the other dipped lower, settling between Blaire’s spread thighs. 
 
“Tell me what you want me to do,” Oakley urged. And oh, Blaire would definitely enjoy giving Oakley instructions. By the time she was through with him, he’d have skills his frat buddies could only dream of!
 




Making Him Earn It



 
Hank stared into the depths of Geri’s wardrobe. There were so many different skirts and tops. Not to mention the dozens of bras and underwear. And such a lot was riding on Hank’s choice! Geri had promised to take him to a BDSM party later that evening. But only if Hank could successfully please her and get her ready to go. 
If he followed all her instructions to the letter, Geri had promised to let him wear his collar. Not only would they go to the party together, but Geri would claim him as hers - in front of the whole local BDSM community.
 
It was a huge honor. And something Hank had wanted for months. 
 
So he had to get this right. He’d already chosen thigh-high boots, ones which laced all the way up. He couldn’t wait to drop to his knees and help Geri into them. It would take minutes to fasten them all the way up. And maybe, before he got up, Geri would order him to make her come with his mouth. 
 
But Hank was getting way ahead of himself. Right now, his only task was to pick an outfit that Geri would like. 
 
He selected a skirt he knew Geri often wore when she went out with her friends. It hugged her hips perfectly, showcasing those mouth-watering curves. And with that, a tight black blouse, not too slutty. Geri preferred an air of mystery.
 
Finally, Hank selected a pair of red panties and a matching bra. He could imagine just how sinfully good Geri would look. Knowing what was hidden under her more modest clothes would make the wait to unwrap her at the end of the night even more tantalizing. 
 
After double- and triple-checking he hadn’t forgotten anything, Hank dropped back to his knees. He crawled from the bedroom all the way down to where Geri was waiting in the living room, sipping a glass of wine. 
 
“I’m finished, Geri,” he breathed, kneeling at her feet. “Will you come and see if I’ve done well? Please?” 
 
Geri reached out to brush her hand over Hank’s cheek. It was a tender touch and he beamed at her when she smiled. “I will,” Geri confirmed, standing up. Hank stayed on his knees. He liked crawling for Geri, especially since he knew she enjoyed it, too. 
 
They had been dating for long enough that Hank had a pretty good grasp of what Geri did and didn’t like. Or at least, so he hoped as they approached the bedroom so she could see the clothes he had selected for her. Once she saw them, Geri gave a soft hum, one which Hank couldn’t quite place.
 
“Tell me why you’ve chosen these,” she urged him. It didn’t sound bad, just curious.
 
Nonetheless, Hank had to wet his suddenly dry lips. Geri no longer intimidated Hank like she had when she’d been just a domme that he admired from a distance. He still wanted to please her. His heart pounded hard against his ribs. 
 
“The red underwear will make you feel sexy,” Hank answered. “And it’ll tease me all night, knowing that you’re wearing it.” From the smirk Geri gave him, that was as important to her as how the underwear would make her feel. 
 
Clearing his throat, Hank looked up at Geri from his position on the floor. “The skirt is one I know you wear out. And it’s short, so I picked a more conservative blouse.” Geri had once mentioned that she preferred to wear either a low-cut top or a short skirt, not both at once. 
 
“The boots are mostly for me,” he admitted. “They’ll take ages to put on you, and they make you look so powerful.” 
 
She laughed so Hank felt like he had done okay in choosing. He watched as Geri reached out to brush her hand over the clothes he had set out. “I do like it,” she confirmed. “Well done.” At the praise, Hank beamed. He loved being able to please Geri, especially with something like this, where knowing her was a crucial part of making her happy.
 
“Are you ready to help me out of what I’m wearing now?” She didn’t go on to say ‘and into what I’ll wear next’. Hank’s heart jumped. He was definitely up for helping her out of things. And he was up for whatever she thought might be the interlude between her getting undressed and then her getting dressed.
 
“So ready,” Hank answered, making Geri chuckle at him. He grinned up, loving how his eagerness made her so happy. It came easily to Hank to be eager; it was good that Geri appreciated that about him.
 
Running his hands up Geri’s legs, Hank let his fingers flirt with the flared hem of the loose skirt she wore. “May I stand?” he asked. At Geri’s nod, he got carefully to his feet. He pressed a kiss against the side of Geri’s neck. And, when she tipped her head invitingly, more kisses up to the spot behind her ear. 
 
“So beautiful,” Hank murmured. “I want to worship you.” His hands found the hem of her top, sliding under it. He didn’t pause to explore her stomach, though he wanted to. Geri had invited him to undress her, not to do anything more. Not yet. 
 
Hank pulled the top up over her head, careful not to catch her hair. Her breasts were stunning, cupped by soft fabric. Hank resisted the urge to put his mouth on them. Instead, he circled his hands around Geri’s waist until he could slide them up to the clasp of her bra. 
 
Even now, when they’d been dating for months, it amazed Hank that she just let him do this. Inside and outside the bedroom, Geri was a great girlfriend. They matched well. Hank’s wishes aligned with what Geri was willing to do and allow so perfectly. She moved into his touch, letting him slide his fingers over to her back, the bra coming open in his hands easily.
 
Hank’s breath caught when he pushed the straps off her shoulders and pulled the cups off, letting Geri’s beautiful breasts spill free. Her nipples were dark in contrast to the white of her creamy skin. He wanted to bend down and catch one between his lips, but she hadn’t said yes yet.
 
Geri smiled down at Hank. “Maybe once you’ve finished undressing me,” she said, reading his mind perfectly.
 
“Yes, Geri,” Hank agreed. He wouldn’t allow the words to rush him. He had meant what he said, that he wanted to worship Geri’s body. That involved going slowly. Carefully, Hank slipped the button of Geri’s skirt. He guided it down her long, pale legs, letting the movement sink him back down to his knees.
 
Geri helped, lifting her pretty feet one at a time to let Hank slide the material out from under her. Gathering up the clothes he’d helped her out of, Hank crawled to drop them in the laundry hamper, wiggling his ass for Geri’s enjoyment. 
 
He returned, skimming his fingers up Geri’s legs until he could hook them under the fabric of her panties. “You’ll need these off, too,” he teased. He didn’t wait for permission. They had already agreed that Geri would wear all fresh clothes for their outing. 
 
The sight of her pussy as he peeled her panties down made Hank’s cock stiffen. He didn’t try to hide it. His dick belonged to Geri, just like the rest of him. It was her right to see the effect she had on it. 
 
Having her tower above him in the nude was so sexy. Hank’s tongue slid out to wet his lips as he looked up at her. He knew she knew how much he wanted her. A dynamic that always made him feel good. Hank still told her how much he wanted her, but it meant a lot, being able to trust that she knew.
 
One of Geri’s hands came down to brush through Hank’s hair. “Tell me what you want to do to me,” she encouraged. Hanks swallowed so he wouldn’t just burst out with everything and anything, really.
 
It really was hard to choose. Hank loved every part of Geri’s body. He enjoyed playing with her breasts just as much as he enjoyed massaging her feet. A big part of the joy for him was in the noises Geri made. Her moans and gasps drove Hank wild, making him ache. 
 
It was Geri’s pleasure that he wanted, far more than his own. “I want to lick my way up your legs,” Hank answered. “They’re so smooth, I love running my tongue over them. Love showing you how sexy I find you.” 
 
Hank had to swallow, contemplating what he would do once he was finished with Geri’s legs. “And if you let me, I’d like to eat you out, make you moan with my tongue and my lips and my fingers.” But only if Geri let him. If she wanted Hank’s hands bound, or for him to spend this interlude worshipping her breasts, Hank would obey. 
 
Geri knew that. But she’d asked what Hank wanted, and what he wanted was to make her scream with his mouth against her pussy. 
 
“You can start with my legs,” Geri allowed. “If you tease me enough for me to be wet by the time you get to my pussy, I’ll let you taste it.” That was a challenge that Hank could definitely take on board. He began by brushing his hands over Geri’s legs softly, exploring the curve of her calves before moving higher.
 
His mouth followed, the tip of his tongue teasingly traveling over her ankles and then up. Geri’s skin tasted lightly salted, a flavor that made Hank’s cock harden even more. When he made it up to her knees, lapping over the soft skin behind her knee, Geri gave a soft moan.
 
Hank was sure that boded well for him, especially when she parted her legs for him to carry on.
 
He pressed hot kisses against her thighs, letting his teeth catch against the soft, soft skin. He knew that Geri liked a little flare of pain to make her pleasure brighter. Hank was determined to provide her with exactly what she needed. He circled his tongue teasingly, gathering up the taste of her and swallowing it down. 
 
His moan vibrated against her skin, making Geri’s body sway ever so slightly towards him. Hank would take that. He sucked gently, leaving fleeting red patches across Geri’s creamy skin that faded almost as soon as he lifted his mouth off them. 
 
Geri hadn’t said Hank couldn’t use his hands, so he steadily massaged Geri’s calves. His long, strong fingers worked until the muscles were loose and relaxed. All while he kept licking his way higher and higher. 
 
Finally, Hank had covered nearly every inch of Geri’s legs with his tongue and his teeth. “Are you wet, babe?” he asked, his voice slightly husky. 
 
One of Geri’s hands came to tangle in Hank’s hair. She tugged against it lightly. The touch made him lean into her more, like an obedient pet. Rubbing his cheek against Geri’s leg, Hank gave a soft sigh at how nice it felt.
 
“I am,” she told him. Hank grinned. He had succeeded! Looking up at Geri, Hank’s gaze was hopeful. She had, after all, said he could taste how wet she was if he achieved his goal. He watched as she parted her legs more. “Go on,” Geri encouraged. “Make me come like this and maybe I’ll let you fuck me before you put my clothes back on.”
 
Hank’s eyes widened. He hadn’t expected that. But he was hardly going to say no. Instead, he nodded eagerly. “Fuck, yeah, Geri. I’ll do my best.” Hank always did his best for Geri. She made him want to. Instead of diving straight for her pussy, Hank licked his way up slowly. He planted his lips against her hip, across the soft swell of her stomach. 
 
Only then did he press his face between her thighs. His fingers wrapped around Geri’s knees, holding her steady as he nudged his tongue against her pussy. Her wetness tasted so good, making Hank moan as he gathered it up. He circled his tongue around her clit, not quite touching. 
 
Gently, he pressed his tongue lower, sliding it inside her and giving deft, quick little flicks. The way she moaned above him sent a flood of heat racing down Hank’s spine. Her hand, still in his hair, tightened its grip, leading Hank back up. He obeyed, this time brushing his tongue lightly across her clit. 
 
“Ahh, yes,” Geri moaned. “Fuck, baby.” Her breath was caught in her throat. Geri’s hand tightened in Hank’s hair. This time, when she tugged it was hard enough to send a shiver of pain through his spine. Hank gave a soft groan, but didn’t pull back. Instead, his tongue worked faster and harder against Geri’s clit.
 
It made her give another string of moans as she pulled Hank’s mouth tighter against her. “Yeah, fuck,” she encouraged. “Ahh, just like that.” Her words were soft and the taste of her against his tongue was sweet. Hank focused on moving his tongue in all the ways he knew Geri liked, while one of his palms slid up her inner thigh, fingers sliding inside her.
 
“Fuck!” Geri cried, hips bucking forward to meet his touch.
 
Hank loved this. He loved letting Geri’s hands lead him to exactly where she wanted. And he loved knowing he could take initiative. He knew her body so well. Well enough to be sure that if he crooked his fingers a certain way, Geri’s muscles would tremble. 
 
And they did. Hank pursed his lips, sucking her clit into the heat of his mouth. He delicately swirled the tip of his tongue over it, making Geri’s hips buck forwards. He didn’t attempt to stop her. He wanted Geri to ride his face, wanted to feel her grind against him.
 
Her wetness was spreading over Hank’s cheeks and chin, making him deliciously dirty. He moaned against her at the thought that he might wear her wetness all the way to the party. A mark of ownership even more intimate than the collar he wanted. 
 
With her cries increasing, Hank continued to suck and lick her clit. His fingers moved faster, too, fucking Geri towards her orgasm. He didn’t change his pace, steadily moving his tongue until he could feel the way her muscles tightened around him.
 
“Yesss,” she cried. “Fuck, Hank!” With that, Hank felt her orgasm burst through her. Geri’s body trembled. Hank knew that without his support she might’ve gone weak at the knees. But instead, she leaned into him, using him to ride through her pleasure until the last throes of it shook her.
 
Hank looked up, eyes shining. “Fuck, you’re so gorgeous.” Geri was always stunning, but never more so than when she was flushed and satisfied from an earth-shaking orgasm. Pride bloomed in Hank’s chest. Moments like these never failed to remind him how much he was rewarded for serving and kneeling for Geri. He loved that he had the power to drive her wild. 
 
“Can I help you to the bed?” he asked, hands sliding up to Geri’s hips. He didn’t stand. He wouldn’t, unless she told him that he could. “You did say something about me fucking you,” he reminded her teasingly. “I’ll let you get your breath back first.” 
 
Geri gave a soft laugh, her hand softening in Hank’s hair. “You can,” she said. She looked towards the bed, where the outfit Hank had picked of her was still laid out. “Or,” she continued, smirking down at him. “You can help me into the boots and then fuck me?” The offer was very generous! Hank’s eyes snapped to the boots.
 
Even without seeing Geri in them, he knew she would look amazing. He had pictured her wearing the boots with the outfit. Now, all of those images in his head were being replaced with Geri wearing nothing but the boots.
 
He groaned, pressing his cheek against Geri’s thigh in wordless appreciation. “Fuck, yeah,” he agreed, knowing that she wanted to hear him answer her in words. Even though she must have known what his answer would be. 
 
“I’ll move your clothes to a chair,” Hank offered. He smirked slightly, adding, “So we don’t accidentally have sex on top of them.” That made Geri laugh, a sound which swelled the pride in Hank’s chest to even bigger proportions. She nodded her permission. Hank crawled swiftly, moving the clothes out of the way. 
 
That done, he helped Geri to the bed, just like he had promised. He grinned up at her as she held her leg out for him. “Do you want stockings?” Hank asked, realizing with a pang that he wasn’t quite sure what would be most comfortable under leather boots.
 
“No,” she shook her head. “It will be fine with bare feet, the leather is very soft. But thank you for asking.” The thanks made Hank smile. He enjoyed that Geri appreciated his thoughtfulness. It wasn’t a chore, it was simply nice. He nodded, reaching for one of the boots. Hank swallowed as he reached to take Geri’s foot so he could lead it into the shoe.
 
Despite how soft the leather was, Geri’s skin was still softer. Once her foot was safely in the shoe, Hank reached for the straps. Just as he’d planned, there were so many little hoops to lace through. Glancing up at Geri, he swallowed. She sat so calmly and patiently on the bed, completely naked with only the open boot on.
 
“Do you like this?” Hank asked, as he threaded the lace through the first of the hoops. He had unlaced Geri from her boots before, but this was his first time tying her into them. It was much more intricate. Hank wanted to do it right, for Geri to be comfortable at the party all night. “Does it please you to watch me serving you like this?” 
 
Hank’s cock was still so hard that it ached. Geri could see it, as was her right, when she looked down at him, considering his question. It was easy for Hank to ignore it. All his attention was on Geri, on tightening the boot just right so that he could lead the lace through another hoop. 
 
He brushed his fingers against Geri’s skin as he did so, admiring the supple smoothness of it beneath his fingertips. 
 
“It does please me,” Geri confirmed. “I always love seeing you on your knees for me.” And Hank certainly gave her a lot of opportunities to see him on his knees for her. She moved her other leg closer, brushing her calf over Hank’s bare shoulder. It was a gentle touch and it drew him in closer to her. Hank’s mouth watered at how good Geri’s pussy looked, such a temptation.
 
But one he wouldn’t give in to. He wanted to lace her boots, to take the time with them. He moved up, past her knee, the laces still carefully following. When Hank’s fingers brushed over Geri’s inner thighs, she gave a soft moan, one that Hank echoed as his hard cock bobbed up and down with his movement.
 
His fingers tightened against the laces, hands trembling. Arousal swept through him, almost an irresistible force. But Hank would resist. He wanted to fuck Geri once she had her boots on, not before. He kept his hands focused, tying the last knot around Geri’s thigh. 
 
“You look amazing,” he breathed. Even in only one boot, Geri looked so in control. Hank could hardly wait for her to fasten a collar around his throat. First, he had to earn it. And he would do so by being obedient, pleasing Geri in exactly the ways she had instructed.
 
He reached for the other boot, waiting for Geri to point her toes for him. He slid it on, just as softly as he had the first. Now that he had the experience of doing one leg, he could move more quickly. He was still careful, making sure not to miss any of the dainty little hoops. 
 
“Is it too loose?” he asked, when he was about halfway up. 
 
“No,” Geri shook her head. “It’s just right. You’re doing very well,” she praised. Hank beamed up at her. He was so glad he’d picked these boots. Even just the act of lacing them up made his cock so desperate for Geri. And there had been a promise that he could be rewarded for it, too!
 
Yet, Hank didn’t rush, his fingers just as gentle as they had been on the first boot. Loop after loop, Hank took care to make sure they all were laced properly. Finally, when he did the last one up, tying the laces over Geri’s thigh, his breath caught.
 
She looked amazing with both of the thigh-high boots on. Wearing nothing else.
 
“Please,” he gasped. “Please, Geri, will you let me fuck you with them on?” Geri had said that she might. Now that Hank had seen her, the desire to do exactly that pounded through his body. “I’ll be so good for you,” he promised. “Make you come again with my cock.” Hank knew Geri’s body well enough to do that. 
 
He ran his fingers over the supple leather, appreciating the softness of it against his fingers. By contrast, the bumps of the laces felt almost harsh. Geri’s legs looked amazing, the black boots standing out so sharply from her pale skin. 
 
“Well, you have been very good,” Geri praised, reaching out to brush a hand over Hank’s cheek. Having her above him like this, with him still on his knees, Hank felt amazing. He desperately wanted to fuck Geri. But if she said no, he knew he’d be fine with that, too. Just being in her presence felt like a reward.
 
Geri parted her legs more, making Hank lick his lips with desire. “How do you want to fuck me?” she asked curiously. Hank knew that just because he’d tell her didn’t mean she’d do it how he wanted. But Geri was very good at considering his preferences and still choosing what she wanted.
 
As always, the choice struck Hank with a dozen different mental images. He wanted Geri every way. But he had to pick one. Given how amazing the boots looked and felt, Hank knew he didn’t want to say anything which would mean not being able to see them. 
 
“I want to be on top,” he breathed. “I want to push your legs up, so you can brace them against my shoulders. I’ll be able to feel the leather all the way across my arms and my chest. And I want to fuck you slowly, until I make you come apart under me.” 
 
Hank loved making Geri come. Even if he’d already done it once today, he was eager for a repeat. “And then, if you let me, I’ll fuck you hard and fast until I come. But only when you say I can.” 
 
He shifted, his hard cock straining between his thighs. Looking up, he waited for Geri to decide whether what he wanted was also something that Geri wanted. 
 
She gave a soft hum as she thought about the things Hank had proposed. He loved seeing her like this, actually contemplating how she wanted him. Whichever way she chose would be amazing.
 
“First,” Geri said. “I want to ride you. If you don’t come, then you get to fuck me the way you want,” she told him. Standing up from the bed, Geri made Hank’s breath catch. She looked so amazing in the leather boots, laced perfectly up to her thighs and then... nothing. He had to bite his lower lip to keep a soft groan from escaping.
 
Parting her legs, Geri grinned at Hank. “Get on the bed,” she instructed.
 
He scrambled up, giving a low hiss as his cock dragged against the soft sheets. Holding off from orgasm while Geri rode him, especially looking as good as she did, was going to be a challenge! But it was a challenge that sent a thrill all the way through Hank. 
 
Whether he succeeded or not, he was determined to make sure Geri had a good time. He settled on his back, hands reaching for Geri’s thighs as she took her place on top of him. His fingers dug into the soft skin just above her boots. Even if he couldn’t see all of Geri’s legs like this, he could still appreciate the sharp line where the leather ended and Geri’s skin began. 
 
“Can I play with your breasts?” he asked, his tone so eager. “Please? While you ride me.” 
 
“Yes, you can,” Geri allowed, even leaning forward for Hank to reach easier. She led his cock between her legs, her heat welcoming him. Both of them gasped at coming together. Geri’s pussy was tight and so fucking hot. She lowered herself onto Hank’s dick slowly, taking it in inch by inch. 
 
The moan that fell from her lips was low, rumbling up from her chest. And then, Hank’s fingers tightened around Geri’s nipples. That made her cry out much more sharply. He knew just how to tug to get the most sounds from Geri, making her body tremble with pleasure.
 
In turn, she rode him slowly, her hips rocking back and forth. She lifted herself up only to come back down against Hank’s dick hard.
 
He moaned, his whole body shuddering at the pleasure that exploded within him. He curled his toes, pushing his hips down against the mattress so he wouldn’t be tempted to push up into that sinful heat harder and faster. Hank wanted to let Geri ride him however she chose. He wanted to be good for her. He knew that there would be rewards if he succeeded. 
 
Instead of fucking into Geri, Hank focused on her nipples. Each hardened to a point as he tugged and teased, rolling the dark nubs between his fingers. He loved the way it made Geri gasp, her body rising and falling to her own personal rhythm. 
 
The pleasure that crept up on Hank was slow and sweet, stealing through his limbs. “Fuck, Geri,” he panted. He would hold out, he would not come before he’d been rewarded with fucking Geri the way he wanted. 
 
He dipped one hand lower, replacing it against Geri’s nipple with his mouth. He sucked and licked, pulling the tip of her breast into his mouth. His hand brushed over her pussy, not quite touching. A question, without words. 
 
Her tongue darted out, a moan falling with it. “Yeah,” she nodded. “Use your fingers.” Hank hardly needed to be told twice. He slid one finger between her legs, seeking out her clit. The moment he made contact with it, Geri’s moans got even louder. Hank had to bite his lip not to come just from that.
 
Fuck, she sounded so good.
 
“Ah, yes, fuck, yeah,” Geri cried, beginning to rock harder into Hank’s touch. He focused on that, on making her feel pleasure. Both by rubbing against Geri’s clit and also tugging on her nipple harder. “Uh, fuck,” she whined, her muscles tightening around Hank’s dick.
 
Hank groaned, the sound muffled by Geri’s nipple still caught between his lips. He lapped at it from every angle, circling around and around until he could feel Geri pulling away. Only then did he switch to the other nipple, giving it the same treatment. He let his teeth press into it, so lightly, only just enough for Geri to feel. 
 
He was rewarded with a bright gasp, one that drew his gaze to Geri’s parted lips. They were flushed red, looking so damn beautiful. 
 
Pulling back, Hank dropped his hand to Geri’s waist, fingers spanning over the curve of her. “Kiss me, babe, please,” he begged. 
 
She rewarded his pleas by leaning down and crashing her lips against Hank’s. Geri’s kiss was hard, tongue licking into his mouth and seeking out his in a harsh dance. He loved it. Fuck, he loved her and how hot everything about her was. Hank groaned into the kiss, his fingers still working hard to make pleasure cruise through Geri’s body.
 
When she pulled back, they were both breathless. “You can fuck me the way you want now,” she informed him with a grin. Hank hardly needed more encouragement. With a hand against Geri’s ass, he flipped them over, groaning at how the change of angle made his cock slide so much deeper inside her.
 
She looked like a work of erotic art, spread against the sheets of their bed wearing nothing but thigh-high leather boots. Gently, Hank eased her legs up, letting her brace them against his shoulders just the way he had described. It let him fuck her harder, deeper. 
 
But not fast. “Going to make you come,” Hank promised in a ragged whisper. “With my cock and my fingers. Then I’ll fuck you like I want.” The leather of Geri’s boots rubbed against his chest, soft and supple. Hank gripped her hip with one hand, the other busy between Geri’s legs. 
 
Her pussy was drenched, so wet that Hank could hear every slow slide of his cock inside her. The sounds added to Geri’s moans and the noise of Hank’s blood thumping hard against his temples.
 
“Uh, yeah, fuck that’s nice,” Geri moaned. The sounds were soft, matching the rhythm with which Hank was moving inside her. His finger teased her clit, making sure to do it just the way he knew she loved. Geri tilted her head back, exposing the pale neck and breathing deeply. Her chest rose and fell with every one of Hank’s thrusts.
 
Geri cried louder but Hank didn’t increase the pace at which he fucked her. Her legs shifted against him, the boots a dark contrast to her pale body. “Fuuuck,” Geri whined. “Yeah, baby, come on,” she urged. “Make me come. I want you to make me come.”
 
Hank pressed his fingers harder against Geri’s clit, his cock plunging deeper inside her with every thrust. He gave her what she asked for, exactly what she wanted. And he felt the moment her orgasm swept over her. Her body tightened, bucking up off the bed to meet Hank as he snapped his hips forward
 
Geri’s pussy clenched in waves, tightening further and further until Hank almost couldn’t take it. He slowed his hips, stilling with his body flush against Geri’s ass. He waited, letting her body slowly come down from the high. Pride fluttered within him. He had done that, had made Geri lose control and moan so beautifully. 
 
When he sensed Geri was ready for more, Hank started moving again, his hips steadily speeding up. “Gonna fuck you fast now,” he groaned. Already, he could feel pleasure tingle across his spine. 
 
“Yes! Fuck, come on, show me how fast,” Geri urged. Hank didn’t disappoint, he fucked forward hard. It made her breath catch. He hardly had time to pause to admire that. Instead, Hank fucked harder, making the bed shake under them. Geri’s whole body trembled, her breasts bouncing and her moans increasing.
 
The booted legs pressed tightly into Hank’s shoulders as he gripped her hip to fuck into her harder. Sweat dripped down Hank’s back as he pounded Geri. “Yes, yes, fuck! Oh!” she screamed, taking him so fucking well.
 
“Ohhh,” Hank groaned, leaning forward, letting his head droop as he concentrated all his energy on slamming hard into Geri’s pussy. Her wetness welcomed his hard cock, but the sounds she made were lost beneath the creaking of bedsprings and the way Geri wailed. Hank fucked her as hard and as fast as he knew how. 
 
His orgasm bubbled through him, building and building. Hank felt sure that if he didn’t come soon, he was going to burst. His control would shatter into a thousand tiny pieces. He lifted his head, meeting Geri’s eyes. “Fuck, yes, yes,” he cried. Geri looked so perfect. Her face flushed and her hair wild. The thought that he’d have to help her neaten up before they could go out cruised through Hank like fire. 
 
“Can I come, babe?” he asked. “Have I been good, like I said?” 
 
She cried out again, her nails scratching against Hank’s back so hard he thought he might come without permission. But then she gave it to him. “Yeah, come, baby, come in me!” Geri moaned. It was all it took before Hank’s hips snapped forward, his hot cum filling Geri up burst after burst until finally he was spent.
 
With the last of his strength, Hank moved so he could lower Geri’s legs carefully. The boots looked even more sexy now that Geri was thoroughly fucked in them.
 
He stretched out against her side, his hand resting on her stomach. His lips brushed across her shoulder. “Fuck, Geri. That was incredible.” Hank felt so well-used himself that he almost doubted whether he would have the energy to go to a sex party.
 
Almost. Fortunately, they’d left plenty of time for recovery. “You really look so sexy,” he added, hand dropping to slide along the top of the nearest boot. “I can’t wait to be seen with you.” Whether or not Geri decided Hank was deserving of his collar, there would be a thrill in just being seen to serve this amazing woman. 
 
“And you still get to dress me,” she pointed out teasingly. Rolling on her side, Geri pressed a soft kiss against Hank’s lips. “And then,” she said. “After the party? You get to take these boots off again.”
 
The thought sent a wave of heat from the tip of Hank’s head all the way down to the very soles of his feet. “Fuuuuck,”  he groaned. “Yeah, I will.” 
 
All of a sudden, Hank’s energy had returned. But Geri was still breathing slowly, breasts rising and falling in a mesmerizing rhythm. Hank leaned closer, pressing a gentle kiss against her lips. 
 
“Stay here,” he offered. “I’ll get you some wine.” 
 
And then, Hank would begin the tantalizing process of wrapping Geri’s gorgeous body in the clothes that he had chosen for her. 
 




Betting His Submission



 
It had been an intense night. Sarah wasn’t sure how long she’d been at the poker table, but she did know that it was long enough for all but one other player to lose. Now it was just her and Nate. She watched as he bit his lower lip, a sign she had learned was a fake tell. Nate was good. And he knew it, too. He smirked at Sarah over the cards.
She was confident. The King of Diamonds stared at her from the table. Sarah was secure in the knowledge that she had two others in the cards on the table. Two more cards were yet to be revealed. Sarah had high hopes she might see this game out with three of a kind.
 
Nate’s teeth grazed his lip. That, unlike when he bit it, was a genuine tell.
 
“You want to increase the bet, Nate?” Sarah asked, her voice practically dripping with challenge. “Maybe bet more than just money?” she added, raising one perfect eyebrow at him.
 
He leaned back, everything about his posture carefully calculated to make him appear relaxed. Sarah was willing to bet that, under all that bravado, adrenaline was flooding through his body. Just like it was through hers. 
 
Excitement crackled in the air between them. Nate’s eyes roved her body, lingering on the swell of her breasts under the crisp blouse. “What kind of bet did you have in mind?” he asked. 
 
Her breasts were precisely where Sarah wanted him to look. The bet she was going to propose was definitely going to involve those. And other parts of Sarah. “Whoever wins gets to be in charge for the night,” she proposed. “The other person has to do everything they’re told.” Sarah was confident in her cards, but she wasn’t so confident that she didn’t recognize the risk in that bet.
 
It was a risk she was willing to take.
 
The reward, Sarah was certain, would be worth it. And she didn’t terribly object to the idea of submitting to Nate’s whims, even if she was certain her own would be a lot more fun.
 
“Everything,” Nate echoed, rolling the word around in his mouth like he was tasting it. He raised an eyebrow, but Sarah didn’t back down. She wanted to see if Nate would accept the offer just as she’d made it. If he were bold enough. 
 
He glanced down at his cards, fingers drumming across their patterned backs. When he lifted his eyes, Sarah could read the desire in them. Good. She wanted Nate thinking about all the things he’d do to her. 
 
“You’re on,” he agreed. “One night, winner takes control.” He didn’t add any further rules. Sarah appreciated that. She liked having free rein. She certainly intended to enjoy it. 
 
Smirking, she glanced at the dealer who looked slightly flushed. “We’ll have the last two cards,” she told him, watching as the guy turned over first a four of clubs and then an ace of spades. Instantly, Sarah knew she had exactly what she had wanted - an impossible to beat full house.
 
“Go on,” she encouraged Nate. “Time to find out which of us takes charge tonight.” There were very few things Nate could put down on the table for him to beat Sarah. She was pretty sure he didn’t have any of them.
 
His teeth grazed his lip, drawing Sarah’s attention away from the cards for an instant. She wanted to know how that mouth would feel against her skin. And she wouldn’t have to wait long to find out! 
 
Nate’s strong, confident fingers laid his cards out. A six, eight, nine and jack of clubs formed a neat rank. Smirking, Nate leaned across the table, tapping against the four. “Flush,” he announced, positively brimming with confidence.
 
It was good, Sarah had to admit. In fact, it was very good. Just not quite good enough.
 
At first, Sarah’s expression was downcast. She wanted Nate to think that he’d beaten her. Then, almost agonizingly slowly, Sarah overturned her cards. She saw the moment that it clicked for Nate that her full house beat Nate’s flush.
 
“The lady wins,” the croupier announced. Sarah grinned at Nate.
 
“I’ll have a drink,” she told him. “G&T with a drop of ice, please.”
 
His eyes widened. Sarah could see the retort rising to his lips. He wasn’t a man who was used to being told what to do. That knowledge just made Sarah await their night together with even more anticipation. 
 
Nate bit back whatever he was going to say. With a glance at the croupier, he nodded. “Congratulations,” he offered. He managed to sound almost genuine. “You played a good game.” Sarah just smirked. She was still waiting for that drink. 
 
Getting to his feet, Nate walked off to fetch it for her. It gave Sarah the chance to admire his ass as he walked away. His suit was well-tailored, she had to give him that. She could hardly wait to watch him take it off. 
 
When he returned, setting the drink on the table in front of her, Nate didn’t resume his seat. “What next?” he asked, a hint of challenge in his tone. 
 
Reaching for her drink, Sarah took a slow sip. She took her time before responding. It was important to establish that this was her call. “I have a room upstairs,” she told Nate. “Come on,” she added before taking her drink and leading them out of the casino and towards the lifts. 
 
Sarah would have plenty of time to cash her chips tomorrow. Tonight, she had far more interesting things to cash in from her victory.
 
When they got to her room, Sarah set the drink down on the table in the room, turning around to smirk at Nate. “Get on your knees,” she told him.
 
Nate spluttered, clearly taken aback. Whatever he saw in Sarah’s face quickly convinced him that she was serious. “This is a nice suit,” he complained. But this was also a very nice casino; the thickly-carpeted floor looked immaculate. 
 
“I suppose we did say anything,” Nate relented. He dusted the knees of his pants, then went slowly to the floor. His sharp jaw jutted as he tipped his head back to keep his gaze fixed on Sarah. “Do you want me to do anything interesting while I’m down here?” he asked, smirking slightly. 
 
“No,” Sarah replied, but then smirked. She had plenty of plans for the sort of things she wanted Nate to do. The first of them would be to curb that arrogance. And Sarah knew just to do that.
 
Walking over to her suitcase, Sarah took her time. She made sure to twist her hips as she walked, knowing without looking that Nate’s eyes were on her. In her suitcase, Sarah found the things she’d brought with her. There was no point in coming to Vegas if you weren’t going to play. And Sarah loved poker as much as she loved the sexual play she could enjoy in Vegas.
 
Turning around, Sarah let Nate see what she was holding - a pair of handcuffs and a small whip. “Take off your jacket and shirt,” she instructed.
 
Nate’s tongue slid out across his lower lip. This time, he made no attempt to complain. His fingers moved slowly, brushing the jacket off each shoulder before folding it into a neat pile on the floor at his side. 
 
As he unfastened the buttons, Sarah’s gaze dropped to the newly-revealed skin of his chest. His muscles shifted as he moved, making Sarah long to drag her fingers over him. She wanted to hear how he’d react to the sharp scratch of her nails. 
 
Like the jacket, Nate folded the shirt and placed it carefully beside him. Despite his position on the floor, his confidence in his body was obvious. And he had plenty to be confident about. 
 
“Can I help you out of your shirt?” he asked, meeting Sarah’s eyes. 
 
“No, not yet.” Sarah shook her head. She was going to get Nate to undress her but not just yet. First, she wanted to make sure he was desperate to do so. “Come here,” Sarah said, patting her hand against her leg. When Nate went to stand up, Sarah shook her head. “No, no standing,” she informed him.
 
Sarah smirked at the flash of surprise on Nate’s face. She saw him take a moment to figure out what she meant for him to do instead. Then, Nate crawled towards her, slow movements that highlighted the muscles in his back.
 
“Good,” Sarah praised, reaching out to run her fingers through Nate’s hair.
 
He tilted his head up, accepting the contact. One of Nate’s hands lifted, his fingers brushing against the bare skin of Sarah’s shin. She frowned, pushing his hand away. She hadn’t told Nate that he could touch. Though he pouted, Nate didn’t try again. 
 
“Are you going to whip me if I’m naughty?” he asked. From the low throb of his voice, Sarah felt sure the idea was interesting to him. Even if this wasn’t something Nate had ever done before, perhaps it was something that he’d thought about. 
 
Her plans didn’t involve any sort of punishment. Yes, Sarah did plan to whip Nate, but it wasn’t going to be to punish him. “You’re not going to be naughty,” she told him. “You lost the bet and so you will do as I tell you to. Otherwise, I’ll have to tell people you’re not a man of your word.” And that was not a reputation you wanted to get as someone who gambled professionally.
 
“But I will whip you. Not if you're naughty, but if you’re good.” It was a lot more fun, in Sarah’s opinion, to give pain as a reward rather than as punishment.
 
Nate’s shoulders straightened, like being reminded that his honor was on the line had him taking Sarah’s orders more seriously. “I will do what you tell me,” he agreed. His gaze dropped to the handcuffs, expression curious. 
 
“Does that mean I’m not allowed to do anything that you haven’t told me?” he asked. It was a fair question. One that not all men would have thought of asking. 
 
Sarah had to consider that. It would’ve been easy to say that no, Nate wasn’t allowed. But that could lead to her missing out. And Sarah was not a fan of missing out. “You are allowed to take some initiative,” she said finally. “I want you to exceed my expectations. That will be hard to do if I don’t let you do things I haven’t specifically told you to do.”
 
As long as Nate followed the instructions that Sarah did give, she felt they’d do just fine. She tugged harder against his hair, making Nate tilt his head back. “Have you ever been whipped?” Sarah asked.
 
Nate didn’t tug against her hold. His shoulders relaxed, his throat so beautifully on display. Sarah brushed her fingers across the curve of his shoulder, shifting in her seat when she felt how warm Nate’s skin was. 
 
“No,” he answered. With Sarah still gripping his hair, Nate couldn’t shake his head. He had to use his words. “I’ve been handcuffed before,” he added. Even with his head tilted back, Sarah could see the smirk on his lips. His hands, taking advantage of their temporary freedom, slid up Sarah’s legs, exploring the soft skin of her calves. 
 
This time she didn’t push his hand away. Sarah had allowed some liberties. She didn’t object to Nate exploring the exposed skin of her legs. In fact, Sarah parted her legs a little to invite Nate’s hand higher up.
 
“You may stand to take off your pants,” Sarah told him. “I want you to strip down to nothing but your underwear.” And even that was mostly to tease herself... and maybe a little bit to tease Nate. Sarah took a step back, letting go of Nate’s hair, so he had the room to stand up. When he did, Nate towered over Sarah. But she felt just as in control as she had with him on his knees.
 
His fingers danced along the buttons of his pants, flicking them open with practiced ease. Already, his cock was half-hard. Sarah licked her lips, admiring the way it tented the front of his boxers as he pulled his zipper down. He paused just long enough to tug off his shoes and socks. 
 
That done, he shimmied the fabric down over his hips, leaving him in tight, black boxers that left little to the imagination. Without even being asked, Nate dropped to his knees again. His hand rested lightly against Sarah’s thigh, fingers brushing tantalizingly over the sensitive skin there. 
 
He was doing very well so far at doing as he’d been told. And from the way his cock twitched in his boxers, Sarah knew he wasn’t completely against the idea of being told what to do. Nodding towards the bed, Sarah smirked. “Kneel before it, hands out against the mattress.”
 
She waited for Nate to move, watching as he crawled over to the bed, glancing over his shoulder at Sarah as if to check if what he was doing was okay. “You’re doing well,” she promised, reaching out to pick up the whip. “And I’m going to reward you.” She was going to show Nate just how much the whip wasn’t there to punish him for being naughty. And then, she’d reward him for letting her, too.
 
It took a moment for Nate to settle. His shoulders shifted, first to one side and then the other. Sarah watched in fascination. He’d probably never knelt like this for any length of time. He’d certainly never had to kneel and think about how best to present his back for someone who wanted to whip it. 
 
Nate experimented, arching his spine, then straightening; holding his head high or letting it droop forward. Finally, he stilled. His shoulders rounded beautifully, his hands spread out against the mattress. “Okay,” he said, his voice carrying despite his lowered chin. “I’m ready to see if this really is the reward you say it will be.” 
 
Sarah smirked. Even like this, so exposed to her whims, Nate had a sense of arrogance about him. Truthfully, Sarah found it extremely hot. Both because a certain confidence accompanied Nate’s arrogance, and also because it thrilled her to know that she could tame it. Or at least give it a good go.
 
Rather than starting with the whip, Sarah reached out to brush her hand over Nate’s back. Her touch was soft at first. Then she let her nails scratch against his skin. Sarah watched as a shiver ran through Nate, making him shift slightly. Pulling back, Sarah smiled. He looked so fucking good. She could hardly wait to hear what he sounded like.
 
Finally, she brought the whip down against Nate’s skin. Not so hard it’d even leave marks, but for a first ever blow - it’d leave a sting.
 
“Ahhh!” Nate cried, his whole body jerking at the contact. His hands lifted off the mattress, but he caught himself before he could truly disobey Sarah’s orders. “Fuck,” he muttered. “That was - unexpected.” 
 
He twisted his fingers in the sheets, grounding himself with a fistful of the material. He glanced back over his shoulder, eyes dropping from Sarah into an obvious attempt to inspect his own back. There was nothing to see. Not yet. 
 
Gaze trailing over Sarah’s body, Nate bit back a soft moan. “You look hot,” he told her. “Standing over me with a whip in your hand…” 
 
Oh, yes, Sarah was sure she did. Especially since she was still wearing all her clothes. It set her at such a crass contrast to Nate. A powerful contrast. Sarah brought the whip down again, this time slightly harder. The red streak showed up instantly. But that, too, would fade easily.
 
The third blow was harder. One intended to leave a longer-lasting mark. Sarah reached out with her free hand, gently brushing her fingers over it. She let him lean into her touch. When she pulled back it was to deliver another sharp blow to Nate’s back.
 
“How does it feel?” Sarah asked.
 
He hissed through clenched teeth, his fingers flexing around his handful of sheets. “It feels like fire,” Nate answered. “Or maybe lightning. Something sharp and hot, but then it’s gone almost as soon as I can feel it.” He rocked back on his heels, giving a cry as Sarah’s fingers skated over the marks. 
 
“I like it,” he breathed. “There’s an ache that lingers and feels almost… sweet.” A bead of sweat rolled slowly down Nate’s spine, drawing Sarah’s gaze to his fine ass, still covered by his boxers. 
 
Dropping his head forward, Nate pushed that ass out, clearly ready for more of the pleasure-pain that Sarah had introduced him to. “More?” he asked, voice eager. 
 
“Yeah,” Sarah breathed. “Hold onto that feeling, give into it. Focus on nothing but how it feels. I won’t break the skin, so just trust me,” she told Nate. Sarah couldn’t tell if it had been a concern, but Nate seemed to relax. She understood that he couldn’t just easily give into it. It was something Nate had to tell himself to do.
 
But once his shoulders lowered, tension seeping out of them, Sarah brought the whip down once again. The red marks criss-crossed. She hardly gave them time before the whip returned to Nate’s skin. The third blow lingered longer and then Sarah pulled back.
 
Now, Nate’s back was streaked red. Sarah reached out once again, her palm soft but firm against Nate’s back.
 
“Fuck,” he groaned. A tremor passed over his muscles, shaking his frame under Sarah’s hand. Nate’s head fell further forward, all the breath rushing out of him in one long, satisfied sigh. 
 
She let him have his moment. Sarah loved watching how Nate’s body responded as he gave in to the sensations that overwhelmed him. His shoulders sagged, his head drooped. And his cock stood out further than ever, leaving a wet spot against his dark boxers. 
 
“I admit,” Nate murmured, his voice low and gravelly, “this isn’t quite what I thought you wanted when you challenged me to that bet. Don’t you want to order me to touch you?” 
 
Part of the thrill for Sarah was seeing Nate’s submission. It made her pussy so wet. She wanted him to touch her, but Sarah enjoyed making herself wait as much as making him wait. “I know you want to,” Sarah told Nate. “Knowing that you’ll wait until I tell you that you’re allowed is thrilling.”
 
She was hardly ashamed of that. Teasing was part of the game. But, Nate had earned something for how good he’d been at taking the pain. “I will reward you, you’ve been a very good boy so far,” she praised. “You may stand to undress me, but first I want you to take your boxers off.”
 
Nate grinned, getting to his feet and slowly stretching his arms up above his head. It gave Sarah a perfect view of all his muscles rippling under his skin. Such impressive strength, and all of it submitting to her orders! 
 
Taking just as much time, Nate hooked his fingers under the waistband of his boxers. He slid them down, his hard cock springing free. Sarah’s breath caught in her throat. She could hardly wait to get a feel of that big dick. But she would make them both wait a little longer. 
 
Nate turned to her, his fingers brushing lightly over her sides. He untucked her blouse, his fingers sliding over the skin of her stomach, which flexed under his caresses. 
 
“You’ve got an amazing figure,” he praised. “I could hardly keep my eyes on my cards tonight.” 
 
Sarah smirked. She was tempted to point out that if he had then Nate might’ve won their little bet. But while Sarah was sure she would’ve enjoyed that, too, she definitely enjoyed this more. She let him take his time, not rushing Nate to strip her faster. If he wanted to be slow, she was perfectly happy with that. They had the whole night, after all.
 
Nate unbuttoned her blouse, his breath catching slightly as it fell open revealing the lacy black bra Sarah was wearing under it. His hands were soft as they traveled over her arms, pushing the blouse off. Rather than going straight for her breasts, Nate moved lower to find the zipper on the back of Sarah’s skirt.
 
She turned around in his arms, giving him easier access to the material.
 
The sound of the zipper echoed around the quiet room. Nate’s fingers brushed teasingly over the back of Sarah’s panties as he tugged the tight skirt down past the curves of her hips. From there, it slithered easily to the floor, pooling around Sarah’s feet. 
 
In nothing but her underwear and heels, Sarah stepped free of the fabric. She paused, letting Nate admire the contrast between her tanned skin and the dark lace of her bra and panties. 
 
“Can I take the rest off?” Nate asked, waiting obediently for Sarah to provide an answer. She nodded, smiling as Nate moved forward at once. His hands slid over her back, warm and strong. Her breasts bounced free as he unfastened the clasp of her bra and helped her slide her arms out of it. 
 
Without seeing it, Sarah could feel how Nate almost reached out, but then didn’t. Instead, his hands slid down Sarah’s sides and to her hips, fingers brushing over the material of her panties. When he slid them down, the motion was slow. Sarah felt him drop down to his knees to let her step out of the material.
 
Glancing over her shoulder, Sarah smirked. “Will you help me out of my shoes, too?” she asked. She knew plenty of men who’d prefer her to keep the heels on. Sarah wasn’t particularly fussed either way, she’d let Nate decide what he wanted.
 
“Yeah,” Nate agreed, without hesitation. His deft fingers found and released the buckle with ease. He pulled the straps open, rubbing soothingly at the red lines the shoes had left against Sarah’s feet. Without prompting, he slipped his thumbs under the arch of her foot, massaging the sensitive muscle there. 
 
Glancing up, he licked his lips. “Is that better?” he asked, moving to repeat the actions on Sarah’s other foot. The strength in his fingers felt so good! Sarah could have let him keep doing this for hours. 
 
But there were other things she wanted more. And things Nate wanted, too. His gaze shifted to Sarah’s pussy, eyes glazing over with desire. Leaning forward, he pressed a soft kiss against her thigh, but didn’t move higher. 
 
Turning, Sarah reached to tangle her fingers in Nate’s hair. She tugged lightly, making him tilt his head back. Sarah leaned down to catch Nate’s lips, teeth grazing over one before she licked her way into his mouth. He kissed back eagerly, one hand sliding up Sarah’s naked leg but stopping short of touching her anywhere he might need permission for.
 
Letting go, Sarah walked over to the bed, sitting down on the end. She parted her legs, smirking when Nate’s gaze instantly moved to her exposed pussy. Her hand slid down, caressing gently over her inner thigh.
 
“Make me come,” she instructed Nate.
 
He grinned, crawling forward without any hesitation. His hands moved over Sarah’s legs, gently pushing them further apart. “Fuck, you look good,” he growled. His voice sent a throb of arousal through Sarah’s system, her pussy aching for Nate’s touch. 
 
Leaning down, Nate slowly drew his tongue across Sarah’s skin. The nearer he came, the harder Sarah’s thighs clenched. Finally, he wriggled his tongue between her legs, lapping eagerly over her clit. He moaned as he gathered her taste, the sound vibrating across Sarah’s taut nerve-endings. 
 
Greedily, Nate explored Sarah’s pussy. His tongue was warm and wet, lighting Sarah up from the inside. He stroked her everywhere, learning the spots that made her catch her breath and tighten her fingers in his hair. 
 
One of Nate’s hands came to pull Sarah’s leg up. She easily let him drape it over his shoulder. Leaning back on her elbows, Sarah watched Nate’s face between her legs. “Fuck, yes,” she moaned gently, tugging his hair and pulling his mouth even tighter against her. “Just like that,” she encouraged.
 
The tip of his tongue slid over Sarah’s clit, sending a spark of pleasure all the way through her. Her hips bucked up. “Uh, yeah,” she cried. “More, I want more,” Sarah demanded, moaning louder when Nate’s tongue slid into her. He teasingly fucked her slowly with it.
 
Picking up where his tongue had left off, Nate brought a finger up to circle around Sarah’s clit. She was so wet, his fingertip slid easily across the sensitive bundle of nerves. Nate had evidently taken Sarah’s words to heart. He didn’t move fast, but his touches were relentless. He applied pressure just where Sarah needed it most, making her whole body ache with desire. 
 
Once he had Sarah panting hard, Nate focused on intensifying the pleasure that pooled in her stomach. His tongue moved faster, spearing inside her over and over and over again. He rolled her clit between two fingers, pressing tight against her from either side. Sarah could feel her muscles tensing, getting ready for that last ecstatic push over the edge. 
 
“Fuck!” Sarah cried, hips slamming up. Nate was good at stopping her from pushing against him too much. She allowed him to do that. He was tasked with making her come. Sarah was going to let him decide how he wanted to make that happen. As Nate’s tongue lapped harder against Sarah’s pleasure spot, her muscles tightened.
 
The grip she had in Nate’s hair intensified. Sarah rocked his head against her. “Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted as Nate’s fingers teased her even faster. Her orgasm exploded through her, toes curling at how much pleasure crashed through her all at once.
 
Nate didn’t stop. He lapped more gently, replacing his fingers against Sarah’s clit with the soft weight of his tongue. One finger brushed across Sarah’s pussy, teasing at her entrance but never quite sliding in. She rocked, muscles still trembling from the force of her orgasm. 
 
When he finally pulled back, grinning up from between Sarah’s legs, Nate’s face was covered in her wetness. “You taste good,” he murmured, his voice a low purr that made Sarah’s breath catch. “Can I make you come again?” After a tiny hesitation, Nate added, “Please?” 
 
Sarah almost definitely would’ve said yes even if Nate hadn’t added that. But hearing him beg to make her come was fucking hot. “Yes,” Sarah nodded. “Make me come again. You can put your fingers in me,” she added. Sarah had half a mind to demand that he did. But she wanted Nate to choose, to decide how he made her come, for as long as he did.
 
Just as her body began to relax, Nate’s tongue returned to her clit, sending another wave of pleasure through Sarah. With her free hand, she gripped the sheets under her. “Fuck,” Sarah breathed. “Yeah, ah, come on,” she urged. Her pussy was soaking wet. She wanted Nate to lap it all up.
 
His mouth was hot as sin, his tongue sliding through Sarah’s liquids like he couldn’t get enough. One hand pinned her hip, holding her down against the sheets of the bed. The other drummed at Sarah’s inner thigh. He was so close to touching her. The heat of his fingers between her legs made Sarah moan his name. 
 
Finally, two fingers slid across her pussy, gathering up her wetness. Nate pressed them inside her in one impossibly satisfying slide. His fingers were thick, stretching Sarah out. Her muscles clenched around him, trying to hold him inside her. 
 
But Nate had other ideas. He thrust his hand back and forth, fingers fucking into Sarah. She groaned, imagining how much better it would feel to have Nate’s cock inside her. But not yet. First, Nate needed to make her come again. 
 
Not that Sarah thought he’d have a hard time with it. His tongue licked fast against her clit, fingers slamming into her at a steady pace. “Yes! Fuck!” Sarah cried. The hand against her hip stopped her from rocking against Nate too much, but her hand in his hair meant that she could tug him in closer.
 
“Uhhhhh!” Sarah cried as pleasure spread through her, every muscle twitching in response. Her pussy squeezed around Nate’s fingers. He continued to fuck them in and out of Sarah. With his tongue still licking Sarah’s clit, all she needed to do was lean back and enjoy the ride.
 
It wasn’t long before she felt her second orgasm approach, body heating up even more.
 
Her leg tugged Nate in, his whole body leaning towards her like she was an irresistible force. When Nate’s fingers crooked inside her, Sarah screamed. The sound echoed off the walls around them. Nate’s groan, far lower, rumbled through Sarah’s body, leaving her tingling. 
 
Pleasure raced through her. Sarah’s fingers tightened in Nate’s hair, tugging hard enough to hurt. Her whole body shuddered as he came, pulling Nate against her until she could feel the heat of his every breath. 
 
For a long moment, neither of them moved. Sarah’s muscles felt too weak to support her. And Nate had to get his breath back. He pressed light kisses against Sarah’s thigh, moving away from her slowly. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. “That was amazing.” 
 
She did rather agree. Everywhere in Sarah’s body felt like pleasure had reached it. Her hand slid from Nate’s hair down over his neck and shoulders until she could grip his upper arm and pull him up. He came easily, pressing his body against Sarah’s.
 
Catching his lips in a kiss, Sarah poured her appreciation into it. He was being so good for her. Better than she had anticipated, if she was being honest. “Lie back on the bed,” she instructed Nate. “I’m going to ride you so fucking hard,” she breathed. Sarah’s tongue darted out to wet her lips. “Do you want me to handcuff you? Or do you want me to just order you not to use your hands?”
 
Nate stretched out, his muscles shifting as he moved. His hands reached for Sarah, almost as if his body had reacted before his mind could interfere. Realizing what she was asking, Nate’s eyes widened. “I want to touch you,” he breathed, his tone so earnest that it made Sarah press her thighs together. 
 
For a moment, Sarah thought Nate would take the easy way out. She could handcuff him to the bed, then he wouldn’t have to worry about keeping his hands under control. It shouldn’t have surprised her when Nate shook his head. He was a man who liked a challenge. If he hadn’t been, they would never have been in this situation in the first place. 
 
“Order me,” he insisted. “I want to see if I can resist temptation.” 
 
Sarah grinned. She enjoyed how open Nate was to this, to experimenting with things he’d clearly never tried before. “Alright,” Sarah nodded. “I will let you touch me once you have showed me you can restrain yourself.” That was a good compromise. It gave them both what they wanted, especially since Sarah was not against the idea of having Nate touch her. He’d already proved to be great with his hands.
 
Nate moved up the bed so he could comfortably lie on his back, head propped up by the pillows. His cock was just as hard as it had been before - if not harder! Sarah reached out to brush her fingers over it, smirking when he shivered at the touch.
 
Straddling Nate’s hips, Sarah reached between them to lead his cock towards her center.
 
He groaned as her body welcomed him in. Pressing his hands down against the mattress, Nate pushed his hips up, urging his cock deeper into Sarah’s soaking pussy. She moaned, loving the way her muscles stretched around him. Nate’s cock was thick. Sarah could feel it everywhere. 
 
She rocked, feeling shivers of pleasure from the crown of her head to the very tips of her toes. Matching her rhythm, Nate pushed up. His movements were undemanding, letting Sarah pick her own pace. She started slowly, bracing her hands on Nate’s muscled chest. 
 
“Fuck!” he cried, teeth sinking into his lip as Sarah’s hands brushed against his nipple. “God, that feels good. You feel good.” His hands stayed on the bed, his fingers gripping at the sheets like that would keep him from touching her. 
 
“Ahhh,” Sarah moaned.
 
She rather agreed. Nate’s cock felt amazing inside her. She clenched her pussy muscles around him, smirking when it earned her a groan from Nate. Sarah began to rock slowly at first, taking him in deep. Her palms pressed against Nate’s chest as she rode him in steady, slow strides.
 
Leaning forward, Sarah dangled her breasts above Nate’s face. “Suck them,” she demanded.
 


 
His pupils dilated, eyebrows lifting into his hair. But he didn’t refuse. Leaning up, he captured one of Sarah’s nipples between his teeth. The sharp tug he gave made Sarah cry out, her hips bucking wildly in response. When Nate soothed the sting with a sweep of his tongue, pleasure fizzed through Sarah’s whole body. 
 
Nate kissed his way across the dip between Sarah’s breasts. His stubble scraped against the skin, leaving Sarah feeling so much more sensitive. He lapped at her other nipple, taking it more gently into his mouth. His cheeks hollowed as he sucked it, strong, steady pulses that made Sarah’s body ache. 
 
“Fuck!” she breathed harshly. The combination of Nate’s cock and his mouth felt amazing. Sarah was certain that the addition of his fingers would be even better. But she loved that he was still holding his hands by his sides. Knuckles white as they fisted the sheets, she was sure, but staying where he put them.
 
Sarah moaned louder, beginning to ride Nate harder. His mouth broke away from her breast for a few groans in response but quickly returned to suck Sarah’s other nipple in. She ran her hand up to Nate’s head, fingers running through his hair as she tugged hard. He pulled back to groan. Sarah caught his lips with hers, making him breathe against her.
 
His tongue drove into her mouth, fucking her in sync with the way his hips pushed his cock into her. Nate gave a long groan as Sarah ground her hips against him. His dick rubbed against her from the inside, lighting Sarah up with overwhelming pleasure.
 
Bouncing down on Nate’s dick, Sarah felt her muscles tighten. Nate felt so fucking good, Sarah had no doubt that he would make her come again. But not yet. She’d promised he could earn the right to touch her. 
 
And Sarah was very eager to find out just how good Nate’s hands would feel. 
 
Running her hands down Nate’s arms, Sarah sought out one of his hands. She lifted it, bringing it up to her breast and then sliding it down her flat stomach. Nate’s eyes focused on her, as much as they really could while she was still riding his cock hard. Slowly, Sarah slid his hand between her legs.
 
“You make me come, I’ll let you touch me more. I’ll even let you come,” she told him with a smirk.
 
Nate’s laugh hitched in the middle, his breath giving out as he teased his fingers through the wetness between Sarah’s legs. He brushed over where his cock stretched her out, moving higher so the pad of his finger could press against Sarah’s clit. The sudden jolt of sensation, added to the pleasure that built from every time Sarah dropped down to meet Nate’s hard body, made her cry out. 
 
As if he wanted to pull more noises from her, Nate leaned forward. His teeth grazed across Sarah’s nipple, causing a spike of pain that burned through her whole body. Almost at once, Nate soothed the ache, using the hot suction of his mouth to drive Sarah ever higher.
 
Her body responded eagerly, trembling under Nate’s touch. As his tongue teased her nipple, his fingers brushed eagerly over Sarah’s clit. She rode Nate harder, bouncing up and down on his cock and making them both cry out in pleasure. Nate’s noises were muffled by Sarah’s breast. She appreciated the dedication. Especially when her orgasm began to build quickly.
 
“Fuck, yes, yes, yes!” she chanted. “Fuuuuuck!!” Sarah screamed. Pleasure shot through her at such speed that the world went white for a moment, before her senses returned. Nate had definitely achieved what he’d set out to do. He continued to fuck up into Sarah, meeting her every movement.
 
Reaching to pull his head away from her breast, Sarah sought out Nate’s lips for a harsh kiss. “You can touch me now,” she told him.
 
Instantly, his hands flew to her hips. He gripped so hard that Sarah could feel the individual imprint of every blunt fingernail. He held her against him, driving his cock into her pussy hard and fast. 
 
“Uhhh,” he groaned. “Sarah! You feel so good.” She rode him, matching every thrust, rolling her hips so she could feel his thick dick rubbing against her. 
 
Nate threw his head back, his whole body shuddering as Sarah’s muscles clenched tight around him. One hand moved from her hip, sliding over her breast and then around to her back. His hand felt strong and powerful as he squeezed hard at Sarah’s ass. 
 
“God, yes,” he moaned. “Can I come, Sarah? Did you say-” 
 
The fact that Nate asked made Sarah’s pussy throb with arousal. She was so wet around his cock, taking him in as hard and deep as she could. “Yes!” Sarah cried. “Yes, come in me! Come on, Nate, I want to feel you,” she encouraged, rocking harder and harder. Nate’s hips slammed up, meeting Sara so well. His hands gripped her ass as he thrust into her.
 
She felt him come. Even if Sarah hadn’t, she could see it on Nate’s face. The way he grunted, too, was a good giveaway. She rode through his orgasm, making sure to clench her pussy around him to milk every last drop from Nate.
 
“Ahhhh!” he cried, squeezing his eyes shut as he emptied himself into Sarah. His muscles tensed, then relaxed as he fell back onto the bed, his whole body looking loose. “Fuck,” he groaned, his hands sliding up to caress lightly over Sarah’s breasts. 
 
He urged her down, his lips moving softly against hers. The kiss was far more gentle than the other ones they’d shared. Even so, Nate’s teeth caught at Sarah’s lower lip for a moment, sending a brief, bright flash of pain to mix together with her pleasure. 
 
“That was amazing,” Nate breathed as Sarah pulled away. He shifted, giving a soft grunt as his ass rubbed against the sheets. “I can still feel where you whipped me.” 
 
Sarah gave a soft laugh, shifting to move off Nate so she could lie down on her stomach, turning her head to face him. “And that’s just the first whipping,” she pointed out with a grin. He had promised to submit to her for the whole night. Sarah was hardly going to let Nate off this easily.
 
Not that she imagined that he wanted to be let off this easily. “I will give you some recovery time,” she added, grinning. “Maybe let you make me come more with your mouth before I use the whip as a reward.”
 
Seeing the way Nate’s eyes glazed over with lust, Sarah doubted he was particularly disappointed by having lost the game to her.
 




He Serves



 
Archie knelt by the mirror, with his arms crossed behind his back, just as he’d been told. Under the dark blue denim of his jeans, his cock was already hard and aching. Tyra had been parading around in front of him in nothing but her bra and panties for over an hour. 
First, Archie had helped her shave her legs over a bath full of water. Dragging the razor along her satiny skin without touching her anywhere but where she told him to had been hard. Archie wanted to touch Tyra all the time. But he was getting better at holding back when that was what she wanted. 
 
After that, Archie had helped Tyra straighten her hair, so it fell in a long, black curtain down her back. Learning to use straightening irons hadn’t been something Archie had expected to learn in his relationship. 
 
But Tyra always rewarded him well for helping her. Today, she had promised, the reward would be extra special. 
 
Archie was starting to wonder whether he would make it to the reward. When Tyra pulled an honest-to-god black corset from her closet, Archie whimpered. 
 
His fingers flexed, but he kept his hands behind his back, just like Tyra had ordered. “Can I help you?” Archie asked eagerly. “Can I help you put it on and lace it up?” 
 
Tyra dragged her fingers over the material of the corset, humming as she did so. “I was rather hoping that you would,” she told Archie. “Of course, you’ll have to help me out of my bra first,” Tyra hummed. “Do you think you’d be up for that?”
 
Archie knew that Tyra could easily guess what his answer would be. He enjoyed serving her, enjoyed adoring her body in every way that Tyra chose. “You may touch me,” she allowed. “Softly and slowly, I don’t want any of this to be rushed.”
 
It took an effort of will not to bound to his feet. Archie got up slowly, letting his fingertips trail across the surface of the mirror. Tyra watched, licking her lips as she appreciated Archie’s bare chest and back. He loved seeing the desire in her eyes. It made every hour spent in the gym more than worth it. 
 
Carefully, Archie crossed the room. He set a hand against Tyra’s waist, applying just enough pressure to be considered a suggestion. Tyra accepted, moving so she was facing the mirror, with Archie stood behind her. 
 
“You’re so beautiful,” he breathed. His fingers walked up Tyra’s spine, stopping only once he reached the band of her bra. Gently, he unhitched it, smoothing the material away from Tyra’s skin. In the mirror, Archie watched her breasts fall free. They were soft and round, tipped with a sweet pink nipple that Archie longed to put his lips around. 
 
He eased each strap down off Tyra’s shoulders, turning to carefully fold the bra onto the dresser. “How do you feel?” he asked eagerly. “Can I touch your breasts before I put the corset on?” He longed to cup them in his hands, massage them and feel them round and full against his palms. 
 
Archie waited patiently for Tyra to give him an answer. He hoped that the answer would be yes. If it wasn’t, Archie would still enjoy helping Tyra. Being allowed to serve her was a reward in its own right. Still, it didn’t stop Archie from wishing that he could run his hands over Tyra’s soft skin, make her moan in that soft way she did when his touch was just right.
 
Turning to face him, one of Tyra’s hands slid over Archie’s stomach, up over his chest and to his chin, a finger teasing softly. “Go on,” she allowed. “But show me how grateful you are for being allowed to,” she added, not that Archie needed to be told. He fully planned to show her exactly how much he loved being allowed to touch Tyra.
 
His hands circled Tyra’s small waist, rubbing his thumbs over the skin that covered her ribs. Physically, she was so delicate. And yet, at the same time, she had such complete control over Archie that it made him positively ache for her. He lifted his palms, taking the weight of Tyra’s breasts. 
 
“Thank you,” he whispered. The words came as naturally to him as breathing. He was grateful. Tyra was the most stunning woman Archie had ever seen. He could hardly believe that he was allowed to touch her. He felt her nipples harden against his palms and longed to play with them. But for now, he kept his touch soft and gentle, just like Tyra had asked. 
 
He swallowed hard. “You feel amazing,” he praised. “And you look amazing.” And Tyra would look even more amazing with a corset cinching in her waist and lifting her breasts. 
 
“I do,” she agreed in a way that made Archie grin. He enjoyed the confidence with which she took compliments. He knew she felt it, too. Tyra knew exactly how good she looked and all the things that she made Archie feel. His fingers brushed over her nipples again. Archie watched the slightly sharper intake of breath that Tyra gave.
 
Her hand traveled to the back of his neck, fingers brushing through Archie’s hair. “You can put your mouth on them if you’d like,” she told him. There was no ‘if’, really. Archie always wanted to have his mouth on Tyra, to worship her exactly the way she deserved.
 
He bent his head, feeling Tyra’s fingers tug against his scalp. It sent fire racing down Archie’s spine. He loved the variety of sensations Tyra could produce. Slowly, carefully, he trailed his tongue over the warm curve of Tyra’s breast. When he finally took her nipple between his lips, her heart was beating hard against her ribcage. 
 
Archie loved knowing he could cause that. He sucked Tyra’s nipple, starting soft and slow before he let his tongue wash across the pebbled tip. Finally, he hollowed his cheeks, sucking hard enough to make Tyra gasp before he pulled away. 
 
“Now the other one,” he said, with a small smirk up at his girlfriend. He could hardly worship one of her breasts and not the other. 
 
Tyra turned towards him, making it easier for him to cup her breast and lead the other nipple to his mouth. Just like with the first one, he swirled his tongue over it and then followed that by sucking against it. The way Tyra moaned was so rewarding! Archie’s cock got even harder. But he paid it no attention, Tyra would decide when he could do that. If he could do that.
 
With her hand still in Archie’s hair, Tyra tugged against it almost painfully. The sensation made Archie groan. She pulled his head back so she could look at him.
 
“You look good, baby,” Tyra praised. “Are you ready to help me with the corset?”
 
Archie sucked his lower lip, arousal flooding his system. “So ready,” he confirmed. This wasn’t his first time helping Tyra. As soon as she put the corset in his hands, Archie knew just what to do. He wrapped the black leather around Tyra’s waist, adjusting it so that the central seam of clasps was perfectly centered. 
 
Even loose, the corset made Archie’s mouth water. The supple leather hugged Tyra’s curves, exaggerating them. All dressed in black, with her pink nipples just visible along the top edge of the corset, Tyra looked intimidating. 
 
Archie loved it. “Will you turn around so I can tighten the laces?” he asked. “Do you want it tight?” It would really depend on what Tyra planned to do while wearing the corset. Archie licked his lips, wondering if she would give him a hint. 
 
“Not too tight,” she instructed, turning around in his arms just as he’d asked. “I want to be able to breathe easily.” Archer loved that he knew exactly how tight that meant. Sometimes, when Tyra wanted to specifically change her figure, she had the corset much tighter. She looked amazing in it, no matter what.
 
Archie took his time, fingers soft against the fastenings as he laced the strings through them. When he pulled, Tyra audibly breathed in. Archie was careful as he laced the corset shut. Once it was finally closed, he reached out to brush his hand over Tyra’s side. Glancing over her shoulder, Tyra smiled at Archie.
 
“What are you going to do before you help me into sexy panties?” she asked with a grin.
 
All Tyra’s panties were sexy, but Archie knew what she meant. She had several pairs that went with the corset, rather than the everyday ones she was already wearing. Without hesitation, Archie dropped to his knees. He crawled across the floor, settling at Tyra’s feet and looking up at her. 
 
“I’m going to kneel for you,” he answered. “And if you want me to, I’ll help you out of those panties.” He brushed his hands up Tyra’s thighs, keeping well away from her pussy. He would only touch there when Tyra gave him permission. 
 
Licking his lips, Archie tipped his head back. “Do you want me to eat you out?” he breathed. “I want to, so badly, Tyra. Please.” 
 
Bringing a hand to Archie’s hair, Tyra stroked her fingers softly through it. “I know, baby,” she said. “And I will let you,” she told him, making Archie’s heart skip a beat. He wanted to hear how good Tyra sounded. Having her moan because of him was one of Archie’s very favorite things in the world.
 
Tyra’s hand moved from his hair down to Archie’s cheek and she cupped it lightly, making his head tilt up to look at her better. “Show me how much you want it,” she instructed. “Make me need you to take my panties off.”
 
Archie swallowed, mind racing with images. What would be the best way to show Tyra how much he wanted her? He leaned back, letting her fingers tug against his hair. The sensation sent tendrils of fire down Archie’s spine, making him arch his back and thrust his hips forward. 
 
“I’m so hard for you,” he groaned, one hand cupping his cock through his jeans. He squeezed his fingers around it, whimpering at how very, very badly he wanted to just take himself in hand. But he wouldn’t. Not until Tyra said he could. 
 
His other hand slid higher up Tyra’s thigh. When she didn’t stop him, he let his fingertips brush against the cotton crotch of her panties. “Watching you makes me want to feel how soft your skin is,” he breathed. “And I want to make you feel as good as you make me feel. Serving you is so hot, even if all you want me to do is kneel for you.” 
 
Archie wanted to worship Tyra with his mouth. He licked his lips, tongue sliding slowly so that Tyra’s gaze would drop to watch. “I want to touch your pussy, slide my fingers through your wetness and then lick them clean to show you how much I love it.” 
 
“Mmm,” Tyra moaned softly. “That does sound nice,” she told him, making Archie smile. His fingers stroked over her legs softly. Archie knew just how to touch Tyra to make her feel good. All he wanted was to do that. He leaned in to press a kiss against her leg, making his way up but stopping before he could reach the material of her panties.
 
Instead, Archie moved over to the other leg, repeating the movement. His kisses were gentle, making sure to show Tyra just how much he loved adoring her. Her fingers tugged against his hair again. Archie gave a soft groan. It wasn’t painful, but he definitely felt it.
 
“Go on then,” Tyra encouraged. “Take off my panties. I’ll let you earn it,” she told him, biting her lower lip.
 
Archie moaned, Tyra’s words sending a thrill down his spine. He inched his fingers higher, hooking them under the material of Tyra’s panties. He drew them down so, so slowly, reveling in every inch of Tyra’s skin that he exposed. Her pussy made his mouth water. 
 
But as much as Archie wanted to put his mouth on Tyra immediately, he didn’t rush. “So sexy,” he murmured. Tyra lifted her feet, letting Archie tug her panties down her long legs and off. In nothing but the corset, Tyra looked even more amazing. 
 
Archie stilled as she turned away from him. But it was only to move to the bed. She lay down, legs slightly parted, and patted the mattress for Archie to join her. Archie crawled between her thighs. “Can I make you feel good, Tyra?” he asked, brushing his lips against her skin. 
 
He knew how to tease, how to make Tyra want his mouth on her. His tongue darted out, licking a wet stripe up Tyra’s thigh. Archie let his breath ghost across the damp skin, loving the way Tyra moaned and pushed her breasts up. 
 
Her hand against his hair was soft, making him feel so good. She wanted him there as much as he wanted her. Tyra loved being worshipped. Archie wanted to give her exactly that.
 
“You can make me feel good,” Tyra nodded, leading Archie’s mouth between her legs. She didn’t insist he go straight to her pussy, so Archie took his time to kiss against the soft skin of Tyra’s thighs.
 
She let out a slight moan, her fingers tightening in Archie’s hair. She still didn't pull his mouth against her. Instead, Tyra let Archie pick the pace. 
 
He teased her, lapping his tongue against the skin of her inner thighs. He loved making Tyra want him. But he didn’t make her beg. Tyra deserved to be worshipped, and that was exactly what Archie was going to do. 
 
His tongue darted out, getting his first taste of Tyra’s pussy. He moaned as he swallowed. “God, you taste amazing.” Archie pressed his hands against Tyra’s thighs, making her open further for him. He buried his face between her legs, tongue dipping inside her to gather up more of that sweet taste. 
 
Archie licked higher, circling Tyra’s clit with the very tip of his tongue. Her hips bucked, stomach muscles tightening visibly. Archie pulled back, simply for the pleasure of feeling Tyra tug against his hair to close the distance. 
 
Looking up, Archie felt his arousal flood through him even more. Tyra looked so good, the corset pushing her breasts up, exposing the tops of them in a fantastically teasing way. Archie’s tongue lapped faster against Tyra’s clit, making her moan. It encouraged him to tease her even more, bringing those sounds out again.
 
Archie’s hand rested against Tyra’s hip, holding her down as he ate her out. She could still move, but it stopped her from bucking up so much. Instead, Tyra pulled harder against his hair. Archie enjoyed how she moved his mouth to where she wanted it the most, where his tongue could make her scream in pleasure.
 
His cock ached, trapped beneath the material of his jeans. But Archie ignored it. All his focus was on Tyra, on pleasing her and making her cry out for him. She made such beautiful noises, especially when Archie pressed his tongue harder against her clit. Her hips writhed, Tyra’s thighs clamping on either side of Archie’s head. 
 
When she pulled his mouth lower, Archie went. He flicked his tongue back and forth, fucking her with it. His hands pressed her down against the mattress as he lapped up her arousal, screwing his tongue as deep inside her as he could. 
 
“Fuck, yes,” Tyra moaned, her fingers loosening in Archie’s hair before her grip tightened again. Archie loved the way it sent a spike of pain through him. The sharpness joined the arousal he was already feeling. He would’ve groaned, but Archie’s mouth was otherwise occupied. Instead, Archie showed Tyra how good it felt by licking back up to her clit.
 
Tyra’s hips bucked again, fighting against Archie’s hand. “Ahhh,” she cried. “Fuck. Use your fingers, baby, make me come with your tongue and your fingers,” Tyra instructed.
 
It was an instruction Archie was very glad to follow. He slid one hand down between Tyra’s legs, giving a muffled groan as his fingers skated through her wetness. Fuck, he loved knowing how turned on Tyra was. She had all the power in this situation, but knowing he could pleasure her sent a thrill through Archie like nothing else.
 
Carefully, softly, he pressed one finger inside her. Tyra’s pussy accepted him easily, her muscles briefly squeezing around him before she relaxed. Pursing his lips, Archie suckled at Tyra’s clit, making her moan and wriggle. 
 
Pressing another finger inside her, Archie established a rhythm. His hand fucked Tyra just the way she liked, deep and slow. Meanwhile, he lapped harder and faster at her clit between long sucks that made Tyra shout. 
 
“Uhhhh,” Tyra cried, tugging Archie’s hair painfully. He loved it. Knowing that he could make her lose control like that and that she wanted to lose control around him, made Archie feel extra special. His hand moved faster in and out of Tyra’s pussy as his tongue lapped harder.
 
Tyra’s body trembled under him. Archie knew she was close. He focused on doing all the things Tyra liked, licking harder and faster until every muscle in her body was tight. “Fuuuck, yesssss!” Tyra screamed, pleasure crashing over her.
 
Archie groaned, the sound vibrating against Tyra’s pussy. Her orgasm always made Archie hard enough to cut glass. There was nothing hotter than seeing her in that moment where she succumbed to a force even more powerful than herself. 
 
Taking his time, Archie pulled back. He slipped his fingers free, licking them clean before he pressed his tongue inside Tyra again. Her hips bucked, but more lazily, with less urgency than before. 
 
“Fuck, you’re so hot,” Archie breathed as he finally pulled back. Tyra’s exposed pussy was so tempting, it seemed almost a shame to cover it with panties. But Archie knew how good she would look. And just because Tyra put her panties back on, didn’t mean there was nothing she could do to help Archie find his own release. 
 
If she wanted him to do more, then she’d tell him. He watched as Tyra ran her hand over the corset and up to her breasts. Her fingertips brushed over the top of them, over the skin Archie was so sure was soft. As she did so, Tyra’s eyes traveled over Archie’s body, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.
 
“Take off your clothes,” Tyra told him. “I want to see you, I want to see how hard you are for me.” And Archie definitely was. 
 
Archie scrambled off the bed, fire running through his veins. He was so eager to show off for Tyra that it almost hurt. But he knew better than to rush. As soon as he got to his feet, he slowed his movements. Tyra would enjoy it so much more if he took his time. 
 
He unbuttoned his pants, groaning loudly at the relief of the pressure against his dick. “So hard for you, Tyra,” he whined. He shimmied, sliding the pants down his hips until they pooled at his feet. His legs were strong, muscled. He knew that Tyra liked them. 
 
Tyra’s gaze was like a physical weight, making Archie’s throat go dry. “Everything?” he asked, stooping to fold his pants and hang them neatly off the back of the chair. His cock tented the front of his boxers, stretching out the material. 
 
“Mmm, yes,” Tyra nodded. “I want to see all of you,” she encouraged. Her eyes stayed on Archie. It made him feel so wanted. He slid his boxers down, groaning when his cock was finally able to spring free. “Yeah,” Tyra moaned. “You look so good, baby,” she complimented, making Archie’s stomach swoop with warmth.
 
Holding her hand out to Archie, Tyra welcomed him in closer. “I want to touch you,” she told him. “I want to feel how hard you are. Come, let me.” It wasn’t a request and rather a demand, just the way Archie liked it.
 
He crawled back onto the bed, the mattress dipping beneath his weight. His cock hung heavy between his legs, aching to be touched. It would have been so easy to press himself against the soft skin of Tyra’s thigh. Archie could grind himself against her, get some of that friction he’d been craving. 
 
Instead, he moved carefully, not letting his cock touch Tyra at all. It was up to her to decide where she would touch him, and how. “Please,” he begged. “I want that. I want you to touch me. I’ve been waiting for so long.” And yet, Archie would wait longer, if it pleased Tyra. 
 
The hand that had so enticingly welcomed Archie onto the bed, now reached out to wrap fingers around his cock. At the first touch, Archie groaned. He wanted to push forward, to fuck himself against Tyra’s hot fist. He refrained. Archie loved it when Tyra dictated the speed, when she decided how she wanted to touch him.
 
Her strokes were slow, almost teasing. “So hard for me,” Tyra murmured. “I love feeling how much you want me.” And Archie definitely did. “Tell me, baby,” Tyra said. “How much do you want to fuck me?”
 
Archie’s eyes went wide. “Oh, fuck, Tyra,” he groaned, his hips bucking forward without him being able to stop them. “I want to fuck you so much. Your pussy is perfect, it always feels so good when I sink inside you.” 
 
Knowing that Tyra might not allow him just added an edge of desperation to Archie’s words. “You’re so wet already, I know I’d be able to fuck you just the way you like.” Archie lived for making Tyra feel good. “I’d make you come again while I fucked you,” Archie promised.
 
His whole body leaned into Tyra’s touch, arousal scalding through him as he waited to hear whether or not Tyra would decide she wanted to get fucked. If she didn’t, if she preferred something else, that would be fine, too. 
 
Her hand continued to stroke Archie softly, fingers tightening and then loosening around his dick. It made Archie swallow another moan. He so wanted to feel Tyra’s pussy tighten around him just like that. “I want to hear how you want to fuck me,” she told him. “Tell me. Would it be like this? Or do you want me on top? Showing you how good the corset looks?”
 
Archie groaned again, the images filling his head as Tyra spoke. There were so many different things he wanted to do. But Archie’s favorites were always the ones he knew Tyra liked the most.
 
“Fuck, yes,” Archie agreed. “I love it when you ride me.” Tyra loved it, too. She got to control exactly how fast and how hard she would fuck him. Archie wanted to give her that, to have her decide. “I’d run my fingers over the corset, and brush my thumbs over your nipples where they peek out,” Archie answered. 
 
Just thinking about Tyra’s breasts made his mouth water. “I’d lie back, and ask you to lean over me, to put your breasts over my face.” Archie’s cock twitched. He was so turned on even by just describing how he would please Tyra. The actual act was going to be mind-blowing. 
 
“Mmm, that does sound nice,” Tyra hummed. The sultry tone made Archie’s mouth water. “Go on then,” she encouraged. “Roll on your back and make yourself comfortable.” She pulled her hand away from Archie’s cock. But there was a promise in her voice, so Archie moved eagerly.
 
He laid down against the pillows, making sure to actually make himself comfortable. His hands reached for Tyra but didn’t quite touch. She hadn’t given him the permission yet. Archie hoped she would. He wanted to show her just how good she made him feel, to return the favor.
 
Tyra moved to straddle his hips, leaning down to seek Archie’s mouth for a kiss. “Touch me,” she told him. Archie’s hands moved instantly to her sides.
 
Her skin was warm and soft, making Archie give a throaty moan. He loved the way Tyra felt, especially when she rolled her hips and he could feel her muscles moving. “God, you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he groaned. He wanted to worship Tyra, the way that she deserved. 
 
Sliding one hand up, Archie palmed Tyra’s breast. Her nipple brushed against his hand, making Tyra’s breath catch in her throat. His other hand pressed lower, molding to the perky curve of Tyra’s ass. 
 
Holding on, Archie thrust his hips up. “Please, baby,” he whined, not ashamed to beg for what he wanted. “Come and ride me. My cock is so hard for you.” 
 
Tyra’s hand slid between them, fingers once again wrapping around Archie’s dick. “Mmm,” she hummed. “It sure is.” Archie had to physically push back against the mattress just so he wouldn’t buck up. Thankfully, Tyra didn’t make him wait for long. She led his hard cock towards her wet center, sinking down onto it with a deep moan.
 
“Fuck,” she breathed. “You feel so good inside me.” The praise made Archie smile as his hands stroked over Tyra’s sides, fingers just barely brushing the edge of the corset she was wearing. “Ahh,” Tyra moaned as she began to move, riding Archie with a slow and steady pace.
 
His fingers teased along the top edge of her corset, brushing tantalizingly over her nipples. They were so hard, and so pink. “Please,” Archie begged. “Lean over me so I can use my tongue.” He groaned as Tyra leaned forward, changing the angle of his cock inside her. 
 
Pumping his hips, Archie met the pace that Tyra set. He drove his cock up into her, groaning as pleasure coiled tightly in the pit of his stomach. Just like he’d promised, he ran his tongue over the top of Tyra’s corset, paying special attention to each of her nipples. He took one into his mouth, sucking through the leather and moaning at the supple feel of it against his tongue. 
 
His other hand gripped Tyra’s ass, not guiding her, but just feeling the way she moved on top of him. 
 
“Mmm, yesss,” she purred, her hips rocking in sync with how Archie’s mouth moved. The soft moans he managed to tease from Tyra made pleasure coil inside him. His hands gripped Tyra’s hips harder, mouth working to make her cry out in pleasure. Archie met her body with shallow thrusts, helping her to fuck him but still giving Tyra all the power.
 
One of her hands moved to his hair again, tugging hard against it. “Fuck,” she cried. “Yeah, suck my nipples, Archie, go on!” she encouraged, letting him pull one of her breasts out of the corset fully, the nipple so hard for him to play with.
 
Archie leaned forward, taking Tyra’s nipple fully into his mouth. He hollowed his cheeks, sucking hard. He knew exactly what Tyra liked, how to make her moan as pleasure cruised through her. His other hand lifted to her other breast, pinching and flicking at her nipple there, knowing how much more intense the pleasure would be if he played with both at once. 
 
He recognized the way Tyra’s moans shifted, becoming higher and breathier. He waited, thrusting his hips up to meet her. Finally, he let his teeth graze sharply against the nipple in his mouth. Tyra’s whole body jerked, her pussy squeezing tight around Archie’s dick. He opened his mouth, crying out. “Fuck! Yeah, that feels so good.” 
 
Pulling back, making Tyra’s fingers tug against his scalp, Archie shivered. “Will you let me touch your pussy, too?” he pleaded. “I’ll make you feel so good. As good as you’re making me feel.” 
 
“Yeah,” Tyra moaned. “Touch me. I want you to make me come.” And that was all the permission Archie needed, his hand sliding from Tyra’s hip to between them, seeking out that sweet pleasure spot. When his fingers brushed over Tyra’s clit, she bucked her hips forward “Fuuuck,” Tyra cried.
 
Her movements became more rapid as she rode Archie’s cock harder. His fingers lifted with her, never leaving her clit. He circled it, repeating the actions that caused Tyra to scream the loudest. It wouldn’t be long before he’d be able to push her over that sweet edge.
 
Tyra looked so fucking sexy as she rode him. Her breasts spilled from the leather corset, pink-tipped and bouncing beautifully. With her head thrown back, her hair spilling across her shoulders, she was every fantasy and every wet dream Archie would ever need. 
 
He rocked his fingers against her clit, feeling the wetness of her arousal. His whole body shuddered as pleasure spiked through him. But he couldn’t come, not yet. He wanted to make sure he pleased Tyra first. He twisted his wrist, his thumb pressing down against the bundle of nerves that he knew would make Tyra explode. 
 
“Please, Tyra,” he begged. “Come for me. Let me see how gorgeous you look, all flushed with pleasure. I want to know I’m the reason you feel as good as I feel!” 
 
“Yes!” Tyra cried, bouncing up and down Archie’s cock so fast. “Yes, fuck, you are. Ooooh!” And just like that she came undone above him, letting Archie watch as pleasure crashed over her. The muscles in her pussy tightened around Archie, making him groan. She looked so stunning, lips parted and a glow washing over her as she came.
 
Tyra collapsed atop Archie, her hips slowing but not stopping as she moved. “Come on,” she encouraged. “Fuck into me until you come, I want to feel it,” she told Archie.
 
Archie didn’t need to be told twice! His hands dropped to grab handfuls of Tyra’s ass, holding on tight as he thrust his hips up. He pounded his cock into her, pulling her body down against his as pleasure rose through him like an unstoppable force. 
 
Tyra moaned. The sound of her sent Archie flying over the edge, every muscle tensing as Archie bellowed out Tyra’s name. “Fuck!” he snapped his hips up once, twice more, then let his body fall to rest against the mattress. 
 
Every breath was ragged, Archie’s ribs rising and falling. He spanned his hands across the leather corset where it covered Tyra’s back. “Oh my god,” he moaned. “That was so good.” 
 
He listened to the way Tyra’s breath also came in short bursts, stroking her back until it began to even out. His softening cock slid out of her. Tyra gave one more soft moan, no doubt at how empty it left her feeling. She moved off him, lowering herself down onto the bed. One of Tyra’s hands caressed over Archie’s chest.
 
“It was good,” she agreed. Archie smiled. He liked knowing she’d enjoyed herself, even when he very much assumed she had. Tyra leaned in to kiss Archie, her tongue slipping between his lips and seeking out his in a soft sort of dance. Archie sighed happily into the kiss, his body fully wanting to give itself over to Tyra.
 
She knew it, too, he was certain. Her hand felt so lovely as it stroked his skin. “You’ll have to help me into the corset again, I think,” Tyra said teasingly.
 
Archie found enough breath for a short chuckle. “I’ll have to help you out of it, first,” he pointed out. As much as Archie loved lacing Tyra into the tight corset, he also loved releasing her from it. It gave him so many opportunities to touch her softly and gently, just the way that she deserved. 
 
He slipped one arm under Tyra’s body, gathering her close. Turning, his lips brushed against the soft, sweet-smelling mass of her hair. He groaned, satisfied in a bone-deep way that he knew would last for hours. 
 
“Just give me five minutes,” he breathed. He wouldn’t be ready for a round two that fast. But that didn’t matter. Archie loved touching Tyra even when it wasn’t leading to sex. If she let him take the corset off and just enjoy her body, that would be more than enough.
 




Their First Domme



 
Kat liked to think she had a sort of sixth sense for adventurous friends. That was how she’d found her way into the BDSM scene, by meeting a domme who’d been open enough about her lifestyle to invite Kat to a party. Now that she was established, Kat knew plenty of people who only dated with the circle of their kinky friends. 
But she’d never been one of those types. Kat liked new people. And she liked the thrill of discovering exactly what kinds of kink she could introduce her partners to. That was why she was so excited to have Summer and Aaron come over to her apartment. 
 
She’d met them at a dinner party, where she’d been seated between the newly-wed couple, flirting playfully with both of them. Kat hadn’t really expected it to go anywhere. But Summer had blushed so beautifully at Kat’s compliments. And Aaron hadn’t been able to take his eyes off the two women as they grew closer and closer over the night. 
 
When they’d invited her to their house a week later, for a ‘more private’ dinner, Kat hadn’t been surprised. It had taken Aaron most of the night to bring up what they wanted. A threesome, with Kat. And a threesome where Kat told them what to do - to themselves, to each other, and to her.
 
She’d agreed, of course. And she’d spent some time watching them respond to her suggestions. Kat had no doubt that, after she’d left that night, they’d barely waited for the door to close before they ripped one another’s clothes off. She loved knowing she had that kind of power. 
 
And tonight, she was going to have other kinds of power to play with. She’d dressed in her sexiest lingerie, hiding that away under a seemingly demure skirt and blouse. And she’d matched it all with killer heels, of course! 
 
“Here you are,” Kat purred as she opened the door to Summer and Aaron. “Right on time. But I expected nothing less.” She took a step back, inviting the couple into her home. “Can I get either of you a drink?” 
 
Summer seemed slightly more nervous than Aaron as he helped her out of her coat. Perhaps that was more to do with him putting on a brave face. Kat understood why they’d be nervous. All of this was new to them, after all. Kat, however, felt pretty confident she could get rid of those nerves quickly.
 
“A glass of wine would be lovely,” Summer replied finally. Aaron nodded. Kat showed them through to her living room and, once all of them had their desired drinks, Kat took a seat on the chair opposite of the couple.
 
It gave her the advantage of seeing them together and having them watch her. Kat smirked as she crossed her legs, watching both Summer and Aaron’s eyes focus on the exposed skin of her thigh.
 
Anticipation thrummed between the three of them. Kat could feel the tension building, Aaron and Summer clearly expected… something. “You’re both looking lovely,” Kat said lightly. She could see in their faces that it wasn’t what they’d thought she would say. 
 
Aaron laughed, breaking the awkwardness. “We should! Summer spent all day deciding which shirt I should wear.” He smoothed a hand down the front of his crisp sky-blue shirt. It suited him well, bringing out the blue of his eyes. Summer had chosen excellently. And Kat could certainly understand wanting her husband to look his best. 
 
Summer had clearly made an effort with her own appearance, too. Her light summer dress hugged her breasts before flaring out to show off her long, tan legs. 
 
“I think you’ll look even better with it unbuttoned, Aaron,” Kat breathed. She let her gaze flick towards Summer. “Why don’t you help?” 
 
Summer’s eyes widened. She hadn’t quite expected Kat to tell her to strip Aaron. It made Kat laugh. For what they had planned, she’d need not only Aaron but her and Summer to be naked, too. Summer recovered pretty quickly, though. Setting down her wine glass, Summer turned on the couch to face her husband more.
 
The way she touched him was soft, gentle almost. Kat enjoyed seeing it, an intimacy she knew she wouldn’t ordinarily be privy to. Summer’s fingers brushed over the buttons, making their way up to the top of the blue shirt. She undid them slowly, one by one. Each button revealed a new slither of skin.
 
Even from where she sat, Kat saw a shiver run through Aaron. She doubted it was any sort of chill. Arousal was a more likely culprit.
 
Once his shirt was fully open, Summer’s clever fingers helped him shrug it off, leaving Aaron shirtless. His cock was already half-hard, tenting the pants he was wearing. Licking her lips, Summer looked over to Kat.
 
“What next?” she asked. Summer wanted to follow whatever instructions Kat gave her.
 
Kat licked her lips, watching Aaron’s eyes widen at the sight of her tongue. Summer shifted in her seat like she, too, was feeling a sudden ache between her legs. Kat could sympathize. 
 
“Show me where he likes you to touch him,” she instructed. She loved finding out where different people were sensitive. Such surprising places could reveal the most wonderful results. 
 
Lifting a hand to brush softly against her breast, Kat carried on. “If you can make him moan without touching his dick, I’ll let you take my blouse off.” Aaron leaned forward, so eager even before Summer had laid a hand on him. Kat held up one finger. “But no faking, Aaron. I’ll be able to tell.” 
 
Summer didn’t look like she thought Aaron would have to fake anything. The confidence was hot. Summer was pretty shy, but Kat could tell that was just what she was like, rather than any shyness due to lack of self-confidence. As her fingers brushed over Aaron’s muscled stomach, Kat saw a shiver run through him, trembling just below his skin.
 
Those fingers slid over to Aaron’s ribs and then to his chest. Kat watched as Summer sought out one of Aaron’s nipples, her very fingertips brushing over it gently. It didn’t make Aaron moan, not yet, but it did make him buck his hips. His nipples must’ve been very sensitive, something that Kat was delighted to learn.
 
“You look good together,” she praised, her free hand brushing against the exposed skin of her thigh. Just watching Aaron and Summer together was enough to get Kat’s panties wet. Aaron turned his whole body towards Summer’s touch, like she was the warming sun and he needed to feel her everywhere. 
 
Her fingers continued to trace light patterns over his chest. Kat could see the way his ribs rose and fell, every breath sounding ragged. “You can use your mouth, too,” she urged. Summer didn’t even glance her way. She pressed her lips to Aaron’s shoulder, making him whimper. 
 
Her teeth grazed over Aaron’s shoulder lightly. The trace of pain seemed to shoot through him. This time, Aaron did moan. If Kat had expected Summer to stop so she could reap her rewards, she was definitely mistaken. Summer’s fingers pinched against Aaron’s nipple, her lips kissing their way up to his neck.
 
Another low groan escaped Aaron, but Summer quickly caught it with her lips. Their kiss was passionate. Summer licked her way into Aaron’s mouth. Neither of them were shy about showing off just how desirable they found each other. Kat liked that, too.
 
When Summer finally pulled back, she smiled so widely that Kat could hear the pride coming off Summer in waves.
 
Kat got to her feet, crossing the room and feeling excitement quicken in the pit of her stomach. Carefully, she reached out, brushing one hand through Summer’s long, thick hair. “Beautiful,” she praised. “Both of you.” Not only were they both attractive, but watching them together brought out the sexiness in every touch and kiss. 
 
Standing in front of the couch, Kat paused. “Which of you gets to unbutton my blouse?” she mused, not actually waiting for a reply. “I think you should work together.” Aaron moaned, like that was the best thing he’d ever heard. Summer nodded eagerly. “You may stand, then,” Kat added. 
 
Summer was about her height, and Aaron a little taller than both. He reached for the top button of Kat’s blouse, fingers careful as they slipped it open. Summer moved closer, untucking the material from the waistband of Kat’s skirt. 
 
They were both slow, taking their time as they explored Kat’s body. Yet neither tried to stray away from where she’d allowed them to touch. Summer began to unbutton the buttons from the bottom up. By the time her fingers met Aaron’s, they had both done an excellent job. The material fell open to reveal the black of Kat’s bra. She knew her breasts looked amazing in the material. Even if she hadn’t, the way Aaron swallowed would’ve left her in no doubt.
 
Tentatively, Summer’s fingers reached out, brushing over Kat’s stomach ever so lightly. “What would you like us to do next?” she asked, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.
 
Kat was very, very ready to see exactly how Aaron and Summer would touch her. “Show me what Summer likes,” she ordered Aaron. “And I’ll do to her whatever you do to me.” 
 
Of course, for it to really be fair, Kat needed to strip Summer down to her bra, too. She pulled the woman close, wrapping one arm around her narrow waist as she crashed their mouths together. Summer gasped into the kiss, the sound only audible because they were so close together. 
 
Aaron’s moan, on the other hand, was loud enough to bounce off every wall in Kat’s apartment. “Fuuuck. It’s so hot seeing the two of you together.” Kat smirked. Her fingers slid over the nape of Summer’s neck, unfastening the ties that held the halter top of her dress up. 
 
Where Kat’s bra was black, Summer’s was pale and lacy, making a striking contrast to the tanned skin of her breasts. 
 
Being between Summer and Aaron’s bodies was hot, physically and metaphorically. The heat rolled off their bodies, making Kat want to lean into them more. One of her hands brushed over Summer’s back, the other reaching out to similarly explore Aaron’s body. Kat enjoyed the way his breath caught in his throat at her touch.
 
Leaning in closer, Aaron pressed his mouth against Kat’s neck. His tongue teased over the soft skin there before making its way higher, teeth grazing over Kat’s earlobe. In turn, Summer’s fingers traveled over Kat’s neck, gently brushing over the waistband of her skirt.
 
Just as she’d promised, Kat mimicked Aaron’s actions. She licked the skin of Summer’s neck. She could feel the way Summer’s breath hitched, her fingers tugging more insistently until she found the button of Kat’s skirt. Kat brought her teeth together, catching Summer’s earlobe between them and giving a hard tug. 
 
Summer moaned beautifully. Aaron’s cock thickened against Kat’s hip as she purred her approval. His hands cupped Kat’s breasts, her nipples rubbing tantalizingly against his palms. Kat lifted her own hands, squeezing Summer’s tits a little harder.
 
“Go on,” she breathed. “Take my skirt off.” 
 
There was no hesitation as Summer slipped the buttons open and slid the zipper down. Once the fastenings were open, Kat’s skirt fell to the ground easily. It revealed the matching black panties she was wearing. Aaron groaned when he spotted them. Kat enjoyed the heat in his tone.
 
Aaron’s fingers reached up to palm Kat’s breasts through the material of her bra, prompting her to change the way she touched Summer’s breasts. It made the other woman moan louder. Kat enjoyed that Aaron was still following her instructions, showing her just what Summer liked.
 
Dropping his head lower, Aaron’s mouth made its way to Kat’s breasts. He lapped over her nipple through the material before looking up. “Can I help you out of the bra?” he asked hopefully.
 
Kat didn’t answer. She bent her head, lifting Summer’s breast until she could fasten her lips around Summer’s dark nipple. She sucked through the fabric of her bra, earning a whine of pleasure. Not bothering to resist temptation, Kat nipped lightly with her teeth. Summer’s sharp intake of breath sounded loud, followed as it was by a similar noise from Aaron. 
 
“Now you can help me,” Kat answered, straightening up. “And then help Summer, too. I want to watch.” Aaron’s fingers fumbled at the clasp, snapping it open. He helped Kat with the straps, sliding them down her arms. Kat pulled away, just enough to gather her skirt and toss it, with her bra, onto a table. 
 
Turning, she watched as Aaron stripped Summer out of her bra. “Show her how much you like her breasts,” Kat urged. Moving closer, she pressed her body against Summer’s back, her slim hips grinding against Summer’s ass. “And Summer, tell me how good it feels.” 
 
Aaron’s mouth quickly replaced the material of Summer’s bra, making the woman breathe in deeply. Summer leaned into Aaron’s touch. At the same time, she ground her ass against Kat. One of her hands moved to slide over Kat’s hip, pulling her in closer against her.
 
“It feels good,” she spoke. “I love having Aaron’s mouth on me. He’s so good with it. Just the right amount of, ah, pressure.” Summer moaned when Aaron clearly illustrated what she was saying. Bringing her hand up, Summer ran it through Aaron’s hair, pulling him against her breast.
 
Turning her head, she sought out Kat’s lips, licking her way into Kat’s mouth before she pulled back. “He would show you,” she promised. “Just tell him to.”
 
Kat laughed. Oh, she had every intention of making Aaron show her. “I like watching the two of you together,” she murmured, letting her tongue dart out against Summer’s ear. The woman squirmed, her ass wriggling eagerly against Kat’s body. 
 
Aaron didn’t take his lips from Summer’s nipple, but he did tilt his chin up. His eyes met Kat’s. A spark of heat passed between them. Wearing nothing but her panties and her heels, Kat was highly aware of her bare skin. But Summer and Aaron were still wearing far too many clothes! 
 
“Stop now.” Kat’s voice cracked like a whip, making both Summer and Aaron still instantly. They were so good. Kat’s pussy throbbed. “Summer, take the rest of Aaron’s clothes off,” she ordered. 
 
As Summer reached for the button of Aaron’s pants, Kat’s fingers easily hooked under the bunched material of Summer’s skirt, giving a hard shove which sent it dropping to the floor. 
 
Summer’s ass was round and perfectly perky, making Kat reach out to run a hand over it. When she slapped it lightly, Summer moaned, the sound vibrating through Kat perfectly. She had to move in order to do as Kat had instructed. Summer didn’t hesitate to drop down to her knees in front of Aaron, her fingers reaching to undo the fastenings on his pants.
 
Kat certainly enjoyed seeing her on her knees! She also enjoyed how much Aaron was enjoying it. His hand reached to brush over Summer’s hair. It was a gentle touch. Kat loved that she was allowed to see their intimacy. And more than that, be a part of it.
 
Once his pants were open, Summer slid the material down. Aaron groaned, a deep sound, rumbling up from his chest, as she let his cock spring free. Glancing over her shoulder at Kat, Summer licked her lips.
 
“Can I?” she asked.
 
Kat hummed, like she was considering. Summer and Aaron both watched her, waiting. Kat loved that they were letting her decide. If she wanted to, she could tell Summer to crawl over and put her mouth on Kat instead. She had no doubt that Summer would obey. 
 
“Aaron, sit on the floor, with your back against the couch.” Aaron scrambled to obey, shoving his pants and boxers behind him as he moved. “Summer, you can put your mouth on him, but you are not to let him come.” 
 
Kat smirked. “If he does, I will punish you for letting him.” Both their eyes widened. It was the first time anyone had ever brought punishment into their sexual play. Kat almost wanted Summer to fail, just so she’d have an excuse to do it. 
 
“Oh, he wouldn’t want me to get punished because of him,” Summer said confidently, her hands sliding up the inside of Aaron’s thighs. “Would you, baby?” she asked, her tongue sliding over her lips in a way that Kat was sure was promising. 
 
Aaron shook his head, doing a great job at not thrusting his hard cock towards Summer in how badly he wanted her. She clearly knew it, too. To reward him, Summer leaned in, her tongue running up Aaron’s cock, gathering the droplets of precum there.
 
“Uh, fuck, yeah,” Aaron breathed harshly. Even now, he didn’t push up, letting Summer decide how fast to touch him. His gaze slid over to Kat. “Can I do something for you?” he asked.
 
Kat enjoyed how much both of them wanted to include her.
 
She let Aaron watch as she shimmied out of her panties, leaving them in a little black puddle on the floor. She walked past Summer, giving the woman’s ass another gentle slap that made her moan around Aaron’s cock. 
 
“So good for me,” she praised, straddling Aaron’s chest. She leaned forward, bracing her body on the back of the couch, with her pussy perfectly level with Aaron’s face. “Summer said you’re very good with your tongue,” Kat reminded. “Time to show me exactly how good.” 
 
“Show her how good,” Summer encouraged. “I want her to see how lucky I am to have you.” The encouragement made Aaron groan, or maybe that was Summer’s mouth finally wrapping around his cock. Either way, he brought a hand up to hold Kat’s hips. Tilting his head up, Aaron’s tongue sought out Kat’s wetness.
 
The first contact made her moan. He started gently, licking up all of the wetness carefully. That slowness quickened as Aaron slid his tongue inside of Kat, fucking her with it softly before making his way back up to her clit again.
 
Pleasure swept through her, making her nerve-endings tingle. Kat moaned, looking down to see Aaron’s cock disappearing between Summer’s pretty pink lips. She looked confident, her eyes shining as she bobbed up and down on Aaron’s shaft. Another rush of wetness slid over Aaron’s tongue, dripping down his chin. 
 
“Make me come,” Kat ordered. “If you can make me come before Summer has to stop sucking your cock, I’ll reward her.” And any reward for Summer would be a reward for Aaron, if what Summer said was true. Aaron’s tongue probed even deeper inside her, his hands pulling Kat down, bringing her closer to the heat of his mouth. 
 
Much to Kat’s amusement - and pleasure - Summer slowed down. Her head still moved, taking Aaron’s cock as deep as she could. But she was helping him earn a reward for Summer, giving Aaron the time to get Kat to the edge of her orgasm and push her over it.
 
He took that leverage! Aaron’s tongue lapped faster, the tip circling over Kat’s clit to make her moan. Whatever Summer did with her tongue then sent a low groan tumbling out of Aaron. It vibrated against Kat. Pleasure built fast inside her, his tongue fucking into her again before his lips returned to tease her clit.
 
Kat’s knuckles whitened where she gripped the back of the couch. She rocked her hips, riding Aaron’s face as he worked his tongue against her pussy. Sensations built, one on top of the other, until Kat could feel her orgasm rising through her. 
 
“Fuuuck!” she screamed, her whole body trembling as she came. Aaron didn’t stop, his tongue diving inside her, fucking her in the same slow rhythm that Summer used on his cock. 
 
Kat ground her hips forward, milking the last of her pleasure before she gave a satisfied sigh. Summer looked up, but didn’t stop moving. Aaron whimpered as Kat moved away. “Get your panties off and sit on the chair,” Kat ordered, gesturing to the chair she’d sat in earlier. 
 
Summer sucked Aaron’s cock a few more times before pulling back. She licked her lips, standing up and sliding off her panties just as she’d been ordered. Without a word, Summer followed the instructions, sitting down on the chair. Her legs parted, a hand sliding over her inner thigh, but not an inch higher.
 
“Was he as good as I said?” Summer asked finally, her eyes traveling over Aaron’s naked body and then beyond it to Kat’s. “He always makes me come so well,” she sighed. “Not just with his mouth, but with his hands and his cock, too. Will you have him show you?”
 
Kat grinned, watching Summer’s fingers as they traced patterns on the skin of her thigh. “He was very good,” she agreed. “He made me come beautifully. And you helped, holding him back for me.” Kat was very, very pleased with both of them. And she certainly planned to see what else they could do. 
 
She stepped to one side, giving Aaron a little push with one hand. “Crawl over and reward your wife for me,” she ordered. “You can use your mouth and your hands.” She watched Aaron’s ass as he moved, licking her lips eagerly. 
 
Once he settled between Summer’s legs, Kat followed, dragging her nails over the skin of Aaron’s ass. “Tell me, Summer,” she purred. “Would you like to watch me spank Aaron while he eats you out?” 
 
In response, at first, Summer just moaned. Kat wasn’t even sure if it was because of her question or because of whatever Aaron was doing with his mouth. But then, Summer nodded. “Yeah, fuck, I’d love to watch that,” she nodded. “I’ve never seen that. It’s not...” She moaned again. Kat figured that the second half of that sentence involved Summer saying how they’d never tried it before.
 
That was pretty fun, to know that she could bring them even more new experiences. Kat watched as Aaron slid a hand up Summer’s legs, fingers teasing inside her. “Fuck,” Summer breathed and rocked her hips, fucking herself against her husband’s fingers.
 
They looked so good, Summer’s legs spread wantonly and Aaron leaning in to feast on her pussy. Kat ran her nails lightly down Aaron’s back, then lifted her hand. Aaron moaned, and Kat used the sound as cover as she landed a spank against Aaron’s ass. His whole body jerked, back arching as he pushed himself toward the impact. 
 
Kat felt her muscles tighten with desire. She met Summer’s gaze, then spanked Aaron a second time. His wife’s eyes widened, pupils huge and dark with desire. “He looks good, doesn’t he?” Kat purred. “He takes it so well. Shall I go faster?” 
 
“Yeah,” Summer moaned. “And harder,” she added, making Kat laugh. With his mouth busy pleasing Summer, Aaron hardly had the opportunity to object. But Kat doubted he would object. He was making his wife cry out in pleasure, lapping up the wetness from between her legs.
 
When Kat slapped Aaron’s ass again it was faster and harder, just as Summer had requested. He groaned, pulling back briefly to take a sharp intake of breath. “Fuck,” Aaron swore. Straight away, Summer led his head back to her pussy.
 
Kat smirked. She loved to see Summer taking a dominant role - and Aaron allowing it. She smacked his ass again, three more blows with barely time to take a breath between them. His skin turned rosy red, and he wailed against Summer’s pussy as Kat dragged her nails over his pert cheeks.
 
Bending lower, she wrapped her fingers around Aaron’s cock. “He’s still hard,” she reported, glancing at Summer. “Shall we let him put his cock to good use?” Kat’s pussy throbbed. She was eager to see whether Aaron fulfilled all the promises Summer had made of his talents. 
 
Summer moaned again, biting her lower lip. “I’m sure he’d love that,” she answered. Kat, too, was pretty sure of that. Aaron gave a low groan of agreement. This time, he didn’t make the mistake of pulling his mouth away from Summer. Instead, Kat saw his mouth move more energetically. When she reached to wrap her fingers around his cock again, Aaron thrust into her touch.
 
“Ah, yeah,” Summer moaned, one of her hands sliding up to her breast to tease over her nipple. “What will you make him do, Kat?” she asked, licking her lips. “He’s so good at everything, I promise.”
 
It was a bold promise. One Kat intended to test out. “Flip over onto your back,” she snapped. Summer’s fingers instantly loosened, giving Aaron the room he needed to pull away. Seeing them jump to her orders just made Kat’s temperature climb higher and higher. 
 
“Stretch out,” she urged. “Make yourself comfortable.” Aaron winced as his red ass hit the floor, but he didn’t protest. Kat straddled Aaron’s prone form, going to her knees with one thigh either side of his hips. 
 
He looked at her, pupils blown, and swallowed hard. “Summer, come and sit on Aaron’s face,” Kat urged. “Facing me.” 
 
Just like Aaron had, Summer moved straight away, obediently following the instructions that Kat had given her. She lowered herself down, straddling Aaron’s face. His hands reached up immediately, settling against Summer’s thighs and he tilted his head up, tongue sliding to lap Summer’s pussy again.
 
“Ahhh,” she moaned, but her eyes were on Kat. “Can I touch you?” Summer asked. “I’d love to play with your breasts,” she breathed. Under her, Aaron groaned, too, probably disappointed that he couldn’t watch.
 
“Fuck, yes,” Kat agreed, arching her back to push her breasts forward. Summer’s touch was gentle, stroking softly over Kat’s stiff nipples. Sighing her appreciation, Kat let her head fall forward, hair tumbling over her shoulders. “Harder,” she urged. “Make it hurt.” 
 
Summer’s lips parted, her mouth looking so delicious that Kat leaned further forward. She nipped at Summer’s lower lip right as Summer’s fingers closed around her nipple. Kat moaned, pleasure soaring through her system. 
 
Pulling back just a little, she wrapped her fingers around Aaron’s cock. Without breaking contact with Summer, she lowered herself onto him. “Fuck!” she screamed. Aaron’s thick cock stretched her muscles, her pussy aching as she bounced on top of him. 
 
Under them, Aaron groaned again. His hands tightened against Summer’s hips. From how loudly Summer moaned, his tongue was doing some fantastic things to her. Kat’s hips rocked faster as she bounced up and down Aaron’s cock, taking it in as deep as she could.
 
As she leaned back, Summer pinched her nipples harder, pulling against them enough to send a thrill of pain through Kat. It mixed with the pleasure that Aaron’s dick was offering as she fucked him. 
 
Leaning forward, Summer’s mouth sought out Kat’s nipple so she could suck it between her lips, sending a whole new collection of sensations through her.
 
Aaron was very good with his cock. He thrust his hips up, meeting Kat’s pussy as she sank down onto him. Between them, they built up a rhythm that had pleasure crashing through Kat at a constant rate. Summer’s fingers, tongue, and teeth played against Kat’s nipples, adding their fuel to the fire raging inside her. 
 
“Make Summer come,” Kat ordered. Her hands reached for the other woman, one squeezing at her breast while the other took a grip of her perfect ass. Kat’s thumb fondled over Summer’s nipple. Summer’s moan vibrated against Kat’s tit, almost as if by touching Summer she was also pleasing herself. 
 
Aaron whined, but his hips didn’t stop thrusting. “If Summer orgasms before I do, I’ll let you come in my pussy,” Kat promised. 
 
“Yeah, baby, do as she says,” Summer moaned between switching from one of Kat’s nipples to the other. She sucked the hardened skin, sending a sharp sensation of pleasure through Kat. Her hips bucked and Summer had to pull away to moan loudly. Whatever Aaron was doing, it was clearly very good.
 
One of Aaron’s hands slid up Summer’s body, his fingers finding her nipple so he could twist it between his fingers. “Ahhh, fuck,” Summer breathed. Her hips rocked faster as she rode her husband’s face. Kat did a great job of matching that speed as she bounced on Aaron’s dick.
 
Summer’s breath quickened. Kat could see and feel the rapid rise and fall of Summer’s breasts. Her cheeks and neck flushed pink, the color spreading down over her chest. Her whole body shuddered, hands moving to Kat’s waist and clinging on. Kat leaned forward, licking her way down Summer’s throat. 
 
She lapped at the nipple Aaron wasn’t twisting. Summer gave a wail that echoed off the walls around them. “Fuck!” she cried sharply. “God, Aaron. Don’t stop. Don’t -” Kat could tell the moment Summer’s orgasm swept over her. She went briefly still, the sound freezing in her throat. Then she cried out wordlessly, body rocking once more, every muscle tensing and relaxing at the same time. 
 
“Yes!” Kat shouted. “God, you’re so good, both of you.” She circled her hips, grinding against Aaron’s dick to give him as much sensation as possible. Summer’s body slumped slightly, but her hands picked up where they had left off, cradling each of Kat’s breasts as she continued to ride Aaron hard and fast. 
 
Summer didn’t bother to move off her husband. From the gentle moans that fell from her lips, Kat could tell that he hadn’t stopped pleasuring her, either. There were more groans from Aaron as Kat began to ride him even faster. She had, after all, made promises that she intended to keep.
 
One of Summer’s hands slid down over Kat’s stomach and to her pussy. Her fingers sought out Kat’s clit, meeting it at each thrust in a way that made Kat see white. Pleasure shot through her like an exploding firework, reaching every nerve ending in her body.
 
Aaron’s cock drove up into her, slamming into something that made Kat’s whole body vibrate with pleasure. She screamed, tipping her head back and letting the sound pour from her lips. She didn’t stop, even as her muscles clamped like a vice around the thick dick inside her. Heat poured off her skin, scorching everything until, finally, Kat rose to the very peak of pleasure. 
 
When she dropped down, breathless and sweaty, every muscle tingled with the aftershocks. “Ohhhh fuck,” she sighed. “That was incredible.” Aaron’s hips pushed up against her, making Kat shiver at the pleasure-pain of her overstimulated nerves. But she had promised. “Go on,” she urged. “Keep going. Keep fucking me. I want to feel you come inside me. I want Summer to see the moment you do written across my face.” 
 
Aaron gave another low grunt, somewhat muffled by Summer’s pussy. But even so, Kat could hear it and she could feel it. His hips slammed up, fucking Kat so well. Aaron’s hands wrapped around Summer’s legs and he pulled her down tighter against him. From low loudly Summer moaned, Kat knew his tongue was back in her pussy, making more pleasure shoot through her.
 
“You’re so hot, Kat,” Summer moaned. “She’s so hot, baby. She looks so good with your dick in her.” The words seemed to be the final thing that Aaron needed. He bucked up hard, slamming into Kat with one final low groan.
 
Just as she’d demanded, Kat could feel his hot cum filling her up. He rocked into her, sliding through the combined mess of her wetness and his seed. Kat’s pussy squeezed him tight, milking the last drops from him until his body collapsed against the floor. 
 
Summer wiggled, a moan catching in her throat as Aaron continued licking her through the very last of his orgasm. Kat’s body felt sated and heavy. She lifted herself off Aaron’s softening dick, giving a quiet gasp as she felt a rush of liquids from her pussy. 
 
Lifting her ass up, she claimed a seat on the chair, her legs parted so Summer could see her pussy, so well-used and satisfied! “You’re so hot, too,” she praised. “Both of you.” 
 
Holding out a hand, she smiled at Summer. “Come here,” she requested.
 
Summer clambered over her husband easily, her hands brushing over his sides softly, almost as if in praise. Kat certainly approved of that. But most of Summer’s attention was on Kat. As she reached her, Summer knelt by Kat, her fingers reaching out to touch Kat’s calves lightly.
 
“Did he fuck you just like you wanted?” Summer asked hopefully. “You looked good as you came,” she hummed. “Do you wish for me to make you come again?” Her eagerness to serve sent heat through Kat, her body barely over the last orgasm Summer and Aaron had worked together to give Kat.
 
She reached out, running a hand through Summer’s hair. “Your husband did very well,” she said, her voice warm with praise. She had already rewarded Aaron by letting him come inside her. “I should reward you, too,” Kat hummed, letting her mind drift to the different rewards she could offer. 
 
“Stay here,” she ordered, getting to her feet. Kat strode confidently across the room, in no way ashamed of her naked body, nor the cum running down her thigh. They were signs of pleasure, of how well Aaron and Summer had behaved for her. Kat was proud of them. 
 
When she returned, she carried her favorite vibrator. Both Summer and Aaron’s eyes widened, making Kat smirk. “Aaron’s going to use this on you while you make me come,” she informed them. “I don’t want you to come until I do.” 
 
“Yeah,” Summer nodded eagerly.
 
Aaron got up, moving towards them. His hands reached out, brushing over Summer’s ass. Kat enjoyed seeing how happily Summer leaned into his touch. They were doing this together and that showed. Kat liked being an experience they shared. Leaning down, Aaron pressed a kiss just above Summer’s ass.
 
“We’ll work together,” he promised. Summer smiled warmly.
 
“I want to make you come,” she told Kat. “I’ll be so good for you,” Summer said with confidence. Just knowing that she wanted to be good for Kat made her pussy throb with want all over again.
 
Kat spread her legs, shifting forward in the chair so her ass was right on the edge of her seat. Summer moved onto all fours, her nose rubbing against the soft skin of Kat’s thigh. Kat ran her fingers through Summer’s hair, giving a sharp tug to pull the other woman’s mouth right where she wanted it. 
 
Summer’s moan spread through Kat like wildfire, heating her whole body as Summer’s eager tongue swiped through the wetness between her legs. Behind Summer, Aaron flicked the vibrator to on, the sound of buzzing making an urgent undercurrent. 
 
Kat watched as Aaron teased his wife. He ran the vibrator over her ass, down to her thigh, keeping it well away from her pussy. Summer didn’t tease. Her tongue lapped over Kat’s clit at once, her lips pursing like she wanted to take the whole thing into her mouth. 
 
There was a lack of the finesse that Aaron had shown when he’d made Kat come with his mouth. Summer’s eagerness more than made up for it. Kat loved knowing that this might even be Summer’s first time pleasing a woman with her mouth. Summer’s tongue teased back inside Kat, making her moan louder.
 
When Aaron began to move the vibrator in and out of Summer’s pussy, Kat could hear how wet she was. Summer moaned against Kat, rocking her hips back. But Kat’s hand against Summer’s hair made sure that her mouth wouldn’t leave Kat’s body.
 
Kat rocked her hips, lifting her ass so she could press harder against Summer’s face. “Fuck, you look so good between my thighs,” she groaned. “Doesn’t she, Aaron?” Aaron’s chin jerked up, his gaze meeting Kat’s as he gave a firm nod. 
 
“She does,” he confirmed. “I love seeing the two of you together. Love watching her work to make you come.” And Kat loved watching Aaron work. He pressed the vibrator deeper inside Summer, its sound muffled by her pussy. She wriggled her hips. Kat knew exactly how good it felt to have those vibrations pounding at her from the inside. 
 
Summer moaned, the sound vibrating through Kat just like the vibrator must’ve done in Summer’s pussy. She moaned encouragingly, wanting Summer to know just how good the other woman was making her feel. When Kat tugged against Summer’s hair, she moaned again, her tongue lapping back up to Kat’s clit.
 
“Fuck,” Aaron breathed. “God, baby, you’re doing so well, making Kat give all those lovely noises,” he praised. It seemed to encourage Summer just like it had when she had praised him. Summer’s tongue lapped harder and harder, making Kat’s muscles tightened in pleasure.
 
One hand gripping the arm of the chair, the other holding Summer’s head between her legs, Kat tipped her head back. She closed her eyes as pleasure crested through her, making the rest of the world vanish into blinding white light. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she chanted. Every muscle tensed in turn, until Kat’s orgasm passed over her. 
 
Her muscles felt wrung out with pleasure. Kat collapsed in a boneless pile on the chair, her breasts bouncing with every breath. “Make her come, Aaron,” she urged. “Make her scream for us.” 
 
At the order, Aaron picked up the speed at which he fucked his wife with the vibrator. “Ooh, fuck,” Summer moaned, her hang gripping Kat’s thigh harder. “Yesss,” she cried, pressing back against the vibrator, her body positively shaking with pleasure.
 
Kat saw the orgasm crash over Summer, her voice getting louder and louder until only her screams of pleasure surrounded them. When she came, it was hard. Aaron fucked her through every last shake of her pleasure. Finally, he pulled the vibrator out of Summer, leaning down to press a kiss against her ass.
 
Kat ran a hand softly through Summer’s hair, careful this time not to tug. “What an evening!” she exclaimed. “I have to admit, you both exceeded my expectations.” Kat had known that playing with Summer and Aaron would be fun. She hadn’t known how fun.
 
Aaron positively glowed at the compliment. Summer looked almost too boneless after her orgasm to react, but there was a smile on her lips. Kat brushed her thumb over the corner of Summer’s mouth. “I still have so many more ideas,” she admitted. 
 
She hadn’t even spanked Summer’s perfect ass yet! But Kat knew that she wanted to. “What do you think?” she asked. “Do you want a round two before you go home? If we give Aaron some time to rest, of course.” 
 
“Fuck yes,” Summer answered instantly before blushing slightly and looking over her shoulder at her husband. “Yeah?” she asked. Kat doubted that Aaron was likely to say ‘no’ to anything Summer wanted. Not to mention that he had also definitely had fun.
 
Aaron nodded, smiling at both of them. “Yeah, we definitely would like a round two,” he told Kat with a soft chuckle. His hands caressed over Summer’s back. “Maybe after a snack?” he asked hopefully, making Kat laugh.
 
Kat nodded, waving her hand towards the door of the living room. “There’s a cheeseboard in the fridge,” she informed them. Kat was nothing if not prepared. “Bring that through here. Once we’ve all rested a little, I’ll show you the bedroom.” Her voice was husky with promise. As much fun as they’d had already, Kat had even more things to play with in her bedroom. She knew she could show Summer and Aaron a good time.
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