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The end of the year was always busy. When it came to deciding on next year’s schedules, the buck stopped with Nash. He could be a bit of a perfectionist about it, wanting to make sure that everything got done efficiently so there would be no missed deadlines to stress about when the time came.




But that perfectionism meant a lot of work, and a lot of late nights. Nash had stayed at the computer in his home office until past ten every day this week. By the time he’d grabbed food and watched a bit of something on the TV to wind his brain down, Kira had already fallen asleep alone in their bed.




It was a bad habit to get into. But every night, Nash really believed this would be the night that he finished. And once everything was perfect, he’d be able to give Kira the attention she deserved.




Of course, Kira might have something to say about having to wait so long!




When Nash finally finished sending out deadlines on Friday evening, he found Kira in the living room. His stomach flipped with excitement at finally having the time to spend with her - but also with guilt over having neglected her.




“I finally finished,” he said, his tone cautious.




“Congratulations! I hope it’s good, you’ve worked very hard,” she said. Nash couldn’t help but smile. It had been hard work and even if Kira didn’t quite get it, he knew her praise was genuine. She trusted that he was busy doing something that mattered. Not that it negated the fact that he definitely owed her some attention.




She looked good, too. Her own work was easily done in cozy lounge clothes since she didn’t have any video calls. But Kira still always made the effort. She dressed for work, even at home. The only thing she didn’t bother with now that working from home was a thing were her heels.




Nash didn’t mind that. He liked the way she seemed both at home but also professional.




Today, she wore a black pencil skirt and a pinkish blouse. It made her dark hair stand out so much more. All Nash wanted to do was forget about the week and give himself over to Kira. If she’d have him, of course.




“So do I get you to myself now?” Kira asked as if reading his thoughts. She was always very good at that.




Nash smiled, feeling tension ease off his shoulders. He hadn’t even noticed he was holding any stiffness there! And yet Kira was so good at making him relax and give in to the good feelings.




“You do,” he confirmed. “I’m sorry that I haven’t been a very good boyfriend this week.” Going to bed separately was rare for them, and even though it had felt necessary at the time, Nash wanted to make up for it.




“You’ll just have to make it up to me.” Kira smirked. “Why don’t we start with something simple, hmm? How about a foot massage?” It was a question and she even wiggled her toes, but they both knew it wasn’t actually a request and rather just Kira’s way of informing Nash that this was what she wanted him to do.




He was, of course, more than happy to oblige. Walking over to Kira, he waited for her to take a seat on the couch so he could drop to his knees next to it. “Mmm,” she hummed. “I do love seeing you like this, before me.” She even reached out to run a hand through Nash’s hair, instantly making him lean into her.




Her fingers brushed cool against the warm skin of his temple. Kira always seemed to have cold hands, no matter how warm they kept the house. It made lust shiver down Nash’s spine just to think of where else she might put those nice, cool fingers.




For now, he sat back, taking her foot between his two hands and warming it up for her. “I love being here like this, before you,” he echoed, his thumbs gliding along the curve of her instep. Her toes wiggled, making Nash chuckle under his breath. “Do you want a slow foot massage?” he asked, curious how much time he was allowed to take.




“Yes,” she confirmed. “I want you to be slow and gentle. Take your time,” she instructed. “Since we now have time, I want us not to rush.” It was sweet and Nash smiled. Kira’s fingers stroked over his neck and he leaned in to drop a soft kiss against her knee. He’d missed this a lot, being able to just sit by Kira’s feet and relax.




Of course, he did also focus on rubbing her feet like she’d told him to. That was part of making him feel more hers. When Nash had to work, it was easy to focus on that, but it was things like this that reminded him just how good it felt to be under Kira’s rule.




He pressed his thumbs firmly against Kira’s skin, knowing where she might have knots that needed more pressure. Of course, now that she didn’t wear heels, her feet hurt her a lot less, but that just meant she could enjoy Nash’s touch. He covered every inch of her sole, methodically working his way from the tips of her toes to the curve of her heel.




As he worked, Nash felt his thoughts sinking deeper. Everything work-related vanished from his mind, leaving so much more room for Kira. Arousal stirred in the pit of Nash’s stomach, not urgent, but nonetheless making itself known. He wanted to see her undressed, wanted to be allowed to touch more than her feet. But all those wants could wait until Kira decided she was ready.




Letting himself focus on her, Nash’s other thoughts seeped away. Kira’s touch was soft as she kept stroking her fingers through his hair. Nash massaged her foot until he felt the muscles loosen enough that he could move onto the other. The only interruption to their calm arrangement was the way Kira moaned softly when Nash hit just the right spot.




With his mind almost blank, it surprised Nash when Kira told him to stop, saying that it had been over ten minutes. Time disappeared so easily when he focused on nothing but serving Kira.




“There are other things you can do for me.” She smiled softly. “Why don’t you strip for me, hmm?”




“Yes, Kira,” Nash intoned. He didn’t need to ask whether he was allowed to stand up. He knew Kira’s orders well enough to know that it was implied. But he waited, staying on his knees while he unbuttoned his shirt. The cool air of the room brushed against his chest, raising his nipples to little peaks. Nash didn’t touch them, even though he knew how a touch would tingle against his skin.




Standing, Nash unbuckled his belt, sliding it free of his work pants in one smooth movement. The leather hissed against the belt loops, raising goosebumps on Nash’s bare chest. He dropped his clothes to the floor, tugging off his socks and standing before Kira in nothing but his boxers.




Already, his cock strained against the material. Nash tucked his thumbs under the elastic waistband, glancing up at Kira’s face to check she wanted him to continue.




Rather than saying anything, Kira reached out. Her fingers brushed the base of Nash’s stomach, making his breath catch in his throat. The softness of her touch didn’t stop a shiver running through Nash. He wanted to lean into that touch some more, but also didn’t want to push whatever Kira wanted.




Instead, he waited.




Nash didn’t have to wait for very long. Kira’s hand slid lower, fingers hooking in the elastic of his boxers. She slid them down slowly, revealing Nash’s skin inch by inch. When his cock sprang free, Nash gave a deep groan. He was getting harder with every breath he took, especially with Kira’s fingers so close.




Without needing to be asked, he stepped free from the boxers, biting back a groan when Kira held them dangling from two fingers. He balled his hands into fists, resisting the urge to touch himself. With how late he’d been working, he hadn’t had any time to pleasure himself, either. His cock was making that neglect felt now.




He ached to run his fingers along his cock, but he wouldn’t move until Kira gave him permission. This was, after all, about her, and about making it up to her that he’d been too busy to join her in bed.




“What else can I do for you?” he asked, voice a little breathless.




Parting her legs, Kira smirked. “You can help me out of my panties,” she told him. Nash dropped down to his knees straight away, his fingers traveling from Kira’s feet up her legs and then between them. He pushed the skirt up as he went, leaning in to press another kiss against Kira’s knee. It wasn’t too presumptuous, he hoped. Kira let him, which Nash took to mean that it was fine.




He didn’t dare to try his luck with another one, though.




Making his way over Kira’s hot skin, Nash found the fabric of her panties, soft against her hips. He slid his fingers under them, pulling down gently. Kira lifted her hips to help him get the material off.




“Good boy,” she praised, her fingers stroking through Nash’s hair. “Now replace them with your mouth,” she instructed.




A moan bubbled up from Nash’s chest, his face flushing with embarrassment at how eager he sounded. But he didn’t really mind. For Kira, he was eager; he wanted her to know it! He smoothed his hands under her thighs, pulling her forward to the very edge of the couch. Her legs spread so invitingly, making Nash’s cock ache with desire at the sight.




He leaned forward, licking his way up the sensitive inside of Kira’s thigh. She only sighed, a quiet sound that lit a fire inside Nash. He would make her moan before he finished, he was determined. His mouth reached her pussy, tongue sliding easily through her wetness. Nash knew what Kira liked, how to start slow and soft, avoiding her clit until she gave some sign that she was ready.




But that hardly meant that he couldn’t make her moan. Nash’s tongue slid inside Kira before he twisted it and licked back out again. He loved the taste of her against his tongue, so sweet and hot. As his tongue moved, Nash settled his hands under Kira’s ass so he could pull her against him. Her fingers never left his hair, tugging just enough to remind him that she was in charge.




As if he’d forget! Nash very much wanted Kira to be in charge. He wanted to serve and to make her come. Or at least moan with how good he made her feel. His tongue worked faster against Kira until a deep moan rumbled through her.




“Ahh, fuck, that’s good, baby,” she praised. The pride at doing so well made Nash even more dedicated.




He alternated between light, playful strokes of his tongue and more powerful plunges into Kira’s wet heat. She rocked her hips against him, spreading her wetness over his chin while her fingers twisted in his hair, pulling hard against his scalp. Nash’s nails left little imprints in the smooth skin of Kira’s ass as his fingers flexed with his desire to pull her even closer.




He felt her thighs tense, clamping down on either side of his head, pinning Nash in place. He didn’t mind. In all the world, there was nowhere he would rather be than trapped between Kira’s legs. She moaned above him, the sound echoing off the walls. As she dragged his head higher, Nash took that as the permission he needed to focus his attention on her clit.




“Ooooh, yes!!” Kira cried out instantly. Her hips rocked against Nash, rubbing her pussy all over him. He didn’t try to stop her, his grip on her ass loose enough to permit whatever movement she wanted.




His tongue lapped faster and harder, pressing against the sensitive spot to make Kira moan even louder. Nash teased her over and over until he could feel her muscles vibrate with how close she was to orgasm. He didn’t want to make her wait, steadily carrying on until Kira screamed.




“Ahhh, yesyesyes,” she chanted, her whole body bucking against Nash.




He gentled his movements, licking more softly and slower, until Kira used the hand in his hair to push him back. The taste of her lingered on his lips, and Nash ran his tongue over them to savor the sweet flavor. He could feel her wetness clinging to his cheeks and chin, but didn’t raise a hand to wipe himself clean. He loved knowing she could see his dedication to her shining all over his face.




“Fuck, that was good,” he said, his breath catching in his throat. “I love the way you sound. So eager.” And knowing he had done something for her, made her come hard enough that Nash could still hear her scream ringing off the walls, settled a weight inside him. But it still wasn’t enough, not after his work had absorbed so much of his attention for so long.




Looking up at Kira, Nash smiled. “Can I help you take off the rest of your clothes?” he asked. He hadn’t paid Kira’s breasts any attention in ages! And Nash loved them so much.




“You can.” Kira nodded. She lifted one leg briefly, her foot pushing against Nash’s shoulder so he’d move back a bit and let her stand up from the couch. He enjoyed the way Kira just moved him when she wanted. Despite being smaller than Nash, she had a way about her that made him feel small in the best sort of way.




Standing before him, Kira turned slightly so Nash could access the zipper at the side of her skirt. He slid it down carefully, not wanting to risk getting her blouse caught. Once open, the skirt fell to the ground easily, the blouse covering Kira almost modestly. She stepped out of the material before turning towards Nash so he could start on the buttons of her blouse.




His fingers lingered on the soft material, the heat of Kira’s body radiating through it. Each button revealed a splash of mocha skin. Nash longed to run his hands over Kira’s body, feel the curve of her waist and the weight of her breast in his hands. But she had only given him permission to undress her; that was what he concentrated on.




Her blouse slipped from her shoulders, joining the puddle of her skirt on their floor. It always gave Nash a thrill to undress Kira somewhere other than the bedroom. It would be his job, later, to come and collect up all the clothes, reminding him of how they’d been too impatient to wait! Finally, he eased open the clasp of her bra, dragging the cups down and off to reveal Kira’s hardened nipples.




As much as he wanted to reach up and touch, Nash didn’t. He knew his place and that was on his knees in front of Kira, awaiting her instructions. She looked stunning, of course. Her dark hair curling just slightly above her shoulders. Her skin radiated heat. Nash looked up at her with such eagerness. A hand returned to Nash’s hair, light as it stroked it.




“I can tell you want your mouth on them,” she commented with a tone of amusement. “You may,” Kira allowed. Taking a step back, she sat back down on the couch. “Make me moan with just your mouth against my breasts and I’ll consider letting you do more.”




Nash grinned, dropping back down to his knees and shuffling forward to close the distance between them. He almost smoothed his hands up Kira’s sides, then caught himself, remembering that she’d said he was only to use his mouth against her breasts. Nash wasn’t about to get it wrong before he’d even started!




Instead, he rested both hands on the couch, nails catching against the fabric. It was a good reminder to keep his hands where they were. He leaned forward, his tongue sliding hot and wet down the column of Kira’s throat. Her skin tasted so good, sweet and salt all at the same time. Nash dropped lower, his mouth rubbing lightly over Kira’s breast until he could take her nipple between his lips.




From his position, balancing was a challenge, but it just gave Nash even more of a thrill. His tongue teased over the tip of Kira’s nipple as his lips tightened around it. One of Kira’s hands returned to Nash’s hair. She didn’t tug, but he still couldn’t help but give a soft groan against her breast. Kira responded by pulling him in closer.




Nash could feel the heat radiating off her. He sucked her nipple, tongue flicking over the hard bud faster. Had he been allowed, Nash’s other hand would come up to cup Kira’s free breast, but as it was, he pulled back with a wet ‘pop’, so he could move onto the other one and repeat his actions there.




“Mmm, that’s a good boy,” Kira praised.




The praise sent shivers of delight down Nash’s spine, his cock throbbing with desire. He had to clench his hands, fingers digging into the fabric of the couch, just to keep him from lifting them to touch Kira’s beautiful body. Kira had promised that if he made her moan, she might allow him to do more; Nash was determined to prove that he could!




He pursed his lips, sucking hard against Kira’s nipple. Her back arched, pushing her breast against his face, making Nash tilt back for a moment before he caught his balance. Kira’s breath caught, but she still didn’t moan. Nash pulled back, switching back to the nipple he’d already teased and letting his teeth graze lightly over it.




“Ah, fuck,” Kira snapped but it wasn’t a moan. Not yet! Nash put all of his effort into teasing her nipple, tongue lapping faster before his teeth gave it another light bite. And then, finally, Nash heard Kira moan. It sent such a thrill through him, to know that not only had he made her moan but that he’d made her moan when he’d actively set out to do that.




Nash pulled back, eagerly looking up at Kira to see what she might allow him to do now. She laughed, clearly understanding his expression. “You may also use your hands now,” she informed him. “I’d quite like it if you did.”




Nash sucked in a breath through his teeth, his throat tightening with arousal. Fuck, he loved it when Kira admitted the effect he could have on her! Not wanting to keep her waiting even for a second, Nash lifted both hands to her waist. The curve of her guided his fingers up, until he could cup both breasts, feeling the warm weight of them against his palm. “You’re so sexy, Kira,” he breathed, lowering his head to nuzzle at the valley of her cleavage.




She shifted, legs parting slightly. Nash slid one hand down, back over the planes of her stomach and down over her hip. He paused, fingers brushing lightly over her thigh, waiting to see if she would say he was allowed to carry on.




Rather than telling him not to, or even just pushing his hand away, Kira shifted towards Nash. “As long as you don’t forget about my breasts,” she teased, surely knowing that nothing was going to distract Nash from Kira’s boobs.




While two of his fingers slid between Kira’s legs, into the wetness he knew he’d caused, Nash’s lips returned to Kira’s breast. His tongue teased over her nipple just as his thumb pressed against her clit.




“Ah, fuck!” she cried, no longer bothering to keep any moans back, much to Nash’s delight.




Her hips shifted, urging Nash on as he pressed his fingers gently inside her. His other hand cradled Kira’s breast, fingers reaching for her nipple and tugging lightly until he heard Kira give a soft gasp. Her lips parted, cheeks flushed with desire as Nash sucked harder against the nipple in his mouth.




The more Kira moved against him, the harder Nash’s cock throbbed, desperate for some attention. But Nash did his best to ignore it, preferring to focus on Kira. He still had a lot of nights absorbed in his work that he needed to make up for. His thumb circled her clit, pressing just hard enough to make her hips buck against him. He could feel her muscles tensing and relaxing as pleasure swept through her.




“Yes! Fuck! Yessss,” Kira cried, her muscles tightening under him. Nash sucked her nipple harder, his fingers relentless, making Kira’s body thrash against the couch. It wasn’t until she reached to push his hand away that Nash slowed down. He pulled back, lips no doubt red from the contact.




Kira brought a hand down, running it gently over his cheek. “Good, good,” she praised. “You’re being very good for me.” Pride swept through Nash. He did love being good for Kira. “Go upstairs and wait for me on the bed,” she instructed. “On all fours.” The last bit was said with a smirk on her lips.




Nash bit back a groan, scrambling up with his eyes glued to Kira’s body. She looked so good, practically glowing with pleasure. Nash loved knowing he had done that, and he wasn’t even finished yet! “Yeah,” he breathed, forcing himself to turn and walk away.




He climbed the stairs quickly, his cock bouncing against his stomach with every step. Their bedroom was perfect, warm and welcoming. Kira had probably known they would end up here. The thought that she might have planned this all out sent heat cruising down Nash’s spine.




Clambering onto the bed, he positioned himself exactly as Kira had requested, his hands and knees sinking into the plush blankets, making the mattress give under him.




His breath caught waiting for Kira. The anticipation built. Nash had no idea how long she might choose to take. Hopefully, not that long. But he’d wait patiently; Nash enjoyed waiting for Kira. It gave him a nice sort of buzz, not to mention that his cock absolutely ached for touch.




Nash wouldn’t dare to touch himself. He hardly wanted to earn a punishment. Whatever Kira wanted, he was going to do.




When she did come into the bedroom, Nash glanced over his shoulder. She was still naked, looking so beautiful in the dim light.




“Mmm, that’s a nice welcome,” Kira commented. “You look good, baby.” And Nash was sure that she meant it, too! Walking over to him, Kira reached out to run a hand over Nash’s ass. “I’ve missed playing with this,” she informed him. “So I think I’ll do that.”




Nash’s stomach clenched as desire rolled through him in a wave. “Fuck, yes,” he groaned. He loved it when Kira paid attention to his ass. He couldn’t quite say that he’d missed it, not while he’d been so absorbed in work, but that did nothing to lessen the force of wanting it now that Kira had brought it up.




Spreading his legs a little wider, Nash arched his back, pushing his ass back into Kira’s touch. Her hand was warm, stroking over the skin in circles that made Nash’s throat squeeze tight with the anticipation. “Please,” he begged, the word slipping from his lips before he even had a chance to think about stopping it.




Kira laughed, but Nash knew it was at his eagerness and desperation. He didn’t mind. Knowing that she wanted him to want it made Nash feel a lot more relaxed. Besides, he was so fucking horny! His cock was practically dripping precum, more so now when he knew that Kira wanted to play with his ass.




“You make a good toy, baby,” she informed him. Nash gave a deep groan. Oh, he wanted to be Kira’s toy, definitely! When she pulled her hand back, Nash whined. “Shh,” she urged. “I’m just going to get some lube and some toys.”




It didn’t take Kira very long and that, even more, made Nash think that she had planned this. He glanced at the toys she set down next to him on the bed. A prostate massager followed by a butt plug.




He groaned, squeezing two handfuls of the sheets as he rocked back, so eager for Kira to get started. She didn’t disappoint, resting one hand on his ass while the other teased between his cheeks. The breath stilled in his lungs as she spread the lube over his hole, warm from her hand and lighting up a dozen nerve-endings at once.




Kira pressed one finger gently past the ring of muscle while a moan poured from Nash’s throat. Fuck, it always felt so much better than he remembered it! His concentration narrowed to the feeling of Kira gently getting him ready, taking her time so that she wouldn’t cause anything but waves of pleasure.




Nash gave little grunts in response to Kira’s movements. She knew just how to twist her fingers to get the sharpest sounds from him. Her touch was gentle, but her fingers were quite determined. The second joined the first to earn Kira a deep cry from Nash. He tried to rock back, but Kira stopped him with a hand against Nash’s side.




She didn’t tell him not to, but the movement was clear.




Instead, Kira moved her fingers in and out of Nash faster. It made him groan even louder, clutching the sheets so hard that his knuckles went white.




“You’re taking it so well,” Kira praised. “Let’s see how well you can take this prostate massager.” She smirked, Nash could hear it in her voice. Pulling her fingers back, Kira reached for more lube. Before long, Nash could feel the tip of the massager pressing against his asshole.




Nash cried out, fighting to keep his hips still. Even the tip of the massager was thicker than two of Kira’s fingers, stretching him out with a dull ache that seemed to race up Nash’s spine. “Ohhh,” he groaned, Kira’s hand still gentle against his hip as she held him steady. The other hand pushed the toy inside him, relentless but oh, so sweet!




“Fuck, fuck,” Nash grunted as the toy inched deeper and deeper inside him. It rubbed against him in ways Kira’s fingers never could, lighting up his nerve-endings from the inside out. Kira paused, pulling it back a little only to thrust it in even further, until Nash could feel the base of the toy rubbing between his cheeks.




And then she did it all again. Each thrust made Nash’s breath catch and a deep groan rumble up from him. He shifted slightly, only as much as Kira’s hand on his ass would permit. She knew what she was doing and she also clearly knew what she wanted to achieve. Kira moved the massager faster, in and out, twisting it just the right way until all Nash could do was moan.




“Mmm, you sound good, baby,” she praised. “Such a needy, whiny, wanting boy for me.” And yes, yes! Nash was! Fuck. It felt amazing the way she drove the massager in and out of him. And then, when Nash didn’t think it could feel any better, Kira pressed the button that brought a vibration along the length of the toy.




Nash squeezed his eyes shut, seeing a shower of sparks against the sudden darkness. The vibrations danced along every nerve, shuddering and shaking until Nash swore he could feel them right down inside his bones. His ass clenched around the toy, which only made its rumble even more intense, urging a long, raw moan from Nash’s throat.




As Kira pressed the toy in deeper, Nash had to consciously remind himself to breathe. His ribs heaved, chest expanding and contracting with every lungful of oxygen that he pulled in. Finally, the toy glanced across his prostate, milking a primal scream from deep within Nash’s chest.




His screams echoed around them as Kira stroked her free hand over Nash’s ass. “That feel good?” she asked but it wasn’t a question she at all required an answer to. Not the way Nash was moaning for her. Just as he felt pleasure building and building, Kira switched the vibration off. She didn’t pull the massager out but she did keep fucking Nash’s ass with it slowly.




When he felt like he was back down from that sweet edge, Kira switched it back on again, making Nash moan all over again. Kira repeated this a couple of times, until Nash was practically on the verge of begging her to stop.




She must have known, too, because while Kira did tease, she didn’t do so for very long. Instead, Kira pulled the massager out.




“Time for the plug,” she informed Nash.




Nash whined, desire for an orgasm mixing with the need to do exactly as Kira said. His body vibrated from how close he’d come to his climax. With every second that passed, the feeling ebbed, leaving Nash’s skin deliciously sensitive to any touch.




“Yeah, yeah,” he breathed, when he finally felt he could take more stimulation without it being too much. “Fuck, Kira, I’ll be so good for you,” he promised, his voice thickening as Kira teased the tip of the plug against his hole.




Despite its size, it slipped in easily, Nash’s muscles already stretched by the massager and Kira’s fingers. It settled inside him, the base a comforting weight reminding Nash that it wasn’t going to go anywhere.




“Oh, I have no doubt,” Kira hummed. Kira gave Nash’s ass a light slap, making the plug shift but quickly resettle in place. Nash rocked back; now that Kira’s hand wasn’t resting against his ass, he could. It felt good, the way the plug settled in his ass. It wasn’t as amazing as having Kira fuck him slowly with the massager, but it still felt amazing.




When she slapped his ass again, still lightly but with a notable impact, Nash groaned. “Get on your back,” Kira instructed. “But don’t touch your cock. That’s for me, you know that.” And fuck, yes! Nash definitely knew that.




He turned slowly, enjoying every shift of the plug inside him. As he stretched out on his back, his fingers twisted to grip the sheets, holding his hands in place. His cock strained against his belly, wet at the tip from just how turned-on Nash was. He groaned as his gaze came to rest on Kira, still naked, her body almost as flushed with desire as Nash felt.




“It is for you,” he agreed, not even glancing at his cock as he spoke. Instead, he watched Kira, curious to see what she was going to do with his cock. Her breasts bounced lightly as she moved, making Nash’s mouth water at the sight of her hard nipples. “Can I make you feel good?” he asked, eagerly leaning forward.




“In fact, I will insist on it,” she grinned.




Kira moved up, straddling Nash’s body as one of her hands reached for his cock. He groaned deeply when she wrapped her fingers around it, giving it a few slow strokes. “I’m going to fuck you nice and slow, baby. Make sure that you remember just how good it feels. I’ve missed your cock a lot this week.”




Groaning again, Nash did his best not to thrust up into Kira’s touch. She led his cock between her legs, the heat practically engulfing Nash before she’d even slid him inside her.




When he felt her ass bump against his thighs, Nash cried out her name. “Ahh! Fuck, it does, it does feel good, Kira!” Pleasure swept through Nash in one great rush, leaving him panting against the sheets, gazing up at Kira. She rocked, lifting herself up slowly, slowly, until only the tip of Nash’s cock remained in contact.




Kira sank back down, wet heat sliding over Nash’s cock, turning his knuckles white as he gripped the sheets. The bed bounced under their combined weight, pushing Nash back up. “Can I thrust up?” Nash asked, his tone already laced with desperation. “Please, Kira, it feels amazing!”




She gave a soft laugh but then also a nod. “You can,” Kira allowed. “You may put your hands on me, too,” she added with a smirk. Nash took up both of those offers, one of his hands against her hip as he pushed deeper into her. The other traveled up to Kira’s breasts, cupping one of them just as a low groan escaped Nash’s lips.




“Come on, baby, show me how good it feels to have your cock in me. Show me how much you’ve missed being able to fuck me,” Kira demanded, rocking her hips back and forth.




Nash’s eyes went wide, his hands tightening their grip on Kira’s body. Every thrust made pleasure roll along his spine, breath leaving his lips in harsh gasps. He groaned, tipping his head back as he snapped his hips up, trying to show Kira with the force of his movements how good she felt around him!




As he moved, the plug shifted in his ass, making every muscle in Nash’s body tense and then relax. “Feels amazing,” he breathed, “with you around me and inside me and everywhere!” He tried to match the rhythm of Kira riding him, his fingers teasing lightly against her nipple just to hear the way it made her breath catch in her throat.




One of Kira’s hands settled against Nash’s chest as she leaned forward. Their bodies moved in perfect sync. Every time Kira came down onto his cock, it pressed Nash harder against the mattress. In turn, that made the plug shift in his ass, reminding him just how amazing it felt to be so full up. It was what Kira had wanted and how she’d left him. That knowledge just made everything feel even hotter.




“Fuck me harder,” Kira demanded. “I want to feel you.” And Nash was more than happy to oblige! He let his hand drop down from Kira’s breast and to her other hip so he could pull her harder against him as he fucked up into her.




He drove his hips up with as much force as he could muster, enjoying the way that Kira braced a hand against his chest. Their thrusts knocked the headboard against the wall, a rhythmic pounding that added to the grunts and cries falling from their lips. Kira moaned when Nash’s cock hit the perfect place inside her, making her muscles squeeze tighter and tighter around him.




Nash groaned, his teeth catching on his lower lip. He could feel his orgasm building once again towards that sweet, sweet edge. “Fuck, Kira,” he breathed. “If I keep going like this, I’m going to come!” She’d teased him so much already, taking him so close to his climax. He didn’t know if he could resist much longer.




With the plug fucking into him every time Kira pressed down, Nash knew he’d hardly be able to stop himself. He would try if she told him to, but Nash hoped that she wouldn’t. The way Kira fucked him, faster and harder, it surely couldn’t be her intention for him to stop? He really hoped not.




“Make me come first,” Kira insisted. “Then I will let you. But only if you make me come first!” Nash didn’t hesitate to let one of his hands slide between her legs, fingers quickly seeking out Kira’s clit so he could move against it with every thrust their bodies made.




The hand on Kira’s hip gripped harder, holding her somewhat steady as his fingers continued to tease between her legs. Having found the spot inside her that made her moan, Nash did his best to angle his thrusts towards it, the head of his cock rubbing against the wall of Kira’s pussy.




From the way her face flushed and her nails raked across Nash’s chest, he knew that she was close. He bucked his hips harder, thrusting into her deeper and faster. Nash could feel the sweat sliding down his spine, disappearing into the sheets beneath him.




His ass squeezed around the plug, sending waves of sensation through Nash’s whole body. He had to fight not to come just from that, had to make a conscious effort to concentrate on moving his fingers to Kira’s rhythm.




“Yes, yes, yes,” she cried. Nash’s eyes focused on Kira’s face. He loved seeing her come! Especially when he was the reason for it. Her pleasure washed over her, muscles tightening around Nash’s cock. It took all of his willpower not to come with her, not to just spill into her. Instead, Nash bit his lower lip so hard he could taste blood.




He could wait. She’d said he could come if he made her climax first. Kira was always good to her word.




Her body rocked harder and faster against him. She leaned back, her breasts bouncing as she moved. Kira’s nails scratched over Nash’s skin again as she came down, pressing him into the mattress and making the plug in his ass push up into him. The sensation made it impossible not to cry out in pleasure.




“Come now, come for me!” Kira demanded.




Nash bucked up once, twice! That was all it took before pleasure radiated out from deep within him. He came so hard that stars danced behind his eyes. His hands gripped Kira’s body, trying to pull her against him so that they could feel each other everywhere. Her pussy blazed so hot around him as he filled Kira up, just the way she’d demanded!




He rocked slowly, trying to prolong the sensations that tingled across his nerve-endings. Every breath came hard and fast, his chest rising and falling as if he’d run a marathon. Blinking his eyes open, Nash gentled his hands against Kira, still wanting her close but able to release her enough that she could make herself comfortable.




“Fuck,” he breathed. “That was amazing.”




Kira laughed, lowering herself so she could lie down next to Nash. He instinctively reached out to run a hand over her back. Moving, though, made him groan; the plug was still sitting cozily in his ass. Kira knew the source, because she smirked but then leaned into Nash’s touch.




“I’m going to leave that in until you’ve given me at least another three orgasms,” she informed him, sounding very serious in her demand. It was, of course, one that Nash was more than happy to oblige.




“Three!” He whistled, because that did sound like an awful lot. The thought of holding the plug in his ass for long enough to make Kira come three more times sent waves of heat down Nash’s body.




But he’d been very neglectful all week, focusing on his work instead of on Kira. Besides, he had no doubt she’d make the experience just as enjoyable for him as it was for her. “Yes, Kira,” he answered playfully. “You deserve that.”




So Nash rolled over, covering Kira’s body with his and kissing his way down to her breasts. As long as she didn’t stop him, he might as well get started right away!
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Men Taking It: A Bundle of Five Steamy Male Submission Stories




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




Making Men Submit




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




Submit to Them




Five stories of men submitting to women in threesomes and group scenarios. Includes various BDSM elements and pegging, showing the kind of excitement that only multiple partners can bring!
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Enjoy these five stories of male submission taking place at weddings! Whether it’s by the bride, the maid-of-honour or even all of the bridesmaids, these men get taken hard! Features pegging and group sex stories.




They Make the Rules




Five steamy threesome stories of men submitting to women! Includes BDSM and pegging. Guaranteed to get you hot and bothered, wishing for multiple partners to play with!




Bending Him Over




Five hot stories involving dominant women bending over submissive men and using them hard! Enjoy this pegging bundle!




She Dominates




Five steamy stories that will leave you satisfied! Includes BDSM, pegging and a good dose of punishment! Read of these hot women making men submit!




Yes, Mistress




Five steamy male submission stories filled with sexy, dominant women! Read of these men adoring their beautiful dommes, giving up their power and letting these women do whatever they want to them!




He Is Tied Up




Five hot stories in which he is tied up and she is in charge! Enjoy reading how well these women use their men once they’ve been restrained!
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