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Whatever She Wants


Jamie was very into making all Hazel’s fantasies come true. So when she shyly admitted that she’d always wanted to submit to another woman, Jamie had promised her that they would make it happen. And Jamie wasn’t going to go back on a promise! 


It proved harder than he’d expected to find a domme who was interested in women. Even more so to find one who’d let Jamie watch. 

Tamsin turned out to be the proverbial needle in the haystack. There was only one catch: she wanted Jamie to submit, too. Jamie had never submitted to anyone in the bedroom. It was the kind of thing he was sure he wasn’t supposed to want. 

But if it meant making Hazel’s dreams come true, Jamie was sure it wouldn’t be bad.

The knot that formed in his stomach as he and Hazel approached Tamsin’s house was half-nerves, half-excitement. And Jamie was very much looking forward to seeing Hazel on her knees, serving another woman.

He squeezed his girlfriend’s hand as they walked up the front steps. “Are you ready?” he asked. “You look stunning.” 

Turning towards him, Hazel smiled. “Yeah.” She nodded before tiptoeing to press a kiss against Jamie’s lips. “Are you?” she asked teasingly. Jamie felt like the answer was probably yes. They both wanted this, even if Jamie had had to push himself to admit that perhaps submitting to a woman might be… thrilling.

Being dominant in the bedroom was not something Hazel had ever expressed an interest in. And that was perfectly fine with Jamie. Still, he couldn’t help but wonder what tonight might bring. What it might be like to submit to a woman.

The time he took to answer must have given Hazel some clues. She gave his hand a squeeze back. “There’s always your safeword if it all gets too much,” she teased. But Jamie also knew that he could use it. He doubted he’d actually need to, though.

Jamie’s tongue darted over his lips, both the nerves and the excitement getting so much more intense now that they had actually arrived. “I’m ready,” he said, shifting so he could press the bell. 

They didn’t have to wait long. As Tamsin opened the door, Jamie felt a rush of desire. Glancing at Hazel, her bright eyes and pink cheeks suggested she felt the same. Tamsin was just as sexy as the photos she’d sent them. Her dress hugged the curves of her hips and bust, emphasizing her narrow waist. Jamie’s mouth watered at the sight of her. After swallowing, he offered Tamsin a small smile.

“Hi,” he greeted. “We’re - well, we’re here.” 

Tamsin grinned. “You are, indeed,” she agreed. “Come in, both of you.” She stepped aside, letting Jamie lead the way. “Take off your coats and shoes. We’ll get started in the living room.” 

Even hearing her say ‘get started’ like that, like there was going to be so much more that followed getting started, was exciting! Once they’d followed Tamsin’s orders of taking off their coats and shoes, they walked through to the living room. Jamie was almost surprised by how normal it looked.

Tamsin must have read his mind, because she laughed. “The sex dungeon’s in the basement,” she said teasingly and then gave another laugh at the look on Hazel’s face. “It’s not really,” she promised. “I’ve got a playroom if you’re interested, but it’s not in the basement.”

Hazel’s eyes widened, her lips parting slightly. It was a look Jamie was intimately familiar with. His cock stiffened. Jamie loved watching Hazel enjoy herself. And Tamsin had promised them that they would both enjoy themselves!

“Well, I’m interested,” Jamie answered, feeling bold. He had only the vaguest idea what might be in a playroom. But he had absolutely no doubt that whatever was in it would bring that same flush of desire to Hazel’s face. 

Tamsin raised an eyebrow, but she didn’t question it. “Let’s get to know each other, first,” she suggested. She held out one hand to each of them, tongue darting over her red lips. 

Hazel nodded. “That sounds like a good place to start.” She took Tamsin’s hand but didn’t move in closer until Jamie had taken her other hand. Then, Hazel moved in. Jamie was fascinated to watch how slow she was. There was a sort of determination in her stride.

With her free hand, Hazel reached out to brush it over Jamie’s arm. “Where would you like to start getting to know us?” she asked. Jamie had to give her credit for being so upfront. He hadn’t quite expected it. But he had to admit it was pretty hot.

Tamsin brushed one hand over Jamie’s arm. Even through the fabric of his shirt, he could feel her touch like electricity. “Oh, I think right here will be fine,” Tamsin answered, smirking slightly. The fingers of her other hand stroked Hazel’s skin, following a mirror image of the touch she’d given Jamie.

He recognized the way Hazel’s breath caught in her throat. When Tamsin’s hand settled at her waist, Hazel took a step forward. Slowly, Tamsin moved to meet her. Their lips met, Hazel’s startled whine making Jamie’s cock ache. 

The two women looked so fucking good together! Jamie watched, mouth dry, as they kissed passionately. He groaned, without even realizing it. And Tamsin turned to him, suddenly pressing her body to his.

Her breasts were warm against Jamie’s chest. She lifted a hand to the back of his head, holding Jamie still while she crashed her lips onto his.

Jamie kissed back, his tongue licking its way into Tamsin’s mouth. He knew Hazel would enjoy it. They’d had other women in their bed before, even if none in this sort of context. When Tamsin pulled back, leaving Jamie breathless, she turned to Hazel. With her dark eyes even darker, Jamie could tell seeing them together made her hot, just like it had done for him to see Hazel and Tamsin kiss.

With a degree of daring, Hazel then leaned in to kiss Jamie. He went into the kiss easily, her lips so familiar. There was no holding back. He claimed Hazel’s mouth just like he did when they were in private. They had invited Tamsin in, so Jamie wanted her to see what they were like. She had, after all, said she wanted to get to know them.

Jamie nibbled on Hazel’s lower lip, making her moan and cling to him. His hands slid down her body, pressing the material tight against her curves. Grinding his hips forward, Jamie’s body flooded with the pleasure of friction against his cock. He pulled back, satisfied with the way Hazel’s breasts heaved with every ragged breath.

“You look great together,” Tamsin praised. She brushed a hand over her own body, fingers trailing over her breasts. Jamie swallowed hard. His cock throbbed with how badly he wanted to see what was under that tight dress. Instead of reaching for Tamsin, Jamie tugged at Hazel’s blouse. 

She leaned into his touch, just like she always did. “Can I -” He cleared his throat. “May I take Hazel’s blouse off?” he asked. He wasn’t sure how this whole domme thing really worked.

The way Tamsin smiled at his question told Jamie that he’d done well by asking. A weird sort of pride in having chosen right swept through Jamie. Was this part of following someone else’s orders? He had no idea.

“You may,” Tamsin answered. “And then I want Hazel to help you out of your shirt, too. I want to see both of you. If you’re good and do just as I tell you, I might even reward you,” she added with a grin. That definitely caught Jamie’s attention. He’d never been rewarded before! Not by someone else, at least. Undressing Hazel was a reward in its own right.

From the sparkle in her eyes, Jamie was sure she was just as excited by the thought. It made Jamie even more determined to earn whatever Tamsin would give them. He didn’t want to be the reason that Hazel didn’t get her reward!

He turned to her, fingers moving quickly to untuck the blouse from her skirt. Her stomach tightened as she sucked in a breath. “Don’t be nervous,” Jamie urged, his voice low. “You’re so sexy, babe.” He worked his way up Hazel’s buttons, groaning as the lace of her bra appeared. 

Slowly, he opened the material the rest of the way. His fingers skated over Hazel’s skin as he slid the blouse off her shoulders. He caught it, tossing it into a pile on the couch. 

“And now me,” he prompted, eagerness coloring his tone despite his nerves.

Hazel gave a soft laugh and Jamie grinned. If she was laughing, she couldn’t be nervous. Besides, Jamie always enjoyed being able to make Hazel laugh. She reached out for the hem of Jamie’s shirt, pulling it up. Just like he had slid his fingers over Hazel’s stomach, she slid hers over his.

When Jamie’s muscles twitched under her touch, Hazel grinned. She scraped her nails over his soft skin, making Jamie swallow a low groan. “He loves a bit of pain,” Hazel told Tamsin, surprising Jamie and making his eyes widen. It was true but Jamie really hadn’t expected Hazel to say that.

Her tongue darted out, licking over her lips. She pulled the shirt off, throwing it to join where her blouse was and then turning to Tamsin. “More?” Hazel asked, her hands already brushing down to the button on Jamie’s pants.

The muscles in his stomach jumped, his cock so hard as his hips bucked forward. Hazel’s fingers paused, her eyes turned towards Tamsin. Jamie almost groaned. He had to bite his lip to stop himself. He wanted Hazel to just touch him, already! But he could be patient, if it would earn them the rewards Tamsin had promised. 

“Wait.” The word rang through the room like a bell. Jamie whined as Hazel pulled back instantly. Tamsin smirked, like she knew the power she had over them and enjoyed it. 

She took a step towards the door, beckoning them with a curl of her finger. “Let’s take this upstairs.” 

There was something so hot about walking through Tamsin’s house with his shirt off. And following Hazel in just her bra, leaving their clothes behind until Tamsin decided. 

She guided them up the stairs, pushing open a door and gesturing for them to make their way through. 

Jamie let Hazel walk in first and then followed. He wanted to reach out, to undo her bra and let her breasts bounce free. But this was Tamsin’s night, she got to make those sorts of calls. Jamie struggled to hand over so much control to someone else, but this was what Hazel wanted. He was going to do everything in his power to give it to her.

Once Jamie followed Hazel into the room, his eyes widened. Hazel gave a small ‘oh’ sound as she took in everything around them. Tamsin hadn’t been joking when she said that she had a playroom! The room was decorated with all sorts of toys, things Jamie recognized and some that he didn’t.

There were also restraints, even some BDSM furniture.

“This is,” Hazel began, before taking a breath. “This is a lot,” she finished. From her tone, Jamie could tell she was both impressed and perhaps a little intimidated.

He felt a little stunned himself. But Jamie reached out, tugging Hazel close by her skirt. He ran his hand over her stomach, up to her breasts. Her nipples pebbled under the lace, making her gasp as Jamie’s fingers ran over them. 

“More, now?” he asked, eagerly. If Hazel focused on him, she couldn’t be too nervous. 

Tamsin raised her eyebrow, making Jamie instantly blush. Had he gone too far? He only wanted to make Hazel more comfortable. 

Shifting, Tamsin pressed her body against Hazel’s from the other side. “Go on,” she urged. “Undress him the rest of the way.”

Hazel’s hands were so familiar as she reached for the buttons on his pants, unfastening them quickly. Despite her attention to Jamie, Hazel leaned her body into Tamsin. It was so hot to see her like this, enjoying another woman’s body. As Hazel worked Jamie’s pants open, Tamsin’s hand stroked over her side.

“Shall I take his underwear off, too?” Hazel asked. Tamsin nodded.

“I did say to undress him the rest of the way,” she pointed out as Hazel nodded. She pulled away from Tamsin, but only enough so she could kneel down between the two of them and pull Jamie’s pants down with her. She dragged the boxers he was wearing off, too.

Jamie groaned as his cock sprung free, so close to Hazel’s mouth, yet she didn’t lean in like she normally would, didn’t let him enjoy the heat of her tongue. Instead, Hazel looked up at Tamsin, expecting further instructions. She was so much better at submitting, whether it was to him or to someone else.

“Mmm,” Tamsin hummed. “You look awfully good down there.” Her voice was husky with desire, sending shivers down Jamie’s spine. She walked closer, one hand reaching out to brush through Hazel’s hair. Watching Hazel lean into the touch, her eyes blissfully closed, put a lump in Jamie’s throat. 

Tamsin turned to him, not lifting her fingers from Hazel’s cheek. “You’ve both been obedient,” she praised. “I’ll let you both undress me, if you can do it without Hazel getting up. How does that sound?”

Jamie nodded, already moving towards Tamsin. His breath caught as he reached for her, half expecting her to stop him. When she didn’t, he brushed his fingers over her breasts. He didn’t hesitate long. He found the zipper, tugging it down so that Hazel could pull the dress off. 

She smiled up at Jamie, in a way that instantly made him want to smile back. Tamsin was right, Hazel looked great down on her knees. He longed to reach out and touch her but he also wanted to at least try and follow Tamsin’s instructions. She hadn’t told him that he was allowed to. It was strange to think that he needed permission to touch his own girlfriend. It was unexpectedly thrilling.

With her hands traveling up over Tamsin’s legs, Hazel reached for the dress, sliding it off Tamsin once it reached her. It left Tamsin in only her bra, panties and the high heels she was wearing. They were all a stunningly matching black.

Jamie’s eyes followed Hazel’s hands as they brushed over Tamsin’s legs and then up to her ass. Her fingers covered the material of Tamsin’s panties. She waited for Jamie’s lead. With her tongue darting out to wet her lips, Hazel grinned.

“Isn’t she beautiful, Jamie?”

“Stunning,” Jamie agreed. “You both are.” His gaze darted to the various toys, longing to feel the bite of one of them into his skin. Maybe if he was obedient enough, Tamsin would reward him by letting him pick what he wanted her to do. 

Eagerly, he moved around Tamsin, trailing his fingers over her bare, tanned skin. Jamie unhooked the clasps of her bra, watching her breasts bounce free as he pulled the cups away. Her tits were mouth-watering, her nipples hard little points that begged for Jamie’s attention. 

“Can you reach her panties, babe?” he asked. Tamsin had said they could undress her. He glanced up, making sure she was going to let them take off everything. 

“I can,” Hazel confirmed easily. Her tongue licked over her lips again as she reached to pull the material off Tamsin. There was no resistance. In fact, Tamsin turned to make it easier for Hazel to remove her clothes. Finally, with the panties off, Tamsin was left standing in nothing but her shoes. 

She really was stunning, her body curving in all the right places. From between them on the floor, Hazel gave a small sigh, almost like a complaint. When both of their eyes dropped to look at her, Hazel pouted.

“I’m wearing too much,” she complained, making Tamsin laugh.

Tamsin offered Hazel a hand, pulling her to her feet. She tugged her into a kiss, Tamsin’s bare skin pressed against Hazel’s skirt and bra. Their tongues tangled together, Tamsin moaning loudly into the kiss. She licked her lips as she pulled back. “Let’s fix that,” she breathed. 

Jamie watched, heart in his throat, as Tamsin tugged Hazel’s bra off. “Can I help?” he asked. And then, blood pounding, he added, “Please.” 

His cock twitched as both women turned to face him. They looked so hot. Tamsin smirked. “You can,” she agreed. “If you go to your knees.”

Instantly, a wave of heat swept over Jamie’s body. He hesitated only a moment, then fell to his knees at Hazel’s feet.

It wasn’t the first time he’d knelt before Hazel, but it was the first he did so as a subservient gesture. There was definitely a thrill in that. Jamie couldn’t quite explain it, but it definitely felt different. Especially when Tamsin dropped one of her hands so she could caress her fingers through Jamie’s hair. It felt good, like he was being rewarded for having done well.

“You can help her out of her skirt,” Tamsin allowed. James reached for the zipper on Hazel’s skirt. It wasn’t rushed. If anything, he took more time. Usually, James would get Hazel’s clothing off quickly. He loved having her naked in front of him. But just this once, he felt like he needed to take his time.

Slowly, he dragged the material over her ass and down her legs until, finally, Hazel could step out of it. Between him and Tamsin, they had almost fully undressed her, only Hazel’s panties still left on.

Jamie shuffled forward, brushing his lips against Hazel’s skin. He knew just what she liked, just where to drag his tongue to make Hazel moan. Her thighs trembled, like even that small action might be enough to make her go weak at the knees. 

“Do you want to take her panties off?” Tamsin asked, tugging just enough on Jamie’s hair to make him groan. He nodded, deliberately tugging harder. Just as Hazel had said, he loved the zing of pain that added to the arousal pouring through him. 

Tamsin took a step away, moving to a long, leather whip. “Do you want it enough to take five strokes from this?” Swallowing a moan, Jamie’s eyes went wide. 

“Fuck. I want to feel that,” he answered honestly. It was hardly something he would have to suffer. 

From the way Tamsin laughed, Jamie was sure she knew that, too. “What do you think, Hazel?” Tamsin asked. Hazel startled, almost as if she’d been in a trance. Jamie grazed his teeth over her skin, making Hazel give a little moan.

Her eyes slid from Jamie to Tamsin. Hazel nodded. “Yeah, I think he’ll enjoy that,” she confirmed even if that wasn’t quite what Tamsin might have been asking. “We don’t... we don’t really play like this,” she admitted. Jamie saw the little grin that spread across Hazel’s lips, like she was about to tell Tamsin a secret.

“It’s usually me who gets the whip,” she said. “But I guess I have always wondered if Jamie gets jealous.”

Jamie wouldn’t put it quite that way. But he couldn’t deny that his cock was rock hard from the thought of Tamsin wielding the whip against his skin. And the idea of Hazel watching that. 

“Oh, you can have a taste of the whip, too,” Tamsin promised. A shudder ran down Jamie’s spine at the promise in her voice. Lust flared through him, so hot and fierce that Jamie was sure he’d never felt anything so intoxicating. 

His hands pressed down against the floor, glancing over his shoulder at Tamsin. “Where do you want me?” he asked. “Here?” There was something incredibly hot about the thought of being whipped at Hazel’s feet.

A smile played on Tamsin’s lips. Jamie found it mesmerizing to watch. He couldn’t quite figure out what her smiles meant. That was interesting in its own right. Not knowing what might come next was a new sort of experience for Jamie. He was usually the one to call the shots.

“Yes, here will do just fine for now,” Tamsin answered finally. Brushing the whip over her bare leg, Tamsin then ran it over Jamie’s back. “Let’s find out just how much he likes it, hmm?” she said to Hazel before pulling the whip back and then bringing it down against Jamie’s back hard.

He cried out, all the air forced from his lungs at once. Fuck. Pain radiated from the stripe of the whip against his skin. Before Jamie could even process how much he liked it, he felt the solid smack of the leather against his ass. The tip curled around one of his thighs, a sting of pain that made Jamie’s eyes water. 

Glancing up, he saw Hazel watching him. Her lips parted, her eyes wide. It was the same way she’d looked at Tamsin earlier. Knowing it was directed at him made Jamie’s cock twitch. 

“Uhhh,” he groaned. “Yeah, Tamsin. That hurts so good.” 

“Does it now?” Tamsin teased, the question not one she expected a reply to. Instead, Tamsin brought the whip down again, making Jamie groan. “How does he sound, Hazel?” she asked. Jamie looked up to see the way Hazel licked her lips.

“Good, he sounds good,” she murmured. It was clear that Hazel found it fascinating to watch this. Fascinating and hot, if the way her hand slid down to the line of her panties was any indication. From behind him, Tamsin tutted.

“I promised Jamie he could take them off after five blows,” she pointed out. Hazel withdrew her hand like it’d touched fire. Jamie always loved seeing how obedient she was. It was a whole new experience to watch her be obedient to someone else.

Tamsin dragged a hand over the marks she’d left on Jamie’s back. The contrast between the softness of that touch and the marks she’d left there already was amazing. The sting spread through Jamie, making his desire spike high.

The next two blows were just as hard. Jamie was sure he’d have marks left for hours. “You’ve done well,” Tamsin praised. “You can now get your reward.”

“Yesss,” Jamie hissed. He didn’t bother to stand. Instead, he gazed up at Hazel, mouth going dry with how badly he wanted to touch her. His hands spanned over her thighs, nails dragging lightly against her skin. Hazel positively quivered with need. Leaning in, Jamie let his breath ghost over the material of her panties. 

The way Hazel whined made Jamie groan in sympathy. He curled his fingers in the waistband of Hazel’s panties. Dragging the fabric down, he swallowed hard. He could see how wet Hazel was already. He ached to press his tongue inside her, but Tamsin hadn’t said he could. 

Hazel lifted her legs, letting Jamie slide the panties off. Tamsin gave an appreciative hum. “And what do you want, Hazel, if you take my whip as beautifully as Jamie did?” she asked. 

She seemed to think about it, one of her hands absent-mindedly dropping to stroke through Jamie’s hair. “I do like getting whipped,” Hazel hummed. “But,” she started and then paused. Jamie could see some shyness setting in. With all three of them naked, him on his knees between these two women, shyness seemed the last thing on Jamie’s mind.

“Yes?” Tamsin encouraged.

“I’d love to make you moan,” Hazel answered, clearly feeling braver. Even just the suggestion, the ability to watch Hazel make Tamsin moan, made Jamie groan. Yeah, he definitely wanted to see that. Hazel smiled at Tamsin, reaching out but not quite touching. “May I make you moan, Tamsin?”

Tamsin gave another of her unreadable smiles. With the whip held loosely in one hand, she looked so sexy as she strutted towards Hazel. “That’s sweet,” she purred. Her hand ran over Hazel’s side, cupping her breast and making Hazel’s whole body lean towards her. 

“Since you asked so nicely,” she continued, her fingers playing lightly with Hazel’s nipple, “yes, I’m sure you can.” She turned towards the big bed in one corner of the playroom. “Go lie down. I’ll let you make me moan together.” 

Jamie’s body flushed with heat. Half of him wanted to get to his feet, but he was just as keen to be obedient. Especially if the reward was going to be to help Hazel. He watched as Hazel moved, stretching her gorgeous body out against the sheets. Jamie’s cock twitched eagerly against his stomach. When Tamsin moved, straddling Hazel’s shoulders, Jamie had to bite back a moan. 

Hazel’s hands stroked over Tamsin’s thighs and up to her hips. Tamsin took it for the encouragement that it clearly was and lowered herself against Hazel. Jamie couldn’t quite see but he heard Hazel’s tongue lap against Tamsin. In response, Tamsin gave a low moan before rocking her hips more.

“You like what you see?” she asked Jamie a little teasingly. He couldn’t even find the words, just giving a breathless nod. “Come, help Hazel. You can play with my breasts. If you do a good job, I’ll consider showing you how good a paddle feels when smacking your ass,” Tamsin promised.

Jamie rose instantly to his feet, cock slapping against his stomach from the speed of his movements. “Yeah, yes,” he agreed, feet pattering against the floor as he hurried towards the bed. Running his hands over Hazel’s legs, Jamie took his position in front of Tamsin. The head of his dick, wet with precum, brushed over Hazel’s stomach, making her moan against Tamsin’s pussy. 

Tamsin echoed the sound, her back arching as she rode Hazel’s face. Jamie lifted his hands, sliding his fingers over the curve of her waist and up to her full, round breasts. He cupped each of them in one hand. “Fuck, you feel so good,” he praised. “Your nipples  are so hard.” 

Tipping her head back, Tamsin pushed her tits into his hands. “Yes,” she agreed. “You should play with them. Softly, at first.” Her lips seemed to caress the words, making Jamie ache. He rolled her nipples gently between his fingertips, tugging gently.

Jamie did as he’d been instructed, which was a novel feeling. He was so used to doing what he wanted, learning as he went. But Tamsin wanted Jamie to do exactly as she told him to. Following those orders was interesting, especially when doing so led to Tamsin moaning louder. She knew what she wanted and she demanded Jamie give it to her.

“You can touch Hazel, too,” she allowed. From under her, Hazel gave a moan. It seemed to vibrate through Tamsin because she, too, moaned. “Mmm, her mouth is doing so well,” she told Jamie. “Making me feel good. Such a god girl,” Tamsin praised.

Hearing Tamsin praise Hazel was so hot. And yet, a jealousy flashed through Jamie. He wanted her compliments, too. He wanted to prove that he was a good boy. It was a desire Jamie had never consciously felt. Or maybe never consciously acknowledged.

He groaned, rocking his cock against Hazel’s stomach. She pushed up to meet him, sending waves of pleasure through Jamie’s body. He needed to obey Tamsin, but both his hands were full! 

Inspiration struck Jamie like a bolt from the blue. He dropped one hand, fingers brushing up Hazel’s stomach until he could tease the curve of her breast where it squashed against Tamsin’s thigh. “Can I put my mouth on you, please?” he begged. “I’ll do it softly, just like you said.” 

Tamsin’s smile made Jamie light up inside, a scarlet flush staining his cheeks with triumph. “You may,” she agreed. Instantly, Jamie dropped his head, tongue darting out to drag over Tamsin’s skin.

It earned him a deep moan. Tamsin shifted into his touch. Jamie took it as encouragement, tongue lapping over the hard tip of Tamsin’s nipple and then sucking against it. He was gentle, just as she’d instructed, even if he wanted to be rougher. He knew for certain that Hazel would like it rougher.

So when Jamie’s hand had slid up to Hazel’s breast, his fingers quickly found her nipple. It was just as hard as Tamsin’s. He toyed with it between his fingers before tugging it hard. Hazel cried out under Tamsin. Jamie pulled back from Tamsin’s long enough to see the way Hazel’s nails dug into the skin of Tamsin’s soft thighs.

It felt amazing, knowing that he was making both these women feel good. The marks Tamsin had left on his back and ass ached in such a sweet way, making the pleasure of Jamie’s cock against Hazel’s stomach so much sweeter.

Tamsin rocked her body, grinding against Hazel’s face and pushing her breasts forward into Jamie’s eager mouth. “You can go harder,” she moaned, her chest flushing pink. “Both of you!” 

Jamie was only too happy to obey. His fingers pinched at Tamsin’s nipple, pulling in a way that drew a long, low groan from between her lips. “Ahhh!” she cried. “Oh, fuck. Yes, I’m close!” 

Hazel took that as a challenge. Jamie loved that. They worked together to make the moans from Tamsin’s lips fall more rapidly and so much louder. Between the two of their mouths, Jamie was sure they could make Tamsin come. He wanted them to make her come. So did Hazel, he was certain.

Moving his hand back up, Jamie used it to play with Tamsin’s free nipple, twisting it and then pulling against it until she brought a hand up to his hair, gripping hard. It made pain shoot through him. But Jamie just sucked harder, teeth grazing the most sensitive bit of her nipple.

“Oh! Fuuuck!” she cried. Her body trembled as it came. They’d made that happen, made her scream in pleasure.

Pride rushed through Jamie. He groaned, so turned on by watching Tamsin lose control. His hips bucked, driving his cock against the smooth skin of Hazel’s stomach. He desperately wanted more, wanted someone to pay attention to his pleasure. 

But tonight was all about Hazel. Jamie wanted to make sure she enjoyed herself. His tongue slid over his lips as his brain scrambled, trying to imagine what else they could do, what more Hazel might want.

“Will you fuck her?” he asked, glancing up at Tamsin, who was practically glowing from her orgasm. “She’s been so good for you, all night.” 

Tamsin moved off Hazel. Jamie’s gaze focused on his girlfriend. Her lips glistened with Tamsin’s wetness. Hazel licked her tongue over them, gathering up every last drop. She looked dazed in the best sort of way.

“She has been very good,” Tamsin agreed, reaching out to stroke a hand over Hazel’s nude form. Her fingers slid across Hazel’s breasts, seeking out her nipples so she could tease over those. “Would you like me to fuck you, Hazel?” she asked. Hazel gave an energetic nod.

“I would,” she confirmed but then her gaze fell to Jamie. Hazel sucked her lower lip between her teeth. “You said you’d show him how good a paddle would feel,” Hazel reminded Tamsin. It made the other woman laugh as she glanced at Jamie.

Jamie’s breath caught, even at the idea that Tamsin might hurt him more, breaking down those lines between pleasure and pain.

“Both?” he asked, rather hopefully. Obviously, Tamsin couldn’t paddle him and fuck Hazel at the same time. But they had all night! Jamie wanted to make sure Hazel got exactly what she wanted before they had to leave. 

Tamsin hummed, getting to her feet. Her heels clicked against the floor, the sound echoing around the room and making Jamie harder than ever. “Get on your hands and knees, Hazel,” she ordered. 

Without even thinking about it, the authority in Tamsin’s tone made Jamie scramble to his feet, vacating the bed so that Hazel would have room to obey. 

He was sure she would move just as fast, but Jamie was wrong. Instead, Hazel took her time, giving Jamie a wide smile. He couldn’t help but smile back, a hand reaching out to brush over her body. When Hazel did move, she presented her ass to Jamie. If it had been just them, at home on their own, Jamie would’ve slapped it. But here, in Tamsin’s house, he had to play by her rules.

Glancing over her shoulder, Hazel licked her lips. “Do I look good, baby?” she asked. Jamie was sure she already knew the answer.

From where Tamsin was standing on the other side of the room, she gave a soft chuckle. “You look great from here, Hazel,” she promised, before her attention turned to Jamie. “You want to get her ready for me? Make sure she’s nice and wet?”

“Fuck yes,” Jamie answered. Hazel was wet already, but Jamie was hardly going to turn down an opportunity to make sure. He ran his hand over Hazel’s ass, loving the way she pushed back into his touch. “Patience, love,” he murmured. “I’ll make you feel good. As long as Tamsin lets me.” 

He slid a finger through Hazel’s wetness, lifting his hand to his mouth to lick up the taste of her. She moaned. Jamie didn’t make her wait. He pushed two fingers into her pussy, his cock twitching as he imagined how good it would feel to slide his dick into her. 

Tamsin selected a paddle, testing it lightly against her thigh. “Is she ready?” 

Jamie swallowed. “I can make her wetter,” he answered, fully confident that it was true. He twisted his wrist, fingers seeking out Hazel’s clit. 

“Ahh, fuck!” Hazel cried out. She tried to push back against Jamie’s fingers more, but the hand he had against her ass stopped her. Tamsin was the one in control of both of them, but Jamie could take this opportunity to take control of Hazel. He knew she’d love it. The way her pussy clenched around his fingers showed him just how much.

Jamie began to pump his fingers in and out of Hazel faster, her liquids splashing over him. From behind him, Tamsin slid the paddle over Jamie’s ass. “Good, good,” she praised. “She sounds like she’s enjoying herself.” And Hazel definitely did, her screams of pleasure surrounding them.

The paddle came down hard against Jamie’s ass, the smack barely louder than the groan that fell from Jamie’s lips.

Pain raced through him, his whole body lighting up with the sensation. Hazel whined, whether at the noise Jamie made or because she wanted his fingers to keep fucking into her, Jamie couldn’t say. He crooked his fingers, making Hazel cry out. 

“So good for me,” Tamsin praised. The paddle fell with a piercing thwack, heat blooming across Jamie’s ass and thighs. Jamie groaned, arching his back and pushing himself back into the pain. 

Tamsin followed the sensation, her fingers brushing over the brilliant lines she’d already left. “Tell me, Hazel, do you want Jamie to fuck you? Do you want my paddle to push his cock into your pussy?”

“Oh, fuck,” Hazel breathed. Her eyes were so wide as she looked at Tamsin over her shoulder and then to Jamie. Hazel rocked back against his fingers again and nodded. “Yeah, if that’s what you want Tamsin,” she nodded. “Anything you want.” There was almost a desperate edge to Hazel’s voice, like she would submit to anything! Jamie loved it.

Tamsin slapped Jamie’s ass once more before pausing. “Go on, you can fuck her first,” she said. This time, both Hazel and Jamie groaned.

He leaned down, pressing a light kiss to the curve of Hazel’s ass. When she pushed back, he followed it with a bite, his teeth pressing into her soft skin. She cried out, her body arching. Climbing behind her on the bed, Jamie dragged his nails up her thighs. He knew exactly how rough Hazel liked it. 

Her pussy was so wet from his fingering. Jamie groaned as he lined the head of his cock against her opening. “So fucking tight,” he breathed as he pressed himself inside her. He sank in once, his fingers gripping Hazel’s hips. When he pulled out, his ass nudged up against the waiting paddle. 

Jamie caught his breath, every muscle tensing for what he knew was coming.

It was a strange sort of mix of anticipation and sheer desire. Hazel’s pussy felt amazing around him, so fucking tight and hot. But knowing that any moment Tamsin would bring the paddle down made Jamie focus so much more on how everything felt.

When she did, it was even better than he could’ve imagined. The sting of the paddle joined the pleasure he was feeling from fucking into Hazel. Just as Tamsin had promised, it made Jamie fuck forward into Hazel harder. The second blow was more expected but still made Jamie groan deeply.

“How does it feel, Jamie? Everything you were hoping for?” Tamsin asked, a playfulness to her tone.

This was nothing that Jamie had even known he could want. “Better,” he groaned. Any shyness that Jamie had felt about taking orders or submitting to a woman, it had vanished. This was incredible. Knowing that Hazel was loving it, too, made it ten times hotter. 

His hips slammed forward, fucking into Hazel’s tight heat. When he rocked back, his ass met the paddle. Not hard enough to hurt, but enough to wake the marks Tamsin had already left on his skin. 

She pulled back, the paddle cracking down against Jamie’s behind. He gave a wordless cry, the bed shaking from the force of it. One hand slid over Hazel’s hip, sliding into the wetness between her legs. 

“Can I make her come?” he asked, not even looking back. “Please? Make her come on my cock?” 

“Yeah, go on, I want to hear how good she sounds when she comes,” Tamsin encouraged. It was all Jamie needed before he began to pound into Hazel harder. She cried out, each of his movements making her shake. Jamie knew just how to fuck Hazel to get her to that sweet edge quicker.

Tamsin smacked Jamie’s ass again, the pain sharp as it traveled up his spine. It made him fuck Hazel even harder until he felt her muscles tighten, her orgasm exploding through her.

“Yes! Fuck!” she cried, pushing herself back against Jamie’s cock as much as she could until finally, her pleasure overtook her.

As she came, her pussy squeezed tight around Jamie’s dick. Pleasure spiraled through him, mixing with the pain that came from Tamsin’s paddle against his ass. “Fuck, fuck,” he chanted, chest heaving as he sucked in breath after breath. Tamsin raked her nails over his skin, that spike of pain nearly tipping Jamie over the edge, too. 

“Oh, God,” he groaned. He could feel pleasure sliding up his spine, racing out of his control. “Can I - Tamsin - Hazel.” He fought for words, trying to keep ahold of himself. “Uhhh,” he groaned, rocking into Hazel, feeling her familiar body under him and the new sensation of not knowing whether he was allowed to come. 

Tamsin laughed. The sound spreading over Jamie’s skin like fire. “Ask me nicely,” she urged. And fuck, that made Jamie bite his lip, fighting so hard not to give in to the pleasure tugging at his senses. 

“Please,” he breathed. “Can I come?” 

“No,” Tamsin answered. The word rang through Jamie like a bell. Every one of his nerve-endings seemed to be on edge. He had to focus so hard not to come! He pulled back, letting his cock slide out of Hazel. If he didn’t, he would come. Not being allowed to was so new. Jamie hadn’t even known he could stop himself so well. His breath was coming in bursts as he turned to look at Tamsin.

She looked positively proud of having him obey her orders so well. “Good boy, well done,” Tamsin praised. It settled a warm feeling low in Jamie’s stomach. His hand stroked over Hazel’s ass, his cock still so throbbingly hard.

“I promised to fuck her, so I fully intend to do that,” Tamsin informed Jamie. Hazel moaned, glancing over her shoulder at them. Tamsin’s hand joined Jamie’s on Hazel’s ass. “And you,” she said, giving Jamie a grin. “Are going to fuck me while I fuck her.”

Jamie’s eyes widened, his cock giving such a twitch that it was almost enough to unleash the pleasure coiled in the pit of Jamie’s stomach. “Yes, yeah,” he babbled eagerly. Watching Tamsin fuck Hazel might well be the hottest thing Jamie ever got to do. 

He pulled back further, making space for Tamsin. “How do you want me?” Jamie’s hesitation had vanished. He would do whatever Tamsin said, if it meant he and Hazel both got to fuck her and be fucked by her. 

Tamsin took Jamie’s place behind Hazel, bending to press a kiss against her back. “Turn over for me, Hazel,” she murmured. 

Hazel did, instantly. She leaned into the pillows, parting her legs for both Tamsin and Jamie to enjoy. With her tongue darting out to lick over her lips, one of Hazel’s hands slid up her body, fingers teasing over her breast.

“I want to see you both,” she said with a soft moan. Tamsin nodded.

“I did figure as much,” she commented with amusement. “You also want me to fuck you?” she asked. Jamie was sure it was an unnecessary question. Hazel’s gaze alone implied just how much she wanted Tamsin to fuck her.

Nodding, Hazel reached out with her free hand, brushing it over Tamsin’s side. “I do want you to fuck me. And I want to see Jamie fuck you,” she breathed.

Tamsin’s grin was infectious as she leaned into Hazel’s touch. “Good, good. Jamie,” she said turning towards him. “There’s a strap-on over there, I want you to help me into the harness.”

Jamie groaned, but he didn’t hesitate. His cock slapped against his thigh as he clambered off the bed. His mouth went dry as he picked up the strap-on, carrying it carefully to Tamsin. The harness seemed almost intimidatingly complex.

With a few whispered instructions, Jamie helped Tamsin into it. His fingers skimmed across her skin, reveling in how soft and smooth she was. When he tightened the buckles, he felt his stomach tense from just how hot Tamsin looked. 

He brushed a hand over her ass, careful to touch her far more gently than she had touched him. The pain still throbbed in Jamie’s ass, making him so much more sensitive to every brush of skin on skin. 

The harness left Tamsin’s pussy exposed, which just added to how hot this was. Knowing that Tamsin would fuck Hazel with the silicone cock and let Jamie fuck her while she did made his whole body heat up. Jamie’s hard dick bobbed between his legs, but he stopped himself from running a hand over it.

“You ready to get fucked again, Hazel?” Tamsin asked. Hazel nodded energetically.

“So ready,” she confirmed.

Tamsin moved forward, slowly pressing the cock between her legs against Hazel. When Hazel moaned, Tamsin pushed in. Jamie had to groan at the sight of it. Both of the women’s breasts bounced as they moved, even if Tamsin’s thrusts were slow for now.

Looking over her shoulder at Jamie, Tamsin grinned. “Come on, then, fuck me. I want to feel just how good your dick feels inside me.”

Pleasure curled through Jamie, tightening his muscles just from hearing those words. “Yes, Tamsin,” he agreed easily. He positioned himself behind Tamsin, running his hands hungrily over her sides. His fingers curled around her hips, holding her steady. It didn’t stop her from fucking Hazel, but he could feel every thrust. 

Eagerly, Jamie pulled one hand back. He ran his palm over his cock, giving a low groan before he wrapped his fingers around the base. He positioned his cock against Tamsin’s opening, gasping at how wet she was. 

Sliding forward, Jamie buried himself in her tight heat. “Fuuuuck,” he groaned. 

Hazel echoed that with a much sharper moan. “Fuck, yes, yes,” she cried. Tamsin, too, moaned. The sound was different from Hazel but just as much like music to Jamie’s ears. He loved how her body tightened, pussy gripping his cock harder. 

Tamsin fucked into Hazel harder, her hips pushing forward. But when she pulled back it was to fuck herself on Jamie’s dick. He groaned, hands against Tamsin’s hips. It was going to take all of his willpower not to come before he was allowed to, the muscles in his legs visibly trembling at how much he wanted to orgasm.

“Fuck, that’s so good!” Hazel moaned. “Seeing you two like that, so hot.”

She looked amazing, too, her legs spread so that Tamsin could fuck steadily into her wet pussy. Jamie groaned. “God, I don’t know how long I can last,” he muttered, snapping his hips forward. Tamsin arched her back to meet him, her perfectly toned ass bouncing against Jamie’s thighs.

Tamsin pressed herself forward, her hands sliding up to Hazel’s breasts. She pinched at her nipples, Hazel giving a cry which made pleasure race up Jamie’s spine. 

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Tamsin. Can I come? Please? You feel so good.” 

For a moment, Jamie thought she’d say no again, make him wait even longer. But then, Tamsin rocked back. “Yes, come inside me, Jamie, fill me up!” she urged. Jamie hardly needed any more encouragement than that! He’d been on the verge of a climax for what felt like forever. With a loud cry, Jamie fucked forward, falling over that sweet, sweet edge.

His hands gripped harder against Tamsin as he slammed into her, burst after burst until all Jamie could do was pull back. Tamsin glanced over her shoulder at him, smirking slightly. “Best make me come, otherwise Hazel won’t be allowed to,” she told him.

“Uhhh,” Jamie groaned, Tamsin’s words trickling slowly through his mind. Fuck, yeah, he wanted to make sure Hazel came! And Tamsin, too. He wanted to watch them both give in to the overwhelming pleasure. 

He pulled back, both hands on Tamsin’s thighs as he dipped his head. He pressed his tongue into Tamsin’s pussy from behind, licking up the combined taste of his come and her wetness. 

She moaned, still slamming forward into Hazel, who cried out just as loudly. “Ooooh, he’s got his tongue in me, Hazel,” Tamsin breathed. “He’s going to prove to me how good he is with it.” 

“Fuck, yes,” Hazel moaned. “Oh, he’s very good, Tamsin! And so are you. Your cock feels so good in me,” she breathed. It made Jamie’s heart soar with desire, even if his cock was not going to get hard for a little while yet. Hearing Hazel praise Tamsin like that felt great. Jamie wanted to give something back to Tamsin for pleasing Hazel.

His tongue licked up from her pussy to her clit, licking over it before Tamsin moved away to fuck into Hazel. He waited for her to return, repeating the motion again and again.

“Ooh, yes, fuck!” Tamsin cried out. At the same time, she kept fucking Hazel. “I’m going to make her beg me to come, Jamie, I will,” she told him. He felt more than saw her move her hand. It slid between her and Hazel’s body. In response, Hazel moaned even louder.

“Uhh, fuck! Tamsin, please,” Hazel whined.

Jamie couldn’t help but respond. The sound of Hazel begging always got him so turned on. He licked Tamsin’s pussy even more energetically, tongue swirling over her clit whenever he got the chance. She tasted so sweet, her wetness coating Jamie’s tongue. 

He moaned, sure that the vibrations would buzz against Tamsin. The way she cried out made Jamie grin. His fingers gripped her hips harder, nails skating across her skin as he tried to keep up with the force of her movements. 

She fucked Hazel so hard, the bed bouncing and creaking beneath them. Jamie wanted to add his own pleas to the murmurs Hazel was still making. But he focused on making Tamsin feel good. If he could make her come, she would make Hazel come. So Jamie pursed his lips around her clit, sucking hard to try to push Tamsin all the way to orgasm. 

“Fuck! Yesss!” Tamsin cried out. She fucked herself against Jamie’s face harder and faster until he could positively feel her muscles tightening. He wanted to push her over, to make her scream with pleasure. He focused on doing just that. One of his hands slid from Tamsin’s hip to her pussy, fingers moving inside her to be that last bit that tipped her over.

It worked; she came hard against Jamie’s mouth, her pussy tightening around his fingers. “Yes!” she screamed, before fucking forward into Hazel again. “Fuck, Jamie, that’s so good, you’ve done so well,” she moaned. “Now go play with Hazel’s tits so you can help me make her come, too.”

Jamie didn’t even question it. He obeyed Tamsin automatically, crawling up the bed so he could stretch out beside Hazel. She looked thoroughly-fucked, her body glowing from the exertion and the pleasure. Jamie grinned, then kissed his way across her chest. With lips still wet from Tamsin’s pussy, he brushed across her nipple, teasing it lightly between his teeth. 

He knew exactly how to make Hazel surrender to her orgasm. After a few gentle strokes with his tongue, Jamie lifted his hand to Hazel’s breast. His fingers pinched hard against her nipple, giving it a tug he knew would be as much pain as pleasure. 

“Jamie!” Hazel cried. And then Tamsin slammed into her, making Hazel scream her name, too. “Oh, yes, yes! That’s so good, fuck!” she moaned. Tamsin began to fuck Hazel steadily, her hand still between their legs. Jamie could see the way her fingers moved. He sucked Hazel’s nipple harder, wanting to help her orgasm along.

Hazel’s whole body seemed to vibrate, breasts bouncing against Jamie’s grip as Tamsin fucked her. “Please! Please, fuck, Tamsin, please may I come? May I?” she begged. Jamie loved hearing it, even if it wasn’t him she was begging to.

“Yes, you may,” Tamsin moaned, never ceasing to fuck Hazel hard.

Jamie pressed his teeth to either side of Hazel’s nipple. He heard her breath catch, her whole body tense as her orgasm rocketed through her. She screamed, the sound not quite forming Jamie’s name or Tamsin’s, but something in between. Jamie swirled his tongue around her nipple, loving the way Hazel’s cries softened into whimpers as the sensation became too much. 

He pulled away, pressing kisses up to Hazel’s mouth. He caught her lips between his, swallowing up the last of her moans. When he pulled back, he was nearly as breathless as Hazel was. 

And Tamsin still looked stunning. Her breasts bounced as she slid the strap-on into Hazel’s pussy one last time before she withdrew. Jamie licked his lips, turned on, but too tired to immediately do anything about it. 

“That was amazing,” he said softly. “Yeah, Hazel? Better than I imagined.” 

At first, Hazel couldn’t even muster words, just a sigh that sounded so content. It pleased Jamie to see her like this, to see her so thoroughly fucked-out. He glanced up at Tamsin, who looked so confident, so sure of herself. And why wouldn’t she be? She had definitely made them both come so fucking hard!

“Going to help me clean up, Jamie?” Tamsin asked. When Jamie frowned, unsure what she meant, Tamsin rocked her hips. The silicone strap-on wobbled, still wet from Hazel’s pussy.

Jamie hesitated. He loved the taste of Hazel’s pussy! But he’d never put his mouth on something that looked like a dick before. It felt… like something Jamie shouldn’t want to do. And yet, at the same time, the thought sent a dark thrill down his spine. 

“Uh.” He glanced up, meeting Tamsin’s eyes and feeling his cheeks go instantly red. “Will you punish me if I don’t?” Maybe Jamie could take the punishment, instead. He liked being whipped and paddled. Even if his ass was already stinging from Tamsin’s earlier treatment. 

Tamsin shrugged. “No,” she answered simply. “If you don’t want to, you don’t want to. But I thought you might like to.” 

Her voice was sinfully alluring. Jamie turned towards her, crawling closer. Glancing back, he saw Hazel watching him with wide eyes. Fuck. His stomach swooped. 

Slowly, Jamie lowered his mouth to the head of the cock. He dragged his tongue along it. The familiar taste of Hazel’s pussy sent a surge of heat through him. Feeling bold, he parted his lips to let Tamsin slide the dick across his tongue.

“There’s a good boy,” Tamsin praised. Her hand came to Jamie’s hair, tugging against it lightly. The words seemed to light a fire low in his belly. He took her cock deeper into his mouth. It was such a new feeling for Jamie but he loved how amazing it was to have Tamsin above him, her hand running through his hair.

He licked the cock clean of Hazel’s taste, until it was just the feeling of silicone against his lips. “Good, good,” Tamsin hummed, pulling back. She glanced over Jamie at Hazel. “You enjoy that, Hazel?”

Almost in a daze, Jamie turned to Hazel. She looked so good, spread across the bed, her bare breasts rising and falling as she breathed. “Y-yeah,” Hazel nodded. “Fuck, you’re both so hot. I loved watching you,” she told them.

Jamie smiled. He felt like a different man than the one who had walked in tonight! He turned his head, glancing between Hazel and Tamsin. “You’ve both been amazing,” he breathed. “Thank you.” He wasn’t sure how much more he could take. But if it was what they wanted, he would try. 

Tamsin must have read his mind, because she laughed. Getting to her feet, her fingers moved to the buckles of the harness, slipping it down her hips and over her soft thighs. “And thank you both, for being so obedient,” she praised, making Jamie puff his chest up with pride. 

“Go on, you can cuddle together,” Tamsin told them. “I’ll clean everything up. And perhaps by the time I’m done, you’ll both have the energy to take care of me, hm?” 

Jamie was sure he would! He stretched his body next to Hazel’s, one hand resting on her stomach. “What do you think?” he asked. “Are you up for more, later?” 

“Oh yes,” Hazel nodded energetically. Jamie laughed at that. He was sure if he’d asked her if she was ready to go again right now she’d say yes, too, despite how well fucked she looked. He pressed a kiss against her lips. Hazel returned it happily.

Jamie saw the way Tamsin grinned. “Good,” she nodded. “Get your strengths up, I can be pretty demanding,” she teased before leaving the two of them together on the bed, enjoying each other as much as they had enjoyed Tamsin. And they would enjoy her even more later on!


Working Hard


For the most part, Wes loved Penny working from their shared home. Not needing to commute into the office meant more time to cuddle in the mornings, and longer evenings to spend together over dinner. 

But some days, the temptation of knowing Penny was right there was almost irresistible. 

They’d woken late, with only enough time to exchange a few heated kisses before Penny’s first work call of the day. Ever since then, Wes’s libido had been running riot. No matter how hard he tried to focus on his own work, his mind kept chasing after images of his girlfriend. Penny in nothing but her underwear, applying lipstick before putting on the rest of her clothes. 

He ached to finish what they’d started. But Wes knew better than to interrupt. A closed door to Penny’s home office was a clear signal; one he wouldn’t interfere with. 

By late afternoon, Wes had finished everything on his to-do list for the day. Thinking that the smell of cooking might tempt Penny out, he headed for the kitchen. Wes stopped short when he spotted the door to her office wide open! 

Wes’s heart thundered in his chest. Without even stopping to think, he dropped to his knees at the threshold. Biting his lip, he held back a muffled curse as he hit the floor a little too hard. 

“Penny?” he asked, holding his breath, hoping against hope that her door hadn’t come open accidentally. Fuck, he wanted her to be ready to play! 

Feeling his pulse in his throat, Wes awaited a reply. He was willing to wait! So willing, for as long as he could wait somewhere Penny could see. Of course, ideally, she wouldn’t make him wait, but Wes was prepared. 

He heard her feet against the floor before he saw her. Normally, on days she traveled to the office, Penny would wear heels to work. These days, she didn’t bother.

Wes could hardly blame her for that, even if he did love seeing Penny in her high-heeled shoes. Still, the sight of her in that tight black dress she wore to work, bare feet or not, made Wes want her so much!

“Oh, what have we here?” Penny hummed, smirking down at Wes. “Are you being needy, baby?” she asked. From her tone, Wes was certain that she wasn’t against his neediness.

A blush stained Wes’s cheeks as he tilted his head to let Penny see the effect she had on him. “Yes,” he admitted. “You’ve had the door closed all day.” Which was Penny’s right, of course. That didn’t stop Wes from missing her. 

His body swayed towards her, wanting to feel the brush of her fingers against his skin. But Wes didn’t make contact. It was up to Penny whether she would reward him with her touch, or discipline him for being needy. Or, though Wes hoped not, ignore him until she chose the time for them to play. 

“You did open the door,” Wes pointed out. “I wouldn’t have interrupted you otherwise.” 

“I know.” Wes felt pride swell in his chest. The way Penny sounded so sure made him happy. He behaved well for her and she expected that of him. More than that, she appreciated it. It made Wes want to be so good for her, to receive that praise and, hopefully, her time as well. 

Penny was close enough to touch, but she didn’t. Wes had to keep a soft whine from escaping him. “I have a meeting in a bit, probably about ten minutes,” she told him. Wes felt his heart sink. He’d really hoped that the open door would be an invitation! But if Penny still had meetings, she could hardly play!

Except, there was a glint in Penny’s eyes that Wes recognized.

“Yes.” She nodded. “I would very much like you to come in. You’re going to strip and you’re going to be hard, yes?” Wes licked his lips, nodding. “And then you’re going to play with yourself just so I can see. My meeting is going to be very important, so you better not make any noises, hmm?”

Wes’s eyes flew open, lips parting slightly but no sound escaping. The heat that poured through him at Penny’s words was overwhelming, making his heart jump a meter inside his chest. “Oh fuck,” he breathed. It was a challenge. It was a big challenge. 

While Penny watched, Wes passed his tongue slowly over his lower lip. Penny’s work was important. He knew how much it mattered to her that her colleagues think well of her. Wes couldn’t agree to this unless he was reasonably sure he could actually do it. 

It would be difficult. Especially with Penny right there, looking so good in her tight black dress. But Wes wanted to do it. He wanted to please Penny and show her that he would do anything to make her happy. 

“Yes,” he promised. “I’ll be so quiet, no one will know I’m here!” The thought sent a thrill down Wes’s spine. Being there, but secretly! It was like getting naked in public. 

“Apart from me,” Penny grinned. And yes! Fuck. The idea was so hot. Wes wanted to achieve everything Penny had set out for him. He wanted to tease Penny with how hot he could look but also be so quiet for her. Make her proud to own him! Wes always loved making Penny proud to claim him as hers. And this was the perfect opportunity. Maybe if he did well, she’d let him do so much more after, too!

Penny stepped back, letting Wes into her home office. It was always very well organized. In the center of the room, there was a fluffy rug that Wes had given Penny. Sitting in the middle of that was a cushion. Wes realized with a thrill that it was for him to kneel on. She’d planned this all out! That, too, sent heat through him.

His fingers itched to touch himself, just like Penny had instructed. Wes pictured her imagining this, dreaming it all up over her paperwork. A wave of confidence rose up in him, the way it always did when Penny showed how much she believed him capable of. 

Walking onto the rug, Wes’s toes curled in the luxurious fluff. Now he was glad he hadn’t bothered with socks or shoes; those were clothes not standing between him and obeying Penny’s instructions. 

He turned towards her chair, waiting until Penny settled back into it. Her head faced the computer screen, but Wes could see her eyes watching him as he slowly lifted the hem of his t-shirt. 

Not knowing when Penny’s call might be, Wes wondered if he should hurry getting his clothes off. But if Penny had wanted him to do this at any sort of specific pace, she would have told him as much. So he didn’t rush, instead, making his movements almost painfully slow. The muscles in his arms stung as he controlled them to make the motions slow and intentional.

With his shirt off, Wes moved on to his pants. Undoing the button and then lowering the zipper, both in a similarly agonizing fashion. Penny’s eyes never left him, carefully following each move. That seemed to somehow make Wes even more desperate, heat almost throbbing through him. His cock already so hard for her.

It was only his boxers still in the way when the unmistakable ring of a video call resounded from Penny’s computer. “Don’t stop,” she instructed before he watched her click her mouse, smiling widely at the screen as she offered a ‘hello’.

Two bright spots of embarrassment and arousal burned on Wes’s cheeks. It was hard to know what made him hotter, the knowledge that someone else was an unknowing assistant to their games, or the desire to keep Penny’s attention on him. Wes’s cock thickened, tenting the fabric of his boxers. Wes bit back a groan, eyes widening and how early he’d almost blown the whole thing! 

As he stretched the waistband of his boxers out over his dick, Wes was much more careful not to make a noise. The fabric slid down his thighs with a swoosh - one that Wes was sure was only audible to him. 

Penny smiled, making Wes feel as though her eyes were on him even as she chatted with her colleague. Slowly, Wes went to his knees, swallowing hard as he adjusted the cushion under him. 

He paused, briefly unsure what to do. But Penny’s orders had been explicit! 

Curling his fingers around his cock, Wes started to touch himself. 

The thrill of doing this, of being so exposed for Penny, made Wes feel feverish with desire. His fingers tightened around his shaft, slow strokes as he went. It would hardly do to rush into this too fast. 

Penny’s glances every so often flickered over to Wes. It was almost impossible to read her. She was in work-mode, talking about something that Wes couldn’t even focus on. He could hear her voice but hardly tell what it was she was even saying.

Flicking his fingers over the top of his cock, Wes used the precum as some kind of lube, sliding his slick fingers over himself. His eyes stayed on Penny, but Wes was sure he could tease a bit too, so he brought his free hand up to one of his nipples, flicking it with a soundless moan.

He thought he saw a warm pink glow bloom on Penny’s cheeks, so subtle that nobody would even notice if they weren’t looking for it. He grinned, leaning back to put his body even more on display. The muscles in his stomach rippled, tensing and relaxing as pleasure coursed through him. 

It was so hard not to make a single noise! Wes had to bite down on his lower lip, teeth sending a spark of pain across his nerves. He shifted, rolling his hips up into the circle of his fingers. If he closed his eyes, he could imagine it was Penny’s hand he was fucking into! 

But he didn’t keep them closed for long. He wanted to see Penny, to watch as she continued to do her best impression of ignoring his performance. 

Whatever her meeting was about, Penny seemed perfectly able to concentrate on it. Wes would be far too distracted to take in anything at all. He was already so distracted he couldn’t even have repeated what Penny’s meeting was about! But Wes also desperately wanted to distract Penny, to make his performance something she wanted to watch exclusively.

Not being allowed to make any sounds made everything so much more challenging. But Wes was good at a challenge. His hand slid over his hardness, the precum leaking from the tip. Had he not been so horny, Wes might have worried about dirtying the carpet. But as it was, he was far more preoccupied with catching Penny’s eye.

“Alright, thanks, Patrick,” Penny nodded at the computer. “I will make sure to send you the documents by tonight.” That bit Wes did hear; it sounded like the call might be coming to an end!

His suspicion was confirmed when Penny said her goodbyes and disconnected the call. Her smile widened as she turned around in her chair to properly face Wes. “Good job, baby, not a single whimper. You can be loud now if you want.”

Immediately, Wes let loose a resounding moan, the bite mark on his lower lip zinging with pain as he finally released it from between his teeth. Penny turned her chair towards him, eyes bright and cheeks still glowing. 

“Fuck! Penny!” Wes was careful not to speed up. Penny had said he could be loud, but she hadn’t given him permission to come. Besides, Wes would much rather his orgasm come from something Penny did! 

His fingers tightened, making Wes see an explosion of stars as pleasure rolled up in a great wave. “Uh, uh,” he grunted, loving the way Penny leaned forward, as if she wanted to catch every one of his noises now that he was allowed to make them. 

When she stood up, Wes’s eyes instantly went to her. That black dress showed off Penny’s curves so beautifully, but he would also very much like to get her out of it. Penny knew it, too, if the way she ran a hand over her side was any indication. Through the material of her dress, Wes could see her nipples harden. He knew that at least in this instance, it showed that she, too, was aroused.

Once she’d walked around her desk, Penny leaned against it. “You’re doing so well,” she praised, making pride swoop through Wes again. He loved hearing her say that, telling him how good of a job he was doing for her. “I’ve got some administrative things that I need to do, but I am open to seeing how distracted you can make me,” she told him, a grin playing on Penny’s lips.

Turning to walk back around her desk, Penny hitched the skirt of her dress up before nodding at Wes. “Crawl over,” she told him before returning to her seat.

Wes felt his mouth begin to water, even before he’d taken a single step. Fuck, he loved the idea of distracting Penny as much as she’d been distracting him all day! Crawling across the floor, Wes could feel Penny’s gaze on him, the knowledge that she was watching tickling over his skin. His hard cock, instantly abandoned, bounced against his stomach while he crossed the distance between them. 

As he reached her chair, Penny reached a hand out, running her fingers playfully through Wes’s hair. She tugged, hard, a thrill of pain racing down Wes’s spine. He gasped, fingers closing around Penny’s ankle to keep himself grounded. 

“Can I take your panties off?” Wes asked, looking up. “That would help with distracting you.” 

“It would help with distracting me,” Penny agreed with a soft chuckle. She parted her legs, nodding. “Yes, I would like you to take my panties off,” she told him. Wes hardly needed to hear it twice. His hands traveled up Penny’s legs, breath catching at how soft her skin was. With his nails dragging over Penny’s inner thigh, she too, took a deep inhale.

But then, before Wes could hope he’d get more out of her, he heard Penny click something on her computer. She did shift to let him get the material of her panties off, but it was more like being helpful than actually anything else. Her seeming disinterest shouldn’t have felt as hot as it did, but Wes’s whole body warmed, his cock painfully hard as it throbbed between his legs.

Determined to make her notice him, Wes pressed a wet kiss to the skin of Penny’s inner thigh. When that failed to even make her shift against him, Wes tried with his teeth, instead, scraping them against the warm curve of muscle. His fingers spanned Penny’s knees, holding her legs as far apart as she would allow. 

Dragging his tongue up the line of her thigh, Wes just barely brushed against Penny’s pussy. The taste of her made him moan, vibrations rumbling through his chest. Penny did move a little then, pressing forward on her seat to bring her closer to Wes’s mouth. 

He lapped delicately, circling her clit without quite touching it. If he could make Penny whimper for him, that would be a triumph! 

But despite his best efforts, Penny stayed stoic. It would have been frustrating had it not been so thrilling. Wes loved how she could do that, how she could act like he wasn’t eating her out, making pleasure cruise through her. And he knew he was making her feel good, because Wes was very skilled in making Penny feel good with his mouth. He had a lot of confidence in his own abilities.

It didn’t make it any less exciting, though, to have her react so scarcely. When Penny did make a sound, it was a muffled one, her lower lip sucked between her teeth. Wes took it as a victory. To show Penny how much he appreciated her noises, he ran his tongue over her clit, pressing the tip tighter against it.

“Ahh,” she gave a soft intake of breath, one hand briefly moving down to Wes’s head, stroking through his hair before retreating again. He was on the right path!

Her pussy grew wetter against his mouth with every movement. Wes took that as another sign that he was doing well. He lapped his tongue eagerly, gathering every glimmer of Penny’s liquids as fast as he could. When his tongue teased over her clit again, he felt Penny’s thighs tremble. 

Grazing his nails across the muscle of her legs, Wes pursed his lips around her clit. The sudden onslaught of pleasure made Penny catch her breath. Wes’s heart pounded against his ribs, desire pulsing through him with every beat. 

Fuck, his cock ached from being hard for such a long time! And yet, even though Penny couldn’t have known, Wes didn’t touch it. All of his attention was on Penny, on pleasing her until she told him to do otherwise.

When the clicking of her keyboard stopped, Wes took it both as another victory on his part but also an indication that he needed to put even more effort into things. His tongue began to lap faster, the fingers that had stroked Penny’s thigh skillfully sliding inside her. In response, Penny’s hips bucked and her legs parted even more, letting Wes gain more access. His fingers curled, earning another soft moan from Penny.

“Mmm, that’s good, baby,” she told him, her hand returning to his head. “Just like that, yeah,” she moaned. And this time, Wes was very determined not to let her just go back to work. He wanted to make her come, wanted to make her scream. He’d make her come so hard that she couldn’t think about work at all!

His fingers stroked inside her, twisting and curling until he felt her muscles tighten around him. Knowing he’d found the right spot, Wes’s tongue circled her clit, over and over until he could feel the ache from working so hard. Even so, Wes didn’t stop. A little ache was more than worth it to bring Penny to climax. 

She shifted, her breathing going ragged above him. All work-related sound had ceased, the office filling with noises of pleasure, instead. Wes crooked his fingers, drawing a stuttering moan from Penny’s lips. His tongue pressed harder, applying more pressure to the bundle of nerves. 

“Yesss!” she cried, the sound almost shocking as it broke through the soft whimpers she’d given so far. Penny rocked faster and harder against Wes’s fingers. She was so close. He gave it his all, tongue circling Penny’s clit over and over again, her wetness dripping down his chin. Hearing her moan more and more gave Wes all the encouragement he needed.

When she did come, it was beautiful: hard and fast, her pussy clenching around his fingers. Penny’s whole body vibrated against him. Her grip in his hair tightened. Wes couldn’t help but give a moan of his own at the light pain it caused. As her orgasm slowed, so did Wes’s tongue, making sure to lick through the last throes until Penny pushed his head back.

“Fuck, baby, good job!” she praised. “Such a good boy you are.” The words went straight to Wes’s already incredibly hard dick. This time, he couldn’t resist running his hand down to it, stroking over it softly. “Mmm,” Penny hummed. “I have great plans for that, too, don’t worry,” she smirked.

There was something so thrillingly naughty about crawling out from under Penny’s desk, his dick hard and glistening, with Penny’s wetness coating his cheeks and chin. Even though Penny’s home office was private, it still felt like a risk: one that set Wes’s heart hammering against his ribs.

“What plans?” he asked, nuzzling into Penny’s hand as she stroked her liquids from his face. Despite her orgasm, she looked barely ruffled, her dress and hair still so completely immaculate. In contrast to Wes’s appearance, it made him feel even more excitingly filthy. 

Another soft hum fell from her lips. The way Penny smiled, Wes knew that he’d love whatever plans she had for him. “I want you to fuck me bent over this chair,” she informed Wes so nonchalantly that it took him a moment to connect what the words meant. When he did, a low groan fell from Wes’s lips. Yeah, he was definitely up for doing that!

It wasn’t very often that Penny wanted him to take her from behind. But when she did, Wes always enjoyed it. Pushing him away from the chair with one foot, Penny stood up. “You’re not to dirty my dress,” she informed him. “I have to go back to work soon.” And with that, she turned around, kneeling up on the chair and then glancing over her shoulder at Wes.

“You can push it up, though,” she allowed.

Wes’s hands trembled as he brought them to the hem of Penny’s dress. Arousal coursed through him, making everything feel so much sharper and hotter. He groaned, pushing the fabric up Penny’s thighs, feeling the softness of her skin against his knuckles. 

Her ass looked amazing, so round and full. Wes licked his lips as he tugged the dress up over it, leaving it rucked around Penny’s hips. His cock ached, his eyes drawn immediately to the sight of Penny’s pussy. He knew how good it would feel as it clenched tight around him. 

But he didn’t want to rush. Even if Penny had a deadline, it was important to Wes to make this good for her. 

He stroked his hands over Penny’s ass, giving it a light squeeze. She smirked at him again, but Penny didn’t tell Wes to rush so he didn’t. Instead, he took his time to enjoy the feel of Penny’s ass. Then, finally, he moved in closer, letting the tip of his cock brush through her wetness. They both moaned. Wes had to tighten his grip against Penny’s hip just to keep himself steady.

After what felt like a forever of teasing them both, Wes finally pushed inside Penny. She was just as hot as he’d expected. Tight and wet around his dick. “Ahhh, fuck, yes,” she breathed, one hand settling against the back of her chair as she pushed back to meet Wes’s body. “Mmm, your cock feels good, baby! So fucking good.”

Wes moaned, the sound communicating his pleasure better than any words. Penny felt amazing. But more than that, pride swept through Wes at knowing he was making her feel good, too. He’d made her come once already, but that was no reason not to do it again. 

He knew just how to fuck her, exactly how hard and at what angle. The office chair rocked under them, knocking into the hard edge of Penny’s desk. As Wes slammed his cock forward, he let one hand creep under Penny’s body, taking the weight of one full, round breast. 

Even through her dress, he could feel how stiff her nipple had become. Working his fingers against it, Wes tugged and squeezed as best he could to the same rhythm as his hips smacking against Penny’s ass. 

Having her like this, fucking her in front of her work computer, somewhere that she had to sit and focus, felt good! Wes wanted this to be something she could remember as she did her important paperwork. So he fucked her steadily, making sure to drive his cock into her pussy as deep as she’d have him.

“Uhhh, fuck, yes!” Penny cried. Her knuckles whitened as she held the back of the chair, rocking with it as Wes screwed her. She pushed back, too, making sure that he knew how much she wanted this. Which he did, because her pussy was so fucking hot. “Yes, Wes!” Penny moaned. “Come on, baby, make me come!”

Wes’s shout in response was wordless, echoing off the walls around them, even louder than the sounds of skin-on-skin. Yes, he wanted that! Wanted to make Penny fall apart. He loved feeling the way her body reacted when he brought her to orgasm. 

Tightening his grip on her breast, Wes tugged again at her nipple. Her cry sizzled through the air between them, so hot Wes could feel it against his skin. He drove his hips forward, angling them down to fill Penny’s pussy over and over again. 

“Ahhhh,” Penny screamed. Her ass slammed against Wes, making them both rock back. His grip on Penny’s hip held them in place. The chair moved faster, but they both seemed oblivious, focused so much on how great the other felt. “Harder!” Penny demanded. “Fuck me harder, baby!”

And oh, Wes did. He slammed forward as hard as he could, making them both scream in pleasure. Keeping the angle steady was the biggest challenge, but like before, Wes thrived on the difficulty. A bead of sweat dripped down his spine, a hand moving around from Penny’s hip to her pussy so his fingers could make sure she did come, just as she’d demanded.

Massaging her clit, Wes felt how her whole body shuddered as pleasure swept through her. Her rhythm faltered, but only for a moment. Wes kept up the pace, one hand pinning Penny’s hip. Every thrust pushed a fresh moan from Penny’s lips, the sound making Wes feel more and more desperate. 

He had to bite his lower lip once more, the sting of the pain helping keep himself under control. He couldn’t come. Not yet. Not until he’d satisfied Penny first. He circled his fingers round her clit, keeping the pressure varied so she wouldn’t become too sensitive. 

Leaning forward, Wes pressed his bitten lip to Penny’s shoulder, grazing his teeth over her skin for even more stimulation. 

She gave a delightful little whimper, mixed in with the moans and cries that echoed around them. The sharpness of his teeth clearly pushed all the right buttons. Wes used that knowledge to fuck her even faster. His fingers moved with them, rubbing against Penny’s clit over and over again until he knew she was close, every muscle tensing and clenching around him.

It was hard not to fall over that edge with her, but Wes wanted to wait, wanted her to give him the permission. A string of ‘yesyesyes’ fell from Penny’s lips. Wes held onto that, his fingers teasing her through the last throes of her orgasm until he pulled back, but only to fuck into her more.

“Oh fuck!” Penny cried. “Fuck, baby, yes! Uhhhh! Show me how much you love fucking me! I want to feel you come, but I want you to fuck me as hard as you can first!” her demands rang around them.

A thrill raced down Wes’s spine, Penny’s command spurring on his desire to show her how good he could be. He pulled his hand back from her pussy, careful not to smear his wet fingers on the fabric of her dress. She had told him not to dirty it. Even through the lust that addled Wes’s mind, those words remained clear. 

Gripping both Penny’s hips, Wes could hold her steady. The control sent a surge of desire through him, making him thrust forward with even more force. Penny whimpered once more, sounding so close to being helplessly overwhelmed. 

It pushed Wes even harder. His teeth caught the inside of his cheek, the zip of pain keeping him steady. “Fuck, fuck, Penny!” he groaned. “Ugh, you’re so fucking hot. I love fucking you. Love how good you feel.” 

She fucked back so well! Pushing against the chair, she made her body meet Wes’s more easily. Penny’s soft cries urged him on. There wasn’t going to be much time before he fully gave into how amazing she felt. But then, she had told him he could! All Wes had to do was fuck her harder until he couldn’t any longer.

Taking that as yet another challenge, Wes slammed forward, pounding into Penny so hard that the chair under them creaked. And then, he came, almost as hard as he’d been fucking her. His whole body tensed, hands gripping Penny’s sides hard as he gave one, two more thrusts and finally, filled her up just as he’d been told.

“Fuck,” Penny sighed under him when Wes realized he’d stopped moving. Glancing over her shoulder, she looked so nicely fucked, giving him a smile. “Good job, baby,” she praised.

The words uncurled pleasure inside Wes almost as intense as his orgasm had been. He loved when Penny praised him. And being praised for fucking her as hard as he possibly could was especially sweet. 

His softening cock slipped out of her, making Wes groan at the thought of how dirty Penny was now. Even if her dress was still carefully spotless! Her flushed face and disheveled hair only made her sparkling eyes that much more luminous. 

With a soft sigh of satisfaction, Wes stroked his hands over Penny’s silky skin. “Do you want me to help you tidy up?” he offered, even as he felt his movements slowing. 

She gave a soft laugh, shaking her head. “I don’t,” Penny told him. “But if you wanted to stay and kneel for me for a while, I certainly wouldn’t object,” she added, wiggling her eyebrows at him. When Wes took a step back, Penny stood up, pulling her dress down like nothing had happened. The way her cheeks were still flushed, though, it definitely had.

“I have to work a bit longer,” she told him. “The door will remain open, however, so you may come and go as you please. But for as long as you’re in this room,” she said, reaching out to put a hand on Wes’s bare shoulder. “I want you naked and kneeling.” She pushed down slightly and Wes easily dropped to his knees for her. He was always ready to drop to his knees for Penny.

It both amazed and thrilled him that she was able to go back to work! Wes felt like his mind was filled with nothing but Penny: the memories of the sounds she’d made, the way she felt around him. He couldn’t imagine having any brainpower left to concentrate on facts and figures. 

Luckily for him, he didn’t have to. Tilting his head up, he let his gaze focus on Penny as she gathered herself together. She smiled, brushing a hand briefly through Wes’s hair, sending a warm curl of affection through him. 

As the noise of typing began to fill the office, Wes let himself be lulled into a quiet, contemplative space. His whole body felt relaxed, his mind dipping easily into a kind of trance in which thoughts of Penny were all that existed.

It was incredibly restful, even though Wes’s eyes stayed open. He handed everything over to Penny, knowing she would stir him when she wanted to finish work so that they could spend the rest of their evening together. 


Collared at Halloween


Just because there had been no parties organized this Halloween, that was no reason not to get dressed up. Not as far as Janet was concerned, anyway. When Levi had asked if he, too, should buy a costume, Janet had told him honestly that she didn’t plan to keep him in clothes for longer than half an hour. So there didn’t seem much point. 

The fun for Janet was in dressing up herself. The ‘sexy vampire countess’ outfit she’d ordered online had been expensive, but worth it! The red velvet dress hugged her curves beautifully, showing off her ample cleavage. The slit up one side revealed a flash of long, smooth leg, carefully encased in a black stocking. 

As much fun as it had been to put on, Janet could hardly wait to order Levi to take it off! First, though, she wanted him to enjoy the sight of her. Her long black hair cascaded down her back, setting off her pale skin. 

“How do I look?” she asked, finally emerging from their bedroom to display the outfit for Levi’s appreciation. 

Levi took a moment to take in just how she looked. Janet grinned. She could tell there was distinct appreciation, so she didn’t rush him to answer. Instead, Janet put her hands on her hips, looking even more the character she was dressing up as. Levi seemed to agree; his tongue darted out to wet his lips.

“You look like you need a servant,” he answered, making Janet laugh. It wasn’t the answer she had expected, but that didn’t mean she didn’t still enjoy it. But Levi seemed to worry that she wanted something more, because he rushed to add. “You look really hot. Like... wow! You look like an olden-days lady. But sexy.”

Moving closer, Janet raked her fingers through Levi’s hair, tugging his head back just enough to expose the column of his throat. She bent her head, dragging her tongue over his fluttering pulse. “A servant,” she echoed. The idea was appealing. Of course, having Levi submit to Janet’s whims was hardly new. 

“Would you like to serve me, Levi?” Janet asked, knowing the answer. She stepped back, letting her gaze sweep over Levi’s muscular form. Even in regular clothes, he looked good. Sexy. “Take off your shirt,” Janet demanded. “Let me see if you have what I’m looking for in a servant.” 

“Oh, yes, please, ma’am,” he answered almost instantly, taking a step back so he could pull his shirt over his head. “I would serve you so well, ma’am,” he promised. The polite address went straight to Janet’s pussy, making the dress feel all the tighter. It wasn’t that difficult to imagine what it might have been like, to be a lady a few centuries back, with a man so eager to please her.

And Levi certainly was that. The muscles under his skin shifted, showcasing his hard work so well. Once shirtless, Levi bowed his head. “What else can I do to prove to you how much I’d like to serve you, ma’am?”

Janet reached out, brushing her fingers along the deep-cut lines of Levi’s abs. An answer popped easily to her mind, making her smirk her red-stained lips. “You can kneel.” She didn’t need to wait long. Levi dropped to the ground so fast that Janet felt sure it must have hurt. 

“Good.” She walked around, running her hand through Levi’s hair, bringing it forward to fall over his forehead. Her nails scratched lightly, making him shiver under her touch. “I know what you need,” she said, purring a promise into the words. 

She crossed their living room, picking up her handbag from where she’d dropped it. For all she’d said that Levi wouldn’t need a costume, she had bought something for him to wear. 

Holding the black-leather collar up for his inspection, Janet’s breath caught at the desire in Levi’s eyes. “If you wear this for me, you’ll have to be good,” she instructed. 

“I will be good,” Levi promised, his eyes focused on the collar. “Please, ma’am. I will be so good for you. I’ll show you I deserve the collar, I will.” And Janet didn’t doubt that he would. They played with collars sometimes, but this one matched her dress so perfectly that Janet hadn’t been able to resist buying it.

Walking back over to Levi, she stroked her fingers through his hair. He bent his head, neck exposed to her in such a submissive way that it made Janet’s breath catch. Carefully, she slipped the leather collar around him, fastening it in place and making sure that it wasn’t too tight. Or too loose, for that matter.

She brushed her fingers over the supple leather, feeling the contrast between the material and Levi’s skin. Her pulse raced beneath her dress, heart thumping so loudly that she felt sure Levi must be able to hear it. 

“You look amazing,” she said honestly. Levi would look even more amazing when Janet ordered him to strip completely. Even anticipating it made her body heat up. But first, she had other plans. 

Walking across the room, Janet relished the click of her heels against the floor. Mindful of her dress, she sank slowly into a seat, smoothing the fabric down over her thighs. 

“Crawl to me.” 

There was no hesitation. Levi moved slowly, but very deliberately. Janet knew he wanted her to enjoy the sight. And she certainly did. It wasn’t the first, and certainly wouldn’t be the last time, that she got him to crawl for her. Crawl to her. When Levi stopped, it was to kneel at her feet, looking up at Janet like she was the best thing he’d ever seen.

Janet could practically see Levi slipping into his subspace. She was going to do her best to keep him there. The collar, she had no doubt, would go a long way toward achieving that.

“Well done,” Janet praised. “You crawl beautifully.” A soft smile brushed Levi’s lips, making Janet wet hers in response. She stretched one leg forward, her dress falling away almost entirely. It left her exposed up to the thigh. The cool air against her skin made Janet bite back a groan. 

Levi’s hands lifted, then fell back into his lap. Janet smirked. He was so obedient, predicting what her desires would be even before she voiced them. “You may touch me,” she allowed. Instantly, Levi’s fingers brushed against her calf. He looked up at her, desire simmering in his gaze. “You like that?” she asked. “Do you enjoy how smooth my skin is?”

“Yes.” He nodded. Levi shifted in to brush his cheek over Janet’s leg. She hadn’t specified that the touching was to only be with his hands, so she allowed it. His fingers didn’t leave her either, though, sliding higher up and teasing the soft skin at the back of Janet’s knee. Levi was careful not to overstep his allowances. Janet certainly appreciated that.

His face was smooth as it pressed against her thigh and she could almost feel the gentle smile that was playing on his lips. This in its own right was a reward. Just being allowed to touch her. One of Janet’s hands dropped down, fingers caressing the top of Levi’s back. Such an obedient pet, he was.

Shifting, Janet let her legs spread, inching Levi’s hand higher up. As his fingers reached the sensitive skin of her thigh, she groaned, lifting her hips, encouraging Levi to continue. He moved at his own slow pace, as if he were memorizing every inch of her. 

Finally, his hand reached Janet’s pussy, his fingers teasing against the bare skin before he drew back with a shocked moan. Janet laughed. She’d known Levi wouldn’t have guessed that she hadn’t bothered to put panties on after her costume. They weren’t going out, so it was hardly as if she needed them. 

“Don’t stop,” she urged. 

“Yes, ma’am,” he nodded obediently, tongue wetting his lips before his fingers slid back up higher to explore Janet. He was gentle, but with just the right amount of firmness. His fingers slid easily between her legs to caress their way to her clit. Her pussy was already wet, wanting him to both tease and fill her.

Levi knew how to touch her, of course, yet he still took his time. A soft wave of pleasure rocked through Janet and she parted her legs more in invitation. Levi took it, two of his fingers sliding inside her, curling slightly to get a sharp cry out of Janet before he pulled back and then pushed in once again.

“Ohhh,” she sighed, the fingers of one hand curling in Levi’s hair. The other fisted the velvet of her dress, holding it out of the way so Levi could see what he was doing. Not that he seemed to need to! He was doing perfectly well at making pleasure cruise through Janet’s body without any help. 

Looking up at her, Levi’s eyes shone with desire, making Janet’s mouth go dry. She loved this, loved the power that Levi gave her. He was always so willing, so eager. His fingers twisted inside her, earning him a new, louder moan. “Fuck! It feels so good, Levi. Don’t stop.” 

He pillowed his cheeks against her thigh, his breath a warm rush across Janet’s sensitive pussy. “Use your mouth,” she urged. “Taste how wet I am for you!” 

It was like he had been waiting for the permission - and he almost definitely had been - because once given it, Levi’s mouth was quick to press against Janet’s pussy. He didn’t slow the steady pounding of his fingers, either. Instead, Levi’s tongue joined in, lapping up the wetness and making its way up to Janet’s clit.

He circled it, pressing harder and then licking lighter. The mix of sensations, together with the way his fingers moved in and out of her, felt great. He pushed her closer to the edge, but then walked all the way back. He wanted to show her how long he could do this for, how much he wanted to please her.

She wriggled against the chair, trying to get into a position where that pleasure would explode through her once again. But she didn’t demand that Levi satisfy her. Not yet. If he wanted to show her how long he could last, Janet was hardly going to refuse. But she did buck her hips, urging Levi to resume the attention of his tongue against her clit. 

Levi licked over it with hot, wet strokes that made Janet’s toes curl. She could hear the sound of his fingers plunging in and out of her, spreading her wetness all over his hand and her thighs. He looked so good, his head bowed and the collar wrapped around his throat, all of his concentration on Janet. He must be hard for her by now, but he gave no sign that he wanted to shift the focus onto himself. Instead, he carried on, dedicated to Janet’s pleasure in a way, that made her whole body feel like electricity was running through it. 

Levi’s tongue was as skilled as his fingers. He gave a soft groan that seemed to vibrate through Janet, making her moan even louder. One of her hands stroked through his hair and down to the collar, reminding them both of it being there. Levi seemed to lean into her touch. But at no point did his mouth lose contact with Janet’s pussy. His dedication was something she certainly appreciated.

And yet, still Levi wasn’t bringing her to that climax. He let her get close and then backed off again. Fingers still fucking her so delightfully, the sound of her wetness only slightly muffled by Levi’s mouth. She knew it wouldn’t take him long, all she had to do was demand it.

She let him carry on, her moans and cries urging him to work even harder, to bring her closer and closer to the point of no return. Her fingers ached from their tight grip in Levi’s hair, pulling him against her pussy, thighs squeezing on either side of his ears. Janet’s body was so ready, every nerve vibrating with eagerness. 

Finally, she gave in. “Fuck! Levi, make me come, go on!” He didn’t need to be told twice. He pursed his lips around Janet’s clit, the sudden pressure and suction making her hips buck up off the chair. She rode Levi’s face for a few moments before her climax broke over her. Unleashing a primal scream, Janet tipped her head back and let wave after wave of pleasure carry her away. 

Ribs rising and falling with every breath, she came back to herself. Glancing down, her gaze fell on Levi’s upturned face, looking thoroughly satisfied with himself. Janet reached out, fingers smearing her wetness over Levi’s cheeks. 

“Get up and get undressed,” she ordered, her tone indulgent. It really had been a very good orgasm. Levi deserved some kind of reward. 

It took him a moment to focus on the order, to let it sink in. But it hardly took Levi long. He stood, face still shiny with Janet’s liquids smeared across it. Reaching for his belt, Levi undid it quickly, with the buttons and the zipper following close after. He pushed the pants off in one swift movement. Janet smirked at how hard he was, his cock tenting the material of his boxers.

His eyes focused on Janet as he reached to push them off, too. His cock bounced free so delightfully that Janet had to wet her own lips at the sight. Levi stood there for her to look at, to know that he was hers.

“Shall I go back down on my knees, ma’am?” Levi asked. “Will you let me serve you?” he added, the tone so genuine that Janet’s heart skipped a beat. It was as if serving her was all Levi wanted. She did believe that maybe it was.

“Not here,” Janet answered. “Let’s go upstairs.” As Levi turned, her lips curved into a wicked smirk. “But you can crawl there, Levi.” Without missing a beat, he dropped, the muscles in his back stretching as he leaned forward to put his weight on his hands and knees. 

Getting to her feet, Janet let Levi move ahead of her. He couldn’t crawl very fast, which just meant that Janet got even longer to appreciate the sight of his bare, tight ass as he swayed his hips with every movement forward. 

By the time they reached the bedroom, Janet’s nipples were positively aching from how hard they’d become. “You may stand to help me undress,” she announced. 

“Yes, ma’am.” He nodded before standing as instructed. The dress wasn’t as complicated to get off as its real counterpart might have been, but Janet didn’t think that was a bad thing. She enjoyed the way Levi was still careful, like this was an expensive dress belonging to his Mistress. In a way, it was, even if perhaps expensive was the wrong word.

Still, the attention to detail made her feel hot all over. Knowing that he was being careful for her and because of her, always such a good and obedient pet. She turned around in Levi’s arms, stroking her nails over his sides and back, earning her a gentle moan as he carried on undoing the fastenings on her dress.

The heat that radiated off Levi’s skin sizzled in the air between them. Janet let the dress fall away, the velvet puddling at her feet. “Hang it up carefully,” she instructed. It was unlikely she’d wear the dress again any time soon, but a real countess would have wanted Levi to handle her clothes delicately. 

Besides, it was hot to watch Levi bend to gather the material, his hands slow and methodical as he made sure it was the right way up. Janet stood in her heels, stockings, and bra, watching as Levi moved towards their closet, hanging the dress on one of the hangers. 

“Very good.” Even that slight praise made Levi’s chin jerk up, a smile crossing his face as he met Janet’s eyes. “Leave the stockings and the heels on, but you may remove my bra,” Janet allowed. 

“Yes, ma’am.” He nodded obediently. Again, his hands were gentle as they traveled up Janet’s back and to her bra. She didn’t turn around, instead enjoying seeing just how close Levi was. She could smell his aftershave, see the beat of his pulse quicken. When he let her breasts spill free, Janet gave a soft moan and then watched the way Levi’s eyes darkened at it.

His cock brushed against Janet’s leg and Levi gave a sharp cry. But he was also quick to take a step back, knowing that he would have to wait for permission to be touched. If she chose to give him permission at all. But Janet rather wanted to, Levi had, after all, been ever so good for her.

Brushing her fingers over the leather of Levi’s collar, Janet smiled at the way he leaned into even that innocent touch. “Go and sit on the bed,” she instructed. “You can move the pillows around to get comfortable.” It took Levi a moment to move, as if pulling away from Janet’s orbit was physically difficult. 

Eventually, he did obey. Janet watched patiently while Levi rearranged the pillows so they’d support his back. “Legs a little further apart,” she added, crossing the room towards him. Levi swallowed as the bed dipped under Janet’s weight, seemingly mesmerized by the way her breasts swung with every movement. 

She crawled up his body, claiming his mouth in a fierce kiss before pulling back. “I want you to keep your hips still,” she warned, giving Levi just enough time to process the order before her hand wrapped around the base of his cock. 

“Ahh, fuck,” he cried out. But, following Janet’s orders, Levi did keep his hips still. He didn’t thrust up, even if Janet was sure he wanted to. Instead, he just gave soft groans as she stroked his cock. Her grip moved from tighter to looser, but all the while, she kept stroking. The sounds falling from Levi’s lips were intoxicating.

She saw the way he reached out to touch her, stopping short just at the point where she could feel the heat of his touch. “Please, may I?” he asked gently.

The words made Janet’s body ache with desire. Having Levi’s fingers so close to her skin was tantalizing, making her yearn for the moment he would touch her. “Yes,” she allowed, letting a moan pour forth when Levi’s fingers finally grazed across her shoulder. 

Shifting, Janet pressed herself into Levi’s touch. Her own hand kept working over his cock, fingers gathering the precum and using it to slide faster down to the base. Levi’s groan rumbled through his chest, so wanton and desperate. Janet wanted to get more of those sounds from him, to see how turned on she could make him before she went any further with their plans. 

It didn’t seem like she’d have to work too hard. Levi’s cock was so stiff! He used his free hand to grip against the sheets, to control the wish to thrust up into her touch, no doubt. Janet rewarded it by leaning in closer and dragging her teeth over his neck, making Levi whimper.

His grip briefly tightened against her side before he slid his palm over her back and then between them to seek out her breasts. His touch was gentle, but certainly intentional. He sought out one of her nipples, making it harden as he tugged against it lightly.

Janet cried out, pain and pleasure shooting through her and coiling tight. Levi’s fingers lightened, then pinched once more, his eyes wide as he drank in Janet’s reactions. She licked along the line of his collar, tracing his pulse point down his neck. Her tongue left a hot, wet trail as she shuffled back, pausing to pay attention to each of Levi’s nipples in turn. 

From the way he whimpered, Janet was sure he was desperate to buck up, to make her fingers move faster against his dick. But he stayed still, the muscles in his stomach jumping as Janet let her breasts sweep across his skin. 

Once she was out of Levi’s reach, he laced his fingers together, knuckles white from the effort it took not to brace himself against the mattress. “So good,” Janet praised. Dipping her head, she sucked the head of Levi’s cock between her lips. 

“Oh fuck!” he cried. This time, the ability to stay still left him. Levi’s hips did buck up, but only just. It was tempting to punish him for it, but Levi was already spluttering a string of apologies and pleas. Instead, Janet brought her hands to his hips, pressing Levi down against the mattress.

With her strength holding him down, Levi didn’t try to buck up again. His moans did get louder, though, especially as she took his cock deeper into her mouth. “Uhhhh,” he whined. “Fuuuck. Janet! Ahh, that feels so good.”

She gave a moan, muffled by the girth of Levi’s cock. The taste of him made her mouth water, her lips forming a tight seal as she stroked her tongue up and down his thick shaft. Her nails pressed into Levi’s hips, pinning him to the mattress as she swallowed his cock all the way down to the base. 

Levi’s moan echoed off the walls. His thighs tensed and quivered. Pulling back, Janet’s tongue circled the head of his dick, lapping up the precum. She licked her lips before saying, “I want you to tell me before you come, okay?” 

“I will, I promise,” Levi answered instantly. His hands still gripped the sheets, knuckles almost snow white. Smirking, Janet lowered her head back down, lips wrapping around Levi’s cock once again. She didn’t move faster, but her tongue did swirl around him steadily.

Levi’s muscles tensed under her touch. He tried to push up again, but almost just so she’d push him back into the mattress. He groaned loudly and Janet pressed her tongue tighter against the base of Levi’s dick before sucking her cheeks in. She would have smirked at the sound he made, almost a primal noise rumbling up from deep within him. But of course, her mouth was rather busy.

“Fuck, I’m close, Janet, so fucking close, please,” Levi breathed.

Janet pulled away, relishing the whimper of loss that fell from Levi’s lips. His whole body quivered, straining after her without quite lifting from his position against the mattress. While she gave him time to cool down, Janet traced idle patterns over his stomach, over his thighs, appreciating the firmness of the muscle beneath her touch. 

“What do you want?” she asked, meeting Levi’s eyes. She always enjoyed giving him a choice. Especially when that choice was between two things which would please her very much indeed. “Do you want me to finish sucking your cock? Or do you want to fuck me?” 

Before Levi could answer, Janet held up a finger. “If you choose to fuck me, you have to make me come again before I’ll let you come.” 

“I want to come in your pussy,” Levi breathed and Janet smirked. It answered her question. And now that she’d set the rules in place, she was sure that Levi would, in fact, make her come before he even dared to ask her for his own orgasm. She watched as Levi’s tongue darted out to wet his lips and couldn’t resist the urge to lean in and kiss him, especially since she knew the taste of him was still all over her lips.

When she pulled back, Levi groaned. “How--how do you want me to fuck you?” he asked. “Like this? Or from behind? Or on top? Or... how would you like me to serve you, ma’am?” The question and the look Levi gave her were both so eager that Janet couldn’t help but smile.

While she considered her options, she continued brushing her fingers over Levi’s skin. She wanted to be able to see the collar, to be reminded of how good Levi looked for her, how he was so willing to belong to her. “I’ll lie down,” she decided. “Then you can fuck me from on top.” Even the image of Levi leaning over her, hips pounding her against the mattress, made Janet tingle with excitement. 

Levi moved, his hard cock swaying as he rose from the bed so that Janet could take his place. Once she was comfortable, she stroked a hand down her body, brushing over her nipples before she opened her legs. She was so wet, she was sure Levi could see it, even from a distance. 

“Come and fuck me,” she urged. 

“Fuck,” he muttered, reaching to run a hand over her side. Janet loved knowing that, despite him being on top, it was still her who was in charge. She reminded him of this by stroking up his back and to the collar around Levi’s neck. Not that Janet truly expected him to forget. If anything, perhaps this was a nice reminder.

Certainly, from the way his eyes darkened, it did seem to be. He reached between them, leading his cock to her wet and expectant pussy. They both groaned deeply as Levi pressed into her slick heat, filling Janet up so fucking wonderfully!

Her back arched, pushing her breasts up eagerly as she let out an ear-piercing moan. “Oh, fuck!” Her nails scratched across Levi’s shoulders, holding him for leverage. He didn’t buck her hips, no matter how badly she wanted to feel Levi plunge into her. Instead, she let him do the work, his whole body taut as a plucked string. 

When he did press forward, he groaned so loudly that the sound of Janet’s sharp inhale was lost under it. The bed creaked, mattress bouncing under them as Levi began to set a maddeningly slow rhythm. 

The steadiness of it felt good, the way he shifted to push deeper and deeper into her. Janet felt like he was filling all of her, each thrust deeper than the one before. Levi’s mouth pressed against her neck, teeth grazing over Janet’s throat. The moan she gave seemed to echo around them and also encourage Levi to finally move faster.

He still didn’t fuck her as hard as she wanted, but the steady pace was definitely good. His free hand slid over her side and between them. “I want to make you come,” he breathed against her hot skin. And true to his word, he did seek out her clit, each thrust driving Janet’s body against his fingers faster.

She lifted her legs, wrapping them around Levi’s hips so that her heels pressed into the firm muscle of his ass. It gave him an even better angle, his cock driving deep inside her and knocking grunts of pleasure from Janet’s lips. “Yes!” she urged. Already, pleasure sparked from the caress of Levi’s fingers, zapping through her as the bed rocked under the force of his thrusts. 

She raised her hands, one sinking into Levi’s hair while the other clung to his broad, muscular shoulder. The sound of skin-on-skin filled the bedroom, every thrust making Janet push upwards to meet Levi’s cock. He stroked in maddening circles around her clit, knowing exactly how to speed her towards her climax without quite tipping her over. 

His dedication meant that it didn’t take long for Janet’s orgasm to come closer, edging in as pleasure cruised through her, every nerve-ending tightening. Her cries resounded around them as Levi fucked into Janet even harder. His fingers moved faster, urging Janet closer and closer until she could no longer take it.

As the pleasure exploded through her, Levi’s mouth returned to Janet’s neck, a string of kisses adding to the sensation. He fucked into her harder, making sure his cock brought her as much pleasure as his fingers did.

Her pussy squeezed around his dick, miking every possible sensation from him. Janet’s breasts bounced as she tried to catch her breath, her heart pounding against her ribs from the force of her orgasm. “Fuuuck,” she cried, smoothing her hands over Levi’s skin, down his back until she could grip his hips. 

He hadn’t stopped moving. His cock pounded steadily into her, every thrust knocking a grunt from him. Janet beamed approvingly. “So good for me,” she praised. “Making me come, just like I asked!” He must be close to his own climax. She could see it in the way his eyes widened and his flushed lips parted. 

But Janet waited for that plea, waited for Levi to ask her if he was allowed.

She hardly needed to wait long. Levi’s hand gripped her hip harder and the hand between them slid up Janet’s body and to her breasts, giving them a gentle squeeze. “Fuck! Ma’am, I’m so close! Please, may I come? Please?” he sounded so utterly desperate, so needy.

Affection for him raced through Janet’s body. Her hands softened against him, holding him close and letting him rock forward into the heat of her pussy. Just when she could see the tremor of desperation in his muscles, Janet gave a slow smile. 

“You may,” she allowed, her tone every bit as superior as the countess she’d been dressed as. Her fingers brushed across the leather collar, a shudder passing down Levi’s spine as he picked up the pace. 

“Ahh, fuck!!” Levi cried, slamming into Janet hard. Her breath caught, but she focused on his face, loving the way it contracted as he came. “Yesss,” Levi groaned deeply, another loud grunt falling from his lips as he finally spilled into her, his cock pounding her once, twice, three times until he was finally spent.

She let him enjoy it, let him take his time before Levi pulled back, his breath slow to catch up. Janet’s hand was gentle as it kept stroking over the collar, reminding Levi that she was there for him, that he was hers just as much now as he always would be.

When he finally moved off her, it was to collapse next to her, his hands still against her hot skin. “Fuck,” he breathed again, making Janet chuckle. “That was so good. Thank you, ma’am,” he said gently. “Can I help you clean up?”

Janet chuckled, running a hand down her body, pausing at the wet stickiness between her legs. “If you have enough energy,” she said, playfully. She knew Levi well enough not to be surprised when he got to his feet, padding to their bathroom to bring back a damp washcloth. 

He moved it carefully over her skin, making Janet sigh happily at how gentle his touch was. Once he’d finished, he crawled back into bed with her, pulling her body up against his broad chest. 

“I like spending Halloween this way,” she said softly. It hadn’t been what they’d usually do, but Janet could definitely see them incorporating it into future celebrations. 

She turned, smiling up at Levi as she reached for his collar, fingers brushing lightly over it. “Do you want me to take it off before we go to sleep?” she asked. 

Leaning into her touch, Levi shook his head. “No, I like it,” he told her, almost shyly. “It makes me feel yours.” The way he said that, it made Janet’s heart skip a beat. He was always hers and Janet definitely wanted him to feel that, so if Levi wanted the collar on overnight, she was more than happy to let him.

Pressing a kiss against his lips, Janet cuddled into him. She whispered some sweet nothings before reaching to turn the light off. It had been a very nice way to spend the holiday and she would, perhaps, wear the dress on another day that wasn’t Halloween.


Just for Her


When Lance had first started going to the gym, he hadn’t really thought about how he might meet people there. Alice, Lance’s ex had just broken up with him then. This was about ten months ago and in those ten months, Lance had decided to get fit. First, yes, it had been in hopes that she’d change her mind and then that she’d regret losing him, but ten months into it, Lance knew that he was going to the gym for himself and not for someone else.

Over the months he had been going, Lance had started chatting with some of the other regulars. A few guys spotted him, a couple shared some diet tips. It was a community that Lance hadn’t expected to discover.

There were even a few women who joined in the discussions of what would make someone’s form better or whether supplementing sugar in cakes made them more or less fluffy. It truly wasn’t a community that Lance had known he could even find himself a part of, but long gone were his thoughts of Alice and how good a couple they might have made.

The one thing that Lance hadn’t really thought much about - or at all, really - in the ten months post-breakup was dating again. At least, until she joined the gym.

Lance tried very hard not to watch her. He didn’t want to be that guy, but whenever he was doing his workouts, she was usually there, too. Unlike Lance, she seemed to focus more on stretches and yoga moves that Lance knew for sure he would never even be able to get into.

He still did his workouts, focusing on those more, but it was hard to deny that his eyes did often slide across the gym, resting on her. There was something electric about her, the way her blonde ponytail swished from side to side as she did what Lance thought might be called some sort of contorted dog pose.

Of course, Lance made sure she’d never catch him staring. He didn’t want to make her uncomfortable. She was just so mesmerizing, the way she seemed to exist in her own world. Lance did wonder if he looked similar when he worked out. Well, at least, before she showed up.

Still, Lance thought he’d been doing pretty well at not being obvious until one day, he was leaving the gym and she caught up to him.

“I see you looking at me,” she informed him casually. It made Lance feel an instant panic rush through him, an apology half-stumbling from his lips before he could even put the words together properly.

“S-sorry, I... I’m not trying to be creepy,” he rushed to promise, like just saying that would somehow make her not think he was creepy.

But she just laughed, shaking her head and making that ponytail bounce again. “I don’t mind,” she grinned. Whatever Lance had expected her to say, he truly hadn’t expected her to say that she didn’t mind his watching. It surprised him enough that, for a moment, he didn’t at all know what to say.

That seemed to make her laugh more, though. It might have been the easiest way he’d ever made a woman laugh.

“My name’s Cassie,” she told Lance, holding her hand out.

“Oh! Um, my name’s Lance,” he said, shaking it. He had to quickly rewrite all the references in his head to her as ‘she’. Cassie. Yeah, okay. That was a nice name. Better than just calling her her.

After a moment of neither of them saying anything, Cassie’s smile widened. “So are you going to ask me out for a coffee or something?” she asked. “Or is your interest purely staring at me while I do some lunges?” she teased. Lance got the distinct impression that maybe she wouldn’t mind and that somehow just made Cassie even hotter.

“Yes!” Lance nodded before his eyes widened. “I mean, no, my interest isn’t just... I would... fuck. Um.” Oh, god, he was definitely messing this up. But Cassie didn’t seem to mind, she just laughed again, his awkwardness clearly more charming than Lance would imagine it to be.

“Alright,” she nodded. “So how about I ask you out for a coffee?”

Lance took a moment to compose himself. He was a little surprised by the turn of events. A woman had never asked him out before, but he couldn’t deny that it felt pretty nice. In fact, the kind of confident aura that Cassie gave off was very attractive. Lance hadn’t known that he could feel even more drawn to her than he already had.

“So?” she urged and Lance had to blush because yeah, he definitely had forgotten he had to actually give her an answer.

“Um, yeah,” he nodded. “I’d love to get a coffee with you. Do you, ah, do you want to go now? Unless you’re busy! We can pick a different time.” Oh, god, he was definitely being too awkward. She was going to change her mind and that was going to be the story of how Lance almost got asked out by the hottest woman in his gym.

Except, Cassie seemed pretty amused by his awkwardness. “Yeah, now is good for me,” she nodded. “I know a coffee shop close by that’s really good, come on, I’ll lead the way.”

They didn’t chat too much as they walked, but Lance did learn that Cassie was an accountant and kept her own hours, which was why she was often at the gym at the same time as him. He told her that he worked as an architect and smiled at the way she asked him questions about it.

Once at the coffee shop, Lance let Cassie get them drinks, but only because she insisted. It felt kind of good, though, to have her be the one who got them. That was pretty new to Lance, too. He was so used to women expecting to have things paid for, not that Lance minded, but it was a nice kind of change. Hopefully, if this went well, he’d be able to offer to pay next time.

As they chatted, it turned out that Lance and Cassie had a fair bit in common. They were both fans of obscure art films and enjoyed gardening in a way that none of their friends quite got. Lance found it hard not to be excited at the prospect of getting to know Cassie better.

After their coffee, Lance had offered to walk Cassie to her car, but it had turned out that she didn’t actually live that far from the gym. He jokingly had said he could walk her home and was a bit surprised when Cassie took him up on his offer.

The walk wasn’t very long, yet it gave Lance an opportunity to get to know Cassie more. He felt a twinge of disappointment when Cassie announced that they’d reached her building. Just as Lance was about to ask if he could have Cassie’s number and maybe next time he could be the one getting the coffee, she surprised him yet again.

“Do you want to come in?” Cassie asked. “I would very much like it if you did,” she added with another one of those grins that Lance was quickly starting to love. They seemed to hold a lot of promise and he could hardly deny that he wanted to come in.

Nodding, Lance gave a soft ‘yeah’.

The staircase up seemed to take forever and Cassie laughed when Lance said as much. “It’s worth it,” she promised. Somehow, Lance didn’t at all doubt that.

Cassie’s apartment was big and filled with plants, but not so much that it felt overwhelming. Lance rubbed his hands against his pants, hoping that they weren’t too sweaty. He couldn’t deny that he felt nervous, not quite sure what to expect.

Perhaps thankfully, Cassie seemed to know that, too. She gave Lance a soft smile, closing the distance between them. “You seem really nice, Lance,” Cassie told him. Lance nodded, because he thought he was pretty nice. But she didn’t seem to be done with whatever her point was, because Cassie took another step closer, close enough that Lance could practically feel her breath against his skin.

Lance could also smell her, the light waft of her perfume. It wasn’t floral but something slightly spicier, it made Lance want to bury his face in the nape of Cassie’s neck, to take in the smell of her.

It felt like Cassie could read his mind, because she smirked. One of her hands brushed over Lance’s arm, sending a shiver traveling up his spine. The touch felt intimate in a way that Lance really hadn’t anticipated.

His breath caught in his throat, heart rate increasing. He wondered if Cassie could hear it from how close she stood. She looked up at him and Lance looked down at her. The height difference between them wasn’t huge but it was enough to clearly tell that she was shorter than him.

“Tell me, Lance, how do you feel about a woman telling you what to do?” she asked, once again surprising Lance with her question.

The way his pulse quickened, if she could see it or hear it, Lance was sure she’d have her answer. But if Cassie knew, she didn’t let on, instead waiting patiently for his reply. It took Lance a moment to find the words, his body feeling like it was on fire.

“I... don’t object to that?” Lance finally managed. He had to question whether that was even the right answer, especially when he phrased it as a question. But it really wasn’t as if Lance was against being told what to do. In fact, it seemed a much easier way to please a woman if he did as she told him to.

But he somewhat suspected that maybe Cassie didn’t just mean her saying that she liked being on top or whatever.

“But have you?” Cassie asked, her body still so fucking close that Lance had to tighten his fist to stop himself from reaching out and touching her.

“Been told what to do?” Lance returned, making sure he absolutely was on the same page as Cassie.

“Yes,” she laughed. “Have you any experience with... ah, a dominant woman?” She grinned. It was that specific wording that made Lance recognize exactly what she was saying. He had to admit that no, not only did he not have any experience like that, Lance had never even been asked something like this.

It definitely wasn’t that he had no interest, though. He’d thought about stuff like that, occasionally, and the way his cock was already half-hard was a pretty good indication that he didn’t find the idea unappealing.

From how Cassie smiled, Lance thought that she must have felt his arousal somehow. Despite how close Cassie was standing, she wasn’t that close.

“I don’t,” Lance finally replied, realizing that he hadn’t actually given Cassie an answer yet. She wasn’t, he felt, particularly surprised by his response.

Whatever Lance had expected when Cassie had asked him if he was going to invite her for a coffee, standing in the middle of her living room and being asked about whether he’d ever been with a dominant woman really wasn’t it.

“Well?” Cassie asked and Lance had to frown, unsure that he was following what she was implying. Cassie laughed softly, but it didn’t feel like it was at Lance and rather just at the situation. “Would you like to?” she clarified. “And I don’t just mean in general, I do mean with me.” And yeah, okay, wow.

Lance had never experienced someone being so forward with him but he couldn’t deny that it was very appealing. But his brain was still only now catching up with what Cassie was saying. She was offering to have sex with him! Not just offering, asking if he’d be willing to submit to what she wanted.

It wasn’t an offer Lance felt he’d ever get again, not that that was the only reason he wanted to say yes. Cassie was so fucking hot and pleasing her would definitely feel fucking amazing. So Lance nodded, a soft whimper falling from his lips before words formed.

“Yeah. Fuck. Yes, I definitely would like to.”

The confirmation made Cassie’s smile brighten up her whole face and Lance swallowed at how much hotter it made her look. She tiptoed then, closing the distance between them in order to press her lips against his.

It wasn’t an aggressive kiss, but Lance wasn’t for a moment left wondering which one of them was in charge. Cassie’s teeth scraped over his bottom lip, just the smallest of bites but it was enough to make Lance groan against her mouth.

When Cassie pulled back, it was to grin at Lance. “Gonna give me some hard limits?” she asked so casually, like that was a thing people regularly asked each other. And maybe they did! Lance had no idea.

It was tempting to just say that he had no limits, but Lance recognized that Cassie had asked for a reason and also that it was a bit stupid of him not to have any limits when, while hot, Cassie was essentially a stranger.

Finally, Lance cleared his throat. “Nothing too weird,” he decided, making Cassie laugh. “No pain?” he added, sounding a little uncertain, like he wasn’t quite sure if that was okay to pick. But Cassie just nodded. It gave Lance the confidence to add another limit. “I don’t really want to be called names,” he admitted. He had no idea if Cassie would want that, but it was something Lance had always found off-putting when he’d seen it in porn.

When he then didn’t say anything else, Cassie nodded. “Alright, that’s all fine,” she promised easily. “Nothing too weird, no pain, no name-calling, got it.” There was something very nice about how easily Cassie accepted that, it made Lance trust that she was going to respect what he’d said.

“Can I dress you up?” she asked, surprizing him. Lance wasn’t even sure he knew what that meant.

“In what?” Lance asked back. Establishing that would probably be the best start in answering Cassie’s question.

She looked him up and down, like she had to size him up and maybe, Lance figured, she did. He honestly had no idea what to expect, no one had ever asked him if they could dress him up. But then, no one had done a lot of things before that Cassie had managed to tick off in the couple of hours he’d known her as more than his gym crush.

“Perhaps some panties and a nice pair of stockings?” Cassie answered finally.

“Oh,” Lance breathed.

Like everything else, this was also really not what he’d expected. Lance hadn’t even ever thought about wearing panties and stockings. Yet, heat rushed through him, cheeks pink, no doubt. “Um,” he said in the most noncommittal way. But Cassie didn’t rush him, she just waited.

“I guess? It’s not... do you want that?” And that was possibly the thing that surprised Lance even more. To think that not only Cassie wanted to see him wearing panties and stockings, but that she wanted to dress him. At least the way she’d said it made Lance think she meant literally.

“I really do,” she answered easily. “It’s so fucking hot. To see you in lace and nylon. To know you let me do it.” The explanation kind of made sense but Lance must have still looked unsure, because Cassie gave his upper arm a squeeze. “I promise you, I definitely want this.”

After a moment, Lance gave a nod. “Alright.” This was all about new experiences, right? And, well, Cassie was hot. There were worse people Lance could have these experiences with.

The way she smiled at his agreement already made Lance glad he had agreed. It seemed to make her whole body glow and Lance wanted to kiss her again. Thankfully, Cassie took care of that, tiptoeing again to kiss him instead. This time, the kiss was much harsher, more passionate as her tongue licked inside his mouth.

“Uhh,” Lance groaned into the kiss. One of his hands came up almost instinctively, resting against Cassie’s hip. She felt hot even through the layers of clothing, maybe more so because of how hot Lance felt at the prospect of what might come next.

When Cassie pulled back, she took one of his hands, giving it a squeeze that felt reassuring. “Come on, you get to see my bedroom now.” She grinned.

This morning, on his way to the gym, Lance truly couldn’t have imagined where his day would take him.

Cassie’s bedroom was as nice as the rest of her apartment. The bed looked inviting and Lance wondered if he’d get to undress Cassie since she got to dress him. He asked her, making Cassie laugh in a way Lance was quickly starting to find very pleasing.

“Sure, you can undress me eventually,” she promised. “But first, you get to undress for me.”

And with that, Cassie took a seat on the bed, wiggling her eyebrows at Lance. “Go on,” she encouraged. She looked so relaxed, like getting men to strip for her was an everyday occurence. And maybe it was! But today was Lance’s turn and he really wasn’t going to complain.

After the shortest of hesitations, Lance began to strip. It felt like being on display and he supposed it kind of was. Every time he glanced at Cassie, her eyes were on him. She watched him pull his shirt off, throwing it to one side. The buttons on his pants were next. Lance swallowed before pushing the material down, revealing how hard his cock already was, straining against his boxers.

The way Cassie licked her lips made Lance’s confidence soar, like she truly enjoyed the sight. He knew he looked good, he spent enough time at the gym to, but it still felt pretty fucking great to have her look at him like that.

“You can take those off, as well,” she said, smirking. That smirk was very quickly becoming one of Lance’s favorite things. Every time it appeared on Cassie's lips, it seemed to hold so much promise. And so, without any real hesitation, Lance pushed his boxes off. His hard cock sprang free and, in response, Cassie’s tongue darted out to wet her lips. 

“Mmm,” she hummed. “You do look very good,” she praised. “Gonna look even better when I dress you up nice and pretty.”

Lance swallowed at that, the promise leaving him equally nervous and aroused. This was so far from anything he’d ever done before, but he wanted to try it. He especially wanted it because Cassie had told him that she wanted it.

“So where, ah, where do you want me?” he asked, not wanting to do the wrong thing.

Cassie laughed, but her tone was light, not teasing. It made Lance feel... somehow more confident. If he could make her laugh, that was a good sign, right?

“Just there is perfect,” she promised, getting up from the bed and walking over to a set of drawers. The material that Cassie took out was black and certainly not very big. She smirked at Lance as she held it. “We’ll do the panties first,” she informed him.

Lance’s eyes widened when Cassie knelt down in front of him, but it was so she could get him to lift his legs, slipping the black lace on. It somehow managed to feel like nothing against his skin that he’d ever felt before, even though Lance had felt lace. Just not in this sort of way.

The way the material pressed against his hard cock made Lance whimper and he had to forcefully not look down. He worried that if he saw just how amazing Cassie looked on her knees, so close to his dick, he might not last long enough to make this fun for either of them.

Cassie clicked her tongue. “Mmm, you look good,” she informed him. Lance found himself believing her, too. It felt somehow sexy to have her tell him he looked good while wearing nothing but black lace panties, his cock trapped by the material, precum no doubt already soaking it.

Next came the pantyhose. If the material of the panties had felt different, the pantyhose took it to the next level. Lance didn’t even know how to put them on, so he was glad that Cassie was doing it for him. She gave easy instructions to follow that mostly involved Lance lifting his foot and then putting it down again.

His cheeks were crimson already, he was sure. Being dressed up like this, by someone as hot as Cassie, because she wanted to? It felt sexy with a hint of embarrassment there, teasing just at the edges. Together, though, they just made Lance’s dick harder.

“And now the garter,” Cassie murmured, her fingers teasing over the bare skin just above where the pantyhose ended. It made Lance give a soft groan, her fingers so hot, sending shivers down his spine at the touch.

When he did dare to glance down it was to see the way Cassie’s whole face had lit up, like a kid at Christmas. But, Lance realized, he was the gift to be unwrapped. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips and Lance had to look away again.

The garter belt was snug around his waist, probably not quite designed for someone of Lance’s build, but it wasn’t uncomfortable, just different. Cassie took her time to place the clips perfectly and when she finally stood up, it was so she could take a few steps back.

Lance swallowed, his eyes meeting hers, cheeks still flaming hot. “How do I look?” he asked, hoping that it was what she had wanted him to look like. It felt... so borderline embarrassing, like things could turn at any moment. But there was a thill in that, too.

“You look fucking hot,” Cassie informed him seriously.

Lance’s eyes widened at that, snapping to her. She very much looked like she meant it, too. Cassie’s face looked lustful in a way Lance was sure no one had ever looked when seeing him. He glanced down at himself, swallowing.

The panties and pantyhose looked... hot. Now that he felt more comfortable leaning into that feeling, Lance could admit that he felt really fucking horny because of the lace that Cassie had put him in. Of course, also because of how she seemed to want him exactly like this.

“Get on the bed,” she told him, “sit up against the pillows”.

Obediently, Lance crawled in the bed, making sure he settled nicely. His pantyhose-clad legs stretched out. The garter belt stretched, too, but if Lance had worried about the clips coming undone, they proved him wrong. The lines stretched and Lance couldn’t help but think that it really did look hot. The heat ran through him.

Cassie followed him into the bed, her clothes still on. She grinned down at Lance. “I did tell you that you will get to undress me,” she reminded and Lance nodded energetically.

“I’d very much love that,” he promised. But Lance waited for Cassie to tell him that he could reach out. He didn’t want to somehow unearn the ability to undress her.

“Go on, then,” Cassie nodded. “I want to see how good your panties feel against my naked pussy, but you’ll have to get me naked first.”

And that was definitely a job Lance was up for!

He started by pushing Cassie’s shirt up. It revealed a pale green bra, cupping her breasts so beautifully. Lance looked up at her and when Cassie gave a nod, Lance’s mouth pressed against the soft skin of her breasts.

“Uhh,” he groaned against her. His tongue licked over Cassie’s bra, making sure to find one of her nipples so he could tongue it through the material. It earned Lance a soft moan and he knew he wanted to hear more of those!

Lance’s hands slid lower, fingers brushing over Cassie’s bare back, just above the waistband of the jeans she was wearing. He went slowly, wanting to enjoy how amazing she felt. If Cassie wanted him to go faster, he had no doubt she’d tell him so. But so far, she seemed perfectly content letting him explore her body as he undressed her.

The buttons on her jeans were next and when it came to pushing them off, Cassie lifted herself up to help Lance get her pants off all the way. It left her in only her bra and panties. They didn’t match but somehow that just made Lance think Cassie even hotter. Besides, what did they need to match for when he was about to take them off, anyway?

His fingers slid up Cassie’s spine until they brushed against the fastening of her bra. Lance felt nervous in a way he really hadn’t done for years. His heartbeat quickened as he undid it, pushing each strap off Cassie’s shoulders.

Once the bra came off, Cassie’s breasts bounced free, making Lance’s breath catch in his throat. “May I?” he asked gently, hoping so hard that she’d say yes.

Cassie’s smile was playful when it appeared on her lips. “You may.”

With the permission given, Lance leaned in to repeat the same motion he’d made through the fabric of her bra, but now over Cassie’s bare nipple. This time, her moan was much louder and it made Lance suck her nipple between his lips, running his tongue over the hardening tip before he let go. It was only to move to Cassie’s other breast and repeat the same action.

That earned him another moan and Lance was sure he could’ve spent all day doing this, but there was still more to strip off Cassie.

Slipping his hand between them, Lance brushed his fingers over the crotch of Cassie’s panties, unable to stop the groan that fell from his lips when he discovered just how wet the material was already.

Hooking his fingers in the fabric covering her hips, Lance pulled the garment down. Once again, Cassie lifted up to let him strip her more easily. It left him wearing panties and her completely naked. Cassie rocked against him, her pussy so fucking hot as it pressed against Lance’s cock through the thin lace that covered his dick.

“Mmm,” Cassie moaned as she rocked against him. Lance matched it with a groan of his own, his hands settling against Cassie’s hips.

“Fuck,” he murmured.

“Oh, yes,” Cassie nodded, eyes glittering with mischief. “I very much intend to do exactly that. To fuck you while you’re dressed up so pretty for me,” she hummed. Her hands stroked over Lance’s shoulders, nails scratching just harshly enough to let him know she could be harsher if she wanted to.

This time it was her hand that disappeared between them, once she had teased her fingers over Lance’s nipples.

With well-practiced ease, Cassie’s fingers slipped under the material of the panties that Lance was wearing. A deep ‘uhh’ fell from his lips when her fingers wrapped around his dick. Cassie freed it from the panties, but let the material bunch up at the base of Lance’s cock. The tightness seemed to add a whole new sensation.

“Are you ready for me to fuck you?” she asked, that teasing smirk that had already brought so much to Lance, once again gracing her lips.

“Fuck, yes!” he nodded energetically. Lance had been ready for Cassie to fuck him for weeks, he just couldn’t possibly have imagined this would be how that went.

Moving forward, Cassie led Lance’s dick between her legs. He could hardly resist the deep, almost primal growl that rumbled up from his chest as Cassie’s hot, wet pussy enveloped his cock.

“Uhh, fuck, you feel so good,” he moaned.

“Mmm, so do you. So hard for me, wearing pantyhose and pretty panties for me.” The reminder made Lance whine but so did the way it felt when Cassie began to ride him.

Her movements were slow, but only at first. Without much of a lead-up, Cassie began to fuck Lance faster and harder, her hips rocking against him, the bed shaking under them. Her hands returned to Lance’s shoulders, this time the nails definitely leaving indents.

As she fucked him, her breasts bounced and Lance couldn’t resist leaning forward to catch one of Cassie’s nipples between his lips. She gave a sharp moan in response, fucking down onto Lance’s cock harder.

The tightness of the panties around his balls made Lance whine, but he was pretty sure it also made him less likely to come right then and there. Though, he was definitely close, especially once Cassie began to scream.

“Ahhh! Fuck, your dick feels so good,” she cried. “You’re such a good, obedient boy for me, aren’t you? Not going to come until I let you.” That made Lance groan. He could hardly stop, but he would try so fucking hard for her.

Cassie’s pussy squeezed tighter around Lance, almost like she was challenging him. And maybe she was! But Lance did his best to focus on giving her pleasure, his hips rocking to match Cassie’s rhythm. He focused on how every stroke of his tongue against her nipple made her cry out louder.

When Cassie came, Lance knew, because she screamed louder than he’d ever heard anyone scream when they climaxed. Her pussy tightened even more around him and one of her hands gripped his hair so tightly that Lance cried out, the pain mixing with the pleasure from getting fucked so thoroughly.

He knew he wasn’t going to last long, but Cassie must have known it, too.

“Come for me! Now! I want to feel you come in me!” she demanded and that was all the permission Lance needed, his orgasm exploding through him and filling Cassie up.

“Uhhhh,” Lance groaned and Cassie rocked faster, taking in every inch of him until he was spent.

It was only when it began to feel almost over-sensitive that Cassie pulled back, letting Lance’s cock slip out of her. Shifting off him, Cassie looked so fucking hot, and more than that, she looked at Lance like he was so fucking hot.

“You are so fucking hot,” she laughed. “Fuck, look at you, Lance. Your panties are filthy now, that garter holding your stockings up so perfectly,” she sighed, one hand running up Lance’s leg. “You look stunning.”

And Lance didn’t doubt that she meant it, too.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

This was the best day he’d ever had at the gym, for sure.


Taming Him


The invite to Kathrine’s wedding had landed in Elissa’s inbox exactly four months before the big day. She had been excited, even if Kathrine’s generous +1 was somewhat misplaced. Elissa hadn’t been seeing anyone worth bringing to Kathrine’s wedding in quite a while and while Kathrine had said that, if something changed in the four months leading up to her wedding, Elissa could just bring whoever, by the time the day rolled around, Elissa was spectacularly single.

It wasn’t something that Elissa minded. Perhaps it would have been nice to have someone at the wedding who she knew, but in the grand scheme of things, Elissa was pretty good at talking to strangers.

Kathrine had, thankfully, placed Elissa at a table where most people were single or at least didn’t know that many of the other people there. Most were very friendly. Most.

For the past two hours, Elissa had been sat across from Paulo and Paulo most definitely was not nice. He was, from what Elissa had gathered so far, pretty arrogant. There was no denying that he was attractive, sure. But Paulo knew it very well and that gave him the sort of edge that Elissa wasn’t too sure she appreciated.

Elissa’s taste in men was pretty distinct. She liked her men confident, yes, but she liked her men submissive, too. Paulo was definitely not submissive. But he seemed to have taken Elissa on as some sort of a challenge.

There were two other women at the table, both of whom had flirted back with Paulo when he’d tried. It was almost definitely Elissa’s disinterest in him that had made Paulo more interested. His flirting with Elissa hadn’t lasted very long, though.

No, instead, it had rather quickly turned into mutual dislike. If Paulo had hoped for meek and responsive, he hadn’t received it. Elissa had made it pretty plain that just because he was attractive, she didn’t think she should care. It didn’t seem to be something Paulo got.

Yet, when the dancing started, when people began to mingle and change tables, chatting with the other guests, Paulo stayed at their shared table. His attention didn’t seem to move away from Elissa one bit. And while she rolled her eyes at that - and at him - Elissa didn’t leave either.

Maybe her disinterest in Paulo wasn’t completely genuine.

He was very attractive and the way he behaved put Elissa closer and closer to wanting to teach him how he should behave.

When the last of their tablemates had left, Elissa’s patience had finally worn thin enough to glare across the table at Paulo. “What is your problem?” she asked after yet another quip. “What do you want?”

The question lit up the whole of Paulo’s face and Elissa had to roll her eyes. She knew the answer already, the question almost redundant.

Except then Paulo surprised her with his answer. Or rather the question he shot back. “Do you ever submit to a man, Elissa? I mean sexually.” The question and its clarification were followed by a wiggle of Paulo’s eyebrows that told Elissa that his question was very much intended to shock her.

And maybe, if this was fifteen years ago and Elissa wasn’t even twenty yet, she would have blushed or at least looked away. But at thirty-four and with plenty of experience in the BDSM world, Elissa held Paulo’s gaze in a way that would have made most men uncomfortable.

But not him.

Because Paulo, Elissa realized, was a dom. 

It went some way, she supposed, to explaining why they clashed. But maybe not as much to explain the sexual chemistry between them. Which was definitely there, Elissa wasn’t stupid enough to lie to herself that it wasn’t.

“No,” she answered truthfully. “I am not, ah, the submissive type.” And well, no, Elissa really wasn’t. She had thought about it but even the idea of submitting to someone else was unappealing. Elissa’s pleasure lay in being the dominant one, in being in control and deciding what and how much.

Paulo, unable to read Elissa’s mind, mistook her answer for a lack of experience. “I would be happy to show you,” he told her, making Elissa snort. “You’d enjoy it,” he promised. “I’m a very caring lover.”

Elissa didn’t laugh at that, but she was tempted to. The arrogance she’d seen from Paulo didn’t really convince her that if she was submissive it was Paulo she’d choose to submit to. But what the arrogance did do for Elissa was make her wonder just how bratty he’d be if she was the dominant one.

Standing up, Elissa walked over to the empty chair next to Paulo. The way his eyes followed her, sliding appreciatively over her body, made Elissa smirk. Sitting down, she reached out under the table, hand brushing up Paulo’s leg. He grinned back at her, at least for the moment convinced that he had the upper hand in this situation.

“How about I show you instead?” Elissa asked.

A small frown appeared between Paulo’s brows like her words didn’t quite make sense to him. When Elissa gave his thigh a rather harsh squeeze, Paulo’s eyes widened. “Oh.” Elissa almost laughed at how comical the expression of surprise that crossed his face was.

“So I guess I misread you,” he hummed. “You’re not just in a need of a good spanking.” The words made Elissa give a deep laugh, amusement spreading through her with such speed that it knocked her earlier annoyance out of the way.

Elissa wasn’t against a spanking, actually, but in general, she preferred to be the one to deliver it. “No,” she shook her head. “But I think perhaps you could use one.” It would at least push Paulo to contain his attitude, or well, that would be the aim. Elissa did enjoy a challenge.

Whether Paulo would let her was going to be pretty interesting to find out.

Elissa could practically see the thoughts rushing through his head. From Paulo’s behavior and his offer to her, Elissa was pretty sure he’d never submitted to anyone before. But while there were men out there who would definitely tell Elissa that no, thank you, this wouldn’t work for them... Paulo was entertaining the idea.

That made Elissa’s smirk tug even harder against the corners of her mouth. “I’d tell you I’d be gentle, but gentle isn’t really my style.” Elissa definitely had a style and hers was more... harsh.

She could tell that he was thinking about it, the way his eyes widened ever so slightly more. It felt thrilling in a way that Elissa hadn’t necessarily expected. Normally, the men she interacted with were quite sure that they wanted to submit to her. But with Paolo, it just made the situation more exciting. 

Pushing her chair back a tiny bit, Elissa crossed her legs. Her skirt rode up a little bit, revealing the pale skin of her thigh. Paulo’s eyes lowered as he took the sight. His tongue darted out to wet his lips. Elissa followed the motion with great interest, imagining what else that tongue could do.

Paulo caught her looking, not that Elissa minded. If anything, it made her body heat up even more. There was something very engaging about the differences they shared. Elissa was quite eager to see just how far she could push Paolo's boundaries.

If, of course, he’d let her.

But Elissa thought her chances might be pretty favorable.

“You look like you might be interested,”  she observed with a smirk playing on her lips. In response, Paolo gave a small hum. Elissa supposed that was meant to be mysterious but it didn’t really build her anticipation the way Paolo had probably intended to. Rather, Elissa supposed that she could almost guess his answer.

“It’s not something I’ve done before,” he told her. That didn’t exactly surprise Elissa. The sort of arrogance that Paulo showed was a clear indication that no one had ever put him on his knees the way she planned to. 

“So are you going to let me be the first?” she asked, an eyebrow raised.

Elissa could see the way Paulo’s pulse quickened in his neck. If anything, it made her smirk just widen. “I can tell that you want to.” Elissa knew he did. Any man in his position who hadn't wanted to wouldn't have let her hand slide as high up his leg as hers had. Not without trying to overpower the dominance she was putting forward, at least.

Paulo wouldn’t be the first man Elissa had ‘helped’ into submission, but he would be the first dominant man. Except, she supposed, he must have been at least a little curious about switching if he was considering her proposal.

Finally, when Elissa thought she was going to have to push for an answer, Paulo nodded. “Yeah, fuck, okay.” There was almost an excitement in his tone like he might not have anticipated this was how his attempts to flirt at the wedding would go, but that he was nonetheless interested.

“I am almost definitely not going to be the most willing of subs,” he informed, making Elissa snort.

“No,” she agreed. “I truly hadn’t imagined you would be.”

But she also wasn’t against the idea of beating any brattiness out of Paulo if she had to. For as long as they were clear on who was in charge, Elissa had plenty of ways to push him into that submissive space.

“So,” he swallowed but then, just as quickly, that air of arrogance was back. “You got a hotel room or something?” And sure, that might have been adequate but actually, Elissa was pretty pleased she lived close enough to take Paulo back to hers instead. A hotel room would not come properly equipped.

When she told Paulo as much, he laughed, but the glint in his eyes told Elissa that he was at least a bit curious. She was, too, about what kind of things he might have offered her if she’d been the submissive kind. Or at least as willing to give submission a chance as Paulo was with her.

It took them another hour before they could cry off, both having agreed that it might be better if they didn’t do so together. Kathrine might get to hear a bit about this after she returned from her honeymoon, but Elissa would prefer to see how the evening went first.

“You’ve done this before,” Paolo observed. 

“Occasionally,” Elissa outright lied. Her true answer was far more than occasionally. Paulo seemed to know it, too, but in response, he just gave a soft nod. When they piled into the back of a taxi, Paulo’s hand came to rest against Elissa’s leg. He mimicked the way she’d brushed her palm up his thigh earlier.

It was interesting, Elissa thought to herself, the way his instinct was to dominate her. To take charge, to decide how to touch her. She wondered if her own submission would be similar if she had any interest in ever trying to submit. It was hard to imagine.

Elissa’s fingers wrapped around Paulo’s wrist, stopping the way his hand was making its way under her dress. “No,” she told him, her voice clear. It made Paulo’s eyes widen again like he’d been caught in a naughty act. And, Elissa thought with amusement, he somewhat was. But she also recognized that he hadn’t even intentionally thought about that, about how he wasn’t going to be the one to decide when and where to touch Elissa.

Pulling his hand back, Paulo chewed on his lower lip. “This is going to take some time getting used to,” he commented. “You know I could make you feel really good?” The question made Elissa laugh.

“Oh, don’t worry, you are going to do that,” she promised. “You’re just going to make me feel really good exactly how I tell you to.”

Elissa could tell that Paulo wanted to say something in retort, but he physically bit his lip not to. Elissa could hardly resist leaning in and biting it, too. Paulo moaned against her mouth, his hand briefly brushing over Elissa’s side but then snapping away.

“Good boy,” she praised pulling back. Despite the dim light in the back of the cab, Elissa didn’t miss the way Paulo blushed. “Hmm, I suppose no one’s ever called you that,” she commented. “Don’t worry, I’m an excellent teacher.”

“Oh, I don’t doubt it,” Paulo said with a soft groan.

The taxi finally arrived at Elissa’s house, not a minute too soon either, because she was beginning to wonder if she’d have to strip Paulo in the car. As soon as her front door closed behind them, Elissa pressed Paulo against it. Her hands roamed his body, sliding up his sides and tugging his shirt up from where it was tucked into his pants. Under her fingers, his muscles twitched. 

“Fuck,” Paulo breathed. “It’s hard not to just turn us around and slam you against this door,” he told Elissa, making her chuckle.

“You’re doing well,” she assured. “But if you need me to show you your place...” She wiggled her eyebrows playfully at him and watched as Paulo swallowed. He was about to say ‘no’, she could tell, but Elissa brought a finger up to Paulo’s mouth. “Think about it first,” she advised.

He paused, seemingly actually to consider. It was almost like Elissa could see the way his brain was running over all the times he’d been the dom. Finally, Paulo gave a soft inhale.

“What can I do for you... ma’am?” The word was experimental but Elissa nodded, she was a big fan of ‘ma’am’. And she was an even bigger fan of having a man ask her what he could do for her.

“I’m going to strip you,” she informed him, her hand sliding into his so Elissa could lead him to the bedroom. She could have told him to strip himself, of course, but Elissa enjoyed the process of undressing someone. It felt a bit like unwrapping a present.

There was something very enjoyable about unbuttoning every button of his shirt, before pushing it open, fingers tracing the lines of his muscles. Elissa didn’t allow Paulo to dictate the speed at which they were going. In fact, when his hands briefly raised to brush over hers, Elissa swatted them away. 

“Now, now,” she tutted. “I thought that we just agreed that you were going to be obedient.” Except, of course, they hadn’t agreed on any such thing. If anything, Elissa found the fact that she might need to introduce some sort of punishment quite appealing. 

“You are going to follow my instructions,” Elissa told Paulo, but, maybe because she wanted to test him, she also knelt down, hands moving to undo Paulo’s shoes. She glanced up at him, a smirk playing on her lips, it felt a bit like a game to see how much she could challenge him. To Paolo, being a dominant, a woman on her knees must have sent quite mixed signals.

But Elissa had always enjoyed this position. Not for long, granted, but sliding her hands up Paulo’s legs, feeling the muscles under her palms shift, it was all part of the thrill. She got to his zipper, unbuttoning the button just above it first. His cock was already semi-hard and Elissa didn’t even try to resist the wish to reach out and brush her hand over it through the material of his pants.

“Uhh,” Paulo groaned, but he didn’t thrust into her touch. Elissa took it as a victory for him and rewarded it by giving his quickly-hardening cock another squeeze. She then moved on to get the pants and boxers off him, leaving Paulo gloriously exposed. His shirt was still on but unbuttoned and hanging loose.

Elissa stood, her nails scratching over Paulo’s stomach. “I’m going to enjoy you,” she hummed and he bit his lower lip again. Pressing her body against his, Elissa caught it between her teeth, giving a hard enough bite to make Paulo moan.

Her hands finally brushed his shirt off, leaving Paulo naked in the middle of her bedroom. He looked good, though perhaps still not enough to justify all of that arrogance. “Now you may go down on your knees,” she told him. But when Paulo didn’t, Elissa’s hand pressed harder against his shoulder, pushing down. “I’ll rephrase - get down on your knees.”

It wasn’t optional and Elissa fully intended to show Paulo that.

He did fall to his knees then, eyes glancing up at Elissa like he maybe might be able to read her mind, to figure out what she was planning next. “Strip me,” she told him. “Slowly and carefully. I am not your reward.” No, Paulo was hers.

It seemed to take him a moment to figure out how to proceed, as if he’d never undressed a woman slowly. Or, more likely, he’d never undressed a woman in this position. Elissa could easily imagine him ripping clothes off someone, but Elissa was not at all interested in that. She wanted this to be slow, for it to feel like he had to prove himself to her, because he did.

He began by taking her shoes off, fingers sliding over Elissa’s feet and then up her ankles and calves. The edge of her stockings, just under the hem of her skirt seemed to give Paulo a small pause but he then carried on, rolling each of the stockings down.

Palms sliding back up Elissa’s legs, Paulo’s hand disappeared under Elissa’s dress, making her raise an eyebrow at him. “You didn’t give me an order,” he pointed out and no, she supposed she hadn’t. So Elissa let him drag her panties down, shifting against Paulo’s touch to make it easier for the material to slide.

Elissa’s pussy was already wet, the sight of Paulo on his knees in front of her doing plenty to raise her temperature. But now, with her panties off, it felt somehow even hotter. Paulo ran his hands back up Elissa’s legs but, while she could tell that he wanted to explore more, he didn’t, knowing he’d get told off.

Instead, Paulo’s focus went to the zipper on Elissa’s dress. He couldn’t reach it from his position, so Elissa reached to drag it down enough to be accessible. It wasn’t a dress that lent itself to having a bra under it. When Paulo pulled her zipper down the rest of the way, the rest slid off Elissa easily, leaving her breasts to bounce free from it.

Paulo clearly hadn’t expected her to be naked so quickly because his breath caught.

One of Elissa’s hands fell to Paulo’s face, a thumb brushing over his cheek. “Good,” she commented. “Now you’re going to make me come,” she informed him. “Get on the bed and lie down.”

Elissa would bet good money it wasn’t a position Paulo had been in often, but that just made it all the more exciting for her. As she crawled onto the bed, Elissa dragged her nails over his legs and up, brushing over his hips and stomach before circling one of Paolo’s nipples until he gave a groan in response.

She pinched it, laughing when he whined. Oh, Elissa was definitely going to enjoy this. His cock was now fully hard, but Elissa could bet she could get him even harder.

Settling atop of Paulo, Elissa lowered herself onto his face. “Make me scream,” she instructed, one of her hands dropping down to Paulo’s hair so she could tug against it, pushing his face up against her.

At least he didn’t need to be told twice. Paulo’s tongue immediately licked over Elissa’s sensitive spot, making her give a soft moan. It was far from what she was sure Paulo could deliver - and if he couldn’t, she’d just make him try harder.

He didn’t disappoint Elissa, licking and lapping hard and fast. There was a determination to it like he wanted to prove himself to her. Elissa definitely appreciated the effort, rewarding Paulo by tugging against his hair even harder. She rocked against his mouth, fucking herself slowly.

“Mmm, yes, just like that, you’re doing very well,” Elissa promised.

Under her, Paulo groaned, the sound vibrating through Elissa’s body. His tongue slipped inside her, making a sharp ‘fuck’ fall from Elissa’s lips. He twisted and turned it, before returning to her clit. There was a lot of precision and Elissa couldn’t resist the way her cries became louder and louder. Her hips moved faster, too, rocking against Paulo’s face, positioning him just how she wanted.

“Yessss!” she cried loudly. It wasn’t quite the scream she’d demanded he get her to, but it was pretty fucking close. And Paulo didn’t stop there, sucking against her clit suddenly and sending Elissa’s orgasm exploding through her. “Fuuuuck!” 

With one hand bracing against the wall, Elissa rocked even faster against him, enjoying the way each and every muscle in her body tightened with pleasure. When she moved to slide off Paulo, his hands wrapped around her legs, holding her in place as he began to lick even faster.

“Uhhh,” she whined. “No,” Elissa said, pulling back harder, her hands slapping Paulo’s away. “I decide when I’m done,” she reminded him, smirking down at the expression on Paulo’s face. She could tell that had never happened to him before and he hadn’t even heard what else she had in mind.

It was only fair to tell him, though. “I’m going to fuck you,” Elissa commented and Paulo grinned, licking his lips where they were wet with Elissa’s liquids.

“Yeah, that sounds good,” he agreed and Elissa laughed.

“No, no, I don’t think you follow,” she told him. “I am going to fuck you.” And this time when she repeated the words, something must’ve struck a chord in Paulo’s head because his eyes widened but this time more in uncertainty than anything.

Nothing was better to show an arrogant guy like Paulo his place than to fuck him up the ass and make him love it.

“I don’t... I’m not sure I want that,” he told her. Elissa smirked slightly. It was far from a ‘no’.

“Good thing I’m not giving you a choice,” she hummed.

Paulo swallowed, seemingly thinking about that. They both knew he could say ‘no’ but something told Elissa that he was rather curious about how it’d feel. And she was very eager to show him. Elissa loved the power that came from fucking a man the way she wanted.

After a moment, Paulo nodded. “But nothing too big?” he asked, sounding somewhat hopeful. It made Elissa laugh.

“Up until you ask for more,” she agreed. Elissa was sure she could get him to beg for a bigger dick, she was very confident in her fucking skills, after all.

Getting up from the bed, Elissa ran a hand over her side, glancing over her shoulder to give Paulo a grin. He still looked unsure, which only made Elissa more determined to show him just how good this could be.

Walking over to the wooden chest in which she held her toys, Elissa selected her favorite harness, making sure that Paulo was watching her as she slipped it on. She then brought out the biggest of her dildos, laughing at how comically wide Paulo’s eyes went.

“Not that one,” she promised, but the danger that had flashed across his face had been worth it. Elissa wondered if she could work him up to that, but possibly one night just wouldn’t be enough.

Still, Elissa was confident that she could get him up to a good size anyway. But they’d start slow. So, picking one of her smallest toys, Elissa brought that out instead. It didn’t actually seem to make Paulo more confident, but that was part of the thrill, too.

With a bottle of lube in hand, Elissa returned to the bed. “I’m going to keep you like this,” she told him. “On your back so beautifully. But I want you to spread your legs for me,” she said, one hand brushing over Paulo’s inner thigh. “There’s a good boy,” she praised when he did as he was told.

The way Paulo’s cock twitched at that made Elissa grin. “You like it?” she asked, or perhaps mostly observed since he clearly did. Still, Elissa wanted to hear Paulo admit to liking being called a good boy.

She could tell it was a bit of a struggle but then Paulo nodded. “I do,” he agreed. “I didn’t know I would but... fuck, it does feel good to hear you say that. To know you mean it, that I’ve been good for you.”

“I’ll make sure you’re surprised by how much you enjoy this, too,” she promised, attaching the dildo to her harness. Paulo gave a small grunt as he watched her, one that Elissa knew meant that he wasn’t all that sure.

She settled between his open legs, but Elissa didn’t plan to start with the silicone dick. That wouldn’t really make Paulo want more, she was sure. Fingers were a lot easier to start with, so once she’d covered them in lube, Elissa teased one between Paulo’s asscheeks.

He tensed at the touch, but Elissa gave a soft ‘shh’. “Just relax, I will be slow.” And she was, too. Elissa’s finger teased past Paulo’s rim but she did so almost excruciatingly slowly. The speed seemed to ease Paulo a little, but he still sucked his lower lip between his teeth, a harsh breath falling from deep in his throat.

Elissa didn’t stop, though. She didn’t ask him if he wanted her to, either. They’d come this far, she planned to take them all the way.

The second finger joined her first, stretching Paulo’s muscles further open. He gave a soft whine, making Elissa smirk. Paulo’s face looked so focused, almost like he was the one pressing his fingers inside himself. Except he wasn’t. This was all Elissa, her choice, her desire.

“Uhh, fuck,” Paulo groaned as Elissa moved her fingers in and out of him slowly. One of her hands came to settle against his hip, pressing him harder into the mattress. Each time she pushed her fingers forward, Paulo gave another groan. With a smirk, Elissa did it faster, and sure enough, the ‘uh uh uh’ matched the speed.

Paulo’s cock was practically leaking precum at this point and Elissa felt a sense of pride swirl through her. This was all her doing and they were only getting started! To show him that, Elissa pressed a third finger inside Paulo, his hips bucking up. But her hand pushed him easily back down into the bed.

“Now, now, be good at taking it,” she told him. Elissa moved her hand a little faster, parting her fingers slightly before pushing them back together. She wanted to stretch him out, to let him see how good it could feel. But Elissa also wanted to make Paulo beg. So she began to fuck his ass faster, her fingers never quite leaving but coming close before she drove them back inside him.

The grunts that fell from his lips became louder and louder and the expression on Paulo’s face turned almost blissful. Elissa could hardly wait to see how amazing he looked when she fucked him with the dick attached between her legs.

“Are you enjoying yourself, Paulo?” she asked, making his eyes snap open, focusing on her. “Hmm?” she hummed. “Tell me, I want to hear how good of a slut you are for me.”

Her words earned her a mix of a grunt and a whimper, like Paulo was internally fighting with himself as to which he wanted to give. Elissa enjoyed that, too, the way he didn’t want to admit that he loved being a good slut for her. Yet they both knew the truth because it was Elissa’s fingers in Paulo’s ass, making him wiggle and moan.

“Say it,” she repeated.

“Fuck,” Paulo whined. “Yes! Yes, I am enjoying it. Fuck, El-- ma’am! It does feel so fucking... different.” But Elissa recognized that it wasn’t just ‘different’ that he was expressing with that. It felt good. But he’d have to tell her.

“Different,” she repeated and then suddenly stopped moving her fingers in and out of Paulo, just letting them rest.

“Fuck! Don’t--ugh. It feels good. Ma’am.” Paulo’s words sounded like a struggle and Elissa gripped his hip harder to make sure he didn’t try to fuck himself against her fingers.

Running her tongue over her lips, Elissa grinned down at Paulo. “Come on, tell me what you want. You like saying what you like, no?” It was definitely very teasing and Paulo groaned in response, but then he nodded.

“I want more,” he moaned. “Fuck. Please, ma’am.” And Elissa couldn’t help but reward that. Not only had he not demanded - despite her offering him the opportunity to - but he’d begged and Elissa was definitely a sucker for a guy begging her to give him more.

Leaning forward, she drove her fingers deeper into Paulo as she sought out his lips for a harsh kiss, her teeth grazing that lower lip he’d been biting earlier. She began to move her fingers again, swallowing up the moans they produced from Paulo. Elissa’s cock pressed against Paulo’s inner thigh then, making him cry out with the knowledge of how much more she could do.

“Oh, you like that, hmm?” she grinned. “Want me to fuck you with it? I bet you do, you little slut. Come on, ask me nicely, ask me to fuck you and I’m going to do it so fucking well, Paulo, I promise.”

His breathing quickened, pulse visible against the skin of his neck. “Uhh, fuck,” he whined, resisting asking Elissa. But when she began to move her fingers even faster in and out of Paulo, he clearly struggled to not beg for more.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he cried. “Ahh, ma’am, please. Fuck, I can’t believe... ugh. Fuck, please fuck me,” he begged and Elissa moaned at the words. It was exactly what she’d wanted to hear.

Pulling her hand back, Elissa wiped her fingers against the bedsheets. She hardly had to move far, only just to reach the lube. Squeezing some of it onto her hand, Elissa smeared it over the silicone cock. She made sure that Paulo could see her, to take in the sight of her.

“Mmm, going to get it nice and lubed up for you, baby,” she promised. Paulo swallowed but Elissa was confident that she’d prepared him well, his ass ready for her to fuck it over and over again, to make him scream.

Once ready, Elissa adjusted herself before pressing the tip of her dick against Paulo’s ass. She didn’t push in immediately, instead teasing and watching Paulo's face. She knew he wouldn't ask for it, not unless she told him to. But Elissa had already made Paulo beg, now her interest lay in making him enjoy getting fucked.

Finally, Elissa pushed forward. The sound that fell from Paulo’s lips was almost primal. It was such a guttural noise that it made wetness gather between Elissa’s legs. Her pussy was absolutely throbbing with arousal. And the way she wanted to satisfy it was by giving Paulo a good fucking.

So Elissa did. She slammed forward hard, driving the cock deep within Paulo’s ass. Over and over again, she made his moans fill the room.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Paulo cried, wiggling against the bed. “Uhhhh, fuck!”

His cries made Elissa fuck him even harder. She loved how he moved under her, she loved how he looked under her. Reaching between them, Elissa wrapped her fingers around Paulo’s cock. His hips slammed up, thrusting into her touch.

“No, no,” she muttered. “You’re going to be a good boy for me and wait.” But every time Elissa drove her hips forward, Paulo’s cock rubbed against her hand. His precum mixed with the lube she already had coating her fingers, making his dick slide so easily. Together with her fucking, it made Paulo cry out louder and louder. Elissa could see his restriction, could see him resisting the urge to come because she hadn’t told him to.

“Not yet,” she murmured. “Come on, Paulo, nice and fast, yeah, yeah, just like that.” And again, she fucked forward steadily. Over and over again until Paulo’s moans turned to whimpers, changing over to screams like music to Elissa’s ears.

Finally, she wanted it, she wanted to make him come. So she began to fuck him even faster, hitting that sweet spot inside him. “Come for me!” Elissa demanded. “Now!”

Much to Paulo’s credit, he did, spilling over Elissa’s fingers with a loud cry. But she didn’t stop there, fucking him steadily more and more. “Oh fuck!” Paulo cried, the noise sharp as he realized he wasn’t done getting fucked yet. Elissa did let go of his cock, she didn’t want to torture him, just to show him who was in charge.

Elissa gave quite a few more thrusts before finally slowing down. When she pulled out, it was to yet another deep whine. Smirking at Paulo and how fucked out he looked, Elissa reached to brush a hand over the wet mess on his stomach.

“I guess you quite enjoyed yourself?” she commented, her tone not quite mocking but perhaps a little close to.

Paulo’s eyes snapped over, focusing on Elissa. He bit his lip again like a retort almost fell from his mouth but he managed to catch it just in time.

“Ma’am,” he said instead.

“Yes, quite,” Elissa nodded.

Reaching to unclip the harness, Elissa let it drop down to the floor, she’d deal with it later. Or better yet, make Paulo deal with it.

But for now, Elissa planned for Paulo to deal with her arousal instead. “You’re going to make me come,” she informed him. “You’re going to make me come enough times to make you hard again because then you’re going to fuck me.”

The words seemed to work as a pretty good encouragement because Paulo nodded and then followed it up with a grin and another ‘yes, ma’am’.

It seemed that not bringing a plus one to Kathrine’s wedding was really working out quite well for Elissa.


Other Bundles by Henrietta Soto That You Will Enjoy


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!

Femdom Wedding Stories

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.

Fantasy Femdom

Three hot stories involving magical women making mortal men submit! Read about a succubus, a ghost and an Ice Queen all making men submit and taking them every which way they want!

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!

Worshipping Her

Under Her Discipline

Tied

25 Story Bundles

Domme Dreams

Always in Charge



OEBPS/image_rsrcVB.jpg
Male Submission Stories






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




