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Bound and Used

Owen had been working late every night for weeks. He’d even worked last Saturday and Sunday. Willow didn’t mind. She knew Owen’s job was important. He had a lot of responsibilities, a lot of pressure keeping his nose to the grindstone.

Willow also knew how important it was for Owen to sometimes shed that responsibility. When he submitted to her in their beautiful big bedroom, he didn’t have to do anything more taxing than follow her instructions.

That said, some of Willow’s instructions were very demanding.

Tonight, Willow was going to take every burden off Owen’s shoulders and get him to relax. She had a plan!

The deadline Owen had been working so hard toward had been yesterday. At the weekend, there’d be a big party at Owen’s firm to celebrate his success.

Tonight was Willow’s to do with as she pleased.

She greeted Owen at the door, her voluptuous curves poured into a tight red mini-dress. Black stilettos gave her the crucial inches she needed to look down her nose at Owen, even when he was on his feet. When he knelt - and he would kneel - she’d tower over him. Just the way she liked.

“Are you ready to play?” she asked. Now that the deadline had passed, Willow knew Owen’s day at work would have been lighter. Still, if there was anything he needed to get him into the right headspace, Willow would make sure she supplied it before she demanded Owen put himself into her hands.

He didn’t seem surprised. But then, Willow wouldn’t have expected him to be. It wasn’t the first time she’d welcomed him home after a strenuous work project. And in a way, that was great. It meant that Owen knew what to expect. Or rather, he knew to expect that Willow would take care of him. She certainly intended to do precisely that.

“I am ready,” Owen nodded. He set his stuff down, hanging his coat up and wetting his lips as he looked at Willow. “You look stunning,” he commented, making Willow smile.

“You look overdressed,” she quipped, earning a smile from Owen in response. He lifted his hands to his shirt, but Willow shook her head. “No, not yet. Not here.” She reached for Owen’s hand, pulling him in for a kiss. It was quick and dirty, her tongue sliding into Owen’s mouth to remind him who he belonged to.

Pulling back, Willow used her thumb to wipe the scarlet of her lipstick off the corner of Owen’s mouth. She tugged him into the bedroom, watching his expression as he took in the freshly-made bed, the restraints and - less usually - the dining room chair sitting neatly in the middle of the available floor space.

She turned, her hands stroking up Owen’s chest until she reached his tie. She loosened it, pulling the material free of his collar and dropping it into their laundry hamper. “I will explain the chair,” she promised. “But not until I’m ready. Until then, no questions about it. Understood?”

“Understood,” Owen repeated easily. Willow knew he trusted her. That meant trusting that Willow’s requests were purposeful. Owen’s hand came up brush over Willow’s side. His touch was gentle, almost testing. “Tell me what you want me to do?” he asked, sounding so hopeful. “I want to be good for you. I want to do just as you tell me to.”

Willow felt her panties getting wet just at the question. Submitting to her was good for Owen. It was also fucking hot. Willow loved having Owen obey her orders. He always looked so good.

“Right now, I want you to let me take your clothes off,” Willow answered. She stripped Owen slowly, taking her time to appreciate the toned muscles in his chest. Then, after ordering him to turn around, Willow pulled the shirt from his shoulders. His back was just as impressive. Willow indulged herself by skimming her hands along the warm skin and feeling the muscles as they shifted under her touch.

Shoes and socks and pants all came off and were put away or added to the laundry pile. Willow liked to keep their bedroom neat precisely for nights like this.

“Now, get on your back on the bed,” Willow ordered. “You’ve worked hard all week, and I’m going to give you a reward.”

Owen hesitated only a moment before following Willow’s instructions and lying down on the bed. She felt his eyes on her. She smirked slightly at that. “Will you tell me what to do for you?” Owen asked hopefully. “I want to... I need to serve you.” It made Willow’s heart leap to hear him say that, to have Owen tell her how he needed Willow and her domination.

The way he looked at her was like Willow as all Owen ever wanted. The adoration in his eyes was so clear! It made Willow’s breath catch. He looked gorgeous, too, spread across their bed, naked and exposed for Willow to enjoy.

“You are going to serve me,” she promised. She wouldn’t have told Owen that they were going to play if she didn’t mean to give him exactly what he needed. Joining Owen on the bed, running her scarlet nails up his thighs, Willow gave a little hum. She’d had a plan, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t be a little flexible. If Owen needed to serve her now, rather than later, Willow could accommodate that.

She wiggled her dress up her hips, revealing her lack of panties to Owen’s eager gaze. “I want you to make me come quickly,” she told him. “And then I’m going to do the same to you.” Willow wanted Owen to last when she fucked him. The best way to be sure of that was to get his first orgasm out of the way.

Moving up the bed, Willow placed a knee on either side of Owen’s shoulders. “No teasing,” she clarified.

“No teasing,” he repeated in confirmation. She could see the lust clouding his eyes. That just made Willow all the more wet as she lowered her pussy over Owen’s face. True to his promise, when Owen’s tongue touched her, it was to lick his way up to Willow’s clit straight away. She moaned loudly, pleased with how determined he was.

Owen knew just how to touch Willow to make her feel good. He knew just how to tease her, but she had told him not to. And Owen didn’t. Instead, his tongue played around Willow’s clit, making her cry out louder and louder. One of Owen’s hands settled against Willow’s ass, urging her to rock harder against his mouth.

With true dedication, he lapped faster and faster. Willow had to grip the headrest for support as pleasure cruised through her at increasing speed.

Willow moaned, wanting Owen to hear how much she was enjoying his attention. “Fuck!” she cried. “That’s it, Owen. God, you’re so good at that. You know my body so well!” She rocked faster, grinding her clit against the soft, wet pressure offered by Owen’s tongue.

His fingers tightened, pulling Willow’s body against his face. She could imagine him, his face dripping with her wetness, the satisfied gleam in his eye of knowing he’d done well.

It didn’t take longer than a few minutes. Willow came hard and fast, her orgasm whipping through her. Every muscle shook, tightening and then relaxing, leaving Willow’s body feeling deliciously refreshed and on edge.

She pulled back, smiling down into Owen’s face. He looked exactly as she had imagined, messy from her drenched pussy but so very pleased with himself. Willow kissed him, tongue sliding over his lips to savor her own taste on them.

Gripping Owen’s hair, Willow tugged his head back, grazing her teeth along his throat. “Such a good boy for me,” she praised. Kissing her way down Owen’s chest, she settled between his legs. “Ready for your reward?”

It took Owen a moment but then he nodded. Willow grinned at that. They’d hardly started yet but she could already tell that Owen was handing himself over to her. It might be several more minutes until he was truly in his subspace, but Willow knew he’d let her take him there without any protest.

“I’m ready for you,” Owen said, licking Willow’s wetness off his lips. He gave her a soft smile, fingers brushing over the line where Willow’s dress ended and her bare legs started. “Can I help you out of the dress? Is that my reward?” Owen asked. Somehow, he managed to sound so hopeful that Willow wasn’t sure she could resist.

She gave a soft laugh. She was going to have to get naked. It wouldn’t hurt her plans to let Owen help her out of her dress now. “That can be your reward for my excellent orgasm,” she agreed. “And then there’ll be another reward for how hard you’ve been working. You deserve it.”

The flush of pleasure and pride on Owen’s face made Willow even more eager. She wanted him to feel how pleased she was. “Come on,” she urged, straddling Owen’s hips. His cock was hard for her, rubbing tantalizingly against her thigh. Willow wasn’t going to give in to her desire to have him inside her. Not yet.

“Sit up and help me take this and my bra off,” she encouraged.

She did not have to tell him twice. Owen eagerly reached for the zipper on the back of Willow’s dress, pulling it down to let the dress slide off her shoulders. He was careful. But not so careful that Willow felt fragile under his touch. Once he’d pulled the dress up and off, he set it to one side. Willow knew that he planned to put it away carefully. Owen was not naturally as neat as she was but he knew how much she liked for the bedroom to be organized.

Owen’s tongue darted over his lips as he reached to undo the clasp on Willow’s back that held her bra shut. He was careful with that, too. The expression on his face showed so much concentration. Willow might have laughed had she not been so turned on by it. When he finally let her breasts bounce free, Willow heard Owen’s breath catch in his throat. The way he looked at her made her feel as though she was the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.

She grinned from ear to ear, leaning forward so that her full breasts brushed against Owen’s face. He knew exactly what she wanted. His lips parted, capturing her nipple in the luxurious wet heat of his mouth. He sucked, the pressure making Willow’s toes curl in her extravagant shoes. They were the only thing Owen hadn’t taken off her. Willow was not planning to let him.

Her nipple came free of Owen’s mouth with a satisfying pop. Willow thought about moving down his body, paying some well-deserved attention to his dick. But, well, she did so hate for things to be uneven. “The other one, too,” she urged. A soft sigh fell from her lips as Owen obeyed. He was so good. His mouth felt incredible. Willow’s whole body was sensitive from her orgasm, and Owen’s tongue circling her nipple had her crying out with need.

Finally, she pulled back. As promised, she kissed and nipped her way down Owen’s stomach. His muscles were taut under her mouth. And so responsive. He shuddered at the sharp press of her teeth, moaned at the heat of her tongue. He was going to scream when Willow wrapped her lips around his cock.

She took him in slowly, letting the head of his dick bump the back of her throat before she pulled back. She left saliva, and a smear of scarlet lipstick, along Owen’s thick shaft. Lapping at the tip, she looked up at him through long, dark eyelashes.

“Fuck,” he groaned. Willow could tell that Owen was holding himself back, not allowing himself to push up into the tight press of her lips. Sometimes she wanted him to fuck her mouth. But Willow always made that clear. It thrilled her to know that Owen put so much effort into not doing anything Willow hadn’t specifically said he could.

Willow’s tongue worked against the bottom of Owen’s shaft, teasing louder and louder cries from him. She could tell he was closing in on his climax. His muscles tensed. If she hadn’t wanted him to come, Willow could’ve slowed down. But she did, so instead she sucked his cock harder.

“Oh God! Wil, fuck, I’m going to come,” Owen warned. Even his voice sounded strained. When Willow still didn’t slow down, her fingers digging into Owen’s sides, he grunted loudly before his hips did fuck forward. Owen cried out loudly as he came.

Willow pursed her lips around his cock, swallowing every drop of hot cum. She loved this moment, every time. Owen completely let himself go, and she was there to catch him, to make him feel good. She pulled back slowly, savoring the taste against her tongue. Owen looked flushed, but not yet so sated as to be sleepy. Good. Willow was going to need him to have some energy left.

She stroked slowly over Owen’s legs, giving him a moment to just relax and enjoy the pleasure she knew must be tingling through him. “Feel good?” she asked, smirking up at Owen’s eager eyes. “Feel relaxed? Rewarded?” She wanted to hear it, wanted to know how far behind him Owen had left his work and the stresses that came with it.

“Yeah,” he breathed. She could tell Owen wasn’t all there with her. Parts of his mind were already sliding into the subspace that Willow wanted him to get to. His hands brushed over Willow’s bare sides and Owen let out a satisfied sigh. “You make me feel so good, Willow. Thank you,” he said, leaning into her body.

Bringing her hand up, Willow petted Owen’s hair and he instinctively pushed in more. “What now? What do I do?” he asked eagerly.

Willow felt excitement rising, filling her chest with butterflies. Now came her explanations, and her plan. Willow knew that Owen was going to enjoy it - and so was she. She slid from his grasp, setting her stilettos down against the floor. Naked, she towered over Owen’s prone form.

“Now, I’m going to tie you into that chair,” Willow answered, gesturing to the dining chair Owen had noticed earlier. Even saying the words sent a thrill of anticipation through her. She had a vision in her mind of exactly how Owen would look, exactly what she’d do and how he’d sound.

She offered him a hand. “Come, sit down,” she urged. “Hands together behind the back of the chair.”

There was an animalistic whimper from Owen that made Willow’s stomach flip in excitement. She knew that he’d like this. But hearing him make those sounds? It was pretty fucking incredible.

She watched Owen follow her instructions, taking a seat just as she’d told him to. He moved his hands behind the chair, fingers wrapping around the wood. Owen’s cock was no longer hard, but Willow could see it twitching anyway. This was different from what they usually did. Willow was certain the not knowing was half of the thrill.

Looking up at Willow, Owen licked his lips. His eyes followed her so eagerly that Willow couldn’t help but reach out and brush a soft touch over Owen’s bare shoulder. He shivered in response, like it was the best thing to ever happen to him.

Willow took her time. She hardly needed to spend several minutes teasing over the various restraints she had laid out on her dressing table. But she knew that Owen was watching, waiting on tenterhooks to discover which she would pick. There was the rope, which would rub against Owen’s skin so he couldn’t forget it was there. There were cuffs, which would hold his wrists more firmly together.

Finally, Willow made her choice.

She slipped around behind the chair, fastening Owen’s wrists into padded leather cuffs. A bar between them kept his hands firmly in place, preventing him from bringing them back in front of the chair. “How does that feel?” Willow purred. She’d cuffed Owen before, but usually only to himself. Trapping him on a chair with no way of getting up was new.

“Good,” Owen answered instantly. He did then pause. Willow knew it was because he recognized that his answer had been too fast. Willow had trained him well. She’d always told Owen that if she asked a question, he had to think about how to answer it truthfully. “It does feel good,” Owen said. “I want to be exactly how you want me to be.”

Willow smiled at that. There was no doubt in her mind that Owen meant it. It was important to her that he should feel good, too. If Owen wasn’t going to prioritize that then Willow had to. It was what made them work so well.

“I want you just like this,” Willow assured, moving to stand in front of Owen for a moment. He looked so good, but Willow still wasn’t quite finished. She picked up the rope, dropping to her knees at Owen’s feet. She pressed a kiss against his knee, then guided him to move so that his calf lined up with the leg of the chair.

Looping the rope around his ankle, Willow tied it. Her knots were tight enough that Owen would feel the rope rubbing against his skin, but not so tight she risked cutting off the circulation.

Slowly, giving Owen plenty of time to adjust to the new sensation, Willow moved to the other leg. She secured it in the same way, tying it to the leg of the chair so that Owen truly couldn’t get up without her help. “I want you to tell me if your shoulders start to hurt. Or if anything starts to hurt.” This was not supposed to be about causing Owen pain. It was important to Willow to know that Owen would tell her if his muscles began to strain uncomfortably.

She waited for Owen to answer her. It took him a moment to realize that’s why she had stopped touching him. “Yes,” he nodded. “Of course. I’ll tell you.” And he would, too, so Willow nodded. She watched Owen’s tongue dart over his lips to wet them as his eyes looked up at her. The way he then swallowed, Adam’s apple bobbing in his throat, like anticipation could kill him, made Willow’s pussy wet.

“You’re so hot,” Owen hummed.

Willow hummed her agreement. She had never doubted that she looked good naked. If she had, one look at Owen’s face when he beheld her would have cured that insecurity.

She moved with confidence, straddling Owen’s lap and draping her arms across his shoulders. His thighs supported her, her pussy inches from his dick. “I’m so wet,” she teased. “One orgasm wasn’t nearly enough.” She rocked, knowing how the heat from her pussy would tease against Owen’s cock.

“I want you to get hard for me,” she urged. Leaning close, she flicked her tongue against Owen’s earlobe before sucking it between her lips. She knew just what he liked. Willow was confident that she could get him hard a second time without much delay.

The whine he gave was very satisfying. Owen did his best to rock up against Willow, despite both his arms and legs being restrained. Seeing him try was so hot. The way his muscles tensed in his stomach, face so focused. It was almost like Owen was planning to will himself hard again. Luckily, Willow was perfectly happy to help him get there.

“I wish I could touch you,” Owen said. It definitely wasn’t a complaint about his current situation. “I want to make you come again. I love it when you come.”

Willow grinned. “You’re going to make me come again,” she promised. Her smile sharpened, curving into a smirk. “I won’t untie you until you do.” She felt Owen’s moan rumble through him. Leaning forward, she let her breasts press against the muscle of Owen’s chest. Her nipples were hard, sending waves of pleasure through her as they rubbed against Owen’s skin.

Tensing her thighs, Willow lifted herself up. When she dropped, her breasts bounced. She cried out at the sharp pleasure of it. There was an ache between her legs, one which could only be satisfied by Owen’s cock filling her.

“You can touch my breasts,” she announced, lifting up again. Owen’s hands were still tied, but his mouth was free.

The way Owen’s eyes lit up at that would’ve made Willow laugh if not for the moan that escaped her when Owen’s lips wrapped around one of her nipples. His tongue slid over it teasingly. Willow leaned in to give him better access. Even without his hands being available, Owen was still doing a very good job of sending shots of pleasure through Willow.

He was certainly dedicated. His mouth moved from her left nipple onto her right one. Repeating the same action, Owen let his tongue tease over the hard tip of Willow’s nipple. This time, he gave it a light bite. The sharp pain  ran through her like fire. It made her moan even louder, which only encouraged Owen to do it again.

When he moved back to the nipple he’d teased first, it was with much firmer suction. Owen was so good at knowing how Willow liked her breasts played with. Not having his hands available didn’t seem to deter him at all. If anything, it felt like it was spurring him on to perform even better than he usually did. Willow loved that. She brought one hand up to tangle in Owen’s hair.

“So good,” she panted. “Fuck, Owen. You’re so good for me.” He rumbled his appreciation of her praise, the vibrations adding to the rising tide of pleasure swelling through Willow’s body. She shifted, finding a way she could glance down without needing to pull her nipple from the scalding heat of Owen’s mouth.

She smirked at what she saw. “Yes,” she hissed, tugging at Owen’s hair. “Getting hard again for me so soon, baby,” she murmured. That was exactly what she’d wanted. Willow had known that giving Owen permission to play with her breasts would help him get there.

Loosening her hand from around Owen’s shoulders, Willow wrapped her fingers around his stiff cock. She moaned in anticipation as she led him between her legs, sliding down and letting his thick shaft fill her in one smooth motion. Her groan echoed off the walls. “Fuck!” she gasped. “You feel great.”

She rocked her hips, deliberately teasing. “You can’t thrust unless I tell you,” she ordered. “Can you do that?”

Owen’s breath caught in his throat. He didn’t answer immediately, but that was fine. Willow could wait. And she did, giving a soft moan at how Owen’s cock thickened inside her. “Yeah,” Owen finally nodded. “Yeah, I won’t move unless you say I can,” Owen promised. He buried his face in the crook of Willow’s shoulder, breath hot against her neck.

“Anything you want,” he promised, panting. “Tell me? I just... I want to please you, please, Willow,” Owen chanted. Willow knew he had little conscious thought left, apart from thoughts that related to pleasing her. Knowing she’d pushed aside every thought of work, filled Owen’s head with only her and pleasure, Willow felt more alive than ever. Owen was giving himself over to her. Right now, that involved not thrusting into her until she said he could.

Willow wanted to tease, but she had no intention of dragging this out so long it would be unpleasant. She tensed her thighs, lifting herself halfway off Owen’s cock before letting gravity pull her back down hard. It felt so good! Owen’s cock was thick enough to stretch her pussy and she loved the feeling of his body trembling under hers. Willow circled her hips, crying out as Owen’s dick rubbed against sensitive spots inside her that made her see stars.

She lifted up again, a little higher, dropping down with a loud shout of Owen’s name. “Tell me how good I feel,” she urged. As if to inspire Owen, Willow squeezed her muscles tight around his cock as she held still on Owen’s lap. “Tell me how much you want to fuck me.”

“So much,” Owen breathed. “Fuck, Willow. You feel amazing. So tight. I love how you fuck me. I want to be yours, so you can do what you want to me,” he spoke, words catching in his throat every so often. “I want to fuck you, I want to be what you like. Do exactly as you tell me to.” Willow wasn’t even sure if Owen was thinking about what he was saying. It was entirely possible that he was just talking because she had told him to.

Still, Willow also knew that what he was saying was the truth. “Fuck, Willow, you’re so great. I love you so much and I want you to use me so hard. God, baby, you’re fantastic and so hot, your pussy’s so wet.”

The words lit fire under Willow’s skin, making her feel as though molten liquid were running through her veins. She rocked harder, faster, lifting herself up higher and dropping down with desperate cries. “I am going to use you,” she promised, the fingers of one hand clinging to Owen’s shoulder. “Use you so hard, make myself come on your cock.”

Unlike Owen, Willow knew exactly what she was saying. Her words were calculated to sink into Owen’s mind, turn him on even more. Willow wanted him to know just how much she valued him, how good he made her feel with his obedience. Fuck.

As Willow sped up, she could feel the pleasure taking root inside her. Every drop and circle of her hips made it stronger, until it was all that Willow could think about.

“I’m gonna use your cock to make myself come,” she promised. “And then let you fuck me.”

Leaning in, she nipped hard at Owen’s lower lip. The shock of pain made his mouth drop open. Willow swooped to claim him. Her tongue licked eagerly against his, the pleasure of showing Owen how much he belonged to her pushing Willow over the edge.

She came, muscles tightening until all Willow could feel was the bursting pleasure and the thick girth of Owen’s cock. She slowed, rocking more gently, riding out the last throes of her passion.

Owen looked wrecked, but he’d done so well. Hadn’t thrust even once. Willow was going to reward that. She leaned in, pressing her lips to the shell of his ear. “Fuck me, Owen,” she ordered.

The chair under him bucked as Owen pushed up, pulling against the restraints. It was definitely a challenge but one he seemed to take on eagerly. Owen pushed up into Willow’s burning heat, rocking faster and faster. His mouth came down against her shoulder, teeth sinking into Willow’s skin, sending a sharp pain through her body.

It mixed together with the pleasure she was feeling from Owen’s cock, making Willow moan loudly. Owen took it as encouragement, fucking up into her harder. The chair shook even more and Owen groaned.

“I would touch you so well,” he promised. “Have my hands brush over your breasts, tease your nipples. I’d squeeze your ass and pull you in tighter against me.” Each word seemed to be punctuated by a thrust up. Willow’s whole body shook at Owen fucked her.

She had no doubt that what he said was true. Willow hardly needed to feel Owen’s hands on her, not when his words alone sent pulses of urgent need between her legs. “Fuck, yes,” she gasped, her breasts bouncing as Owen’s hips fucked up into her.

Quickly, Willow lifted a hand, fingers smoothing over the curve of her tit. She caught at her hardened nipple, teasing and tugging as her cries got higher and louder. “Oh god!” The pleasure was so intense, coming at Willow from every angle. Owen’s cock as it throbbed inside her, his words, his obedience, and now her own hand at her breast.

Willow licked the fingers of her other hand, bringing their wet tips down to her nipple, pinching it harder and shuddering at the pleasure-pain. “Come on, baby, you’re fucking me so well,” she praised. “I want to feel you come inside me. Do that for me, Owen!”

The groan that Owen gave sounded animalistic. It was followed by a string of grunts as he fucked into Willow harder. Her pussy was so wet, taking every thrust. Willow slammed down, meeting him, her hands holding onto Owen’s shoulders for leverage. The chair shook hard from the force of their movements. Willow hardly had time to wonder if it might collapse under them.

Instead, she screamed. Owen bit down against her shoulder again, sending yet another mix of pain and pleasure through her. Her muscles tightened around him. Willow fucked down as hard as she could until she finally felt him shudder. Owen filled her up just as she had demanded.

“Fuck,” Owen swore, body going lax under Willow. “I love coming in you,” he breathed.

The sweetness of it, in contrast to how hoarse Owen’s voice was from screaming, made Willow laugh. Satisfaction radiated through her body. She’d wanted to make Owen feel good, to show him how much she valued him. She’d set out to give him the break he needed from his own hard work. Willow had no doubt that she’d succeeded.

She pressed a slow, lazy kiss against Owen’s lips, running her hands through his hair. When she pulled back, he looked so well-fucked that Willow felt pride well up in her heart. Slowly, she lifted herself off Owen’s lap, kneeling to untie his ankles from the legs of the chair.

“Do you feel good?” she asked as her fingers stroked along his calf. “Do you feel relaxed?”

He didn’t answer immediately. Willow didn’t rush him. She rubbed the marks that the restraints had left against his ankles, before moving on to undo Owen’s hands, too. Her touch was soft, gentle even. Owen’s arms relaxed when she untied them and Willow moved to place his hands in his lap. The movement seemed to wake Owen from his subspace. He turned to look at Willow.

“What?” he asked but then shook his head. “I feel good.” Willow knew he didn’t even realize he was answering her question. Owen was so used to her that he didn’t need her to ask. He told her how he felt because she wanted to know, that was all. “It’s so good, you’re so good. Fuck, Willow, I needed this.”

He certainly had. The pride burned even more fiercely in Willow’s chest at that. “I know you did,” she assured, running her hands over the muscles of Owen’s thighs. “You were perfect. You did everything I wanted.” The little smile on Owen’s face was enough to make Willow push herself up so she could kiss him.

“Come on,” she urged. “You’re going to let me take care of you now. I’ll draw you a bath, get you warm and clean, then we can order a pizza.”

Now that she’d ensured Owen’s safe experience of submission, Willow knew how important it was to take care of the more material needs that he’d been neglecting. She smiled as she helped him up. She loved this part almost as much as she loved dominating him in the bedroom.

And once he was rested, they still had a whole weekend!


Tying Him Up

Ivy and Phoebe’s Italian vacation was going great. The weather was much better than they had anticipated, but they’d both brought enough summer dresses to manage the hot days. A lot of their time had been spent exploring Rome and the surrounding areas. But for the past few days, the women had stayed in the city. There was so much to take in, both in terms of food and wine, as well as history.

The one thing they hadn’t really had a chance to test the flavor of, however, was the Italian men. And there were a lot of gorgeous ones. Ivy had brought it up last night over many glasses of wine. Somehow, the conversation had moved from how nice it might be to see what Italian men were like on to how nice it might be to share one.

Honestly, since they had had that conversation - and agreed to see if tonight could be their night - Ivy had felt exceptionally horny. She had never had a threesome before, though she knew that Phoebe had done. It was definitely something she was excited by.

“What about him?” Phoebe asked.

Ivy’s gaze slid over to the guy she’d pointed at. He was tall, muscular. Ivy’s mouth watered just at the idea of how good those long fingers might feel inside her. “He looks good,” she nodded. Ivy worked her courage up, downing the wine before she stood, giving a determined nod.

It made Phoebe laugh. But she didn’t attempt to stop Ivy as she walked over to the guy, giving him a wide smile. “Hi,” Ivy greeted. “I’m Ivy. Do you speak English?” she asked. The guy nodded. “Awesome. How do you feel about being tied up and fucked?”

They did say there’s no time like right now.

There was no immediate answer, which was possibly fair enough. Ivy had been thinking about this all day. Her handsome Italian stranger had only a few seconds to process the idea. His gaze raked over Ivy’s body, taking in the way her summer dress hugged her breasts before it flared out at the waist.

“Fucked, by you?” he asked, raising what Ivy interpreted as a challenging eyebrow.

Before she could answer, he held out his hand. “I’m Matteo.”

She took his hand, giving him a wide smile. “Yes, me,” Ivy nodded. “And my friend, Phoebe,” she added, turning towards where Phoebe was so she could give her a wave. Even from here, Ivy could tell that Phoebe was amused. Nonetheless, she did wave back. Like Ivy’s dress, Phoebe’s clothes also hugged her body beautifully. Ivy couldn’t imagine anyone turning down the opportunity to fuck her.

“Are you interested? I’d very much like it if you were interested,” Ivy said, like that should be the thing that tipped Matteo’s decision. “We’re open to special requests,” she added with a grin. For as long as he would fuck them both, Ivy imagined they could be flexible about other wishes. If Matteo had none, well, Ivy had quite a list.

He seemed almost dazed, his gaze moving between her and Phoebe. Instead of answering in words, he reeled her in by her hand still in his. His body felt even better against Ivy’s than she had imagined, all hard muscle beneath his light shirt. He dipped his head, his breath a warm rush against Ivy’s ear.

“I am very interested,” he promised, his fingers brushing a strand of Ivy’s hair away from her neck. Leaning even closer, his lips sought hers, crashing down on her like a wave breaking over a rock. He turned them, one hand at the small of Ivy’s back.

He finally pulled away, leaving Ivy’s lips tingling, and she realized he’d turned them to give Phoebe the best possible view of their bodies flush against one another. “Do you have somewhere you were planning to tie me to?” Matteo asked.

“Oh, yes,” Ivy answered easily. Her and Phoebe had shared hotel rooms throughout their travels. And the one they had here, in Rome, was a beautiful huge room with two four-poster beds. Taking Matteo’s hand, Ivy lead them back over to where Phoebe was just finishing her glass of wine. “He said yes,” she announced.

It made Phoebe laugh as she nodded. “I did guess,” she teased before giving Matteo an approving look. “Did she tell you we want to tie you up?” Phoebe asked. That was fair enough, tying Matteo up was an important part of what they wanted to do.

“She did,” Matteo answered, nodding. “You must be Phoebe.” Instead of holding out his hand, as he’d done to Ivy, he leaned down to press a kiss against Phoebe’s lips. He didn’t let go of Ivy’s hand, instead pulling her closer. Phoebe reached out too, her hand sliding over Ivy’s side. The light touch sent heat trickling slowly down Ivy’s spine, setting off an ache between her legs that made her shift impatiently.

Finally, they broke the kiss, Matteo looking very pleased with the turn his night had taken. “I’m Matteo,” he introduced himself, making Ivy realize that she hadn’t. She was going to blame the wine. And her distraction.

“Are we walking?” he asked, “Or should I get an Uber?”

“Our hotel’s just across the road,” Phoebe answered, her hand still lingering against Ivy’s side. Once she’d finished her wine, it didn’t take them very long to make their way out of the bar and over the road into the hotel. Ivy’s whole body felt like it was on fire with anticipation. Matteo’s hand brushed across her back and down to her ass as Ivy leaned more into Phoebe. She could tell the two of them were just as excited.

Thankfully, it didn’t take them very long to get to the room. As soon as they were inside, Phoebe pressed Matteo against the door, kissing him hard. Ivy, in turn, began to undo the shirt he was wearing. Before long, she was pushing it off his shoulders. Phoebe gave a soft moan when she saw just how good Matteo looked.

“Great choice,” she praised Ivy, her nails scratching over Matteo’s stomach.

Matteo laughed, his muscles jumping under Phoebe’s fingers. “I am a great choice,” he agreed, tipping his head back with a groan as Phoebe’s hand brushed lower. “Very willing to be tied up, especially if you still let me please you both.” That sounded promising. As was the way Matteo reached for Ivy, sliding his hands under the full skirt and up Ivy’s bare legs.

“Can I help you take these off?” he asked, his voice low and sultry as his fingers brushed against the material between Ivy’s legs. “Please?” he practically purred the word.

Phoebe turned, her attention on the scene playing out before her. “Go on,” she urged. “Tell him what you want him to do.”

Ivy had every intention of doing just that. She wasn’t shy about what she wanted. Having two people there wasn’t going to change that. “You can help me,” Ivy nodded. “But I want you to do so on your knees,” she told Matteo. His eyes widened. Then, with no hesitation, Matteo dropped to the plush carpet, reaching out to run his hands up Ivy’s legs again.

In turn, Phoebe came closer, her fingers brushing against the material of Ivy’s dress. “You want me to help you with that, too?” she asked, wiggling her eyebrows at Ivy in a way that made her laugh.

“Yeah,” she breathed, enjoying how, for the time being, all the attention was on her.

Matteo’s fingers felt every bit as good inching up her legs as Ivy had imagined. Without lifting her dress, he hooked his thumbs into the waistband of her panties. His hand brushed against Ivy’s ass as he dragged them down and tossed them over one shoulder. Sliding back up, his hand was warm against the smooth skin of Ivy’s inner thigh. She leaned back, letting Phoebe support her weight as she parted her legs.

Phoebe’s breasts pressed against Ivy’s back, a soft warmth that was unlike anything Ivy was used to. Phoebe’s fingers caught the zipper on the side of Ivy’s dress, dragging it down slowly. She leaned forward, pressing a kiss to Ivy’s neck and then looking over her shoulder at Matteo, still on his knees.

Between the two of them, Ivy felt like it took no time at all for her dress to fall away, leaving her in just her bra. Phoebe stroked her nipples through the fabric, bringing them to hard points that sent sparks of pleasure straight between Ivy’s legs.

“Can I touch you?” Matteo asked, his hand sliding higher, until Ivy was sure he could feel how hot her pussy already was.

“You can,” Ivy allowed. She was keen to enjoy his touch. And having Matteo touch her now wasn’t going to stop them from tying him to the bed later. Not that he had seemed in any way against the idea. Phoebe’s hot hands were brushing over Ivy’s breasts, teasing against her nipples and making Ivy give a string of soft moans.

Matteo slid between her legs, fingers as teasing as Phoebe’s. Ivy didn’t hold back the sounds that fell from her lips, leaning more into Phoebe’s body. Her hands moved to run up Phoebe’s legs, as much as she could reach them, pulling her friend’s dress up.

Phoebe laughed. “Impatient, Ivy?” she teased. Matteo brushed one finger against Ivy’s clit, making her buck her hips towards him. He circled it carefully, never pressing quite hard enough. The teasing was making Ivy feel hotter - and wetter. Matteo pulled his hand back, licking her liquids from his fingers before his gaze moved up to where Phoebe had stepped out from behind her.

“Me too,” he said. “I’m very impatient to see you both in fewer clothes.” He leaned in, fingers sliding unerringly between Ivy’s legs, even with his gaze fixed elsewhere.

Instead of making them wait, Phoebe pulled her dress off over her head. Her figure looked amazing in her skimpy bra and panties, making Matteo moan even as he pressed two fingers in and out of Ivy’s pussy.

“What do you want, Ivy?” Phoebe asked, raising an eyebrow at her friend. “What should I take off next?” Between the three of them, there were still at least four different garments.

Ivy thought about how great Phoebe’s breasts would look once they bounced free. Or, for that matter, how great her breasts would look once they were free. But in the end, with another soft moan, Ivy made her decision.

“Matteo’s pants,” she told her friend, giving her a grin over her shoulder. “I’ll even accept that he has to pull his fingers out of me,” she offered generously, making Phoebe laugh. She pinched Ivy’s nipple through the material of the bra lightly. Enough to make Ivy moan again before Phoebe nodded towards the bed.

“I want you to sit down on the edge,” she told him. After licking his fingers clean, Matteo looked between the two women. Ivy could tell how turned on he was. This was only the beginning!

“You’ll make me come, I promise,” Ivy assured with some amusement. That seemed to do the trick; Matteo moved over to the bed, sitting down at the edge just as he’d been told. His obedience certainly boded well for later.

He leaned back, the beautiful muscles of his chest and stomach fully on display. Ivy’s fingers itched to run along the deep lines of his abs. As if reading her mind, Matteo lifted one of his hands, stroking slowly across his stomach. He made a soft noise in his throat as Phoebe went to her knees at his feet.

Her fingers followed the same path, stroking over Matteo’s skin in a way that made Ivy almost ache with jealousy. Phoebe didn’t waste time. As soon as she’d satisfied herself, she moved her hands to the button of Matteo’s pants, popping it open and dragging the zipper down.

Obediently, Matteo lifted his hips, helping Phoebe tug the fabric down his long, lean legs. His cotton briefs were snug across his hips, already tented in front. Phoebe’s fingers stroked along the promising outline of his cock, making Matteo tip his head back on a moan.

“He sounds good,” Ivy hummed. Matteo’s eyes traveled over to her. She could tell he was torn as to whom to focus on. Truthfully, she couldn’t blame him. Phoebe looked gorgeous on her knees, the bra and panties she was wearing barely covering anything. Ivy moved behind her, reaching to undo her friend’s bra. She pressed a kiss against her shoulder before she let Phoebe’s breasts fall free.

Both Matteo and Phoebe gave equally soft moans at that. Ivy grinned. “You like what you see?” she asked Matteo, more than sure that he’d say yes.

He licked his lips but didn’t move to touch either of them. Ivy appreciated that. She’d told him to sit, and Matteo clearly wasn’t going to move until she told him that he could. “Very much,” he answered, gaze darting between Ivy and Phoebe. “I’m a lucky man, spending the night with two such beautiful women.”

Phoebe gave a throaty chuckle, her hands pressing down against Matteo’s firm thighs. “Flatterer,” she teased. Her fingers slid under the material of Matteo’s briefs. Matteo’s Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed, tilting his hips up in search of more attention. “What do you think, Ivy?” Phoebe asked. “Shall I take these off so we can see just how much he likes us?”

Ivy laughed at that. She was pleased to find that the sound seemed to turn Matteo on even more. “Yeah,” she nodded. “Let’s see what his dick’s like.” She wasn’t disappointed when Phoebe pulled the material down. Matteo wasn’t huge but then, Ivy didn’t want huge. She wanted fun. And he would definitely be able to deliver that.

Moving in closer, Ivy stroked her hand down Matteo’s chest, just the way she had wanted to. Her fingers teased over his nipples. “Take off my bra,” she instructed. Matteo didn’t hesitate to reach out and do just that. “Do you want to see how great my breasts feel in your mouth? I bet you do,” Ivy hummed. “Go ahead,” she encouraged, moaning loudly when Matteo sucked one of her nipples into his mouth.

He wasn’t shy about showing his enthusiasm. He moaned too, the vibrations buzzing pleasantly over Ivy’s sensitive skin. His tongue lapped hard against her nipple, circling over and around until it made Ivy squirm against his side.

“What if I want to see how great your breasts feel in my mouth?” Phoebe asked, crawling up onto the bed to join them. At Ivy’s nod, she kissed her way slowly down until she was poised to take Ivy’s nipple between her lips. Her kisses were gentler, her tongue feather-light against Ivy’s skin. The contrast of the two of them, both mouths so hot against her breasts, made Ivy give a wordless cry.

Matteo pulled back first, reaching his hand out to slide back between Ivy’s legs. If anything, she was even wetter now. Matteo’s fingers pressed easily into her soaking pussy. Phoebe’s tongue flicked faster and faster over Ivy’s nipple, until she could feel pleasure drawing tight in the pit of her stomach.

Ivy didn’t bother holding back. She let the cries of pleasure fall from her lips and surround them. It seemed to encourage both Phoebe and Matteo. Ivy rocked harder against Matteo’s fingers. When Phoebe sucked against her nipple, it sent heat all the way through Ivy, meeting the warmth rising from Matteo’s fingers in her pussy.

“Fuck,” she breathed harshly. Her orgasm was so close. With Matteo picking up the speed, fucking his fingers in and out of her, it wasn’t long before Ivy’s body trembled. Pleasure shot through her. She screamed as her orgasm exploded. Matteo, to his credit, slowed down enough to let Ivy decide how fast or slow she wanted to fuck herself against him until it was all a bit too much.

She pushed him back, licking her lips. Phoebe pulled back too, grinning up at Ivy. “You sounded good,” she complimented. “Do you think I’ll sound as good when he makes me come with his mouth?” she asked teasingly.

“First, we’ll have to tie him up. We did promise,” Ivy pointed out, her body still trembling slightly from the orgasm.

Matteo gave a soft moan of his own. “Please,” he breathed, his chest rising and falling more quickly. His dark eyes were wide. It thrilled Ivy how excited he was at the prospect - she’d clearly picked even better than she’d known.

“Is that ‘please’ you want to be tied up, or ‘please’ you want to be allowed to make me come?” Phoebe asked, rising from the bed. With both Matteo and Ivy watching her, she paused to shimmy her panties down her long, tan legs. Even from here, Ivy could see how wet she was.

Matteo licked his lips again. “Both,” he answered, the corner of his mouth lifting in a slight smirk. Phoebe fetched the rope from where she’d stashed it, passing it slowly between her fingers. Matteo couldn’t seem to keep his eyes off it. “How do you want me?” he asked.

“On your back, arms up,” Ivy answered without hesitation. She teased her own hand over her breasts, biting her lower lip with a soft moan as she watched Matteo scoot up the bed. He leaned against the pillows, raising his hands up to the headrest. Phoebe didn’t hesitate to crawl onto the bed. She settled next to Matteo’s head as she looped the rope through the slats. She was skilled in tying a man up. That seemed to make Ivy even wetter.

Phoebe checked that the ropes were safe, tugging against them. “All secure,” she confirmed before licking her lips as she glanced down at Matteo. His naked body did look great, his hard cock standing to attention.

“Do you think he needs me to show him how to make you come?” Ivy asked teasingly.

She saw the way Phoebe’s eyes widened. Then her friend grinned. “Oh, perhaps,” she hummed, running a hand over Matteo’s chest. He could hardly do anything about it apart from wiggle under Phoebe’s touch. “I wouldn’t want him to do it wrong,” she added, reaching across Matteo to caress a finger over Ivy’s bare breasts.

Matteo huffed at that. “I’m not going to do it wrong,” he argued. There was a smile playing around his lips. “If you want to show me, I wouldn’t say no,” he added, gaze darting between the two women. He gave a soft moan as Phoebe spread her legs. She ran her hand down her body so that her fingers could tease lightly over her pussy.

“I like to be teased,” she said, though whether she was telling Matteo or Ivy wasn’t entirely clear. Either way, her fingers retreated, making her whine in protest. She lifted her hips up in a blatant invitation to Ivy. “Come on,” she urged, her voice sounding so eager that it sent sparks of electricity all the way down Ivy’s spine. “Come and tease me, so Matteo can learn.”

Ivy hardly needed to be told twice. She crawled across Matteo’s body and towards Phoebe. It was hot to have him under them, forced to watch and unable to touch. Ivy loved that he had no choice. They’d get to him. They’d use him when they were ready. But for now she was eager to touch Phoebe, to get her to moan louder and louder because of Ivy.

Reaching for Phoebe’s shoulder, Ivy pressed against it, making the other woman lower herself. She stretched out on the bed, her head against Matteo’s chest. Ivy liked that, too, the fact that they were using him to prop Phoebe up for Ivy to pleasure her.

She took her time kissing across Phoebe’s skin. It felt like liquid fire under her touch. Ivy grazed her teeth over the skin to draw a moan from her friend’s lips. When Phoebe parted her legs to welcome Ivy between them, she didn’t hesitate to press a kiss against her inner thigh.

“Fuck,” Phoebe moaned theatrically, tipping her head back. Her hair spilled across Matteo’s tanned chest, making her look deliciously ravished and untamed. “Your mouth feels good already,” she added, making Ivy smirk. She hadn’t even begun yet, not really.

Pressing one hand against Phoebe’s thigh, Ivy kissed higher. Her tongue slid out to softly tease around Phoebe’s entrance. Ivy listened to the way Phoebe’s moans increased. As Ivy’s tongue delved deeper, Phoebe’s hands clutched at the bedsheets under her. She bucked her hips, writhing in an attempt to wriggle closer to Ivy’s tongue.

Tugging against his restraints, Matteo moaned, too. “You look amazing,” he breathed, eyes clouding with lust. The muscles of his stomach twitched, responding as Phoebe pressed her body harder against his. “Don’t stop, Ivy,” he begged.

She loved hearing the sounds that Phoebe made. The whole scene was made even hotter by having Matteo beg her to give Phoebe pleasure. Ivy’s tongue lapped harder against Phoebe, the tip sliding inside her to urge a loud cry from her friend. She tasted amazing. Ivy felt the way Matteo moved under them, pushing Phoebe’s body more against Ivy.

Moving her hand up over Phoebe’s bare leg, Ivy pressed a finger inside her. Phoebe’s whole body trembled in response. So Ivy began to finger her faster. “More,” Phoebe begged. Ivy would’ve grinned had her tongue not been preoccupied with licking against Phoebe’s clit. The sounds she made were so good that Ivy couldn’t resist the urge to do just as she’d asked and press another finger inside her.

She wanted to make Phoebe come, to make her scream so loudly that whoever was next door could hear it. Her tongue moved faster and Ivy moved her other hand to find Matteo’s cock, to tease her fingers over it ever so lightly.

His groan was loud, like her touch was so unexpected he hadn’t had time to quieten himself. Ivy liked that. She wanted to make both of them lose control. Phoebe’s muscles clenched, her hips rocking harder and faster under Ivy’s mouth. “Fuck, Ivy! Yes!” Phoebe cried, one hand coming to clutch at Ivy’s shoulder. The other scratched across Matteo’s chest, Phoebe’s nails leaving red lines against his skin.

Matteo cried out, pulling against the ropes that bound him. His cock twitched in Ivy’s hand, precum glistening at the tip. His muscles contracted as he made every attempt to buck his hips up into her hold. Phoebe’s head and the ropes held him down. It left him wriggling eagerly, unable to get any more attention than what Ivy offered him.

Tipping her head back, Phoebe gave a wild scream as Ivy’s fingers plunged into her. She came hard, clutching at both of them until her shudders finally subsided. “Oh my god,” she sighed, her breasts heaving as she sucked in a deep breath. “That was amazing.” She turned to Matteo and said, “If you can do half as well as that, I’ll be happy.”

Ivy was very pleased at the praise. And she almost laughed at how loudly Matteo whined when she let go of his cock. There was something delightful about having so much power over him and his pleasure. She wanted to hear him make Phoebe scream just like she had. Licking her lips, Ivy pulled back. Her body felt so hot, excitement tingling through her.

“Let him try,” she suggested. “Sit on his face. I want to hear how he can make you sound,” Ivy said. Phoebe definitely didn’t seem to have any objections to that. Ivy watched as Phoebe crawled atop Matteo. She leaned down to brush the tips of her nipples against his chest, teasing both of them with the movement.

Phoebe ran her tongue over Matteo’s lips. “Are you ready for me?” she asked. But she hardly waited for a response before lowering herself against his mouth. Ivy took the opportunity to lick her way over to Matteo’s cock, the precum salty against her tongue as she lapped it up.

The sound of Matteo’s groan was muffed by Phoebe’s pussy, but it was still loud enough to echo around the room. Ivy held his hips down, not letting him buck up. She wanted to have full control over how she pleased him. The thought sent a thrill through her. Her nails dug into Matteo’s hips, leaving half-moon imprints against his skin while she dragged her tongue slowly over his cock.

“Fuck, yes!” Phoebe cried. Looking up, Ivy could see her arch her back, pushing herself down harder against Matteo’s mouth. His bound hands twisted, fingers catching at the ropes simply to give him something to hold onto. “Please,” Phoebe whined. “Inside me, Matteo, please.”

His cock twitched against Ivy’s tongue, Matteo’s hips twisting from side to side as Ivy pressed her weight against them.

She took him in deeper, swirling her tongue over his cock. From how loudly Phoebe moaned, Ivy was certain he was repeating at least a similar action with his tongue against her. Not wanting the fun to be over too soon, Ivy took her time. Slow in her movements, she sucked Matteo’s cock, making him give another low groan against Phoebe’s pussy.

The more Ivy teased, the louder Phoebe seemed to get. Pulling back with a soft pop, Ivy watched how good Phoebe looked straddling Matteo’s face. “Make her come,” she told him. “Make her come and I’ll ride your cock,” she added.

Phoebe’s back arched, her breasts bouncing as she ground her hips against Matteo’s face. He groaned, his fingers tightening in their grip on the ropes that wrapped around his wrists. Ivy could feel the strain in his muscles as he worked to follow her directions. Whatever he was doing, Phoebe’s noises grew louder and louder, her whole body flushed pink with pleasure.

Ivy smoothed her fingers up and down Matteo’s thighs, pressing him against the bed. She let his cock bump against her lips, darting her tongue out to brush against the smooth skin. Not wanting to distract him from his task, she moved slowly, sliding her lips inch by inch until her nose brushed against his skin. Lightly, she sucked, loving the way Matteo’s body fought to meet her.

It only took a few more minutes. “Fuck! Don’t stop!” Phoebe cried. Ivy tilted her head, taking Matteo deeper as she looked up to watch her friend writhe against his face. She gave a scream as her orgasm exploded through her, then collapsed forward, practically hiding Matteo from Ivy’s view.

“Good,” Ivy praised. “Doesn’t she sound great when she comes?” she asked. Matteo hardly had the ability to respond since Phoebe was still on top of him. The grin Phoebe gave Ivy was enough. She looked satisfied. But Ivy wanted her to look fucked out. And she was certain that between her and Matteo they could achieve that.

Crawling up his body, Ivy wrapped her hand around his cock. She had promised to fuck him. Frankly, her pussy was so hot and desperate that Ivy had no intention of not following up on that promise. Leading his cock between her legs, Ivy moaned loudly when it began to fill her up.

“He feels good, Phoebe,” she hummed. “Nice and thick. You’ll enjoy having his cock inside you,” Ivy promised.

Phoebe leaned back, her long hair brushing against Ivy’s breasts. The light touch sent sparks scattering across her skin, making Ivy want more. “Fuck,” Matteo groaned, as Phoebe moved away enough to allow him to speak. “You’re so tight, so hot,” he praised. Phoebe leaned forward to press a kiss against his lips, then slipped away. Freed from her weight over him, Matteo lifted his hips, thrusting his cock up into Ivy’s pussy with a loud grunt of satisfaction.

Concentrating on riding Matteo’s cock, just like she’d promised, Ivy didn’t follow Phoebe’s movements. Not until she felt her friend behind her, warm hands stroking over the curves of Ivy’s waist. Ivy didn’t stop, rising and falling, sinking down on Matteo’s cock with increasing moans of pleasure. He really did feel good.

“Shall I touch you?” Phoebe asked, her breath warm across Ivy’s shoulder. “Shall I play with your nipples while you fuck him?” she asked.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Ivy moaned, nodding her head. She began to slam her hips down harder, enjoying how Matteo did his best to push back up. With his hands restrained, he could barely manage even that. Ivy loved how much power it gave her over him. She slowed down only to pick the pace back up again.

Matteo’s eyes followed Phoebe’s fingers. Ivy saw how he bit his lower lip when Phoebe tugged against Ivy’s nipple. It sent a sharp shooting pain through Ivy, mixing together with the pleasure Matteo’s cock was offering. She didn’t hold back the moan, sliding her own hand between her legs to tease her clit.

“God, you both feel great,” she cried, slamming down harder on Matteo’s cock. “Come on, Phoebe, pull harder, make it hurt!” Ivy demanded.

Matteo tugged at his restraints hard enough to rattle the headboard against the wall. Beneath their combined weight, the bedsprings creaked noisily. It only seemed to make Matteo moan louder, as if he were determined to be heard. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he chanted, his words matching the rhythm of Ivy’s movements. She rode him harder, faster, rolling her hips to take his cock deeper and deeper into her pussy.

Phoebe’s fingers tugged suddenly, finally delivering on Ivy’s order. The pain was perfect, right on the border of being too much, without quite crossing over. Phoebe pressed harder against Ivy’s back, her teeth scraping against Ivy’s shoulder whenever Ivy bounced down against Matteo’s hips.

“Please,” he breathed, lifting his hips to meet her. “Please, Ivy, let me come.” His hair was plastered to his forehead with sweat. Ivy loved how wrecked he sounded, how desperate.

Phoebe’s breasts pressed hot against Ivy’s back. “But you have to fuck me first,” she reminded him. Matteo’s answering groan sounded even more turned-on.

“She’s right,” Ivy nodded. “You’re not to come until Phoebe is satisfied.” Her own orgasm was close. Ivy leaned into Phoebe, enjoying the way her friend tugged against her nipples again. Ivy’s fingers worked against her clit, faster and faster as she slammed down against Matteo. His cock felt so good inside her. She wanted Phoebe to feel that, too. To use him to come, just like Ivy was.

“Come on, let me hear you come,” Phoebe urged, leaning in to catch Ivy’s earlobe with a light bite. The sharpness of her teeth, combined with Ivy’s own fingers and Matteo’s hard cock, was all it took for her orgasm to crash over her. She whined loudly, slamming down harder and harder. Ivy’s free hand gripped Matteo’s side, leaving nail marks on his skin.

The pleasure felt amazing, every nerve-ending tingling. Quickly, Ivy got off Matteo, crawling up his body. “Make me come again,” she demanded. She paused for just long enough to turn around so she could see Phoebe, then lowered herself down against Matteo’s face.

He didn’t hesitate, driving his tongue inside Ivy in quick, desperate thrusts. Ivy’s pussy felt so sensitive, so stretched from Matteo’s thick cock, that she swore she could feel every flick and brush of Matteo’s mouth. She relaxed against him, gaze moving to where Phoebe hovered over the head of Matteo’s dick, teasing him with her slick pussy.

Matteo tried to buck up, to sink himself deep into Phoebe. She didn’t let him, pulling away until Matteo gave a growl of frustration between Ivy’s legs. The vibrations felt amazing, making Ivy’s muscles quiver as she rocked back to get Matteo’s tongue even deeper.

Finally, Phoebe’s hand curled around Matteo’s cock to lead him towards her core. She groaned as she seated herself on him, her breasts jiggling enticingly. “Will you touch me?” Phoebe asked, reaching out for one of Ivy’s hands. “Will you make it hurt for me?”

“Oh yes.” Ivy nodded eagerly before leaning forward. She settled her hands against Phoebe’s hips and sought her breasts out with her mouth. Ivy captured one of Phoebe’s nipples between her lips, teasing her tongue over it. Similarly, Matteo’s tongue teased between her legs, sending sparks through Ivy’s body. She wanted to give Phoebe that pleasure, too, using her hands to help her friend slam her hips down harder against Matteo.

She sucked Phoebe’s nipple, enjoying the sharp cry of pleasure her friend gave. Then, because Phoebe had asked, Ivy bit down, not too hard but definitely hard enough to hurt.

“Fuuuck!” Phoebe cried, leaning back, using the leverage to tug her nipple harder against Ivy’s teeth. “God, Ivy, that feels good,” she panted. Matteo bucked his hips up, meeting Phoebe’s ass as she sank down onto him. “Yes,” she agreed, with a breathless chuckle. “You too, Matteo. I’m so fucking full, your cock stretching me out.” Matteo hummed his approval, his lips and tongue buzzing against Ivy’s pussy with an intoxicating wave of pleasure.

Phoebe leaned forward again, pulling Ivy close so she could capture her lips. Her hand came up to tangle in Ivy’s hair, tugging lightly against her scalp. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt, but Ivy could certainly feel it, certainly enjoy it.

“Help me come,” Phoebe begged, pulling back from the kiss only far enough to form the words. “Both of you, help me come. Touch me, fuck me, I want it.”

Ivy wanted that, too. She slid a hand between Phoebe and Matteo. Her fingers were soft as they sought out Phoebe’s clit. When she brushed over it, Phoebe’s whole body bucked forward, a loud cry falling from her lips. “Fuck yourself hard,” she told her friend. “Use Matteo’s cock to get off, use my fingers, too,” Ivy encouraged.

Her own pleasure was building low in her stomach. Ivy began to rock harder against Matteo’s face, moaning loudly when his lips met her clit. She mimicked the movements with her fingers that Matteo made with his tongue. Just as her own orgasm neared, Ivy could tell so did Phoebe’s. The muscles in her stomach tightened and Ivy moaned.

“Come on, come with me,” she urged, before leaning forward again to catch Phoebe’s nipple in her mouth and suck hard.

Phoebe screamed, the sound ringing in Ivy’s ears. Matteo’s lips pursed on either side of Ivy’s clit, applying pressure even as his tongue flicked back and forth over the sensitive bundle of nerves. With the hand still in Ivy’s hair, Phoebe pulled her friend’s mouth closer, making Ivy lick harder and faster over the nipple between her lips.

“Fuck!” Phoebe cried. “Yes, yes! I’m gonna come, I can’t -” Her words disappeared as she slammed her body down against Matteo, riding him hard as her orgasm took over. From the deep groan against Ivy’s pussy, she could only assume that Phoebe’s muscles were milking Matteo’s own orgasm from his cock.

Pulling back, Ivy sucked in a deep breath, her pleasure poised to tumble over her. As if he could read her mind, Matteo’s tongue slid inside her, thrusting tirelessly back and forth.

“Yes!” Ivy screamed, grinding her hips down against Matteo’s face harder. Finally, her climax exploded across her body. She came so hard, all her muscles tightening as pleasure shot through her. Once her body felt truly spent, Ivy shifted off Matteo, reaching to seek out Phoebe so she could kiss her.

Ivy felt deeply satisfied. She grinned at Phoebe when she pulled away. “That was good, yeah?” she asked, still straddling Matteo’s body. Her back was to him, focus far more on Phoebe. Just as promised, they’d used him well.

“That was amazing,” Phoebe answered, grinning. “I feel… so ridiculously fucked.” She let her weight rest briefly against Ivy before she slipped away, moving off Matteo’s hips to lie beside him on the bed, turning to face him. “He looks pretty fucked too,” she added, prompting Ivy to turn and glance down. Phoebe was right. Matteo’s lips were red, his chin shining with her liquids and his wrists pink from scratching against the rough rope.

Phoebe stretched up to meet him, licking Ivy’s taste from off Matteo’s lips. “Shall we let him go?” she asked, slapping her hand lightly against Ivy’s ass. “At least for now,” she added, raising an eyebrow.

Ivy laughed at that. She would definitely entertain the idea of tying Matteo up a second time for them to have even more fun with. For now, it was probably best that they untie him, so Ivy nodded. “Yeah, for now,” she confirmed. Ivy reached to run a manicured finger across Matteo’s chest as Phoebe moved to undo the ropes and let his arms down.

“You’re welcome to stay,” she told Matteo. “You’re especially welcome to stay if you’d like to play again,” she added with a grin, before running a tongue over his lips.

Matteo lifted a hand, pushing his hair out of his eyes before he reached to run a hand down Ivy’s side. His fingers curled softly against her hip as he turned to capture Phoebe’s lips. She gave a soft moan, swallowed by Matteo’s mouth, before pulling away.

“Is that a yes?” she asked playfully, lifting one eyebrow.

Matteo chuckled, giving a small nod. “Oh, definitely,” he confirmed. “I want to see what else you two will think of to do to me.” From the way Phoebe’s eyes shone in response, Ivy was convinced that her friend had some ideas.

For now, she settled against the pillows, Matteo on one side and Phoebe on the other. The hotel bed was comfortable, and with a warm body on either side of hers, Ivy felt she could have a very well-deserved rest.


She Ties Him Up

Travis had been dating Nessa for nearly five months. In that time, he’d never been invited to her house. At first, he hadn’t thought much of it. He lived in the middle of town, where both of them could get to work in under thirty minutes. Nessa lived further out, in the suburbs. It made sense that they usually spent the night at his place.

As he’d gotten to know her better, Travis had started to suspect that wasn’t the only reason. Nessa was kinky in a way Travis had never experienced before. She loved telling Travis what to do, praised him when he was obedient and had even threatened to punish him if he wasn’t.

Travis hadn’t expected to find it as hot as he did. He’d known that he loved the way dominant women looked. But until the first time Nessa had told him to bend over for her, he hadn’t anticipated the thrill that would shoot along his spine.

By now, he was accustomed to being well-used. He and Nessa had been to parties together where they’d experimented with all sorts of toys. She’d even brought a couple to his apartment, hinting at a much wider collection.

That was why butterflies were dancing in Travis’ stomach as he parked his car outside Nessa’s house. He had no idea what Nessa had planned for him. He trusted that she would have something. She’d asked what he wanted to experiment with. Travis had named a few different things: types of restraints that he didn’t have at home; other larger pieces of equipment. Nessa hadn’t said that any of it was impossible.

When she opened the door to meet him, Nessa looked like any man’s fantasy. Her tight leather dress pushed her breasts together, lifting them up like an offering. Travis could hardly wait to get his mouth on them. If that was what Nessa wanted.

“Fuck, you’re stunning,” he breathed. “Can I -” His fingers twitched, so eager to caress the supple leather. He caught himself. “What do you want me to do? Shall I come inside first?” If Nessa wanted to fuck Travis right here in the doorway, he’d probably let her.

The way she laughed at the question let him know that she probably didn’t. “Yes, please come inside,” she told him, stepping aside to let him in. The house was huge. Travis had known it would be. Actually seeing it felt different. The ceiling was tall, the walls beautifully decorated. He wasn’t sure what he had imagined but this wasn’t quite... well, it wasn’t a sex dungeon.

Nessa seemed to read his mind. She moved in closer, her palm running up over Travis’ back. “Don’t worry, I’ve got a lot of toys for you to explore,” she promised. Travis felt her hot breath against his neck as she pressed a kiss there.

“Come, follow me,” she said, taking Travis’ hand to lead them through the house. Rather than going down into an actual sex dungeon, Nessa led them upstairs. As they approached a door, Travis could feel his heart beating with excitement. This time when Nessa opened the door, it was closer to what Travis had expected.

It looked like a playroom at one of the parties they’d been to. Different devices scattered across the room, walls decorated in beautiful red with sections of ropes and whips. “I want to put a harness on you,” Nessa told him. “And maybe a collar. How would you feel about that?” she asked, fingers lightly grazing over Travis’ throat.

Every inch of his skin felt sensitive. The excitement bubbled through his whole body, swirling until Travis felt dizzy with it. He leaned in to Nessa’s touch. He was safe in the knowledge that she would be there through it all. From the moment he’d arrived, Nessa had been in charge. That was exactly how Travis wanted it.

“If that’s what you want,” he agreed easily. Nessa raised an eyebrow, making Travis flush. He knew he’d spoken too quickly, that he hadn’t given Nessa’s question enough consideration. He was lucky that she was reminding him with a look, rather than anything stronger.

“I like the idea of a collar,” he elaborated. “And I don’t have an opinion either way about a harness. I don’t dislike the idea. What will it let you do?”

“See you in leather, for one,” Nessa answered easily, her tongue running over her lower lip. “I’m going to strip you now,” she informed Travis, turning so she was standing in front of him. Her fingers were skilled as they pushed his sweater up and off, before focusing on undoing his buttons. It wasn’t long before Nessa was pushing his pants off, too.

Having her kneel in front of him as she undid Travis’ shoes made him swallow hard. Despite how submissive the position should’ve been, nothing about Nessa was submissive. She was in perfect control even as she knelt before Travis. Her eyes traveled up his body now that she’d stripped him down to his tight boxers.

Standing back up, Nessa grinned. “Get on all fours,” she told him.

Travis moaned. Somehow, the red walls seemed to reflect and amplify the sound, making it even louder and more desperate. “Yes, Nessa,” he agreed eagerly. He dropped to his knees, turning to give Nessa a view of his ass as he fell forward onto his hands. The thought that she wanted to see him in leather flushed Travis’ skin with heat. He loved the way she looked in her leather dress. He hoped he’d look just as sexy to her.

“What now?” Travis wasn’t very good at being patient. Not yet. Nessa had said it was something they could work on together. He wiggled his hips, hoping that might encourage Nessa to do whatever it was that was next on her agenda.

She did slap his ass. It was more playful than it was anything else. “Such a needy slut,” she tutted. That, too, made Travis moan. Before meeting Nessa, he hadn’t known he wanted to be called a slut. The way that Nessa said it made pleasure shoot straight to Travis’ cock. He wanted to be a good slut for her! Even if he couldn’t deny that he was a needy one. At least Nessa didn’t seem to mind his neediness.

He watched as she moved, ass looking so perfect in the tight leather that she wore. Nessa’s fingers slid over the different whips and toys on the wall until she located what she wanted. It was a harness, a few straps that would cross over on Travis’ back. Helping him get into it, Nessa fastened the belts.

“You look good,” she praised. Travis looked up at her, like he might see himself in her eyes. It made Nessa laugh. “You’ll get to see how good, I promise,” she assured. Once again, she seemed pretty much able to read his thoughts.

Then Nessa got a collar. It had a ring at the very front. “I’m going to attach a chain to this,” she explained. “And the other end of the chain is going to be attached to your cock.” That made Travis swallow. He nodded eagerly.

Nessa’s fingers were soft as they closed the collar around his neck. Travis’ throat went completely dry at the unexpected intimacy of the moment. He knew enough about BDSM communities to know that collars often indicated ownership and belonging. Even if this was only a temporary kind of ownership, it still warmed Travis all the way through to think that Nessa cared for him enough to want him to belong to her.

His cock was half-hard already, even though all Nessa’s clothes were still on. Travis shivered as Nessa’s cool fingers brushed along his ribs, then down across his stomach to his hip. “Do you want me to be hard for you?” Travis asked. It wouldn’t exactly be a challenge.

She dragged her nails over Travis’ back, the sharpness of them cutting into his skin lightly. It made a soft feeling of pain vibrate through him. “Yes,” Nessa nodded. “I want you hard.” She moved away. Travis almost whined. But he saw her move towards one of the bigger pieces in the room.

It was, he recognized from some of the parties, the St Andrew’s cross. Just seeing Nessa’s hands slide over it made Travis’ breath catch. “Get up and take off your underwear,” Nessa told him. “Then come stand against the cross with your back, facing me,” she instructed.

Those words were enough to bring Travis’ cock to hardness all by themselves. He jumped up, appreciating the way the leather harness hugged his skin as he moved. He could feel the collar with every breath. It wasn’t tight, not enough to restrict his airway. The unfamiliarity kept his awareness on it.

He pushed his boxers down, cock springing free to slap against his stomach. Travis could barely hear the noise of it above the beating of his heart. Nessa smiled at him as he passed her, turning to press his back against the smooth wood of the cross. “Like this?” he asked, his eyes going wide. “Are you going to tie me to it?” Travis really really hoped that the answer was ‘yes’.

“I am,” Nessa confirmed. As she approached him, she ran her hand over Travis’ leg, nails scratching teasingly over it. The sensation made Travis groan. She didn’t even near his cock, instead brushing right past it toward Travis’ stomach. Then Nessa’s hands slid up and over his arms.

When she reached Travis’ wrists, Nessa wrapped her fingers around them, lifting one hand up. She pressed in closer, her body against Travis’. He could feel every bit of the leather, her breasts swelling tightly against his chest. Travis wanted to reach out with his free hand, to brush it over Nessa’s hip. He resisted. She hadn’t told him he could. Travis wanted to do only what Nessa wanted.

He felt Nessa reach for the strap more than he saw it. His focus was so much on her and how she looked, how great she smelled, that it wasn’t until the strap tightened around his wrist that he realized she was tying his hand to the cross.

Nessa smirked when Travis’ eyes widened. “How does that feel?”

Travis had to swallow quickly. “Fuck. It feels amazing.” The leather strap around his wrist, the leather harness across his chest, not to mention Nessa pressing up against him. It was almost too much to take in! And Nessa had barely even touched him. Travis had no idea how he was going to hold himself back when she did.

He glanced down, his hard cock trapped against Nessa’s thigh. Travis groaned. “Are you going to put a cock ring on? To attach the chain to?” Travis rather thought he might need one. But if Nessa wanted him to resist the urge to orgasm by himself, he’d try that. He’d give it his all.

She gave a small hum in response. “Yes,” Nessa confirmed. And yet she didn’t make any movement toward proceeding to do that. Instead, her nails slid over Travis’ stomach and over to his other arm. “First, I’m going to restrain you,” she told him. Like she had with his left arm, Nessa moved her fingers down his right until she reached the wrist, lifting it up and pressing it against the cross.

With a leather strap, just like the one on the other arm of the cross, Nessa restrained Travis’ hand. He pulled against the restraint to test it, groaning softly when it wouldn’t give. Nessa smirked. Her hands moved back to Travis’ chest and then slid lower.

She pulled back, to a small whine from Travis, but only enough to get back down to her knees in front of him. Her lips were so close to his cock. Nessa ignored it completely. Instead, she reached for the straps to fasten his ankles to the cross, too.

A thrill raced up Travis’ spine, giving off a shower of pleasurable sparks. He loved how helpless he was. He could barely move. He certainly couldn’t get a hand down to his cock. Nor could he reach for Nessa. Travis supposed some men would be frustrated. He only felt good. The tantalizing promise of what Nessa might do with him - or do to him - hovered there, waiting to be discovered.

Nessa could do anything she wanted. Travis wouldn’t be able to stop her. He didn’t want to stop her. He pushed his ankle against the restraint, groaning when he couldn’t move them an inch. “Fuck, Nessa,” he moaned. He knew that she was going to chain his collar to his cock, but he had no idea what would come next.

“Are you going to leave me here?” Travis almost wished that she would. On the other hand, she could stay and touch herself, tease Travis with how much he couldn’t help her. “I’ll do anything you want,” he promised. “Even if that’s doing nothing.”

That made Nessa laugh. She was still knelt before him, looking up at Travis. Seeing her like this made his cock impossibly hard. She was so close to his cock, yet Nessa was ignoring it completely.

“I’m not going to leave you here,” she told him. “Not today,” Nessa smirked. The idea that another time she might do earned her a groan from Travis. He watched her reach for a cockring and a chain. Finally, her fingers did brush over Travis’ cock. His hips bucked, pushing forward keenly to get more of her touch.

Nessa tutted, one of her hands pressing against Travis’ hip and pushing him back against the cross. “Stay still,” she instructed before moving the cock ring down his dick. It fit perfectly around the base of his cock. It felt tight. Travis was almost glad for it, it’d let him last longer.

When Nessa rose, she was holding the chain attached to the cock ring. She tugged against it playfully, grinning when Travis whined. “Such a good boy, you are,” Nessa praised. “Such a good plaything.”

Fuck, everything about Nessa made Travis feel hot all over. He wanted to be her toy, something she would use exactly how she pleased. “Yes,” he agreed, nodding eagerly. “Yes, Nessa. A good plaything for you. Only for you.” None of Travis’ previous partners had ever made him feel the way that Nessa did. It was intoxicating! Travis couldn’t get enough.

Nessa trailed her hand over Travis’ stomach, dragging the cool metal against his skin. The feel of it made Travis’ cock throb. They’d played with leather before. This was the first time Nessa was introducing an actual chain. It felt so much more solid.

He tried to watch as Nessa’s fingers inched higher. She tutted, using her free hand to push his chin up and back. He heard and felt her lock the chain into the loop fitted to his collar. The chain rested against his skin from his throat all the way down to his crotch, every movement reminding him that it was there.

Travis wanted to buck his hips forward. He resisted. Nessa had told him to stay still. That was exactly what he was going to do.

But the way her fingernails scratched over his stomach did little to stop Travis from wanting to buck forward. He bit his lower lip with a groan. Nessa’s teasing touch felt so good! It was all still so... pleasant. Travis knew he wanted more. He didn’t know how to voice the wishes in his head.

As it happened, Travis didn’t have to worry. Nessa knew exactly what he wanted. When she stepped back, it was to retrieve a riding crop. Travis’ mouth watered just seeing her with it. Her leather dress hugged her so tightly. The crop looked amazing in her hands. She tapped it lightly against her palm, smirking at Travis.

“You told me you wanted to see how good pain could feel,” she said. Travis had told her that when discussing different kinks he wanted to try. “This will break your skin,” she warned. “But it will also feel amazing.” They’d talked about that, too. Right at this moment? Travis wanted to feel amazing.

When the first blow of the crop came, it landed against his upper thigh. The pain stung sharply through him, meeting that feeling of arousal right at Travis’ core.

His mouth dropped open, but no sound came out. Travis’ chest heaved under the leather straps. That was only the first blow! It wasn’t as hard as Nessa could hit. It hadn’t even broken skin, like she’d warned him it would. The pain flared bright and hot for a moment, then ebbed. Travis could still feel the sting. It was no longer all-consuming.

Nessa swayed back on her heels. The weight of her gaze settled against Travis’ skin. She was looking at the patch of reddened skin, smiling like it was the best thing she’d ever seen. It took Travis several deep breaths to realize that she was waiting.

“It does,” he blurted, words tumbling over themselves. “It does feel amazing. Please, Nessa. Do it again.” Travis wanted to know how it would feel when Nessa hit him harder.

When the next blow landed - across his other thigh this time - it was exactly as hard as the first one had been. Nessa was working her way up, building the anticipation inside Travis. His cock twitched against its metal restraint. He tilted his head back, whining when it made the chain tug.

The next time the crop landed against Travis’ skin it was higher up, the tip licking over his hip. It definitely felt sharper. He cried out, body thrashing against the restraints. The pain subsided quickly, but it was followed by another hit. It was as sharp, the very tip of the crop cutting the soft skin of Travis’ side.

He couldn’t help but buck forward this time. The chain tugged harder against him, reminding him of its tightness around his cock.

He could feel the blood that rushed to the cut, feel the pressure it created from the inside. The pain took his breath away. Every place the whip had landed seemed to throb with the same sensation. And the feelings all raced up Travis’ body to his cock. He tugged at the restraints around his wrists, needing to give himself the smallest measure of release.

Knowing that he couldn’t move made Travis shudder. Before he could find the words to beg for more, he saw Nessa lift the crop. It swept through the air, cracking against Travis’ skin with a blunt thwack. He howled, every nerve-ending exploding with fire and ice.

He pushed his hips forward. It was the only thing he could do. As the urgency of the pain ebbed, Travis’ mind became quiet. Thoughts moved more slowly. Eventually, his breath returned. “You’re so gorgeous, Nessa,” he informed her. It was important that she know.

“Oh, I know,” she assured him. Travis swallowed.

The confidence poured off her. He loved how Nessa always knew what she wanted and what she had planned. When the crop cut across his skin again, Travis cried out loudly. It hurt! But the pain felt so good. It spread through him like fire, reaching every fingertip, every tiniest bit of his skin.

He could feel his heart racing in his chest. His cock was so hard. It took Travis a moment to realize that Nessa had moved away, set the crop down. She smirked at him when she noticed him looking. Her fingers moved to the zipper of her dress. She pulled it down slowly, like she was performing for him. Her hips swayed as Nessa lowered the material.

Her beautiful, huge breasts were first to spill out, nipples hard and rosy. The dress slid down over her hips, showing Travis that Nessa wasn’t wearing any panties either. When the dress hit the floor, she was left in nothing but a pair of high black heels.

Travis’ knees quaked from the desire to drop to the floor at her feet. For just an instant, he felt angry with the cross for keeping him upright. Nessa was a queen! She deserved to be worshipped. Travis had no right to stand, not when she looked as amazing as she did. Luckily, he remembered that it was Nessa’s wish that he remain strapped to the St Andrew’s Cross. It was for him, too, but Nessa wouldn’t have done it if she didn’t want to. Nessa never did anything she didn’t want.

Licking his lips to wet them, Travis tried to find words to express how much he admired that. How much he admired everything about Nessa. “Fuck,” he groaned. “You look even better, I think. I love the leather, but I love you naked even more.” Nessa’s breasts were so fucking perfect. Travis wanted to put his mouth on them. “I can make you feel good,” he promised. “If you just come close enough, I’ll make you moan so loudly, Nessa.”

“Oh, you will,” Nessa agreed. “I’m going to fuck myself against you, use you just like how you’re intended to be used.” The words spread a heat through Travis’ body, his cock throbbing with both want and need. Nessa didn’t rush, though. Of course not. Instead, she moved slowly closer. Her hands stroked over Travis’ sides. When she turned around, it was to press her back against his chest.

Her hips and ass were close but not so close that they brushed Travis’ cock. He had to ball his fists up in an attempt to gain some control and stop himself from pushing forward. The reward came almost instantly. Nessa pressed her ass against him, his cock getting some much-needed pressure.

Nessa’s skin was smooth and warm. She rocked her ass against his cock, never as fast or as hard as Travis wanted. Nessa moved at her own pace, as it was only right that she should. “Yes!” Travis cried eagerly. “Use me, Nessa. Please. Use me to make yourself feel good.” With every movement, Travis could feel the heat between Nessa’s legs. She teased him with it, shifting so that the head of Travis’ cock almost pressed against her pussy before pulling away.

Travis’ every muscle felt taut, ready to spring into action the moment that Nessa said he could. He wanted to buck his hips, to bury his cock in her tight, wet pussy. He bit down on his lower lip to keep himself in check. It would be Nessa’s decision when she was ready for him. She would move against him however she wanted.

Sweat beaded down Travis’ spine. The wait seemed to go on forever. “Do you want me to beg?” Travis asked, his voice hoarse. “I will. I’ll beg so nicely for you, Nessa.”

She glanced over her shoulder, tongue darting over her lips. “No,” Nessa shook her head. “I know you would beg well, but it doesn’t matter. I know what I want to do and I’m going to do that whether you ask for it or not.” And that too was so hot! Just knowing that it didn’t matter, that he was hers to do with as she pleased.

Travis groaned loudly as she leaned more against him, the tip of his cock pressing against her opening. “I’m going to fuck myself on your cock. If you come I will punish you,” Nessa informed Travis seriously before finally, finally, pushing back and taking his cock into her glorious heat.

She was like velvet surrounding him, consuming Travis completely. He could think of nothing but Nessa. Her body rocked so beautifully, her ass grinding against Travis’ hips as she took his cock deep. Travis burned to wrap his arms around her, hold her tight and let his fingers press into her soft skin. Not being able to, not being allowed to, made the pleasure so much more intense.

“Nessa!” Travis cried out. She fucked herself on his stiff cock. Travis could hear the sounds they made. His dick drove into her wet center, making Travis grit his teeth to keep from coming on the spot. He wanted to last. He wanted Nessa to use him, just like she’d said. He wanted his cock to serve her for as long as she wanted.

The pressure of the ring around his cock helped. It was tight and seemed to get tighter as Nessa’s muscles contracted around him. “I won’t come,” Travis promised. Perhaps saying it out loud would make it true. “I won’t, Nessa. Not until you want me to.”

It was a difficult promise to keep. Especially when Nessa bent over. Travis wanted to run his hands over her back, to hold her hips as he fucked her. Instead, she fucked herself against him, harder and harder. It made Travis groan loudly. Nessa’s moans joined in. Her legs and ass slammed harder and harder against him.

Travis felt that he was just what she’d told him he’d be - a plaything. It felt good to be used like this, to have Nessa take her pleasure as she fucked herself hard against him. “Fuck, yes!” Nessa cried. Travis felt the way her tight pussy muscles squeezed around him. “Yes! Fuck, your cock’s so good, I’m going to come, I’m going to fuck myself so hard I come.”

Her moans increased. So did the speed at which Nessa moved. Faster and faster, until the cross behind Travis shook so hard he thought it might collapse. It didn’t, instead letting Nessa fuck herself on his as hard as she wanted.

He felt her come, muscles so tight and her moans almost impossibly loud. “Yes!” Nessa screamed. She pressed back so hard, taking all of Travis inside her.

He wanted to come so much! But she’d said no. Travis worried he might anyway. Luckily, Nessa pulled back just before he could. Instead, she turned around, dropping to her knees in front of him. “I want you to come in my mouth,” she told him. Before Travis even had a chance to think about what she’d just said, Nessa’s lips were already parted, taking his cock inside.

He groaned. The tight suction of Nessa’s mouth made the ring around the base of his cock feel painfully tight. Travis tried to tip his head back, the chain striking against his chest and jerking the ring around his dick. Nessa’s nails scratched over his thighs. It wasn’t hard enough to hurt, but the sensation swirled through Travis to join the pleasure that raced up his spine.

When Nessa’s fingers stroked over where the crop had drawn blood, Travis roared. Pain and pleasure mixed together until he could hardly tell where one ended and the other began. All he could do was feel. Pain, pleasure, the desperate ache in his balls.

The leather ring around his cock felt so tight. “Fuck, Nessa, I don’t know if I can.”

She pulled back, lips so wet and red from sucking his cock. Travis desperately wanted to come. “Wait until you’re back in my mouth,” Nessa instructed. And then she reached to release the cock ring. It sent all of Travis’ blood rushing into his cock. He groaned so loudly it echoed around them. Nessa, thankfully, didn’t hesitate before welcoming him back into her wet, hot heat, tongue swirling around the tip of Travis’ cock.

It was all it took for Travis’ orgasm to carry him away. His vision whited out as he came, emptying himself into Nessa’s eager mouth. Her hands gently cradled his balls, making Travis shudder as pleasure poured through him, seemingly without end. He could have sworn that it lasted forever. As Nessa milked the last drops of cum from the head of Travis’ dick, all he could do was sag against the cross, grateful for the restraints that kept him upright.

He moaned softly, blinking his vision back into focus. Nessa looked amazing. Her lips were red, her cheeks flushed and her chest heaving as she looked up at him. Travis went to reach out for her, only to remember that his hands were still tied. “God. That was the most intense orgasm I’ve ever had,” he breathed. “Did you enjoy it? Did I do well?” He wanted Nessa’s praise, wanted to know she’d been happy with using him.

Nessa’s tongue licked over her lips, gathering up every last drop before she stood up. “You did very well,” she answered. Travis appreciated that Nessa complimented him, that she told him he did a good job for her. She brushed a soft hand over his stomach. “You’re a very good plaything,” she added, making pride pool low in Travis’ gut.

He watched as Nessa moved to open a drawer, his eyes widening when he saw her getting out a cream and some--“It’s antiseptic,” Nessa explained. “For the cuts.” The way she seemed to have thought of everything made Travis feel safe, even with his hands and feet still tied to the cross.

As Nessa’s caring hands went to apply the soothing cream, Travis relaxed. His mind drifted. It was so easy to hand himself over to Nessa’s care.

“Do you want me to untie you or do you want me to leave you like this for a while?” she asked once she was finished.

It seemed to take a moment for the words to filter through the pleasant haze that filled Travis’ mind. He hadn’t even considered that staying tied to the cross was an option! He parted his lips, about to say that Nessa should do whatever she wished, but he caught himself.

Nessa had asked him. That meant she wanted to hear his opinion. This wasn’t about her demands or her needs but what he wanted. Travis knew that he needed to be honest.

“I like the idea of staying here,” he said, bringing each word forth slowly and carefully. “But I wouldn’t want you to leave.” The thought of not being close to Nessa right now was alarming.

She brought one of her hands up, stroking over Travis’ cheek softly. “I won’t leave,” Nessa promised. “I’ll leave you tied up for a little longer and you can watch me set up the things for what we’re going to do next.” That piqued Travis’ interest, his eyes widening. There was such a pleasant soreness in his muscles. But Travis was definitely interested in what Nessa would do next.

After such an intense orgasm, it was nice to just be left to relax against the restraints. And in his post-orgasmic bliss, Travis watched as Nessa moved across the room, her naked body so fucking hot. Whatever she did to him next, Travis was sure he’d love it.


Pleasing Her

Petra and Ryder never spent their wedding anniversary in the same place twice. Last year, Ryder had organized a romantic weekend in Paris, complete with gourmet chocolates and lashings of Champagne. The year before, they’d gone on an adventure weekend in Colorado.

This year, it was Petra’s turn to plan something. Unusually, she’d kept it a total secret. That just made Ryder all the more eager to find out where they were going.

He pulled into the parking lot of what looked like a perfectly normal apartment building. “This is it?” he asked. He knew better than to be disappointed. Appearances could be deceptive, and he could feel the energy buzzing off his wife as he parked.

Petra led the way, with Ryder following eagerly behind her, glancing around for any clues as to what the surprise might be.

He didn’t get any. Not until Petra unlocked the door to the penthouse. Inside, it immediately became clear this was no normal apartment. Instead of a big-screen TV and couches to lounge on, the first room was furnished with a sturdy-looking four-poster bed. Around the walls were various whips and paddles, most of which Ryder recognized as things they’d used before.

Most intriguingly, there was a hook embedded in the low-ceiling from which a rope could be stretched. On the wall next to it were painted letters reading, ‘Yes, mistress’.

Ryder had to laugh, even as arousal curled low in the pit of his stomach. “It’s the most modern BDSM dungeon I’ve ever seen, love,” he teased. “Are you going to tie me up?” Oh, Ryder hoped that she was.

Turning around to give Ryder a wide smile, Petra hummed. “Only if you ask me very nicely,” she teased. Ryder doubted he’d even need to ask. They were both very much into the bondage element of BDSM. Over the years they’d been married, Petra had become exceptional at doing the knots and twists just right.

Petra walked past the bed, her hand running over the different whips and handcuffs as she went. She stopped at a cupboard, opening its doors to reveal a selection of different sex toys, ranging from butt plugs to strapons to anal beads. The choices made Ryder swallow. Petra shot a grin his way.

“Like what you see?” she teased.

Ryder really, really did! “Yes, Petra,” he confirmed. “This is amazing.” Ryder had sort of known that places like this existed, but he’d assumed they would be a lot more oppressive-feeling.

This penthouse was light and bright, with floor-to-ceiling windows. It suited them exactly, far more than any more themed dungeon could have done.

Swallowing, Ryder crossed to where Petra was examining the toys. His tongue darted out over his lips, anticipation building to a crescendo.

“What do you want to start with?” he asked, sliding one hand over Petra’s hip.

He could tell that she had to think about it. Ryder could hardly blame Petra. There were so many choices! Finally, her fingers slid over to the anal beads.

“It’s been a long time since we've played with these,” she commented. “I think I’d like to fill you up, then perhaps string you up.” There was a smirk playing on Petra’s lips. “Do you think you’d like that? It is, after all, your anniversary, too.” While that was definitely true, Petra knew exactly what got Ryder off. Usually, it was whatever she wanted.

And this time was no exception. The thought of stretching up to a rope fastened in the ceiling, with the beads filling him up, was enough to make Ryder’s heart pound against his ribs.

He let Petra turn around in his hands, leaning in to press a kiss against the sensitive spot under her jaw. “That sounds perfect,” he agreed. His fingers brushed over Petra’s breasts, feeling the satin-soft material that covered them. “Do you want me to undress?” he asked. He would be only too happy to put on a show for Petra, if that was what she wanted.

Petra hummed, turning to slide a hand over Ryder’s chest. “No, I think I’d rather undress you myself,” she told him. Ryder grinned. He was not going to object to whatever Petra wanted, including stripping him. She always paid such good attention to him that Ryder enjoyed the times she chose to strip him for herself very much.

Especially, when it meant Petra dropping down on her knees in front of him!

Ryder’s eyes widened as he glanced down at Petra. She looked so beautiful. It wasn’t often that he got her on her knees for him. Petra’s fingers reached to undo the shoelaces on Ryder’s shoes. She slipped them off easily. The socks were quick to follow and Ryder wiggled his toes, making Petra laugh.

Her hands then moved up his legs, back straightening as she got higher. Ryder could feel the heat of her touch through the material of his pants.

He groaned, his fingers flexing at his sides. He wanted to feel Petra’s soft skin so badly, but lifting his hands might get in the way of her undressing him. And Ryder also wanted to be good for Petra. As much fun as punishment could be, he preferred rewards. Especially on a special weekend celebrating their anniversary.

As Petra’s hands brushed over his thighs, Ryder’s muscles tensed. Her fingers grazed lightly over the bulge his cock made in his pants, earning a low growl from Ryder. He watched, wide-eyed, as Petra’s quick, clever fingers manipulated the button and then dragged down the zipper.

Swaying his hips, Ryder helped shimmy his pants down his legs, leaving him in his shirt and boxers.

Petra leaned in, pressing a hot kiss against one of Ryder’s legs. It made him groan, wanting that mouth to move closer, to feel the heat of it against his cock. But Ryder didn’t insist. Petra would get there in her own time, she’d decide how fast or how slow she wanted them to move forward.

With one more hot kiss, Petra moved back. She stood up, her fingers sliding over the buttons at the bottom of Ryder’s shirt. Taking her time, Petra slid each carefully through the buttonhole. Finally, Ryder’s shirt fell open. Petra’s hands slipped under the material, outlining the muscles on his chest.

The softness of her touch sent a thrill down Ryder’s spine. Almost as if she knew, Petra leaned in to press a kiss against his lips.

“Help me out of my dress and then I’ll see about getting you out of those boxers,” Petra instructed.

Ryder was only too happy to follow that particular order. Carefully, he brushed Petra’s hair forwards, so that it tumbled over her shoulders instead of falling down her back. “You look beautiful,” he breathed as he stepped around Petra to stand behind her.

He dragged the zipper down slowly, revealing inch after inch of Petra’s tanned skin. He groaned when he reached the curve of her ass, revealing skimpy lace panties. “Fuck, you’re so hot.”

Slowly, Ryder eased the dress the rest of the way off, holding it steady while Petra lifted her feet out of it. There was little ‘normal’ furniture in the room to hang it from, so Ryder knelt to fold it into one corner of the floor.

Taking advantage of being on his knees, he crawled back towards Petra. Looking up, he licked his lips, loving the way her bra and panties looked from this angle. “Just your dress?” he asked, a hopeful note in his voice.

“Just my dress,” she repeated. “For now.” That promise came with Petra’s hand in Ryder’s hair, tugging just enough to make him moan. “Stand up again,” she told him. When Ryder obeyed, Petra reached for his boxers. She was faster at getting those off, discarding them to one side much more carelessly than he had done with her dress.

Ryder’s hard cock stood to attention, but he didn’t get any. Instead, Petra ran her hand over his side and then to Ryder’s ass, giving it a squeeze. “Let’s try these ropes then, hmm?” she said, walking over to get the rope and loop it through the hook in the ceiling. Ryder’s mouth watered just at the sight of it.

“Hold out your hands,” Petra instructed.

Obediently, Ryder did. He crossed his arms at the wrist, letting Petra wind the rope around them. Just watching her work was enough to make Ryder’s breath come faster. She looked so competent and sexy, so completely in control. The way she knew exactly how to knot the ropes, without looking at any kind of guide, made Ryder feel safe.

At the urging of her hands, Ryder lifted his arms, letting the ropes bind and support him. The movement stretched his arms over his head, his back arching slightly to stick his ass out. He parted his legs, anticipation sweeping through his body, making him feel so much more sensitive.

“Fuck, yeah, this feels good,” he moaned.

“And we’re only getting started,” Petra hummed. She tugged against the rope, making Ryder’s arms raise up higher. It didn’t hurt his shoulders but he definitely felt the pull. He tested it and no, there was no give at all. Already, he was completely under Petra’s control, whatever she chose for him. And as she said, they were only getting started.

A sharp ‘ahh’ fell from Ryder’s lips as Petra slid a hand over his chest, her nails scratching over the skin there. “Legs further apart,” she instructed. Ryder obeyed instantly. When she dropped down on her knees once more, Ryder whined. He wanted to thrust forward, to get some friction for his rock hard cock. But it wouldn’t be what Petra wanted, so instead, Ryder bit his lower lip, stopping himself.

Petra got more of the rope, looping it around Ryder’s ankles. It was looser than his hands had been, giving him some movement. But not a lot. She brought a rope to connect the two, effectively making him bend forward.

Finally, satisfied with her work, Petra stood up to admire it and admire him. Ryder’s skin felt like it was on fire, arousal cruising through every part of him.

“You look so good,” Petra hummed. “How does it feel? Being so much under my control? I can do anything I want with you now...” Her hand traveled over Ryder’s back and to his ass before Petra gave it a light slap.

He groaned, curling his toes against the bare floor. “It feels… intense,” he answered. “In a good way. God, Petra. I’m so hard knowing you can do anything you want. But I feel safe, too.” Ryder always felt safe when he was with Petra. She might hurt him, but only in ways that Ryder had enthusiastically consented to.

Her fingers explored the curve of Ryder’s ass, pausing to give the meat of his thigh a hard pinch. Ryder yelped, the pain flowing straight to his cock. “Ah, fuck, yes,” he panted. “More, Petra. Please.” He was perfectly willing to beg. But he also knew that Petra would do what she wanted, giving him what she decided that he deserved.

Luckily for Ryder, Petra was always a very kind domme. It was, after all, why he’d married her. He loved how she always ensured they both had fun. Not one to disappoint, Petra smacked Ryder’s ass again, harder this time. The pain wasn’t very sharp but it was such a good beginning. Ryder’s dick bounced eagerly, so keen to get more.

Petra didn’t deliver straight away. Instead, she walked over to the wall where all the different accessories were. “What do you fancy, sweetheart?” she asked, fingers brushing over the handles of the different whips and paddles. “What would best satisfy your cravings?”

Ryder had to crane his neck to see all the different options. They were all things Petra had used before. And Ryder enjoyed each and every one of them. But he did have moods where he preferred one thing to another. And so did Petra. He licked his lips, tempted to tell his wife that she could pick whatever she liked.

But she’d asked him a question. That meant she expected an answer. Not giving one would only get Ryder punished. “You know I love a crop,” he answered, voice slightly hoarse already. He loved the way a crop allowed Petra to choose exactly where to hit him.

“Mmm, I do,” Petra agreed, her hand sliding over the handles until she reached the section dedicated to riding crops. There was a lot more variety than Ryder had even known existed. But Petra seemed so confident as she browsed her options. Finally, Petra selected one of the crops.

She teased the tip against Ryder’s back, sending a shiver running across his spine. As the crop slid lower, Petra ran it over the outline of Ryder’s ass. “Your skin’s so soft and unspoiled. I best make sure you remember how well we celebrated our anniversary for days yet to come,” she hummed.

“Fuck, yes,” Ryder cried. “I want that. I want you to mark me however you choose.” He knew from past experience just how long he could expect to remember Petra’s treatment for. He twisted as much as the ropes would allow, trying to focus on the as-yet-clear skin. Even if he couldn’t watch Petra put her marks on him, he would be able to see them later.

Turning to face the wall, Ryder ran his fingers over the rough ropes that bound him. He’d wear Petra’s marks on his wrists and ankles, too, though not for as long. Petra was always careful not to leave marks where Ryder couldn’t hide them.

Ryder closed his eyes, choosing to focus on listening and feeling. He wanted to be surprised when the first hit landed.

And Petra delivered! From the soft caressing of the riding crop, she quickly changed to a sharp blow against Ryder’s ass. The sting of it spread through his whole body, awakening every nerve-ending. Petra brought the crop down again, crisscrossing where the first blow had landed. It would, no doubt, leave streaks of red against Ryder’s ass.

He whined loudly as yet another blow came, this one lower, brushing the back of his thighs. Petra reached out to brush her hand over the sensitive skin, making Ryder groan.

“Is that good?” she asked. Ryder was certain that Petra already knew the answer. “Tell me, I want to hear you say how much you love me causing you pain.”

Ryder groaned. The mix between the pain of Petra’s blows, the rough rubbing of the rope, and the ache in his cock made it hard to remember how to speak. But Petra had asked him to, so Ryder would. He pulled in a steadying breath, eyes blinking open. “Yes, Petra,” he muttered. “Yeah, it feels so good.”

Pain raced over his skin like fire, heating Ryder’s body from the outside. “I love it. I love how it takes all of my attention when you hit me.” In the moment of impact, the rest of the world fell away completely, leaving nothing but the two of them.

Ryder rocked, his cock slapping against his stomach. His thighs trembled as he held his legs parted, eager for Petra to touch him more. “You’re so in control. And it’s fucking sexy.”

“I am,” Petra agreed. She ran the tip of the riding crop over Ryder’s back, softly but at the same time firmly enough for Ryder to feel it. He let the ropes hold him, enjoying how they took his weight. Hanging there, he felt even more under Petra’s every whim. That was thrilling, too.

She hit him again, the crop licking sharply across Ryder’s back. He cried out, but it was quickly replaced with a moan when the crop slid lower. “Give in to it,” Petra urged. Ryder did his best to relax, to focus only on the pain and how amazing it felt. Petra’s hand brushed over his skin once more before the crop followed, sharply contrasting the way her soft touch felt.

When Ryder couldn’t even think anymore, when all he was was pain and pleasure, Petra stopped, lowering the crop.

A low moan left Ryder’s lips. He didn’t know whether he wanted Petra to stop or to keep going. Luckily, it didn’t matter which he wanted. Ryder could rely on Petra to make that decision. He didn’t have to worry or even, really, think.

He swayed on his feet, loving how it made his shoulders ache as the ropes kept him bent over. He felt so exposed like this, so vulnerable. Petra’s hand slid over Ryder’s ass. It only served to draw more attention to his position.

“Are you going to fill me up?” he asked, so eager for that sensation to be added to what he was already feeling.

“Yes, I think I will,” Petra hummed, giving Ryder’s ass a smack. He groaned at the sensation, especially since it stung against the marks she’d already left there. Petra retreated, making Ryder whine again. “Shh, I’m only getting different things,” she told him, with a tone of amusement in her voice.

Ryder turned as much as he could so he’d be able to watch her. Petra set the riding crop down, walking behind Ryder, presumably to the cupboard of toys they’d admired earlier. Ryder’s breath caught with excitement. And then once more when Petra returned, her fingers sliding between Ryder’s ass cheeks, teasing the puckered hole there.

He heard the snap of the lube bottle before he felt the coldness of the gel, moaning at the difference in sensation.

Ryder whined, so ready for the feeling of Petra’s finger pushing inside him. But she didn’t give it to him. Not straight away. Ryder arched his back, spreading his legs wider, trying to tempt Petra into fucking him on her fingers.

Instead, she teased him, spreading the lube across his hole with feather-light strokes. Shivers spread across Ryder’s body, his knuckles going white as he tightened his grip on the robes that held him.

Finally, finally, he felt Petra’s fingertip inch inside him. His muscles tensed. Ryder consciously relaxed them, pushing against the feeling to let Petra slide deeper. Her finger was so familiar. There was a level of comfort and security in letting her get him ready like this.

And yet excitement thrummed under it. Because after preparing him, Petra was going to fill him with the beads they’d seen!

Her finger moved in and out of Ryder, slowly and steadily. He almost begged for more. Before Ryder could, Petra pulled away. He whined at that, wanting her finger back. Petra didn’t leave him waiting for long.

When she returned, the touch was that of round silicone, the smallest of beads pressing against Ryder’s asshole. He whimpered as the round ball pushed past his tight muscles.

“Good boy,” Petra praised. “Now another,” she said before Ryder could feel the bead. It was bigger but not by much. It slid inside him easily. And so did the third ball. The fourth one felt larger. Petra gave a soft moan when it resisted easily sliding in. “Naughty,” she tutted. “Perhaps you need some training,” she hummed and then pulled the third ball back out.

“Ahhh!” Ryder moaned. The sensation raced through his whole body, making his toes curl against the floor and his fingers tighten their grip against the rope. “Oh, God, Petra,” he babbled. “That feels - “ It was hard to put into words exactly how it did feel.

It was good. But it was also intense. A lot more so than just Petra’s finger fucking in and out of him. Ryder’s thighs trembled as he pushed his ass out. Anticipation coiled in the pit of his stomach, waiting to see what Petra would do.

She pulled the second ball out, making Ryder’s hole tighten around the last remaining bead. He whined, the sound echoing off the white walls. “Ohh,” he groaned. “Please. Push them back in.”

“Yes,” Petra agreed. She was enjoying just how much this was doing for Ryder. The second bead returned and then the third joined it, sliding in even easier this time. When Petra pushed the fourth bead against Ryder’s hole now, it did slide in, with some resistance, stretching Ryder’s muscles around it and making him groan.

Petra patted Ryder’s ass. “Good, good,” she praised, making him feel proud of being able to take all four beads. But then Ryder felt the fifth press against him! He was sure that, like the fourth, it wouldn’t go in straight away. Instead, just like Petra did before, she pulled the beads out again.

He groaned, his awareness shrinking to the feeling of the beads stretching his hole. His muscles loosened, then tightened against the silicon ‘string’ that kept one bead separated from the next. Pleasure shivered down Ryder’s spine in waves, knocking all the breath out of him.

Just as she’d done before, Petra pushed the balls back in, one by one. “Ohhh, fuck,” Ryder moaned, swaying against the pressure, doing his best to follow her instructions to give in to the feeling.

The fifth bead nudged against his hole, the pressure so steady. Just when Ryder thought Petra would have to give up, he felt the largest of the balls so far slide inside him. His breath caught in his throat. “Petra!” He felt so full. It was almost dizzying.

Her hand patted his ass again, the touch soft but the sharpness of the marks from the crop stinging. It made Ryder give a low ‘ahh’ as he exhaled. “You’re doing so well,” Petra praised. “Going to take the last bead for me, aren’t you?” she asked. All Ryder could do was whine in response. He wanted to, he wanted to be full of the beads and please Petra, but the fifth bead had felt so huge!

“You can take it,” Petra assured, like she could read his mind. Ryder heard her reopen the bottle of lube, heard her smear more of it on the last bead before it pressed against his already full hole. “That’s it, that’s it,” Petra hummed as she pushed the last bead past his tightness. Ryder whined. But his body took the ball in.

Then, when his breathing had almost returned to normal, Petra pulled it back out.

“Ahh!” Ryder gave a startled cry as the sensation shot through him like fire. Even just one ball felt so intense! It was different from anything else Ryder had experienced. As soon as his hole closed around the fifth ball, Ryder missed the fuller feeling he’d had from the sixth.

He groaned, arching his back to present himself to Petra’s attention. “Will you push it back in?” he asked, his voice hoarse. He could feel how tight his throat was. He swallowed, trying to smooth out his tone. “Please?” he added, knowing how much Petra would appreciate him asking nicely.

“It feels so good. So full.”

Petra didn’t immediately do as Ryder had begged. She did stroke his ass cheek, pressing it tighter and making Ryder feel the balls even more. Then, before he had to beg again, Petra returned the last, the biggest of the balls, pushing that inside Ryder carefully. Once he was full again, Petra smacked his ass.

“Good boy! You’ve taken them so well.” Hearing Petra praise him sent a heat through Ryder. Being tied up like this, his ass full of the beads, felt amazing anyway! But to have Petra point out how good he’d been for letting her fill him up so well? It made Ryder’s whole body tingle with desire.

He expected Petra to pull the beads out again. She didn’t. Instead, Petra walked around so she could see Ryder and let him see her. She looked so good, still wearing her underwear. Ryder wanted to reach out and get it off, but his hands were met by the restriction of the ropes.

“I guess, I could reward you for being so good,” Petra hummed. She reached for the clasps of her bra, undoing them and letting her beautiful breasts fall free. Ryder groaned, wanting so badly to touch her but also enjoying how he was restricted and not able to.

Petra grinned at him. Ryder could hardly wait to see what she’d do next. He hadn’t expected her to drop down on her knees in front of him, her hot mouth welcoming Ryder’s dick in.

His hips bucked, pleasure flashing through him like a bolt of lightning. “Fuck, Petra!” he shouted. Her hot, wet tongue stroked over the head of his dick, sending shivers of sensation across every nerve. Biting his lower lip, Ryder held his hips back. He wanted to thrust, to fuck across Petra’s tongue faster and harder. But even more than that, he wanted to keep being good.

Groaning, Ryder let Petra set her own pace. Her lips were so tight around his cock as she bobbed her head slowly down. Ryder met her eyes as she looked up at him through her lashes. Seeing her like that, lips stretched around his shaft, made Ryder’s heart crash against his ribs.

“Can I - please, Petra, can I move?” he asked, straining to hold still. His ass felt so full, his hole squeezing tight around the beads every time Petra’s tongue wiggled against his shaft.

Pulling back, Petra licked the wetness off her lips. She looked like she was giving his question some serious thought. Ryder almost begged for her to just get her mouth back around his cock. But he wanted to know the answer, too! Finally, Petra nodded.

“You may thrust forward as much as the ropes allow,” she told him before her mouth returned to envelop his rock hard dick. Her tongue teased it. Ryder groaned loudly when he finally pushed forward. There wasn’t a lot of room that the ropes allowed him, but it was something.

Petra met his thrusts, her tongue working the underside of his shaft. Pleasure tingled like electricity across Ryder’s skin, striking in the pit of his stomach and making him moan. The sound echoed off the white walls, reminding Ryder that this whole room was designed for exactly this kind of moment.

“Fuck, Petra, you feel amazing,” he breathed. Her tongue swirled around the head of his cock as Ryder tried to build a rhythm. Between Petra’s mouth and the ropes, Ryder could just about manage to slam his hips forward and back. He built up speed, fucking Petra’s mouth faster, but still no deeper than the ropes would let him.

Her nails scratched across Ryder’s hips, making him cry out as the pain jolted through him. “Yeah, yeah, fuck,” he chanted. The balls felt heavy in his ass, making Ryder so much more aware of them than he had been when he’d been still.

The pleasure of her mouth and the beads was so immense. The light pressure that Petra applied over the marks she’d left with the crop only edged Ryder closer. And then he felt her hand slide past his hip and to his ass. He whined loudly, sure he knew what she was going to do next and absolutely certain it would take him over that last bit of pleasure.

Petra began to pull the beads out, making every sensation in Ryder’s body so much more. Pleasure rushed through him at such speed that Ryder could barely even breathe. She was careful but not gentle, pulling bead after bead out, letting Ryder’s ass stretch out and then tighten over and over again.

Ryder’s lips parted on a scream, the sound ringing through the room. Pleasure slammed through him so hard that Ryder couldn’t even hope to hold on. His hips jerked once, twice, three times. His orgasm crashed over him. He came into the heat of Petra’s mouth, his cum spilling down over her lips as she pulled away.

“Uhhh,” Ryder moaned, too shattered and blissed-out to form words. His ribs rose and fell, every breath a ragged gasp. His hole felt suddenly empty, and yet still so good.

Ryder had to remind himself to focus on the rest of his body, awareness spreading out slowly until he could feel the aftershocks of his climax tingling in every limb. “Fuck, Petra,” he muttered.

He focused his eyes, his heart giving a lurch in his chest as he watched Petra lick his cum from her lips. She looked so fucking stunning. “Please,” he whined. “I want to make you feel good, too, babe.”

“Oh, but I do,” Petra hummed. But they both knew that wasn’t what Ryder had meant. He wanted to pleasure her, wanted her to feel as good as he did. And then, if Petra wanted him to, once Ryder was hard again, he’d fuck her so well!

He must have spoken it out loud, because Petra grinned. “You can fuck me so well even without being hard,” she promised, her head turning to the cupboard filled with toys. Ryder groaned just at the idea of using those on Petra, making her scream in pleasure. It was, after all, Ryder’s favorite sound.

Standing up, Petra ran her hands over Ryder’s sides on her way to undo the ropes. There were lines against Ryder’s wrists but they weren’t very harsh. Once she had undone all of the ropes, Petra tiptoed to press a kiss against Ryder’s lips.

Then, with his eyes completely focused on her, Petra walked over to the bed, lying down against the pillows as she smirked at Ryder.

“Pick what you’d like to use and then you may take off my panties.”

Being given a choice was always exciting! Ryder crossed eagerly to the cupboard, feeling the ache in his muscles from how hard he had climaxed. He scanned the options, lifting a hand to brush across the various strap-ons and vibrators. He knew what Petra liked, which meant that choosing something which would please her was relatively simple.

Picking the best possible option was a lot harder. There were so many different things, all of which would bring Petra pleasure. But which one was she most in the mood for right now? That was trickier.

But Petra trusted Ryder to pick something. That thought made his heart swell, pleasure trickling through him. Ryder moved on instinct, picking out a vibrator about the same size as his cock.

He carried it over to Petra, setting it on the pillow beside her head. “Did I choose well?” he asked, so eager for Petra’s praise. But he didn’t wait for her answer. She had said that he could take off her panties. Ryder’s mouth watered at the thought of getting Petra naked on this big, sturdy bed.

Instead of rushing, Ryder started at Petra’s feet. He pressed kisses against the balls of her feet, then against her ankles, working his way up towards Petra’s knees.

One of Petra’s hands came to brush through Ryder’s hair once she could reach him, his hot kisses plastered against her thighs. “You did very well,” she praised. “But it’s not about what you pick,” Petra teased. “It’s about what you do with it.” Ryder grinned at that, confident that he could do stuff with it.

When his fingers finally reached the material of Petra’s panties, Ryder slid his tongue over it, enjoying just how wet it was already. Knowing that Petra was so hot because she’d made him come felt amazing.

“Go on,” Petra encouraged. “Take them off, taste how much I loved making you come.”

She didn’t need to tell him twice. Ryder’s tongue darted over his lips as he tugged the material down Petra’s hips. He peeled the panties off her, groaning at the sight of her pussy, so wet and so ready for him! He sat back enough that he could slide Petra’s feet through the legs of her panties, tossing the material to the floor.

Carefully, he lifted one of Petra’s legs over his lap, so he was framed between her thighs. With the vibrator still in one hand, he carried on kissing his way up the soft skin. He reached the wet heat between Petra’s legs, pressing his mouth against her and moaning at the taste that exploded over his tongue.

Fuck, he loved knowing that Petra was so turned on by him. He swirled his tongue over her clit, just enough to make her hips buck. He pulled back, licking her wetness off his lips. “Can I use my mouth and the vibrator?” he asked eagerly.

Petra gave a soft moan. “Yes, I think that would be permissible,” she said a little teasingly. Ryder could hardly wait to hear the sort of noises Petra would make once he fucked her with the vibrator and continued to lap over her clit.

Just because he could, Ryder licked a circle around it again, making Petra’s hips buck up so she could fuck herself better against his face. He slid the tip of the vibrator through her wetness, until it was positioned against her opening. Ryder paused, enjoying the small whine that Petra gave, impatiently wanting more.

Of course, he wouldn’t make her wait long. Ryder loved giving Petra exactly what she wanted.

He pressed the vibrator into her, angling it so he could slide it deeply inside her. Petra’s moan echoed in Ryder’s ears. His cock gave an interested twitch, blood already racing south. But he ignored that. For now, his concentration was focused on Petra, on making her cry out for more.

Ryder’s tongue fluttered over her clit, drawing forth more noises that set his heart pounding. He pulled back, thrusting the vibrator into her again, meeting her hips when they lifted to take the toy in even deeper.

Fucking Petra with the toy, Ryder lapped at her pussy, enjoying the wetness that splashed every time he sank the toy inside her. When his patience could last no longer, Ryder’s thumb brushed across the button to make the toy give a pulse of vibration.

“Oooh, fuck!” Petra cried out. Ryder had to push a hand against her hip to keep her down on the mattress. His tongue returned to Petra’s clit, circling it so he could send even more pleasure through her. Moving the vibrator in and out of Petra, Ryder licked harder, enjoying the way her muscles began to tense.

She was close, he knew she was. Ryder wanted to make Petra feel so good. “Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted. “Fuck! Uhhh, Ryder, make me come! I want you to make me come!” she screamed, the sounds echoing around them.

Ryder nudged the vibrator up to a higher setting, its rumble passing through his fingers. He could only imagine how it must feel for Petra. He fucked her steadily, twisting his wrist to make sure the vibrations tingled against every part of her. Ryder saw the muscles in her thighs tense, her hips lifting off the mattress as she tried to match his movements.

His tongue circled tighter and tighter around Petra’s clit. She ground herself onto Ryder’s face, grunts and moans falling from her lips. Ryder flicked his tongue, making Petra cry out. She tangled one hand in his hair, pulling Ryder exactly where she wanted him.

He felt the moment that her climax hit, her whole body going tight under him. Ryder licked her through it, the vibrator fucking her slower but not stopping.

Soft little whimpers rolled through Petra until Ryder finally pulled the vibrator out of her, replacing it with his mouth. His tongue slipped inside her, lapping up the wetness that the vibrator had caused. Ryder took his time, careful not to push Petra too much but still enjoying the small little sounds she made in response to his actions.

When she finally pushed his head away it was to grin down at him. “Are you hard again for me, baby? Ready to fuck me?” Petra asked, one of her hands traveling over her body, fingers teasing her nipple as she watched Ryder.

Ryder ached to follow the path of her fingers with his mouth. He had to blink to remind himself to focus on what Petra was saying as well as what she was doing. Sitting up a little, he let Petra see his cock, which was hardening rapidly at the thought of getting to fuck Petra into the mattress.

If, of course, that was what she wanted. “Yeah,” he muttered. “Yeah, so hard for you, Petra. So ready.” He ran his fingers over his shaft, putting on a little show. He loved the way Petra’s gaze followed his movements, like she was enjoying his touch as much as he enjoyed hers. “How do you want me?” he asked.

She gave a hum, like it was important for her to consider the different options. Finally, she grinned up at Ryder. “I’ll go on top,” she told him. “I want you to see just how much I enjoy riding you.” That sounded excellent! When Petra’s hand came to press against his chest to push him so he’d turn over, Ryder went easily.

The marks she’d left on his back and ass stung as they pressed against the mattress under him. Even more so when Petra moved to straddle Ryder’s hips. Her nails scratched over his chest, leaving red lines there, too, and sending a thrill through Ryder’s body. He groaned at the sensation and then cried out even louder when Petra reached between them to lead his cock to her hot pussy.

“Fuck, you look great,” he moaned. Petra’s breasts bounced as she sank down onto him, her nipples hard and pink, making Ryder ache to touch them. He curved his hands around Petra’s hips, not guiding her but feeling the way she circled against his cock, sending sparks of pleasure through him.

Slowly, he skated his hands upwards, licking his lips as he watched Petra’s body move as she rode him. “Can I play with your breasts, Petra, please?” he begged. He needed to show them some attention. But only if Petra would let him.

“Yes, you can,” she nodded. “Make me feel good,” she added. But that was always Ryder’s plan anyway. He let his hands run up, cupping Petra’s breasts and teasing his fingers over her hard nipples. She began to rock her hips, his cock sliding deeper into her welcome heat. She was so wet, feeling amazing around Ryder’s cock.

Watching her like this felt so good! Ryder let his fingers tug against one of Petra’s nipples. She moaned, a deep sort of sound that rocked through her. Bringing her hands up, Petra’s fingers wrapped around Ryder’s wrists but only lightly, holding on more than they were telling him what to do.

He squeezed one breast, letting her stiff nipple rub against his palm with every roll of Petra’s hips. Leaning in, Ryder lapped his tongue against the tip of Petra’s other nipple, leading it between his lips. He pursed his mouth around it, hollowing his cheeks and sucking hard. Petra’s cry echoed off the wall behind him.

Her pussy felt so good as it squeezed around Ryder’s dick! He bucked his hips up, meeting her as she sank down harder and faster. His free hand traced down Petra’s spine, stopping to grip her ass. He could feel her riding him, every movement sending waves of pleasure over Ryder’s entire body.

He snapped his hips up, unable to help himself. Petra hadn’t told him to stay still. He took full advantage of that, pulling her down against him over and over again.

“Ooh, fuck,” Petra breathed, making Ryder thurst up even more. He met her body, fucking into Petra. Every time he came back down against the mattress, Ryder could feel the marks from the crop cutting across his skin. His ass felt so empty, too. But even the thought of having those beads inside him as Petra fucked him like this felt too much.

He focused on sucking her nipple harder. Petra’s body trembled above his, her cries of pleasure getting louder and louder. She pulled the hand he had on her breast away, pushing it lower.

“Make me come again,” Petra demanded. “I want to come on your cock!”

Without another word, Ryder’s hand slid between Petra’s legs. He groaned as he felt his fingers skate over his shaft where Petra’s pussy met the base of his cock. She was so wet! Ryder’s balls throbbed with the need to come, and yet he held back. He wanted to see Petra fall to pieces on top of him first.

He found her clit easily, letting every movement of her hips rock it against his fingertips. He circled teasingly, loving the sounds that poured from Petra’s lips every time he brushed across the little bundle of nerves. The muscles in his ass and thighs tensed as he drove his cock up into Petra’s heat.

“Yes, yes,” he chanted, punctuating every word with a thrust. “Come for me, Petra, please. I want to feel you. I want to know that I helped.” He leaned back in, grazing his teeth across her nipple, making Petra shudder from the sensation.

“Uhhh,” she moaned deeply, rocking harder against Ryder’s fingers. “Fuck!” Petra screamed as her muscles tightened. Ryder didn’t stop, moving his fingers faster and at the same time pushing himself up to meet Petra more. She fucked him harder and harder, coming down against Ryder’s body so fucking well.

And then, like an explosion, her orgasm rang through her. “Yesss!” Petra screamed. Her pussy tightened so much that Ryder could barely resist letting himself fall over that sweet edge, too. But he wanted to make sure that this was what she wanted, so he kept rubbing her clit until Petra whined, pushing his hand away.

“Fuck,” she breathed, collapsing against Ryder’s chest. “God, baby, that was good,” she told him. But Ryder’s hard cock was still inside her. Petra rocked her hips. “Go on,” she encouraged. “Fuck me however you want.”

Ryder clutched his handful of Petra’s ass, his other hand returning to her breast now that her pussy was too sensitive to take more. She rocked her hips, following the guidance of his hands. Knowing she was letting him decide the pace, helping him to fuck her exactly how he wanted, filled Ryder with wave after wave of gratitude and adoration.

“Fuck, Petra,” he panted. “You’re so fucking perfect. Look so sexy riding my cock like that.” The breast he wasn’t cupping in his hand bounced, driving Ryder nearly crazy with desire. He fucked into her, his ass thudding against the mattress and making the bed shake with the force of his movements.

Finally, Petra put a hand against his chest, bracing herself as she rode him harder and faster than ever. Ryder’s climax hit him like a rocket, shooting from the tips of his fingers to the soles of his feet. He screamed a wordless cry, hips bucking up to bury his cock in Petra’s pussy one last time.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Petra chanted. “Come for me, baby, come on!” she encouraged. Petra’s breathing was so harsh. Ryder cried out as she leaned down to kiss him. Their tongues met in a passionate dance before both were finally spent.

Petra rolled off Ryder, draping one leg over his as she pressed into him. “Well, fuck,” Petra sighed happily. “We’re off to a good start, don’t you think,” she teased. And of course, Petra was right. They had the whole night in the suite. They’d barely gotten started! So many more things there to explore.

Ryder shivered at the thought of what else Petra could do to him before she was through. He wanted it. He wanted all of it, just like he always wanted what Petra had to offer.

And right now, Petra was offering a warm body for Ryder to snuggle into. He wrapped his arm around her waist, brushing his lips lightly against his shoulder. “Yeah,” he agreed, grinning against Petra’s skin. “There’s another vibrator in the cupboard if you wanted to use one on me.”

And oh, Ryder hoped that she would! But whatever Petra did would be perfect. Just like her decision to spend their anniversary in a fancy BDSM apartment!


Lady’s Choice

To say that Bas was nervous would be to say nothing at all. The feeling mixed together with excitement low in his stomach. Bas could hear his heart pounding in his chest. He couldn’t believe he was doing this, yet his cock was so hard he could hardly wait.

He’d met Fiona online about a week ago. At first, their chat had been pretty PG. It had quickly escalated once they’d both realized that they shared a common interest - Bas loved being dominated by a woman and Fiona enjoyed taking that role. And once they’d started talking about their fantasies... well.

This was how Bas ended up handcuffed to his bed, his eyes blindfolded. Fiona was going to come over. And she was going to do whatever she wanted to him. That had been their agreement. Bas had left his door unlocked, giving her the address. Now all he could do was wait.

He had no idea if she was late. The blindfold and the excitement equally warped his sense of time. All Bas knew was that his cock was so hard, bouncing against his stomach every time he shifted on the bed.

Finally, he heard the door open and then softly shut. He heard Fiona’s shoes click against the floor as she walked up to his bedroom. Bas had given her instructions about how to get there. The anticipation built in his stomach. Having left the bedroom door open, Bas didn’t even know when she got there, when she would first see him like this.

It was all so fucking thrilling.

With his eyes blindfolded, his other senses had gone into overdrive. He heard Fiona’s breath catch. Or maybe he just imagined that he heard it because he wanted to so badly. It could easily have been the wind outside, or the building settling. It was surprisingly hard to know what different sounds actually meant. Bas could only guess.

But he couldn’t mistake the sound of stiletto heels against his wooden floor. Fiona was in the room! Coming closer. There was a muffled thump that Bas couldn’t identify.

Why didn’t she say anything? Bas’ body was a mass of pleasurable pins and needles as he waited to feel something.

Finally, he could smell something - perfume. And then four sharp nails raked down Bas’ bare chest.

“I see somebody left me a present,” Fiona purred. Her voice was so sexy! “And they even unwrapped it for me.” A single nail traced over Bas’ taut stomach, circling his balls and then continuing up the shaft of his cock.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “Yeah.” Bas nodded. His hands pulled against the handcuffs, both to try to reach for Fiona but also to show her how he couldn’t. It was part of their agreement that Bas wouldn’t be able to touch unless she chose him to. The key was sat on the bedside table, so Fiona could unlock the handcuffs if she wanted to.

So far, she definitely didn’t seem interested.

Bas’ hips bucked upwards, trying to get more of Fiona’s touch, but she pulled her hand back. When he lowered himself against the bed again, Fiona rewarded it with another teasing caress of her fingers.

“You look so good for me,” she praised, letting her fingertips explore Bas’ hips. “And so hard.” Bas longed for her to actually touch his cock, but she ignored it. And that was her right. He’d told her that she could do whatever she wanted. He could hardly wait to find out that would be.

Suddenly, Fiona’s fingers moved away. Bas instantly lost his sense of where she was, or where the next touch would come from. There were sounds, but nothing that Bas could accurately identify.

Was that a zipper being drawn? Bas’ mind filled with images. He’d seen photographs of Fiona. He’d already spent hours imagining how she would look in nothing but her underwear.

Bas licked his lips. And then heard the whistle of an object through air. Whatever it was, it landed with a stinging slap against his thigh.

“Oh fuck!” he cried, hands tugging against the handcuffs again. The sting of pain shot through him so suddenly. As soon as it had eased, Fiona hit him again. Bas whined but that sound was mixed with a groan of pleasure. The pain gave him a sharp edge, one that teased his arousal.

The next time the whip, Bas was sure it was a whip, licked across his skin, he moaned. “God, Fiona,” Bas breathed. “That hurts so good.” And it really did, sending vibrations of pleasure through every muscle in Bas’ body. Being blindfolded seemed to make the sensation so much more.

The whip touched him again, but gently. Fiona dragged it softly across Bas’ thighs, making his muscles tense in anticipation. “You don’t know how good you look,” Fiona purred. “Your whole body reacts to me.” The whip moved higher, dragging deliciously across Bas’ cock.

He bucked his hips up, back arching as he tried without success to get some of the friction he so badly needed. When his ass fell back down against the bed, Bas gave a grunt of disappointment.

The sensation of the whip vanished. Bas’ stomach tightened, sure Fiona would hit him again. The sharp blow didn’t come. Not immediately. It was only when Bas relaxed that he heard the crack of the whip. It streaked across his thigh, making him cry out in pleasure and pain.

“Uhhh,” he whined. Not having any idea when the next blow might come was almost as addictive as the pain that it created. Fiona seemed to know it, too. She waited before bringing the whip down again. But then, to break up the rhythm, she hit Bas straight after. He cried out loudly, hands once again pulling against the cuffs.

They didn’t give at all. Bas had done a very good job of restraining himself. “Fuck, Fiona,” he breathed. He had no idea what else she had planned - if anything! - but this already felt fucking amazing.

“Your skin turns pink so prettily,” Fiona breathed. Her voice seemed further away, though Bas couldn’t pinpoint exactly where she had moved to. There were rustling, fumbling sounds, which just made Bas even more desperate to know what Fiona was going to do.

Her voice was a little nearer when she spoke again. “I could leave you like this,” she observed. “Just walk away, make myself a cup of coffee, raid your cupboards for some snacks. You’d have no way of knowing when I would come back. Or whether I would come back.”

The words made Bas’ cock jump. It was true. If Fiona left, Bas would be helpless to stop her. Helpless to make her come back.

At his side, the mattress dipped. He felt Fiona swing a leg over his chest, felt the heat of her body through her clothes. When she leaned forward, her breasts swung against his cheeks. Her bare breasts.

“Show me how good you are with your mouth,” she ordered.

Bas hardly needed to be told twice. He turned his head, mouth eagerly seeking out her nipples. As soon as he found one, Bas sucked it between his lips. The sound that Fiona made was so satisfying, rumbling through every part of Bas. His cock twitched in response, but he hardly had time to pay it any attention, not when he had Fiona to make moan.

His tongue teased over the hard nub, playing against it until Fiona moaned again. She tangled her fingers in Bas’ hair, tugging against it almost painfully. He groaned, sending the sound vibrating through her. Fiona pulled again against Bas’ hair, but this time it was to lead his mouth to her other breast, letting him repeat the action on her other nipple.

Fiona rocked her hips as she moaned, grinding against Bas’ cock. He could feel the heat of her. Knowing her pussy was so close - and yet, separated by at least one layer of fabric - was enough to drive Bas wild with lust.

He pursed his lips around Fiona’s nipple, sucking hard. If he delivered enough sensation, maybe Fiona would reward him. Maybe Fiona would ride him, let him feel the heat and tightness of her pussy.

Bucking his hips, Bas rocked his cock against the cloth that separated them. The friction was delicious, but almost too rough. Fiona pulled back, making Bas whine. “Do you want to fuck me?” she purred. “Or do you want me to fuck you?”

The questions made Bas whine as he pulled back, somewhat unwillingly. He wanted to carry on making Fiona give those soft noises as he sucked her nipples. But Bas also wanted to answer her questions.

“Anything you want,” he told her. “Anything.” To Bas, both offers sounded amazing, whether it was to fuck Fiona or to have her fuck him. He wanted to serve her any way she wanted him to, wanted to prove to her that he was worth coming over for.

His mouth tried to get back to Fiona’s breasts. But she sat up, her fingers running over the marks the whip had left, making Bas inhale sharply.

That seemed to please Fiona, making her run her sharp nails across the marks. Bas moaned, the sound hitching in his throat as the combination of pleasure and pain swirled through him. “Ohhh,” Fiona groaned, rocking harder against Bas’ cock. “You do make the most exciting noises. Even better than I hoped.”

Bas could have sworn that the fabric which dragged against his cock felt damper than it had a moment ago. He shuddered at the thought he might be rocking his cock against Fiona’s panties. That she might be getting wet from the sight of him chained up and the sounds he made.

The warmth of her body pulled further away, out of Bas’ reach, no matter how he tried. He groaned. He was only left alone for a moment. Then, Fiona’s bare breasts pressed against his shoulder as she leaned over him.

He heard the snick of the key turning in the lock. Suddenly, his hands were free, but his eyes were still blind. “Do not take the blindfold off,” Fiona ordered. “Or I’ll punish you. Is that understood?”

“Yes!” Bas answered straight away. He hadn’t even considered taking it off. Really, he hadn’t expected her to undo the handcuffs so quickly. He was hardly going to complain about the opportunity to touch Fiona. If, of course, she let him do so. As nice as punishment sounded, Bas enjoyed how much more heightened everything felt with the blindfold on.

Licking his lips, he reached out for Fiona, but stopped before his fingers brushed over her. “May I touch you? Please?” he asked hopefully. Why else would she free him, right? Unless it was an elaborate attempt to tease him. It would certainly work.

She laughed. For a moment, Bas thought she really had only done it to tease him. The thought raced through his body like fire. But Fiona came closer, her soft skin brushing against the tips of Bas’ fingers.

“You can touch me a little,” she agreed. She lifted one of his hands to her breast, letting him cup the rounded softness of it. “Ohhh,” she breathed. “That’s nice. Go on, play with my nipple.” His other hand slid across her stomach, stopping when he realized he’d brushed across the waistband of her panties.

She shifted, pulling just out of his reach. “Those stay on, for now. But you can touch me through them.”

Bas took her offer quickly, as if he worried she might change her mind. He rolled the nipple against his hand between his fingers, tugging on it lightly. It made Fiona moan again. Bas loved that sound. His other hand teased between her legs. It was a less gentle touch. Bas enjoyed learning the way Fiona’s body felt.

Despite how much he wanted to, Bas didn’t rock up against Fiona. His cock was so hard, absolutely throbbing. It could wait. Fiona would eventually get to it. And if she didn’t, well, that was fine, too. Bas had said she could do anything. He wanted that.

Fiona rocked against his fingers. From the way she moaned, she didn’t mind the rougher touch. Feeling bold, Bas tugged harder against her nipple, earning a sharp gasp that made his cock jerk so hard that it hurt.

Unable to see, Bas didn’t know how long he touched Fiona. It seemed to last both forever and for no time at all. He whined when Fiona pulled back, but he didn’t protest. It was up to her what she wanted to do.

He felt Fiona’s nails drag across his thighs. Her hands hooked under his knees, bending his legs and pulling them up so he was flashing his ass at the wall opposite. Being so exposed sent a thrill of arousal through him. “Hold your legs up like this,” Fiona instructed. “You can use your hands.”

Not being able to see what she was doing while Bas stayed so exposed was thrilling. The position left him feeling vulnerable. But at the same time, he loved it. Anticipation built low in Bas’ stomach as he tried to listen out for whatever it was that Fiona was doing. There were a lot of rustling and sounds that, without his vision, Bas simply failed to identify.

Until he heard a small click. He did recognize that as the sound of a lube bottle being opened. A sound that made him instantly groan. Fuck, he had told Fiona that she could fuck him if she wanted to. This wasn’t what Bas had meant, and yet he wasn’t going to object. How could he when he had told her she could do whatever she wanted?

That mix of nerves and excitement he’d felt earlier returned, and even more intensely. Bas’ hands curled under his thighs, holding himself exposed. Finally, he felt Fiona move closer. Her knuckles brushed over his legs, trailing down lower and lower.

When her fingers teased against his hole, Bas cried out. The lube was slick and cold, but warmed up quickly with the heat of his body. “You make such lovely noises,” Fiona praised. “I’m glad you didn’t gag yourself as well as the blindfold.” They’d talked about it. Bas, too, was glad they’d decided against it.

One of Fiona’s fingers pressed inside him, inch by inch, making Bas whine low in his throat. “So good and tight for me,” Fiona praised. The praise brought a hot flush to Bas’ cheeks.

The praise about the sounds he made meant that Bas didn’t feel self-conscious or like he had to hold back. Knowing that Fiona liked hearing them, Bas groaned deeply. He shifted against Fiona’s fingers, but didn’t try to push back more. He wanted her to decide how much to give him. All of it felt amazing anyway.

“Fuuuck,” Bas cried as she inched in deeper. It was a long time since anyone had done this to Bas. Doing it himself felt a lot different. With the blindfold still on, all he could do was focus on how good Fiona’s fingers felt. More groans fell from his lips. Fiona rewarded him by pulling back and returning with two of her fingers.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “God, this is hot. You letting me do whatever I want, even when you’re not tied up.” Bas hasn’t considered that, but he could see the appeal. He was free to move, if he wanted to, but he was holding himself open and exposed for Fiona anyway. Of his own free will.

Her fingers fucked into him faster, harder, making Bas’ breath catch in his throat. The noises that spilled from him got louder. Abruptly, Fiona stopped. Bas whined, feeling suddenly empty as she moved away.

He didn’t have to wait long. Fiona’s fingers returned, slick with yet more lube. And then, Bas gasped. He felt something bigger press against his hole! “It’s a plug,” Fiona informed him. “You’re going to wear it while I ride you.”

“Fuck, yes,” he moaned energetically. No one had ever done that to him. Bas was so looking forward to it! He groaned louder as Fiona worked the silicone inside him. It stretched him out so well. Finally, his muscles snapped shut around the base. “Uhhh,” Bas groaned. Fiona moved the plug, the sensation driving Bas mad.

He felt so full. It was amazing. “Can I touch you now?” he asked, keen to reach out so he could stroke his fingers over Fiona’s soft skin. He wanted to make her moan again, especially when she’d made him feel so good.

Fiona hummed, like she was seriously considering Bas’ suggestion. She tapped her nails against the base of the plug, the vibrations sliding up Bas’ spine, making his focus narrow to the way the plug filled him up.

Bas had almost forgotten he’d asked, so overwhelmed by the sensation of the silicone inside him. “Soon. You can touch me soon.” He heard what he certainly hoped was the drag of clothing coming off. When the mattress dipped under Fiona’s weight once more, Bas could feel her bare skin pressing against his thighs.

She held his legs up, pressing her body against his, making his muscles stretch and ache. His legs wrapped around her hips, trapping her. Though not really. She could easily escape, if she wanted to. But apparently Fiona didn’t want to. “Now you can touch me,” she breathed.

Bas’ hands were on Fiona before she could change her mind. He hoped, of course, that she’d have no reason to regret her decision. As he shifted, so did the plug inside his ass, making Bas give a deep groan. His hands slid over Fiona’s soft skin, reaching up to her breasts.

Once he cupped them, Bas leaned up so he could catch one of Fiona’s nipples between his lips. His tongue teased over it until he heard Fiona’s breath catch. Before she could recover, he sucked the nipple into his mouth, teeth grazing over it enough to urge a low moan from Fiona.

“Uhhh,” she breathed. “Fuck, yeah. You’re good at that, too.” The praise made Bas’ blood rush even faster through his body. He rocked his hips, his cock brushing against the satin-soft skin of Fiona’s thigh. He groaned, his whole body exploding with pleasure that felt exquisite after he’d waited so long.

Fiona didn’t push him away. Instead, she bent forward, her fingers wrapping around Bas’ dick. He gave an even deeper groan, one that seemed to echo off the walls. As he rocked into Fiona’s touch, the plug in his ass kept shifting, rubbing against the sweet spot inside of him that made Bas forget everything except how good it felt.

“Do you want me to ride you?” Fiona asked, her voice a low, sensuous purr.

“Yes!” Bas nodded. “Fuck, more than anything. I want to feel how wet you are, I want to show you how good I can be for you.” Not that Bas hadn’t been already. Fiona had rewarded him with the plug, he wanted to show her that he definitely had earned it. Had earned her attention. Bas wanted to show Fiona how good he could fuck her.

“Please?” he added, sure that she’d appreciate some begging. “Fuck, Fiona, my ass is so full! You’ve filled me up so well.” And she had. The plug was so snug in his ass, shifting every time the bed moved under them. Bas could hardly wait to see what it’d feel like to have it in his ass and have Fiona fuck him at the same time.

She ran her free hand over Bas’ chest, pausing to tweak at his nipples, sending shivers of sensation that barely registered above the feeling of the plug stretching out his ass. “You have been good,” she mused, nails scratching so lightly that it tickled across Bas’ stomach.

When she pulled her hand away, Bas dared to hope that she was getting ready to give him what he wanted. Moments later, he felt her lead his cock to where she needed it. The head stroked through the wet heat of her pussy, all the way down until Fiona sank down on his cock in one smooth movement.

“Ohhh!” she moaned. “Fuck. You’re thick.” She rocked, giving broken whines as her body moved above him. “Stretching me out so well,” she praised. “Uhhh, it feels good. Don’t move, let me just ride you.”

“Fuck,” Bas groaned. The weight of Fiona pushed him harder against the mattress. And in turn, the plug deeper into Bas’ ass. The base made sure that he didn’t swallow the plug fully, but fuck, it felt so good. One of his hands continued to caress over Fiona’s side while the other moved to grip against the sheets.

Bas needed to use all of his willpower not to push up into Fiona. His cock was so hard! But she had said he wasn’t to move, so Bas was going to do his very best to follow that instruction. Even if she felt so fucking tight and wet around him.

Fiona’s hands came to rest against Bas’ chest, her nails dragging lightly over the skin. She raised herself up, moaning as her pussy slid along Bas’ cock. She held herself, tremblingly still, with just the head of Bas’ dick still inside her. Then, she dropped down, the sudden rush of tight, wet heat around him making Bas cry out.

Again and again, Fiona lifted herself and then dropped. Bas’ cock was slick with her liquids, his balls aching from how much he wanted to drive up into her. But Bas pressed himself down against the mattress, Fiona’s weight against his chest reminding him not to move.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted. “Oh, fuck.” She rocked, the bed creaking and shifting, the plug rocking in Bas’ ass. Fiona’s hips moved faster, harder, fucking herself on Bas’ dick so vigorously that he could hear the sounds they made.

She cried out, taking Bas in as deep as she could. “Okay,” she said, between gasps. “Now you can fuck back. Come on, match my rhythm.”

“Uhhh,” Bas groaned, his hands moving from the bedsheets up to Fiona’s hips. He gripped against her, rocking up. Matching her rhythm wasn’t easy, not when she was fucking him at such speed. He did his best. Flexing the muscles in his ass seemed to squeeze the plug even tighter. “Fuuuck,” Bas cried. He didn’t dare to stop fucking up into Fiona.

Not being able to see her still was a thrill. Bas could imagine how amazingly her breasts must be bouncing as they fucked. Her hair falling over her shoulders and her nipples so hard. Fuck, he wanted to get those in his mouth again!

“I want to suck your tits!” he moaned.

“God, yes!” Fiona agreed. One of her hands left Bas’ chest, the other pressing him into the mattress even harder as Fiona tried to keep her balance. Her hips slowed, giving Bas a chance to catch his breath.

He fucked up into her harder, every thrust using the full force of his muscles. He felt the warm, hard nipple as Fiona brushed it across his lips. Instantly, he opened his mouth, tongue darting out to draw the pebbled point into wet heat and suction.

Fiona cried out, her pussy stroking along the full length of Bas’ cock as her muscles tightened around him. “Like that,” she urged. “More. Please.”

The ‘please’ made Bas groan. She hardly needed to ask. He sucked harder, enjoying Fiona’s moan in response. It was hard to focus on both fucking her and sucking her tits. Bas gave his attention to the breasts. Fiona continued to fuck him, driving his ass hard against the mattress and making the plug press more into Bas.

He groaned at the sensation, his cock so stiff as Fiona fucked it. Bas sucked her nipple even harder, one of his hands sliding up Fiona’s side to find the other breast and the hard nub there. He teased it between his fingers, tugging until she whined loudly.

Though he couldn’t see, Bas could feel the way that Fiona’s breasts bounced. Honesty, that might even be better. Every thrust pushed her nipples harder against his hands and his tongue. He hollowed his cheeks, sucking as eagerly as he could, loving the way Fiona’s pussy got wetter and wetter the more he played with her.

“Fuck, I want to come,” she groaned. “I want to ride myself on your cock until I come so hard that I can’t stop.” The words sent heat rushing down Bas’ spine. He wanted that, too. He wanted to feel Fiona come apart around and above him.

He pinched her nipple harder, groaning at the hitch in her breath as she moaned. She grunted as she rocked herself, Bas doing everything he could to match her speed and rhythm.

With her nipple still in his mouth, Bas sucked harder. He thrust up, trying to set a steady rhythm so Fiona could fuck him just the way that’d get her off. She leaned forward more, moving steadily on Bas’ dick. The loud sounds that fell from her lips were so fucking hot, every ‘oh’ and ‘ah’ resounding around them.

Bas focused on making sure he played with her nipples just right. The plug in his ass was a distraction. But not one he couldn’t overcome. As good as it felt to have the toy fuck him, Bas wanted to make sure that Fiona came, just as she wanted to. He needed to hear what she sounded like as her orgasm exploded through her.

The sound of Fiona’s ass bouncing against his hips got louder and louder as Fiona slammed herself down against his dick. Pleasure swept over Bas’ body, making him groan around the nipple in his mouth. He could feel his own orgasm building. Fiona’s pussy was so tight, so perfect.

Bas knew he couldn’t come yet. Not before Fiona. He tried to focus his attention on her, but the plug in his ass kept shifting against the spot inside him that made every muscle tense and quiver.

“Oh! Oh!” Fiona’s moans rose above him, her breath catching as she rode herself hard. “Yes, yes, I’m coming!” She gave a wordless cry, her whole body going still as she came.

Bas fucked up into her, riding her through her orgasm and sucking harder against Fiona’s nipple. He didn’t stop until her hand was flat against his chest pushing him back. He was glad for the pause. It stopped his own climax from crashing over him. The plug shifted once more in his ass, making Bas give a loud groan.

“Fuck, Fiona, you sound so good,” he complimented. “And feel so good.” Her pussy was so tight, so wet. Fuck. Bas could hardly resist pushing himself up once again. When he did so, it was shallow. He wanted to last longer, to fuck her more.

Fiona gave a satisfied-sounding groan, rocking slowly atop Bas’ body, like she wanted to wring more and more pleasure from him. “Yeah,” she agreed, her voice a low purr. “Tell me how good I feel. How good everything I’ve done to you feels.”

The hand on his chest pushed down harder, holding him against the mattress. Though he pushed up against it, Bas didn’t really try to overpower her. He couldn’t reach her breast like this, but Fiona made up for that. She grabbed his hand, leading it to the slick heat between her legs.

“Tell me,” she urged again.

His fingers instantly began to seek out her clit. Bas desperately wanted to hear what she sounded like when he made her come again. “So good,” he told her just as she’d demanded. “Fuck, Fiona. Your pussy is so tight, so wet. It feels amazing around my dick, I want to fuck you forever.” He rocked up into her, as if to illustrate the point. And at the same time, he flicked a finger over her clit.

“And that plug, shit. It feels so good. Every time you push down, it shifts and... it feels great. Filling me up, reminding that you did that.” To demonstrate just how great it felt, Bas thrust back down against the mattress, moaning when the plug once again shifted inside him.

Fiona’s hips jerked eagerly towards Bas’ fingers. “Yes, fuck,” she agreed. “I did. I filled you up, just to hear how good you’d sound. How good you’d feel, fucking me.” Her voice was breathless, catching in her throat between the words.

“Ahhh,” she groaned. “I love knowing you let me, Bas. I love knowing it feels good for you, too.” She circled her hips, grinding her clit against Bas’ fingers and crying out as his dick rubbed that sweet spot inside her.

The praise made the pleasure already cruising through Bas even more amazing. He loved hearing that he’d done well, that Fiona was pleased with him. His fingers worked so hard to make Fiona moan louder and louder. Bas was sure he could make her come again, he just had to focus on it.

“Please, can I see you? I want to watch you come. I want you to see me when I come.” Whenever Fiona allowed him to, anyway. But until then, Bas wanted to see her, so much. He wanted to see the pleasure he brought her flash across Fiona’s face.

Fiona gave a shuddering gasp. Her fingers brushed across Bas’ stomach, walking slowly up his chest. She bent forwards, her breasts once more warm and soft against Bas’ face. With a twist of her wrist, she loosened the tie that held the blindfold in place.

Bas’ immediate view was of Fiona’s tits, creamy and smooth, with nipples hard and red from all the time Bas had spent playing with them. As Fiona leaned back, arching her back to show herself off, Bas felt his breath catch in his throat.

He had to blink against the light, Fiona’s body was like a mirage for a starving man. When his eyes adjusted, Bas groaned. She looked even hotter than anything he had imagined, his cock buried deep inside Fiona’s tight pussy.

“Fuck, you’re so hot,” he moaned and his fingers began to move again, teasing moans from Fiona as he stroked over her clit. Hearing her and being able to see how good she looked... It would have made Bas’ cock even harder had it not already been rock solid inside her.

Bas dedicated himself to making her feel amazing. He wanted to hear her come and then he could beg for her to let him come, too.

Fiona’s ribs heaved, her mouth falling open as she dragged in ragged gasps through her parted lips. “Oh, oh,” she grunted, the sounds matching the rhythm of her hips as she bounced up and down on Bas’ cock.

His fingers pressed against her clit, rubbing insistently. He could see the muscles in her stomach quiver and tense. Bas loved watching it, loved knowing her body was getting ready to orgasm, all as a result of what he was doing with his hand between Fiona’s legs.

Her pussy tightened. Bas felt his cock squeezed tight from every side. A scream echoed off the walls around them as Fiona came, her whole body overcome with passion.

“Fiona!” Bas grunted, thrusting up so he could make sure she got all the best out of that orgasm. “Fuck! You’re so tight! Please! Can I come? Please!” He was hardly going to last long if she didn’t let him, but Bas wanted to be allowed. Wanted Fiona to be in charge of Bas’ climax. If she let him come at all.

His hands gripped tight against Fiona’s hips. She felt so good. When she came down, pressing Bas into the mattress, the plug in his ass shifted just right, making Bas whine so loudly. He could hardly hold back from letting pleasure overtake him.

He took in the way Fiona’s eyes lit up as she watched him. Bas enjoyed knowing that she loved having the power over his orgasm as much as he loved giving up that power. She smirked. Bas almost thought she was going to stay no. She could. Fiona could have stopped, lifted herself off Bas’ dick and let him deal with his own climax.

Instead, Fiona ground her hips harder, making pleasure explode through Bas’ entire body. “Come for me,” she ordered. Her hand pushed his chest down against the mattress as she lifted herself up and squeezed her pussy around the head of his cock. “Come for me, Bas. Let me hear you fill me up.”

“Uhhh,” he groaned. She didn’t have to say it twice. Bas pulled Fiona down harder against him and thus against the mattress. The plug in his ass rocked up against that sweet spot inside him. This time, Bas didn’t try to shift and make it stop, instead he gave in to the sensation, letting the plug bring him closer and closer to that edge.

Finally, as Fiona rode him hard, Bas thrust upward with a loud cry. “Fiona!” he screamed. “Yes! Fuuuck!” His climax rocked through him. Bas spilled his hot seed inside Fiona, his hands almost bruisingly tight against her skin.

She rode him through the very last of his orgasm, her pussy milking every drop of pleasure from his cock. Finally, leaning forward, Fiona sprawled across Bas’ chest. Her wild hair tickled across his nose and cheek, her breasts pressed flat against his chest.

“That was incredible,” she breathed. Bas tightened his arm around her. He wanted to keep her there all night. But Fiona wriggled away. Her hands were soft against his thighs. Unlike before, there was not a hint of her sharp nails as she massaged his ass.

Her fingers teased lightly around the base of the plug, rocking it gently to loosen it from where Bas’ muscles had gone tight. “Shhh,” Fiona hushed. “Let me take it out.” Bas whined, but Fiona was both insistent and careful. She tugged the plug slowly loose, leaving Bas feeling strangely empty.

Soft touches across his hole made Bas whimper. Fiona teased just long enough to be sure he was okay, then crawled her way back up his body. “You were wonderful,” she praised.

Bas reached out to pull Fiona closer, enjoying how the soft curve of her breasts pressed into him. “So were you,” he told her. “Fuck, this was such a great fantasy. And you made it come true.” Fiona had done amazingly. Every muscle in Bas’ body felt relaxed. He had to suppress a yawn.

“Will you stay?” he asked hopefully. “I’m very happy for you to do anything else you might want to. Once I’ve gathered a bit of energy.”

Fiona laughed, the sound bringing a smile to Bas’ lips. “Oh, I think I have a few more ideas,” she admitted. After tapping her fingers against Bas’ chest, she lifted one hand, pointing to a bag which definitely hadn’t been in the room when Bas had handcuffed himself to the bed.

“I brought more toys to play with,” she promised. “Do you want to see what they are?” Even before Bas answered, Fiona was scrambling to her feet, clearly eager to share.

Bas could hardly wait to discover what other wicked things Fiona might want to do to him before she went home.
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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.
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Five hot stories involving dominant women bending over submissive men and using them hard! Enjoy this pegging bundle!
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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!
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