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Archie knelt by the mirror, with his arms crossed behind his back, just as he’d been told. Under the dark blue denim of his jeans, his cock was already hard and aching. Tyra had been parading around in front of him in nothing but her bra and panties for over an hour.




First, Archie had helped her shave her legs over a bath full of water. Dragging the razor along her satiny skin without touching her anywhere but where she told him to had been hard. Archie wanted to touch Tyra all the time. But he was getting better at holding back when that was what she wanted.




After that, Archie had helped Tyra straighten her hair, so it fell in a long, black curtain down her back. Learning to use straightening irons hadn’t been something Archie had expected to learn in his relationship.




But Tyra always rewarded him well for helping her. Today, she had promised, the reward would be extra special.




Archie was starting to wonder whether he would make it to the reward. When Tyra pulled an honest-to-god black corset from her closet, Archie whimpered.




His fingers flexed, but he kept his hands behind his back, just like Tyra had ordered. “Can I help you?” Archie asked eagerly. “Can I help you put it on and lace it up?”




Tyra dragged her fingers over the material of the corset, humming as she did so. “I was rather hoping that you would,” she told Archie. “Of course, you’ll have to help me out of my bra first,” Tyra hummed. “Do you think you’d be up for that?”




Archie knew that Tyra could easily guess what his answer would be. He enjoyed serving her, enjoyed adoring her body in every way that Tyra chose. “You may touch me,” she allowed. “Softly and slowly, I don’t want any of this to be rushed.”




It took an effort of will not to bound to his feet. Archie got up slowly, letting his fingertips trail across the surface of the mirror. Tyra watched, licking her lips as she appreciated Archie’s bare chest and back. He loved seeing the desire in her eyes. It made every hour spent in the gym more than worth it.




Carefully, Archie crossed the room. He set a hand against Tyra’s waist, applying just enough pressure to be considered a suggestion. Tyra accepted, moving so she was facing the mirror, with Archie stood behind her.




“You’re so beautiful,” he breathed. His fingers walked up Tyra’s spine, stopping only once he reached the band of her bra. Gently, he unhitched it, smoothing the material away from Tyra’s skin. In the mirror, Archie watched her breasts fall free. They were soft and round, tipped with a sweet pink nipple that Archie longed to put his lips around.




He eased each strap down off Tyra’s shoulders, turning to carefully fold the bra onto the dresser. “How do you feel?” he asked eagerly. “Can I touch your breasts before I put the corset on?” He longed to cup them in his hands, massage them and feel them round and full against his palms.




Archie waited patiently for Tyra to give him an answer. He hoped that the answer would be yes. If it wasn’t, Archie would still enjoy helping Tyra. Being allowed to serve her was a reward in its own right. Still, it didn’t stop Archie from wishing that he could run his hands over Tyra’s soft skin, make her moan in that soft way she did when his touch was just right.




Turning to face him, one of Tyra’s hands slid over Archie’s stomach, up over his chest and to his chin, a finger teasing softly. “Go on,” she allowed. “But show me how grateful you are for being allowed to,” she added, not that Archie needed to be told. He fully planned to show her exactly how much he loved being allowed to touch Tyra.




His hands circled Tyra’s small waist, rubbing his thumbs over the skin that covered her ribs. Physically, she was so delicate. And yet, at the same time, she had such complete control over Archie that it made him positively ache for her. He lifted his palms, taking the weight of Tyra’s breasts.




“Thank you,” he whispered. The words came as naturally to him as breathing. He was grateful. Tyra was the most stunning woman Archie had ever seen. He could hardly believe that he was allowed to touch her. He felt her nipples harden against his palms and longed to play with them. But for now, he kept his touch soft and gentle, just like Tyra had asked.




He swallowed hard. “You feel amazing,” he praised. “And you look amazing.” And Tyra would look even more amazing with a corset cinching in her waist and lifting her breasts.




“I do,” she agreed in a way that made Archie grin. He enjoyed the confidence with which she took compliments. He knew she felt it, too. Tyra knew exactly how good she looked and all the things that she made Archie feel. His fingers brushed over her nipples again. Archie watched the slightly sharper intake of breath that Tyra gave.




Her hand traveled to the back of his neck, fingers brushing through Archie’s hair. “You can put your mouth on them if you’d like,” she told him. There was no ‘if’, really. Archie always wanted to have his mouth on Tyra, to worship her exactly the way she deserved.




He bent his head, feeling Tyra’s fingers tug against his scalp. It sent fire racing down Archie’s spine. He loved the variety of sensations Tyra could produce. Slowly, carefully, he trailed his tongue over the warm curve of Tyra’s breast. When he finally took her nipple between his lips, her heart was beating hard against her ribcage.




Archie loved knowing he could cause that. He sucked Tyra’s nipple, starting soft and slow before he let his tongue wash across the pebbled tip. Finally, he hollowed his cheeks, sucking hard enough to make Tyra gasp before he pulled away.




“Now the other one,” he said, with a small smirk up at his girlfriend. He could hardly worship one of her breasts and not the other.




Tyra turned towards him, making it easier for him to cup her breast and lead the other nipple to his mouth. Just like with the first one, he swirled his tongue over it and then followed that by sucking against it. The way Tyra moaned was so rewarding! Archie’s cock got even harder. But he paid it no attention, Tyra would decide when he could do that. If he could do that.




With her hand still in Archie’s hair, Tyra tugged against it almost painfully. The sensation made Archie groan. She pulled his head back so she could look at him.




“You look good, baby,” Tyra praised. “Are you ready to help me with the corset?”




Archie sucked his lower lip, arousal flooding his system. “So ready,” he confirmed. This wasn’t his first time helping Tyra. As soon as she put the corset in his hands, Archie knew just what to do. He wrapped the black leather around Tyra’s waist, adjusting it so that the central seam of clasps was perfectly centered.




Even loose, the corset made Archie’s mouth water. The supple leather hugged Tyra’s curves, exaggerating them. All dressed in black, with her pink nipples just visible along the top edge of the corset, Tyra looked intimidating.




Archie loved it. “Will you turn around so I can tighten the laces?” he asked. “Do you want it tight?” It would really depend on what Tyra planned to do while wearing the corset. Archie licked his lips, wondering if she would give him a hint.




“Not too tight,” she instructed, turning around in his arms just as he’d asked. “I want to be able to breathe easily.” Archer loved that he knew exactly how tight that meant. Sometimes, when Tyra wanted to specifically change her figure, she had the corset much tighter. She looked amazing in it, no matter what.




Archie took his time, fingers soft against the fastenings as he laced the strings through them. When he pulled, Tyra audibly breathed in. Archie was careful as he laced the corset shut. Once it was finally closed, he reached out to brush his hand over Tyra’s side. Glancing over her shoulder, Tyra smiled at Archie.




“What are you going to do before you help me into sexy panties?” she asked with a grin.




All Tyra’s panties were sexy, but Archie knew what she meant. She had several pairs that went with the corset, rather than the everyday ones she was already wearing. Without hesitation, Archie dropped to his knees. He crawled across the floor, settling at Tyra’s feet and looking up at her.




“I’m going to kneel for you,” he answered. “And if you want me to, I’ll help you out of those panties.” He brushed his hands up Tyra’s thighs, keeping well away from her pussy. He would only touch there when Tyra gave him permission.




Licking his lips, Archie tipped his head back. “Do you want me to eat you out?” he breathed. “I want to, so badly, Tyra. Please.”




Bringing a hand to Archie’s hair, Tyra stroked her fingers softly through it. “I know, baby,” she said. “And I will let you,” she told him, making Archie’s heart skip a beat. He wanted to hear how good Tyra sounded. Having her moan because of him was one of Archie’s very favorite things in the world.




Tyra’s hand moved from his hair down to Archie’s cheek and she cupped it lightly, making his head tilt up to look at her better. “Show me how much you want it,” she instructed. “Make me need you to take my panties off.”




Archie swallowed, mind racing with images. What would be the best way to show Tyra how much he wanted her? He leaned back, letting her fingers tug against his hair. The sensation sent tendrils of fire down Archie’s spine, making him arch his back and thrust his hips forward.




“I’m so hard for you,” he groaned, one hand cupping his cock through his jeans. He squeezed his fingers around it, whimpering at how very, very badly he wanted to just take himself in hand. But he wouldn’t. Not until Tyra said he could.




His other hand slid higher up Tyra’s thigh. When she didn’t stop him, he let his fingertips brush against the cotton crotch of her panties. “Watching you makes me want to feel how soft your skin is,” he breathed. “And I want to make you feel as good as you make me feel. Serving you is so hot, even if all you want me to do is kneel for you.”




Archie wanted to worship Tyra with his mouth. He licked his lips, tongue sliding slowly so that Tyra’s gaze would drop to watch. “I want to touch your pussy, slide my fingers through your wetness and then lick them clean to show you how much I love it.”




“Mmm,” Tyra moaned softly. “That does sound nice,” she told him, making Archie smile. His fingers stroked over her legs softly. Archie knew just how to touch Tyra to make her feel good. All he wanted was to do that. He leaned in to press a kiss against her leg, making his way up but stopping before he could reach the material of her panties.




Instead, Archie moved over to the other leg, repeating the movement. His kisses were gentle, making sure to show Tyra just how much he loved adoring her. Her fingers tugged against his hair again. Archie gave a soft groan. It wasn’t painful, but he definitely felt it.




“Go on then,” Tyra encouraged. “Take off my panties. I’ll let you earn it,” she told him, biting her lower lip.




Archie moaned, Tyra’s words sending a thrill down his spine. He inched his fingers higher, hooking them under the material of Tyra’s panties. He drew them down so, so slowly, reveling in every inch of Tyra’s skin that he exposed. Her pussy made his mouth water.




But as much as Archie wanted to put his mouth on Tyra immediately, he didn’t rush. “So sexy,” he murmured. Tyra lifted her feet, letting Archie tug her panties down her long legs and off. In nothing but the corset, Tyra looked even more amazing.




Archie stilled as she turned away from him. But it was only to move to the bed. She lay down, legs slightly parted, and patted the mattress for Archie to join her. Archie crawled between her thighs. “Can I make you feel good, Tyra?” he asked, brushing his lips against her skin.




He knew how to tease, how to make Tyra want his mouth on her. His tongue darted out, licking a wet stripe up Tyra’s thigh. Archie let his breath ghost across the damp skin, loving the way Tyra moaned and pushed her breasts up.




Her hand against his hair was soft, making him feel so good. She wanted him there as much as he wanted her. Tyra loved being worshipped. Archie wanted to give her exactly that.




“You can make me feel good,” Tyra nodded, leading Archie’s mouth between her legs. She didn’t insist he go straight to her pussy, so Archie took his time to kiss against the soft skin of Tyra’s thighs.




She let out a slight moan, her fingers tightening in Archie’s hair. She still didn't pull his mouth against her. Instead, Tyra let Archie pick the pace.




He teased her, lapping his tongue against the skin of her inner thighs. He loved making Tyra want him. But he didn’t make her beg. Tyra deserved to be worshipped, and that was exactly what Archie was going to do.




His tongue darted out, getting his first taste of Tyra’s pussy. He moaned as he swallowed. “God, you taste amazing.” Archie pressed his hands against Tyra’s thighs, making her open further for him. He buried his face between her legs, tongue dipping inside her to gather up more of that sweet taste.




Archie licked higher, circling Tyra’s clit with the very tip of his tongue. Her hips bucked, stomach muscles tightening visibly. Archie pulled back, simply for the pleasure of feeling Tyra tug against his hair to close the distance.




Looking up, Archie felt his arousal flood through him even more. Tyra looked so good, the corset pushing her breasts up, exposing the tops of them in a fantastically teasing way. Archie’s tongue lapped faster against Tyra’s clit, making her moan. It encouraged him to tease her even more, bringing those sounds out again.




Archie’s hand rested against Tyra’s hip, holding her down as he ate her out. She could still move, but it stopped her from bucking up so much. Instead, Tyra pulled harder against his hair. Archie enjoyed how she moved his mouth to where she wanted it the most, where his tongue could make her scream in pleasure.




His cock ached, trapped beneath the material of his jeans. But Archie ignored it. All his focus was on Tyra, on pleasing her and making her cry out for him. She made such beautiful noises, especially when Archie pressed his tongue harder against her clit. Her hips writhed, Tyra’s thighs clamping on either side of Archie’s head.




When she pulled his mouth lower, Archie went. He flicked his tongue back and forth, fucking her with it. His hands pressed her down against the mattress as he lapped up her arousal, screwing his tongue as deep inside her as he could.




“Fuck, yes,” Tyra moaned, her fingers loosening in Archie’s hair before her grip tightened again. Archie loved the way it sent a spike of pain through him. The sharpness joined the arousal he was already feeling. He would’ve groaned, but Archie’s mouth was otherwise occupied. Instead, Archie showed Tyra how good it felt by licking back up to her clit.




Tyra’s hips bucked again, fighting against Archie’s hand. “Ahhh,” she cried. “Fuck. Use your fingers, baby, make me come with your tongue and your fingers,” Tyra instructed.




It was an instruction Archie was very glad to follow. He slid one hand down between Tyra’s legs, giving a muffled groan as his fingers skated through her wetness. Fuck, he loved knowing how turned on Tyra was. She had all the power in this situation, but knowing he could pleasure her sent a thrill through Archie like nothing else.




Carefully, softly, he pressed one finger inside her. Tyra’s pussy accepted him easily, her muscles briefly squeezing around him before she relaxed. Pursing his lips, Archie suckled at Tyra’s clit, making her moan and wriggle.




Pressing another finger inside her, Archie established a rhythm. His hand fucked Tyra just the way she liked, deep and slow. Meanwhile, he lapped harder and faster at her clit between long sucks that made Tyra shout.




“Uhhhh,” Tyra cried, tugging Archie’s hair painfully. He loved it. Knowing that he could make her lose control like that and that she wanted to lose control around him, made Archie feel extra special. His hand moved faster in and out of Tyra’s pussy as his tongue lapped harder.




Tyra’s body trembled under him. Archie knew she was close. He focused on doing all the things Tyra liked, licking harder and faster until every muscle in her body was tight. “Fuuuck, yesssss!” Tyra screamed, pleasure crashing over her.




Archie groaned, the sound vibrating against Tyra’s pussy. Her orgasm always made Archie hard enough to cut glass. There was nothing hotter than seeing her in that moment where she succumbed to a force even more powerful than herself.




Taking his time, Archie pulled back. He slipped his fingers free, licking them clean before he pressed his tongue inside Tyra again. Her hips bucked, but more lazily, with less urgency than before.




“Fuck, you’re so hot,” Archie breathed as he finally pulled back. Tyra’s exposed pussy was so tempting, it seemed almost a shame to cover it with panties. But Archie knew how good she would look. And just because Tyra put her panties back on, didn’t mean there was nothing she could do to help Archie find his own release.




If she wanted him to do more, then she’d tell him. He watched as Tyra ran her hand over the corset and up to her breasts. Her fingertips brushed over the top of them, over the skin Archie was so sure was soft. As she did so, Tyra’s eyes traveled over Archie’s body, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.




“Take off your clothes,” Tyra told him. “I want to see you, I want to see how hard you are for me.” And Archie definitely was.




Archie scrambled off the bed, fire running through his veins. He was so eager to show off for Tyra that it almost hurt. But he knew better than to rush. As soon as he got to his feet, he slowed his movements. Tyra would enjoy it so much more if he took his time.




He unbuttoned his pants, groaning loudly at the relief of the pressure against his dick. “So hard for you, Tyra,” he whined. He shimmied, sliding the pants down his hips until they pooled at his feet. His legs were strong, muscled. He knew that Tyra liked them.




Tyra’s gaze was like a physical weight, making Archie’s throat go dry. “Everything?” he asked, stooping to fold his pants and hang them neatly off the back of the chair. His cock tented the front of his boxers, stretching out the material.




“Mmm, yes,” Tyra nodded. “I want to see all of you,” she encouraged. Her eyes stayed on Archie. It made him feel so wanted. He slid his boxers down, groaning when his cock was finally able to spring free. “Yeah,” Tyra moaned. “You look so good, baby,” she complimented, making Archie’s stomach swoop with warmth.




Holding her hand out to Archie, Tyra welcomed him in closer. “I want to touch you,” she told him. “I want to feel how hard you are. Come, let me.” It wasn’t a request and rather a demand, just the way Archie liked it.




He crawled back onto the bed, the mattress dipping beneath his weight. His cock hung heavy between his legs, aching to be touched. It would have been so easy to press himself against the soft skin of Tyra’s thigh. Archie could grind himself against her, get some of that friction he’d been craving.




Instead, he moved carefully, not letting his cock touch Tyra at all. It was up to her to decide where she would touch him, and how. “Please,” he begged. “I want that. I want you to touch me. I’ve been waiting for so long.” And yet, Archie would wait longer, if it pleased Tyra.




The hand that had so enticingly welcomed Archie onto the bed, now reached out to wrap fingers around his cock. At the first touch, Archie groaned. He wanted to push forward, to fuck himself against Tyra’s hot fist. He refrained. Archie loved it when Tyra dictated the speed, when she decided how she wanted to touch him.




Her strokes were slow, almost teasing. “So hard for me,” Tyra murmured. “I love feeling how much you want me.” And Archie definitely did. “Tell me, baby,” Tyra said. “How much do you want to fuck me?”




Archie’s eyes went wide. “Oh, fuck, Tyra,” he groaned, his hips bucking forward without him being able to stop them. “I want to fuck you so much. Your pussy is perfect, it always feels so good when I sink inside you.”




Knowing that Tyra might not allow him just added an edge of desperation to Archie’s words. “You’re so wet already, I know I’d be able to fuck you just the way you like.” Archie lived for making Tyra feel good. “I’d make you come again while I fucked you,” Archie promised.




His whole body leaned into Tyra’s touch, arousal scalding through him as he waited to hear whether or not Tyra would decide she wanted to get fucked. If she didn’t, if she preferred something else, that would be fine, too.




Her hand continued to stroke Archie softly, fingers tightening and then loosening around his dick. It made Archie swallow another moan. He so wanted to feel Tyra’s pussy tighten around him just like that. “I want to hear how you want to fuck me,” she told him. “Tell me. Would it be like this? Or do you want me on top? Showing you how good the corset looks?”




Archie groaned again, the images filling his head as Tyra spoke. There were so many different things he wanted to do. But Archie’s favorites were always the ones he knew Tyra liked the most.




“Fuck, yes,” Archie agreed. “I love it when you ride me.” Tyra loved it, too. She got to control exactly how fast and how hard she would fuck him. Archie wanted to give her that, to have her decide. “I’d run my fingers over the corset, and brush my thumbs over your nipples where they peek out,” Archie answered.




Just thinking about Tyra’s breasts made his mouth water. “I’d lie back, and ask you to lean over me, to put your breasts over my face.” Archie’s cock twitched. He was so turned on even by just describing how he would please Tyra. The actual act was going to be mind-blowing.




“Mmm, that does sound nice,” Tyra hummed. The sultry tone made Archie’s mouth water. “Go on then,” she encouraged. “Roll on your back and make yourself comfortable.” She pulled her hand away from Archie’s cock. But there was a promise in her voice, so Archie moved eagerly.




He laid down against the pillows, making sure to actually make himself comfortable. His hands reached for Tyra but didn’t quite touch. She hadn’t given him the permission yet. Archie hoped she would. He wanted to show her just how good she made him feel, to return the favor.




Tyra moved to straddle his hips, leaning down to seek Archie’s mouth for a kiss. “Touch me,” she told him. Archie’s hands moved instantly to her sides.




Her skin was warm and soft, making Archie give a throaty moan. He loved the way Tyra felt, especially when she rolled her hips and he could feel her muscles moving. “God, you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he groaned. He wanted to worship Tyra, the way that she deserved.




Sliding one hand up, Archie palmed Tyra’s breast. Her nipple brushed against his hand, making Tyra’s breath catch in her throat. His other hand pressed lower, molding to the perky curve of Tyra’s ass.




Holding on, Archie thrust his hips up. “Please, baby,” he whined, not ashamed to beg for what he wanted. “Come and ride me. My cock is so hard for you.”




Tyra’s hand slid between them, fingers once again wrapping around Archie’s dick. “Mmm,” she hummed. “It sure is.” Archie had to physically push back against the mattress just so he wouldn’t buck up. Thankfully, Tyra didn’t make him wait for long. She led his hard cock towards her wet center, sinking down onto it with a deep moan.




“Fuck,” she breathed. “You feel so good inside me.” The praise made Archie smile as his hands stroked over Tyra’s sides, fingers just barely brushing the edge of the corset she was wearing. “Ahh,” Tyra moaned as she began to move, riding Archie with a slow and steady pace.




His fingers teased along the top edge of her corset, brushing tantalizingly over her nipples. They were so hard, and so pink. “Please,” Archie begged. “Lean over me so I can use my tongue.” He groaned as Tyra leaned forward, changing the angle of his cock inside her.




Pumping his hips, Archie met the pace that Tyra set. He drove his cock up into her, groaning as pleasure coiled tightly in the pit of his stomach. Just like he’d promised, he ran his tongue over the top of Tyra’s corset, paying special attention to each of her nipples. He took one into his mouth, sucking through the leather and moaning at the supple feel of it against his tongue.




His other hand gripped Tyra’s ass, not guiding her, but just feeling the way she moved on top of him.




“Mmm, yesss,” she purred, her hips rocking in sync with how Archie’s mouth moved. The soft moans he managed to tease from Tyra made pleasure coil inside him. His hands gripped Tyra’s hips harder, mouth working to make her cry out in pleasure. Archie met her body with shallow thrusts, helping her to fuck him but still giving Tyra all the power.




One of her hands moved to his hair again, tugging hard against it. “Fuck,” she cried. “Yeah, suck my nipples, Archie, go on!” she encouraged, letting him pull one of her breasts out of the corset fully, the nipple so hard for him to play with.




Archie leaned forward, taking Tyra’s nipple fully into his mouth. He hollowed his cheeks, sucking hard. He knew exactly what Tyra liked, how to make her moan as pleasure cruised through her. His other hand lifted to her other breast, pinching and flicking at her nipple there, knowing how much more intense the pleasure would be if he played with both at once.




He recognized the way Tyra’s moans shifted, becoming higher and breathier. He waited, thrusting his hips up to meet her. Finally, he let his teeth graze sharply against the nipple in his mouth. Tyra’s whole body jerked, her pussy squeezing tight around Archie’s dick. He opened his mouth, crying out. “Fuck! Yeah, that feels so good.”




Pulling back, making Tyra’s fingers tug against his scalp, Archie shivered. “Will you let me touch your pussy, too?” he pleaded. “I’ll make you feel so good. As good as you’re making me feel.”




“Yeah,” Tyra moaned. “Touch me. I want you to make me come.” And that was all the permission Archie needed, his hand sliding from Tyra’s hip to between them, seeking out that sweet pleasure spot. When his fingers brushed over Tyra’s clit, she bucked her hips forward “Fuuuck,” Tyra cried.




Her movements became more rapid as she rode Archie’s cock harder. His fingers lifted with her, never leaving her clit. He circled it, repeating the actions that caused Tyra to scream the loudest. It wouldn’t be long before he’d be able to push her over that sweet edge.




Tyra looked so fucking sexy as she rode him. Her breasts spilled from the leather corset, pink-tipped and bouncing beautifully. With her head thrown back, her hair spilling across her shoulders, she was every fantasy and every wet dream Archie would ever need.




He rocked his fingers against her clit, feeling the wetness of her arousal. His whole body shuddered as pleasure spiked through him. But he couldn’t come, not yet. He wanted to make sure he pleased Tyra first. He twisted his wrist, his thumb pressing down against the bundle of nerves that he knew would make Tyra explode.




“Please, Tyra,” he begged. “Come for me. Let me see how gorgeous you look, all flushed with pleasure. I want to know I’m the reason you feel as good as I feel!”




“Yes!” Tyra cried, bouncing up and down Archie’s cock so fast. “Yes, fuck, you are. Ooooh!” And just like that she came undone above him, letting Archie watch as pleasure crashed over her. The muscles in her pussy tightened around Archie, making him groan. She looked so stunning, lips parted and a glow washing over her as she came.




Tyra collapsed atop Archie, her hips slowing but not stopping as she moved. “Come on,” she encouraged. “Fuck into me until you come, I want to feel it,” she told Archie.




Archie didn’t need to be told twice! His hands dropped to grab handfuls of Tyra’s ass, holding on tight as he thrust his hips up. He pounded his cock into her, pulling her body down against his as pleasure rose through him like an unstoppable force.




Tyra moaned. The sound of her sent Archie flying over the edge, every muscle tensing as Archie bellowed out Tyra’s name. “Fuck!” he snapped his hips up once, twice more, then let his body fall to rest against the mattress.




Every breath was ragged, Archie’s ribs rising and falling. He spanned his hands across the leather corset where it covered Tyra’s back. “Oh my god,” he moaned. “That was so good.”




He listened to the way Tyra’s breath also came in short bursts, stroking her back until it began to even out. His softening cock slid out of her. Tyra gave one more soft moan, no doubt at how empty it left her feeling. She moved off him, lowering herself down onto the bed. One of Tyra’s hands caressed over Archie’s chest.




“It was good,” she agreed. Archie smiled. He liked knowing she’d enjoyed herself, even when he very much assumed she had. Tyra leaned in to kiss Archie, her tongue slipping between his lips and seeking out his in a soft sort of dance. Archie sighed happily into the kiss, his body fully wanting to give itself over to Tyra.




She knew it, too, he was certain. Her hand felt so lovely as it stroked his skin. “You’ll have to help me into the corset again, I think,” Tyra said teasingly.




Archie found enough breath for a short chuckle. “I’ll have to help you out of it, first,” he pointed out. As much as Archie loved lacing Tyra into the tight corset, he also loved releasing her from it. It gave him so many opportunities to touch her softly and gently, just the way that she deserved.




He slipped one arm under Tyra’s body, gathering her close. Turning, his lips brushed against the soft, sweet-smelling mass of her hair. He groaned, satisfied in a bone-deep way that he knew would last for hours.




“Just give me five minutes,” he breathed. He wouldn’t be ready for a round two that fast. But that didn’t matter. Archie loved touching Tyra even when it wasn’t leading to sex. If she let him take the corset off and just enjoy her body, that would be more than enough.
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Festive Femdom




Three hot male submission stories set during the Christmas season! Enjoy Hanna’s domination of her ski instructor, Sarah’s festive surprise and Lauren taking the Santa hard!




Fantasy Femdom




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




They Make the Rules




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




Bending Him Over




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




She Dominates




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

cover.jpeg
A Male Submission Story

auall





