
        
            
                
            
        

    Pleasing Her

She Makes Him Take It

Henrietta Soto





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!






Mailing List
 


Subscribe to Henrietta Soto’s Newsletter for updates and a FREE story!


http://henriettasoto.com


Other works by Henrietta Soto:
 
Shorts


Playing Outside: Under Her Control
Taken by His Bride: Wedding Night Male Submission Story
He's Hers to Touch: Punished for Breaking the Rules
Filled and Waiting: He Submits Outside
Bound and Used: She Takes Charge
He Gets Stuffed
Begging for Her Whip


Bundles


Men Taking It: A Bundle of Five Steamy Male Submission Stories


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


Making Men Submit


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


Submit to Them


Five stories of men submitting to women in threesomes and group scenarios. Includes various BDSM elements and pegging, showing the kind of excitement that only multiple partners can bring!


Femdom Wedding Stories


Enjoy these five stories of male submission taking place at weddings! Whether it’s by the bride, the maid-of-honour or even all of the bridesmaids, these men get taken hard! Features pegging and group sex stories.


Fantasy Femdom


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


They Make the Rules


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


Bending Him Over


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


She Dominates


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


Yes, Mistress


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



cover.jpeg
She Makes Him Take It





