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The first week of being married was going pretty well. In fact, Harley would say that being married was quite similar to how not being married had been, but then she had almost exclusively expected that. Things hadn’t in any way changed, which Harley was pretty pleased about. Especially when it meant that Felix's hands were currently pushing her shirt up, kisses pressed against Harley's stomach as she moved her hips upwards eagerly.


Reaching to pull Felix's shirt off, too, Harley dragged him back up higher so she could press her lips against Felix's, teeth lightly grazing his lower lip as one of Harley's legs came to wrap around Felix, heel of her foot pressing tightly against his arse.


“You still want to try new things?” Harley asked, fingers scraping against Felix's back, sliding down to where the waistband of his trousers was already riding low, easily allowing Harley to slip her fingers underneath, giving Felix's ass cheek a squeeze as she tilted her head, exposing her neck for any kisses or bites Felix might want to offer her. Harley assumed that whilst certainly enjoyable, it was also illustrative of the fact that she was perfectly happy for Felix to say ‘no’.


They were, Felix felt, doing very well at disproving the statistic that sex decreased after marriage. It would be hard for the sex to increase, and Felix wasn't going so far as to count, but he was sure it was about the same. Why wouldn't it be, when Harley was so gorgeous, and she responded so enthusiastically to Felix's kisses?


He groaned as she dragged him up from where he'd been kissing his way down her body, but couldn't really complain when she kissed him, teeth sharp against his lip and making him want to feel more of those bites, more of Harley's nails digging into his skin. Harley, naturally, obliged by scraping down his back and he moaned, the question almost lost.


He pushed back against her hand, wriggling in an attempt to get his trousers even further down and, preferably, off. He sucked hard on Harley's exposed neck, enjoying the way her skin reddened under him.


"Yes," he said, not taking his mouth from Harley for longer than strictly necessary. "You want to fuck me?" he asked, voice both amused and excited by the idea.


It was something truly new, and - assuming their promises to be together forever held true - something he'd only ever do with Harley. That was exciting, and it wasn't a feeling Felix had ever encountered before.


Where the way Felix wiggled against her to get rid of his trousers made Harley laughed, the way he sucked against her neck quickly turned that laugh into a loud moan. She almost missed the ‘yes’ in favour of getting more touches out of Felix, but not quite.


His question, though, Harley definitely didn't miss, groaning as she pushed upwards against Felix, feeling really very aroused just at the way he asked that. The thing was, Harley had done this before and sure it'd been plenty of hot, but it wasn't as much the act itself that made this so much hotter for her, and rather the fact that she knew Felix had never done it before. That it was something she could do for him, introduce him to. On the presumption that he liked it, which Harley was very much going to try to ensure.


"Yeah," she nodded almost breathless. "Yeah, I really do," she confirmed before grinding against Felix again, even if the motion was not at all indicative of the sort of fucking him Felix had referred to (Harley wanted this plenty, too, though, so it seemed fair).


Harley's confirmation that she wanted this made Felix grin, and then bite down none too lightly on her neck, just because he enjoyed the sound she would make. He joined her, moaning as she moved against him, his cock already hard from touching her and having her touch him.


"Okay," Harley said before giving Felix's shoulder a small bite. "Let me get up," she said, since Harley was going to have to move to get things if they were going to do this. "Lie on your stomach?" Harley asked. "Unless you want me to romantically stare into your eyes," she added with a smirk.


He pouted somewhat as she asked him to get up, but the bite against his shoulder made him oblige, moving so she could get to her sex cupboard - which Felix had reorganised since he'd searched through it a few nights before their wedding.


When Harley stood up, Felix stripped off the rest of his clothes, seeing no real reason not to, and appreciating the fact that his cock wasn't confined against the material of his trousers. 


"I think we're plenty romantic without staring into each other's eyes," he told Harley with a laugh. "And I doubt my legs are as flexible as yours are." So, lying on his stomach seemed by far the most practical. Felix did, crossing his arms over one of the pillows and resting his chin on them as he turned to watch Harley, anticipation a pleasant warm fluttering in his stomach.


Harley gave a small laugh when Felix assured her that they were plenty of romantic as it was. They really had their own sort of romance, which pleased Harley, because it worked and it didn't feel weird. She paused slightly on her way to the cupboard where they kept the sex toys to watch Felix strip, because it was always a very pleasant sight, before grinning at him when he informed her that his legs weren't as flexible as hers.


"Just lack of practice," she teased.


Once Harley had gathered everything she needed she returned to the bed, dumping all the things next to Felix's legs, before she crawled over them, pressing a soft kiss against Felix's shoulder. To counter it, though, Harley ran her hands over Felix's sides, nails scratching against the skin.


"I thought about cutting my nails," she admitted. "But I thought you might be disappointed," Harley added with a small bite against Felix's shoulder. "So instead, we'll start with toys." Which was probably far more practical anyway.


Felix hadn't really thought through the logistics of this, because he trusted Harley and hadn't felt like he needed to, though if he'd wanted he was sure the internet would have had a wealth of information. Everything she said was true, and he squirmed as her nails scratched along his sides, enjoying the feel of it.


"I would," he confirmed. "Fucking love how it feels when you scratch me." Of course, they'd have grown back, but Felix would have missed them while they'd been gone.


"I know you do," Harley said with a small smirk. How much Felix loved the way her nails felt was certainly the main reason she'd opted for keeping them. To illustrate her knowledge, Harley ran her fingers over Felix's back, leaving red marks against the skin before she leaned down to run her tongue over them.


Felix moaned as he felt Harley's tongue run over the scratches she'd left on his back, the contrast of the sensations making his cock jerk enthusiastically against the bed. "Such a brilliant wife," he told her. "Thinking about what I like." Harley really was excellent at thinking about what Felix would want and he appreciated that, and tried his best to think what she would want in turn. He kissed her back until she pulled away, then let his body relax against the mattress, eyes closing as he focused on the feel of her palms pressing against him.


"And you'll tell me if you want to stop at any point, yes?" Harley asked. "Green for go, yellow for pause and red for stop," she listed. "Promise?"


Felix smiled when Harley listed the colours for go, pause and stop, not because he didn't know them but because it was sweet that she took such care of him. "I promise," he said. He had no doubt that if he said stop, Harley would stop, that she wouldn't even be disappointed with him. They'd find other new things to do, or practice some old ones.


"Green," he added, for good measure, looking over his shoulder to smirk at Harley. He enjoyed this, trying something new, not quite knowing what to expect, it was exciting.


The promise, and Felix's confidence, earned him a smile, even if it was mostly against his skin. Even if he was teasing, Harley felt confident in that Felix would tell her if he wanted her to stop, and more importantly, that he knew she would if he asked. It mattered a great deal to Harley and she rewarded Felix by shifting upwards enough to kiss the smirk off his lips.


Pulling back, Harley gave Felix's shoulder another bite, one of her palms pressing against Felix's ass. With her free hand, Harley reached for the smallest of the toys she'd retrieved from the cupboard, ensuring she covered it in plenty of lube before bringing it closer, pressing the tip of it tightly against Felix.


"Relax," she told Felix, well aware that might not always be the easiest thing to do in this sort of situation. "It probably won't be very comfortable at first," she warned, pressing a kiss against Felix's back just as she pushed the toy in, slowly, allowing for plenty of time to adjust.


He waited, shifting his legs wider apart, while Harley covered the toy in lube. Unable to see what she was doing, he could only listen, and guess, and he did make a small startled noise when the toy was suddenly against him, but Harley telling him to relax erased any nervousness. 


Harley wouldn't want this if she didn't think Felix would enjoy it, and Felix was fine with 'not very comfortable'. A lot of his hockey training involved being not very comfortable, and this was a hell of a lot more fun. It didn't feel uncomfortable, more strange, and Felix wasn't quite sure how to relax in a way that would make it easier.


Relaxing the muscles in his thighs and back, letting himself sink into the mattress, didn't do a great deal. Slowly, Harley pushed the toy in, and Felix tilted his hips back towards her. Even if, physically, there wasn't much pleasure yet, there was something hot about being vulnerable for Harley in such a completely new way, in trusting her to be in control of this.


Harley was careful and slow, probably far more careful and slow than she'd ever truly expect someone to be with her, but she was also crucially aware of how this was different for Felix. Anal sex was, Harley assumed, somewhat of a nervous thing for anyone who first tried it and she knew women who claimed not to enjoy it, but honestly, Harley thought it wasn't as much about the sensation and rather about doing it wrong. To each their own, though.


Nonetheless, she wanted Felix to enjoy this, there was no point in doing it if he wasn't going to. So she was slow and careful, but also so fucking aroused just at the fact that Felix was letting her do this, trusting her to do it. The toy, specifically designed for this, ensured that there was plenty of safety in pushing it inside him, and once it was secure, Harley leg go moving up Felix's body, kisses and hands brushing against his back.


"You're so hot," she told him, breath hot against Felix's ear when she reached it, before nipping lightly against his earlobe.


The kisses on his back brought deep moans from Felix, far more than they'd probably have got under more familiar circumstances. Harley's breath against his ear sent a shiver all the way down his spine, one that felt different because of the toy and the way it filled him. He grinned when Harley told him he was hot.


"Glad you think so," he responded, a little breathless. It was good to know Harley found him hot, found this hot, even though Felix didn't feel he was doing much.


Then, after a moment, Harley reached down again, slowly pulling the toy back, not quite out, but back enough to push it in again and then repeat the action, still slowly but she did also wiggle it a bit on the third go-around. "Wanna go slightly bigger?" Harley asked, almost surprised at how filled with lust her own voice sounded.


Harley reaching for the toy, thrusting it in, and again, made Felix moan, rocking back into her movements, his cock pressing into the bed as he moved. It was a different kind of sensation than anything Felix had felt before, but it was good.


"Fuck, you sound hot," Felix informed her, instead of immediately answering Harley's question. "You're enjoying this." He wanted Harley to enjoy this, even if at the moment that enjoyment was presumably largely mental, rather than physical. "Yeah, yes," he added, because of course he wanted to go bigger.


"Yeah," Harley confirmed. "I really am." She was. Harley had known this was going to be hot, there was nothing she'd so far done with Felix when it came to sex that Harley hadn't found hot, but she honestly hadn't expected to find this so hot.


Harley gave a small moan at the ‘yes’, one she really couldn't have stopped from escaping even if she had tried. Pulling back, but still keeping one of her hands against Felix's hip, Harley picked another toy. It was bigger but not so much that Harley felt it'd be an uncomfortable upgrade.


Once she'd covered it in plenty more lube, Harley shifted to remove the first toy from Felix, replacing it with the next, repeating the slow process she'd used the first time around. This time, though, Harley didn't leave as big a pause once it was inside Felix before she pulled it back again, only to slide it back in.


Her other hand came to settle low on Felix's back to somewhat keep him in place, but her weight wasn't really restrictive enough to stop Felix from pushing back against both Harley and the toy. "Good?" Harley asked not actually stilling the hand that held the toy, not since Felix didn't appear to object.


The way Harley kept her hand on him, even when she pulled back to get a bigger toy, was incredibly satisfying. Felix enjoyed knowing she wanted to touch him, and he appreciated the grounding effect of her touch, something familiar and steady. He whined slightly, low in his throat, as Harley removed the first toy, the feeling not entirely comfortable, but quickly she was replacing it and Felix focused on that, slowly learning how he could relax, how if he pushed back towards her, it seemed to go more easily.


It was so hot, having Harley in total control of the toy, of the way it moved. Even though Felix pushed back against it, it was still her in charge, and Felix moaned as she continued to move it in and out of him.


"Yes," he unanswered, grinning even though Harley couldn't see him. "Really good. You're so fucking hot like this." Felix could only imagine it would be even hotter to watch Harley, but maybe they could try that next time.


"Come on, faster." He understood the need for Harley to go slow, at first, but he was sure he could take more now.


It was hard not to smirk at the way Felix demanded she go faster, so Harley didn't stop herself, though she did oblige in as much as she could. The position wasn't the most comfortable, but it was very hard to think of her own comfort just then, not when Felix was moving against her and she could concentrate on that and the sounds he made, which very definitely were really, really hot. Glancing at the bed, that still had a few more toys they could go through, Harley bit her lower lip.


"Come up a bit," she told Felix, using her hand against his hip to pull him up so he could get on all fours. She did pause, letting him adjust to the new angle, before leaning in to press a kiss against his lower back.


Pushing the toy in again, Harley left it this time. "You can wiggle," she told Felix with a smirk, sure that the toy would still feel pleasant even if she stopped moving it. Instead, Harley reached for the strap-on, taking an exceptionally short time to put it on, glad for how efficient the toys she’d bought truly were. Then, after a lot more lube, Harley moved back in closer to Felix.


Moving with the toy still in him caused a whole new set of new sensations, and Felix was breathing hard by the time he braced  his arms against the mattress and looked over his shoulder at Harley. He laughed, breathless, when she told him he could wiggle, giving his best impression of a seductive movement - which, he was sure, was more ridiculous than anything else. He watched as she put the strap-on on, almost distracted from what they were doing by the desire to run his hands over her.


"You'll feel a difference," she told him honestly, reaching to remove the second toy. "In more ways than one," Harley promised, repositioning herself where the toy had been. Then slowly, even slower than she'd been with either of the toys, Harley pushed forward, one hand tight against Felix's hip whilst the other ran softly over his back.


When she moved closer, Felix straightened, letting his head fall forward and moving back to meet her, groaning again as the toy slid out. "I like different," he promised, excitement coiling through him as Harley positioned herself against him.


The slow way she moved into him, and the tight grip she had on his hip, drew a long moan from his lips. He wanted more, and he struggled to be patient, but he enjoyed knowing Harley was in charge, too. "Fuck, you feel good," he told her, the muscles in his thighs tightening to hold him still even while he tried to relax.


Harley had predicted that this would be both fun and hot, but she felt she hadn't given either of them enough credit ior just how fun and hot this was. They'd had plenty of sex where Harley had been more in charge than Felix, but even that had felt more equally distributed than this. Right now, she was the one to dictate everything and that in itself felt really fucking hot.


Especially when Felix moaned beneath her, the way she could feel his muscles tense under her touch, and then, in turn, the way she could feel those same muscles relax because of her touch. It felt incredibly rewarding and she wanted Felix to feel as good as possible. Which was in part why Harley went slowly, not wanting to risk in any way hurting Felix (even if he might not necessarily notice pain right now).


Once she had fully pushed herself in, Harley stopped, both hands running over Felix's sides just as she leaned forward to press a kiss against the nape of Felix's neck, hips pushing forward slightly.


"You ready for me to fuck you?" Harley asked, voice borderline sultry.


Felix sighed, happily, under the touch of Harley's hands on his sides, though it turned to a moan as Harley leaned forward, shifting the position of the strap-on inside him. He pushed back to meet her, trying to do his best to accommodate her. He groaned when Harley asked if he was ready.


"So ready," he assured her, giving a little gasp as he moved back. Experimentally, he rocked his hips, seeing what his range of movement was, what sensations he could illicit.


When Harley started to move, fucking him slow and steady, Felix couldn't bite back another loud moan, nor did he really try. He knew Harley liked to hear him, and he knew Harley was enjoying this - he liked that she was enjoying this.


"It's definitely different," he said, grinning. Then Harley moved in a way that sent a deep shock of pleasure through him and he groaned, breathing ragged. "Good different."


The reactions Harley was getting from Felix were great, if not even better than what she'd expected. Harley did trust that if Felix changed his mind about this at any point, he would tell her, but it was hard to pretend that she wasn't pleased he hadn't and rather seemed to enjoy himself plenty.


Moving one of her hands up from Felix's hip, Harley ran her nails over Felix's back, just the ride side of not ticklish. She moved steadily, still slowly, but trying to keep an even rhythm. The groan and assurance that it was a good different made Harley smile.


It also made her careful of aiming for the same angle that had earned her the groan. As she did so, Harley's rhythm picked up, it probably became a lot less steady, mostly because this really wasn't something Harley had a lot of experience in, but she did her best to at least try to hit the right spot. "So hot," Harley muttered, hands roaming over Felix's back, skin hot against Harley's touch.


Felix grinned as Harley ran her nails across his back, moaning appreciatively both at the pleasure of the touch and because Harley knew what he liked, and took care to give it to him.


"Love you," he said, between harsh breaths. He moaned again, louder, as Harley continued to fuck him. Her thrusts had pleasure building in a way he wasn't used to, and it was good, but it wasn't enough. "Fuck, Harley," he breathed, trying to push back against her, but unable to replicate the way she thrust into him.


"I need -" His sentence was broken off by another groan as he tried to move into Harley's hands on his back, wanting them to move to where he needed them more. "Can you touch me?" he asked, not very coherently.


Harley had had sex enough with Felix to have learned a lot of the sounds he made and what he made those sounds in response to. This, though, this was new. The way Felix moved underneath her, the way his breath caught, the way he pushed towards her. It was... really fucking hot and Harley didn't try to hold back the way her own breath caught, the ragged sound of her breathing not quite matching Felix's but not being far off either.


"I can," Harley promised when Felix asked her to touch him, tilting her body forward so she could reach around and wrap her fingers around his cock, her teeth grazing against the skin of Felix's back wherever she could reach.


"Come on," Harley encouraged, giving a small moan at the way Felix thrust against her. "Let me make you come," she half-whispered, hand doing its best to move in the same rhythm as her hips did.


Harley's hand around his cock made Felix cry out her name, thrusting forward into her touch, too desperate to make any attempt to stick to her rhythm. Her teeth against his skin were familiar, amidst everything new, and Felix moaned happily. It took only a few more thrusts, and Harley's encouraging words, her harsh breathing letting Felix know - if he hadn't known already - that she was enjoying it. Felix came, fingers curling in the sheets beneath him, stilling before he slumped forwards against the pillows.


He turned, as much as he could, too look at Harley, reaching a hand out, wanting to drag her closer to him but aware they need to disentangle from each other first.


"Fuck, that was good," he said, still breathing hard. Slowly, he smiled at her. "Think it can get even better with practice?"


The ease with which Harley did make Felix come was very pleasing and she did her best to ride him through the orgasm until he finally collapsed against the bed. She smiled when Felix reached out to pull her in closer, even if their position didn't greatly allow for it.


Harley pulled back carefully, her legs feeling almost weak, not being used to this sort of positioning. Sitting back on her heels, Harley unfastened the harness and pushed it, along with the toys, off the bed to deal with cleaning later.


Once done, Harley crawled back into the bed, over Felix so she could press soft kisses against his back until she finally reached his lips, dragging him into a kiss as she collapsed next to him, giving a small laugh when he asked if it could be even better with practice.


"I'm sure we can always improve," she teased, running her hand over one of Felix's arms. "You got enough strength in you to put those hands to good use?" Harley asked raising her eyebrow at Felix.


Felix winced slightly as Harley pulled back, more sensitive now, and less motivated by the prospect of orgasm. He smiled as she crawled over him, kissing him, and he wrapped his arms around her, sliding his hands down her sides. He chuckled when Harley asked if he had enough strength to put his hands to good use.


"Yes," he assured her, shifting behind her, pressing his chest against her back, pulling her hips back against his body. He ran his hand more slowly over her, squeezing her breast and pinching her nipple just to hear her breath hitch.


Biting into the back of Harley's shoulder, Felix pushed his hand between her legs, finding her already wet. "So sexy," he said, nibbling at her earlobe as he touched her, encouraging her to move her hips against him.


Easily Harley settled against Felix when he pulled her in closer, giving a low moan when his fingers ran over her nipple, shifting even more into his touch when the hand slid between her thighs.


"Such nice hands," Harley muttered rocking forward to get the most out of the touch. She was incredibly wet already, the arousal from what had come before having been very effective in making her want more. When Felix gave her what she wanted, Harley didn't bother holding any of the moans back, rocking against his fingers, angling herself in the best ways she could manage from the position.


Felix chuckled, rocking his hips with Harley, giving a surprised moan as the movement drew his awareness to where Harley's strap-on had so recently filled him. He bit down harder on Harley's earlobe, knowing the slight edge of pain would only make the pleasure feel more intense.


His free hand moved lower, sliding two long fingers into Harley, giving a deep groan as he felt her shift her hips to be able to take him deeper. 


"Are you using my hands to get yourself off?" he asked, his tone teasing. There was something incredibly hot in the idea. Felix knew Harley's body, knew how to speed up and where to touch her to make her come hard and fast. He loved to use that knowledge, to hear her cry out over or under him. Right now, Felix wanted just to let her use him, to know that she was still in control.


He slowed his thumb where it was stroking over Harley's clit, pushed his fingers more gently into her, waiting to see if she would buck her hips harder, or tell him to speed up.


"Yes," Harley answered easily enough. She loved the way Felix’s fingers felt, loved how he knew just the way to move his hand to make her so much wetter as she fucked herself against him. Moving her hands above herself, Harley used the bed’s headboard as leverage to push down more, crying out in pleasure when Felix pushed back.


Licking her lips, Harley shifted again, thrusting harder atop of Felix’s fingers. "Bend them," she instructed and then gave a very loud moan when he did just as she instructed. With his fingers bent inside her, Harley could angle herself so Felix would hit her G-spot, her whole body vibrating in response when he did. The pleasure was quickly building inside of her and Harley’s moans increased, as did the speed at which she pushed herself down on Felix’s hand.


Felix obeyed, muffling a moan by sucking against Harley's neck. She looked and felt so incredibly hot, fucking herself against his fingers. Felix ground his cock against her ass, drawing in a sharp breath as the movement pushed his nerve endings to a point between pleasure and too much.


He didn't want to stop, not even when he felt Harley tighten around his fingers, recognised the sound of her breath when she was close to orgasm. "Please," he whispered, sucking his own lip as Harley moved harder. He could feel the force of her thrusts, and knew she must be eager to come. 


"Please, Harley," he said again. "I want you to come." He still didn't speed up, still letting her be in charge, only hoping she would respond to his requests.


The words on top of the sensations were what tipped Harley over and she cried out in pleasure, Felix’s name falling from her lips as she thrust against him harder. Having him beg her to come when she was fucking herself against his fingers felt amazing and a sharp ‘fuuuuck’ was quickly followed by Harley’s muscles tightening against Felix’s fingers as she came.


Harley refused to stop there, though, hips carrying on moving almost as steadily against Felix’s fingers as they had when she’d been inside him. Turning more to face Felix, Harley ran her fingers over her hardened nipples. "Use your mouth," she instructed Felix. When he did, Harley moaned louder.


"Yes, yes, yes," she groaned, moaning harder and louder as Felix sucked against her nipple, his fingers feeling so good in her pussy. Fucking herself hard against him, Harley’s second orgasm wasn’t far off. "Yesssss," she shouted, fingers tightening against the headboard as her body shivered, the orgasm rocking through her.


Finally, Harley pushed Felix's hand away, head finding a pillow to rest against as she turned onto her other side so she could drape a leg over Felix's hip, pressing her lips against his. "I love you, too," she told him pulling back. "Amazing sex and all."


Felix moved his hand to match Harley's rhythm, even when she surprised him by not stopping after her orgasm. He kissed her shoulder, her neck, biting and sucking to see what further noises he could draw from her. He only stopped when she pushed his hand away, and even then he only moved far enough to let her find a pillow and turn towards him. He grinned, always glad to hear both that Harley loved him and that the sex had been amazing. "We are very good at that," he said, smirking against Harley's lips.


"So," Felix said, trying to remember what they'd been doing before they got distracted by sex. "Ice cream?" He glanced over at the window, where the bright sunshine had been replaced by grey clouds and rain. "Or not," he said, with a chuckle. He stretched, pressing a kiss to the back of Harley's neck. "Beer?"
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