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    Amber had told Zach that she'd ordered him a present, and then maddeningly refused to give him any more details, no matter how he'd begged and teased. As much as he had complained, Zach loved the not knowing. It meant that every time he remembered, his stomach would swoop with anticipation. Several times, he'd gotten hard just thinking about it. Amber's surprises were always great, and Zach had no doubt this one would be more of the same.  
 
    She'd forwarded an email that morning, letting them both know that the mysterious gift was out for delivery. It had made working from Zach's home-studio challenging, as he kept wandering out into the hall at the slightest noise, not wanting to miss it.  
 
    Finally, about half an hour before Amber was due home from work, the box had arrived. The packaging and return address had given Zach precisely one new piece of information: that the company produced sex toys and bondage gear.  
 
    Zach had promised not to open it without Amber, and he spent the thirty minutes alternately staring at the box as if he might develop x-ray vision and trying to keep away from it so he wouldn't break his word. 
 
    "Finally!" he exclaimed, jumping up at the sound of Amber's keys in the door. He practically ran to greet her, pressing a swift kiss against her cheek. "Can we open it right now? Please?"  
 
    Amber found it difficult not to laugh at how excited Zach sounded. She was pretty pleased with the way this whole thing had clearly built up anticipation. Zach’s excitement was similar to one that some people experienced on Christmas morning, except Amber was confident these were no ordinary sort of Christmas presents. 
 
    "Yes, we can open it right now," she answered, kicking her shoes off, which instantly made her much shorter than Zach. Reaching out, Amber pushed the box closer to Zach. "Go on, then. It is for you." The box contained a sex swing, some restraints and a new strap-on for them to play with, all the things which Amber was certain Zach would love. 
 
    Sitting on the couch, Zach tore neatly into the box, shaking the contents out onto the cushion. The restraints caught his interest, but it was the strap-on he reached for immediately, his mouth going dry with the rush of excitement. "Fuck," he said, picking it up and running a hand over it. "It's big." Bigger than the strap-on they'd used previously, and Zach's stomach lurched at the thought of how full he would feel.  
 
    "Are you going to tie me up and fuck me?" he asked, hoping that the answer would be yes. Zach loved when Amber fucked him, and it wasn't something they could do all that often. "I don't think I can wait until we set up a sex swing," he added, since that seemed like it might take time. 
 
    Amber did laugh when in his excitement Zach couldn't wait to have the sex swing set up first. She watched the way he ran his hands over the strap-on, smirking slightly. It definitely was bigger than what they'd used in the past, and seeing how excited Zach was made Amber's pussy wetten.  
 
    "I promise that the wait will be worth it," Amber said, crawling across the sofa and into Zach's lap. She reached out to brush her fingers over Zach's where they were still on the strap-on.  
 
    "You'll love me strapping you into the swing," Amber promised. "Restraining you, taking control of you, fucking you."  
 
    Zach shivered, Amber's words sending electric tingles across his skin. Taking control, that was something Zach wanted Amber to do, and she was right that a sex swing and restraints would give her more power over Zach than anything else they'd done.  
 
    "You know best," Zach agreed, his tone teasing, but also not. This was a game they played together, but tonight it was all Amber's game, and Zach knew she'd thought about what he would want, and he trusted her to make it good. He brought his fingers to the buttons on Amber's blouse, opening them up but not touching her. He wanted to see what she'd ask him to do. Or perhaps, what she'd ask him to do first.  
 
    "I do," Amber nodded, hands coming between them so she could pull Zach's shirt up and off. "I'll take care of you so well, baby," she promised. Amber loved how easily Zach gave over to her, how much he wanted the pleasure she could give him and Amber did fully intend to give him as much pleasure as possible.  
 
    Rocking her hips against Zach, Amber leaned in to kiss him. His lips were soft against hers and when Zach tilted his head up, Amber gave his lower lip a small bite. "Let's build a sex swing," she told him. "For every attachment one of us get to take a piece of clothing off," Amber teased. The swing wouldn't be quick to set up, but she was confident this would make it feel quicker.  
 
    Zach laughed, delighted. "I've only got two left, then," he pointed out, gesturing to his bare chest. "You'll have to take something off first, to catch up." Granted, Amber's blouse was already half-open, but there was never going to be a time Zach objected to getting his girlfriend more naked.  
 
    Running a hand under her blouse, Zach squeezed Amber's breast through the lace of her bra, his thumb brushing teasingly against her nipple. He gave a small whine of protest as she pulled away to get off him, but he couldn't really complain, not when the image of being tied into a sex swing, fucked at Amber's mercy, was still burning into his brain.  
 
    Amber doubted they'd have enough pieces of clothing for how many pieces of the swing there were. Still, she did pull her blouse off, very slowly and demonstratively, giving Zach a wink. Once she'd discarded her blouse, Amber moved to unbox the swing.  
 
    Rather than attaching to a ceiling, she'd picked one that was hung from a harness. It would be easy enough to set up in their living room and then be removed when they weren't using it. That, and Amber did rather love having sex in their living room, the focal point of the house. The windows there were huge and whilst she knew no one would see them, Amber enjoyed the way they exposed them to the world.  
 
    "Set up the frame and I'll take my jeans off," Amber suggested, running her hand over her bare stomach.  
 
    Watching Amber's hand move over her stomach, Zach licked his lips. "You know how to motivate a man, don't you?" he asked, though in truth Amber half-naked might be as much a distraction as anything else.  
 
    Luckily, Zach was pretty handy, and the instructions for setting up the harness weren't as complicated as some flatpack furniture he could name. There was only once, biting his lip as he watched Amber stretch her arms over her head, that Zach accidentally attached anything the wrong way round.  
 
    Amber did catch the way Zach found her stretching distracting and then did it again just because. He was, nonetheless, very good at setting the frame up. As promised, Amber took her jeans off, giving a twirl just because she could. 
 
    Bouncing over to Zach, Amber reached out to run her hands over his stomach, tugging on his belt buckle. "Now the straps, and then I'll take your jeans off, too," she promised, tiptoeing to press another kiss against Zach's lips.  
 
    The thrill of what was yet to come was making Amber so wet, and watching Zach build the thing she was going to strap him in and then fuck him in felt amazing.  
 
    Zach leaned back into Amber's touch, almost forgetting about the task at hand. Except that Zach couldn't quite forget, because Amber was just so fucking sexy, all the time, and she was never sexier than when she was totally in control.  
 
    "Yes, babe," Zach agreed, crouching down so he could trace the diagram with a finger, visualising how the straps needed to go on. The closer he got to finishing, the more Zach's mind turned over and over the idea of Amber fucking him while he was up in the air, with only the swing to ground him. The swing that he'd built, specifically so that Amber could fuck him in it. Zach groaned, but he kept working, putting his head down in an effort to concentrate. 
 
    Finally, Zach thought he'd got everything set up the way it was designed to be, and he stood aside, sweeping an arm towards the swing in triumph. "Was I fast?" he asked. "I feel like I was fast."  
 
    "It was very fast," Amber confirmed, not hesitating to undo Zach's jeans. She pushed them down, fingers hot against Zach's hips. Leaning in, Amber gave his shoulder a light bite before dropping down to her knees so she could pull his jeans fully down.  
 
    Amber could see how hard Zach was already, his boxers tenting as she leaned in to brush her lips over the material. With her hands against Zach's hips, Amber glanced up. "I'm going to tie you to the swing," she informed her boyfriend. "Going to make you beg me to fuck you."  
 
    Zach moaned, his toes curling. He had no doubt Amber was right, and the idea of begging her to fuck him, of being that desperate, made his knees weak. He pushed his hips forward, trying to get more of Amber's mouth hot against his cock.  
 
    "Going to need me naked if you want to fuck me," he pointed out, but he made no move to push his boxers off. He wanted Amber to tell him he could, or do it for him.  
 
    The suggestion hardly escaped Amber and she grinned with some amusement. Running her tongue over the base of Zach’s stomach, just above the boxers, Amber then moved to pull them off. Zach’s cock sprang to action and the temptation to just suck him off was so tempting. But no, Amber wanted them to play, so she was going to make him work for it. 
 
    Standing up, Amber took one of Zach’s hands, leading it up to her breast. "Undress me," she instructed, before smirking. "But your mouth has to always be touching my skin." She wasn't going to make him take the clothes off with her mouth, but this was a close second. 
 
    Zach raised an eyebrow, and then grinned at the challenge Amber set him. "I can manage that," he agreed with confidence, pressing a kiss to the side of her neck. The hardest part would be not talking, but Zach was sure he could manage.  
 
    He licked a stripe down Amber's neck, to the top of her bra, while he unfastened the clasp. As soon as her breasts were free, Zach moved his mouth to them, tongue circling her nipples.  
 
    Amber moaned, shifting towards Zach and his mouth. His tongue was hot against her nipple and Amber had every intention to help him not fail her challenge. She ran her hands through Zach's hair, pulling his head closer against her. Another moan fell from her lips and Amber gave half a whine when Zach licked his way down and away from her nipple.  
 
    It wasn't a long lasting complaint, though. Not when Zach proceeded to lick his way down, over Amber's stomach, tongue briefly brushing over her belly button before his hands ran lower to get her panties off. She hardly needed to be naked for this, but Amber wanted to be, to have Zach enjoy her body.  
 
    Zach pushed Amber's clothes away, going to his knees as he helped her step out of her panties. He looked up, mouth moving against Amber's pussy, waiting to see if she'd tell him to stop. The way she moaned instead made Zach groan, tongue darting out over Amber's clit.  
 
    He loved being like this, on his knees for Amber in the middle of their living room. The promise of the strap-on and the sex swing only made it that much more exciting.  
 
    The noises Amber made increased in volume as Zach continued to lick against her clit. He knew what she liked, and this definitely came high on that list. Amber's fingers tightened in Zach's hair as he carried on. She could feel her orgasm building low in her stomach. Amber could've told Zach to stop but her orgasm would hardly get in the way of her also then fucking Zach.  
 
    "Ooh yes," she moaned. Amber's body rocked with Zach as his tongue worked to bring Amber over the edge. "You're so good, baby, yesss," Amber cried, voice louder now. Finally her fingers tightened even more in Zach's hair as she screamed his name, her orgasm rocking through her.  
 
    Zach loved when Amber was vocal, and it only made him work harder, mouth hot and wet against Amber's pussy as she came. He pulled back, settling on his heels as he looked up at her, deliberately licking his lips with a quiet moan. Amber tasted so good, and Zach wanted her to know he enjoyed making her come with his mouth.  
 
    His cock was so hard that Zach had to firmly put his hands behind his back to resist the urge to touch himself. Amber hadn't said he could, and Zach knew she'd want him to be hard while she fucked him - a thought that made Zach's hips buck fruitlessly for friction against his cock. He wrapped his fingers around his ankles, enjoying the way they felt tight like restraints.  
 
    "Please," he said, softly. "I've been good." He had, Amber had even said so. "Will you tie me up now?"  
 
    The begging was precisely what Amber had wanted, so she gave a nod. "I will," she assured, leaning down to kiss Zach, his lips covered in her taste. "Get up," she instructed and then waited as he did so.  
 
    "I need you to get in the swing yourself, find a comfortable position," Aber told him, before adding, "facing me." The swing was very multi-purpose and Amber looked forward to discovering the purposes but for today, they'd do this. Having Zach face her whilst she fucked him would be very thrilling. 
 
    Zach trusted his handiwork, but perhaps slightly less than he trusted Amber, so he got into the swing carefully, making sure it would take his weight before he committed fully. Darting his tongue over his lips, he looked up at Amber as he wiggled to find the most comfortable position.  
 
    Already, he felt vulnerable, and he loved it. Having Amber watch made his cock ache and finding a position where Amber could get to his ass made her promises to fuck him so much more real. Swallowing, he looked up with eager eyes. "This is comfortable," he said. His shoulders and the small of his back were supported by the harness, his legs free to open wide enough for Amber to stand between them.  
 
    The swing had been such a great investment. That was what came to Amber's mind as she watched Zach settle in the swing. He looked so fucking hot, exposed to her like this. Her pussy was so wet just at the thought of how good it'd feel to fuck Zach like this. "You're gorgeous," she commented running a hand up from Zach's ankle.  
 
    Moving to Zach's hands, Amber used straps to tie him into the swing. "I'm going to make you feel so good," she hummed, taking a step back to admire her handiwork when Zach was strapped into the swing, with no way to escape.  
 
    Licking her lips, Amber dropped down to her knees between Zach's legs. She knew exactly what to do to make him beg for it. Leaning in, Amber ran her tongue against the spot between Zach's balls and asshole.  
 
    Being tied down, unable to touch himself or Amber, left Zach totally helpless, and that turned him on so much he hardly needed Amber to touch him - though he definitely wanted her to, and he moaned loudly as Amber's tongue flicked hot against his skin.  
 
    "Fuck, Amber," he groaned, tightening his fingers around the straps of the swing, doing his best to lift his hips and get Amber's tongue to move lower. He loved the control she had, the ability to tease him completely out of his mind, if she wanted. It was an act of trust that Zach enjoyed giving her.  
 
    As Amber's tongue circled maddeningly around his asshole, Zach squirmed, utterly failing to get that wet heat where he needed it. "Amber," he said, his tone already desperate. "Please. I need more."  
 
    Having Zach beg her was one of Amber’s favourite things and she knew he knew that, too. The please earned Zach what he wanted, and Amber did run her hot tongue over Zach’s puckered opening. She knew it’d feel sensitive, but even if she hadn’t, the noise Zach made in return told her everything she needed to know. He sounded so needy and Amber licked again, to make sure she got more sounds out of him. 
 
    Amber then carried on. The swing allowed her a great deal more control and she hooked her arms around Zach’s legs, swinging him lightly against her mouth as she licked him. When the cries became even louder, Amber moved back, but only enough to move a hand that could run over Zach’s cock. Not enough to really do much else than tease, but that was exactly what she wanted to do. 
 
    The weightless sensation of moving through the air made Zach feel as though his body was so much more sensitive. He was grounded only by Amber's tongue against him, and her hand on his cock, and every sensation was magnified by how much Zach relied on them. His stomach twitched as he felt precome from the head of his cock slide across his skin.  
 
    There was nothing Zach could do but lie there and take it. Nothing, except beg Amber to have mercy. "Please," he moaned. "You feel incredible." Amber's tongue was wet and hot, but still Zach needed more. "Use your fingers," he begged. "Open me up so you can fuck me, please."  
 
    "Oh, yes," Amber agreed. Zach's suggestion was very good. It did require Amber to pull back, though. “Shh,” she whispered when Zach gave a whine in response to her moving. She ran her hand over Zach’s inner thigh, licking her lips as she looked at his cock. "Just need some lube, baby," she promised, leaving Zach only briefly whilst she located the bottle of lube. 
 
    Returning to see him in the swing was so hot. Exposed and vulnerable and so willing for her. With one hand sliding over Zach’s cock, Amber pressed a lubed up finger inside him. She was slow and careful, but also skilled. Watching Zach’s face as she moved the finger out a bit and then pressed it back inside was amazing. 
 
    "Do you love it, baby? Tell me how good it feels," she encouraged. 
 
    Amber's finger sliding slowly and carefully into him made Zach bite his lip. Suspended in the swing, he couldn't push his hips down, and the lack of control made him want so much he could hardly catch his breath.  
 
    "Feels amazing," he said, chest heaving. "Fuck, like I can feel you all the way to my toes." Zach didn't know how much sense his description made, but he wanted to do his best, to make Amber understand how much it felt. "I want more," he whined, his eyes darting to where the strap-on was still waiting.  
 
    "You can have more," Amber promised, though rather than reaching for the strap-on, she pressed another finger inside Zach. It was as slow as the first one was and Amber’s eyes filled with lust as she listened to the sounds Zach made. "You're so good," she muttered. "So willing." Both of which were a great turn on for Amber. 
 
    When the noises were becoming even louder, Amber pressed in a third finger, stretching Zach out. She loved how he moved in the swing, having so little control over how he moved. "Fuck, baby, you look so good," she breathed, moving her fingers faster in and out of him. 
 
    "Yeah?" Zach grinned, he wanted to look good for Amber, wanted to show her how much he enjoyed this. "Good enough to fuck?" He did his best to wiggle against Amber's fingers, groaning at the way the movement made his body stretch more.  
 
    Amber's fingers kept plunging into him, and Zach moaned her name. She looked so hot, all her attention concentrated on him, on giving him what he wanted. "Babe," he panted. "Please." His cock jerked against his belly. "Need you to fuck me. Please."  
 
    "You're so good at begging," Amber praised. Her pussy was so wet just from doing this to Zach. Bringing him to a point of begging was her favourite. And this was before she'd even gotten to the best bit.  
 
    Pulling her fingers back, Amber ran a teasing hand over Zach's cock but pulled back before he could attempt to thrust into her touch. "Watch me," Amber instructed as she moved away to get the strap-on. Putting it in, Amber kept eye contact with Zach as she lubed it up, before moving back between his legs, the tip brushing against his opening.  
 
    Zach felt as if his whole body seized, trying to jerk forward into Amber's touch, but there was nothing for him to move against, and all it took from her was a steadying hand on his hip to stop the swing from letting him move at all. "Fuck, this was such a good idea," he told her. Zach had expected being tied up to be hot, but this was so much more intense, put Amber so much more in charge.  
 
    He let a whine fall from his lips, but resisted the urge to tip his head back, instead keeping his eyes on Amber like she'd instructed. The strap-on against his asshole felt so big and Zach craved the feeling of it filling him up like he craved oxygen. "You're so beautiful," he said, teeth digging in to his lower lip hard enough to leave marks. "You'll fuck me so well."  
 
    "I will, I will," Amber promised, licking her lips. Her hand ran up Zach's inner thigh as she watched his desperation. Finally, Amber pushed in, slowly and only increment by increment. The sounds Zach made in response as the strap-on pressed inside him were amazing and Amber moaned in response, too. She felt so turned on, by both the sounds he made but also the power Amber had over him. 
 
    Once she’d pushed the strap-on fully inside Zach, Amber paused to give his body time to adjust around it. She reached out to stroke her fingers over Zach’s cock, making sure the sounds he made were good before she pulled back and pushed back inside him again, almost as slowly as she’d done it the first time around. 
 
    Zach's mouth fell open on a groan as he felt the strap-on press into him, his eyes fluttering shut. The sensation was almost too much, but Zach loved it, loved Amber for giving him this and being in control of it. "Oh, fuuck," he moaned, not able to stop the sounds he was making even if he'd wanted to.  
 
    "So fucking big." It felt bigger than the toy they'd used before, and Zach could feel his muscles stretching and readjusting. He had no doubt he would feel the ache tomorrow, and that was almost as exciting as Amber's fingers teasing against his cock. He did his very best to thrust up into her hand, but mostly just tightened his legs around her hips.  
 
    With the swing supporting all of Zach’s weight, all Amber had to do was fuck into him. It felt amazing - to be so in charge - but also not to need to worry about how Zach was positioned. She couldn’t wait for them to experiment with the swing more. But as of right now, Amber was also quite distracted by fucking the strap-on into Zach. 
 
    Amber began to move faster, her hips steady as she pushed in and pulled back out. Zach’s reaction made it almost impossible not to just slam into him hard, but Amber wanted to tease him, wanted to fuck him slowly and build up to more.  
 
    "You're so good, taking this. So pretty, all strapped up for me, taking my dick so well. Do you love it, baby? Do you love having my cock in you?" 
 
    Zach whimpered as Amber kept fucking him slowly. He wanted nothing more than for her to pound into him hard and fast, but at the same time it made it hotter that she didn't. The lack of control was enough to make Zach nearly frantic, Amber's name falling from his lips every time he felt the strap-on pull back out. He squeezed his legs around her hips, as if he could physically drag her into him, but if anything that only seemed to slow her more.  
 
    Being told he was pretty made Zach's cock twitch, the sensitive head brushing over his stomach and against Amber's fingers in a way that made Zach see stars. "Yes," he answered, surprised by how hoarse his voice sounded. "Fucking love your cock. Want to feel it deeper, harder, more." So much more, Zach could hardly stand it. "I'll be good for you," he promised. He tugged at the straps around his wrists, trying and failing to reach out to pull Amber closer.  
 
    "You will," Amber agreed, her hand running over the muscles of Zach's stomach. The swing together with her fucking him had made them so nice and tense under her touch. Amber moved slightly faster, picking up the pace at which she fucked Zach. A line of sweat was building against her spine, but Amber didn’t let it discourage her, moving her hips faster. 
 
    Seeing Zach like this, so powerless and yet so wanting, it made Amber so hot and she fucked him harder, watching as his cock slapped against his stomach with every thrust she gave. "Fuck, I love you like this," Amber breathed. "So exposed. So mine." Amber also loved the sounds Zach made, the way he moaned her name with every slam into him she made. 
 
    "You're such a good little slut for me, aren't you, Zach? Loving the way my thick cock fucks you," Amber said, teasing her fingers against Zach’s nipple, as her other hand held one of the straps of the swing, allowing her to swing him towards her as she fucked him. 
 
      
 
    Zach nodded eagerly, half-formed words tumbling from his lips. "Yeah," he said, inhaling sharply and nodding again. Almost weightless on the swing, his whole body swung towards Amber, and Zach's fingers tightened around the straps.  
 
    The last time Amber had fucked him, Zach had been able to match Amber's thrusts with his own, use his strength to fuck himself deeper on the strap-on. Now, everything was down to Amber and what she decided.  
 
    "Totally yours, your slut," Zach agreed, his lips red from how much he'd dragged his teeth over them. "Please," he begged. "Fuck, babe, make me desperate for you."  
 
    The words, Zach's confirmation, it made Amber thrust harder. "You are, baby, you're mine," Amber agreed. Especially splayed out like this for her, loving every time Amber rolled her hips, fucking deeper into him. "Such a good slut," she muttered moving faster, before stilling again, just getting Zach close but not close enough. 
 
    Making him desperate for her was something Amber both wanted and was confident she could deliver as she moved her pace up again. One of her hands came down across Zach’s body until she could wrap her fingers around his cock. Amber didn’t do anything but let the way she fucked into Zach push him against her hand. 
 
    The muscles in Zach's legs ached from how hard and how long he'd tried to pull Amber's hips closer. With a groan, he had to relax them, going loose and boneless against the swing. 
 
    Amber's renewed thrusts knocked quiet grunts and half-moans from Zach's chest, his weightless body bouncing against the resistance she offered. "Fuck, you're so strong," Zach breathed, his eyes nearly rolling back in pleasure as his cock pushed into her hand.  
 
    Zach being so pliant in her hands made Amber fuck into him harder. The way he swung with the swing and then onto her cock, it was so hot. Moving slightly, Amber’s hand came to hold Zach’s ass, her other hand still around his cock. It allowed Amber to fuck him harder, to take in all of the beautiful sounds that Zach made as she did so. 
 
    Satisfied that he was now needy enough, Amber increased her thrusts. They came more steadily, pushing Zach’s cock up into her hand. "I want you to come, baby," she told him. "I want you to come and show me how much you love me fucking you. You're such a good little slut, taking it so hard from me," each word was punctuated with another thrust. 
 
    Zach's body swung from the impact of Amber's thrusts, and his muscles tightened, ass squeezing around the strap-on. "Love your cock," Zach groaned. "Love how big it feels, fucking me." He moaned louder, eager to share just how much he loved it, how slutty he could be for Amber.  
 
    Her hand around his cock coiled pleasure tighter and tighter in the pit of Zach's stomach. He did his best to wiggle, trying to get her thrusts deeper, to push him harder against her fingers. When he came, he tipped his head back, giving his whole body over to the force of Amber's thrusts, shouting her name as he felt his cum splash down over his stomach and chest.  
 
    Amber rode Zach through it, not stopping until he was completely spent. When she pulled back, it was slow and careful. Zach looked stunning, hung up in the swing, covered in his cum, so fucked out. "Beautiful," Amber murmured, reaching out to smear Zach’s cum over his stomach. 
 
    She untied the restraints, helping Zach out of the swing. Once he was standing, Amber tiptoed to press a long, keen kiss against Zach’s lips. "You're so good for me, baby," she praised. "Take it so well." Zach certainly had. 
 
    "Lets have some food and then we'll see about getting you strapped into the swing for a round two, yeah?" Amber said with a wide smile. The possibility the swing brought was great and Amber fully intended to fuck Zach in it every which way.
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