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Shared Experience

One of Boyd’s favorite things about living with Leigh was watching her work. She’d been hesitant about letting him into her studio, but Boyd had promised he could be quiet and not disturb her. She always looked so intense, her bright blue eyes narrowing as she stared down the canvas. Then, with a sudden movement, she’d fling a streak of paint at it.

Boyd had been watching for nearly twenty minutes when Leigh finally stepped back. She gave a sigh - one Boyd recognized as meaning she was done, at least for the moment. “You look amazing,” he said, sitting up a little straighter in the chair and holding out a hand towards her.

“Do you want to have sex?” he suggested. There was no reason to beat around the bush, and Boyd was half-hard just from watching Leigh’s intent expression.

Leigh’s response at first was to laugh, which was at least partially what he’d expected. She knew he wasn’t joking because Boyd always felt like he wanted to have sex with Leigh. Luckily for him, she tended to feel very much the same. Once she’d set her brushes down, Leigh walked over to Boyd’s outstretched arm. She smiled as he ran it up over her side.

“Sex you say,” she drew out with some amusement. “Is that why you’ve been sitting here all silent and patient?” It wasn’t. He was sure she knew that, but he could hardly help how turned on it made him to watch her concentrate.

Leaning in close, Leigh ran her hand down over Boyd’s chest before palming his half-hard cock through the material of his pants. “Seems like you’ve enjoyed it,” she murmured.

Boyd bit back a moan, his cock hardening even further under Leigh’s touch. “I always enjoy watching you,” he agreed. “You look so sexy when you’re painting. Or when you’re doing other things.” Leigh could do anything and Boyd would want to rip her clothes off.

She hadn’t said no, so Boyd stood up, pulling Leigh against him. He kissed her, his tongue tracing along her lower lip until she parted them to let him in. Deepening the kiss, he groaned. He ran one hand down to her ass, squeezing it through Leigh’s tight jeans.

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” he suggested. As sexy as Leigh was in her studio, it wasn’t the best place to actually have sex. Not when they had a nice big bed.

She pressed her ass back into his touch, but also nodded at the suggestion. “Let’s go to the bedroom,” Leigh repeated, giving Boyd a grin. She reached for his hand, leading them through the house. There were a few pauses, during which Leigh spun around to kiss Boyd again. Before he could deepen the kiss, she was back to heading to the bedroom. Boyd could hardly complain, though, when the first thing Leigh did when she got there was pull her shirt off.

“Tell me more about how you want to have sex with me?” She asked, turning around to give him another smile. This one was much more seductive. To accompany it, Leigh ran her hands down her sides, slowly so she could make sure Boyd was watching.

Leigh looked stunning in just her jeans and bra. Boyd stepped closer, reaching out to follow the path her own hands had taken. His fingers skimmed over her skin while he hummed. “I want to watch,” he decided. That was how this whole thing had started, so it seemed appropriate.

Closing his eyes, Boyd pictured exactly what he did want. “I want to watch you over me, concentrating. Maybe riding me?” Leigh would look great, her breasts bouncing as she fucked herself on Boyd’s dick. It was a sight Boyd could easily recall from memory, which made him wonder if there was something new they could do.

He opened his eyes, glancing toward their chest of drawers. When they’d moved in together, they’d wanted to buy a housewarming gift that they could share. After an hour browsing sex toys online, they’d picked a strap-on. Boyd had always been curious about getting fucked, and Leigh had been equally interested in what it would be like.

They hadn’t used it yet. Just the thought was enough to make Boyd’s mouth go dry. “Do you want to fuck me?” he asked, pulling back enough that he could meet Leigh’s eyes.

“Of course I want to fuck you,” Leigh said. Boyd realized she hadn’t gotten what he’d meant.

He laughed, giving Leigh’s ass a playful slap. “Obviously. I’m irresistible, but that isn’t what I was talking about.” He turned Leigh around, grinding his erection against her as he pointed her towards the drawers. “Do you want to fuck me with a strap-on?” he asked, his voice low. He bent his head, sucking Leigh’s earlobe into his mouth. He knew from experience it would send shivers down her spine.

“I want to watch you concentrate while you press a cock into me,” he explained. He knew Leigh had never done this before. Nor had Boyd. It was exciting, something they could do for the first time together.

“Oh!” Leigh exclaimed when it dawned on her what Boyd was proposing. He couldn’t see her face from this angle but he could basically hear the smile that spread across her face. “Yeah, I like the sound of that.” Turning back around, Leigh kissed Boyd, her tongue licking its way into his mouth, deepening the kiss. “You sure you want this, yeah? Today? Now?” Leigh asked to confirm.

Boyd could tell she loved the idea. That in itself would’ve been worth it, but he did want it.

“Today and now,” Boyd agreed, running his hands over Leigh’s bare back until he reached the clasp of her bra. He flicked it open with practiced ease, helping Leigh pull it off and drop the material on the floor. He palmed both her breasts, feeling her nipples harden against him. “Fuck, you’re so hot,” he moaned.

Reluctantly, he stepped away. He took the time to admire Leigh, standing topless and looking so eager to get started. Boyd’s cock twitched with interest. His fingers spanned over the strap-on as he fetched it from the drawer. It wasn’t big, but it was still enough to make Boyd’s stomach flip.

“Want me to help you put it on?” he teased.

“Once I’ve got my other clothes off,” Leigh laughed, wiggling against Boyd. “And your clothes, too,” she added, dragging her fingers down his chest and to the hem of his shirt. Tugging it up, Leigh slid her fingers under it. Her touch was hot against his skin as she pulled his shirt up. When he lifted his arms to let her, Leigh moved in to give Boyd’s neck a small bite.

After freeing his arms from the shirt, Boyd tossed it and the strap-on onto the bed. He rested his hands on Leigh’s waist, squeezing gently before he moved to the waistband of her jeans. “I can help with that, too,” he teased. He liked helping Leigh get naked. He took his time, brushing his fingers against her stomach. Her skin was warm, and so soft.

Leaning in, Boyd captured Leigh’s mouth. Sucking on her lower lip, he slowly slid the button of her jeans free without looking. Moving lower, he circled his tongue around her nipple while he dragged the zip down. Giving the hard nub a nip between his teeth, he helped push her jeans down over her ass.

“There,” he said, smirking with triumph. “Now you get to help me.”

Leigh laughed, but she did also run her hands over Boyd’s sides. It sent a shiver down his spine. She kissed her way down his neck and over his shoulders before going lower, mouth hot as it moved over Boyd’s stomach. Leigh looked so stunning when she went down on her knees in front of him. Her fingers were soft as they undid Boyd’s belt and then the button under it. He could tell she was intentionally making him wait.

There was another teasing kiss against Boyd’s lower stomach before Leigh pushed his jeans down. His boxers were still on and he was very sure it was precisely so Leigh could tease him more. She pressed her mouth against the hard line of his cock, smirking when Boyd gave a sharp moan in response.

“Fuck, Leigh,” he groaned. “How do you expect me to wait when your mouth feels that good?” It made her smirk against his boxers, a sight which went straight to Boyd’s dick. He reached out, running a hand gently through her hair. She rubbed her cheek against the bulge in his fabric, before finally lifting her hands to the waistband.

She moved so slowly, inching the material down so that Boyd’s cock was revealed by degrees. Her expression was almost as intense as it had been staring at her painting. Impossibly, it made Boyd want her even more. “Can hardly wait for this,” he admitted, his stomach giving another excited flutter.

When Boyd finally stepped out of his boxers, his cock sprang up, brushing against Leigh’s lips. He groaned at the warmth and the softness of them.

Knowing very well what his reaction was to, Leigh looked up at him through her lashes before running her tongue over the tip of his cock. The noise that Boyd made in response vibrated upwards from deep inside him. Leigh took it for the encouragement that it was and parted her lips to take his cock in her mouth. The heat around him was instant. Boyd grunted, struggling not to thrust his hips forward.

Leigh continued to tease, tongue pressing against the underside of Boyd’s cock. She knew just what he liked, sucking lightly until Boyd gave a sharp whine. Pulling back with a wet pop, Leigh grinned up at Boyd. She gave his hip a small bite that made his breath catch.

“Don’t stop,” Boyd said, but his tone was at least half-teasing. He wanted more of Leigh’s mouth. He also wanted to see her in the strap-on harness, and to feel her finger him open so he could take it. Desire flooded his whole system. Leigh responded by taking his cock into her mouth again, sucking a little harder.

She pulled back, smirking. Boyd held out his hands to help her to her feet, pulling her hard against his body. He ground his wet cock against the smooth skin of her thigh. One palm slid down to her ass while the other cupped her breast. “Let me take your panties off?” he asked.

“Yes,” Leigh nodded. She ran her hand over his side, nails scratching lightly, making Boyd swallow a moan. “But on the bed,” she added before taking a step back so she could crawl onto the bed. She looked so hot like that, on all fours, ass pushed up as she glanced over her shoulder. “Go on,” Leigh encouraged, giving a wiggle with her ass that was both playful and sexy.

Boyd followed, grinding his cock against Leigh’s ass. “God, you feel good,” he groaned. He could’ve abandoned their plan and just fucked Leigh like this. The sight of the strap-on waiting for them helped Boyd find some self-control.

Leigh had wanted to tease, so Boyd was going to give back just as good. He shuffled back, running his hands over the bumps of Leigh’s spine. He took his time, brushing his fingers lightly over Leigh’s skin. Finally, he hooked his fingers into the waistband of Leigh’s panties. He dragged them slowly over the swell of Leigh’s ass.

Once they were halfway off, he paused. Leaning in, he let Leigh feel the warmth of his breath, then nipped sharply at the revealed skin. The gasp she gave made Boyd’s cock twitch. He pulled her panties the rest of the way off and smoothed his hands up the backs of her thighs.

“You’re so sexy,” he breathed, kissing his way down Leigh’s back. He nudged her legs open, darting his tongue teasingly against her pussy from behind.

Leigh moaned loudly, rocking back against his mouth. His tongue lapped against her wet heat and the cries from Leigh increased. One of Boyd’s hands settled against her hip to steady her as he continued to tease her.

“Fuck, baby,” Leigh breathed harshly trying to push against his mouth even harder. He loved all the noises she made as his tongue slid inside her. “God, just like that, yeah,” she cried encouragingly. Boyd lapped harder, until he knew that Leigh was close. “Make me come, baby, come on, make me come, I promise to make it so good for you, too.”

Boyd’s fingers tightened against Leigh’s hip while he lapped faster and faster. He could feel Leigh’s pussy getting wetter, could taste her on his tongue. His cock ached, and he bucked his hips against the air. The lack of friction made him groan. He didn’t stop. He wanted Leigh to come, to see her buck and writhe all because of him.

The moans pouring out of Leigh got louder and louder, bouncing off the walls. Boyd’s tongue pressed inside her, fucking her as deep as he could go. He brought his free hand up, teasing against her clit. She was so slick, Boyd’s fingers skated easily across between her lips.

He felt her shudder, her hips pushing forward and back as she swayed between his hand and his mouth.

“Fuck, yes!” Leigh cried and Boyd felt her orgasm as her muscles tightened. He licked until she whined indicating that it was enough - for now at least. Boyd had great plans for making Leigh come more, but perhaps after they had experimented with the strap-on. Turning around, she gave him a grin. “I love your mouth,” she proclaimed before dragging Boyd closer so she could kiss him.

Her hand teased down over his chest and stomach until she wrapped her fingers around Boyd’s cock. It made him groan straight away and push more into her hand. “I want to do this so I can see you,” Leigh told him. “Missionary?” She added wiggling her eyebrow at him in a way that made Boyd chuckle, because what they planned to do was far from ‘missionary’.

“Yeah,” Boyd agreed, licking the taste of Leigh off his lips. “I want to watch you, too.” He pulled Leigh close, running his hands down her sides until they rested at her hips. “Let’s get you into this harness.”

Fortunately, it wasn’t very complicated. Boyd undid a couple of the buckles, then let Leigh lean on him for support as she pulled the contraption up her legs. “It looks hot,” Boyd told her, tightening the straps so that they would stay snug against Leigh’s hips. He stroked a hand cautiously over the strap-on, trying to imagine what it would feel like pressing inside him.

He kissed Leigh again, sucking hard on her lower lip. “Ready to fuck me?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.

“I’m ready to get you ready,” Leigh said before pulling back to get the lube from their bedside table. “Lie down for me?” She asked and then thrust her hips, making the strap-on bounce between her legs. It made Leigh laugh, which in turn made Boyd laugh. Somehow, she still managed to look sexy. When Leigh lowered herself atop him so she could lick her way down Boyd’s chest, his amusement was quickly replaced by lust.

Her tongue teased around one of Boyd’s nipples before Leigh kissed lower. She didn’t take his cock into her mouth again, but Leigh did kiss close enough to make Boyd whine needily. “Part your legs,” she urged, leaning back to admire him. It made Boyd’s body heat, the lust in Leigh’s eyes as she watched him lying there, his cock so fucking hard, standing to attention.

He spread his legs for her, pulling his heels up so his knees were bent. Leigh looked  incredible framed between them. Boyd’s stomach gave a lurch at just how much he wanted her. He reached for her hand, giving it a quick squeeze. He watched as she spread the lube over her fingers, rubbing them together to warm it. She looked just as concentrated as Boyd had imagined, and he lifted his hips up, calling her attention to his cock.

“Come on,” he urged, but Leigh wouldn’t be hurried. It was sweet, really. Boyd knew she didn’t want to hurt him. He trusted her not to, which made it easy to lie back and let her take control. At the first press of her fingers against his hole, Boyd gave a loud moan. She moved so slowly, just pushing one finger in to the first knuckle. “It’s good,” he promised. “Come on, I can take more.”

“Patience,” Leigh hummed. “We’re not in a rush,” she promised. Even though it was just one finger, Boyd could feel it. It sent pulses of pleasure to every nerve-ending in his body. Just as slowly, Leigh pressed another finger inside Boyd. This time the sensation was completely different, somehow. The fingers pressed against his muscle tightly, and Leigh moving them in and out made him groan.

Leigh added more lube, but it didn’t make her fingers feel any less wide. The slickness helped to move the fingers in and out of Boyd, but he still felt every curve. “You want me to add another finger, baby?” Leigh asked and Boyd felt her parting the two fingers inside him before she pushed them back together.

“Fuck,” Boyd cried out, trying to resist the urge to push his hips against Leigh’s hand. “Yeah, yeah,” he said, nodding. “It feels good, don’t stop.” Leigh didn’t immediately add a third finger, instead twisting the two already inside Boyd. His muscles stretched, making Boyd moan louder. He could hear the sounds of Leigh sliding her fingers out. It sent a wave of heat all the way up his chest and neck.

When Leigh’s fingers pressed back in, Boyd could feel all three of them. He cried out, a long, low sound as his muscles opened up even further. “Fuck, Leigh, your fingers feel so big.” She pushed them in, inch by inch, until Boyd her knuckles pressed against his skin. “God, it’s hard to stay still,” he breathed. Leigh’s other hand came up to his hip, pressing him down against the mattress. Boyd cried out in relief, flexing against her hold and feeling the way it pushed her fingers deeper.

“You’re so fucking hot,” Leigh breathed as she looked up at Boyd. Her fingers moved in and out of him slowly. The sensation felt intense. And then, and then, Leigh lowered her head to take his cock inside her mouth. Together the two feelings almost overcame Boyd. It was only the hand against his hip that kept Boyd from thrusting up instantly.

He threw his head back, his whole body taut. Leigh just kept on going, hollowing her cheeks around Boyd’s cock. Boyd caught his breath, lifting his head once more so he could watch. Leigh’s expression was everything Boyd had hoped for, her eyes narrowed and intense as she slid her lips slowly down his dick.

“You’re amazing,” Boyd panted. He fisted his hands against the sheets, holding on as pleasure coiled through him. “God, keep going.” Leigh was slow, her mouth and her fingers moving in harmony. Boyd’s toes curled, and he bit his lip to keep himself from begging for more. If Leigh went any faster, Boyd was going to come. She must have known that, because she kept her pace steady, until Boyd was thrashing against the bed as much as the hand on his hip would allow.

Just before he could ask Leigh if she wanted him to come, she pulled back, leading Boyd to give a whine instead. He missed the contact instantly. Leigh’s fingers were still moving in and out of him, which made Boyd’s breath catch. It felt so good, he couldn’t even think how amazing it would be to have the strap-on inside him instead.

“You ready for me to fuck you?” Leigh asked, flexing her fingers teasingly and grinning at Boyd when he whimpered.

He pushed his hips against her hold, arching his back as much off the bed as he could. “So ready,” he promised. Leigh slid her fingers slowly out of him, and Boyd could feel his muscles clench against nothing. He whined, but Leigh only stroked briefly against his hip, her eyes already focused on the strap-on.

Boyd watched as she coated it with lube, her fingers moving over it almost as if she could really feel the sensation. She knelt between Boyd’s legs, her body moving over his. He reached for her, one hand spanning her waist while the other slid up to tease against her nipple. He enjoyed the way she gasped.

He stopped when he felt Leigh’s hand nudge the silicone dick against his hole. Boyd breathed out slowly, waiting.

She was careful, pressing forward so slowly. It reminded Boyd of the first time they’d tried this the other way around, when it had been his dick against Leigh’s asshole. The memory made this feel even hotter. This was something they had tried with each other for the first time the other way, too. Leigh pressed forward, and Boyd shifted, the feeling almost overwhelming.

At first, it felt strange rather than anything else, but he was still so hard. Leigh inched in, pausing every so often to make sure that she wasn’t too much. Then, finally, Boyd felt her hips press against his ass and Leigh leaned down to kiss him. His ass was so full, but Leigh didn’t move, she just kissed him harder.

He moaned against her mouth, pouring all of the sensation out into the kiss. He could feel sweat prickling along his spine. Almost experimentally, he shifted, crying out when it moved the strap-on inside him too. “Fuck, baby, this is so hot,” Boyd muttered. “You look amazing.” She really did, eyes so bright as they watched Boyd. He felt vulnerable, in the best of ways, totally at Leigh’s mercy.

When she pulled back, Boyd’s whine surprised even him, but then Leigh’s hand was against his hip. She held him steady as she gave the smallest of thrusts, just enough for Boyd to feel it. He ran his hands up Leigh’s body, feeling her movement as she pulled back once more. “Fuuuck,” Body moaned, as Leigh’s strap-on pinned him to the mattress. His cock, still hard, rubbed against Leigh’s stomach as she ground her hips against him.

“Come on, Leigh,” he urged. “Fuck me. I want you to.”

“Yeah, yeah,” she nodded, sounding as eager as Boyd did. Leigh was still slow as she pulled back and pushed back in. The speed didn’t change how sensitive Boyd’s body felt. It felt like he could tell apart every groove on the strap-on. The next time Leigh pulled back and pushed in it was harder. She brought one of her hands up to hold against Boyd’s upper arm, using it to support her weight as she rocked forward again.

Boyd whined, angling his hips up so the strap-on would slide even deeper. He could feel every inch of it, his body taking it so unresistingly. Leigh pulled back, and this time her breasts bounced with the force as she thrust forward. Boyd cried out, his fingers closing around Leigh’s nipple, making her moan almost as loudly as he was.

Slowly, Leigh built up a rhythm. Boyd did his best to rock against her in time with it. He could feel the bed swaying under them as Leigh’s thrusts got harder. It was never too much, every stroke seeming to make Boyd want more. “Harder,” he begged, flicking a fingernail against Leigh’s nipple. “Come on, Leigh, fuck me harder.”

She moaned again, this time even louder. She did exactly as Boyd had asked, thrusting her hips forward hard. It made her breasts bounce even more, but Boyd’s hands were there to help. He teased Leigh’s nipples, enjoying how it made her bite her lower lip in pleasure. It was difficult to focus on her, though, when she kept screwing him so well.

With every thrust, the pleasure built faster. Seeing the way Boyd was enjoying himself was obviously making Leigh even keener, because she slammed into him harder and harder. “Touch yourself,” she encouraged. “Let me see how good it feels for you.”

Slowly, Boyd slid a hand down to his cock. He wrapped his fingers around it, stroking from root to tip exactly the way he liked. He swore under his breath, overwhelmed by just how fucking good it felt. Leigh’s thrusts pushed his body, making his cock brush against his palm and sending sparks of pleasure rapidly up Boyd’s spine. “Fuck,” he gasped. “I’m not going to last like this.”

In response, Leigh slowed down. Her thrusts were still hard and deep, filling Boyd so well that he swore he saw stars. He stroked one hand along his cock in the same rhythm, groaning. He was still getting closer and closer to coming, but he wasn’t ready for this to be over.

Leigh leaned down, her breasts pressing against Boyd’s chest. She rocked forward again, slow and deep, making him moan. Her lips were hot against his as Leigh kissed him. When she pulled back it was to kiss down his cheek and to his ear, tongue running hotly over the bottom of his earlobe. She sucked on it, teasing it between her teeth.

“I want you to come so I can fuck you slowly until you’re hard again,” Leigh told him in a harsh whisper.

Boyd’s fingers tightened around his cock by sheer instinct. “God, yes,” he agreed, giving a sharp nod. “That’s so hot.” He slid his hand faster, thumb gathering up a bead of precum and slicking it down the hot length of his dick. Leigh watched his face, drinking in every gasp and grunt as Boyd stroked himself.

He could feel his balls tighten, then Leigh thrust forward and hit a spot inside Boyd that made pleasure explode across every cell of his body. He came so hard his eyes rolled back as he cried out. He could feel cum splash hot against his stomach. Through it all, Leigh kept thrusting the strap-on into him, making every feeling so much more intense.

She fucking him through his climax, swallowing up every grunt Boyd made. Once he felt almost too spent, Leigh slowed down. She didn’t stop moving, but the way she rocked her hips forward, fucking him slowly, felt different. Sliding her hands down Boyd’s arms, Leigh lifted one to press his hand against her ass.

“Help me fuck you, baby,” she told him. “Wrap your legs around me and guide me how to fuck you best, yeah?”

Boyd shuddered, Leigh’s thrusts sending waves of pleasure over him which were almost too much. He lifted his legs, wrapping them around Leigh and rocking under her. The strap-on brushed against his prostate again, and Boyd gave a shaky moan. “Yeah, fuck,” he breathed, his nails raking down Leigh’s sides. “Right there. Again.” He used the hand against Leigh’s ass to help her find the right angle.

Once she had it, Boyd had to hold on harder. He was probably leaving bruises, but Leigh only swore under her breath. She was concentrating so hard, her brow furrowed as she thrust her hips rhythmically. Every press of the strap-on inside him made Boyd almost scream from how good it felt. “Leigh, yes, please,” he begged, struggling to be any more coherent. “Feels so good,” he managed to grind out. “Fuuuck.”

Leigh carried on fucking him slowly, but Boyd could tell she had to focus on it. He knew how hard it could be to keep a steady rhythm. She was doing so well. “You’re so hot, fuck,” Leigh moaned, reaching up to stroke a hand over Boyd’s face. That and the slow speed at which she pushed into him made this feel so much more romantic and Boyd tilted his head back so Leigh could kiss him.

The next moan that escaped him was swallowed up by the kiss. Leigh continued to move in the same direction. Some of her thrusts were shallower but every deep one hit Boyd’s prostate just right, making him cry out.

Leigh didn’t stop, rocking her hips slowly, steadily pushing in the strap-on in and out of Boyd. The stimulation made Boyd’s cock stir again and he knew it wouldn’t take too long before he was hard. Leigh seemed to sense this, too, giving his neck a small bite.

“I’m going to ride you so well once you’re hard again, just like now but with you inside me.”

Boyd’s held onto Leigh’s hips, fingers brushing against the straps which crisscrossed across her skin. “Yeah,” he agreed, nodding eagerly. “God, you’re doing so well, Leigh.” She really was. The thought of her wet heat as she rode him was enough to make Boyd’s cock half-hard all over again. “Going to make you come, too,” he promised, one hand moving up to pinch at Leigh’s nipple.

He kept his hands on her as she fucked into him. Every thrust seemed to push a grunt from Boyd’s throat, adding to the sound of Leigh’s hips slapping against Boyd’s ass. Leigh pressed her breasts against his chest as she leaned forward to kiss him, her tongue fucking into his mouth in sync with the strap-on filling his ass.

“Fuuuck, that’s it, Leigh,” he groaned, eyes closed. His hard cock rubbed against Leigh’s stomach, and she must have felt it, because she pulled back to look down his body.

Her pace was still steady. She made sure to press against his hardening cock with her belly every so often. Her intention was clearly to make him hard but not let him come again. She rocked slowly, swallowing up Boyd’s cries with her lips against his. One of Leigh’s hands settled against Boyd’s hip as she pressed forward.

“I want you to fuck me like this. Nice and slow, I want to feel as good as you feel now,” she said thrusting slowly to illustrate the point. “Are you ready yet, baby? Ready to fuck me?”

Boyd bit his lip, fighting for control. He wanted so badly to do exactly as Leigh said, to make her feel just as good as she’d made him feel. “Yeah,” he agreed eagerly. “Yeah, I’m ready. Going to let me help you take this off?” he asked, fingers fumbling at the straps of the harness.

Despite being distracted by the press of Leigh’s skin against his cock, and her nipples so hard against his chest, Boyd managed to undo the buckles. He gave a long whine as Leigh pulled the strap-on out of him, overwhelmed by the way his muscles clenched and released. He felt strangely empty. It was easy to pull Leigh close, focus on the heat of her body.

Boyd slid a hand between her legs, groaning at how wet she was already. “Get on top of me, baby,” he urged. “Ride me, and I’ll fuck up into you nice and slow.”

Leigh followed the instructions, crawling up Boyd’s body and reaching between them to wrap her fingers around his cock. She moaned low and deep as she lowered herself onto it. Boyd, too, cried out. Leigh was so hot and so fucking wet. Her pussy wrapped around his cock perfectly and Leigh didn’t hesitate before pushing up and then lowering herself back down again.

“Oh, yes, fuck,” Leigh cried. “Come on, show me how good I fucked you, show me how good it felt,” she encouraged.

One of Boyd’s hands gripped Leigh’s ass, urging her to roll her hips as she took his cock deeper. She looked so good, every bounce on Boyd’s cock making her chest heave and her hair tumble over her shoulders. Matching her rhythm, Boyd thrust his hips up. He gave a sharp cry, the muscles in his ass constricting and reminding him of just how very well Leigh had fucked him.

Leigh moved with him, and her moans made Boyd feel even hotter. He brushed the fingers of his free hand down her body, stroking lightly over her skin. She leaned into his touch, breasts swaying as she moved. When Boyd brought his fingers between her legs, teasing against her clit, she cried out, a shudder passing through her thighs.

The string of moans and cries that fell from Leigh’s mouth were so hot. Boyd carried on thrusting up into her and Leigh matched his thrusts. Lifting and lowering herself perfectly, Leigh pressed a hand against Boyd’s chest, rocking her hips faster against his finger. Boyd could tell she was getting closer and closer to an orgasm. He knew her body, knew what Leigh liked, so he pulled her down closer to him, opening his mouth to capture one of her nipples between his lips.

If at all possible, Leigh’s cries increased even more. When Boyd ran the tip of his tongue over her nipple she came with a loud scream.

“Fuuuuck!” Leigh shouted and Boyd’s hips bucked upwards so hard to meet her tight pussy as it clamped around his cock.

He sucked even harder around her nipple, his fingers pressing against her clit. Boyd could feel Leigh tremble through the aftershocks of orgasm. Even then, she didn’t push him away. Her hips carried on rocking, almost lazily, sending maddening waves of pleasure through Boyd’s body in response.

When she slowed almost to a stop, Boyd flipped them over, hitching one thigh up to wrap around him as he fucked into Leigh. From this angle, he could plunge his cock deeper into her. She urged him on, nails digging into Boyd’s ass as he snapped his hips faster and faster.

“Fuck, fuck,” Boyd panted, his orgasm so close that it was hard to catch his breath. When Leigh’s fingers brushed teasingly against his asshole, it was enough to send Boyd’s orgasm slamming through him. He came hard, emptying himself into Leigh with a loud cry of her name.

“Yes!” Leigh shouted, encouraging Boyd to come in her. She rocked up to meet his every thrust until he finally stopped and they both collapsed against the mattress. “Fuck,” Leigh breathed. Boyd could hardly catch his breath but did shift off Leigh, collapsing next to her.

Neither of them could really move, just lying there panting. “God, that was amazing,” Leigh spoke for both of them. Finally, mustering some strength, she rolled over to press a kiss against Boyd’s lips. “I really enjoyed that. What a great housewarming present for both of us.”

Running a hand over her back, Boyd nodded his agreement. “It felt amazing, all of it,” he agreed. He could still feel a pleasant ache in his ass, reminding him that it had all really happened. “Not just a fantasy anymore,” he teased.

Boyd would definitely fantasize about it again, of that he had no doubt. It had more than lived up to his expectations. “I wouldn’t want to do it all the time,” he said. “But we could definitely add it to our routine, yeah?”

“Yeah,” Leigh nodded with a hum. “It’s something I’d definitely like to do again sometime. You looked so hot and I felt so in charge.” Even the tone in which she said it sounded aroused. “It was great, thanks, baby.” Leigh leaned in to kiss him again, one hand settling atop of Boyd’s stomach before Leigh yawned.

“I’m exhausted. I never realized how much strength you need to fuck someone like that.” The proclamation made Boyd laugh, muscles contracting under Leigh’s touch.

“I am very strong,” he agreed, smirking before he pulled Leigh in to rest her head against his chest. “You were fantastic,” he praised. “I’d never have guessed you’ve never fucked someone like that.” Boyd was pleased, knowing it was a first Leigh would always share with him, as well as a memory for them to look back on.

He turned, pressing a kiss against Leigh’s hair. “Get some rest,” he suggested. “Then later I’ll remind you how good it feels to get fucked like that.” He would definitely look forward to it, as soon as he got his energy back. For now, he snuggled into Leigh, pulling the blankets up over them both.


Invited to Play

Felicity was having the best day of her life. Not only had she booked her most lucrative photography gig ever, but also her NHL team had just won the playoffs! If there was ever a night made for celebrating, this was it.

The sports bar where she’d watched the match was buzzing. A dozen women in team jerseys had pushed the tables back, making an impromptu dance floor. People were more rubbing up against each other than really dancing. Felicity didn’t care, as long as it felt good.

Her hands gripped the hips of the woman grinding against her. She was stunning, tall and leggy, with blond hair that hung almost all the way down to her ass. Felicity yearned to run her fingers through it. Would that be too forward?

She almost laughed at herself for the question, especially when the blonde’s firm ass bumped up against Felicity’s crotch.

“I’m Felicity,” she said, pressing her lips against the other woman’s ear so she could make herself heard.

It seemed to encourage her to rock back more, tilting her head to meet Felicity’s lips. When the woman pulled back, it was to give Felicity a wide smile. “Violet,” she introduced. “I’m Violet.” She turned around then, letting Felicity slide her hand up Violet’s side. The tight dress she was wearing hugged her so well that Felicity could feel the heat radiating off her.

“Are you looking to play tonight?” Violet asked, the look in her eyes almost devious. It made Felicity’s breath catch. Yeah, she was definitely interested in playing tonight.

Felicity’s lips curled into a slow smirk, one that Violet seemed to match by instinct. “I’d love that,” Felicity answered. Feeling bold, she allowed herself to run her fingers through Violet’s long hair. It felt just as good under her hand as she’d imagined, soft and silky. When she tugged, hard enough to tip Violet’s head backward and expose her throat, Felicity could see her pulse through the thin skin there.

Leaning in, Felicity dragged her tongue up Violet’s neck, tasting the salt of her skin. Violet practically vibrated in her arms. Over her shoulder, Felicity could see more than one man watching the show. Most looked away when they met her eyes.

One did not.

“How do you feel about inviting someone else to play?” Felicity asked.

“Oh?” Violet said. It didn’t sound like an objection. She pulled back, but only enough to glance across the room. “Did you have someone specific in mind?” she asked. “What sort of playing are you into?” The second question followed before Felicity had time to answer the first. She could see how the two were linked.

Violet took one of Felicity’s hands, dragging it over her body and up to one of her breasts. “I have some ideas if you’re open to suggestions,” she said with a grin, pressing Felicity’s hand against her breast. Felicity could feel Violet’s hardening nipple through the material, fingers sliding teasingly over it to raise a moan from Violet.

Knowing that they were being watched sent a thrill right to Felicity’s core. The man she had her eye on licked his lips. He didn’t drop Felicity’s gaze. It was as if whatever he saw in her expression was hotter to him than the sight of Felicity’s hand against Violet’s breast. The promise and potential of that was electrifying.

“There’s a guy behind you, watching us,” Felicity answered. “About your height, dark hair. He looks… agreeable.” What he looked like, to Felicity’s practiced eye, was a man who wanted to be told what to do. Which was exactly what she liked.

Felicity dropped her spare hand to Violet’s thigh, fingers brushing softly just where the slit of her dress left a little thigh exposed. “I’ll listen to suggestions,” Felicity agreed. “What I don’t do is take orders.” Felicity could work with another women. But she wouldn’t submit completely.

Violet pressed her body more against Felicity’s, almost forcing her hand to slide up. It wasn’t high enough for Felicity to brush her fingers over Violet’s panties, but she could picture how good it’d feel once she did. “Do you give suggestions?” Violet asked, making Felicity’s breath catch.

Felicity definitely did. She rocked her hips against Violet’s, focusing her mind on the heat that radiated off Violet’s body. For a moment, they just danced to the beat of the music, their two bodies moving in rhythm, learning one another.

With a smirk, Felicity met the same man’s eye once more. She lifted the hand from Violet’s breast, beckoning him over. He had to check she really meant him, which made Felicity grin. Once he was sure, he moved easily through the crowd until he was just behind them.

“I suggest you turn around and welcome our new friend,” Felicity urged.

Violet didn’t at all hesitate. It sent a thrill through Felicity’s body, making her instantly wonder what else Violet would do if Felicity told her to. Once she’d turned around, Violet ground her ass against Felicity again. One of her hands reached out to brush over the guy’s chest.

“I’m Violet,” she introduced. “And this is Felicity. Have you come to play with us?” The question would’ve made Felicity laugh if she wasn’t so curious to hear the answer. The way the guy’s eyes clouded with lust made her guess that he was interested in whatever playtime she and Violet could put together.

Now that he was so close, Felicity brought her hand back up to Violet’s breast. She cupped the soft swell of it, eyes glittering as she noticed the way the man leaned in. He didn’t put his hands on Violet, though. Felicity appreciated that.

“I’m Harlan,” he offered. “And yeah, yes. Who could turn down an offer like that?” It did make Felicity laugh. Harlan had a point. Violet was stunning. Felicity knew that she looked good, too, her dark lipstick and full figure making her undeniably attractive.

Felicity leaned forward, nipping lightly at Violet’s ear. “Now that that’s sorted, do you both want to come home with me?” she asked. “I live across the street.”

Harlan’s tongue darted out to wet his lips and he nodded. “I do,” he confirmed as Violet’s fingers teased higher up his chest. He reached out, hand brushing over Violet’s softly. “If you’re sure,” he added in a way that made Felicity grin. That was precisely the sort of attitude she was looking for. Someone who wanted permission before he acted. She was all for that!

“We are sure,” Violet answered, much more confidently. Felicity was keen to see how that dynamic played out in the bedroom. She took Violet’s hand and then reached out for Harlan’s, ready to lead them both home with her.

The night air hit them like a shock, making Felicity’s nipples instantly hard. The thought of how she could order Harlan or Violet to warm them up made her breath catch in her throat. Maybe they could both warm her up at once!

Before the cold could really set in, Felicity was showing her guests into her house. She pushed them playfully through her hallway, closing the door behind them. She paused, drinking in how good they looked together, deciding what she wanted to do first.

Making sure Harlan was watching, Felicity pulled Violet into an open-mouthed kiss. Her hands slid back into Violet’s long hair, tugging her mouth to just where Felicity wanted it. Their tongues slid together, both teasing and fighting to take control of the kiss.

When Felicity pulled back, Violet’s cheeks were flushed red. Harlan’s eyes were wide. He hadn’t moved, all of his energy focused on watching what played out in front of him.

“Harlan.” Felicity’s voice crackled with authority. She was in her element. “Help Violet out of her dress. Violet, you can tell him where you want him to touch you.”

It was thrilling to see that there was no hesitation at all in Harlan’s movements. He brushed his hand up over the straps that clung to Violet’s shoulders, sliding one off. “Kiss it,” Violet urged. “Replace the material with kisses.” Harlan didn’t have to be told twice, his mouth instantly moving down to Violet’s shoulder.

Felicity watched the way that he took his time, tongue sliding out to lick Violet’s skin where the dress slid lower as Harlan reached for the other strap. When he pushed the dress down, it fell easily, pooling around Violet’s feet and revealing the lacy black bra and panties she was wearing.

Glancing over Harlan’s shoulder, Violet smirked at Felicity. “Is he taking off more than my dress?”

Seeing Violet standing there, her nipples visible through the lace of her bra, Felicity could hardly resist. “Take off her bra, Harlan,” she demanded. She pressed her body against Violet’s back, leaving just enough room for Harlan’s hands to find the clasp of Violet’s bra.

As he slid the cups down from Violet’s breasts, he followed her earlier order. He pressed kisses to every inch of skin that he revealed, his tongue darting out to wet Violet’s nipples. She shuddered, grinding her ass against Felicity.

Once Felicity deemed that Harlan had finished, she urged him to take a step back. “Take off everything except your boxers,” she ordered. As much as Felicity wanted to feel Violet and Harlan’s hands against her skin, she loved the thrill of being fully dressed while they stripped down to almost nothing.

As Harlan quickly discarded his shirt and shoes, Felicity brought her hands up. Her fingers rolled Violet’s still-damp nipples, pinching hard enough to make the other woman moan. “Doesn’t he look good?” she purred.

“Fuck yes,” Violet answered. She pressed her back harder against Felicity, moaning louder when Felicity’s fingers gave her nipple another pinch. Violet’s cries sent heat right to Felicity’s pussy. One of her hands stroked down to Violet’s hips as they both watched Harlan undress. It didn’t take him long before he stood before them in nothing but his boxers.

They tented in the front, a damp patch already appearing from where Harlan’s hard cock was pressing against the material. “He’s hard,” Violet commented, licking her lips. “Do you think he’d get even harder if we told him to make us come?”

Harlan visibly swallowed at that. “Yeah, please, I’d like that,” he muttered.

Felicity nodded, meeting Harlan’s eyes. He watched as she slowly hooked her fingers under the waistband of Violet’s panties. Inch by inch she pulled them down. Violet stepped obligingly out of them, leaving her completely nude. “I’d like to watch Harlan make you come,” Felicity agreed. The thought made her whole body tingle with desire.

“But not here in the hallway,” she decided. She held her hands out to both Harlan and Violet, leading them through to her rather expansive bedroom. This was not the first time Felicity had played with two people at once. Her bed was more than big enough to accommodate them all.

She gave Violet a little push towards the mattress, enjoying the way her breasts shifted as she walked. “Go lie down,” she urged. “Make yourself comfortable. Harlan’s going to start by playing with your nipples. I want you to tell me when he makes you wet.”

Violet followed the instructions, but not before she reached out to run a hand over Felicity’s side. “Maybe he should help you out of your clothes, too?” Violet asked. It was, as she’d promised, merely a suggestion. There was no hint of an order in her tone. Felicity grinned at that. Violet didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she made herself comfortable against Felicity’s pillows.

There was no shyness about the way she parted her legs. Running a hand over her stomach and up to her breast, her fingers teased over her nipples. “Come on,” she invited Harlan. “Don’t make me do all the work myself.”

Harlan paused, his eyes wide as he glanced between Violet and Felicity. “Should I?” he asked. “Do you want me to help you undress first? Please -” He caught himself, biting off the end of his sentence. Felicity appreciated that.

She also appreciated the show Violet was putting on. Felicity watched as Violet pinched her nipples, giving each one a tug that made her cry out in pleasure and pain. With that to watch, it was easy to delay Violet’s pleasure, just by a few moments.

“Help me with my dress,” Felicity demanded, turning her back to Harlan. His fingers found the zipper, dragging it slowly down, his touch feather-light. The warmth that followed in his wake brought goosebumps all along Felicity’s spine.

Violet watched, smirking as Felicity’s bra and panties were exposed by Harlan dragging the dress down over her hips. Felicity wiggled, pushing the material down the last few inches until she could step completely free.

Harlan’s fingers brushed against the clasp of her bra, questioningly. “No,” Felicity replied. “Go and join Violet now. She’s been waiting so patiently.”

“I have,” Violet confirmed, giving one of her nipples another tug that made her moan. Felicity watched as Harlan crawled onto the bed and then up Violet’s body. He pressed a kiss against her stomach, tongue teasing against Violet’s navel before sliding higher. When he got to her breasts, Harlan sucked one nipple between his lips. Felicity enjoyed seeing the way Violet’s hips bucked upwards.

One of her hands stroked up Harlan’s back, fingers tangling in his hair as she pulled him closer against her breast. Violet turned her head, holding her other hand out to Felicity. “Join us?” she asked hopefully.

Felicity grinned, sinking down onto the mattress, close enough that she could reach out and touch either Violet or Harlan as her whims dictated. “You look great together,” she praised. Harlan hummed, his mouth buzzing against Violet’s skin. The moan that Violet produced made Felicity’s smirk grow even wider. “You sound great.”

They really did. Felicity wanted to discover what other noises they could both produce. She dragged her nails down Harlan’s side, enjoying the way it made him gasp around Violet’s nipple. “You like a little pain, don’t you?” she observed.

Harlan pulled back. Felicity could see the way Violet’s lips pouted in disappointment. Not wanting her to feel neglected, Felicity slid her hand over Violet’s thigh. Her nails played lightly there, close enough to feel the heat from Violet’s pussy. “Go on, answer me,” she urged.

Harlan swallowed. “Fuck.Yes. I like it - I’ve been whipped before. If you want to -” He was so eager. Felicity brushed her hand higher between Violet’s legs.

“What do you think?” she asked. “Would you like me to whip him while he makes you come?”

“I’d like to come,” Violet answered easily. “I’m not too bothered what you do to him for as long as I do.” That answer made Felicity laugh. The way Harlan groaned, he clearly liked a bit of that. Violet tugged against his hair again, making Harlan lower his head back down against her nipple. She gave a sharp cry when his teeth bit it lightly before he lapped over it with his tongue.

Violet’s free hand stroked over Felicity’s leg, brushing against the material of Felicity’s panties. “I’d like you to do whatever you want to us,” she told Felicity, sucking her lower lip between her teeth.

Harlan moaned his agreement, the sound muffled by Violet’s breast. Felicity grinned. “I’d like to see some marks on Harlan’s ass before we let him come,” she decided. Shifting on the bed, she hooked her fingers under the fabric of Harlan’s boxers, dragging them down off his ass. The muscles flexed. Heat pooled between Felicity’s legs as she watched, imagining how much more Harlan would react when she set a whip against his skin. She pulled his boxers the rest of the way off, discarding them on her way up from the bed.

“Tell him what you’d like him to do to your pussy,” Felicity suggested, glancing over her shoulder at where Violet’s nipples were wet and red from Harlan’s mouth. “I want to hear how good he is at going down on you.” Maybe, if Harlan pleased Violet, Felicity would then let him please her.

“Oh, yes,” Violet agreed eagerly. Felicity could see the way Violet’s hand pushed Harlan’s head away and then down her body. “Go slow at first,” she instructed. “I want you to circle my clit, tease me. Make me moan for you.” The orders made Felicity’s body heat up even more, especially when she saw how eagerly Harlan followed them.

He did press a few kisses against Violet’s skin on his way down, but nothing that truly slowed him down from getting to his target. When his mouth disappeared between Violet’s legs, she cried out loudly. “Oh, fuck, yes! Just like that,” she encouraged.

Felicity loved seeing the pleasure dance across her face, accompanied by the wet noises that Harlan’s tongue was making. After she’d spent a moment watching them, Felicity pulled back from the bed to find a whip she could use against Harlan’s skin.

She took her time choosing, letting the sounds of Violet and Harlan echo all around her. Desire pounded through her body, building until Felicity almost couldn’t stand it. She turned, finding Violet’s eyes on her. The weight of her gaze and the flushed sheen on Violet’s face made Felicity’s pussy ache.

Knowing that Violet was watching, Felicity reached for the clasp of her bra. She let the material loose, her breasts spilling forth until the cool air. Her pale nipples hardened instantly, breaking out into goosebumps that had Felicity shifting her hips, seeking some kind of friction.

She needed a release. Felicity knew just what she wanted it to be. She crossed to the bed, lifting the whip. Violet’s eyes widened. The leather straps lashed out across Harlan’s ass. His wail of pain was drowned between Violet’s legs. Just as Felicity had expected, he pushed his ass up and back, clearly eager for more.

“Fuck,” Violet breathed. Her fingers tightened in Harlan’s hair and her eyes went wide as she watched Felicity. “You’re so fucking hot,” she breathed. It made Felicity grin at Violet just as she brought the whip down again, leaving red streaks against Harlan’s ass. “Oh fuck! Yes! Put your tongue in me!” Violet demanded.

Felicity watched as her body tightened with pleasure. Small whimpers came from Harlan but he did an excellent job of not pulling back, at keeping his mouth against Violet so he could pleasure her.

The whip felt so good in Felicity’s hand. It was like an extension of her arm. She could feel the power of it flow through her, from the roots of her hair to the tips of her toes. With Violet and Harlan both doing exactly what she wanted, exactly what she’d told them to do, Felicity knew she was in charge.

She swept the leather strands through the air in a long arc. They whistled on their approach. Felicity could see the way Harlan’s body tensed for the impact. The whip landed with a crack, the sound echoing all around them.

“Keep doing exactly as she says, and I’ll keep whipping you,” she said, putting all of her authority into her tone. “Violet, you’re to tell me if he does anything wrong.”

“I would,” Violet agreed. “But fuck, his mouth is so good, I doubt he will.” She moaned. Felicity could tell it was Harlan showing her just how good he could be. “I think the whipping is very encouraging,” Violet added with a small laugh. She cried out louder when Harlan shifted his whole body, pulling Violet in closer.

From the way his back tensed and the louder and louder cries falling from Violet’s lips, Felicity could tell he was doing his best to make her come. She whipped him again, for the encouragement that Violet had mentioned. It worked, tipping them both over the edge! Harlan groaned loudly and Violet came with a scream that almost echoed around them.

Harlan’s licks slowed then. He didn’t pull back until Violet tugged against his head, telling him she wanted him to. “Fuck,” she breathed. “Oh, Felicity, you need to experience his mouth,” she advised.

Felicity had no doubt that her panties were drenched just from watching Violet and Harlan together. She gave the whip a few more lazy flicks, one catching the back of Harlan’s thigh. It wasn’t a hard blow, but it must have surprised him. Now that he’d brought his mouth up from Violet’s pussy, the sound was so much louder.

“Move a little,” Felicity urged. “I want to come lie down between you.” Harlan shifted, pressing his body against the wall to make space for Felicity on the mattress. She moved herself eagerly between their two bodies, moaning softly at the heat that radiated off them.

They felt so good already, and they were barely touching her! “Harlan, help me get my panties off,” Felicity ordered. He jumped to obey, sliding the soaked scrap of material away from her, leaving Felicity’s pussy bare and exposed. “Will you suck my nipples?” she asked Violet. “Show me how good it felt when Harlan did it to you?”

“Oh yes,” Violet nodded eagerly, barely finishing her words before her mouth covered one of Felicity’s nipples. She wasn’t gentle. That harshness sent a sharp thrill down Felicity’s body. Right to her pussy, which Harlan was already making his way to. His mouth slid hotly over Felicity’s inner thighs, teeth grazing lightly.

He looked up at the two of them, Violet’s hungry mouth attached to Felicity’s breast. “Fuck,” Harlan breathed. “I want to make you come, too. Hear you scream.” Felicity didn’t even have to bother with an assurance that she definitely wanted that before his mouth disappeared between her legs, wet tongue seeking out her clit eagerly.

When he found it, Felicity’s hips bucked off the mattress. The pleasure was so intense, racing through her veins like fire on oil. Harlan’s hands crept up to Felicity’s thighs, pressing her down, holding her open. His touch was gentle. Felicity could tell he wasn’t really trying to hold her down. She could have broken free. She didn’t want to. Harlan’s mouth felt amazing, so hot and so wet against her aching pussy.

Violet’s teeth grazed across the hardened nub of Felicity’s nipple. She cried out, threading her fingers through Violet’s long hair just like she’d wanted to. When she tugged, it was hard enough to make sure Violet could feel it. Felicity wound the hair around her hand, using her hold to move Violet over to her neglected other nipple.

“Fuck, you both feel amazing,” Felicity moaned. “You both look amazing.” Violet sucked hard, the heat from her mouth making Felicity tingle all over. Harlan drove his tongue lower, seeking out the source of Felicity’s wetness. They were both learning what she liked, responding to what made her cry and twist and writhe against the bed.

Felicity reached for Violet’s nipples, tugging them hard between her fingers. She wanted to make sure Violet felt good, too. She wanted to share the tantalizing pleasure before it overtook her completely.

Violet’s moans joined Felicity’s. She saw Harlan glancing up, like he wanted to see what was causing it. Despite the pleasure she felt, Violet’s mouth didn’t leave Felicity’s nipple, sucking against it harder still. Felicity’s whole body felt like it was balanced on the edge. Harlan’s tongue did an excellent job at driving her closer and closer to that sweet precipice.

“Let me help,” Violet suggested. Before Felicity had a chance to say anything, one of her hands slid between Felicity’s legs, fingers seeking out her clit. The sharpness of pleasure burned through Felicity when Violet found it, the tip of her finger rubbing light against it as Harlan drove his tongue deeper.

Felicity’s orgasm hit her like a shock of lightning. Every nerve-ending lit up with pleasure, sparks shooting between them to the very extremes of her body. Felicity wailed, swaying between Violet and Harlan, the world turning itself inside out until all she could do was collapse against the mattress. Gently, she pushed her lovers away. Harlan watched, his gaze lingering on the heaving of Felicity’s breasts and the wet shine of her nipples from Violet’s mouth.

“You’ve been so good,” Felicity praised. “Both of you. So eager and willing.” Harlan’s face flushed, his hands smoothing over Felicity’s body. His touch was light, delicate, just what Felicity needed after being overawed by her orgasm.

She didn’t give herself long to recover. Drawing Violet closer, Felicity brought their mouths together in a slow, heated dance. “Do you want one of us to fuck you?” she asked, pulling away. Smirking, she added, “Perhaps a better question would be which of us you want to fuck you.”

Her breath caught at that. Felicity could feel it vibrating through her. Violet’s hand stroked over Felicity’s side as her other one reached to find Harlan and pull him up so he’d slot behind her. Rocking her hips, Violet coaxed a low groan from Harlan. “I’d like for Harlan to fuck me,” she decided, turning her head to reach for a kiss.

Harlan returned it eagerly, tongue teasing between Violet’s lips. They looked hot together. Felicity’s body flooded with fire-like desire as she thought about seeing Harlan fuck Violet just like she’d asked. When Violet pulled back, it was to slide her hand down Felicity’s body.

“I’d also like to see you fuck Harlan.” Harlan’s eyes widened.

Liquid fire raced through Felicity’s veins. She loved how much she and Violet were on the same page! They’d done well to find each other - and to find Harlan. He looked so struck with lust that he almost couldn’t form words.

“Would you like that?” Felicity purred, leaning close so that she could breathe her words across Harlan’s ear. “Would you like to have your cock in Violet’s pussy while I push my dick into your ass?” Harlan whimpered, his whole face flushing with arousal.

Felicity waited. She wanted to be quite sure that Harlan was as keen on the idea as she was. Finally, he seemed to realize what she needed from him.

“Yes!” he gasped. “Fuck, yes, I want that.” Felicity grinned, her eyes twinkling as she met Violet’s. She shifted so she could press another kiss against her lips.

Pulling away, Felicity watched as Violet and Harlan’s bodies turned towards each other on the bed. “Tell him how you’d like him to fuck you,” she urged. “I want you to choose the position.”

“I like to be fucked hard,” Violet informed Harlan, making Felicity give a small laugh as she walked to the cupboard holding her sex toys. “I enjoy being fucked into the mattress, do you think you can do that for me?” she asked. Harlan’s breath caught a little in his throat. Even without seeing him, Felicity knew his eyes were filled with lust.

“Yeah, definitely!” He nodded.

Violet leaned back into the bed just as Felicity returned with one of her favorite strap-ons. It wasn’t huge but it was pretty fairly-sized. It’d give a good dicking, she was sure. Harlan turned his head to look at her, eyes widening when he saw it in her hands. “That’s... big,” he hummed. It wasn’t in worry, more in excitement.

“I’ll make sure you’re ready,” Felicity promised. She enjoyed inflicting pain at times, but always with a whip or her hand. She preferred for penetration to be enjoyable. Fetching the lube from her nightstand, she sank down onto the bed once more. “You’ve done so well,” she praised, noticing the red flush of Harlan’s cock. “Been so patient for us.”

He would have to be patient just a little while longer. “Get on top of Violet,” Felicity urged. “You can play with her nipples while I do this.” She flashed Violet a grin, enjoying the way she arched her back to present her breasts more accessibly for Harlan’s mouth.

Violet moaned as Harlan’s tongue teased over first one nipple and then the next. Slicking her fingers with lube, Felicity let the sounds of their pleasure wash over her. Her fingers eased gently across Harlan’s asshole, circling until he whimpered against Violet’s breast. Only then did Felicity press one finger inside.

Harlan’s body stretched to accommodate her. Felicity kept her rhythm steady, fucking Harlan with one slim finger. She murmured soothing words. Both Harlan and Violet were almost squirming with impatience. Felicity didn’t let their desperation hurry her. She speared a second finger inside Harlan only when she thought he was ready.

He moaned, pushing back to meet the thrusts of her fingers. When Felicity finally added a third finger, Harlan’s hips bucked hard, his cock brushing across Violet’s thigh.

Pulling her hand back, Felicity nodded. “Go on, show Violet how well you can fuck her,” Felicity said.

While Harlan moved carefully, he definitely moved with determination. Violet was just as eager, spreading her legs wider to welcome Harlan between them. Felicity didn’t have to see him entering Violet to know when he had. They both let out such loud cries of pleasure that she had to steady Harlan’s hips.

“Fuck, his cock feels great inside me, Felicity,” Violet told her from under Harlan. “So thick and long,” she moaned, rocking against him. It led Harlan to groan again. Felicity smirked. She had every intention of getting a great deal more noises from him.

She smoothed a hand down his spine as she moved, positioning herself behind him. Even before Felicity had brought the silicone cock to Harlan’s hole, he had already pushed back. “So eager,” she teased. It sent a flush of arousal through her. She loved having her partners be enthusiastic and willing.

Harlan was certainly both! As she pressed the dick inside him, he choked out a long, low moan. One of Felicity’s hands gripped his hip, the other holding the thick silicone cock steady. Harlan’s body swallowed it, inch by inch, stretching and crying out in pleasure. Felicity didn’t stop. She pushed forward until her hips were snug against Harlan’s ass.

Only then did she pull back. When she thrust forward, it was with more force than she thought Harlan expected. Her body slammed into his, pushing him forward and deeper into Violet’s waiting heat.

“Fuck!” Harlan cried. His knuckles went white in the sheets. When Felicity pulled back, he followed, fucking hard into Violet before Felicity followed it with another shove of her hips.

Violet’s cries seemed to fill any silence that Harlan left by breathing in. They sounded great together. Felicity loved how when she moved forward, Harlan had to, too. He did his best to fuck Violet harder, just how she’d asked for. It meant that every time he pulled back, he fucked himself backward against Felicity’s cock.

“God,” he grunted. “You both feel so fucking good!” He began to move faster into Violet. Felicity could feel a sweat building against her spine as she fucked forward, making sure to drive that thick cock into Harlan hard. He whined in pleasure, slamming into Violet.

“Fuck, yes! That’s so good! Having you both fuck me!” Violet moaned. “Harder! I want it harder!”

Felicity was happy to take that particular suggestion. Her fingers dug into the meat of Harlan’s hips, her nails leaving sharp indentations against his skin. She thrust forward, putting her weight behind every movement. Her body twisted, back arching as she slammed her hips against Harlan’s ass.

His grunts grew louder as he fought to keep up with Felicity’s pace. He pounded his cock into Violet’s pussy, making her moan her appreciation. He leaned forward, sweat-damp hair falling across his face as he returned his mouth to Violet’s breast.

Felicity crashed forward, the silicone cock sinking into Harlan’s body, driving moans from him that vibrated against Violet’s skin. He pulled back, cheeks and lips flushed red. “Yes!” he screamed. “Fuck. Can I come, please? Please.”

It wasn’t clear who he was asking. Violet moaned, but Felicity shook her head. “Violet first!” she ordered. Harlan groaned, but he drove his hips forward harder, his body bouncing between Violet and Felicity with growing force.

By now, Harlan was fucking Violet into the mattress just like how she’d asked. Pushing forward hard and then driving himself back against Felicity’s cock with just as much strength. Felicity knew how much effort it must have taken him not to come, not before he made Violet come just as instructed. Luckily for them all, Violet’s orgasm crashed over her fast and strong. She screamed, thrashing under Harlan.

And then, with a loud ‘fuck’, Harlan came, too. His body shook under Felicity’s hands. She slammed forward one, two, three more times before finally stopping. All three of them were breathing hard, pleasure almost too much to comprehend.

Harlan whined beautifully as Felicity slowly eased the cock free from him. She ran her hands over his back, making soothing noises under her breath. Satisfaction uncoiled in her stomach, spreading through her in a heavy wave. “You were brilliant,” she praised, leaning forward to press a kiss against Harlan’s shoulder.

By the time she’d discarded the strap-on, Violet and Harlan had tangled themselves together on the bed. Felicity smiled, the mattress dipping under her weight as she brought her body down on Violet’s other side. “You were both wonderful,” she added.

“Now, I think we all deserve a rest.” Harlan chuckled, the sound almost breathless, like he hadn’t quite calmed down after his exertions. Turning to look at Violet, Felicity could see the pink flush on her cheeks, her breasts rising and falling gently. She kissed her, nipping lightly at her lower lip.

“You’ll stay for a bit, won’t you?” she asked. Felicity’s eyes twinkled. “I’m eager to hear whether you still have suggestions.”

Violet’s hands slid over Felicity’s body as she welcomed her closer. “Oh, I’m going to stay,” Violet answered. “I fully intend to make you come again,” she informed Felicity. In turn, Harlan gave another low laugh, nodding.

“Yeah,” he agreed. “I’d love to hear how you sound with my cock in you.” There was a teasing twinkle playing in his eyes. Felicity grinned. She was pretty sure they could make sure that happened.

First, though, Felicity fully intended to luxuriate in the warmth and comfort that three naked bodies generated in her bed. Turning, she fit her legs between Violet’s, feeling the heat of the other woman’s breasts against her chest. Behind Violet, Harlan’s hand brushed against the curve of her waist, drawing Felicity’s attention to the lush ass she’d appreciated so much when she’d first met Violet in the bar.

“We can try all sorts of combinations,” she teased. “We’ve got all night.” Tomorrow might not be the best day of Felicity’s life, like today had been. But if she could keep Harlan and Violet here that long, she knew it would be pretty fucking good.


Used by The Gym Bunny

Kathy’s new gym was great. She’d moved to the other side of London a few weeks back and this was her fourth time here. It was close to home, which had made it the easy choice. Kathy was pleasantly surprised just how nice the place was. It wasn’t too big. Everyone there was very dedicated to working out. Kathy could definitely get behind that.

Most of the people who frequented the gym seemed to be men. That, too, was right up Kathy’s alley. She tried to be pretty subtle when she watched the men exercise. But it was hardly her fault that the stationary bike she used was placed directly before the free weights section.

Watching the men lift was hot. Their wide shoulders and arms flexing with each movement. Some days, Kathy was very glad for the gym’s luxurious showers.

There was one guy in particular who Kathy favoured watching. She knew his name was Dylan because he was a personal trainer there. A communicative guy, always helping people out. His need to please came across so strongly. Kathy supposed that was what she most enjoyed. That and how amazing Dylan’s shoulders looked.

Today, Kathy was running late with her regular workout. She got to the gym much later than she normally would. Most people had already left. But not Dylan. Kathy decided that she would take that as her cue. Today would be the day she asked Dylan if he liked to please people outside of the gym, too.

She certainly hoped the answer was yes.

Kathy waited for him to be done with his sets before she approached him. She’d spent a while on the bike. Kathy knew her cheeks would be nice and flush. Looking good was not going to be enough, however. Dylan saw plenty of gorgeous women every day. And yet, Kathy never saw any of them ask Dylan out.

“I have to admit, I love watching you lift,” she said as her opening line.

Dylan turned towards her, a sudden grin revealing his even white teeth. It was a good look on him. But then, everything was. His t-shirt, damp with sweat, clung to the hard lines of muscle that decorated Dylan’s chest. Kathy had to set aside the urge to run her fingers over the smooth skin of Dylan’s arms.

“Shall I take that as a compliment to my form?” he asked. A teasing tone in his voice made it clear he knew Kathy’s interest was less technical and more aesthetic. “I can show you how to get started on the weights, if you’re tired of cardio,” he offered.

It was a tempting offer. But Kathy had much more interesting things in mind. Things that did also involve cardio. She smirked at the thought. “Not today,” Kathy answered. “Would you like me to show you some exercises for cardio? I’m very good at getting the heartbeat up and a sweat on.” At least, in relation to sex she was. Kathy had great intentions of showing Dylan just how good.

“I watch you sometimes,” she told him. “Not just exercising, but also helping people. Do you like to be helpful, Dylan?” Realising that she hadn’t actually introduced herself, Kathy held out her hand. “I’m Kathy.”

Dylan’s fingers were warm and slightly rough as they closed around Kathy’s outstretched hand. He gave her a slow glance, travelling over the leggings that hugged Kathy’s thighs and up to her tight tank top. It was like he was really seeing her for the first time. Not as a customer or someone who needed his help, but as a woman. The admiration in his eyes added to the rush of power Kathy experienced standing there before him.

His tongue darted out to wet his lip. “Helping people is the biggest thrill there is,” he answered. He chuckled. “Well, second to the endorphins from a good workout, anyway.” His eyes gleamed, a hunger in them that Kathy knew exactly how to satisfy. “Is there some way I can help you, Kathy?”

“Oh yes,” she answered straight away. Not too eagerly, Kathy hoped, but certainly with some determination. She was very interested in Dylan helping her. “Though, perhaps not here,” she hummed looking around. The thought of fucking Dylan against one of the exercise benches was fun! But Kathy thought that it’d be even more fun if she could take him home, where all of her toys lived.

Kathy fancied her chances. She gave Dylan another wide smile. “I only live down the road if you’d like to come see just how good my version of cardio is?” she offered.

Dylan’s brown eyes widened as he, too, glanced around the room. It looked like he was checking to make sure no one could see them disappear together. The thought sent a sizzle of desire through Kathy’s system. She would make sure they weren’t caught. But knowing they were doing something wrong made the situation even hotter.

“Well, I am always interested in new techniques,” Dylan replied, making Kathy chuckle. In some ways, there was nothing new about sex as a method of burning calories. On the other hand, she hoped she might have something to show Dylan that he hadn’t tried before.

He gathered his things, tossing them into a bag and hoisting it over one broad shoulder. “Lead the way,” he urged.

She grinned at that, before getting her stuff and walking them out of the gym. The cool air outside was a nice contrast to the heat Kathy had worked up on the bike. Before either of them could get too cold, they arrived at Kathy’s house. Opening the door, Kathy let Dylan in before following him. Unlike the outside, her house was nice and warm.

Now that she had him there, Kathy felt her stomach flutter in excitement. Turning to face Dylan, she ran her tongue over her lower lip. “I’ve got to say, I’ve been admiring you since I joined the gym. I can’t wait to get my hands on you.” Kathy took a step closer, dragging one finger up over Dylan’s chest. The hardness of his muscles did not disappoint.

Dylan’s breath caught in his throat. Kathy could feel the slight hitch of his ribs under her hand. “I’ve noticed you, too,” Dylan admitted. “I see a lot of women in lycra, but you -” He swallowed, his Adam’s apple bobbing with the movement. “You’ve got a presence about you. I doubt you need me to tell you.”

Kathy didn’t. She deliberately cultivated an air of authority. That kind of thing tended to rub off on people, even when she wasn’t conscious that she was doing it. “But maybe you like hearing it,” Dylan suggested, his voice going lower. “Maybe you want to know that I fantasised about you snapping your fingers and calling me over to demonstrate squats for you.”

That startled a surprised laugh from Kathy. She hadn’t thought of demanding that Dylan show her some squats. Now, that was all she was going to think about the next time she was at the gym. Not right now, though. Kathy had much more interesting things to demand from Dylan right now.

“I do enjoy knowing what you’ve been fantasising about,” Kathy said. She didn’t want to discourage Dylan from telling her more. “I like hearing it,” she promised. “But I’d also love to see it. Not you squatting, not right now. I’d love to see you without those gym clothes on.” Not that they weren’t already pleasantly tight.

Even before she’d finished speaking, Dylan had toed off one sneaker, then the next. His hands moved to the hem of his shirt with the ease of long practice. You didn’t become a personal trainer by being shy about your body, Kathy supposed.

Dylan did pause then, glancing around. “Here?” he asked. “You don’t want to move to the bedroom first?” From the way he said it, his eyes bright with enthusiasm, Kathy got the feeling he liked the idea of stripping right where he was.

If she had thought he minded, Kathy would’ve happily led him through to the bedroom. But if being a bit naughty was what Dylan was after, she could definitely deliver that, too. “Strip here,” she told him. “And if you’re hard by the time you’re naked, I’ll let you strip me, too,” Kathy said with a grin.

Dylan slowed down a bit, clearly wanting to make sure he didn’t show Kathy only a half-raised flag. Smirking, he put on a show. Kathy wouldn’t be surprised to learn that this wasn’t Dylan’s first time stripping for someone. He turned his hips, sliding the joggers he was wearing down slowly, revealing the skin inch by inch.

When he finally removed his underwear, it was to let his hard cock bounce free.

The way Dylan looked up at Kathy made her smile widely. “Good,” she praised. “You can have your reward.”

“Yesss,” he hissed. His big hands reached for her, settling with a surprisingly gentle touch. His fingers skimmed the skin of her stomach, sliding under the material of her top. He lifted it easily, pulling it over her breasts. Kathy groaned as the fabric caught against her nipple, making Dylan’s eyes widen. “Fuck, you sound hot,” he breathed.

When he tugged the top over her head, Kathy’s bra went with it. Dylan’s smirk was unrepentant. Before Kathy could chide him for not asking permission, he dropped onto his knees. He hit her carpeted floor with a soft thump. Kathy had to admit, he looked good. Naked and hard, and willingly kneeling at her feet. She could get used to this!

Deft fingers untied the laces of her trainers and strong, steady hands helped lift her feet out of them. Finally, with Kathy’s bare feet against the floor, Dylan looked up. “Everything?” he asked, hands sliding eagerly up her thighs.

“Everything,” Kathy confirmed. She moved to let him pull her clothes down more easily, stepping out of the leggings she was wearing. While Kathy did not go to the gym as often as Dylan did, she was still proud of her body. Once her clothes were off, Dylan paused to look up at her. To drink Kathy in, it seemed.

She reached to stroke a hand over his cheek. “I want you to stay there, on your knees,” she told him. “You look good like that.” Of course, Kathy always felt like men looked their best when they were kneeling before her.

There were many different things she could do with Dylan. But first, Kathy wanted to see how good he could be for her. She walked over to her sofa, sitting down and parting her legs. The way Dylan’s eyes widened made Kathy smirk. She stroked one hand over her inner thigh.

“Make me come,” she demanded.

Dylan prowled forward on all fours with surprising grace. The thick muscles of his shoulders bunched and relaxed as he crawled across Kathy’s floor. The way his back tapered down to his perfectly toned ass made Kathy itch to rake her nails across it. She wanted to hear how his breath would catch, how he would cry out her name as pleasure and pain thrummed through him.

For now, Kathy kept her hands against her thighs. Dylan was taking his time. Once he reached her, he trailed his fingers lightly over her feet. He circled each ankle then slid up the smooth skin of the backs of Kathy’s calves. He moved just fast enough that Kathy didn’t tell him to hurry up. She suspected he knew exactly what he was doing. He was testing, seeing whether she would give any more precise instructions.

When she didn’t, Dylan’s fingers continued their slow progress up her legs. Anticipation and arousal pooled at Kathy’s core. Her pussy throbbed, growing wetter by the second as she watched Dylan worship every inch of her skin. Finally, his fingers brushed between her legs and he groaned. “Fuck, you’re already wet for me.”

“I’ve been wet for you since before we left the gym,” Kathy promised. It wasn’t even a lie. Watching Dylan put so much dedication into what he did was hot. And then there had been the promise of actually bringing him home and doing this. Kathy wanted him to start doing things! She told him as much.

It made Dylan grin, but he didn’t object to her orders. One slick finger slid inside Kathy, making her swear. But it was nothing in comparison to how loud her cry was when Dylan leaned forward to run his tongue over her clit.

“Fuck!” she gasped. A string of increasingly loud moans followed. One of Kathy’s hands found its way to Dylan’s hair so she could grip it, pulling his mouth tighter against her welcoming pussy.

He swirled his tongue around her clit, gathering her wetness and lapping it down. One hand rested on Kathy’s hip, just enough pressure to keep her hips down unless she made a choice to defy it. Kathy had no intention of moving. Dylan’s tongue against her felt amazing, drawing patterns across her sensitive nerves that constantly kept her guessing where the next touch would fall.

Dylan’s fingers thrust inside her, fucking her slow but steady. He twisted his wrist, rubbing against the spot that made Kathy see stars explode behind her eyes. She could feel pleasure boiling up inside her.

Arching her back, she pushed her hips down, forcing Dylan’s fingers deeper inside her. With a moan, she squeezed her muscles around him. Every sensation intensified all at once, catching Kathy by surprise and making her cry out.

“Ah, fuck!” she moaned. Her hips pressed down, inviting Dylan to press another finger inside her. When he did, Kathy’s head fell back against the sofa. “Fuck, yes, just like that,” she encouraged, tugging against his hair hard. Dylan gave a muffled groan against her wet pussy. His tongue didn’t stop circling around Kathy’s clit.

It didn’t take long for that pleasure to finally reach a boiling point, spilling over the edges. “Yeeeees!” she screamed, the sound bouncing off the walls around them. Kathy’s body shook as her orgasm rocked through her. Finally, she collapsed against the sofa. “Fuck,” Kathy sighed.

She tugged her hand against Dylan’s hair, making him pull back. His face was covered in her wetness and Kathy grinned. “You look like a good slut,” she told him.

Dylan’s hand reached up, as if about to wipe the liquid away, then stopped at Kathy’s words, frozen in place. She watched his Adam’s apple bob up and down as he swallowed hard. “Fuck,” he muttered. “Yeah. I want to be a good slut for you.” He dropped his hand down against his thigh, fingers curling to keep them away from the base of his dick.

Knowing he was choosing to leave her liquids spread across his face sent molten heat through Kathy’s veins. He wanted to not only be a good slut for her, but to look like her slut. She appreciated that. “What else can I do?” he asked, eagerly. “Do you want me to rub your feet, help you relax?”

Kathy dragged a foot over Dylan’s chest, humming as if she was thinking about his offer. It was certainly tempting. She watched his expression, trying to decide if he wanted to rub her feet. She’d certainly been with men who did. In the end, Kathy decided that Dylan’s question was more to do with servicing her and less to do with her actual feet.

“I want you to touch yourself,” she told him. “Put on a show for me. I want you to edge yourself to a climax and then stop. Let me see the pleasure on your face.” Kathy didn’t move her leg back, but she did lean further into the sofa so she could see Dylan better. His hard cock stood to attention. Kathy fully intended to enjoy exactly how good a show Dylan could put on.

He shifted, angling his body so that she had a perfect view of the chiselled muscles of his chest. He really was a piece of art. The deep ‘v’ made by his hips framed his cock and balls beautifully. It was clear he knew it, too. He rubbed his fingers over the very lines that Kathy was so eagerly admiring.

Finally, he wrapped his fingers around the base of his cock. His lips parted, a breathy ‘uhhh’ escaping him at the contact. Kathy could see the way he tightened his grip, pleasure washing over his expression. He brought his free hand up to tease each nipple into a hardened, rosy peak. Dylan’s hips bucked forward as he grunted his enjoyment.

Every motion was controlled - at least to begin with. The faster Dylan moved, the more he gave in to the temptation of building pleasure. He rocked in rhythm with the movements of his fingers, stroking up and down his cock. His hips snapped harder, Dylan’s moans getting louder and louder.

Kathy thought he would lose control. Just as his face went slack with pleasure, she watched him catch himself. His brow furrowed and his hand skidded to a sudden stop. Every breath expanded his ribcage, his chest heaving with the effort.

“Fuck,” he muttered, free hand dropping to cradle his balls. The way he touched them, Kathy could imagine exactly how badly he ached. He didn’t let go, his fingers tightening around his cock like he wanted to keep going.

She ran a hand up her flat stomach, one foot still pressed against Dylan’s chest. Kathy’s tongue darted over her lips as her fingers caught one of her nipples. She teased it between them, a soft gasp escaping her. Dylan’s eyes followed Kathy’s movements. She took pleasure in that. She also put on more of a show, tugging against her nipple so she could tease another moan from her throat.

“I love watching you,” she told Dylan. “I want you to do it again,” she added. Dylan hesitated only for a moment before his fingers wrapped around his cock. “Slower,” Kathy instructed. “Stroke up slow, then press your fingers against the tip, gather up that wet precum,” she said. “Good, good. Now stroke back down.”

Kathy’s tongue lapped over her lips again, almost like she could taste the precum that glistened over Dylan’s cock. “Now do it again, but faster.”

Dylan gave a long, low whine, his eyebrows drawing down over his dark eyes. Kathy could see how hard he was trying. He fought not to give in to temptation. He moved exactly as she instructed, touching his cock as much as she told him to. And no more than that. The muscles in Dylan’s shoulders bunched as he held himself still. His body swayed slightly, then snapped to attention.

“Please,” Dylan breathed. “It feels so good. But I want more.” The delightfully desperate rasp in his voice made Kathy’s muscles clench with anticipation. Dylan stroked his hand down to the base of his cock, fingers tightening there as he fought off the pleasure that threatened to overwhelm him. When he drew it back up, his hips bucked once, thrusting his hard cock towards Kathy. “Fuck,” he swore. “Won’t you touch me? Tell me to go faster? Anything.”

“No.” There was a smirk playing on Kathy’s lips. She did plan to touch Dylan, but she also loved watching him like this. Body so desperate, muscles tightening with utter need for her. Pinching against her nipple again, Kathy swallowed a soft moan. She dragged her foot lower down Dylan’s stomach until it rested just above his cock.

“Again,” she told him. “And if you do it just how I tell you to, I might let you come.” The base of her foot brushed over the tip of Dylan’s cock. Kathy’s smirk widened at the deep ‘uhh’ he gave.

He tossed his head, flicking sweat-damp hair out of his eyes. Dylan met Kathy’s gaze, watching her with just as much attention as she showered on him. Without looking away, he stroked his hand slowly up the long, hard line of his cock. His fingers pressed against the head, gathering up the precum that glimmered there.

The force of will it must have taken not to move in that moment was impressive. Dylan kept his hand right where Kathy had wanted it, his muscles visibly shaking with the exertion of keeping still. “Please, Kathy,” he begged, his voice deeper and more hoarse with desire. “Let me come. Tell me I’ve done well for you. I want that so badly.”

She didn’t answer straight away, making Dylan stroke his cock more, resisting that need to come as much as he could. Finally, Kathy smacked her lips. “Go on then, but I want you to come on me,” she instructed. Kathy moved her foot back against Dylan’s cock, letting him thrust up so his dick would rub against the arch of her foot.

When he came, it was all across her foot and up her leg. His loud ‘ah fuck’ and the grunt accompanying it made Kathy’s pussy impossibly wet. She watched as Dylan jerked every last bit of cum out. She smirked then, the blissed-out look on his face so fucking hot.

“Now lick it up,” she demanded.

Dylan’s eyes opened slowly, the order taking a moment to fully register in his brain. He ran his hand over his chest, a soft sigh escaping from between his lips. He breathed in and out twice. Then, he wrapped his fingers around Kathy’s ankle. He lifted her foot closer to his face, bending down to meet it.

The soft, wet brush of his tongue against the arch of her foot made Kathy moan. She wiggled her toes, giving a loud ‘ohh’ of appreciation as Dylan sucked each of them clean. He swallowed his cum down, licking it from his lips without a word of complaint. Knowing that he was doing it on her orders gave Kathy a welcome surge of power. She loved this, loved how obedient Dylan was.

He didn’t stop until he’d pressed his mouth to every inch of her calf. He’d licked every trace of his cum from her skin. He exhaled a breath, warm air moving over Kathy’s damp skin in a delicious thrill of sensation.

“Do you want to come again?” he asked eagerly.

“Oh, I certainly do!” Kathy nodded eagerly. She parted her legs, inviting him closer. Dylan took that invitation, kissing his way up Kathy’s calf and then up her inner thigh. He didn’t hesitate to put his mouth against her, tongue almost instantly slipping inside Kathy’s wet pussy.

“Yesss,” she whined. The pleasure was instant. She loved Dylan’s utter submission to her. He lapped against her, tongue sliding out of her so it could seek out her clit, sending those shoots of pleasure all the way through Kathy’s body.

She reached down to once again tangle her fingers in Dylan’s hair. “Use your fingers,” she told him. “Stretch me out.” The instruction made Dylan’s eyes widen. He still pulled back to follow those instructions.

Her pussy squeezed tight around the fingers that he pressed inside her. Kathy wanted to make him work for his reward. He was certainly strong enough. Having seen those same hands wrapped around the bar of a heavy weight, Kathy loved feeling precisely how delicately Dylan could move them inside her. He wriggled and twisted, the pressure a constant ache between Kathy’s legs.

Noises of encouragement echoed between them, every exhaled breath a soft ‘ah’ or ‘fuck’. Dylan’s long moan vibrated his tongue against Kathy’s clit, sensation catching her off guard and washing through her like wildfire. Encouraged, Dylan pursed his lips around her swollen clit. The suction slammed through Kathy’s body until she could feel pleasure everywhere.

Dylan pushed his fingers apart, stretching Kathy’s muscles. The sweet ache was enough to make her whole body hot.

“Yes!” she cried loudly. Dylan’s tongue lapped over her clit again and again, his fingers fucking into her until all Kathy could feel was pleasure. It was then that her orgasm shot through her, every muscle tightening. Dylan didn’t stop fucking her with his fingers, not until she couldn’t take it anymore, the pleasure simply too much. Kathy pushed him back, breath struggling to find a good pattern.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “You’re good,” she said. “I love how great your fingers are at fucking me.” She really was. But Kathy also wanted more. “I want to fuck you,” she informed Dylan. “How do you feel about that? About being a good little slut for me and taking it up the ass?” His cock was soft from having just come. Kathy was very confident she could fuck it back into hardness.

Dylan pulled back, licking the taste of Kathy’s pussy from his reddened lips. The lust that clouded his eyes answered her question almost before he could find the words. “Fuck, yeah,” he agreed. “I’ll be good for you. A perfect little slut, letting you fuck me when we barely know each other.”

He scooted back, putting his strong, athletic body properly on show. Even now, with his cock soft, he looked incredible. The sheen of sweat across his muscles made Kathy want to put her mouth on him. She could hardly wait to see how good he’d look when his ass was stretched wide around her silicone cock.

“On the bed?” Dylan asked. “Or here? You can fuck me right here. Anywhere.”

“Not here.” Kathy shook her head. With her foot against Dylan’s shoulder, she pushed him back so she could get off the sofa. Standing up, she licked her lips, looking down at Dylan. “Follow me,” she told him. “But don’t get up.” Kathy wanted for Dylan to follow her like a pet might - on all fours.

Obediently, he did just that. Kathy couldn’t help glancing over her shoulder at the sight. Fuck, she’d love to put a collar and a lead on him, to walk him like he was her slut. Maybe another time she would do just that.

But for now, Kathy wanted to hear exactly what sort of noises Dylan would make as she fucked her thick silicone cock into him. She led them to her bedroom, setting the lights to a dim setting. “Get on the bed,” she instructed. “On all fours.”

Watching Dylan heave himself up onto her mattress was quite a sight. He didn’t bother to stand, just took a grip on the mattress and used all those rippling muscles to pull himself into position. He shifted his weight, tipping his ass up in blatant invitation. As she waited, watching, Kathy saw his hands clutch rhythmically at her sheets.

He looked incredible like this. Shoulders round and packed with so much dense muscle, back smooth and tapering to his firm waist and rounded ass. His head hung forward, posture both submissive and inviting. Kathy itched to run her fingers down his spine, feel the heat of his ass as she teased him open for her cock.

“Please,” Dylan begged. “Please touch me. I can’t stand waiting like this.”

Kathy didn’t plan to leave Dylan needing for long. She selected a strap-on from her drawer full of toys. It wasn’t huge, since Kathy didn’t know when Dylan might’ve done this last if he’d done it at all, but it was still thick enough that he’d feel it. And then, with lube in hand, Kathy walked over to the bed. She slipped the strap-on on quickly, skilled with practice, and then slid a hand over Dylan’s ass.

“I’ve been watching this ass for days,” she hummed. “Been wanting to hear how you’d sound if I fucked it.” It wasn’t even a lie. Many of Kathy’s fantasies since she’d joined the gym had been of Dylan and his ass. She loved to fuck a man, loved how delightfully full of pleasure they became.

Slicking up her fingers with lube, Kathy started by pressing one fingertip against Dylan’s opening, circling it to tease the nerve-endings there.

“Fuuuuck,” he moaned, the sound reflecting off the walls. It went straight to Kathy’s pussy. It was a thrill to have such a responsive lover. She could hardly wait to see what other noises Dylan might make. This, after all, was only the beginning!

Dylan held still as Kathy slid one finger into his waiting heat. His well-developed muscles trembled with the effort. Every inhale was a ragged gasp, followed by a low groan. He opened up so beautifully. Kathy hardly had to wait any time at all before he accepted the full length of her finger. She picked up the pace, thrusting faster and faster until a whine tore itself from Dylan’s throat.

Only then did Kathy slow, pressing a second finger in alongside the first. As before, Dylan’s opening adjusted. He squeezed tight around Kathy’s fingers, then relaxed. “Fuck, yeah,” he panted. “Keep going. I can take it. I want it.” The words tumbled from his lips, welling up too quickly for Dylan to keep quiet.

“I know you do,” Kathy said with a small chuckle. Her free hand came to settle against Dylan’s ass. “You’re a good slut, aren’t you? Letting a complete stranger finger your ass like this? Being so needy and desperate for my cock?” The words seemed to send thrills down Dylan’s spine. He arched his back, pushing his hips more against Kathy so he could invite her fingers in deeper.

She curled them, giving a soft moan at the loud ‘ahhh’ that Dylan gasped. “Is it good?” she asked, fully aware that the answer was yes. “Are you a good little slut? Tell me how much you want this.”

The needy, desperate sound that pushed past Dylan’s lips was more thrilling than words could have been. Kathy loved that she could push him so far beyond language. He struggled for a moment, all his focus on rocking back to take Kathy’s fingers deeper.

“I want it, please,” Dylan groaned. “I love having your fingers in me! You’re so hot, Kathy. I’ve watched you, pictured you doing this. Fuck.” Dylan’s fingers went white against the sheets, his whole body writhing with pleasure. Kathy’s fingers stretched him open, loosening the grip of his muscles.

He grunted, little ‘uh, uh, uh’ noises falling from his lips with every breath. “I’ll be good for you,” he promised. “So good. Just fuck me, please.”

Kathy used her free hand to slap Dylan’s ass. The sharp mix between pleasure and pain made Dylan cry out loudly. She soothed the pain with a soft brush of her hand before driving a third finger inside Dylan. He rocked back hard, giving an animalistic whine. Kathy had half a mind to keep doing this, to see how close she could bring Dylan to that sweet edge with just her fingers.

But she also wanted to fuck him.

Pulling her fingers back, Kathy reached for the lube. She covered the silicone cock before moving closer to Dylan. “I’m going to go slow,” she told him. “But you are going to take it all and you are going to love it.” Not that Kathy doubted he would.

She pressed forward, the tip of the cock wider than the combination of her three fingers had been. She had done a good job at stretching Dylan out, because slowly it slid in.

His whole body stilled, sweat beading along his spine. “Yeah,” he breathed, the word so ragged that Kathy could barely make it out. “Yeah, fuck. Like that.” He didn’t move. He let Kathy press the thick cock inside him at exactly the pace she wanted to. From the way his muscles trembled, Kathy knew it must be taking him as much effort as one of his workouts.

Finally, Kathy sank the cock inside Dyan all the way to the base. His ‘aaahhh’ was half-sigh, half-scream. Circling her hips, Kathy rubbed her dick against every sensitive nerve-ending before she pulled back.

When she slammed back in, Kathy’s hips bounced against Dylan’s tight ass. “Kathy!” he roared, rocking his body back against her in short, sharp pulses of movement.

She didn’t hold back, fucking into Dylan over and over again. She loved how each movement drew a new sound from him. With her body rocking fast, Kathy held onto Dylan’s hips, letting him push back, too. They met at a hard but hot pace, bodies slamming together. Dylan’s groans increased in volume until it was all he seemed to be able to do.

“Are you hard for me again?” Kathy asked, gripping against his hips. She drove the cock in deep, rocking up to hit Dylan’s prostate just right. “Gonna fuck me as well as I fuck you?” Her pussy felt like liquid fire from how badly she wanted to feel Dylan’s cock inside her. Hearing the noises he was making as she fucked him made her feel nothing but pure desire.

Dylan arched his back, presenting his ass so beautifully for Kathy’s cock. She fucked it into him, making him take every inch. His enthusiastic moans only made Kathy’s pussy feel even wetter. He was so good for her, so willing to accept the thick girth of her dick. He rocked himself back, giving a wailed ‘Kaaaathy’ as the head of the silicone cock rubbed against his prostate.

Kathy’s hips gentled. A few shallow thrusts left Dylan panting. “Fuck, yeah, I want to fill you up,” he breathed. “Want to feel how tight you are around me. I’ll give it to you however you want. Be your slut, even when it’s me on top. Just tell me -” The words were lost to a long moan.

It was tempting to make Dylan come again before she demanded he fuck her. But Kathy wanted to get fucked. So with one last hard slam, she pulled back. Kathy’s hand rubbed Dylan’s ass before she got up. Easily unclipping the strap-on, Kathy let it drop to the floor. She’d deal with that later.

“Turn over,” she instructed Dylan, watching as he did just that. He winced slightly when his ass pressed against the mattress. Kathy smirked. She wanted him to remember this. His eyes travelled over her body, lust darkening them. Kathy felt desired in the best sort of way, giving Dylan a wide smile.

She stroked a hand over her body, teasing fingers playing against one of her nipples briefly. Finally, Kathy crawled back on the bed, letting her breasts brush over Dylan’s body. His hands reached out to touch her.

“Do you want me to ride you or do you want to fuck me from behind?” she asked generously.

Dylan’s fingers slid softly over Kathy’s waist, up to her breasts. His rough palms supported the full weight of them, Kathy’s nipples tingling from the contact with his skin. “Uhhh,” Dylan breathed, clearly fighting through a haze of desire to find actual words.

“Ride me, please,” he answered. “Fuck, you’re beautiful. I want to see you.” One hand dropped, fingertips teasing along Kathy’s spine and down to her ass. Dylan gently urged her closer, his hard cock pushing up against Kathy’s thigh.

Reaching between them, she led Dylan’s hardness to her heat. The cries of pleasure they both gave at the contact mixed together as Kathy sank down on Dylan’s cock. He filled her up so well! Her pussy felt starved. She didn’t hesitate to start moving, hips swaying in a steady rhythm as she rode Dylan just as promised.

“Fuck, you feel good,” Kathy moaned, one flat palm settling against Dylan’s muscled chest so she could steady herself. “Fuck up into me,” she instructed. “Show me how good it feels, show me how good I make you feel.”

Dylan’s hips snapped up instantly, like he’d been waiting for her to give him permission to move. Maybe he had. His broad hands settled on her hips, fingers digging in just enough that Kathy could feel his strength. He learned her rhythm, pushing up into her at the moment she dropped down to meet him.

The slap of flesh against flesh created a cocoon around them, until the heat and force of Dylan’s body was all that Kathy could think about. “Fuck,” Dylan grunted. “You’re so tight. So wet.” Kathy’s pussy was drenched, letting Dylan’s thick cock slide into her with ease.

She watched Dylan’s face go still and hard, his jaw clenched. He fought not to come before they’d really got going. Kathy increased the pace, fucking herself harder and faster on Dylan’s cock. She wanted to see that determination in his eyes as she pushed him to the brink of his self-control.

He didn’t disappoint. Dylan’s focus was impressive. His hips bucked up to meet Kathy’s thrusts. She knew he must’ve wanted to come so badly. Dylan’s self-control was admirable. His groans increased. So did his grip on Kathy’s hips. With her hand still against his chest, Kathy leaned forward to offer Dylan her breasts. He was quick to jump on the offer, sucking one of her nipples between his lips.

“Ah, fuck!” she breathed. The angle of being bent forward allowed Kathy’s clit to rub against Dylan’s cock every time he fucked up into her. The combination of that and the thrills of pleasure Dylan’s mouth produced made Kathy’s orgasm approach quickly. Her other hand came to Dylan’s hair, tugging against it hard so she could pull him in closer.

“Yes, yes! Just like that! Fuck, Dylan, I’m so close!” Kathy urged him on.

One hand moved to her ass, pulling her closer, letting her take Dylan’s cock in all the way to the base. He grazed his teeth against her nipple, sucking away the sting and sending a bolt of pure pleasure straight to Kathy’s core.

Her orgasm broke over her, melting away every other tension or feeling. Kathy rode the wave of it, rolling her hips over Dylan’s cock and moaning out her pleasure in a long, low wail. Her body tingled, pleasure taking over every corner of her mind.

Dylan cried out under her, his brows furrowed as he pushed his cock up into her wet heat. “Fuck, yes,” he cried. “You’re so hot. Watching you come is so beautiful.” He panted, the force of his thrusts increasing. Every push of his hips made Kathy bounce against him. “Please,” he groaned.

“Come on,” Kathy allowed. “Come in me, I want to feel you fill me up!” Her encouragement was all it took! Dylan slammed up hard, a loud ‘ah fuck’ falling from his lips as he came. She loved feeling him fill her, just as she’d demanded. His body shook under hers. Kathy rode his climax through just as she had done her own pleasure.

Finally, when she knew he was done, Kathy pulled back. She collapsed next to Dylan on the bed, giving a happy sigh. Her hand stroked over the muscles on his stomach. “This was the sort of workout I needed,” she informed him with a grin.

He laughed. “Fuck, I’d forgotten that was even how you lured me here,” he teased. Kathy couldn’t blame him. They’d both had a lot more on their minds than just some new cardio techniques. Dylan’s muscles rippled under her hand as he turned towards her, his expression soft and sated.

“I could make that a regular part of my workout, if that’s something you’re interested in,” he offered.

“Oh, yes, I am very interested.” Kathy nodded. She had a long list in mind of varied things she could do with Dylan next. And, Kathy felt pretty confident, he would be up for most of them.

Stretching out on the bed, Kathy gave a satisfied sigh. “I’ll go get you some protein bars in a minute,” she promised. “And maybe we can have round two in a bit, once I’ve rested.” Kathy had already come a lot. But she didn’t think that should mean she couldn’t come even more.


He Gets Stuffed

Paris had been waiting for tonight for months. She and Trent had met each other online, both visitors to an online community about female-led relationships. The messages they’d exchanged had been innocent. At first.

The steamier their communication had become, the more Paris itched to see Trent in person. She wanted to act out all the amazing dirty fantasies they’d concocted.

He was due at her apartment any minute. They’d met once on neutral territory, to make sure neither of them was anything other than what they’d claimed to be. That done, they’d agreed to a more intimate meeting. Tonight!

Paris surveyed herself in a long mirror. She’d bought lingerie specifically for Trent: as close as she could get to what he had described in his messages. The corset pushed her breasts up, making them look bigger and rounder than Paris had ever seen. She could hardly wait to order Trent to play with them.

Finally, she heard the doorbell. Covering her lingerie with a silky robe, wrapped tight around her narrow waist, Paris strode to the door in her favorite pair of heels. They made her feel powerful and in control. It was exactly how she wanted to feel, especially tonight.

A glance at her watch showed that Trent was right on time. Paris felt her stomach tighten in pleasure. Already so obedient, and they hadn’t even started!

Opening the door, Paris drank in the way Trent’s eyes widened. She would never normally be so bold as to answer the door in just a robe. But tonight was about doing all sorts of things that Paris wouldn’t usually dare.

“Like what you see, Trent?” she purred, standing aside to let him in. If he liked this, he was going to lose his mind at what Paris was wearing underneath.

Her eyes followed the way Trent’s tongue darted out to wet his lips. He didn’t answer immediately, taking her in. Paris felt the surge of heat spread across her. But she didn’t let any sort of anxiety set in. She knew she looked amazing. Paris had no doubt that Trent would agree.

Finally, he nodded his head. “I really like what I see,” he confirmed. “I would’ve liked what I saw no matter what you wore, Paris, but that is stunning.” It was just the right thing to say. Paris smiled at him. It was then her turn to follow Trent’s actions with her gaze. He shrugged off the suit jacket, hanging it up in the hallway. He turned to Paris.

“Where do you want me?” Trent asked, a small grin playing on his lips.

Paris wanted Trent everywhere. She didn’t say that. It was important that she be the one making the decisions tonight. That was what Trent wanted. It was what they both wanted. Paris had experienced far too many lovers who took it for granted that she would do whatever they suggested. Tonight was about challenging that.

“I want you on your knees,” Paris answered. Trent dropped immediately, before Paris had the chance to say another word. His willingness took her breath away. As did the way he looked. He turned his face up to her, gazing at her with a respect that Paris had never experienced.

Words got stuck in her throat, so she nodded. “Good boy.” Trent’s eyes fluttered closed, as though the words were a physical caress. Paris loved that. She wanted to say it again, to see if she could make Trent moan from words alone. But first, he had to earn it.

“Follow me,” Paris ordered. “Don’t get up.” Without looking back to check her order was being obeyed, she led the way to the living room. The sound of her heels clicking against the floor filled her with a surge of confidence.

In the living room, she turned, giving herself a moment just to watch as Trent slowly crawled towards her. Knowing that he was on his knees, crawling like a pet might, just because Paris had ordered it, was a rush like she’d never felt.

“Come.” She gestured to the spot in front of her, waiting until Trent settled himself there. “Would you like a drink?” she asked.

“Some water would be nice,” he answered. Paris appreciated the fact that Trent didn’t even suggest something that might give him a little more courage. From their conversations, Paris knew that this was new for both of them. That made it all the more exciting. They could discover exactly what they liked — together. Paris already felt like she knew Trent well, even though they’d only met in-person once.

Settling by her feet, Trent leaned back on his heels. Paris hadn’t told him he could stand or sit somewhere else and she admired how good Trent looked like this. He didn’t seem to mind, hands obediently clasped behind him, perhaps so he wouldn’t accidentally reach out and touch Paris.

She’d set everything up beforehand, a tray with both water and wine already waiting on the table by her chair. She settled into it, gesturing for Trent to come closer. Paris ached to touch him. And, she realized, there was no reason why she shouldn’t. Before the end of the night, she’d be intimately acquainted with Trent’s body. She might as well start now.

He leaned towards her as she reached out, closing the distance between them. She brushed tentative fingers over Trent’s shoulder, then up the side of his neck. It delighted her to see his body shiver in response. When she tangled her fingers in Trent’s thick, dark hair, he moaned.

With her free hand, Paris reached for the glass of water. “I’m going to feed it to you,” she breathed. It was something she’d suggested in her messages to Trent. Actually having it happen made her whole body feel hot.

Cradling Trent’s head in one hand, Paris brought the glass up against his lips. “Go on,” she urged.

There was very little hesitation before Trent took a sip of the water and then another. He pulled back a tiny bit, enough to indicate that he was finished. Paris set the glass back down carefully. The expression on Trent’s face was like nothing she’d ever seen before. He seemed content. Being fed - and helped to drink - was something they had discussed and both found extremely erotic.

Seeing Trent like this only drove that point home so much more. When Paris’ hand returned to Trent’s neck, he leaned into her touch. And then, when she scratched her fingers against Trent’s ear, he gave a soft moan so unexpected that it went straight to Paris’ pussy.

“Now,” Paris said, her voice wavering only slightly. She mastered it, putting as much authority into her tone as she could muster. “I want to see how much you remember about how I like to be touched.” Paris had described in detail how she masturbated, exactly how much pressure she liked and where. She always started with her breasts, playing with her nipples until her panties were soaked.

The thought that Trent might have learned from her descriptions was incredibly arousing. “You may touch me however you think I will like,” she explained. “And you can remove any clothing that is in your way. But if you get it wrong, I will punish you.”

Trent visibly swallowed at that, but he nodded. “I accept your challenge,” he told her, making Paris give a startled laugh. For all that this was erotic - and it really was - she enjoyed that he could make her laugh. It was a game. But it was one that they were playing together.

Shifting in closer, Trent carefully reached to undo the belt on Paris’ robe. When it fell open, exposing the corset, Trent’s breath caught. “Fuck,” he swore. “You look so good.” The praise made Paris grin at him. This was the reaction she had been hoping for.

Once he’d taken a moment to just look at her, Trent reached out. His hands slid over the material of the corset until he could rub Paris’ breast through it. “Can I pull your breasts out?” he asked. Paris appreciated that he checked first. When she nodded, Trent proceeded, freeing them both and then leaning back again to admire Paris.

She longed to lean forward, to push her breasts into Trent’s hands and feel his warm fingers against her. She didn’t allow it. Holding herself back, she waited. This was about seeing what Trent would do, how much he remembered. Paris couldn’t give him any hints.

Besides, the thought of actually punishing Trent for any mistake was so hot! It would be worth waiting for.

Finally, Trent decided that he wanted to touch. He brushed his fingers across the curve of her breast, inching nearer and nearer to her nipples. They were already hard from anticipation alone. When Trent’s fingers reached them, rubbing softly, Paris gave a moan so loud that she startled herself.

“That’s good, Trent,” she praised. “Such a good start. Keep going.”

Trent’s eyes visibly clouded with lust. Paris found that so amazing to watch. She was the reason that was happening; that knowledge gave her power. One of her hands brushed over Trent’s shoulder just as his thumb moved to tease against the hard tip of one of Paris’ nipples. It made her moan again, but softer this time. As if in fascination, Trent repeated the action.

When his other hand moved to do the same to Paris’ other nipple, her hips bucked up. Trent hardly gave them the opportunity. He moved in closer, making Paris part her legs so he could settle between them. Trent didn’t attempt to get up, staying on his knees just as Paris had told him to. But he did lean up.

Two of his fingers captured one of Paris’ nipple between them, tugging against it lightly. Not so lightly that it didn’t still send a sharp vibration of pleasure through her. Trent moved his other hand away, replacing it with his lips, sucking Paris’ nipple into his hot, wet mouth.

Pleasure slammed through Paris harder than she’d known was possible. “Ohhhh!” she moaned, arching her back to push her breasts forward. Trent’s eyes closed, all his attention focused on what he was doing. His fingers rolled Paris’ nipple exactly the way she liked. That, alone, would have been enough to make Paris cry out.

The addition of Trent’s tongue, sliding across her sensitive nipple, took Paris’ breath away. One hand tangled in Trent’s hair. She tugged, softly at first, then harder. Trent moaned, the sound sending vibrations across Paris’ nipple. Her pussy clenched, wetness no doubt soaking her panties.

“Fuck.” Paris rarely swore. This felt good enough to deserve it. Her lips parted, ready to demand that Trent touch between her legs. She cut the words off before she could speak them. She had told Trent he should show her how well he remembered - so she would let him realize on his own she was ready for more.

Trent tugged against the nipple between his fingers once more and then let go of Paris’ other nipple with a wet ‘pop’. She almost whined. Before Paris had a chance to, Trent moved to suck her other nipple between his lips. Between how sensitive it already was from Trent’s teasing and the way his tongue lapped over it, Paris’ cries increased. She tried to buck her hips up again. This time, Trent’s hand stopped her.

He pressed her back down into the chair, not forcefully but with enough strength to keep her there. Then, he sucked Paris’ nipple even harder! She was sure it would be sore once he let go. That, too, felt pretty thrilling. Her pussy was throbbing with need. She wanted to see what Trent would do next, what he would choose to do next.

Finally, Trent began to kiss his way down Paris’ body. He stilled when he got down between her legs, looking up at her to see if she’d stop him. Paris had no intention of doing that. She parted her legs a little more, enjoying the pleased smile that settled against Trent’s lips.

Careful hands slid up Paris’ legs. Trent leaned in to kiss her inner thighs. Then, Trent’s fingers hooked under the material of her panties, sliding them off. He gave a soft groan at just the sight of Paris.

“I’ve wanted to taste you for so long,” Trent commented.

Paris moaned, remembering how often she had touched herself to Trent’s messages. He’d described what he wanted to do to her in vivid detail. Actually getting to feel it, after all this time, was earth-shaking.

Parting her legs, Paris leaned back, putting her pussy on display. It felt so naughty. The glazed look in Trent’s eyes sent shudders of heat up Paris’ spine. Power coursed through her. With one hand in Trent’s hair, Paris dragged his face between her legs.

Trent didn’t disappoint. His tongue licked against Paris’ core like fire, igniting a spike of pleasure. “God, Trent,” Paris panted. “You’re doing great.” It felt even better than Paris had imagined - and Paris had imagined it would feel amazing.

His tongue lapped against Paris’ wetness. Trent was taking his time, the movements slow as he teased Paris. His tongue circled her clit before moving lower so he could slide his tongue inside her. Paris’ hand gripped tighter against Trent’s hair, pulling sharply. It made Trent grunt, the sound muffled against Paris’ pussy.

With one hand still against Paris’ side, Trent slid the other up her body. His fingers teased over the material of her corset and to one of her exposed breasts. She saw him glance up at her, as if to gauge her enjoyment. And there was certainly plenty to gauge!

Those clever fingers found Paris’ nipple again, giving it a tug just as Trent’s tongue returned to her clit. Paris screamed in pleasure.

Her hips bucked against Trent’s hold, her back arching. She tried to get closer to his sinfully hot mouth. Paris felt her pussy tighten, squeezing against Trent’s tongue, as if her body wanted to hold it inside her. “More!” Paris barked. She loved how demanding she could be.

Trent worked hard to deliver exactly what Paris wanted. No other lover had ever responded to her so well, so eagerly. Trent’s tongue lapped faster, dragging roughly over her clit. Paris’ knuckles went white against the arm of the chair, trying to hold on. “Make me come!” she ordered.

Pleasure crashed over her, wave after wave. Her orgasm sparked deeply inside her, building to fever pitch. All Paris could do was writhe against the chair, giving in to the sensations that lit up every inch of her body.

Trent kept going, licking softly against Paris’ pussy. She pulled his mouth away. Her gaze fixed on his lips, wet and red from having pleasured her so successfully. And he was still fully dressed!

Paris would have to change that.

“That was a wonderful start,” she purred. “I want to see more. Stand up and take off your shirt.”

Licking his lips, Trent stood just as she’d instructed. Paris loved that he didn’t reach up to wipe his face, instead, Trent’s fingers went to the buttons on his shirt, unbuttoning them quickly. He shrugged the fabric off, throwing it to one side. His shoes followed. Trent kept eye contact with Paris, somehow making the whole situation so much more erotic.

She was still sitting on the chair, her legs parted, giving him a great view of her almost-naked form. The corset was still on. Paris didn’t bother to reach for it. She could get Trent to remove it later. Besides, she was far more interested in the show that Trent was putting on.

His fingers slid over the well-toned chest toward the fastenings of his pants. Once open, he pushed them off together with the boxers, giving a low groan as his cock sprang free. It was so hard already! Paris could see it glistening with precum.

“Shall I go back down to my knees?” he asked.

Paris let his question hang in the air. She pursed her lips, thinking about what she most wanted to happen next. With anyone else, she would have felt pressured to return the favor. All her previous boyfriends would have expected her to go to her knees in return.

Knowing that Trent had no such expectation was freeing in a way Paris hadn’t anticipated. She could do whatever she wanted - anything she wanted. And not only would Trent let her, he’d enjoy letting her. Their desires were so equally matched.

Slowly, Paris trailed her gaze over Trent’s naked form. Coming to a decision, she stood. “Get back on your knees and rest your chest on the chair,” she ordered.

Watching him obey her orders so easily and willingly felt amazing. Paris ran her hand down her body, teasing over her already sensitive nipples as she watched him do exactly what she’d said. He trusted that whatever she was telling him to do was exactly what she wanted. Paris loved that. She wanted to reward him for being so obedient.

Turning so he could watch her, Trent moved his ass, almost playfully. “What now?” he asked, sounding so eager.

Paris lifted one foot, dragging the toe of her shoe over Trent’s calf. “Fuck, your ass looks amazing,” she purred. “I’ve been thinking about this for weeks.” And now it was really happening! Desire and power pooled together in Paris’ stomach, giving her such a rush that it made her heart pound against her ribs.

“Don’t move.” She stepped away, loving the way Trent’s body snapped to attention. Like he didn’t want to move even a muscle when she’d told him to be still. Paris could hardly take her eyes off him for long enough to fetch the box of toys she’d accumulated.

There were more than they could possibly use in one night. Paris had wanted to keep her options open. Besides, she hoped that Trent would come back again. They’d have plenty of chances to try out everything.

“Since you made me come so beautifully, I’ll let you choose,” she breathed. “What would you most like to try?”

She moved so Trent could look at what was on offer without moving and thus breaking the instruction that Paris had given. Even like this, bent over the chair, Paris saw Trent swallow as he took in the choices. “Can I?” he asked, wanting to reach out. Paris nodded. She wanted this to be Trent’s choice. It was his reward, after all.

Reaching out, he pointed at one of the butt plugs. “That,” Trent picked. Paris saw how wide his pupils had gone, like even the idea of having it resting in his ass was overwhelming. Yet, he had still picked it. “And... the whip?” Trent asked. It was very much implied that if he was not to pick two things then that’d be fine.

Excitement tingled all the way to the tips of Paris’ fingers. “Good boy,” she praised. The words welled up naturally, without her even needing to think about it. “Such good choices.” They really were. The thought of whipping Trent’s ass, especially once she’d plugged it nice and full, made Paris’ pussy throb so hard it hurt.

Trent’s body shuddered like her praise was a physical caress. “Hold onto the chair,” Paris instructed. “And I want you to tell me ‘yellow’ if there’s anything that you don’t like.” It was a common system, but reminding Trent that he didn’t have to keep going was important.

While she settled herself behind Trent’s kneeling form, Paris ran her hands over his thighs. “Have you ever done this before? In real life?” she asked.

“Not... not with someone else,” Trent admitted. Paris’ head was instantly filled with thoughts of Trent doing it to himself. Wanting it so badly that he couldn’t wait for an agreeable partner. She stroked a hand over his ass, imagining how much better she was going to make it.

She felt him stop himself from rocking into her touch, Paris hadn’t, after all, yet told him he could move again. “I want to, though,” he breathed. “God, I want to so much. Please, Paris?”

She beamed. “You sound so pretty when you beg.” Paris could definitely get used to hearing that. Selecting a bottle of lube from among her toys, Paris spread the slick gel over her fingers. Her stomach swooped with excitement and nerves. Like Trent, this was her first time doing this rather than just writing about it. She didn’t want to accidentally make it hurt.

Slowly, she circled her fingertips over Trent’s asshole. The lube spread easily over his skin, allowing her fingers to skate lightly across and around him. “You’re doing so well,” she breathed. “Keeping so still for me.” Paris took her time, making sure there was lube everywhere.

Finally, she pressed one finger gently in. The way Trent’s body opened up, accepting her, made her heart skip a beat. “Fuck. This is amazing. How does it feel?”

The groan that came in response was a pretty good indication. “Yeah, it... ugh,” Trent managed, the deep grunt resounding around them. It made Paris feel so hot to know that she had caused it. She moved her finger again, grinning when it made another low moan fall from Trent’s lips. He sounded so good and that was just in response to one of her fingers!

She saw his hands grip against the chair in an effort not to press back into Paris’ touch. “It’s so good,” Trent groaned. “Fuck, you feel great. Please, please give me more?” The begging went straight to Paris’ pussy. She could say no if she so chose to and there was nothing Trent would do about that.

Paris didn't want to say ‘no’, Trent's whole body thrummed with excitement. Paris wanted to add to that, to push Trent further than he’d ever been before. One hand squeezed Trent’s ass, holding it still. Paris’ other hand increased the pace. She fucked her finger into Trent’s ass, loving the way his grunts came even more often.

“You feel so good,” she praised. “Your body is so hot for me. So tight.” Trent’s muscles squeezed even tighter as Paris teased the tip of her second finger against him. She had to pause, giving Trent time to adjust. Finally, his tight ring relaxed. Paris moaned as he swallowed up both fingers at once. Her pussy ached, stomach tensing as arousal flooded through her.

Twisting her wrist, Paris stretched Trent's muscles out. “Tell me how much you want this,” Paris urged. “Tell me whether you think you're ready.”

“It’s so good,” he moaned. “Your fingers feel so amazing.” Grunts came between the words, especially once Paris started moving her fingers in and out of Trent’s ass. She loved the noises he made. Her fingers moved faster, urging Trent to groan louder. It was so fucking hot! Paris wanted to see just how loud she could get him.

Still, Trent wasn’t rocking back into her touch and Paris loved that. It must’ve taken a lot of self-control. “Maybe... one more finger? Before the toy?” Trent asked. It sounded like an equal mix of request and just pure need.

Paris was happy to give Trent what he wanted. He’d been so good for her. She wanted this to be the most amazing experience he’d ever had. From the way Trent’s knuckles whitened around the chair, Paris felt confident that it was. After adding more lube, Paris pressed a third finger against Trent’s hole, moaning at the way he whined in pleasure.

“You can rock back against my fingers,” Paris allowed. “Don’t move your hands from the chair.” She loved how much control she had. Being able to give such specific, exact orders was more of a rush of power than Paris could have imagined. And Trent reacted so eagerly! His hips shoved back, taking all three of Paris’ fingers like he wanted nothing more.

Using the allowance she’d given him, Trent did rock back. It was much less forceful than Paris had expected. Instead, he was slow, almost like he was trying to savor the feeling. Mostly out of curiosity, Paris moved her hand faster, meeting Trent’s body hard.

“Oh, fuck!” he cried, muscles trembling under Paris’ touch. She could’ve watched this all day, seen how close she could get Trent by just fingering his ass. But they did have other plans. For today, at least. Maybe next time! “Please, Paris,” Trent breathed. “Please put the toy in.”

Paris didn’t rush. She slid her fingers slowly from Trent’s ass, appreciating the little ‘uhhh’ of pleasure that it drew from Trent’s lips. He was beautiful, so desperate and eager. He rocked back, clearly seeking out the tip of the toy, wanting it to fill him up. “Patience,” Paris advised. “I have to lube up the toy. Hold still.” Again, Trent’s whole body stiffened. He was so willing to obey.

Shifting, Paris had to clench her thighs together. She was so wet. She, too, needed to be patient. Her fingers moved carefully, spreading the lube over the whole length of the toy. Finally, it was ready. Paris moaned as she pressed the slick tip of the plug into Trent’s body. He yielded, opening up to accept the tapered half of the toy in one sensuous slide.

“You can move again,” she breathed. “Push back slowly, I want to watch it sink inside you.”

He listened, visibly trying to relax and then push back against the toy. “Fuck,” Trent swore. Paris could hear the way his breath caught. “It feels so much bigger,” he said. But it wasn’t a complaint so Paris didn’t stop. She let him push himself onto the toy, watching as his body welcomed it in. “Shit,” Trent swore again, moving slowly as he swallowed up the plug. Finally, his muscles closed around its base.

“It feels so fucking good. Thank you, Paris,” he moaned. Being thanked for inserting a plug into his ass felt good. Paris couldn’t resist pressing her hand hard against one of Trent’s ass cheeks, making him groan loudly as he felt the toy inside himself even more.

“It looks stunning,” Paris praised. “I’m so wet just from watching you.” The sheer control Trent had given her was incredible. Paris’ nipples throbbed, still sensitive from the heat and suction of Trent’s mouth. Paris didn’t pause to pay attention to them. Watching Trent was so much more enthralling.

Getting to her feet, Paris moaned at the picture Trent made. Bent over, his ass plugged, all because it was what Paris wanted. Trent shifted. “Keep facing the chair,” Paris ordered. She didn’t want Trent knowing what was coming. He whined, but didn’t disobey. Keeping her gaze fixed on Trent’s ass, Paris unfastened her corset, letting it fall softly to the floor.

Naked, she bent and reached for the whip. With a flick of the wrist, she tested the soft strands against her calf. The sharp sting of them made her catch her breath. She waited, loving the suspense that built. Finally, she brought the whip down in an arc, landing with a slap against Trent’s ass.

“Oh god!” Trent gasped. His hands tightened again against the chair. “Fuck, Paris, that feels good,” he moaned. “Can I look? Please? I want to see you with the whip,” he begged. Paris didn’t reply. She brought the whip down again. Trent cried out loudly but didn’t try to turn to look at her. She hadn’t given him permission just yet.

Red streaks were already appearing across his ass. The plug shifted with Trent’s movements. He groaned at that, too. Paris loved how good he must’ve felt. She felt so impossibly horny and she wasn’t the one with a plug up her ass.

The sound the whip made against Trent’s ass was like music to Paris’ ears. She’d experimented with the whip before, but never with someone else. Adding the sounds of Trent’s grunts and groans made Paris’ stomach flip over and over. “You can look,” she breathed. Now that the initial blows had been delivered, she loved the thought of Trent’s admiring gaze.

He turned his head, the lust that clouded his eyes making Paris feel stunning. Bringing the whip down again, Paris layered the strands across the existing marks on Trent’s ass. “Does it hurt?” she purred. Trent had made it clear he wanted to experience pain as well as pleasure.

“Fuck, yes,” Trent moaned in response. It was very clear that it didn’t hurt in a bad way. Paris trusted Trent to tell her if it did. Instead, she was pretty sure this was exactly what he wanted. And that made her feel great. Knowing that she could so easily give it to him, but also, so easily not.

Paris whipped him again, making moan groan. “Fuck, it makes the plug move,” he breathed. From the sounds that Trent made, Paris assumed that the two sensations together were great. He rocked back to meet the whip, whimpering as she slapped it across his ass. It left red streaks against the skin. This time, Paris had intentionally aimed for the plug in his ass.

The sound Trent made as he cried out was everything Paris had hoped for. Desire pooled between her legs, so hot that Paris could feel it throbbing in time with the pounding of her heart. “Turn over,” she demanded, her voice cracking like the whip. Trent obeyed instantly. He flipped over, his hard cock jostling as he moved.

Paris' mouth went dry, her tongue darting out across her lower lip. “Get up, sit in the chair,” she ordered. Trent’s face was a picture of pleasure. “How does it feel?” she asked. “Your ass against the seat, still full of my plug? Do you still hurt from the whipping?” Paris wanted to know everything.

“It doesn’t hurt,” Trent answered. “Not painfully. It’s... I can feel where the marks are. It’s sore, but pleasantly so.” Trent shifted on the chair. He gave a soft groan at the motion and the way the plug must’ve rocked within him. His hard cock bounced against Trent’s belly. Paris could hardly wait to get her hands - and more! - on it.

Trent’s hands moved to each side of the chair. His gaze focused on Paris. “You’re so hot,” he told her. “Can I touch you? Please? I want to so much.” Paris knew he was telling the truth from how hard his dick was and how clouded his eyes were as he watched her.

She nodded. “Yeah, I want that,” she agreed. Crossing the room, she straddled Trent’s thighs. Her hands settled against Trent’s broad shoulders, gripping tight to the rounded muscles. “So hard for me,” she praised. Paris could feel the heat trapped between them, Trent’s cock brushed against Paris’ aching pussy.

“Play with my nipples,” Paris demanded. “Make me want to sink down on your cock.” Paris already wanted it. She dug her nails into Trent’s skin, rocking her hips teasingly. Trent’s mouth latched immediately onto Paris' breast. Like before, the hot, wet suction sent shocks of pleasure through her whole body.

His tongue lapped over the already hard nipple, sending sensations vibrating through Paris. While his mouth focused on bringing Paris pleasure, Trent’s hands slid up over her sides, exploring the hot skin there. One hand strayed down to Paris’ ass. Trent groaned as he squeezed it. The sound made another vibration shoot through Paris and she moaned in response.

Letting go of Paris’ nipple with a wet pop, Trent moved on to the other one. He pushed up, driving his hard cock into Paris’ thigh. The friction that allowed made a low groan bubble up through Trent.

“Fuck,” he breathed letting go of Paris’ other nipple. “You’re so fucking hot. Please, Paris, please, I want to be inside you. I’ve wanted it for so long, please, I’ll be so good for you.”

Paris gave a sharp nod. Tangling her fingers in Trent’s hair, she pulled his mouth up to hers. Paris moaned into the kiss, thrusting her tongue past Trent’s lips. She pulled back, leaving both of them panting hard. “Go on,” she groaned. “Lead your cock into me.”

She shuddered as she felt the head of Trent’s cock slide against her pussy. His fingers wrapped around the base, holding himself still. Paris lowered herself slowly, taking every inch of Trent's thick cock inside her. She'd dreamed of this for weeks. The reality was so much more intense! Trent's cock stretched her muscles, making Paris scream with pleasure.

“Ugh, fuck,” Trent breathed harshly against Paris’ neck. “You’re so fucking tight.” He rocked up into her and then, as they both pressed down into the chair, Trent gave another breathy groan. The plug, Paris realized, must be pressing back into him. It thrilled her to know that, like this, she was fucking him doubly.

As Paris sped up, her own moans began to match the low groans from Trent. Under them, the chair creaked. Paris took that as encouragement to go faster. Trent’s mouth found one of her nipples, sucking it between his lips harshly before giving it a light bite with his teeth.

Pleasure unraveled inside Paris, spreading through her in fine threads that touched every single inch of her body. Sensation raced along her spine, the pleasure and pain from Trent’s mouth mixing with the feeling of fullness between her legs. She dug her nails into Trent’s shoulders, pushing herself up hard. It allowed her to bounce down faster, taking Trent’s thick cock deeper.

Her muscles tensed and released, driving her faster and harder. Paris lost herself in the rhythm of their bodies. The slap of her ass against Trent’s knees, the long moans that tumbled from his lips. Every sense was more receptive than Paris had ever experienced. She ground her hips, circling so that Trent’s dick rubbed against her from the inside.

“Fuck!” she exhaled. “I’m so close.” Her focus narrowed, every ounce of effort committed to chasing down her orgasm.

“Yes, yes,” Trent grunted. “Please come for me. Fuck, I want to make you come!” His words were emphasized by the deep thrusts and his steady pace. Trent fucked up into Paris harder and harder, not changing the angle. All she could feel was pleasure bursting through every vein in her body.

She screamed as her orgasm rocked through her. And yet Trent kept fucking her, bringing her and himself down against the chair, the plug no doubt hitting all the right places. “Can I come? Please, Paris? Please let me come?” he begged so beautifully.

Paris clenched her fingers in his hair, needing something to hold onto to keep her from flying apart. Trent winced, but he made no complaint. How obedient he was for her, how much he enjoyed the pain that Paris inflicted, brought another wave of pleasure crashing over her. All she could do was ride it out, ride Trent, until her muscles relaxed.

His hips pounded into her so hard. Paris would be sore tomorrow. It would be worth it! “Yes,” she cried, tipping Trent’s head back. “Come for me. I want to see it on your face, how much you love this.”

She didn’t have to ask twice. Trent’s mouth dropped open, his control snapping with one last thrust of his hips. Paris felt his cum spill into her, hot and wet and filthy.

“Oh fuck!” Trent cried before relaxing back against the chair. He winced, not unpleasantly but a little in surprise, like he had forgotten the plug in his ass. “Fuck,” he repeated, pulling Paris in against him, breath hot as it came in bursts against her shoulder. “That was... you were... fuck, Paris,” was all Trent managed. Paris had to laugh.

She understood. Letting Trent’s cock slip out, Paris rested her body against Trent’s. That had been a lot more than either of them could’ve imagined during their chats.

Paris felt amazing. Nothing could have prepared her for how powerful she would feel, or the way that Trent’s admiration could send tingles across her skin. Slowly, she slipped from the chair, ignoring the mess across her thighs.

“Turn around, I need to take that plug out,” she said. Her voice was soft, gentle. It was totally different from the tone she’d used to give Trent orders - but he still obeyed. Paris’ stomach flipped over at the ease with which Trent turned his back.

She knelt behind him, massaging his ass to encourage his muscles to relax. Finally, she wrapped her fingers around the base of the plug, pulling it carefully free. Trent whimpered and Paris pressed a kiss against his back.

“We’ll play with it more,” she promised. They’d been waiting for this for weeks - but it was really only the beginning! “Do you want some cream for these marks?”

Trent turned his head as if he could see them, which Paris was sure he couldn’t. “Yeah,” he nodded. She’d have to lead him to a mirror so he could see them. All in good time. “Shall I go back on my knees for you?” Trent asked. “I enjoyed that,” he added with a small grin. “And the rest.” Oh, yes, Paris was sure he had.

“I do like how you look kneeling at my feet,” Paris purred. She took a step back, giving Trent room to slip from the chair. He knelt at her feet, his lips and cheeks red, his hair a wild tumble. Paris grinned. “You look debauched,” she teased. It made her lick her lips. She could hardly wait until she could show Trent what else she had in mind for them to do.

She brushed her fingers through his hair. “Stay here,” she ordered. “I’ll come back with the cream.” She walked away slowly, giving Trent plenty of time to admire her. At the door, she glanced back. Trent’s eyes shone with satisfaction, his posture meek and submissive in a way that made Paris’ pussy throb all over again. He was everything she had imagined he would be - and more!


Her Naughty Surprise

After fastening the last buckle of her harness, Claire surveyed her reflection in the mirror. The black straps stood out against her tanned hips, the sharp edges of the leather somehow exaggerating her curves, making them look even more feminine.

Which made the thick silicone dildo jutting from the harness even more shocking, by contrast. The play of something so powerfully masculine against the femininity of her lace panties and generous hips made Claire ache with longing.

This was far from the first time she’d worn a strap-on. But it was the first time she’d ever put one on under all her normal clothes. She’d picked a dress with a short flared skirt, so she could keep the silicone cock hidden. At least for a little while.

Eldon wouldn’t make her wait long. She’d invited him to arrive sharply at six in the evening. And Eldon was never late.

Letting the skirt fall, Claire turned this way and that, making sure that her surprise wasn’t going to be too obvious. She thought she could get away with it. Long enough to see the shock on Eldon’s face when he realized she was ready to fuck him.

But only once he’d earned it.

At six on the dot, Claire’s doorbell rang. She walked slowly, adjusting to the feel of the cock almost leading the way. Her heels tapped against the floor in the familiar way that always made her feel so in charge.

Opening the door, she smiled. Eldon looked amazing, as he always did. Tall and handsome with broad, broad shoulders and a strong jaw. He was everyone’s idea of a perfect man. Claire could hardly wait to see him on his knees for her.

He moved towards her, ready to pull her into a kiss. “No.” Claire’s voice was cool, controlled, but full of power. “You are not to touch me until I decide you deserve to,” she informed Eldon. “I have a surprise for you, but you have to earn it.”

She smirked wickedly. “I’ll leave it up to you. Would you like to earn it with a whip or with a paddle?”

Surprise flashed across Eldon’s face, but it didn’t take him long to adapt to this new turn of events. He moved to take his jacket and shoes off, tongue running over his lips in a way that Claire recognized as him thinking about something. In this case, she knew it was about her question.

“The paddle,” Eldon decided. “Where do you want me?” he asked. “Upstairs?” Eldon was very familiar with Claire’s house and where she kept all of her best toys.

“I want you on your knees,” Claire answered, unable to resist the temptation. “But not right this second.” She always wanted Eldon on his knees. He knew that. He loved kneeling for her as much as Claire loved watching him.

Claire’s heart pounded hard against her ribs. Even the thought of paddling Eldon’s fine ass was enough to get her hot. “First, take off everything except your shirt,” she ordered. She was going to follow Eldon up the stairs; she might as well make sure she got a good view.

“Are you hard for me yet?” Claire didn’t expect Eldon to be, not when she hadn’t even touched him. But she knew he would get hard if she demanded it.

She could tell from the way that he swallowed that he wasn’t fully hard for her. Eldon shook his head. Claire smiled. She enjoyed his honesty. “But I will be,” he promised. That was true. His hands worked quickly to get off the clothes he was wearing. His pants went first and then the socks followed.

Eldon was left in his shirt and boxers, giving Claire a grin. He didn’t ask if she wanted the boxers off, too. She’d been very specific in her instructions. But he did remove them slower, dragging them down almost playfully until finally Eldon was left in just his shirt, like she’d told him to be.

His cock wasn’t fully hard yet but it was definitely getting there.

Claire licked her lips, trailing her gaze appreciatively over Eldon’s muscled legs and his big, beautiful cock. His was bigger than the silicone strap-on Claire was keeping hidden under her skirt, but not by very much.

“Now, crawl up the stairs for me,” Claire ordered. “I’m going to watch your ass as you go, so I can appreciate how nice it looks before I take my paddle to it.” And it would look even better all red from a spanking. Claire wanted to appreciate the contrast.

Just as she’d ordered, Eldon dropped to his knees. He crawled ahead of her, not too fast. He gave Claire plenty of time to enjoy the view of his ass as he took each step.

Once they reached the bedroom, Eldon stopped, allowing Claire to catch up. She ran her hand through his hair, gently, making sure not to get close enough for him to touch. “Get on the bed, on your hands and knees,” Claire instructed.

“Anything you want, Claire.” Eldon nodded and then followed the instructions. He had to stand to get up on the bed easily. As soon as he had, he got into the position that Claire had told him to. Glancing over his shoulder, Eldon swayed his hips, making his ass move from side to side playfully.

Claire laughed, shaking her head. It seemed to make Eldon’s smile widen. “You look great,” he complimented. “Will you be taking clothes off, too?” he asked, not even attempting to mask how hopeful he sounded.

Usually, Claire would have agreed. She loved the look of lust in Eldon’s eyes whenever he got a glimpse of her body. But to keep her surprise a secret, Claire would have to go without. At least for a little while. “Not until you earn it,” she repeated, giving a light swat to Eldon’s temptingly swaying ass.

Her eyes lingered on Eldon’s body as she moved to the chest where she kept her array of sex toys. He looked so good, head bowed and back arched to push his ass out. Claire could have spent hours using his body.

Instead, she planned to make him take the pain of her paddle. This wasn’t a punishment for Eldon, he loved the sting almost as much as she loved to deliver it.

“Are you ready?” she asked, lifting the paddle so Eldon could see it as he raised his head to glance back at her.

“For you? Always,” he answered easily. Claire grinned. She knew how true that was. Yes, Claire had given Eldon the choice of whether he wanted her to paddle him or whip him, but past that, it was all her choice. He’d let her do whatever. Claire didn’t hesitate to bring the paddle down against Eldon’s ass, making him groan deeply.

Rather than letting him prepare for another blow, Claire hit him again, the paddle’s resounding smack sounding around them. It was joined by another groan from Eldon. “Fuck,” he breathed. “Ah, please, Claire, please, again?” he begged. “Harder? I can take it, baby, I promise.” Oh, and she knew that, too! Eldon was very good at taking it.

Claire loved the little details of how he moved. Eldon’s fist gripped at the sheets, his body swaying so slightly that he probably didn’t even realize he was doing it. Claire could feel her own heart pounding, desire pooling between her legs. She lifted the paddle, putting more of her weight behind it as she turned her body into the blow.

Smack! The flat of the paddle connected with Eldon’s ass, blood rushing immediately to the affected area, tinting it a pale pink. Claire wet her lips, determined to do much more than that. She rained three more blows against Eldon’s backside, then paused.

Letting her hand hang by her side, she walked around the bed, examining Eldon’s ass from both sides. “You look so good, honey,” she breathed. “But I think you can take more. Does it hurt?”

“Yes,” Eldon answered honestly. “But I can take more!” he added. The speed at which he offered that assurance made Claire laugh. She knew he could. And besides, it was always the most fun to see just how far she could push Eldon before those cries of pleasure turned to ones of pain.

He swayed towards Claire when she was by his side. “I’d love to touch you,” he breathed. Yet, Eldon didn’t actually try to touch her. Claire hadn’t given him permission to. “I can take more,” he repeated. “Anything for you, Claire. I can take a lot more.”

“So sweet,” she praised. Eldon’s words made her feel a secret thrill. He would love her surprise. That was why Claire wanted to make him earn it. It would feel much more rewarding that way.

Just as she saw Eldon relax, thinking she was taking her time, Claire thumped the paddle against his ass once, twice, three more times. The sound echoed around the room, ringing in Claire’s ears.

She paused. Moving closer, she ran her hand across Eldon’s ass. The skin was hot to the touch, the color a cheery shade of red. “Keep your hands on the bed,” Claire breathed. She drew her fingers between Eldon’s cheeks, brushing lightly over his hole.

It was just a hint - a tiny clue - as to what she had planned for them. “God, I can feel the heat radiating off you,” she said. “Do you like it, me warming your ass for you?”

Eldon moaned rather than answering in words. He rocked back, trying to get more of Claire’s touch, but she pulled her hand away, teasing him instead. “Yeah,” Eldon breathed. “Uhh, Claire, it feels so good.” He pushed his ass back, earning him a smack from Claire’s palm. It was nowhere near as hard as the paddling had been. But against the already sore skin, it no doubt hurt.

“Ahhh,” another long moan fell from Eldon’s lips. “Claire,” he breathed. “Please?” She knew exactly what he wanted. When Claire’s paddle hit Eldon’s ass again, he cried out loudly, the sound bouncing off the walls around them. Hearing him so desperate made Claire’s pussy wetter and wetter.

The scrap of lace between her legs was already drenched. Knowing that just made Claire even more eager to show Eldon what she’d brought him here to show him. The picture she must make, with her wet panties clinging to the outline of her pussy and the solid silicone strap-on jutting out between her legs!

Shifting her weight from one foot to the other, Claire slapped Eldon’s ass again, much more lightly than she had before. Her strokes were faster, one after the other. Each one brought a further flush of red to Eldon’s cheeks.

By the time she was finished, his ass was red, just like Claire had wanted. “I think you’ve taken enough to earn your surprise,” Claire breathed. “Don’t move. I’m going to want you in that position later.”

Not for the first time, Claire was glad her bed was right in the center of her bedroom! There was plenty of space to walk around, her heels clicking against the wooden floor.

Once she was up beside the pillows, with Eldon’s face only a few inches away, Claire slowly lifted the hem of her skirt.

She couldn’t help but moan, her eyes fixed on Eldon’s face, drinking in his expression as she exposed the dark straps of the harness, the soaked lace of her panties and, best of all, the thick silicone dick that was the main part of her surprise.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned at seeing the strap-on. “Claire.” Just the way he said her name made Claire’s pussy throb. She loved everything about it. The neediness, the want. And especially the way Eldon licked his lips. “You look good,” he told her. “Can I... do you want me to suck it?” he offered hopefully.

They had played like this before, but never as a surprise. It thrilled Claire to know that not only did Eldon want it, but that he wanted to make her even more wet. “I’ll be good,” he added, mistaking her thinking for doubt. “I promise. I’ll be so good for you, Claire. Please let me?”

Claire could never turn down a plea so earnest. She walked closer, threading her fingers through the hair at the back of Eldon’s neck. With a sharp tug, she led his mouth towards the bobbing tip of her cock. “Yeah, I know you’ll do well,” she agreed.

“You always look so hot, lips wrapped around my cock.” And Eldon really did. His mouth opened, lips parting and tongue darting out to steady the silicone strap-on as Claire pushed it towards him. As soon as he closed his lips around it, his cheeks hollowed.

Claire moaned. Even though she couldn’t feel what Eldon was doing, she could see how hard he tried. She wanted to reward that.

Eldon knew what Claire liked, too. She enjoyed watching him, so Eldon gave as much of a show as he could. He was slow, bobbing his head up and down the strap-on. Pulling back, Eldon let Claire see just how wet he’d made it already. He let his saliva drip down his chin, smiling at Claire before he licked over her cock again.

Her hand moved to Eldon’s hair, stroking it as he continued to move until finally he let go with a wet pop. “I love seeing you like that,” he told her. “So powerful. Are you going to fuck me, Claire? I’d love you to fuck me.”

“I’ve got to get you ready, first,” she said, her voice husky with promise. She smoothed her hand over Eldon’s cheek, her thumb brushing against the wet corner of his lower lip. “So fucking sexy for me,” she told him. “So intense and focused.” The concentration in Eldon’s eyes was fierce, and Claire knew it was all on her. He wanted to please her so badly.

Before she moved, Claire stretched her body up onto her tiptoes. Once she was sure Eldon was watching, she lifted her dress up over her head and tossed it into a scarlet pile on the floor. She hadn’t bothered with a bra, so her breasts bounced as she moved, her nipples so hard already that they ached.

Eldon’s eyes didn’t leave her until she moved behind him. Fetching the lube from the drawer, she dribbled it over his crimson ass cheek, rubbing it in just to hear the hiss of pleasure-pain Eldon gave.

He stilled, letting Claire take over completely. She felt the way his muscles relaxed under her touch, even if his breath did catch at the first touch of her fingers. She squeezed more of the lube out, using it to ease the tip of her finger inside Eldon. He groaned deeply. Claire watched as his fists tightened against the bedsheets. But Eldon didn’t press back, letting her dictate the speed at which she went.

As a reward for his obedience, Claire brought a palm down against Eldon’s already red skin with a harsh slap. He whined but it was quickly replaced by a moan when Claire pushed her finger fully inside him. Eldon’s groans increased as she began to fuck him slowly with her finger before another one joined it.

She hummed her approval. “Oh, I do love watching you like this,” she praised. “So still for me. Letting me do exactly what I want.” Eldon was a big, muscular man. If he’d wanted to, he could have overpowered Claire without a second thought. He didn’t. Knowing that he chose to do as Claire wanted was half the fun!

Scissoring her fingers, Claire appreciated the low growl that came from Eldon. His head fell forward, his thighs trembling as he fought the urge to fuck himself against Claire’s fingers. She pushed them in deeper, thrusting to get Eldon ready for the strap-on.

“Go on,” she urged. “Rock back against me, but slowly.” Eldon was hard for her now. Claire could see his stiff cock shifting as he moved.

Eldon moved back. Claire’s free hand settled against his hip to make sure he didn’t push too hard. But Eldon was very well trained. Claire had instructed him to go slowly, so he did. Soft groans fell from Eldon’s lips as he moved against Claire’s fingers.

“Feels so good,” he moaned. “Fuck, Claire, uhhh.” The way Eldon breathed made arousal tingle through Claire. She loved every sound he made, her fingers moving faster in and out of him. Eldon got even louder, rocking back slowly but steadily, fucking himself against her fingers.

Claire added a third finger, stretching Eldon’s muscles out. His whines filled the whole room, getting even louder when Claire let the hand on his ass grip harder. Her fingers pressed into his red skin, leaving stark pale stripes that made Eldon hiss with pleasure and pain.

“I’ve been waiting for this all day,” Claire breathed. “Waiting to surprise you with that cock under my dress. And then waiting to get you ready.” Claire loved prepping Eldon to get fucked. She could have done it for ages.

But she wouldn’t test his patience too long. She fucked her fingers into him, widening them to make him cry out. Finally, when she felt he was ready, Claire pulled back.

“Do you want me to put my cock in you?” she asked. “Do you want to feel the straps of the harness up against your ass as I fuck you as deep as I can go?”

“Oh my God! Fuck, Claire! Yes, yes I do, please,” Eldon begged. He rocked again, but with her fingers no longer inside Eldon, he was met with disappointment. Not for long. Claire moved to align her cock against Eldon’s ass.

When she pushed forward, it was slow. She inched the strap-on in a segment at a time. Hearing how responsive Eldon was made Claire’s pussy throb. With her hands against Eldon’s hips, Claire thrust forward until her hips were flush against Eldon’s ass, the harness rubbing the skin there just as she’d promised.

Eldon moaned. The sound went straight to Claire’s pussy. If her panties had been soaked before, they were positively drenched now. Claire loved it. She would make Eldon clean her up before he made her come - but not yet.

First, Claire was focused on Eldon. Her fingers gripped his hips, holding him still as she pulled back. The tight muscles squeezed around her, trying to keep her where she was, filling Eldon’s ass up.

“Relax,” she murmured. She felt the moment Eldon obeyed, her cock sliding more easily free. Claire moved until only the head still held Eldon open.

She slammed her hips forward, the bed creaking under them from the force of her thrust. Pulling back more quickly, Claire pounded in again, then paused.

Eldon whined, like making him wait was actually painful. Claire slapped a hand across his ass, forcing a shout from him before she picked up her previous hard and fast rhythm.

“Uhhhh,” he groaned, rocking back to meet Claire’s thrusts as much as he could. Her hands against his hips meant that Claire could easily control it. She slammed forward again, making yet another loud cry fall from Eldon’s lips. “Fuck!” he screamed, taking all that Claire had to give.

She fucked him hard, making the bed creak under them louder. Still, the sound was drowned out by how loudly Eldon moaned. Claire loved making him give those sounds, her hand slapping his ass once more as she fucked into him.

“Claire!” he cried. “Please, fuck, can I touch myself?” Eldon begged, his hard cock bobbing under him as Claire pounded his ass.

He sounded so desperate. But Claire knew he wouldn’t lay a finger on himself without her permission. She gripped his hips harder, making him tilt towards her so the strap-on could plunge even deeper inside him.

“Yes!” she cried. “Yes, Eldon. Touch yourself for me. I want to hear how much louder you can be.” Eldon cried out, even before he’d lifted his hand. Claire kept her rhythm steady, slamming forward with all her might.

Just as she’d asked, Eldon got louder, groaning as his fingers wrapped around his dick. With Claire fucking into him, she pushed him against his fist. “Uhhh, fuck,” Eldon moaned, his breath coming in harsh gasps. Claire’s breath caught, too, the arousal pulsing through her. She fucked Eldon harder, bringing a hand down to slap his ass.

The sharp jolt of pain earned her another loud cry. “Fuck, yes!” Eldon whined. “Ahh, Claire! Fuck! Please, please, can I come? Please?” He didn’t stop touching himself, driving himself back against Claire’s dick. She could tell she was hitting that special spot inside him from how loud Eldon screamed with pleasure.

The sound went through her like lightning, bringing every nerve-ending to life. Pleasure sparked over Claire’s skin, her clit throbbing behind her soaked panties. “Fuck, yes,” she agreed, dragging her nails across the scarlet cheeks of Eldon’s ass. “Come for me. I want you to shout my name!”

She leaned forward, hips rocking into Eldon without stopping. Reaching under him, Claire cradled his balls in one palm. She could feel his hand bouncing against hers as his fist jerked up and down the thick length of his cock.

“Come for me, let me feel it,” she urged.

“Yesss,” Eldon cried. Claire hardly had to wait long before she felt his muscles tighten. His climax exploded with her still fucking his ass. Eldon’s deep groans made Claire give softer ones in response as she fucked him through his orgasm. “Claire!” he whined as she squeezed his balls. Claire’s movements slowed, matching the way Eldon’s breathing deepened.

When she pulled back, it was steady, easing the dick out of Eldon’s ass. “Fuuuck,” he moaned at the sudden emptiness. “Claire.” This time when he said her name, it was much softer. “Fuck, baby, that’s so good,” he told her, turning his head to glance over his shoulder. “What can I do for you? Please? I want to make you feel so good.”

Claire ran her hands softly over Eldon’s ass. God, she loved just touching him. Desire pooled between her legs, her pussy positively aching to be touched. “Lie down on your back,” she ordered. “My pussy’s so wet, I need you to clean it up with your tongue.”

Eldon moaned, immediately jumping to obey Claire’s orders. She took her time, unbuckling each strap of the harness individually. She slid the leather down off her hips, then tugged the scrap of lace off as well.

Dropping both on the floor, Claire crawled on top of Eldon, straddling his big, broad shoulders. “Clean me up, honey,” she purred. “Good long strokes. You know what I like.”

And he definitely did. His hands reached for Claire’s hips, pulling her closer. Eldon’s head fell back, mouth perfectly aligned with Claire’s pussy. His tongue licked its way between her legs, making Claire moan. She was so wet. The way Eldon groaned against her, sending the sound vibrating through every muscle in Claire’s body, showed how much he loved it.

His tongue lapped up the liquids, teasing its way to her clit but then moving back down. He slipped it inside her, fucking Claire lightly and then returning to tease her clit again. One of Claire’s hands came to tangle her fingers in Eldon’s hair. She ground her hips down harder, riding against his mouth.

Claire ran her free hand over her body, lingering on her hardened nipples. She pinched one between her fingers, the pleasure sweeping through her, meeting the sensations offered by Eldon’s mouth.

She could feel her orgasm beginning, rising up like a tide. It was slow, burning inside her, urging her hips forward harder and faster. Eldon’s hands grabbed her ass, pulling her even closer. “Go faster,” she urged. “But don’t make me come yet. Not until I tell you to.”

He took to the challenge with gusto, his tongue moving faster against Claire. He lapped up her wetness, sending shoots of pleasure through her. With his hands tight against Claire’s body, Eldon pulled her against him. The louder Claire was, the faster Eldon seemed to lap. Everywhere inside her tingled, muscles tightening. Eldon slowed down just before she could come.

After a few moments, he began the process all over again. Teasing faster and faster until Claire could hardly take it. And then slowing down. She whined loudly, but Eldon didn’t give her more. She hadn’t told him to, after all.

“Fuck, fuck,” Claire chanted. “Yessss, Eldon, it feels so good!” Eldon was so skilled at giving her pleasure. It spiraled tighter and tighter, Claire’s orgasm dancing just out of her reach. Again, Eldon stopped just as the wave of pleasure threatened to crest and crash over her.

Claire moaned. The closer Eldon brought her, the more sensitive Claire’s body seemed to be. Every lap of Eldon’s tongue made her whimper as stars exploded behind her eyes. “Use your fingers,” she demanded. “I want to feel your fingers in me. My pussy feels so empty!”

“Uhh,” Eldon groaned under her, the sound joining in with the sensations Eldon’s tongue was already offering. Claire felt the sound vibrate through her, edging her closer to her orgasm. But Eldon paused, a hand sliding up Claire’s leg, over her inner thigh and then - finally - between her legs.

The sound that fell from Claire’s lips was purely animalistic. She pushed back, welcoming Eldon’s fingers inside her. He pulled them back to then slide them in again with force. It made Claire’s whole body shake with pleasure. Then Eldon curled them, teasing a loud cry from Claire.

“More!” Claire demanded. Two fingers in her pussy barely satisfied the bone-deep craving. She needed a third, needed to feel her muscles stretch. Eldon knew what she could take - but he didn’t give it to her straight away.

His two fingers pounded in and out of Claire, turning as he twisted his wrist to rub against the pleasure spot inside her. His tongue pressed hard against Claire’s clit, making her buck her hips as she rode the combination of his hand and his face.

Eldon teased his third finger, brushing it across Claire’s pussy, never quite giving her what she so badly wanted. Claire whined, tugging at Eldon’s hair so hard she was sure it would hurt.

“I said more,” she demanded. “Don’t make me ask three times!”

And he didn’t. Eldon pressed a third finger in, parting them to stretch Claire out even more. She screamed as pleasure shook through her. With Eldon’s tongue still lapping against her clit, it didn’t take long before the sensation overtook Claire. This time, Eldon didn’t pull back, didn’t try to stop it. He let Claire’s orgasm crash through her.

But his tongue didn’t stop, licking faster until Claire was almost too sensitive to take it. But he knew that, too, and slowed down. At least with his mouth. Eldon’s fingers continued to move in and out of Claire, urging more and more sounds from her.

“Ohhh,” she moaned, rocking her hips to match the rhythm of Eldon’s fingers. “Oh, that feels good.” Claire wanted to feel more of Eldon’s body, to have his weight press her down into the mattress.

She pushed his hand away, giving a soft whimper at the loss of sensation. “Flip me over,” she demanded. Eldon didn’t need to be asked a second time. Claire was on her back on the mattress within seconds, Eldon’s strong body pressed against her side.

Claire led his hand back between her legs, pressing his fingers inside and letting a moan vibrate through her body. “Again. Make me come again.”

Eldon’s mouth pressed against Claire’s neck, his teeth grazing the skin there lightly. “Fuck, baby, you’re so fucking hot,” he groaned. “I’m hard for you again.” To illustrate that fact, Eldon ground his hips forward, the hardness of his cock pressing into Claire’s thigh. His fingers were still in her, though, fucking in and out slowly.

“Do you want me to fuck you? I promise I’ll make you come again, make you scream so loudly,” Eldon groaned. His fingers carried on pounding Claire harder and faster, her breath coming in bursts as she cried out.

Claire could hardly find the breath to answer. But she had to. Eldon wouldn’t fuck her unless she told him that he could. And having that kind of power made Claire tingle all the way to the tips of her fingers and toes.

“Fuck, yes,” she gasped. Grabbing a handful of Eldon’s shirt, she pulled him toward her. He scrambled, getting into position as Claire wrapped her legs around his hips. Her hand fisted in the cotton of his shirt. She loved having something to hold on to.

Her pussy ached, her center so very aching and needy. “Fuck me, honey,” she ordered. “Make me scream around your cock.”

With his hands against Claire’s hips, Eldon didn’t hesitate to drive his cock deep inside her. She was so wet, welcoming him in instantly. Claire cried out at the sudden fullness, rocking up to meet Eldon’s thrusts. He wasn’t gentle. But then, Claire hardly wanted gentle. Instead, he fucked her hard, slamming into Claire and making the bed under them creak.

“Uhh, fuck, Claire,” he groaned before sliding a hand between them. Eldon’s fingers found Claire’s clit, making it rub against them every time he pounded into her. The steady rhythm and the roughness of it all quickly made Claire’s pleasure build once again.

She tugged Eldon down, her lips claiming his as she brought their mouths together. The starched cotton of his shirt rubbed against Claire’s nipples, so sensitive already that the contact was overwhelming. Pleasure washed over her, rooting Claire in the moment. She couldn’t think about the past, about the future. All she could absorb was how good Eldon felt right now.

His big cock stretched her out so beautifully, filling her with a sweet ache. It was exactly what she wanted. Claire arched her back, pushing herself closer to Eldon’s body. His fingers shifted, grazing against her clit. “Fuck!” Claire cried as the movement tipped her over the edge.

Her orgasm felt like falling, weightless, with pleasure surrounding her entire body. Claire closed her eyes, drinking it in. Every nerve-ending tingled, so intensely at first that it made Claire’s eyes water. Slowly, the feeling faded, leaving her with a bone-deep satisfaction.

“Ohhhh, that was so good,” she purred. Eldon hadn’t stopped. His cock slid through Claire’s wetness, filling her up over and over again. Claire whined, but rocked back, squeezing her muscles tight around Eldon’s dick. “Keep going,” she urged. “Fuck me until you’re ready to come for me, honey.”

The speed at which Eldon fucked her, Claire doubted he’d last much longer. But she would enjoy his strength until then. She rocked back, meeting each of Eldon’s thrusts. His groans deepened, hands gripping harder against Claire’s sides.

“Fuuuck,” Eldon cried, slamming into Claire hard. She screamed as the pleasure shook through her, legs wrapping tightly around Eldon. Claire loved how fast he fucked her, making the bed under them shake. Finally, with one last, deep thrust Eldon came, filling Claire up with his hot seed.

Once he was spent, he collapsed next to her, leaving Claire empty but satisfied. “Fuck, Claire,” he repeated, breathing hard. “God, that was amazing. You’re amazing.”

A soft smile curved her lips as she turned towards him. She brushed her fingers across the fabric of his shirt, seeking out the buttons to slip each one open. Now that the urgency of fucking had passed, she wanted nothing left between their bodies.

“You’re amazing, too,” she breathed. “You take my cock so well. And my paddling.” One hand slid round to Eldon’s ass, brushing her palm over the heated skin. “Do you want me to put some cream on it?” This decision Claire would leave up to Eldon. If he wanted to keep the pain as a reminder of how great this had been, she would allow that.

Eldon sighed softly, a happy sort of sound as he relaxed against Claire’s mattress. “Yeah,” he nodded. “I love your aftercare.” Claire smiled at that. It was high praise to be given. She loved being able to take care of Eldon, to show him how much she appreciated his submission.

“Can I nap, though?” he asked hopefully, his hand stroking small circles over Claire’s hip.

With a laugh, Claire slipped the shirt off Eldon’s shoulders. “Did I tire you out?” she asked. She didn’t need an answer. She knew she’d tired Eldon out in the best possible way. “Turn over onto your front. You can fall asleep while I massage you with the cream,” she promised.

Obediently, Eldon rolled over. His strong, muscular back tapered to a very fine, very red ass. Claire felt his eyes on her as she stood up to get the cream. She strutted, breasts high and hips swinging. She loved how Eldon appreciated her - physically and mentally.

Now, she was going to show him how much she appreciated him.
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