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As the star of her college theater program, Orah had fantasized about fucking in the small confines of her private dressing room. She’d never acted on those desires, too afraid that someone would hear something they shouldn’t. Getting caught could mean the end of her potential as an actress. That hadn’t been a risk Orah had been willing to take.




Orah was no longer the frightened teenager she’d been all those years ago. Not only that, she had expanded her love of theater from acting to acting and stage managing.




What that meant was that Orah had the keys to the theater. She could go in whenever she wanted, with no risk at all of being discovered.




And she had access to some of the finest actors on the stage. Tucker was a rising star, with the looks and the talent to take him all the way to Hollywood, if that was what he wanted.




What Orah wanted was to finally make her dreams come true. She and Tucker had fooled around before. He’d only been a little surprised when Orah suggested they meet at the theater on a day there were no scheduled rehearsals.




He was already waiting when Orah arrived. Before he could say a word, she pressed his body up against the backstage door. He responded eagerly, pulling Orah close and letting her tongue slide in to dominate his mouth.




She kissed him until they were both breathless, pulling away only far enough to slip the keys into Tucker’s hand.




“Unlock the door for me,” she whispered.




Orah hardly needed to ask twice. Tucker worked the lock open, letting them both into the theater space. Flicking the lights on, Tucker turned to give Orah a wide grin. “I’ve never been here when no one else is around,” he commented. “It’s kind of thrilling.” And yes, that was precisely what Orah wanted Tucker to think. “Is that why you brought me here?” he teased, echoing her thoughts.




It was certainly a part of it. Orah was pleased that Tucker, too, found the setting exciting. She was confident that when he found out what else she had planned, he’d be even more thrilled.




“It’s always been a fantasy of mine,” she admitted, lacing her fingers through Tucker’s. Her heart pounded against her ribs, desire urging her to head straight for her dressing room. As the star of the play, she had the largest, most private space.




But wouldn’t it be fun to explore a little, first? “Come on,” Orah urged. “Let’s go and stand on the stage.” They’d both been there before, of course. But this felt different.




Orah led the way, navigating the maze of passages from memory. She knew every inch of this theater. But tonight, she was going to explore it in a whole new way.




They reached the stage, pushing their way through the heavy curtains which usually would be drawn apart at the beginning of a performance. “Will you kneel for me?” Orah asked. “Here, in the middle of a stage?”




Tucker swallowed. Their previous encounters had been a lot more vanilla. Orah wasn’t interested in vanilla tonight. If she was going to fulfill her fantasies, then she was going to fulfill them in the best possible way. That included not doing things the vanilla way.




When she began to wonder if perhaps Tucker was the wrong man to pick for this, he nodded, making Orah smile. Perhaps he was the right man after all.




“I’ll kneel for you if that’s what you’d like,” Tucker answered, dropping to his knees, the sound of him hitting the wooden floor resounding around them.




There was no spotlight on. But even without it, Tucker was the center of Orah’s attention. He looked so good, on his knees simply because it pleased her. And guessing that this was the first time he’d done anything like this made it so much hotter.




“I do like,” Orah confirmed, crossing the distance between them. She stroked a hand through Tucker’s artfully tousled hair, leaving it even more deliciously ruffled. “You look amazing, Tucker.” Her fingers trailed down to his chin, tipping it up so she could meet his eyes.




Her tongue darted out over her lip, making Tucker’s eyes widen. Slipping off her shoes, Orah nudged one stocking-clad toe against Tucker’s thigh. “Why don’t you help me out of these?” she suggested.




“Fuck, yes,” he groaned eagerly. She almost expected him to rush, to reach for her quickly. But Tucker surprised her by how soft and careful his fingers were. His touch was gentle, almost exploratory. Fingers brushing up over Orah’s calf and then up to her thigh. He paused as the tips brushed over the edge of her stockings.




Orah watched as Tucker’s tongue darted out to wet his lips before he began to roll the material down her leg gently. When it finally reached her foot, he held it carefully, removing her stocking fully.




“And the other?” he half asked, half offered.




Desire welled in the pit of Orah’s body. But she would show Tucker just how patient she could be. Before too long, she had no doubt that he would be the one begging. “Yes,” she agreed. “You’ve done well. I will let you take the other one off, too.”




Tucker glanced up, a flash of surprise across his face. But Orah was only formalizing what he had already implied. He had asked if he could continue, and Orah was giving him that permission. Because she was the only one in a position to give permission.




The Adam’s apple in Tucker’s throat bobbed as he swallowed. His fingers were just as soft, just as careful as they repeated the motion. The cool air felt delicious against Orah’s bare skin.




“And my panties,” Orah instructed. She lifted her loose skirt, just enough to give Tucker room to work.




“Fuck,” Tucker muttered, clearly not having expected that. He set the stocking down carefully before his hands returned to Orah’s legs. Fingers, just as soft as they had been before, traveled up Orah’s warm skin. Tucker took his time. She enjoyed that, like removing her panties was the reward he was working for.




When Tucker did finally make it up to the material, his fingers hooked under it. He looked up at Orah with a grin. “You’re so hot, fuck, I’ve been wishing to take your panties off for months,” he admitted before finally slipping the soft lace off Orah, taking care as he pulled it down her legs.




Orah lifted one leg at a time, letting him drag the material off and away. His fingers brushed over it, almost caressing the scrap of lace. The sight made Orah’s pussy clench with need. She had to have those skillful fingers tease against her skin!




But not here. Bending, Orah slipped one stocking into each of her shoes and picked them both up in one hand. Her tongue moved slowly over her lower lip before she grazed her teeth across the plump surface. “I want to watch you crawl to my dressing room,” she admitted, breath husky with desire.




“And don’t forget to bring my panties with you,” she added, smirking slightly.




Her eyes followed as Tucker put the material in his pocket. If crawling was something he hadn’t prepared to do, Tucker did an excellent job of putting that behind him. He followed Orah, rather than leading her. She grinned. He was very quick at picking up on the signs. She’d have to consider rewarding him for such good efforts.




Whether thankfully or not, Orah’s dressing room was not that far from the stage. Still, she loved glancing over her shoulder and seeing Tucker follow on his hands and knees. When they got to the room, Tucker leaned back on his heels, rubbing any dirt from his hands against his pants.




“That was... hotter than I would’ve imagined,” he admitted.




“It was exactly as hot as I would have imagined,” Orah replied, grinning a wicked grin at him. She closed the distance between them, reaching to run her fingers through Tucker’s hair. He leaned into her touch, so Orah let her fingers massage across his scalp. He deserved a reward, and this was such an easy one to give.




In the quiet, all the small noises of pleasure that Tucker made were amplified. “You were so good for me,” Orah praised. That startled an intake of breath from Tucker, making Orah tip his head back so she could see the way his lips parted around the sound.




She pulled away, pleased by the whimper of loss that fell from Tucker’s lips. Taking a seat at her dressing table, she flipped her skirt up, giving Tucker a glimpse of her bare pussy. “Come and taste me,” she urged.




A swear word died on Tucker’s lips, almost as if disappearing into the silence. He crawled over to Orah. She grinned. Watching him crawl was even hotter when she knew he was crawling so he could put his mouth on her. At first, Tucker started by returning his soft hands to Orah’s legs. Pushing her knees apart, Tucker pressed a kiss against Orah’s inner thigh.




He took his time to kiss upward. But when he finally reached her pussy, Tucker slid a tongue through her wetness, groaning at the taste. “Fuck, you taste good,” he told her and then returned his tongue between her legs, licking up to Orah’s clit, easily making her moan.




Her whole body thrummed with desire. The familiar setting of her dressing room just set off exactly how exciting it was to have Tucker on his knees. She hooked her feet behind the legs of her stool, opening herself up further to Tucker’s glorious mouth.




His tongue swirled across her clit, dancing in a pattern that made Orah absolutely ache for more. “Yesssss,” she groaned, threading the fingers of one hand through Tucker’s hair. She pulled sharply, dragging his mouth back up so his tongue vibrated across her clit.




Orah’s toes curled. She didn’t want this to be over too soon. “Don’t make me come,” she warned.




The demand surprised Tucker. Orah could tell a woman had never asked him not to make her come. He pulled back, giving her a confused look. “Is it not... are you not enjoying it?” he asked, managing to sound genuinely worried. Orah almost laughed. The only thing that stopped her was the expression on Tucker’s face.




She ran her fingers across his jaw, reassuringly. “I’m enjoying it very much,” she purred. “But I want to make it last. Haven’t you ever had somebody tease you by not letting you come immediately?”




It had been a while since Orah had indulged in truly vanilla sex. But surely, teasing was something that even totally unkinky people did?




“It’ll make it so much more intense when I do tell you to make me come,” she added.




Tucker didn’t answer her question. From his expression, Orah was tempted to guess that no, no one ever had. She’d have to show him what was so thrilling about edging closer and closer but not coming. First, however, she wanted Tucker to do it to her.




When his mouth returned between Orah’s legs, Tucker seemed to take her comment on board. He licked against her clit once more, those wonderful shoots of pleasure radiating through her yet again. Orah moaned loudly, rocking against Tucker’s mouth. He seemed to learn from every motion, repeating the ones that brought her extra pleasure.




And then he slowed, moving his tongue downward so he could clip it inside her. It did keep Orah’s orgasm at bay but barely.




She whined, her body feeling so sensitive that she could hardly keep from demanding that Tucker get back to it! But Orah truly loved the way that her sensitivity would slowly ebb, until she could take more and more pleasure, letting it build until it finally exploded through her.




“That’s good, keep doing that,” she breathed, her fingers moving softly against Tucker’s scalp. “Give me a minute to recover. Pay attention to how fast I’m breathing.” Her breasts were heaving with every inhale. Orah knew it would take some time before she slowed to her normal pace.




She spread her legs, moaning high and long as Tucker wiggled his tongue deeper inside her. “Oh my god!” It wasn’t enough to make her come, but it felt so good.




Tucker followed her advice, listening out for Orah’s intake of breath. He matched his licks to it, making sure to tease and tease but never push her over that sweet edge. Orah had to admire how good Tucker was at sticking to instructions. That would serve him well later on as Orah got him to serve her.




His hands gripped the soft skin of her legs. Tucker licked faster. The tip of his tongue circled around Orah clit, pushing all of those sensations forward and making her whine. She was going to have to tell him to make her come, demand it, just as she’d told him to not.




“Yes, yes, Tucker!” Orah cried, one hand tugging at Tucker’s hair while the other slid up her own body. She cupped her breast, enjoying the rush of sensation as her hard nipple caught against the inside of her bra. She moaned, thighs trembling as Tucker’s tongue flicked hard against her clit.




Rocking her hips forward, Orah did her best to grind herself against Tucker’s face. He gave a muffled groan, the sound vibrating against her pussy. “Make me come,” Orah demanded. “Make me come and I’ll reward you for learning so fast.”




Thankfully, Tucker was very keen on taking up Orah’s demand. His tongue continued to lap against her wetness quicker and quicker. Where before he’d pulled back, moved to a different part of her, this time Tucker didn’t stop. He continued on, making the whole of Orah’s body vibrate with pleasure.




Her orgasm crashed over her like a tidal wave, reaching every single nerve in her body and making Orah scream. Tucker’s mouth continued to tease her, to push those thrills of pleasure more and more through her until it was almost too much.




Orah tugged him back, tipping his head so she could see him. Tucker’s face was bright with desire, his breath coming almost as quickly as Orah’s. She brushed her thumb across his lip, smearing her wetness against his skin. Raising one eyebrow, she lifted the thumb to her lips, licking the taste of herself off it with a delicate tongue.




“You did so well,” Orah praised. Tucker’s eyes were wide and dark. Orah wanted to see how he would look when she took control of his pleasure. “I think I should reward you,” she mused. “But first, strip for me. You’re wearing far too many clothes.




Tucker nodded in agreement. When he pulled back, Orah could see just how hard he was, the front of his pants tenting. He slid a hand over his chest, fingers seeking out the hem of his shirt. When he pulled it up, it was to reveal a stomach that Orah could hardly wait to get her hands on. His skin looked as soft as the muscles under it were strong.




Pulling the shirt over his head, Tucker discarded it to one side. He licked his lips, no doubt tasting Orah on them. “May I stand?” he asked, his eyes full of lust as he looked at her.




The question made Orah’s throat go suddenly dry. Her tongue darted out to wet her lips. “You may,” she confirmed, watching as Tucker rose to his feet. Taking off his shirt had ruffled his hair, making Orah itch to run her fingers through it.




“Keep going,” she urged. Tucker’s fingers were deft, slipping the button free. Orah caught a glimpse of his boxers as he tugged the zipper down. The way they tented over his hard cock was very, very tempting. “So big,” she praised. “Do you want me to suck your cock? Would that be a good reward?”




Tucker’s eyes widened, like he was surprised at the question. And perhaps, Orah had set things up in a way that might lead him to think she wouldn’t ask for his opinion. But Orah wanted to hear what Tucker liked. She wanted to tease him with her words, to make him want things he didn’t even know.




“Fuck, yes,” Tucker nodded, getting rid of his socks and shoes, and finally also jeans. It left him in nothing but his boxers. Tucker tugged against the waistband. “You want these off, too?” he asked eagerly.




Orah could hardly suck his cock with them still on! She nodded, leaning back to watch the show as Tucker stripped the last piece of clothing from his body.




He didn’t disappoint. Tucker tugged the fabric down his hips, letting his long, thick cock smack against his stomach with an audible sound of skin on skin. Orah’s mouth watered. She got to her feet, pulling Tucker close so she could claim his mouth.




He tasted of her arousal. And the feel of his bare body up against Orah’s skirt and blouse lit a fierce fire between Orah’s legs. She turned him, giving him a push so his ass dropped to the seat she had vacated.




Tucker’s tongue darted out to wet his lips, chasing the taste of her on them, no doubt. His eyes focused on Orah, following her every move. The way his cock twitched, she could tell that he was already imagining what she might do and how good it would feel. When Orah dropped to her knees in front of Tucker, his breath caught in his throat.




“Fuck, you look so good,” he murmured, hand reaching out to brush through Orah’s hair. It was a gentle touch. She appreciated that he didn’t even try to rush her. Whatever came next was Orah’s call. They both knew that.




She raked her nails up Tucker’s thighs, watching the way his muscles tensed and relaxed under her touch. Slowly, Orah followed the same path with her mouth. Her tongue licked across Tucker’s hot skin. She paused, grazing her teeth against the firm muscle of his inner thigh.




When Tucker whimpered, Orah took pity on him. She parted her lips, taking the rosy head of his cock into the heat of her mouth. Orah bobbed, her tongue wiggling against the underside of his shaft.




Tucker’s hips bucked, making Orah pull sharply back. “No,” she ordered. “Stay still. Can you do that?”




He gave a loud whine. But it was followed by a nod. “Yeah, yeah, I will do that,” he promised. “Anything you want, Orah, please just... please.” She grinned. Hearing Tucker plead for her to touch him was like music to her ears. Orah’s mouth returned to his cock, tongue teasing another loud cry from him.




But Tucker kept his promise. He didn’t buck his hips up. From the way his hands gripped Orah’s shoulders, she could tell that he wanted to. Knowing that Tucker was stopping himself because she had instructed him to made Orah feel hot all over.




Her mouth worked his cock, taking Tucker deeper and listening to how much it made him groan.




The muscles in his thighs flexed, restless with resisting the urge to thrust up into Orah’s mouth. She hollowed her cheeks, sliding her mouth down until her nose brushed the hair around the base of Tucker’s cock. His moan echoed around the small room.




Orah swallowed, her mouth constricting around the head of Tucker’s dick. She heard his breath catch. Recognizing it at a sign that he was close, Orah pulled back.




Her fingers wrapped around Tucker’s shaft, keeping the pleasure going, but not so much that Tucker might come. She fully intended to tease Tucker. She would prove how good it felt to edge closer and closer to orgasm without ever getting there.




“Uhhh, Orah,” Tucker groaned. His hands moved to grip the handles on the chair, knuckles whitening as he did so. “Fuck, your mouth’s so hot. I love feeling you take me so deep,” he commented, the compliments making Orah grin. She stroked over his cock, fingers smearing the wetness she’d left there over his skin.




When Orah felt like Tucker could take more without falling over that sweet cliff, she leaned back in to welcome his cock into her mouth yet again. A loud ‘fuck’ fell from Tucker’s lips. He whimpered, trying not to push himself up.




The sounds he made sent desire rushing through Orah’s body. She loved how barely controlled he was. And she loved demanding that he maintain that control. Seeing him push himself further because of her orders was everything she wanted.




She sucked slowly, mouth moving up and down, pausing to lick the precum from the head of his dick. The salty taste across her tongue made Orah moan, the sound vibrating her lips and tongue around Tucker’s cock.




Once again, Orah worked her mouth on Tucker’s shaft until she sensed his orgasm approaching. Waiting until the last possible moment, Orah pulled back, relishing in the bitten off shout Tucker gave.




“Fuck! Orah!” he cried before another whimper followed. “Fuck, I want to come so much,” he pleaded. But it was to no avail. Orah had no intention of letting him come just yet, because she knew that when he did, it would be so much more powerful. And besides, she enjoyed the sounds that Tucker made as she teased him.




When her mouth returned to his cock again it was to brush her tongue over it lightly, almost too lightly if the way Tucker groaned was any indication. One of Orah’s hands slid up to cup Tucker’s balls, fingers gentle as she played with them.




“Ahh, shit, Orah, fuck, I’m so close, please,” the words fell from Tucker’s lips in a rush.




Orah pulled back simply so that she could smirk wickedly up at Tucker. His eyes met hers, pupils so dark that it made Orah’s heart skip a beat. “Do you want to come in my mouth?” she asked. From Tucker’s loud moan, Orah guessed the answer.




But she hadn’t finished yet. Raking her nails across Tucker’s thighs, Orah watched him through her lashes. “Or do you want to wait, and come in my pussy? Do you think you can?”




The almost panicked look in Tucker’s eyes made Orah laugh. She could tell that he wasn’t sure he could wait that long. Biting his lower lip, Tucker shook his head. “I ain’t going to last very long either way,” he told her truthfully. Orah hummed. It was, more or less, the kind of answer she had anticipated. Still, Orah appreciated the honesty.




“But I’m quick to recover,” Tucker promised. “And I could definitely find ways to make you feel good while I get hard again. If you let me? My mouth and hands are all yours, just let me prove it to you.”




And oh, Orah liked the sound of that! She had promised Tucker a reward, and he had been so very good for her so far. She leaned back in, licking a warm stripe up the underside of Tucker’s cock. When she let her breath ghost across the damp skin, Tucker shuddered.




“I’ll let you come,” she agreed. Her hands settled on Tucker’s hips, holding him down as her mouth slid all the way to the base of his cock. He struggled, but Orah’s grip was strong. She had plenty of practice.




Bobbing quickly, Orah watched the emotions play out across Tucker’s face. His eyes widened, then screwed shut. His throat worked, a gasp breaking past his lips as Orah once again let the head of his cock tickle the back of her throat.




“Fuuuck!” Tucker screamed as his orgasm rushed through him. His hot seed hit Orah’s tongue. She swallowed it all up. Under her hands, Tucker’s hips bucked. She kept pushing him back against the chair. Orah took every last drop of Tucker, swallowing it all.




Finally, when she felt he was finished, Orah ran her tongue over the whole of Tucker’s length, catching any last drops left. As she leaned back, Orah watched Tucker relax into the chair, his breath ragged.




He reached out for her, hand urging her to get up from the floor. “That was so good,” he breathed. “You’re right, not coming makes coming so much more.”




Orah laughed, letting Tucker pull her to her feet. “Perfectly put,” she teased. Tipping Tucker’s head back, Orah kissed him hard. Her tongue drove into his mouth, sharing the taste of his cum. Tucker sucked eagerly, making Orah’s pussy ache as she imagined how good that suction would feel against her breasts.




Pulling back, Orah felt dizzy with desire. “Undress me,” she ordered. “You may stand. And take your time. Show me how well you've learned the lesson that making someone wait makes the pleasure so much sweeter when it comes.”




When Tucker stood, his legs shook, muscles having been so tight. He adapted quickly, running a hand over his chest before reaching out for Orah. “You look so good,” he breathed, fingers stroking over her sides. The material of her blouse was thin enough to feel the heat of his hands radiate through it.




Pulling the bottom of the blouse from the skirt she was wearing, Tucker reached for the buttons. His fingers were careful as he worked the buttons open. Once the bottom ones were undone, Tucker slid his hand under the material, brushing over Orah’s stomach in a way that made her gasp.




Her muscles twitched under his fingers, sending a pulse of desire down between Orah’s legs. Her nipples stiffened, so eager to be touched. But Tucker took Orah’s instructions very seriously, taking his time as he flicked each of the buttons open and explored the sliver of skin that he revealed.




Tucker’s lips brushed against Orah’s throat, his tongue darting out to tease the sensitive spot right behind the angle of her jaw. “Tucker!” Orah moaned, her hand tightening against his hip.




Pleasure swept through her, swirling around inside her. She gave a grateful sigh as Tucker finally slid her blouse all the way off, leaving her in nothing but her skirt and bra.




Tucker’s hands palmed one of Orah’s breasts through her bra, the nipple under his touch hardening instantly. He smirked at her before his fingers rubbed over it, teasing a moan from Orah.




Leaning down, Tucker sucked a wet patch through the material of her other cup, his tongue seeking out Orah’s other nipple. Between the heat of his mouth and the harshness of the wet fabric, Orah could do little but cry out in pleasure. Finally, she felt Tucker’s hands slide up her back and reach for her bra clasp.




She moaned as she felt the clasp open. Tucker held the material against her breasts, one hand squeezing so hard that it took Orah’s breath away. “Fuck, Tucker,” she gasped. Her toes curled against the plain floor of her dressing room.




When Tucker tugged her bra off, letting it drop beside them, he wasted no time in covering Orah’s breasts with kisses. His hot, wet tongue dragged across her nipple, sending shivers down her spine.




Her back arched, pushing her breasts forward to meet Tucker’s mouth. Instead of giving her what she wanted, Tucker moved away. Ignoring Orah’s whine, his fingers dropped to find the button of her skirt.




Moving behind Orah, Tucker kissed a line of kisses against her spine as he undid the buttons. To slide the material down, he went to his knees once more. Orah appreciated it, glancing over her shoulder to watch him. He took his time sliding the skirt off, helping Orah out of it by wrapping his fingers around her ankles and lifting each foot in turn.




Once the material was gone, leaving Orah fully naked, Tucker leaned in to press another kiss just above Orah’s ass. Then, lightly, he bit her ass cheek, sending a sudden surprising shoot of pain through her. Despite the lightness of it, Orah felt it vibrate through her.




“Bend over?” Tucker asked, nodding towards the chair still in front of Orah.




Orah’s breath caught in her throat. She gave a mute nod, bracing her hands on the dressing table and bending forward. It brought her eyes level with her reflection, her own flushed face staring back at her.




The small room seemed even smaller, the atmosphere thick with excitement that made Orah’s heart pound against her ribs. Her nipples tingled as her breasts swung with every breath.




A loud moan echoed around the room when Orah felt Tucker’s tongue slide against her pussy from behind.




The licks were confident and determined. Tucker’s touch was soft but firm. His tongue worked its way to Orah’s clit, circling it over and over again, making Orah scream as the pleasure rolled through her. But before she could let it take over, Tucker’s tongue slid away, slipping inside Orah and then back out again.




One of his hands pressed against Orah’s ass and then made its way between her legs to join his tongue in filling up her wetness. Tucker’s fingers replaced his tongue, slipping inside Orah and urging even louder moans from her.




“Ohhh fuck,” Orah cried. She rocked her hips back, fucking herself on Tucker’s long, clever fingers. Arching her back, Orah curled her bare toes against the floor. Pleasure spiraled in the pit of her stomach, nearly overwhelming Orah with its intensity.




Her breasts heaved with every breath, nipples tight and tingling. Orah lifted one hand, fingers pinching hard against her nipple to add a spike of pain to the pleasure building inside her.




She groaned, the sound bouncing off the walls of the small room. “Are you hard for me?” Orah asked, urgency in her husky voice. She wanted so badly to feel Tucker’s thick cock stretching her.




“Gonna make you come first,” he told her rather than answering. Orah was about to tell him off for that! But then Tucker curled his fingers, a scream falling from Orah’s lips. Whatever he hit inside her felt so fucking good. All she could do was rock back eagerly, making him please her even more.




The sensation was so intense. Tucker didn’t bother stopping it. His tongue returned to Orah’s clit, pushing those shoots of pleasure through her even more. Her muscles shook and her knuckles whitened as she gripped the table.




“Ah, ah, ahhh!” Orah cried. Tucker’s fingers hammered against that sweet spot inside her, ruthlessly pushing Orah over the edge. A moan vibrated through Orah’s chest as she came, gasping from the pleasure that slammed from her head to the tips of her toes.




Tucker slowed, but didn’t stop. His tongue probed deeper inside her, hot and wet. Orah groaned. “Fuck, Tucker. That was so good!” She spread her legs, tilting her hips to put herself more on display.




“Come on,” she urged. “Put your cock in me, now!”




He got up, tugging Orah’s body against his. “Fuck, I want to fuck you so badly,” he muttered. Orah felt him aligning his hard dick against her wetness. She moaned as he finally slid it in, the thick cock stretching her out so perfectly. Tucker’s mouth pressed against the back of Orah’s neck. He reached around to palm one of her breasts.




“How hard do you want it?” he asked. “Tell me. I want to fuck you exactly how you like it.”




It was such a good, good question. Orah braced her palms against the table, rocking her hips so her pussy slid slowly up Tucker’s dick. She cried out, pressing herself back down so that her ass fit perfectly against his hips.




“Fuck me hard. And deep. I want to see if your cock can satisfy me as well as your fingers did.” Tucker bucked his hips, making Orah gasp. He felt amazing. And he’d barely started!




Orah leaned forward, groaning as Tucker shifted inside her. “Slowly, for now,” she added.




“Slow and hard?” he repeated, a little teasingly. To Tucker’s credit, he did push into her deep, slow, and hard. His hands gripped Orah’s hips as he moved. Tucker was steady as he thrust in and out of her, making Orah groan at how good it felt to take him so deep. He stretched her out, pushing forward until his hips pressed against her ass.




Then, steadily, Tucker began to increase the speed. He fucked into her faster and faster. All the time, he did it hard and deep, just as she had asked him to. “Fuck, you’re so fucking tight,” he grunted, pounding into her.




Orah exhaled hard, dropping her body down so that her breasts rested against her crossed arms. It gave her the stability she needed, every thrust suddenly feeling harder and deeper. Orah tightened her muscles, squeezing around Tucker’s cock as it pounded into her.




He moaned, the sound ringing in Orah’s ears. Her pulse hammered against her ribs, desire and pleasure both racing through her. “Yes, yes,” she chanted. Tucker’s cock pushed shocks of sensation through her, building and building until Orah’s breath caught in her throat.




She felt her orgasm approach so fast, almost as fast as Tucker fucked her. The table shook under her from the force with which he slammed into her. Orah knew she was close, her screams of pleasure surrounding them. Tucker’s hands gripped her sides harder, no doubt leaving red imprints in her skin.




He pounded her hot pussy so steadily that Orah could hardly stop the orgasm crashing through her. Not that she would have wanted to! Everything felt so good as her pussy tightened around Tucker’s dick.




“Fuck,” he groaned. “I’m so close, Orah, can I come? Please let me fill you up, please,” he begged.




Orah groaned, waves of pleasure rolling over her with every thrust. “You’ve done so well, Tucker. Just hold off a little longer.” Tucker whined as Orah wriggled out of his grip.




She turned, perching her ass on the edge of her dressing table. The cool mirror against her back sent shivers down Orah’s spine. Spreading her legs, she moaned at the look of lust that glazed Tucker’s face.




At a single curl of her finger, Tucker came to her. Orah hitched her legs up, clenching them around his waist as his cock brushed teasingly against her core.




“Fuck me until you fill me up, Tucker,” she demanded.




“Uhhh,” he groaned, hands returning to her hips so he could pull her in tighter. Tucker’s cock filled Orah up, the angle so different it made her moan all over again. He fucked her hard, making Orah’s whole body shake at the force of it. She screamed, taking him completely and loving every thrust that came.




She felt Tucker’s muscles tighten under her hands where she gripped his shoulders. “Fuck, Orah!” Tucker grunted, thrusting forward once, twice and then coming with a loud cry, filling her up with his hot seed.




She shuddered, pleasure radiating out to every muscle in her body. Wrapping her legs around Tucker’s hips, Orah held him close, even as his cock slipped free. She whined, pressing her breasts hard against his chest.




“Use your fingers,” she demanded. “Or your mouth. Anything. Just make me come again.” It wouldn't take long, Orah was sure. Pleasure simmered in the pit of her stomach, just waiting to boil over.




Tucker didn’t hesitate to fulfill her desires. He slid a hand between them, fingers slipping inside Orah’s drenched pussy. He pumped his fingers in and out of her so fast that Orah could feel her wetness splashing around them. She screamed as her orgasm crashed over her, so fast and so good!




The fingers inside her didn’t stop, though, fucking her so that the dressing table under her shook, the mirror bouncing against the wall. Had Orah not been overcome by pleasure, she might’ve wondered if it’d break.




Finally, Tucker pulled his fingers back, bringing them up to his mouth to lick.




Orah ran her hand over his chest, leaning in so that she could press a kiss against the warm curve of his shoulder. He’d been so good, making Orah feel delicious aftershocks of pleasure that lingered all over her body.




“Fuck, that was perfect,” she breathed. She glanced around, memorizing the sight and feeling of post-orgasmic bliss in the familiar surroundings of her dressing room.




She smirked, reaching to ruffle Tucker’s hair. “You know, there’s still your dressing room. Any fantasies you want to fulfill?” If not, Orah felt sure she could come up with more ways for them to enjoy each other.




Tucker laughed at that. “I mean, there are a few,” he told her. “But I don’t think I have the energy to give them the appropriate attention,” he admitted. “Though, if you want to come back and do this another day...” Tucker wiggled his eyebrows.




His hands caressed over Orah’s sides as he leaned down to catch her lips with his. The kiss was slow. The way Tucker licked his way into Orah’s mouth was definitely passionate. It felt like an excellent conclusion to such a great night.




And leaving with the knowledge that Tucker not only was willing to come back and do this again but actually wanted to? That was even better.




“Rest for a bit,” Orah murmured softly. “Then I’ll help you get dressed and we can go.”




Tucker had more than exceeded Orah’s expectations. She would be very, very glad to show him more ways that he could please her with his service.
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Whether he knows it or not, each man in this five-story collection has the same secret desire: to let a woman use him hard! Enjoy these explicit short stories of men who are excited by dominant women, and willingly take everything they have to give.
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Enjoy these five stories of male submission taking place at weddings! Whether it’s by the bride, the maid-of-honour or even all of the bridesmaids, these men get taken hard! Features pegging and group sex stories.
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Five steamy male submission stories filled with sexy, dominant women! Read of these men adoring their beautiful dommes, giving up their power and letting these women do whatever they want to them!




OEBPS/image_rsrcW1.jpg
PYPPoPrrrrrPIePS clza.

=TI T T
O THTREETTT R T N

. Male Submissic






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




