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The Way She Wants It

There was nothing special about the day. If anything, Sonia’s agenda of meetings and phone calls had been even more boring than usual. Maybe that was why she had sex on the brain. From lunchtime onwards, she simply couldn’t get the lustful thoughts out of her head. Beneath her plain work skirt, she had to press her thighs together, anxious that someone would notice how restless she was.

By the end of her day, her panties were soaked. Feeling almost giddy at finally being able to head home, Sonia’s first act when she made it through the door was to peel off her blouse. She snapped a selfie of her pretty pink bra, texting it to Fred with a caption that said simply ‘hurry home’.

Fred’s office was all the way across town, so Sonia knew she had plenty of time to get ready. She changed out of her ruined panties, replacing them - and her bra - with a sheer black teddy that left little to the imagination.

Stockings and heels completed the outfit. If Fred wasn’t already hard when he walked through the door, one look at her would be enough to stiffen his wonderful cock.

She didn’t have to wait long. Sonia arranged a selection of toys on the coffee table, sitting on the sofa behind it with one leg crossed over the other.

“I’m in here!” she called out excitedly when she heard the front door open and close. She grinned up at Fred, noting the way his gaze lingered on her cleavage. “Welcome home, honey,” she purred.

From the way Fred seemed a little bit out of breath, Sonia could easily guess that he had rushed home. Running his hand through his hair, Fred grinned at Sonia. “I got your message,” he told her before his eyes fell on the toys she’d laid out on the table. The tip of Fred’s pink tongue brushed over his lips, like he was practically tasting the temptation.

“You’ve got an evening planned?” Fred asked. Sonia could hear the hope in his voice. Fred was always open to a surprise, doubly so when the surprise involved sex. “You look sexy,” he added, that tongue sliding over his lips once more.

Sonia smiled, drinking in the praise and letting it bring a warm flush to her cheeks and chest. “‘Planned’ might be an overstatement,” she answered honestly. Leaning forward, she brushed her fingers over the strap-on and the bottle of lube she’d set out among one or two other toys. “I have ideas.” Sometimes, Sonia did plan a whole evening. But today, all she knew was that she wanted.

Getting to her feet, she walked around the table, closing the distance between her and Fred. She ran her hand over his chest. Clutching his tie, she used it to pull his mouth down to hers. His lips parted instantly, allowing Sonia to lick her way past them, savoring the noise of his moan as she grazed her teeth along his lower lip.

“I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she breathed as she pulled back. “How good you look on your knees. How much I love filling you up and making you beg for more.” Almost reluctantly, Sonia took a step back. “Strip for me,” she ordered.

Fred smiled widely. He loved hearing Sonia tell him how much she enjoyed him. He took a step back, but only so she could watch him do just as she’d instructed. He’d already taken his shoes off at the door. His socks were the first to follow. Then - much more slowly - his fingers moved up to pop each of his shirt buttons open.

Pushing it off his shoulders once it was open, Fred grinned at Sonia. “You like what you see?” he teased. Fred was very well aware just how much Sonia enjoyed his body. He slid a hand down his chest, slowly and seductively. No doubt, to tease her.

It worked. Heat flared all over Sonia’s body, her pussy throbbing from how badly she wanted to run her nails over Fred’s skin. She could have demanded that he hurry, or even punished him for not moving fast enough. But Sonia knew she could take a little teasing. It would only make her pleasure that much fiercer when she finally indulged it.

“I’d like to see a little more,” she teased back, running her hands down her own body. The teddy might cover her from her tits to her pussy, but it was so sheer that Fred could see everything through it. Sonia lifted two fingers to her mouth, pursing her red lips around them as she ran her tongue all over her skin.

Once they were shining with wetness, she brought them down to her breast. Her damp fingers teased one nipple through the fabric, bringing it quickly to a stiff point that made Sonia’s whole body tingle when she tugged it.

“Fuck,” Fred sighed, his teeth sucking his lower lip in, cheeks reddening a little with the heat that flooded his body. Sonia’s gaze fell down to the bulge in his pants, one that definitely was getting bigger. Fred didn’t make her wait, his fingers working the fastenings of his pants open. He pushed them down with his boxers. It was something Sonia definitely appreciated. She wanted him naked.

And then, Fred was. His hard cock stood to attention and Sonia grinned. He looked good! So good that the horniness she’d felt all day intensified. Sonia wanted to make Fred beg for her, to make him whimper with want. And she was very sure she could make that happen.

She fell to her knees, looking up just in time to catch the way Fred’s mouth dropped open. It wasn’t often that Sonia put herself in this position. That just made it a rare treat. One she knew Fred would enjoy. Slowly, seductively, she crawled across the carpeted floor between them.

Her hips and breasts swayed with the rhythm of her movement, her wet nipple rubbing deliciously against the material of her teddy. She stopped at Fred’s feet, once more glancing up through her lashes. She parted her lips, waiting until Fred realized what she was offering.

It took a moment. Then, groaning before she had even touched him, Fred led the tip of his cock to Sonia’s lips. She darted her tongue out, gathering the bead of precum, moaning as the flavor burst across her tongue.

“Fuck,” Fred swore. He held back from thrusting forward. Sonia loved just how obedient Fred was even when she didn’t outright demand it of him. Her hands came up to settle against his hips, making sure she helped him at least a little bit to resist the movement he so wanted to make.

Her tongue swirled around as she took his cock in deeper. Fred’s groans grew louder, his precum leaking against Sonia’s tongue. She lapped it all up, making sure to suck his cock harder until she heard Fred whine.

“Uhh, Sonia, fuck, yeah, that’s so good,” he moaned, his hand coming to stroke over Sonia’s hair softly.

She allowed it, relishing the soft touch of Fred’s fingers. He was so good for her, he knew better than to tug or to attempt to guide Sonia’s movements. As a reward, she bobbed further down his cock, taking him all the way into her mouth. She sucked hard, her jaw stretching around the girth of Fred’s dick.

Pulling back, she focused her attention on the head. Swirling her tongue around it, she pulled more needy whines from Fred. The sounds raced like electricity over Sonia’s skin, adding fuel to the raging ache between Sonia’s legs.

She wanted to hear Fred beg. And Sonia wasn’t going to stop until she’d gotten exactly what she wanted.

With her tongue teasing over the tip of his cock, Sonia made sure to moan softly. The sound vibrated through Fred, making him whine again. She loved hearing it. Sonia was going to make him so much louder. Taking his cock back into her mouth fully, she began to move her head up and down Fred’s dick harder and faster.

“Oh, fuck, fuck!” he cried out. His hand still didn’t tighten in Sonia’s hair, even if she was sure he wanted to grip it. “Damn, Sonia, it feels so good. Fuck. I can’t take much more, please,” he begged. Sonia loved that Fred took into account that she might not want him to come like this or just yet.

She dragged her tongue all the way up, sure to concentrate on the sensitive spots she’d learned. Finally, she pulled back, cheeks flushed and feeling more turned on than ever.

“Such a good boy,” she praised. She was still eye-level with Fred’s cock. She could see the way it jerked at her compliment. Fred was always so wonderfully responsive. Using her hands on his hips, Sonia pulled herself to her feet.

Her body radiated heat. Sonia pressed herself against Fred, her hips grinding against his. “I want you to put your mouth on me,” she insisted, her voice low and sultry. “Crawl up to the bedroom. I’ll meet you there.”

“Yeah, yeah, okay.” Fred nodded. He was already dazed and she hadn’t even let him come yet! He licked his lips and then leaned in to lick hers, too, the taste of him no doubt on them. “I’ll meet you there,” Fred repeated and then easily dropped to his knees.

His hard cock bounced but Fred didn’t pay it any attention. Instead, he focused on the instructions Sonia had given, making her so proud of him. He turned around, crawling off to their bedroom. She watched, of course, always loving the way Fred’s ass moved as he crawled. She could spend days just watching him.

But Sonia had much bigger plans tonight than just watching.

She gathered up the toys and the lube, holding them against her chest as she climbed the stairs. Sonia’s heart skipped a beat when she saw Fred, so obediently kneeling in the middle of the floor.

His cock jutted proudly upwards. Sonia could only imagine how badly Fred must want to touch himself, to push himself over into the orgasm she had denied him. And yet, his hands stayed loosely at his sides. He wouldn’t touch until Sonia gave him permission.

Setting the toys down on their bedside table, Sonia stroked a hand over them. She was eager to play - but first, she needed to undress.

While Fred watched, Sonia slipped herself out of the teddy, dragging it down past her breasts, which bounced eagerly free. “Come help me,” she ordered, wiggling the teddy down past her hips and holding out one leg so Fred could help her get her feet clear without having to take her shoes off.

He eagerly crawled over, fingers wrapping around Sonia’s ankle as he held it gently. Brushing his other hand softly over Sonia’s calf and knee, he reached the teddy, pulling it down. Then, once Sonia lifted her other leg, Fred repeated the motion, careful not to stretch the material of the teddy as he freed her from it.

Setting it down to one side, Fred licked his lips. “Anything else you want me to do while I’m down here?” he asked, a playful smile appearing on Fred’s lips. “I’m always happy to help,” he added, like Sonia didn’t know that already.

She backed away, her hips swaying, until she felt the soft mattress against the backs of her knees. Letting herself drop, Sonia spread her legs, giving Fred a view that made his eyes instantly darken with lust. Sonia knew she’d looked good in the teddy. But from the expression on Fred’s face, she looked even better in just her stockings and heels.

“Come put your mouth on me,” she urged, lifting one hand to beckon Fred closer. Anticipation coiled in her stomach. This wasn’t what she’d been waiting for all day - but it would be a welcome treat. Fred was so good with his mouth. He knew exactly how to make her moan for him.

And he didn’t hesitate to do just that. Crawling over to Sonia, he hardly spent any time kissing her inner thighs before his mouth covered Sonia’s already drenched pussy. The tongue Fred slid through her wetness made Sonia cry out, pleasure spreading through her like wildfire. She rocked forward, meeting his hot mouth and making him lick up to her clit.

One of her hands came to rest against Fred’s hair, fingers tightening in it. She didn’t tug too hard, just enough to let him know she could. It encouraged Fred to speed up, to lick faster, and make Sonia moan even louder.

He wasn’t quiet about it. He made appreciative little noises, like Sonia was the best thing he’d ever tasted. “Fuck, yes,” she breathed. Her free hand moved to Fred’s shoulder, nails grazing across his skin and leaving bright red streaks. They would fade, in time. For now, Sonia loved to see her mark of ownership so prominently displayed.

Fred whined, the sound vibrating against Sonia’s nerve-endings, lighting her up from the inside. She caught her breath, fingers tightening in Fred’s hair. “Fuck me with your tongue,” she ordered, tipping her head back. Her pink-tipped breasts rose and fell with every increasingly sharp breath.

There was another groan muffled by her pussy as Fred slipped his tongue from Sonia’s clit down to her opening. He licked inside, making Sonia’s hips buck to meet his mouth. She cried out at how good it felt, pleasure vibrating through her, edging her closer. But not so close that she’d be overwhelmed. Fred really was very good at knowing just what worked for her body.

He was so dedicated, bringing Sonia closer and closer. He didn’t try to lick his way back to her clit; she hadn’t told him to. Instead, Fred focused on fucking her with his tongue, in and out over and over again, lapping up all of Sonia’s wetness.

Pleasure bubbled through Sonia’s body, her fingers tightening their grip on Fred’s hair and his shoulder. Bucking her hips rocked her pussy against his face, making sharp jolts of sensation fly across every nerve-ending. But it wasn’t enough. Sonia needed more.

“Make me come!” she demanded. “Make me come with just your mouth, Fred.” His hands pressed her down against the mattress, his tongue instantly returning to Sonia’s clit. He circled and flicked the bundle of nerves, making Sonia cry out.

Her orgasm hit her hard and fast. “Fred!” she screamed, every muscle tightening at once. She came with a long, wordless wail, her body only relaxing against the mattress when all the breath had left her lungs.

Fuck, she felt good. Fred’s tongue lapped softly at her pussy. He knew she’d be too sensitive for more. “Oh, that was amazing, Fred,” she moaned. “You know me so well.” Her hand moved gently through his hair.

He pulled back with a satisfied smile. Sonia knew he loved making her come and she definitely enjoyed it, too! The way his lips glistened from her wetness made Sonia groan. He looked so fucking good. She should most certainly reward such obedient behavior!

Fred pressed a kiss against Sonia’s inner thigh. “I’m so hard for you,” he told her. But he didn’t try to ask for anything or even do anything about it. “You taste great,” he added. “Do you want me to make you come again? I can definitely do that.” The promise was very eager and made Sonia laugh. It was certainly tempting to just lie back and let him lick her until she came again.

But she had other ideas of what she wanted, too.

She patted the mattress beside her, smiling at Fred as he briefly got to his feet to climb up onto the bed. “Get on your hands and knees for me,” she ordered. Fred didn’t hesitate. He positioned himself just as she had asked, ass facing Sonia. She rewarded him with a quick, sharp slap which made him yelp. He loved the bright flash of pain.

But he would love what Sonia had in mind even more. “Hand me the lube.” She saw the tremor that passed over Fred’s muscles at her words. He reached quickly for the little bottle, pushing it into Sonia’s palm with eager, shaking fingers.

Uncapping the bottle, Sonia drizzled the cool liquid between Fred’s cheeks. She took her time, fingers brushing teasingly over Fred’s asshole, making him pant with need.

“Uhh, fuck,” Fred swore. “God, that feels good,” he murmured. There was some attempt to push back against Sonia’s touch. She quickly stopped that by slapping Fred’s ass and then settling one hand against his hip to keep him in place. He didn’t try it again: a sign of how distracting he found Sonia’s fingers!

She teased the tip of her index finger past the tight muscles of Fred’s ass. The groan she received in return sounded like a reward in its own right. Moving her finger deeper, Sonia let Fred’s muscles adjust before she pulled back and then pressed her finger in again. The motion made a soft cry fall from Fred’s lips and, in turn, made Sonia grin.

She loved this. How responsive and needy Fred was. She had no doubt she could make him whimper and beg if she just kept this up. Her free hand settled against his ass, fingers digging into the curve of his cheek. It allowed her to hold him still, giving her greater control of the angle and depth with which she fucked him.

One finger stretched Fred’s muscles out a little. When Sonia thought he could take it, she pulled back, loving the whine of loss as she withdrew her fingers from Fred’s tight grip. Carefully, she pressed two fingertips against his hole. Fred’s body accepted her, the lube helping her to slip past the ring of slight resistance.

“Do you like it?” she purred, her voice low and husky with promise.

“Fuck yes,” he answered with no hesitation at all. Sonia grinned at that, the way he was so keen. She loved how needy this made him. Pushing her fingers in deeper, Sonia explored the soft sounds and whimpers that Fred made. She saw the way he gripped the sheets, wanting and taking it so well.

Sonia didn’t make Fred wait. She fingered his ass until he sounded absolutely wrecked. And then, she pushed a third finger in, stretching those muscles out and moving her fingers faster and faster. Fred cried out, his body trembling with how good he felt.

It was an intoxicating sight. One that made Sonia feel like her whole body was slowly burning up. This was what she’d been thinking about. It was the thought of Fred whimpering and at her mercy that had made her clench her thighs together and drench a pair of perfectly good panties.

“I’m going to fuck you so good,” she promised, crooking her fingers in a way that made Fred’s back arch. Despite her grip, he pushed himself back, taking her fingers in even deeper. Sonia swatted his ass with one hand but didn’t pull away.

Not until she was satisfied that Fred couldn’t take her teasing any more. He whined, his head dropping forward. It was a sign Sonia recognized. She could tell from the tension in Fred’s body that he needed more.

Sliding her fingers free, Sonia made soothing noises. “Just a few minutes, Fred,” she promised. “You can last that long.” It would be good. It would allow Fred to cool down, so that he wouldn’t come as soon as Sonia got a dick in him.

He gave a soft whine but there was no begging or complaining. Fred knew what was going to come next and just her fingers alone had already pushed him into that space she loved so much. The space where he gave himself over to her and let her enjoy just how good his body was in responding to her touch.

Sonia put the strap-on on with well-practiced ease. It wasn’t the biggest one they had, but it was big enough that Fred would feel the difference between it and her fingers. Returning to the bed, Sonia reached for the bottle of lube. They’d need more of that no matter what size of a dick she’d chosen.

She spread it over the silicone cock, moaning in anticipation. Fred’s head lifted, glancing over his shoulder with his eyes wide. Sonia loved the rush of power she felt at his expression. She was what he wanted most in all the world. That gave her a high that nothing else could match.

Slowly, she nudged the blunt head of the strap-on against Fred’s hole. She could see it flutter, the muscles oh, so eager to take her in. With one hand braced against Fred’s hip, she leaned forward, watching his body swallow her up.

“Tell me how it feels,” she demanded. “Tell me how good I am to you.”

“Oh fuck,” Fred moaned. He didn’t rock back but she was sure he wanted to. Instead, Fred turned to watch her again. “You’re so good. You’re the best. Fuck, Sonia. You fuck me so well, always. Filling me up like your little slut. Please, please fuck me,” he begged.

The whole of Fred’s body trembled under her as Sonia pushed forward. She was slow, slower than Fred would like. But Sonia wanted him to take it all and to feel every single inch that she pushed inside him. Filling Fred up like this, hearing his soft whimpers under her, it made Sonia’s pussy ache with need.

He looked so beautiful. His strong shoulders, arched back, and his ass presented like a gift for Sonia to do anything she wanted with. She inched forward, hand tightening its grip. Fred moaned, the sound echoing around the room as Sonia fucked the toy steadily into him.

She didn’t stop until her hips met Fred’s ass. “That’s all of it,” she informed him, almost breathless with desire. “You took the whole thing, my good slut.” Sonia ran her fingers over Fred’s back, nails leaving gentle marks against his skin.

Moaning softly, she pulsed her hips forward once, making sure Fred could feel the whole length of the silicone cock. When he whimpered, she pulled back, only to drive her hips forward once again.

“Uhhh,” he groaned under her. “Fuck, that feels so good.” Fred pushed back. And this time, Sonia did let him. She wanted to see him fuck himself against her, feel his thrusts, and hear just how much he enjoyed it. They moved in a steady rhythm, with Fred helping Sonia fuck him so well.

She wanted to reward him for being so very obedient and good, so she brought her hand down against his ass with a loud smack. “Fuck!” Fred cried, back bending as he moved. “Please, Sonia, please. I want to... please, slap me again!” he begged.

Sonia hummed, loving the power it gave her not to immediately say yes. This decision was up to her. She would choose whether or not Fred got to feel the sting of her hand slapping against his skin. He didn’t protest. Sonia appreciated that Fred gave her all the time she wanted.

“Well, you did ask so nicely,” she said, watching Fred’s muscles tense in anticipation. She had done that. Her promise of pain was enough to make Fred’s whole body respond. How much more would he react when she actually hurt him?

Bringing her hand down with a crack like a whip, Sonia relished the cry that flew from Fred’s mouth. He couldn’t hold it back. He didn’t try. He knew how much Sonia loved to hear him.

Her hips slammed forward, the sound of skin-on-skin almost as loud as Sonia drove her strap-on into Fred’s ass.

“Uhhh, Sonia!” Fred moaned. His body felt great under hers, with Sonia’s hands moving to Fred’s hips she could fuck him even faster. “Yes, fuck, yes,” he cried. “Ahh, I’m so close, fuck baby, I’m so close, please.” He didn’t ask to come, which also pleased Sonia. He just told her he would and asked for something.

As much as Sonia loved hearing Fred come, especially from getting fucked like this, she also wanted to feel him come. So Sonia had to slow down, not wanting to accidentally tip Fred over that sweet edge. Not that she thought he’d let her, not without getting her permission first.

The long, slow strokes of her silicone cock in and out of Fred’s ass were almost as satisfying as pounding him hard and fast. Sonia took the time to appreciate every whimper from Fred’s lips, every shudder of his body. He was so responsive! She could do this for hours and not get bored.

Her nails raked down Fred’s back, dragging a guttural cry from somewhere deep in his throat. “Fuck. You look so good, Fred. I love fucking you like this.” Sonia rolled her hips, the head of her dick catching against something in Fred that made his whole body shake.

Carefully, Sonia pulled back. She would be nice and not make Fred come. Not while they could both enjoy this some more. “Do you want to flip over for me?” she asked, her voice low. “Want to watch me as I fuck you, slut?”

“Yeah, yeah, I do,” Fred answered immediately. Sonia had to move back a bit to let him roll over. She saw his gaze slide to the strap-on she was wearing. Sonia smirked. She was going to leave it on, let him watch the cock bounce as she fucked him. Let him know that she’d just fucked his sweet ass with it so fucking well.

Fred’s tongue ran over his lips and he raised a hand as if to touch Sonia but thought better of it. “May I?” he asked. “Please. May I touch you?”

Sonia leaned into his touch, biting back a groan of her own. “Play with my tits,” she urged. They hadn’t had nearly enough attention today. Sonia’s nipples were so stiff, even the lightest touch of Fred’s fingers was enough to send her pulse skyrocketing.

His dick was beautifully hard, gleaming at the tip, showing Sonia exactly how well she’d done at fucking Fred’s ass. She shifted, straddling his body and letting the head of his dick tease against her opening.

The first touch was like bringing a match to a flame. Sonia’s whole body seemed to go up in one bright flare. Fuck she needed this. She’d been needing this all day. Sonia was going to take her time satisfying the desire that had been building.

Fred didn’t thrust up, didn’t try to rush her. He knew better than that. Instead, he focused on her breasts. With Sonia’s nipples already so sensitive, it hardly took Fred long before his touch was making her moan. The combination of that and having his cock slide inside her pushed Sonia right to the edge of her pleasure, and she’d barely even began to fuck him!

Her cock bobbed up and down as Sonia began to move. She rocked her hips, leaning into Fred’s touch so his fingers could play with her nipples more. Fred obediently did just as he had been instructed, tugging against the hard nubs.

Sensation shuddered powerfully through Sonia, her cries of pleasure echoing against the walls. “Fred!” she moaned, her breasts bouncing against his fingers as she rode his cock. He filled her pussy up so well, stretching Sonia out in just the right way.

She leaned further forward, her breasts squishing against Fred’s chest as she sought out his mouth. Her kiss was hard and demanding, her tongue sweeping past Fred’s lips. Their moans were swallowed up in one another, Sonia’s body pressing Fred down against the mattress with the silicone cock between them.

A low groan rumbled through Fred but Sonia’s mouth muffled it. She knew he loved this as much as she did, though. As she rode him faster, Fred’s hands came to settle against Sonia’s sides. He thrust up to meet her but nothing more, letting her decide the speed and hardness they went at.

When she pulled away from their kiss, Fred’s breath was harsh and coming in gasps. “Fuck, Sonia, I’m so close. Please. May I come? Please?” he begged, giving her the opportunity to deny him if she so chose.

Sonia licked her lips, eager to watch the pleasure as it spread across Fred’s face. She rocked, moaning as Fred’s cock rubbed against her pussy from the inside. Lifting herself up, she rode Fred faster, watching as he struggled for control. He wouldn’t come until she said yes, if he could help it.

“Fuck!” Sonia cried, bouncing down against Fred’s dick. “Yes, Fred. Yes! Come in me, I want to watch.” She squeezed her muscles and scratched her nails across Fred’s nipple. That was all he needed to tip him over.

With the silicone cock still bouncing between them, slapping against Fred’s belly, he thrust upward into her with a loud cry. “Fuck! Sonia!” Fred cried, his face contracting so beautifully. Sonia loved to watch the way his climax overtook him, the way it made his whole body tighten. Fred’s breath was coming in bursts as he filled Sonia up.

Once he was spent, Fred collapsed against the bed, his hands still soft as they gripped Sonia’s sides. His softening cock slid out of her. Sonia gave a quiet moan at how empty she suddenly felt.

“You’re amazing,” Fred breathed, pulling her closer.

Sonia curled into him, the silicone cock rubbing against his stomach as he wrapped his arms around her. “I am,” Sonia agreed, leaning in to press a kiss against Fred’s lips. “And you are, too. I love watching you. You always look so good when I finally let you come.”

Fred’s fingers traced the curve of Sonia’s waist, making her bite back a soft sound. Her pussy was still throbbing with desire, despite her earlier orgasm. “Do you want to take the harness off me and show me how grateful you are for my attention?” she asked, voice husky.

There was a small blink like Fred had to comprehend what she had just said. Sonia would have laughed but she really wanted to get off. He nodded, mustering the energy from somewhere to scramble down the bed, reaching for the straps on the harness so he could undo them slowly. Once open, Fred slid the straps off, making sure to move the strap-on out of the way as he slid between Sonia’s legs.

“Can I use my fingers?” he asked hopefully, pressing a line of kisses against her inner thigh. “I will be extra grateful for that,” he added, giving Sonia a grin.

She laughed, running her fingers through Fred’s hair. She gripped just tightly enough to tug once, loving the way Fred’s eyes widened at the sting of pain. “You can,” Sonia agreed. In fact, she’d feel cheated if Fred didn’t. He was so good with his hands.

Spreading her legs, Sonia groaned as Fred went to work. His tongue lapped the cum from her pussy. She shuddered when his tongue slid higher, circling around her clit. Fred knew just what she needed as she arched her hips off the bed. He pressed two fingers inside her, the force of his thrust making the mattress dip.

“Fuuuck,” Sonia whined. “Oh, it feels good, Fred. Keep going.” She didn’t need to tell him twice. Fred focused all of his attention on her, his tongue lapping lightly at Sonia’s clit to make her shiver with need.

His fingers curled just enough to hit that most sensitive of spots, making her buck her hips up in pleasure. Fred let her, just moving with Sonia’s body. His tongue didn’t stop, sliding over her clit faster and faster. That speed was matched by Fred’s fingers as he moved them in and out of Sonia rapidly.

The sounds that fell from Sonia’s mouth seemed to resound around them, moans and cries and soft whimpers that turned into screams. Fred didn’t let any of it distract him, focusing on bringing Sonia pleasure until she could feel her orgasm approaching at speed.

Her knuckles went white in the rumpled bedsheets. Sonia lifted her ass off the bed, rocking against Fred’s fingers as they hammered the pleasure point inside her. Her climax crashed over her hard, knocking all the breath from Sonia’s lungs. She tried to scream Fred’s name, only managing a gasp as she sucked in air.

Fred didn’t stop. He stroked her through her orgasm, just the way Sonia loved. Pleasure tingled through every limb, leaving Sonia panting against the mattress. “Fuck, Fred,” she breathed. “That was amazing.” Sonia’s whole body felt satisfied. She’d been longing for sex all day, and she had well and truly achieved what she wanted.

Opening her arms, Sonia welcomed Fred to cuddle in against her body. Gentle heat radiated between them, making Sonia give a contented little sigh. “Oh, I needed that,” she murmured.

Her fingers stroked across Fred’s back. She let him nuzzle up to her breasts, where he could no doubt feel the pounding of her heart. “Always so good at giving me what I want, Fred,” she praised. He’d wanted what she’d given him, as well. That was why they were so good together.

“It’s still early. How about we shower and then eat dinner in our pajamas?” she suggested. “Once you’ve helped me out of my stockings, obviously.”

“Obviously,” Fred repeated, nuzzling his head against Sonia. “Yeah,” he breathed. “I’d like that.” Sonia ran a hand through Fred’s hair, petting it lightly. She enjoyed the way he relaxed against her, how calming her touch seemed to be to Fred. Sonia enjoyed being able to look after him. Dinner in their pajamas was going to be excellent.

And then, perhaps later, she’d let Fred get her out of her pajamas so they could play all over again.


Filled for the First Time

Each month, Preston’s book club met at a different person’s house. The host provided food, drink, and also chose the book they were to discuss. It was an interesting way to learn about someone.

And tonight, Preston had been especially interested in learning about Lia. She was older than most of the rest of the members - and her air of worldly wisdom made her impossibly attractive.

Preston had lingered, helping her to clean up so that he could snatch a few moments alone with her.

If only he knew what to do with them! Lia was a very confident woman, one who Preston felt sure would have no trouble asking for exactly what she wanted. That was what drew Preston towards her.

He just wished he knew whether she might want him.

“Is there anything else I can do?” he asked eagerly, hoping she wouldn’t tell him to get himself home.

Lia glanced around, as if reminded suddenly that Preston was the only book club member left. He worried she’d say that there was nothing, that he could just go. Preston didn’t want to go. But he didn’t have the confidence to be so upfront with Lia about it. Luckily, she seemed to sense it.

She leaned against one of the kitchen counters, a smile tugging at the corners of her mouth. “Is there anything else you’d like to do?” she asked, raising an eyebrow at Preston. It made him shift, cock hardening a little just at the idea of what he’d like to do for Lia.

Mouth suddenly dry, Preston passed his tongue over his lips in an effort to wet them. All it did was draw his attention to Lia’s mouth, stained red with lipstick. Preston wanted to feel how plump and soft those lips were.

But he couldn’t say that. Could he? His fingers toyed with the hem of his shirt, a sure sign of shyness.

Lia took a step closer. It gave Preston the courage he needed to answer. “I’d do anything, if you told me to.”

The way those red lips moved into a wide smile made Preston feel rewarded before he’d even done anything to earn it. Like just admitting that had earned him a reward. It made him feel braver, more like perhaps he could push his luck and risk telling Lia just how much he wanted to do anything she told him to.

It didn’t seem like he needed to. “Anything?” she repeated. There was a tone to her voice that sounded so different from how Lia had sounded until now. Almost... seductive, perhaps. Or, well, Preston hoped so.

“Anything like getting naked for me?” Lia asked, that eyebrow shooting up again.

Preston’s hands sprang to his shirt, as if he were going to strip off right there. And he would have, if Lia wanted him to. His brain took a moment to catch up to his instinct, to realize that Lisa had asked if he would, not asked him to act.

“Yes,” he said. He doubted he needed to. From the way Lia’s eyes had narrowed, she knew exactly what had been going through Preston’s mind.

He lifted his hands again, tugging on the highest of the buttons holding his shirt closed. “Is that what you want? Here?”

“Not here,” she shook her head. Preston nodded. Whatever she wanted, wherever she wanted it, he was so eager to follow her instructions. “Follow me,” she told him. Excitement pooled low in his stomach. He didn’t hesitate to do just as he was told. From how Lia glanced over her shoulder at him, he could tell she appreciated that fact.

Their book club meeting had been in Lia’s living room and helping her clean up meant that he’d also seen her kitchen, but now Lia led him deeper into the house. Her bedroom was not something anyone from the book club had been privy to.

Preston felt like his heart was going to skip a beat when Lia led him inside. It was a nice, organized room. The bedsheets were a dark shade of red, the sort that Preston would never dare to own. It looked almost demanding.

“You can undress here,” Lia told him.

This time, Preston had time to swallow. This was really happening! Preston didn’t know what would come next, but he trusted Lia that he’d enjoy it. He’d wanted to serve her from the moment he’d met her. Now she was finally letting him.

Preston’s fingers slipped each button loose. His chest heaved with every breath, hard-won muscles flexing in anticipation. Lia’s gaze followed the movement of his shirt down his shoulders, over his arms, into a pile on her floor.

Lia had said naked. Preston knew better than to stop there. He toed his way out of his shoes, tugged off his socks, then slipped the belt free from the loops in his pants. Already, his cock ached. But that was no reason not to keep going.

Preston’s smart slacks dropped to the ground, leaving him in nothing but his underwear. When he’d dressed for their meeting, he had dared to imagine Lia might be seeing them later.

The reality was even better. Her gaze sent a shock of heat through Preston’s body. But he wanted to obey her order to the letter. He hooked his thumbs under the waistband and dragged the material down.

His cock sprang free. Lia gave an approving hum. It made Preston blush. But he knew he had no reason to be shy about how he looked naked. Still, her approval felt good. Especially when Lia stepped in closer, a hand brushing over the top of Preston’s back. That touch seemed to send pure enjoyment through him.

“You’re a very obedient boy, aren’t you, Preston?” Lia asked. Even just the question made him groan. No one had ever called him that but yeah, Preston very much wanted to be an obedient boy. He wanted to do whatever Lia wanted and he wanted her to enjoy it. Enjoy him.

“I want to be,” he confirmed. “I will be, if you’ll tell me what to do to make you happy.” Preston’s fingers itched to brush across Lia’s skin. The image of her naked, wearing nothing but her heels and lipstick, was enough to make him bite back a groan of approval.

Balling his hands into fists, Preston resisted the urge to reach out. “May I touch you? Please, Lia, may I kiss you?” He hadn’t intended to sound so desperate; the words tumbled from him before he could stop them.

A soft hiss fell from Lia’s lips, like the question genuinely amused her. Preston had no idea why. He kind of liked the shot of embarrassment it gave him. He didn’t think she was laughing at him, but the light sense of humiliation still settled arousingly low in his stomach.

“I’ll let you earn it,” Lia told him. Preston’s head moved so quickly to nod in agreement. Anything. He wanted to do anything to earn being allowed to touch Lia, to kiss her.

Her nails scratched down Preston’s back and he gave a soft moan. “Tell me,” Lia said slowly. “Are you going to take it up your ass? Show me just how good you are by doing exactly what I want?”

Preston’s eyes went wide, the embarrassment exploding through him until it tingled across every nerve. Fuck. He’d only dreamed of a woman asking him this kind of question. He’d never thought he’d actually find it. Let alone by accident.

He worked his jaw, trying to force words out. “Yes,” he breathed, almost too quietly to be heard. “If that’s what you want, Lia, of course.”

It was what Preston wanted, too. He arched his back, a groan pouring from his throat as Lia’s fingers trailed across the curve of his ass.

“Mmm, good, good,” she hummed almost seductively. “Go on then, I want you to get on my bed on all fours.” The instructions were so clear. Preston nodded before getting up so he could do just as he was told. His heart was pounding in his chest, the anticipation barely possible to contain.

Lia’s hand traced over his ass. “Such an obedient boy,” she praised. “Eyes forward,” she told him. He felt her move away. Preston wanted to follow the instructions so much he didn’t dare to glance over his shoulder to find out what Lia was doing. He heard a drawer open and some shuffling. Then Lia was back again, that warm touch returning to his ass.

“I’m going to put a plug in you,” she informed him. “It’s not too big, but it will be big enough that you’ll know it’s there.” It wasn’t a question. Preston didn’t think he was expected to say anything back. He wasn’t even sure he could manage to say anything anyway.

He groaned, muscles trembling as he tried to hold perfectly still. Lia’s fingers passed between his cheeks, the intimate touch bringing a scalding blush to Preston’s face. She pulled back, making Preston whimper. “Don’t stop!” he implored.

Lia’s chuckle was rich and comforting as her fingers returned. This time, her touch was cool and slick. Lube, Preston realized. He’d touched himself like this, but never had anyone else do it. It felt so different, arousal spreading through his body in ripples.

When Lia’s finger pressed tight against his hole, Preston cried out. His jaw dropped open, every breath suddenly echoing in his ears. Oh, but it was so good. So naughty! “Uhhh,” he groaned. “Fuck, Lia.”

And yeah. That was what he wanted, for Lia to fuck him, just like she’d said.

She took her time, teasing over that rim and making sure Preston felt it in every one of his nerves. They all felt like they were vibrating with pleasure. Then he felt her move again. Before Preston could even formulate words to ask, he felt the tip of a plug replace Lia’s fingers instead.

“Relax,” she advised. “It’ll be easier if you relax.” And Preston wanted to relax! But it was difficult when he seemed to be filled with equal amounts of excitement and anticipation. Still, he focused on how soft Lia’s touch was as she settled a hand against his hip. That helped.

The tip of the plug pressed past his tight rim and Preston breathed in deeply.

Air expanded his ribs, making his whole body feel full in a way Preston had never experienced. His hands gripped the bedsheets, crumpling them into a ball in each fist as he grit his teeth not to rock back against the plug.

“Uhhh,” he groaned. His rim stretched around the silicone, making space, letting Lia press it in deeper and deeper. Just as Preston thought he couldn’t take an inch more, Lia stopped. Her fingers drummed on the silicone base keeping the plug nestled perfectly between Preston’s cheeks.

Arousal radiated out from Preston’s core. He rocked as much as Lia would let him, adjusting to the feel of something inside him like this. “What - “ He swallowed a lump in his throat. “What do you want me to do while it’s in?” he asked. “Can I do something for you?”

Lia pressed a soft kiss against Preston’s back, leaving a trail of goosebumps raising up from his skin. “There might be a few things,” she hummed. “You did ask me if you could touch me. And I think letting me put a plug in you has earned you that privilege,” she commented before moving off the bed.

“Come on, get back down on the floor, I want you on your knees.” Preston’s eyes widened. The thought of moving with the plug inside was... hot. He scrambled off the bed, groaning when the silicone inside him shifted, pressing deeper into Preston. It was such a different feeling from anything he’d experienced. It felt good.

His aching cock slapped against his belly as he moved, leaving a kiss of precum against his skin. Blushing furiously, Preston arranged himself the best way he could think of to show off his body to Lia. His fingers splayed across his thighs, so close and yet not touching his dick at all.

Looking up, Preston had to swallow. Lia looked even better towering over him, her skirt and blouse hugging her figure. A groan slipped past Preston’s lips before he could stop it. “I want to touch you,” he breathed. “I want to help you undress. I want to make you feel good.”

But it would all depend on what Lia would allow.

“You may help me undress,” Lia allowed. “But only down to my underwear.” Which was still plenty. Preston swallowed, not wanting to look too eager. He nodded, a promise to go slowly. When he did reach out, it was to brush his hands carefully over the skirt that Lia was wearing. He found the zipper, breath catching as his fingers moved over it.

Lia turned her body, giving him easier access to it. Preston took it as permission, sliding the metal down and revealing a slither of Lia’s blouse, tucked so carefully into the skirt. Beneath it was the lacey material of her panties. That, too, made Preston’s breath catch.

With his heart pounding against his ribs, Preston brushed his fingers over the fabric. When Lia didn’t object, he ventured further. He explored the expanse of lace, feeling the tickle of it against his fingertips. “God, it’s even hotter than I imagined.” He twisted the skirt, urging it down Lia’s thighs.

Her tanned skin called out to him, but Preston didn’t linger. Lia’s legs looked so elegant as she stepped out of the skirt, her heels elongating the shape of her calves. She was stunning, stirring up an even fiercer arousal in the pit of Preston’s stomach.

A deep groan sprang from Preston’s throat; going up onto his knees had shifted the silicone plug, grazing it against something hot and sharp inside him. Biting down on his lower lip to stay in control of himself, Preston worked open the lower buttons of Lia’s blouse.

She helped him by moving in closer. Preston could practically feel the heat radiating off Lia’s skin. It made him swallow, wanting so much to just lean in and run his lips over it, to feel how soft she was. But Lia hadn’t given him permission to do that. Not yet. Preston was very hopeful that it’d come.

For now, he focused on getting those buttons open. Each revealed a little bit more of Lia until finally, Preston’s breath caught when her bra became exposed. It matched perfectly to her panties, the color sharp against her skin.

Shifting, Lia helped Preston by sliding the blouse off her shoulders. It left her in just her underwear and shoes, exactly as Preston had imagined. Lia looked amazing! He had to swallow a small moan. She grinned, clearly knowing exactly what he was thinking about.

“You like what you see?” she teased.

“Yes!” The answer sprang to Preston’s lips immediately. “I’ve always wondered what you had on under your clothes. Some meetings I could hardly concentrate on the book because I was picturing you.” Preston had never been brave enough to act on it, not with so many other people around.

There was so much more Preston wanted to do. Trying to decide which of many options was most appealing, he swiped his tongue over his lips. The swirl of images that tumbled through his brain was too much, too overwhelming.

“What do you like?” he asked, instead.

There was a soft hum from Lia, like she had to think about what she wanted to answer to that. Preston assumed it meant that there were many things she liked. He wanted to learn them all. But for now, he was perfectly happy to settle and wait for Lia to tell him what she wanted him to do.

“Get back on the bed, lie down on your back,” she instructed. And then stepped aside for Preston to do just that. When he followed her orders, Lia grinned. “Such an obedient boy,” she praised. Preston blushed again; it felt good to be told he was being good.

Then, almost as a reward, Preston watched Lia reach up to undo the clasp of her bra, sliding the lacey material off easily. Her beautiful breasts made his breath catch. She followed it by sliding her panties off, too, leaving her in nothing but the heels.

“Uhhh,” he groaned, the sound bubbling up unstoppably. His mouth watered at the sight of Lia’s creamy skin. Her pink nipples were tiny and tight; Preston would have given anything to be allowed to put his mouth on them.

His cock twitched, making Preston press down against the mattress. The shifting of the plug inside him sparked fireworks through his entire body. “Will you sit on my face?” he asked. It seemed the most obvious reason to have him lie on his back. But if Lia wanted something else, she only had to ask.

“I will,” she answered, making Preston’s heart skip a beat. God, he wanted that so much. He wanted to make Lia moan, wanted to show her how much he was eager to please her. And she knew it, too. Lia crawled up Preston’s body slowly, her touch like fire licking over his sides.

He watched her carefully, eyes never leaving her beautiful form. She was so sexy. Preston could hardly believe this was happening. He kept his hands against his sides because he hadn’t been told he could touch her. And from the way Lia grinned at him, he could tell she approved.

Moving up him, Lia settled against Preston’s shoulder, her legs straddled his face. “Show me just how good you are,” Lia instructed before lowering herself against him.

It was a struggle not to reach for her hips and pull her down. Preston wanted to feast on her, to delve his tongue inside her and feel her squirm against him. Instead, he let Lia dictate the pace. His tongue stroked slowly over her pussy, gathering up her wetness and moaning as the taste danced across his tongue.

She sighed. The quiet sound was like a siren to Preston, urging him on, showing him he was doing something right. He wriggled his tongue against Lia’s pussy, listening for what made her react. He savored every noise, learning from them so he could prove his obedience and his willingness to please.

Rocking against his face, Lia gave another deep moan. “You may touch me,” she allowed. Preston’s hands instantly moved up to her hips, just the way he had been so badly wanting to do. He used his new allowance to pull Lia’s body tighter against him and licked his way inside her.

“Oh, fuck,” she breathed in response. It made Preston groan. His cock was so hard, but he didn’t even care. All he cared about was making Lia make more sounds like that, to swear because his tongue was working her so well. The plug in his ass shifted, making him groan again.

It sparked off thoughts of Lia bending him over, fucking him just like she’d suggested. Preston wanted to do well, to earn that reward, even as an edge of nervousness shivered along his limbs. The way Lia squirmed above him worked as an excellent distraction, keeping Preston’s focus on what he was doing.

His tongue fucked into her, thrusting steadily. Preston’s grip on Lia’s hips tightened, holding her somewhat still while he drove her closer and closer to her climax. Her pussy grew wetter and wetter, liquids dripping down Preston’s chin. He didn’t care. Getting dirty for Lia was just proof of how badly he wanted to please her, to earn her rewards.

“Mmm, yes, just like that,” Lia moaned. Preston felt her hands move up, playing with her breasts. She gave an even louder moan when his tongue slid back to her clit. He circled it, teasing her closer and closer to that sweet edge and then backing off. She’d told him to show her how good he was. He planned to do just that.

Preston wanted to hear Lia come, wanted to be the reason she did so. But he didn’t want to make this stop. No matter how much he wanted her to fuck him, Preston loved being able to pleasure her like this, his mouth so dedicated to making her feel good.

Lia’s fingers stroked through his hair, tugging lightly against his curls. “Go on, I want to come on your tongue,” she told him.

At that, Preston could hardly refuse. His tongue curled against Lia’s clit, sucking it between his lips. The bucking of Lia’s hips spread more of her wetness over Preston’s face, making his cock jerk almost painfully. His nails scraped across her skin, careful not to dig in too hard.

Her body rocked. Preston couldn’t see the way she moved, but he could feel her, her hips flexing under his fingers and her pussy riding his face like she couldn’t get enough. Lapping harder, Preston focused all his attention on her clit, on bringing her to climax so he could hear and feel the impact of what he was doing.

It didn’t take him long. Preston would have beamed with pride has his mouth not been too busy already. Instead, he moved his tongue faster, getting every single one of those moans to ring out louder and louder. Until finally, he could feel Lia’s muscles tighten, hear the sharp intake of her breath and the way she surrendered to the pleasure.

Her hips slowed then, but only for a little bit. Preston kept licking, slower each time, until Lia moved her hips again. “Mmm, that was good,” she praised, her fingers soft against his hair. “Now do it all over again.”

Preston groaned, his cock so eager for some relief. Somehow, that just made him hotter. Any other woman he’d been with would’ve let them change positions, would have offered to make Preston feel as good as he’d made her feel.

Lia was different. And that was exactly what had attracted Preston to her in the first place. So he didn’t complain. He pressed his tongue against her clit, giving her the hard pressure that made her cry out eagerly for more.

“Oooh, yes,” Lia moaned. This time when her hips moved, it was more demanding. Like she’d gotten a taste of what was on offer and wanted more. Preston certainly had no objection to that. He licked faster, sure that she must still be sensitive enough for him to get her to her orgasm quickly.

The way her body vibrated, trembling with pleasure as Preston brought her closer and closer, was so fucking hot. His hands tightened as they gripped Lia’s hips, pulling her impossibly closer.

“Fuck! Yes!” Lia cried. Preston felt her orgasm crash through her, every muscle in her body going tense.

Her moan rang in Preston’s ears, even as Lia’s thighs pressed tightly against either side of his head. It was a sound he was going to remember for ages. His cock throbbed painfully in time with the pounding of his heart against his ribs.

But when Lia pulled back, glancing down at him, Preston didn’t complain. No request for her to return the favor would pass his lips. He cared so much more about Lia’s pleasure than his own.

“Fuck, that was the hottest thing I’ve ever done,” he breathed. The muscles in his ass tightened around the plug, reminding him of Lisa’s promise, making his breath catch in his throat.

“And we’re only just getting started,” Lia teased as she moved off him. Her body positively glowed. Preston couldn’t resist running a hand over her naked side. She didn’t object, didn’t tell him off; he took that to mean it was okay. When Lia shifted again, it was to get off the bed, leaving Preston lying there, naked and wanting.

He watched her move and then his breath caught when he saw what Lia got out of a drawer. A strap-on. Fuck. She really was going to fuck him!

“You like what you see?” Lia teased as she put the harness on, tightening the straps over her hips. “Ready to like it even more?”

Preston’s skin tingled, awareness spreading out as every cell heightened its sensitivity. Lapping his tongue over his lips, he tasted Lia on them and quietly groaned. “Yeah,” he confirmed. “Fuck. Yeah, I want you to.”

The plug in his ass had felt like a lot. Preston could barely imagine how much more overwhelming it was going to be to have Lia’s dick inside him. At a gesture from her, he turned over. With his head down against the pillows, he lifted his ass up, presenting it like a target for Lia to focus on.

She laughed softly at his posture, but didn’t discourage it. Instead, Lia moved closer, running her hand over Preston’s ass. “You really are very obedient,” she hummed. He could tell it pleased her. Knowing that his submission was as exciting for her as it was for him was thrilling.

He felt her reach for the plug and twist it lightly before she began to remove it. The sensation felt almost overwhelming, making Preston whine loudly. “Shh,” Lia hushed, her palm slapping Preston’s ass gently, almost as if it was for encouragement.

The plug slid out of him with no real resistance. Preston groaned at the sudden emptiness. He wouldn’t have to be empty for long; glancing over his shoulder he could see the way Lia was already liberally applying lube onto her strap-on.

His stomach flipped, the mix of anticipation and apprehension flooding Preston’s body so that he felt almost light-headed. Lia’s hand on his ass helped him to focus, giving him one grounding sensation to concentrate on.

Feeling empty soon gave way to the round, hard head of the silicone strap-on. The way it nudged inside him made Preston’s eyes widen. He’d imagined this a dozen times. Reality was so much more. Fire consumed his body from the inside, burning him up as he breathed in ragged gasps.

His muscles relaxed inch by inch, letting Lia’s dick stretch him further and further. Preston’s knuckles went white against the sheets as he fought to hold himself still.

It helped that she did it slowly, but it also seemed to push his pleasure forward so much. This obviously wasn’t Lia’s first time. But she took such good care of him, knowing it was his.

When Preston finally felt her hips snug against his ass, he groaned, sure this meant she’d pull back and pound into him again.

He wasn’t disappointed. Lia was still slow but she was steady. Her movements made every nerve-ending in his body respond, pleasure shooting through him. His cock bounced under him but Preston was happy to leave it, not touching it until he was allowed to. If he was allowed to.

Even over the creaking of the bed, Preston could hear every moan and grunt that spilled from his parted lips. Fisting the bedsheets in both hands, he experimented with pushing his hips back. Lia’s hands helped guide him, showing him how to meet her as she drove her cock inside him.

Pleasure spiraled out from Preston’s core, touching every nerve. “Ahhh!” he groaned, not ashamed at all of how loud he was. “Fuck, fuck, Lia,” he panted. This was more intense than he could ever have imagined.

Letting his head fall forward, Preston’s shoulders dropped, his spine arching in a way that seemed to spur Lia on to fuck him faster.

She pounded into him just like how Preston had hoped. Better, even! All of his fantasies couldn’t match up to how amazing this actually felt. Having Lia fuck him so hard and so fucking well.

Her hips slammed against him, the skin on skin contact resounding around them. But it was no match to how loudly Preston was groaning, cries of pleasure overtaking him. He didn’t hold back and he could tell that Lia liked it, her encouraging moans urging him on.

Preston wanted to come so badly like this, with her fucking him so thoroughly. And then, Lia reached around, her fingers covering his cock. The first touch almost sent Preston over that edge! She must have known it, because Lia let go and then returned her hand once more.

Each of her thrusts pushed Preston’s cock into her fist, letting her dictate at exactly what speed they were going.

Muscles shaking, Preston fought to match her rhythm. The headboard slapped against the wall, knocking in time with the pounding of Preston’s heart. Lia’s silicone cock rammed into him, deeper than Preston had known it could go.

And yet pleasure sparked from every thrust. His cock, slick with precum, skated through Lia’s fingers. Preston’s mouth dropped open on a wordless cry as his orgasm built within him.

“Please,” he gasped. “Lia, please. Please can I come?”

“Not yet,” she told him. Preston groaned, sucking his lower lip between his teeth. There was an instant, sharp pain, but nothing too much. Preston had no idea how much longer he could last, but he was going to try. If Lia said he wasn’t allowed to come yet, she must’ve believed that he could resist it.

Her hips kept slamming into him, that cock riding him so fucking well. Over and over again. Preston’s hands gripped the sheets under him, breath ragged as he groaned with every thrust. The muscles in his legs were trembling when finally, Lia gave him the permission.

“Go on, come for me!” she allowed.

Preston’s reaction was instant. Pleasure washed over him like nothing he’d ever felt before, sweeping away the last of his resistance. His hips bucked forward once, twice, and then a final time as Preston’s climax hit its peak.

For a long moment, his vision went white, so completely blinded by sensation that nothing else seemed to matter. Preston’s throat ached from the volume of his cry as he came.

His seed spilled over Lia’s fingers and the sheets. Preston fell forward as his body finally gave out.

Lia didn’t stop, but her movements became gentle. The slick slide of the cock inside him filled Preston up, sending shudders through him that he wanted to hold onto for days. “Fuck, Lia,” he groaned. “Uhhh. That was incredible.”

There were a couple more thrusts before Lia pulled back. She moved slowly, letting him adjust to the sudden emptiness. Preston’s body felt so thoroughly spent that all he could do was relax against the mattress.

He turned so he could watch her. And what a sight it was, too. Lia got off the bed, easily unclipping the harness and letting both it and the strap-on to fall on the floor.

She crawled back in the bed, stretching next to Preston and reaching out to brush her hand over his naked side. The touch felt good, intimate in an almost gentle way. “You were very good,” she praised. “So obedient and willing.”

A satisfied shiver traveled over Preston’s body. “I like it when you tell me I’m good,” he admitted. Lia obviously knew that, but Preston wasn’t sure how else to convey exactly how willing and eager he had been.

He shifted, pushing into Lia’s touch like a demanding pet who wanted more attention.

Passing his tongue over his lips, Preston decided he was feeling bold enough to actually ask for more. Demanding wouldn’t get him anywhere with Lia. “I’d like to be good for you again, if that’s something you’d be willing to explore,” he said softly.

The way she smiled made Preston’s heart leap. Like perhaps she might let him. Lia’s hand traveled up to his hair, petting that, too. It felt so good that Preston couldn’t resist leaning even more in.

“I think we could play again,” she hummed. “You have proved yourself a very good play partner. I’m curious to see what else you’d enjoy me doing to you,” she added lightly. Preston groaned. He’d love nothing more than for Lia to try whatever she wanted, to figure out whether he’d like it or not. And more importantly, whether she would.

“Yes, please,” he breathed, all his hunger and desire wrapped up into the two syllables. He’d wanted Lia for so long. Now that he’d finally had a taste of her - and what it was like to submit to her - Preston knew he’d positively ache for her the next time he saw her at book club.

Her hand stroked through his hair, melting the tension out of Preston’s muscles until he felt like a puddle against the bed. “Can I stay?” he asked, honestly not sure he could move. Though if Lia demanded it, he would find a way.

“You can stay,” she allowed easily. Her hand kept petting Preston’s hair as he let himself relax even more. The sleep came easily with so many promises of the submission he could yet offer Lia.


Gentle Firsts

It had taken a lot of courage for Leo to admit that he wanted to get fucked by a woman. Renee had been amazing about it. Their relationship had always involved Renee taking charge in the bedroom. She’d been the one who’d introduced Leo to the shiver of pleasure it gave him any time she played with his ass.

But actually fucking him was something they hadn’t tried. She’d promised Leo she would research and plan something. All he had to do was leave it to her.

Tonight, she had promised, was going to be something special. Leo hoped it might be her first time fucking him. His whole body tingled with anticipation.

Even if she had something else in mind, Renee was always great at planning something Leo would like.

He’d dressed up for her, in the jeans that hugged his legs and the tight t-shirt she loved to tug off him. And the way her gaze dragged down his body as soon as she answered the door was more than enough reward.

“Hi,” he greeted, pressing a kiss against her cheek. Leo took the time to take in how Renee was dressed, his fingers itching to run over the soft-looking material of her blouse.

“You look gorgeous.”

Renee grinned at his compliment, tiptoeing to press a proper kiss against Leo’s lips. She gave a small tug, catching his lower lip between her teeth. It was a teasing nip. Even so, Leo couldn’t stop himself from giving a low moan. Leaning into Renee was easy. He knew she didn’t have any objections to it.

Since admitting to her that he was curious about submission, Leo felt a lot more comfortable in their relationship. He’d worried at first about how she might react, but Renee had been supportive. And willing to experiment with figuring out what they both might like.

“You look gorgeous, too,” she said a little teasingly when she pulled back. “Wearing my favorite shirt, I see.”

Heat flooded Leo’s cheeks, but he nodded. He liked making an effort for Renee. She was so good to him, and put so much effort into her appearance. He wanted to give her that same level of appreciation and effort.

Without waiting for orders, Leo bent to unlace his shoes, stowing them neatly against the wall. His toes flexed against the floor, anticipation swirling through his body.

“Can I get you anything?” Leo asked. It was her house, but he knew his way around well enough to fetch a drink, or anything else Renee might want before they started.

Leo could only just stand waiting to find out exactly what they were going to be starting.

The way Renee smiled, Leo knew she was going to say ‘no’. But he recognized her look as one of appreciation. “No,” she said, voicing what he knew already. “I’m going to take care of you tonight,” Renee told him. Leo’s eyes widened. She always made sure he was happy but she’d never specifically said she’d make an evening about him.

“Come.” Renee took his hand, leading Leo to her bedroom. His breath quickened at all the ideas that crowded his mind about where this would lead. What he hadn’t been prepared for was the way the bedroom was dimly lit, soft music playing and candles set out around the room. There was a sweet smell that Leo realized must have been some sort of scented oil.

He turned to Renee, the surprise evident on his face. “I want to give you a massage,” Renee told him. “To romance you,” she added with a grin.

Leo couldn’t stop the way the corners of his mouth turned upwards. His smile stretched from ear to ear. “Fuck, Renee,” he groaned. “You didn’t have to go to all this trouble!”

Renee knew that. It warmed Leo to the very bottom of his heart to know that she wanted to do this. That it was all for him.

His tongue darted out over his lower lip, stroking over the spot Renee had nipped at. “Should I undress, then?” he asked, not wanting to do so without permission.

“No.” She shook her head. “I want to undress you.” That answer made Leo give another low groan. Usually, she got him to undress both himself and her. This role reversal was fascinating. Knowing that this was what Renee wanted was thrilling.

He turned around as Renee approached. She reached out, pulling the shirt off him first. It wasn’t a particularly slow movement, but Leo’s stomach flexed when Renee’s hand returned to run her fingers over the now-bare skin.

Before Leo could do it again, Renee dropped to her knees, making his breath catch. It was rare that she went to her knees for him. Leo never asked. It was amazing to see her like this. Her fingers came up to undo the fastenings on his pants. Renee grinned.

“You’re going to enjoy yourself,” she told him confidently. And really, Leo had no doubt.

Renee’s hands were soft, guiding Leo’s pants down his legs with a gentle motion. It was so different from the usual demanding way she touched him that Leo’s cock stirred with obvious interest.

Leo could feel her chuckle, a warm puff of breath through the fabric of his boxers. “You look so hot,” he offered, by way of explanation. “I always get hard when I look at you for long enough.”

And that was especially true when Renee was in such a novel position!

Carefully, Leo brushed a hand over her hair, feeling the soft strands against his fingers.

She didn’t stop him. Perhaps that, too, was part of it being an evening about him. Just thinking about that made Leo’s cheeks heat. He wasn’t used to being the center of attention, not when Renee was so much more worthy of it. Leo knew better than to say as much; she’d only argue that he deserved even more of the attention.

A soft moan left Leo’s lips when he felt Renee’s hot mouth against his skin. She pressed a kiss just above the waistband of his boxers. “I’ll take these off, too, but then I want you to go lie on the bed, face down,” she told him, before moving to pull the material off.

His half-hard cock bounced free. Leo had no reason to feel ashamed. He loved getting hard for Renee. And she loved it, too.

Once he was fully naked, he reached out to help Renee stand up. “Go on,” she nodded towards the bed once she got to her feet. Leo wanted to ask her if she needed help with getting undressed, but he’d been given precise instructions.

With the candles and the gentle music, stretching out on the soft sheets of the bed felt indulgent, like sinking into a bath that was the perfect temperature. Leo’s cock rubbed against the sheets, the friction sending tingles of pleasure up his spine. But for the moment, he could ignore it.

Sliding his hands under the pillow, Leo rested his face against the plush surface, feeling the way his breath slid across the material when he turned his head. From this angle, it was hard to see what Renee was doing.

But she made sure Leo was aware of her. Renee murmured under her breath, letting Leo track where she was by the sound of her voice. And when she came close enough, her fingertips trailed down the arch of his back and over the swell of his ass.

“This is lovely,” Leo said, wanting to express his admiration for what Renee had organized.

Renee gave a soft hum. “You’re lovely,” she said, a little teasingly. A blush spread down Leo’s shoulders. He wasn’t used to being complimented like that, even if Renee did always make sure he knew she appreciated him.

“You can watch me,” she told him, moving to Leo’s side, making it easy for his gaze to fall on her. Her hands moved over her body in a way that made Leo wish he could reach out. But he didn’t. Instead, Renee reached for her zipper, sliding it down to reveal the red lace underwear she had under her clothes.

“Fuck,” Leo breathed. “You look incredible.” Renee always did. She experimented with so many different styles of underwear. Leo loved absolutely each and every one of them. The red was so eye-catching, drawing Leo’s attention to Renee’s full breasts and the shadow between her legs.

He ached to explore her, tease his tongue over her through the lace until it clung to her body like a second skin. His hands balled into fists beneath the pillow, his jaw tense as he held himself still.

This evening was about him, but that didn’t mean Leo was going to start making demands. He wanted to do what Renee told him. Her plan would be so much better than anything he could come up with.

Whatever Renee saw flash across his face made her smile. When she approached him again, it was to run a hand softly over Leo’s back. Then, she got onto the bed, straddling his legs. It made Leo give a soft moan. He loved being trapped under her body like this. Images of where else this could lead flashed through Leo’s mind.

But all Renee did was reach for the massage oil. It smelled like a mix of pine and sandalwood, a nice comforting scent. At the first touch of Renee’s hands against his back, Leo groaned. He hadn’t thought his muscles to be all that tense, but Renee’s touch seemed to relax them instantly.

A deep breath filled his nose with the scent of the oil, which warmed under Renee’s touch. She swept it in big arcs over Leo’s back and shoulders, her hands so sure and smooth in their movements. Renee had never offered him a massage before, but Leo was sure this couldn’t be her first time.

His whole body relaxed, sinking into the soft sheets. Without even realizing it, Leo closed his eyes, focusing his attention on his other senses. The heat from Renee’s body pressed against his awareness, making him imagine how good she must look straddling him in her scarlet bra and panties.

“Relax,” Renee urged, even though Leo already felt relaxed. Hearing her soft tone seemed to push him even further into that sensation. His muscles relaxed more under her hands. Leo breathed out. It was surprisingly easy to hand himself over to Renee, to let her hands push him into a different mental space.

When the muscles in his back really did feel relaxed, Leo felt Renee shift. She slid lower, her hands following. They moved briefly before returning to Leo’s legs. She worked the muscles there just like she had in his back, moving higher with each stroke.

“Uhhh,” Leo groaned, surprised by how good the touch felt. It wasn’t sexual, and yet it made Leo’s whole body feel alive. He was tuned to Renee’s touches, his awareness of the rest of the world falling away. The two of them could have been floating in nothingness, anchored to the ground only by the force of Renee’s will.

Trapped beneath his belly, Leo’s cock hardened even further. And yet, his limbs felt far too heavy for Leo to want to do anything about it. He was content to simply be. To be where Renee wanted, to be aroused for her, to be anything she asked him to be.

“Fuck, you’re so good at this,” he praised.

“Mmm,” Renee hummed. “You’re making it very easy to be good at it,” she informed him. Pride spread through Leo, even if he didn’t think he was really doing all that much. Still, he loved being good for Renee. Pleasing her always made him happy.

And then he felt her hands slide to his ass, knuckles massaging the muscles there. Leo couldn’t stop himself from giving a low groan. He thought that she’d go further, but Renee stopped before the massage could get even more intimate.

“Turn over,” she told him instead, shifting to one side to give Leo the space to do so.

Despite the candles, the air of the room felt cool in comparison to being pressed up against the sheets. A pleasant shiver passed over Leo’s skin. He stretched his arms out, resting his palms lightly on either side of his body. His fingers itched, eager to stroke over the pretty lace stretched across Renee’s breasts.

Her body was mouth-watering, her hips swaying gently as she once again settled with a knee on either side of Leo’s thighs. Even when his fingertips brushed against her knees, Leo didn’t try to touch her.

Renee wanted to give Leo a massage. He was certainly going to let her.

She began by working her palms over Leo’s shoulders. It felt so good, like nothing he’d had done to him before. Leo had never had a professional massage, but more than that, he’d never even had a girlfriend give him one. This felt... like a luxury. Something he hadn’t even known to want and yet it felt amazing.

With her hands soft but firm, Renee worked her way lower. She rubbed his chest and then caressed over his sides. Shifting, Renee slid her hands lower. Avoiding his cock, she brushed over his hips and then made her way down to Leo’s legs.

By now his cock was rock hard, but again, Leo didn’t even attempt to reach out or even to ask for more. This was perfect! He wanted to take exactly what Renee wanted to give.

“You’re being so good,” Renee praised. “Part your legs for me.”

Biting his lower lip, Leo felt anticipation zing straight up his spine. He spread his legs, heels dragging across the plush sheets. Just that small movement made Leo feel exposed and vulnerable. He was giving Renee access to the soft, intimate parts of his body.

Knowing that she wanted to touch him there, to make him feel good, set Leo’s heart racing. Even if all Renee wanted was more access to his inner thighs, it was still a gesture that he could appreciate.

“It’s easy to be good for you,” Leo responded, a little belatedly. It really was.

He opened his eyes to see her smile at him. Renee didn’t say anything more, stroking her way up his legs and over his inner thighs. Leo’s breath caught at how close her fingers were to his cock. Renee grinned. She finally reached to brush her fingers over his hard shaft, making Leo’s hips buck up momentarily before he pushed himself back against the mattress.

“I want to fuck you like this,” Renee told him. “On your back, relaxed. I want to lift your legs up and fuck into you so deep, baby.” Her words, as much as her tone of voice, sent a shiver through Leo. Renee’s fingers were soft as they stroked him, over and over again, making Leo’s whole body vibrate with pleasure.

The image she painted was enough to flush Leo’s body with heat from his cheeks all the way to the soles of his feet. But he wanted that - wanted to be exposed and vulnerable for Renee. His trust in her was absolute.

“Yeah,” he breathed, rolling his hips to the rhythm set by Renee’s hand against his cock. “Yeah, fuck, I want that. I want to feel you.”

Every nerve-ending tingled, Leo’s whole body sensitized to the lightest touch.

“Okay.” Renee nodded. “I’m going to get you ready nice and slow,” she told him. This was something they had done on the few occasions they had played with Leo’s ass. Still, knowing it was in preparation was thrilling. Leo would enjoy it anyway, but especially if this was a lead up to more.

Renee pressed a kiss against the side of Leo’s stomach, a light, caring kiss rather than something that was meant to be sexy. Then, she pulled back, getting off the bed. It didn’t take long for Renee to return with a basket. She’d prepared well! Leo’s breath caught when he saw the contents of it.

Lube, of course, and a few smaller toys, things he was somewhat used to. But then there was also a strap-on. It wasn’t a very thick one, but there was a length to it. It was definitely bigger than any of the toys Leo had tried.

Reaching for the lube, Renee covered her finger with it before it finally slid between Leo’s cheeks, making him give a soft gasp.

Renee knew exactly what she was doing. Her finger found Leo’s hole, brushing lightly across it in a way that made Leo groan. Fuck, he could already tell this was going to be intense. He pulled his legs up, feet braced against the soft sheets.

A sharp breath lifted Leo’s ribs as Renee pressed her finger past the tight ring of muscles. Even as slim as it was, Leo’s awareness narrowed to the feeling of her filling him. His thighs trembled, toes curling slightly as pleasure zinged across his nerves.

His eyes stayed open, watching the intense look of concentration that crossed Renee’s face. She was so determined to make Leo feel good, not to hurt him if she could help it. Leo’s whole body warmed with affection for her.

“Yeah,” he breathed again. “Keep going, it’s good.” He knew better than to ask Renee to go faster. Leo wanted her to take her time, to do things at whatever pace she thought best. Even if impatience fluttered in his stomach at the thought of the strap-on.

A soft smile crossed Renee’s lips. She did keep going, her finger moving in and out of him gently. “Such a good boy,” she praised. “Relax.” At her words, Leo did his best to relax. It was easier with the candles and the soft music and the nice smells. This wasn’t what Leo had assumed his first time would be like, but he kind of loved it.

A soft ‘uhh’ fell from Leo’s lips when Renee introduced another finger, stretching his muscles out more. She was still slow, making his body adapt around her fingers. Then, Leo felt her shift again. Renee reached for one of the toys in the basket, a small one. It was still bigger than her fingers inside him.

One-handedly, she lubed it up before pulling her fingers back. The sudden emptiness made Leo whimper. It was nothing in comparison to the sounds he gave when the tip of the toy replaced Renee’s fingers.

“Uhhh,” he groaned. The round tip felt big and blunt, nudging at Leo’s hole. His heart slammed hard against his ribs, beating instantly faster. Renee tutted, making soft, soothing noises in the back of her throat.

As Leo focused his attention on them, his body relaxed further. His heart still thudded, but not as aggressively. Feeling light-headed was surprisingly nice, like he was floating. Only Renee’s touch against his heated skin kept him grounded.

The toy pressed deeper inside, Leo’s body stretching around it. He grunted, hips lifting a fraction. He wanted it, wanted more. “Fuck, fuck,” he chanted softly.

Having the toy inside him felt both familiar and yet strange. Not in a bad way. Leo loved the sensation. He found it impossible not to think about taking something even bigger. But he knew that Renee would want to take time, to get him properly ready. And Leo wanted whatever Renee wanted. He loved doing and being exactly what she liked.

Especially when what she wanted was likely to lead to something Leo really wanted, too.

The toy moved in and out of him slowly, making Leo groan. It was still small in comparison to what the strap-on was like, but it felt so much bigger than Renee’s fingers had.

“Tell me how you feel,” she encouraged. “I want to know how good I make you feel.”

Leo’s tongue dragged across his lips, words rising slowly from the depths of his mind. “It feels - uhh, so big.” Knowing that it was pretty small for a toy didn’t change the fact it was the biggest thing Leo had had inside him in ages.

“My cock aches, but in a good way,” he added. “I want to lift my hips, to try to fuck myself on your toy inside me.” But Leo didn’t. His fingers tingled as he pressed them hard against the mattress. He wanted to be still for Renee, to be good for her.

Heat swirled in the pit of Leo’s stomach, his thighs tensing. “I can feel you. Everywhere you touch me, like a fire.” His body was more sensitive to Renee than to anything else. He was always aware of her, feeling every light brush of her fingers against him.

The way Rennee hummed told Leo that she approved of his answer. Pride swelled inside him, but the pleasure from Renee’s movements quickly swept it up, pushing it aside in favor of Leo’s moan. She moved the toy faster, in and out. Each thrust seemed to make Leo even louder, but he had no shame over that. Renee loved hearing him, Leo knew. She’d told him enough.

“I think you’re ready for a bigger toy,” Renee told him. Leo groaned. He had thought that they’d go straight to her fucking him, but glancing at the basket, he could see that there was another toy there. It was bigger than the one inside him now, but still smaller than the strap-on.

While she moved to get the bigger toy, Renee left the smaller one inside Leo. It made him groan, knowing it was there and knowing it’d soon be replaced with an even bigger version. When she moved back, Renee had even more lube in hand, as well as the larger toy.

“Going to pull this out now,” she warned. Her movements were soft and careful. Leo felt instant emptiness. There wasn’t much of a pause, though, before the tip of the second toy replaced it. Edging in slowly, Renee let Leo’s body adapt around it all over again.

He cried out, the sound loud over the gentle music. “Oh, God! Renee…” Leo had to grit his teeth, his jaw going tight as pleasure rumbled through his system. The toy stroked against his already-sensitive rim, every careful nudge forward setting off a dozen fireworks of sensation.

Pressing his feet against the bed for leverage, Leo couldn’t resist the temptation to rock. Renee’s hand on his hip stopped him taking much more of the toy before she gave it to him. Even the slightest movement eased the tension thrumming in Leo’s veins.

“More, please,” he breathed. “Please, Renee, it feels so good! I want to feel it everywhere.” And Leo had no doubt he would, his soothed muscles tingling in anticipation.

Briefly, Leo worried about whether he was being too demanding, but then he remembered how Renee had said that tonight was about him. She seemed to mean it, pressing the toy in deeper just the way he’d asked. It was clear that she was still in charge, still deciding the speed and rhythm of how she moved the toy.

It felt bigger, stretching him out. In fact, it was probably the biggest thing that Leo had ever taken. And there was still the strap-on to go! Fuck. His whole body responded at once, his hard cock bouncing as he tried to push back against the toy again.

Renee’s hand was steady, pressing him into the mattress as she worked the toy in and out over and over again. Leo gave himself over to the sensation, letting his body vibrate with the pleasure that rolled through him in waves.

“Fuck, you’re so hot like this,” Renee moaned. Leo’s eyes shot open, focusing on her. He recognised that moan, knew she was aroused. Fuck, knowing that this made her hot was like oil to the fire.

Stroking her free hand over his side, Renee smiled. “I’m looking forward to fucking you, baby.”

Leo’s wordless groan bounced off the walls. He could hardly imagine how hot it would be to watch Renee fuck him. To watch her and feel it all at the same time!

Even the thought was overwhelming. Leo’s teeth caught against his lower lip as he tried to bite back more demanding, begging words.

His fingers stretched out, brushing against Renee’s skin wherever he could reach it. “Yes, fuck, I want that,” he breathed. He caressed the curve of Renee’s knee, feeling the heat that rolled off her, trying to absorb as much of it as he could.

The toy plunged faster, fucking his ass so well that it made Leo see stars - even with his eyes open! “Uh, uh,” he chanted, his grunts keeping the rhythm set by Renee’s hand on the toy. He felt ready! But it was for Renee to decide when she would fuck him.

She slowed her movements, giving Leo the opportunity to catch his breath. The toy still felt huge inside him. He rocked against Renee, groaning when it shifted.

“Such a good boy,” Renee hummed. “So obedient and patient,” she praised, making heat rush over Leo. He wanted to be that for her, wanted to earn more praise. Renee moved her hand off his hip, sliding it over to Leo’s cock, fingers briefly teasing over his sensitive skin.

The loud cry that Leo gave echoed around them. But Renee’s touch was already gone. “I’m going to get ready. The toy will stay inside you until then,” she informed him, moving back on the bed. “Watch me,” Renee added as she reached for the harness that the strap-on would slot into.

Leo hardly needed to be told! He loved watching Renee, especially when her underwear clung so perfectly to her body. Her breasts shifted with every movement. Leo wished he could close the distance and run his tongue over Renee’s nipples, but she had told him to stay still, to watch from afar. That was what Leo would do.

She tugged the harness on over her panties, fitting it so perfectly around her hips. “You look great,” Leo breathed once it was in position. Her hands slid higher, brushing over her breasts just like Leo wanted to do himself.

“Will you take the bra off?” he asked eagerly. “I’d love to watch your breasts as you fuck me. Maybe play with them, if you let me.”

Again, Leo wouldn’t have objected had she said no, but just like before, Renee did as he asked. It felt special, to know that she wanted to give him this. Leo groaned as Renee’s breasts fell free, her nipples so hard already. He wanted to reach out, to touch her, but Leo didn’t want to push his luck.

Instead, his eyes followed Renee as she returned to the basket. Out came the silicone cock, the one that looked so much thicker than either of the toys had been. Leo groaned again, shifting and, with that movement, making the toy in his ass shift, too.

Renee’s fingers were quick at working the silicone cock into the harness she was wearing. And then - Leo had to swallow - it was in and ready. She looked so fucking hot, the cock bouncing between her legs!

“Gonna take the toy out now,” she told him, careful fingers making their way to the base of the toy in his ass.

Leo’s breath hissed out in one long whine as Renee pulled the toy back. He could feel his muscles adjusting, clinging to the toy like he never wanted to lose the sensation of its fullness. But Leo wanted more - and that was exactly what Renee was going to give him.

He hitched his legs higher, curling his hands under his thighs for support. He was exposed exactly the way Renee had wanted him to be. Her smile filled Leo’s chest with a warm glow. Even without words, he knew that she was pleased with him, proud of him.

It was almost the best feeling in the world. Almost, because that moment was when Renee chose to touch the tip of the toy to Leo’s hole. He groaned, his body snapping into stillness. He wanted to absorb this moment, to enjoy it, and to never forget it.

She was slow, much slower than she had been with the toys. Leo appreciated that. It allowed him to relax around her. And it gave Leo the opportunity to experience everything. The silicone cock felt so much bigger than the toys had. Leo had known that would be the case, but even so, as his muscles stretched around it, he breathed in deeply.

“You good, baby?” Renee asked, stopping completely. The cock, Leo was sure, wasn’t even half-way in. He knew that if he said it was too much she would stop. But it wasn’t too much, not at all. It was pretty fucking perfect.

Leo’s fingers flexed against his thighs, tugging his legs tighter to his body. He groaned, feeling the heat of Renee’s body surge between them. Everything about her made Leo’s cock twitch, from the care she took with him to the way she looked.

“I’m so good,” he answered. “Fuck, Renee, I’ve never felt anything like this!” Not just because the strap-on was bigger. Leo had never been in a situation so intimate, nor felt as overwhelmed by sensation as he did right then.

Overwhelmed in a good way. His whole body felt alive, calling to Renee and knowing without a doubt that she would answer.

“God, you look so fucking hot, too,” Renee breathed. “So good for me, so willing to take me.” And fuck, yeah, yeah, he was. Leo wanted to feel more of Renee. After a brief hesitation, he reached out to run a hand over her side. It felt so good, so different yet amazing at the same time.

Renee pushed forward more, making Leo whine at how she managed to flood him with even more feeling. His muscles trembled as he took her in, pleasure rolling like the tide until, finally, Renee’s hips hit his legs.

“Mmm, such a good boy,” she praised. “Taking my whole cock in, so pretty doing it, too, making such lovely noises for me.”

A blush seeped across Leo’s cheeks and down to his chest. His skin burned, but it felt so very sweet. He loved being good. And if Renee appreciated it, then Leo even loved looking pretty. He’d do anything that made her want to fuck him like this.

Her body pinned his legs up. Without thinking, Leo wrapped them around her waist, the way he’d seen women do to the men who fucked them. The thought of their positions being reversed like that added a twist of spice to the fire burning inside him.

With his hands freed, he could brush his fingers across the curve of Renee’s waist. Her skin was like silk, warm and soft, rising and falling with every thrust. “Yes, yes, yes,” he chanted, so turned on that he could hardly stand it.

It felt so different, to be fucked like this. But it was a good sort of different. Leo took it, took whatever Renee wanted to give him. She fucked him slow at first, hips pushing forward. Leo didn’t even attempt to hold back the string of groans that fell from his lips as she fucked into him.

“Yeah,” Renee moaned. “You sound so good. Fuck, I love seeing how good you look as I fuck you. So pretty, so willing.” And fuck, yeah, Leo was all of those things. He groaned louder and then Renee’s lips claimed his, tongue licking into Leo’s mouth. It pressed her body tighter against his, brushing against Leo’s cock.

His hips jerked, that friction feeling so amazing together with being fucked like this. Renee seemed to know that, too; when she pulled back from their kiss, one of her hands dropped down to Leo’s cock, fingers wrapping around it.

The muscles in Leo’s stomach tightened, his thighs squeezing around Renee’s body as he rocked between her touch and the strap-on steadily pounding against his ass. “Ahhhh, Renee!” he cried. Pleasure slammed through him, a surge so hot and fast it took Leo’s breath away.

He didn’t know how much longer he could last. Hitching his legs higher, Leo’s fingers brushed over Renee’s breasts, teasing lightly across her nipples. “Will you tell me when I can come?” he asked. “I love it when you tell me, when it’s all up to you.”

If tonight was about Leo, then he wanted Renee to be the one to decide. His orgasms felt so much more satisfying when he knew Renee was pleased with him.

“Yeah, yeah, I will,” Renee promised. She slowed down a bit in her fucking of him. The speed matched her soft strokes. And then, as she sped up her hand, Renee began to fuck Leo harder again. His groans got louder and louder, making Leo forget anything but how amazing Renee’s cock felt inside him.

She fucked him harder, the bed under them shaking. “Uh, fuck,” Renee moaned. “Yes, Leo, fuck, come on, I want you to come,” she told him. “I want you to come from me fucking you, show me how much you love getting your ass pounded.” Each word was emphasized by another thrust.

Leo’s body trembled, pleasure squeezing into one tight ball in the pit of his stomach before it exploded outward. As he tipped his head back, Leo’s groan left his throat in one long stream, his ribs sinking as he emptied his lungs of air. His orgasm throbbed in time with Renee’s thrusts.

Renee leaned forward into his hands, letting Leo take her weight for a moment as she pressed the strap-on all the way inside him. Leo’s ass tightened around it, wanting to keep the incredible sensation going.

“Yesss!” he cried, cum spurting over Renee’s fingers and splattering down across Leo’s stomach. Her thrusts kept going, pushing Leo against the mattress as it groaned and creaked under their weight.

With a sigh, Leo let his hands wander down over Renee’s body. “Fuck, that was amazing,” he muttered. “I’ve never felt anything like it.”

Renee thrust into him once, twice more before finally slowing down. She moved back slowly, letting the cock slide out of Leo’s ass. He whined at the sudden emptiness, body so sensitive to everything. He wanted to reach out, to touch Renee, but she shook her head.

“Relax,” she instructed. Leo watched as she got up, unclipping the harness and disappearing into the bathroom briefly. When she returned, it was with a washcloth in her hand. Leo bit his lip. Knowing that she was going to clean up, wipe the lubey mess away, take care of him, it made Leo’s body fill with heat all over again.

Her touch was soft, intimate, sending shivers over Leo’s skin. Slowly, she helped him lower his legs to the mattress, the washcloth sliding over his spent cock and sticky stomach. Leo groaned, his chest aching with gratitude.

“Don’t you want me to make you come?” he asked, sliding his hand up from Renee’s waist as she leaned over him. He loved making Renee come. Usually, she demanded it in no uncertain terms.

But there was something sweet in the thought she didn’t need him to. That tonight had really been all about Leo’s pleasure.

Renee’s smile was soft as she leaned in to press a kiss against Leo’s cheek. “You can make me come,” she told him. “But not yet. I want you to relax first. And then, perhaps, I’ll reward you by sitting on your face, since you have been so very good for me tonight,” she added a little teasingly.

Leo couldn’t help but groan, the thought so hot. He nodded eagerly. Yeah, that seemed like a pretty great reward. Especially when he was so thoroughly fucked already.

There was another kiss before Renee threw the wash cloth to one side and settled next to Leo. “And you did promise to play with my breasts,” she reminded with a grin. Leo’s smile widened. Yeah, yeah he had!

This was such a great night.


Her Playroom

Opal’s colleagues had been surprised when she’d told them she didn’t plan to go anywhere for her vacation. But what Opal’s colleagues didn’t know was that she had a better-equipped playroom at home than she could ever hope to find elsewhere. Spending a week with her husband in their house would allow them to have all kinds of fun!

Spencer, too, had taken a week’s leave from work. On the very first day of their vacation, Opal had presented a long list of tasks she wished to see completed. For every one of them, she would remove one piece of clothing.

By evening, Spencer had worked Opal down to her skirt, bra, and panties. He only had one task left to complete before Opal had promised an even greater reward than getting her naked!

As he struggled to assemble a flat-pack dressing table, his glance kept straying back to Opal. Perhaps it wasn’t completely fair of her to lounge in the same room Spencer was working in. And maybe she had known that idly toying with the hem of her short skirt would be distracting.

But Opal had never promised to be fair. “Are you finished yet?” she asked, bending one knee so that her skirt fell even higher across her tanned thigh.

The problem was that Spencer wasn’t. He was close; there weren’t that many screws left, just a few handles to put on. But the whole thing had taken him a lot longer than Opal would have expected. Not in the least because his eyes kept stealing back to the strip of flesh exposed by Opal’s skirt where it rode up her thighs.

“I’m almost finished,” Spencer promised. Sweat slid down the back of his neck at how hard he was focusing on getting this done. Opal smirked. She let him get on with it and then, when he was finished, Spencer gave a small, triumphant cry. His eyes instantly turned to Opal. “I am now,” he assured. “Can I... may I please take off your skirt?”

Spreading her arms wide, Opal got to her feet, bare toes curling into the plush carpet. “You may,” she allowed, in her most generous tone. “And my bra. You’ve done enough work for today.” There were plenty more tasks Opal wanted to be done around the house, but they did have a whole week. There was no sense in exhausting their options on the very first day.

Without getting up, Spencer crawled across the floor towards her. His hands skimmed up her bare calves, tracing lightly over the skin. The sensation sent shudders of pleasure down Opal’s spine, making her eagerly expect more of Spencer’s touch.

He tugged the zip down, helping Opal wiggle out of her skirt until it puddled around her feet. “Put it away,” she instructed. “Then you can come back and remove my bra.”

Spencer didn’t object, just moving away with the skirt. He had to stand up to take it upstairs. Opal couldn’t fault his dedication. He didn't just try to throw it over a chair or anything else, instead, Spencer put it away like he’d been instructed. When he returned, there was no hesitation before he went down to his knees again. It would make it harder for him to take her bra off, but Opal loved him like this.

Seeing her husband on his knees in front of her never stopped being exciting. Her panties were drenched just from watching him perform the tasks she’d set out. Opal groaned as Spencer slid his hands over her stomach, slow as he made his way to the clasp of her bra.

They both moaned as it came open. Opal’s breasts bounced free, nipples already hard from how aroused she was.

“Fuck,” Spencer breathed. “You’re so hot! So generous for letting me undress you.”

The corners of Opal’s mouth twitched up into a smirk. “I’m going to let you do more than that,” she promised. “But not here. Let’s go to the playroom.” She let Spencer lead the way, simply for the pleasure of watching his ass sway ahead of her. His tight jeans left little to the imagination. Opal could hardly wait to get her hands on him!

In nothing but her panties, Opal still stood tall as the floor-to-ceiling mirror reflected her image back at her. Arching her back lifted her breasts high and proud, nipples stiff and begging for attention.

“You’ve been so good today, doing everything I ask,” she purred. “Stand up and let me watch you strip for me.”

Once again, Opal was met with no resistance. She didn’t tend to expect resistance from Spencer. It was one of her favorite things - amongst many - about her husband. Spencer never tried to earn a punishment, always preferring to do precisely what Opal asked of him. And just like that, he rose to his feet to undress for her.

He wasn’t slow but he also wasn’t fast, picking a rhythm that let her take in every moment of the show. His shirt went first, thrown to one side much more carelessly than he’d do with any of Opal’s clothes. Then, Spencer reached for the fastenings on his jeans. Working the material off was challenging with his hard cock in the way. He pushed it off, leaving Spencer wearing nothing but his boxers.

Opal hadn’t told him to stop. After a moment’s pause, Spencer carried on, the boxers coming off to reveal his beautiful dick.

Crossing the distance between them, Opal ran her hand lightly down her husband’s bare chest. Her fingers came to a stop on the sensitive skin of his stomach, loving the way his muscles jumped under her touch. Spencer’s panting breaths were loud, just short of begging for Opal to let her hand continue even further.

She pulled back, walking around to admire Spencer’s ass. Her tongue darted out to wet suddenly dry lips. Oh, Opal was almost overwhelmed by all the different things that she could do.

Letting her fingers slide up from Spencer’s shoulder, Opal took a grip of his thick hair, pulling his head back so he could look up at her. “Would you like me to put you in a spreader bar?” she asked, the tone of her voice leaving no doubt as to whether she would like it.

“Fuck, yes,” Spencer groaned. His breath caught in his throat in that familiar way that told Opal he could hardly contain more soft sounds from escaping him. That was okay, she had plenty of plans for just how to tease those sounds out of him. Spencer's tongue darted out to lick his lips. He tried to clear his throat to give Opal more of an answer, not that she needed it.

Just from looking at the expression on Spencer’s face, not to mention how hard his cock was, Opal knew. “Anything you want,” he added. And yeah, Opal knew that too. If she chose now not to put him in a spreader bar, Spencer would be fine with that. It was always her choice.

“Go and bend over the spanking bench,” Opal ordered. “I’ll bring everything I need over to you.” With her watching, Spencer moved eagerly across the room, his hard cock jutting from between his legs. His soft groan as it brushed against the leather of the bench made Opal’s body tingle with anticipation.

Slowly, knowing that she’d left her husband on tenterhooks, Opal gathered a spreader bar, a bottle of lube, two sex toys, and a black leather harness. From the way Spencer’s head moved as she walked across the room, he must have been trying to guess what equipment she had selected.

She kept it out of sight as she moved behind him, giving his ass a light slap with one hand. “Legs spread,” she ordered, her voice crisp and clear.

Again, he did exactly as he’d been told. Opal’s pussy throbbed with desire at seeing how obedient he was. Just knowing that he’d do anything as long as she told him to felt amazing. Of course, Opal would never make him do anything that she didn’t think would feel great for both of them. That was part of the thrill. Spencer trusted her. And she had earned that trust by always making sure they had a good time!

That was precisely the plan for today, too. Setting the things down within easy reach, Opal knelt to place the spreader bar between her husband’s legs. Seeing him like this, in their own personal playroom, was always thrilling. They’d worked so carefully to curate a space that they could play in however they wanted.

Bent over and with his legs spread, Spencer was definitely worth having a vacation at home for!

Softly, Opal’s fingers brushed up the backs of his legs. Spencer’s muscles shifted, trying to pull his legs together to protect the sensitive skin of his inner thighs. The spreader bar kept him open, the swell of his balls just visible from behind. Lightly, Opal traced her nails across the vulnerable skin. Spencer whined, the sound traveling straight to Opal’s pussy.

“Such a tempting sight, Spence,” she breathed. “I’m so wet, thinking about all the different things I can do to you.” His body shuddered, his mind no doubt filling with some of the same images that Opal had been mulling over all afternoon.

Slapping his ass again, Opal wet her lips at the quick glimpse of Spencer’s hole, just waiting for her touch. She trailed the fingers of her other hand between his cheeks, brushing it with a few teasing strokes. “It’s been a while since I fucked you, hasn’t it?” she purred.

The deep moan that Spencer gave in confirmation was an answer in its own right. But he did still gather his words together. “It has been,” he confirmed. “A few months,” he reminded her. And yeah, Opal remembered. For their wedding anniversary, she’d gotten him a brand new strap-on. Of course, they’d had to test it out!

Opal planned to remind her husband just how good that had felt. From the way a shiver ran through him, she was sure he already remembered. Positioned like this, Spencer was totally at Opal’s mercy. She could do whatever she pleased. And oh, she pleased!

Massaging his ass with one hand, Opal felt Spencer’s moan vibrate through his body. She loved having him like this, so completely vulnerable to her every whim. It was precisely what Opal had wanted to be the main feature of their vacation.

Pulling back, she reached for the lube, spreading it liberally over her fingers. Satisfied they were slick, she swept them carefully over Spencer’s hole. He moaned, his back arching as he tried to push himself against her.

“Stay still,” she urged, circling one finger until she could press just the tip of it inside Spencer.

“Ahh, fuck!” he cried. But he did hold still. Opal whispered soft praises, making those moans even louder as she worked the length of her finger inside Spencer. He couldn’t do much but squirm, especially when she had told him not to push back against her touch. But this was precisely what Opal wanted, to be in charge of her husband’s pleasure.

When she felt he was ready, when the sounds could get no louder without ramping things up, Opal introduced a second finger. Just like the first one, it went in slowly, before moving back out. Opal worked her hand carefully, enticing louder and louder cries from her husband as he wiggled against the stool he was leaning on.

“Uhhh, Opal,” Spencer moaned. “Fuck, that feels so good. So tight.”

And he was, his muscles clinging to Opal’s fingers as she worked them steadily in and out. Picking up the pace, Opal slid her fingers forward faster, the force rocking Spencer against the padded bench. His cock rubbed against the leather, earning a hiss of pleasure from Spencer.

Pulling back, Opal appreciated the low whine that followed the sudden emptiness. Spencer’s ass looked so tempting against the black background, Opal couldn’t resist it, bringing her hand up to slap loudly against one cheek.

Spencer’s startled cry whipped through Opal’s body. She leaned forward, trying to get closer, as if she could actually feel the sound caress her skin. “Again?” she asked, teasing.

It wasn’t as if she needed the answer to know that Spencer would want more. But that wasn’t the point. Opal loved hearing Spencer beg her for the things he wanted her to do, even when she initiated them. Hearing that desperate want in his voice always made Opal’s pussy soaking wet. And today was no exception.

“Please, Opal, fuck, yes, please,” he murmured. “Baby, it feels so good, please hurt me again.” Spencer was, of course, very well trained in begging. Opal felt equal amounts of pride and arousal swoop through her at his words. “Please, fuck. I want to feel that again, to feel the heat your hand sends through me. I love how well you hurt me, Opal.”

Her smirk grew wider. “I am very good at hurting you, aren’t I?” It was a rhetorical question, one that was amply answered by the way Spencer wiggled against the bench. He was so eager for pain, for Opal to touch him any way that she wanted.

Lifting her hand, she put the full force of her body behind the next blow. Her palm smacked against Spencer’s ass with a loud crack, the impact pushing his hard cock against the leather. His beautiful whine filled the playroom, his mouth falling open so that his reflected image looked deliciously wanton.

Opal brought down her hand once more, and then again, every blow bringing another exquisite noise. She kept going, until her palm tingled and Spencer’s ass glowed red.

Satisfied, for now, Opal dropped to her knees, squeezing yet more lube over her hand. She found Spencer’s hole, sliding one finger inside and moaning at how hot he was.

“Fuuuck!” her husband cried at the contact. He was already a bit more relaxed from when her fingers had been inside him before. Now, Opal moved them faster. Fucking him, she listened to the amazing sounds that Spencer made. A grunt followed by a moan and then a sharp cry as Opal pulled her fingers free only to drive them all the way back inside her husband’s ass.

Her free hand gripped Spencer’s hip, holding him still so she could finger his ass faster. All that Spencer could do was whimper. His legs held still by the spreader bar meant that he couldn’t even shift to stop her from teasing him like this. Not that Opal imagined he would want to stop her.

Pinning Spencer’s hip to the bench with one hand, Opal slowly slid her fingers free, relishing the way his muscles clung to her in protest. “Ssssh,” she soothed. “I’m not going to leave you empty. Just have a little patience.” Spencer’s head nodded, his lips still parted as he dragged in lungfuls of oxygen.

Admiring the way the bright red of Spencer’s ass had faded to pink, Opal took her time selecting which of the two toys was most suitable. She picked the smaller of the two butt plugs, slicking lube over the silicon surface.

Spencer hissed as she brought the rounded tip up between his cheeks. Even if he’d guessed what she might fill him with, the reality was clearly more intense than he’d expected.

The plug wasn’t huge, so Opal knew her husband could take it. Not having played like this for months, he was definitely tight, but the plug would loosen him up plenty for what Opal had in store. She pushed it in fully until its base snuggly rested between Spencer’s ass cheeks. He looked so fucking good. Legs spread, ass plugged, whimpers falling from his lips. All for her!

“Fuck, Opal, that feels... good,” he breathed. Glancing over his shoulder, Spencer licked his lips as his eyes met Opal’s. She loved the way they’d darkened with lust. His cock must have been achingly hard by now. That, too, was all for her. Her husband really was a most obedient little pet.

Standing, Opal brushed her fingers lightly over the small of Spencer’s back. “Mmm. Such a pretty picture you make,” she praised. Her hand followed the line of Spencer’s spine, sliding briefly into his hair to give one hard tug. Only then did she break the contact between them, leaving Spencer once again helplessly bent over the bench.

This time, at least, his gaze could follow her movements. Her muscles flexed as she carried over a tall chair, one which would put her crotch right at Spencer’s head height, if he leaned forward as much as he could.

Sighing with satisfaction, Opal wiggled her way out of her panties, discarding them carelessly, too preoccupied with the heat of Spencer’s stare. “I’m so wet from hurting you, baby,” she breathed. “I need you to help me do something about it.”

She took a seat, spreading her legs so that her pussy glistened a scant inch from Spencer’s nose. “Come and taste me,” she demanded.

A low groan rumbled from Spencer as he eagerly moved in closer. He looked as if he thought she was offering the greatest present of all! To him, this was a reward. It never failed to make her feel hot all over, to know that her husband wanted to put his mouth on her so much.

His tongue was eager as it lapped up Opal’s wetness. Spencer muffled a soft moan against her but didn’t pull back. Instead, he leaned forward as much as he could, getting the most of his mouth against Opal’s pussy. His tongue slid through her wetness, gathering it up and teasing moans from Opal. Spencer knew how to make her feel good. He was using that to both of their advantage.

With her hands gripping the seat of the chair, Opal spread her legs, giving Spencer more room to work. He took the silent cue, fucking his tongue into her pussy, driving it as deep as he could. Opal moaned, letting Spencer hear exactly how much she enjoyed having his mouth on her. “Yes!” she cried. “Just like that.”

Leaning back, Opal’s hair fell down her back in a dark wave, soft strands brushing against her sensitive skin. “Fuck, Spencer, more!” she demanded. Pleasure spread through her, radiating out from her core in ripples which grew into larger and larger waves.

“Use your hands, too, baby,” she demanded. “Make me come, then I’ll fuck you just the way you like.”

It was certainly a fair exchange. One that Opal knew she didn’t need to offer. Luckily for her husband, she wanted to. Fucking Spencer, in whatever way she chose, was one of her favorite activities.

And so was having his mouth fuck her like this. Especially once he brought a hand up to slip two fingers inside her. She was so wet, welcoming him in easily, her pussy clinging to him, squeezing from every side.

Louder and louder cries joined the moans, making Opal’s whole body vibrate with pleasure. Spencer knew how to touch her right! His fingers curled, tongue circling her clit just as the tips of his fingers pressed against that sweet spot inside her. Opal’s hips bucked, thrusting her more against Spencer’s mouth and hand. He took it so beautifully, tongue never stopping.

Pleasure tingled across every nerve-ending, bringing Opal’s whole body to life in brilliant technicolor. Her nails bit into the underside of the seat, the grip keeping her steady as she rose higher and higher on the tide of sensation caused by Spencer’s mouth.

Her breasts rose and fell, every breath lifting them so that Opal could feel a breeze against her sensitive nipples. “Yes, yes, like that,” she urged, spreading her thighs wider. “Fuck, you look so good, mouth buried in my pussy like that.”

Spencer looked so helpless, bent over the bench with his legs pinned in place by the bar. His thick hair fell forward, brushing against Opal’s stomach. He twisted his fingers inside her, pulling a scream from Opal’s open mouth.

It didn’t take him long before her orgasm exploded through her. Like fire, it licked through every part of Opal, teasing nerve-endings in its wake. She screamed, letting Spencer know exactly how well he’d done in pleasing her. He knew not to stop just yet, having been so well trained in exactly what Opal’s desires were. Both his tongue and his fingers slowed, but didn’t stop completely.

Spencer licked her sensitive clit gently, before pulling his fingers back out and returning his tongue to the inside of Opal. He teased and licked, cleaning her up with his tongue as much as he could. When he did finally pull back, it was so Opal could see his face covered in her fluids.

“So sexy like that,” she praised. It made her pussy throb with desire, seeing Spencer so dirty, and all for her! He looked happy about it, a grin curving his wet lips before he ran his tongue over them to gather up the last of her taste.

Slowly, Opal got to her feet, stretching her body out so Spencer could admire every angle. Her legs trembled lightly, her thighs aching from having clenched so hard around Spencer’s head.

Moving behind him, Opal went to her knees. “I’m going to take the spreader bar off so you can walk to the bed.”

“Okay.” Spencer nodded. Opal carefully unlatched the fastenings. When the bar was fully removed, she rubbed her husband’s ankles to make sure the blood flow returned easily. They weren’t the most restrictive of restraints but she always wanted to ensure that he was alright. Once she stood, Opal smacked his ass playfully, making Spencer groan.

She stepped back to let him move as Spencer stretched, knowing that Opal would want it without her even saying as much. He moved over to the bed, another soft groan falling from his lips at how the plug in his ass shifted.

“Fuck, Opal,” he breathed. “It feels good.”

And she was going to make sure it felt even better. Picking up the harness and the second toy, Opal strode confidently across the room. Instinctively, Spencer parted his legs to make space for her between them, just as if he were still wearing the spreader bar between his ankles.

Opal purred her approval, running one hand down Spencer’s chest until she could wrap her fingers around his hard cock. “So beautiful,” she praised, stroking up and down until Spencer’s hips lifted off the mattress to meet her.

Only then did she pull back. “Keep going, use your own hand,” she urged, watching as she stepped into the black leather harness.

His tongue darted out to lick over his lips, wetting them as he nodded. Spencer’s fingers wrapped around his cock just as instructed. He tried his best to match the slow way Opal had stroked him. The precum glistened as he spread it over his cock, light groans falling from Spencer’s lips. Opal loved watching him like this. And she also knew he loved watching her.

She fastened the straps on the harness, Spencer’s eyes never leaving her. “You’re so hot,” he told her. “Fuck, I love seeing you put that harness on.” Almost, Opal smirked, as much as he loved helping her into it. “Knowing that you want to fuck me, that you want me to take it, it drives me wild.”

“I like seeing you wild.” Opal slotted the second toy into the front of the harness, her fingers moving slowly to make sure it was properly secured. With the silicon cock jutting proudly from between her legs, Opal crawled onto the bed between Spencer’s thighs. Her gaze tracked the movement of his hand, the slow up and down over his own dick.

She raked her nails across his thighs, pinching the skin hard enough to make Spencer cry out. Even then, he didn’t stop moving his fingers. “Good boy,” she praised, tapping lightly on the end of the plug still nestled between Spencer’s cheeks. “Try to hold still.”

“Uhhh,” he grunted but did his best to follow Opal’s instructions. It included stopping his fist from moving up and down his length. Such an obedient boy, she thought with a smirk. Her fingers teased the plug, twisting it slightly to hear that lovely groan that Spencer produced in response.

When she pulled the plug out, it was slow. Opal pushed it back in just to watch Spencer’s whole body shiver. The plug was smaller than the strap-on she’d attached, so it served well to prepare him for what was yet to come. And, besides, Spencer really did make the loveliest noises! His moans surrounded them and were joined by a gentle whine as Opal finally fully pulled the plug out.

He looked so delicious, his thighs parted to welcome her between them and his hips raised to meet her. Opal gripped Spencer’s hip with one hand, nails raking lightly across his skin. He hissed as she rocked his ass against the sheets, but didn’t complain.

Shifting forward, Opal let Spencer feel the round tip of the strap-on against his hole. As she pulled back, he groaned, fingers clutching at midair as if he could keep her close. “I’m just adding more lube,” she breathed. “I don’t want this to hurt you.”

Her free hand stroked the lube over her cock, consciously mimicking the movements Spencer’s hand had so recently been making.

“Are you ready?” she asked. Opal was eager to hear Spencer’s answer, how much he wanted her.

“Ahh, fuck, yes,” Spencer whined. “Fuck, so ready. Please, Opal, please fuck me.” And how could she possibly resist such sweet pleas? Opal pushed forward, her cock sliding inside Spencer’s tight hole. She went slowly, knowing that the plug might have stretched him out but this would still feel bigger.

Under her, her husband whined, body wiggling against hers so perfectly. One of Spencer’s hands came to settle against Opal’s side. He didn’t pull or push, just rested it there. As she moved deeper, Spencer’s whines increased until a loud groan fell from his lips.

“Fuck!” he sighed when Opal’s thighs finally brushed against his ass, the cock fully seated in Spencer.

Her smile was pure satisfaction. Even if Opal couldn’t feel the tight grip of Spencer’s hole, she loved seeing the pleasure written across his face. He enjoyed being filled, and Opal had chosen his favorite toy to fill him up with.

Smoothly, she moved her hips back, relishing the groan that poured from Spencer’s throat. His eyes widened, gaze so hot on Opal’s body that she could feel it across her skin. “Yessss,” she hissed. “You look amazing like this. So hungry for me, so ready for me.”

With that, Opal thrust forward, filling Spencer up with one hard stroke of her cock. He cried out, his chest flushing red with pleasure.

“I am, fuck, I am,” Spencer promised. His moans mixed together, giving such delicious sounds. It made Opal thrust into him harder and faster. She loved feeling his body shake under her, loved him taking her cock so well. As she fucked him, the sounds increased in volume.

Opal enjoyed slowing down only to pick the pace back up again. Over and over again. Until her husband was left with nothing but pleasure and desire, her name the only word on his lips.

The whines turned into soft whimpers, groans into moans. Opal absolutely loved listening to all the beautiful noises her husband made. She sped up, just to see that desperation in his breathing. Then, to tease him even more, she reached between them, her fingers wrapping around the cock he’d abandoned in order to cramp his hand into the bedsheets beneath them.

His whine was startlingly loud, making Opal’s fingers grip harder in response. His hips bucked off the bed, his body caught between rocking back on Opal’s cock or forward into her hand. With careful strokes, Opal gave him both sensations at once. The steady rhythm of her hips matched the glide of her fingers up and down Spencer’s cock.

He was beautiful to watch, his lips parting as he sucked in breath after breath. Opal fucked forward harder, pushing grunts and moans out of his open mouth. His cock twitched, precum streaking Opal’s fingers. “Come on,” she urged, pounding steadily. “You can come for me, Spencer. I want to feel your hot come all across my fingers.”

“Yesss!” he cried. It only took a few more strokes before his seed spilled over her fingers and across Spencer’s stomach. Opal didn’t stop fucking him until the last of Spencer’s cum spurted out. “Fuck, Opal,” he breathed. She fucked him slower and slower until Opal fully stopped, resting her body against Spencer’s.

Both of their breaths came in short bursts, muscles relaxing. When Opal pulled back, Spencer gave a whine. She hushed it easily with a kiss. He kissed back, completely relaxing against her touch. Opal loved that she could make that happen.

Swinging one leg over Spencer’s thighs, Opal slipped down to lie beside him on the bed. He turned to her instinctively, fingers sliding over her sensitive breasts and belly. “Mmm,” she hummed, a smile stretching her lips. “That feels nice.”

Leaning forward, Spencer’s mouth brushed against the upper curve of each breast in turn. Electricity tingled across Opal’s skin, her moan soft and quiet but no less eager.

“Help me out of the harness, then you can make me come again,” she allowed.

“Yeah,” Spencer nodded with a grin. “That sounds like the perfect plan.” His tongue ran over his lips, wetting them as he began to kiss his way down Opal’s body. All she had to do was let him. Opal had no objections to doing that! Spencer was, after all, very good at knowing exactly how to make her come.

This was only day one of their staycation. Opal was very certain her work colleagues had no idea just how much fun they’d have staying at home. No vacation could top this!


Her Toy

Jed shifted, easing a tight squeeze in the muscles of his back. He’d been on all fours on the hard wooden floor for nearly an hour while Bailey watched her favorite TV show. Her bare feet rested in the small of Jed’s back, her heels occasionally brushing over the curve of his ass.

He loved serving Bailey this way. His half-hard cock stretched his tight boxers, calling out for some actual attention. But Jed loved that Bailey had yet to give it to him. This was something he was doing for her, not for his own pleasure.

Though if he did well, Jed knew Bailey would reward him. She pointed her toes, dragging Jed’s t-shirt up so she could see a strip of skin above the waistband of his boxers.

“I’m fine,” he insisted, answering her unvoiced question. “Just getting comfortable again.”

She gave a soft hum that might have sounded dismissive to others. Jed knew her well enough to know it was acknowledging what he’d said. Bailey never wanted Jed to be in any bad pain. Discomfort was fine. His knees ached but they didn’t ache in a way that he couldn’t stand. If anything, the dull sensation reminded him exactly how well he was doing serving Bailey.

Rather than saying anything, Bailey readjusted her feet. The pressure against Jed’s back felt nice. He leaned into the sensation. His hands were flat against the wooden floor, muscles tense as he let his mind relax instead. Jed sank back into the feeling of doing exactly what Bailey told him to.

It was only when he heard the music that came with the credits of Bailey’s show that he re-emerged from that space. Maybe she’d let him get up or maybe she’d want to watch another episode. Whichever it was, Jed was fine with it.

As it turned out, Bailey did want him to move.

“Get up slowly and stretch,” she instructed. They’d done this enough that Jed had a set of stretches he knew Bailey wanted him to do to get his blood flowing again.

His muscles tingled as he got to his feet. Turning to face Bailey, awareness of her gaze zipped across his skin. He loved when she watched him, even when it was doing something as innocent as stretching. Bailey never failed to express her appreciation of Jed’s body, which always gave him a deep thrill.

Moving his legs and arms in the familiar patterns, Jed’s breath came out in a low groan. It felt good to get moving again. Much as he was tempted to flex his muscles for Bailey’s enjoyment, he restrained. This was about how his body felt, not how it looked. It was important to Bailey that he feel comfortable.

With one last, full-body stretch, Jed finished. His arms hung loosely at his side, his shoulders relaxed and easy. “Would you like me to do anything else?” he asked, eagerly. “How was your show?”

“Mmm, very enjoyable, thank you,” Bailey answered with a smile that let Jed know she didn’t just mean the show. “You may take your shirt off for me,” she told him. Jed didn’t hesitate to do just that, standing in front of her in nothing but his boxers. A wet spot bloomed where his cock rested under the material. Jed paid it no attention.

Bailey slid a hand over her side, caressing one of her breasts through the material of her dress. A soft moan fell from her lips. Jed couldn’t stop himself from groaning, loving how good she sounded. Bailey’s eyes met his and she smirked.

“Get back on your knees,” she instructed.

Jed lowered himself carefully, knowing that Bailey wouldn’t want him to risk hurting himself by dropping too hard against their wooden floor. He knelt facing her, watching as her fingers stroked in mesmerizing circles over her breast.

Feeling his mouth watering, Jed swallowed hard. He longed to put his lips against Bailey’s skin, to use his tongue to tease louder and louder moans from her. But he didn’t move. With his hands clasped lightly behind his back, he waited.

Bailey would tell him what she wanted him to do.

She was very, very good at just making him wait. Bailey let him kneel like that for what felt like ages before finally acknowledging him. She reached out, a hand brushing over Jed’s shoulder and making its way up to his cheek. The fingers were soft as they stroked over his jaw. When they got to Jed’s lips, Bailey slowed.

“You’re being very obedient,” she praised. “I want you to use those beautiful lips to make me feel good.” And yeah, yeah, Jed definitely wanted that. He gave an energetic nod that led Bailey to laugh softly. She parted her legs, her free hand dropping down to stroke her bare thigh. “Help me get my panties off,” she told him. “With your mouth.”

The moan that left Jed’s lips practically simmered in the air between them. Bailey giving him orders never failed to get his blood pounding and his heart thundering. With his hands still behind his back, Jed shuffled forward between Bailey’s parted knees.

Sinking lower, he brushed his lips across the skin of her inner thigh. Bailey sighed, leaning back into the couch and opening her legs further. Caressing her with his kisses, Jed worked his way higher and higher.

He could feel the heat of Bailey’s pussy. Finally, he stroked his lips across the fabric of her panties. She groaned, the sound only getting louder when Jed tugged the material between his teeth. Keeping a firm grip on the lace, Jed moved his head backward, feeling the garment drag down over Bailey’s hips.

She helped him by shifting and moving, allowing Jed to get the panties down with just his teeth. It wasn’t the first time he’d been tasked to do so, which helped. But that didn’t mean it wasn’t still challenging. Of course, Bailey knew that. One of her hands came down to stroke through Jed’s hair.

“Good boy,” she praised, making heat sweep through Jed. “Now, make me moan, but keep your hands behind your back,” she instructed, her legs still parted. Bailey reached down with her other hand, pulling the skirt of her dress up, enough for Jed to see the beautiful glisten of her pussy.

His tongue darted out on pure instinct. Jed would have loved to fall face-first into Bailey’s lap - but she deserved something a bit more elegant. Carefully, he repeated the earlier kisses that had taken him up to the fabric of her panties.

This time, with no material in the way, Jed could press his lips directly to Bailey’s pussy. His tongue teased inside her. She wasn’t wet yet, but Jed had no doubt he could fix that quickly.

He knew what Bailey liked. He ran his tongue softly over her, lapping and licking, just getting her warmed up.

And from the soft moans that she gave, Jed knew he was doing a good job. He had spent hours on his knees with his mouth against Bailey’s pussy, studying very carefully exactly what she enjoyed. It made him somewhat of a specialist, in his very favorite of subjects.

His tongue slid up, circling Bailey’s clit before moving lower. There were many things that Jed knew he could do to make Bailey enjoy herself but not get anywhere near that sweet edge of her orgasm. He loved leading her there, knowing that she trusted him enough to know her body so well.

“Mmm, yes, that’s nice,” Bailey encouraged, her fingers tightening a little bit in Jed’s hair.

In response, he flicked his tongue more firmly over her clit. Now she was getting into it, Jed knew she’d be able to take more and more intense waves of pleasure. His fingers wrapped around his wrists as he fought the impulse to press his palms against Bailey’s thighs.

She held herself open for him, keeping her skirt well out of the way as Jed slid his tongue lower. He thrust inside her slowly, making sure she felt every brush against her entrance. He loved the noises she made, the quick, harsh breaths that seemed right on the verge of her crying out his name.

Taking his time, Jed made sure to go slowly. He licked and lapped, teased until Bailey was giving soft whimpers. Knowing that it was his mouth that had made her sound like that made Jed’s body tremble with arousal. He wanted to push her further, to get her to the edge and then - if she told him to - tip her right over it.

After another string of ‘yes yes yes’ from Bailey, Jed’s tongue made its way back up to her clit, circling it harder and faster. “Ooh, fuck,” she moaned. “Yes, Jed! Come on, yeah, that’s good.” Her hips thrust upward, meeting him and rocking against Jed’s mouth.

Her wetness smeared over his cheeks and chin, sending a warm glow of pride through Jed’s body. He wanted to be marked by her, to show his utter devotion to doing exactly as Bailey asked him to. He kept going, tongue fluttering fast against her clit, loving the way her body rose to meet him.

Jed’s cock ached behind the material of his boxers, so hard he could feel it throbbing in time with his rapid pulse. But it was how Bailey was feeling that Jed was really interested in. He leaned closer, letting her body and the cushions take his weight as he dedicated himself to making her feel good.

When her chants lost all intelligible meaning, Jed pursed his lips around her clit and sucked as hard as he could.

“Fuuuck!” she cried. Jed felt how her muscles tightened. She was so close! Jed kept going until he felt her body respond. Bailey’s breathing sharply increased and so did the moans she was giving. Louder and louder until all that Jed could hear was her screams of pleasure. Jed focused on that, licking until he recognized the sound Bailey made as being a warning that she was too sensitive. It was only then that he pulled back.

Jed knew his face was covered in Bailey’s wetness but he didn’t reach up to wipe it off. Instead, he ran a tongue over his lips, tasting the wetness there. Bailey looked so good, splayed out on the chair, her legs still open wide, no shyness in her posture.

“Get back down on all fours,” Bailey told Jed. “I think I’ll watch another episode.”

Jed’s eyes widened. He’d thought they were done with TV for the day! The fact that Bailey could still surprise him sent a shiver of arousal down Jed’s spine. Reluctantly, he dragged his gaze from Bailey’s luscious body. Turning, he went back onto all fours, the muscles in his arms feeling tense from having held so still behind his back.

When Bailey lifted her feet to rest against Jed’s back, there was no material between them. Her heels dragged across his side, making Jed bite back a moan. Knowing she had nothing on under her skirt made it almost impossible to keep his eyes facing the wall.

Jed did his best, but couldn’t help sneaking occasional glances over his shoulder. Bailey had rearranged her clothes so there was nothing to see. Jed still couldn’t quite keep his gaze off her. His cock and balls ached, so hard behind the thin material of his boxers.

Despite his best attempts, Jed could hardly even focus on the sound of the TV. Normally, it helped to zone him out, to let his brain relax into his subservience. But his cock was so hard and the pressure of Bailey’s feet against his back made Jed want. He bit his lower lip, waiting patiently. He could do this, he could be good for Bailey. And perhaps she would reward him for it, but that wasn’t why Jed did it.

Even if she chose to give him nothing, serving Bailey was the reward.

So Jed focused on that. Knowing that she wanted this and that his obedience pleased her. That made it easier to fall back into that space, the space where nothing but Bailey’s wishes mattered. And before too long, the music of the credits caught Jed’s attention, telling him that the episode had come to an end.

“Mmm, you’re doing so well,” Bailey praised, lifting her feet off Jed and getting up so she could stretch. “Come with me,” she told him, moving towards the stairs. “Don’t get up,” she added. That was almost unnecessary; Jed wouldn’t anyway until he was told it was okay.

The crawling helped loosen his muscles, bringing him back from the mental space he’d slipped into. His awareness spread out across his body, seeping into all the nooks and crannies until Jed was fully aware of the floor beneath his knees and the material of his boxers clinging to his ass.

Following Bailey up the stairs was always exciting. Even more so when Jed knew she wasn’t wearing panties. Her skirt flared out around her thighs, giving Jed plenty of peeks at the smooth, tanned skin.

Licking his lips, he let Bailey lead him to their bedroom. Once there, Jed stretched out as much as he could without getting up, then balled his hands at his sides, aware that his dick had hardened again, making a bulge in the front of his boxers.

Bailey turned around to face him, smiling at Jed. He knew she enjoyed seeing him like this, on his knees before her. It thrilled them both. Jed licked his lips, the faint taste of Bailey’s pussy still lingering on them. He hoped that she’d let him taste her again soon. But of course, Jed wasn’t going to ask. It was for Bailey to choose what she wanted to do to him and with him.

“You may stand up,” Bailey told him. “Stretch first, get blood back into your limbs. Then, I want you to help me out of this dress and my bra. I’m keeping the heels on,” she instructed. Jed’s mouth watered just at the image of Bailey in nothing but her heels.

Slowly, he rose to his feet. Stretching was important, but even so, Jed’s focus was mostly on pleasing Bailey. He stretched well because she wanted him to, because she wanted his body to feel comfortable and be healthy. Every movement was directed towards her.

Bailey’s gaze never left him, her approval of his careful routine making her smile. Jed loved knowing that she wanted this for him. He cleared his throat, breathing through the movements that stretched out his tight muscles, giving the occasional grunt of satisfaction as something clicked back into its proper place.

Taking a step forward, his hands grazed the soft material of Bailey’s dress. “Can I touch you while I help?” he asked, raising one eyebrow.

“Yes,” Bailey answered like she had expected the question. And perhaps she had. They had been together for long enough that Jed had no doubt she could predict what he might say. Not always, but at least some of the time. It was how Jed knew what she liked, too. They’d learned each other's bodies, learned each other's likes and dislikes.

When he brought his hands up to Bailey’s body it was soft and careful. First, Jed ran his hands over her thighs, just below the hem of her dress. It was a tender touch, gentle so he could show her how thankful he was for being allowed to touch her like this. Then, Jed slid his fingers under the material, holding it so he could pull it up.

Bailey’s body moved with him, turning to help as she lifted her arms so he could get the sleeves off.

He pulled the dress over her head, dropping it in a puddle of fabric behind her feet. The sight of her pussy made Jed’s cock throb. He didn’t let himself get distracted. His hands slid over the smooth skin of Bailey’s stomach, up to the band of her bra that stretched across her ribcage.

Gently, his fingers brushed over the lace, pausing to feel how hard Bailey’s nipples were. She sighed her satisfaction. Jed wanted to get more noises from her, to be allowed to put his mouth on her. First, he had instructions to follow.

Carefully, he turned Bailey around, pressing his crotch against her gorgeous ass. His fingers walked the length of her spine, stopping at the clasp of her bra. She gasped as he flicked it open. Peeking down over her shoulder, Jed watched as her breasts bounced free.

A groan fell from his lips. He couldn’t stop himself from rocking forward just a little bit, the pressure of Bailey’s ass against his cock feeling so good. She didn’t tell him off, but Jed didn’t want to push his luck. He took a step back, going back down to his knees; she’d told him to stand to undress her and nothing more.

She turned around, a smile on her lips as she took in Jed’s position. Reaching out, Bailey’s hand slid over his cheek, a wordless praise of his actions. “Get on the bed,” she told him. “On your hands and knees. I’m going to put a plug in your ass, make sure you’re nice and full for the rest of the evening.”

This time, Jed’s groan rumbled up from deep within his chest, echoing around the room. Fuck, he loved when Bailey filled him up. His nerve-endings tingled in anticipation. “Thank you, Bailey,” he breathed. “You’re so good to me, knowing exactly what I like.”

Bailey deserved all the gratitude that Jed could offer. He knew she liked to hear how much he appreciated everything she thought of. Crawling to the bed was easy, and getting up on the mattress on his hands and knees was so familiar. And yet, excitement still coiled low in Jed’s belly.

“Do you want me to take my boxers off?” he asked, glancing over his shoulder at Bailey. She stood, naked except for her heels, looking exactly as good as Jed had imagined.

“I don’t.” She shook her head and Jed nodded. Whatever she wanted, so if Bailey wanted him to keep them on then he would. There was something incredibly naughty in the idea that she might just tug them down long enough to fill his ass with a plug and then pull them back up.

“Eyes forward,” Bailey instructed. Jed’s head snapped back, eyes focusing on the wall behind the bed. It was so familiar to him that he could easily picture it even if he had his eyes closed. Which hadn’t been the instruction, so he didn’t close them. Instead, Jed focused on listening to Bailey’s heels click across the room.

The sound of a drawer opening was unmistakable and there was that little twinge of a hinge that their sex toy drawer always made. That sound alone made Jed’s blood heat up. Fuck, he was so looking forward to this.

When Bailey returned, she slid her hand over his boxer-covered ass, giving it a light pat. “You’re being so good for me,” she praised.

The light blush that touched Jed’s cheeks just made him even warmer. “You’re worth being good for,” he answered, his voice utterly sincere. Bailey always made it worth Jed’s while to do as she said. Knowing she was going to put a plug in his ass was all the proof Jed needed.

Her fingers slid under the waistband, sending a thrill across Jed’s spine. When she tugged the material down past the swell of his ass, Jed didn’t bother to hold back a moan. “Yes, yes,” he breathed. “Your touch feels so good, babe.”

As if in reward, Bailey delivered another light slap. Now that her fingers smacked against his bare skin, the sharp feeling made Jed’s breath catch in his throat.

They didn’t play much with pain because that wasn’t something Bailey enjoyed, so these light slaps felt all the more thrilling. Jed heard her open the bottle of lube, breathing in as he prepared to feel her fingers. He didn’t have to wait for long, a moan escaping his lips as she slid a finger between his cheeks, tip teasing against his hole.

Nerve-endings there responded instantly, sending pleasure shooting through Jed’s whole body. He felt his muscles tremble with desire but dared not ask for more than Bailey wanted to give him. She’d give him exactly what he needed anyway; there was no reason to ask. Other than sometimes she loved hearing him beg.

Today, though, Bailey had done nothing to indicate that she needed that. Instead, Jed just waited. Her finger pressed into him, stretching him out around it. He had no idea how big a plug she planned to put inside him. But whatever it was, Bailey always pressed her fingers inside him first, to get him ready. And also because it made him moan.

Jed let his mouth fall open, a moan sliding between his parted lips. Bailey’s finger felt so good, sliding in and out over Jed’s sensitive rim. His skin shivered, the sensation enough to make him feel it everywhere.

Balling his fists against the sheets, Jed fought not to rock back. Bailey hadn’t said he could move. Besides, she always gave him exactly what he needed. Even if, sometimes, Jed would have liked it to come a little faster.

Sweat slid down his spine, his whole body feeling warm to the touch. The muscles in his ass clung to Bailey’s finger, making each slide a riot of feeling. She pressed into him, fucking him open with just one finger. For now.

His soft groans showed her just how good it felt. Jed wasn’t surprised that she rewarded him with another finger. Bailey loved hearing the noises he made. He didn’t even attempt to hold back on them. Instead, Jed energetically showed her just how amazing her fingers felt as they fucked him.

“Gonna put the plug in now,” Bailey told him when she pulled back. Jed couldn’t help but whine at the loss of her fingers. They were quickly replaced by the tip of the plug. It wasn’t huge, Jed could tell instantly, but it was still bigger than the two fingers together had felt.

He shifted, not rocking back but letting his hips sway slightly as he adjusted to the blunt pressure against his hole. Bailey’s free hand curled around Jed’s hip, her touch reassuring and grounding him, giving him something to focus on in addition to the overwhelming feeling of the plug.

It slid inside him slowly, inch by careful inch. Bailey never wanted to hurt him, especially not like this. And if she wanted to be careful, Jed wouldn’t resist her, even if his veins practically hummed with his impatience.

“It’s good,” he groaned, his eyes falling closed so he could concentrate on the round tip of the plug stretching his ring. It pressed deeper, making Jed’s muscles stretch and adjust in the most pleasurable of ways.

Carefully, Bailey worked the plug in until the thickest part of it pressed past Jed’s already sensitive ring. Another loud ‘uhhh’ fell from his lips and then a breathless whine as his muscles squeezed back around the base of the toy, holding it snuggly. Bailey concluded the whole thing with another light slap against Jed’s ass, making him moan as the toy shifted.

“Beautiful,” she announced. “Wiggle for me.” And Jed did, rocking back and then side to side, crying out as the plug moved. It felt so good, especially with Jed not knowing exactly how long Bailey planned to make him keep it in.

Her touch was gentle as she stroked over Jed’s ass. “Go sit down at the top of the bed, back against the headboard,” she instructed.

Groaning, Jed pulled his boxers back up. The material clinging to his ass somehow made the whole thing so much hotter. Knowing that the plug was hidden, but that both of them knew it was there, set Jed’s body alight with excitement.

He crawled forward, turning over once he reached the headboard so he could sit down. Bailey still looked amazing, flushed and glowing from working so hard to fill him up. Jed wanted to reach for her, to beg her to let him touch her. But he wouldn’t interrupt whatever Bailey had planned, not for the world.

Biting his lip to keep quiet, Jed just watched while Bailey ran her hands over her own body. Her full breasts bounced, the nipples hard and red. Her hips swayed as she moved closer, her fingers light against Jed’s legs.

“What can I do?” he asked, so eager to make Bailey happy.

“Spread your arms, wrists against the slats,” she told him before walking back to the drawer. When Bailey returned, it was with ropes in her hands. Jed groaned. Fuck. He wasn’t going to object, hardly. Jed loved it when Bailey restrained him. He watched carefully as she looped the ropes around his wrists.

Once he was securely restrained, Bailey smiled. “You look good like this,” she told him, a hand sliding down Jed’s chest. She traced his muscles with her fingers, before they slid lower. Bailey’s hand brushed over Jed’s cock through the material of his boxers. He cried out so loudly, cock throbbing with how good it felt.

Bailey smirked, pulling the material away and letting Jed’s dick spring free.

Jed’s moan filled the air between them as his hips jerked upwards, jostling the plug in his ass. Bailey’s free hand pushed him back, pinning him against the mattress. Despite how soft it was, the pressure still ground the toy inside him, sparking against sensitive nerve-endings that made Jed moan even louder.

Pleasure battered at him from every angle, until Jed felt as though his whole body was sizzling with feeling. Bailey’s hand on his dick moved slowly, relishing the soft whimpers that fell from Jed’s lips.

“Uh, uh,” he grunted. Watching her was almost too much for him, the sight of her fingers wrapped around his stiff cock.

“I’m going to fuck you,” she informed him. “Nice and slow. Just the way I want to. And you’re going to stay hard for me.” Jed moaned at that but nodded. Yeah, yeah he’d do anything for Bailey, no matter how difficult it might prove to be. He could take it. He wanted her to use him, wanted her to fuck him just how she wanted to.

Wearing nothing but heels, Bailey straddled Jed’s legs. She reached between them to lead his cock inside her. Jed’s breath caught before a low groan fell from his lips. She was so fucking hot and wet. His dick slipped inside her easily, both of them moaning when Bailey fully took it in.

She rocked, her breasts swaying. Every movement made the plug in Jed’s ass shift. The pleasure from being so full combined with the feeling of Bailey’s tight pussy, taking Jed’s breath away completely.

Just as she’d promised, Bailey lifted herself up slowly, giving a moan to show exactly how much she liked it. Jed thought about asking if he could use his tongue to play with her nipples - but Bailey hadn’t asked him to.

His fingers flexed, wrists tugging against the restraints. It was no good. Bailey had tied him securely, leaving Jed completely at her mercy.

The slowness of her movements was excruciating. But at the same time, also felt so fucking good. Jed tugged against the restraints again, wanting to put his hands on Bailey. That was, he had no doubt, exactly why she’d tied him up in the first place. She carried on fucking him slowly, exactly how she wanted.

Her breasts bounced with every movement as Jed whined at the pleasure that spread through him. Every time she drove her hips down, his ass pressed into the mattress tighter, making Jed cry out as the plug reminded him of its presence. But Bailey ignored it all in favor of riding him just how she wanted.

“Ahh,” she moaned. “Fuck, Jed. your cock is so good in me, such a nice toy for me to play with.”

Desire slammed through Jed like a tide, making him tug hard against the ropes holding his wrists. The rough surface rubbed against his skin, adding a note of sweet friction to the torment of not being able to touch or move. “Yeah, yeah,” he panted, his breath coming hard and fast.

Jed’s ribs heaved, his throat suddenly dry. “I want that. Want you to use me, play with me,” he urged. Fighting not to close his eyes, Jed drank in the sight of Bailey. She looked stunning, all of her attention focused on her own enjoyment, using Jed exactly the way she needed to make herself feel good.

As much as he wished he could lean forward, capture her nipple between his lips, Jed held himself back. If Bailey wanted him to help, she knew she only had to ask.

She didn’t. Instead, Bailey kept moving slowly up and down, her pace so steady it made Jed’s cock ache. She was well aware that he wouldn’t come unless he was told to. Yet, her pace was driving Jed absolutely mad. Knowing that this was Bailey’s choice, that she wanted to ride him slow, made Jed’s muscles tremble with need.

One of Bailey’s hands came up, fingers tangling in Jed’s hair as she tugged against it. The sharp pain made him groan. Bailey used it as an opportunity to lick her way into his mouth, kissing Jed hard.

He groaned into the kiss and pressed harder against the mattress, her wet pussy still engulfing him over and over again. When Bailey pulled back, they were both breathing hard, soft moans twining together until it was impossible to tell whose was whose.

“Do you want to come?” Bailey asked. Jed groaned because yeah, of course he did, she hardly needed to ask! “Mmmm,” she hummed, reading his thoughts. “You have one minute. If you can come in one minute, you can come. If you can’t, there’s no coming for you tonight.”

Jed bit off the moan that threatened to spill from his lips. If he only had one minute, he needed to focus all of his attention on achieving orgasm. Jed could hardly imagine how hard it would be to last the whole night without coming, especially as everything that Bailey did was designed to send pleasure shooting down his spine.

With his teeth sinking into his lower lip, Jed rocked his hips as much as Bailey’s weight in his lap would allow. He pushed up into her, matching her rhythm so that his movements couldn’t be working against what she wanted for herself.

Her body bounced, pleasure tinting her cheeks and chest a beautiful pink. Jed watched her, drinking in the sexy sounds that poured from her. Fuck, yes, he could come from this! He flexed the muscles in his ass, crying out as it pulled the plug deeper inside him.

“Fuck, fuck,” he muttered. “Yes, Bailey.” He rocked harder, faster. Every thrust jostled the toy inside him until waves of pleasure radiated through Jed’s whole body. When Bailey sank down on him, her pussy tightening around his cock, that was all it took!

He knew he must be close to the minute but she hadn’t told him that it’d gone past, so Jed came, spilling inside her with a low groan. It felt amazing, especially when Bailey tightened her pussy around him, squeezing so well. Jed’s hand pulled against the ropes, a whine falling from his lips at the inability to get his hands on Bailey.

She rode him through his orgasm and only slowed down when Jed’s cock began to soften inside her. Once Bailey slowed, she leaned down to reclaim Jed’s lips, letting his cock slide out of her as she kissed him slowly.

“Well done,” she praised. “Fifty-two seconds, just in time,” she smirked.

Knowing she’d actually been timing it spread a warm flush across Jed’s chest. Fuck, he loved that about her, how precise she could be. “You helped,” he breathed, nuzzling his nose against Bailey’s cheek before she pulled away. “Fuck, Bailey, I love the way your body feels. And the way it looks.” And, really, everything about her.

Her hips rocked to a stop, making Jed tug once again to try to get his hands on her and pull her close. He failed, only managing to make Bailey smirk at him. As Jed shifted, he gave a soft whimper, the plug in his ass feeling almost too much.

But not so much so that he wasn’t going to at least offer to satisfy whatever wishes Bailey might still have. “Do you want more?” he asked. “Do you want to come?”

“No.” She shook her head easily. “Not right now,” Bailey corrected with a smirk. “No. What I want is to watch some more of my show.” That was accompanied by a wiggle of her eyebrows. Jed groaned. Fuck, kneeling for her, letting her use him as a footrest, with the plug so snuggly in his ass was going to get Jed hard all over again!

But he’d do whatever she wanted. All Jed was interested in was pleasing Bailey.

Reaching up, Bailey undid the ropes on Jed’s wrists. She massaged them softly, making sure he hadn’t hurt himself. That made Jed’s breath catch; he loved how well Bailey looked after him. Once he was free, Bailey moved off the bed, running a hand over her side, teasing a finger over one of her nipples.

“Come on, then,” she said. “Crawl back downstairs, I want to watch you.”

Feeling deeply satisfied from his orgasm, it was easy for Jed to sink back into a state of mind where doing what Bailey asked of him was as simple as breathing. He slid from the bed, crawling across the floor. The plug shifted, causing a ripple of pleasure up his spine.

But all Jed did was moan. He wanted Bailey to know how much he felt every part of her plan. His ears pricked up at the sound of her heels on the wooden floor, following him down the stairs.

By the time the opening credits began to roll, with Bailey’s feet kicked up on Jed’s back, his whole body had slowed. Time lost all meaning, but Jed didn’t care. What mattered was that he got to spend it with Bailey, for as long as she wanted to use him.
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