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Brooke was always threatening to spank Nelson’s ass if he didn’t follow her instructions. Today, Nelson wanted to see if she would follow through. She’d woken him up by kissing her way down his chest, getting Nelson hard and aching before she slipped away to have her morning shower.




Nelson had whined and begged her to let him come. Brooke had just laughed. She’d told him to wait for her without touching himself.




It wasn’t a difficult instruction. Being with Brooke meant Nelson was a master of self-restraint. Usually. He was when he wanted to be good and obedient. Today, he had something else in mind.




He waited until he heard the water shut off. Sliding a hand down his bare chest, the sound of Brooke’s bare feet against the wooden floor made his breath catch. He wrapped his fingers around his cock, tipping his head back and moaning theatrically.




When he opened his eyes, Brooke was standing in the doorway. Wrapped in nothing but a towel, she watched as Nelson’s palm stroked slowly up and down his dick.




Nelson’s eyes met Brooke’s almost as if to challenge her.




Or perhaps, exactly to challenge her.




He licked his lips, tongue wet against them. He gave a loud moan. Brooke’s pupils dilated. She definitely liked seeing him like this, legs stretched out and his fingers wrapped around his thick, hard cock. But Nelson saw how she frowned. The realization that he had done the opposite of what she’d wanted struck her after the lust did.




“Didn’t I tell you not to touch yourself?” Brooke asked. They both knew what the answer was. Nelson still enjoyed that she asked.




He didn’t stop. His hand felt so good after Brooke’s teasing, he didn’t want to stop. He brushed a thumb over the head of his cock, making sparks of pleasure fly up his spine. “Fuck,” he grunted. “Yeah, yeah, you did tell me.”




Knowing he was being disobedient made Nelson feel even more turned on. It wasn’t often he ignored Brooke’s instructions, even accidentally. “What are you going to do about it?” he asked. Even the question made his cock twitch.




Brooke’s eyebrows went up in surprise. She liked the idea of him challenging her. When it came down to it, Brooke didn’t often have to punish Nelson. He liked behaving. There weren’t often any reasons for Brooke to discipline him. It made this feel all the more... fun. Sexy.




“Well, first of all, I’m going to have to tie your hands to stop you from touching yourself. You clearly can’t be trusted,” Brooke observed. She walked over to where they kept the cuffs, ropes and other things they used when restriction was required or desired.




Nelson watched, slowing his movements but not stilling completely. He didn’t want to end this before it began. Brooke’s towel slipped as she bent over the drawer, giving Nelson a flash of tanned thigh. “God, you’re so sexy when you’re being strict with me,” he said.




Brooke turned, a set of cuffs in one hand and a length of rough rope in the other. Nelson swallowed. “Which are you going to use?” he asked, dragging his palm over the head of his cock in a way that made his hips buck up off the mattress.




“I’m going to use both,” Brooke informed him easily. She set the rope down on the bed and then moved to pull Nelson’s hands away from his cock. He didn’t resist. He was eager to see just what Brooke’s punishment would entail. She cuffed one of his wrists and then looped the cuffs through the slant on the bed frame. Nelson’s other hand joined the first, cuffed to the bed. His cock, if possible, stood even harder to attention.




Brooke’s hand traveled down over Nelson’s stomach to his cock. His hips bucked up the moment Brooke’s fingers brushed over it. But then she reached for the rope. Nelson’s eyes widened, unsure what she planned to do.




“I’m going to tie your balls,” she told him, clearly sensing he had no idea. “Tight enough that you won’t come like some horny teenager.”




Nelson almost came right then, his eyes going wide as he looked up at Brooke. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. This wasn’t at all what he’d expected. Excitement raced through him. He tugged his wrists against the cuffs just to feel the padded lining rubbing against his skin.




He spread his legs, toes curling against the sheets. His tongue darted out over his lower lip. “Yes,” he agreed. He wanted there to be no doubt in Brooke’s mind about whether he wanted this. Nelson definitely did. “I deserve it,” he added. “I deliberately disobeyed you.” He tried not to smirk.




“You do deserve it,” Brooke agreed. She took the rope, sliding it over Nelson’s legs and up to his balls. The friction sent a thrill down Nelson’s spine, as did the anticipation. He had to stop himself from thrusting into Brooke’s touch. She worked the rope around the base of his cock and tightened it around his balls.




Nelson groaned, biting his lower lip to stop himself from begging. Once Brooke had secured the rope, she moved back, inspecting her handiwork. “I should leave you like this,” she told Nelson. “As punishment. I’ll have to leave you like this every time I go to have a shower.”




Shifting against the bed made the rope rub against Nelson’s balls. He cried out at the unexpected friction. “You could,” he agreed. Nelson gave Brooke that power over him willingly. He loved seeing the different things she did with it. “You could tie me up like this and leave me, without even telling me how long you were going to be.” The thought of waiting, unable to free himself until Brooke finished whatever she was doing, made Nelson’s chest heave.




“That wouldn’t be a punishment now,” he pointed out. “You’re already showered.” Brooke was hardly going to go shower again just so she could make her point. At least, Nelson didn’t think she would. He didn’t want her to leave. At the same time, it thrilled him that there was nothing he could do about it if she did.




Brooke raised her eyebrow at him. Nelson’s words were definitely daring, to suggest that what Brooke had proposed wouldn’t be a punishment now. He wanted a punishment now. They both knew it.




Brooke slid a finger over Nelson’s bare leg. With her free hand, she pushed the blankets off the bed so Nelson would just lie there exposed. “And what would be a punishment now?” she asked. “I can tell that that’s what you want. You know how I feel about things you want.”




Nelson did know. Brooke enjoyed giving him the things he wanted, but not if he demanded them.




Nelson’s imagination filled with images. There were so many ways Brooke could punish him now. She could tease him, making him watch as she touched herself, not giving him any release until she’d reached her own orgasm in her own time. She could whip him. Nelson would love the sharp lines of pain across his thighs. He swallowed as Brooke walked around him, surveying him from every angle.




“You could use me,” Nelson suggested. “Ride me until you’re satisfied, without letting me touch you. Or you could order me to make you come with just my mouth, and keep me tied up until you feel I’ve made it up to you.” He bit down on his lower lip, trying to hold back a moan.




“I’ll love it,” he promised. “Whatever you decide. I’ll take it for you beautifully.”




“Oh, I know.” Brooke laughed and that, too, sent heat through Nelson’s body. He loved having her be so in charge. Tying him down and restricting his ability to come. Whatever she decided, Nelson loved knowing it could be anything.




He watched as she moved away from the bed again. She let the towel drop to the floor. Her naked curves looked so good, Nelson wished he could put his mouth on her skin. But right now he couldn’t do anything she didn’t explicitly tell him to. That was great, too.




His eyes followed Brooke as she walked over to the drawer where their sex toys were. Nelson couldn’t see what she was doing in it but when she pulled back, he saw the whip in her hand.




“I feel that your punishment should involve pain. Something that you’ll remember for days yet to come.”




Goosebumps pebbled over Nelson’s bare skin. The mere suggestion of pain was enough to make his body react. Brooke had used the whip on him before. Nelson always loved it, the sharp sting of pain that mixed so perfectly with pleasure. It had never been a punishment before. Imagining how it might feel different, Nelson swallowed again.




“Yes, Brooke,” he agreed, a smile curving one corner of his mouth. Nelson wasn’t very good at pretending to meekly accept punishment. Especially not punishment that he wanted. “Make me remember,” he urged. “Make it so that next time you’re in the shower, you’re all I can think about.”




She dragged the leather strands of the whip over Nelson’s leg. The teasing felt amazing, the anticipation building. Brooke knew it, too. Nelson could see it written all over her face. She loved teasing Nelson. Knowing that he wanted the punishment probably just made her tease him more.




Then, suddenly, Brooke brought the whip down. Sharp pain shot through Nelson. He cried out, hands gripping against the handcuffs. Brooke hardly waited before she hit him again, the strands of the whip licking over his exposed thighs.




“How does it feel?”




Nelson’s chest heaved, rising as he pulled in a quick intake of breath. “Fuck,” he answered, meeting Brooke’s eyes as she stood over him. He loved it, knowing she was in total control of what he felt, and how much. “It hurts,” he answered honestly. “Stings, but then fades.” He knew it wouldn’t always be that way. Brooke knew how to make the sensation last. By the time she was finished, Nelson would feel it for days.




“It’s good,” he added, then smirked. “It’s what I deserve.” They both knew it was Nelson’s way of saying it was what he wanted. He might not have predicted this, but he was fully on board now that it was happening.




“Are you going to do it again?” he asked, glancing down at his thighs. As yet, there were no marks on them. Nelson wondered how long that would last.




“I am,” Brooke confirmed. She brought the whip down again. Whether intentionally or not - and Nelson assumed it was, because Brooke was very good at being intentional - the whip crisscrossed the lines already on his skin, making the feeling so much sharper. Nelson didn’t hold back on the cries that fell from his lips. He knew Brooke wanted to hear them.




Her eyes darkened with lust. She brought the whip down again. When Nelson shifted, the rope around his balls tugged, reminding him of its presence.




“I want you to turn over,” Brooke instructed. “Push your ass up, do not let your cock rub against the bed.”




Eagerly, Nelson nodded. Turning over while handcuffed to the bed frame posed something of a challenge. Doing it without letting the rope constrict uncomfortably around his balls was more difficult. Nelson moved slowly, loving how on display he felt. Brooke didn’t move to help. She stood back with her arms crossed and watched. Nelson couldn’t hold back a moan as he finally got his knees under him.




He glanced over his shoulder, pushing his ass up as high as he could. His thighs splayed, his cock hanging heavy between them. He held himself up, keeping his hips off the mattress. His stomach clenched, turning over as delicious anticipation settled within him.




“Like this?” he asked. “Is this how you want me, baby?”




“Yes, just like that.” Brooke nodded, but it didn’t escape Nelson how she didn’t praise him. The lack of praise almost ached. This, too, was part of his punishment, he knew that. Rather than saying anything else, Brooke brought the whip down again. The strands were sharp against Nelson’s skin. She wasn’t holding back.




When she whipped him again, Nelson cried out loudly. It was quickly moving from pleasure into pain, edging on the very line of being too much. But Brooke knew that as well. She brought the whip sharply down once again.




“Are you going to touch yourself without permission again?”




Nelson licked his lips. He didn’t want to lie. If he promised not to do it again, Brooke might ease up on him. It just wouldn’t be a promise Nelson planned on keeping. “Not this week,” he quipped, knowing it wasn’t what Brooke was expecting him to say. There was a thrill in that. Nelson wasn’t often bratty. He quite enjoyed it when he was.




He tightened his fingers against the pillows, prepared for Brooke to hit him again. He pushed his ass up, thighs splayed. It sent shudders through him to think the strands of the whip might lick against the sensitive skin there.




The pain that radiated from the leather when Brooke did bring it down once more was even better. She wasn’t gentle. Nelson didn’t know if she had intended for the whip to hit unmarked skin, but it felt great. He was certain it would leave marks, make his ass sore to sit on for days. It was exciting to think that he’d remember this, remember his punishment, for ages after it.




“Not this week,” Brooke repeated and hit him again. Nelson’s cry echoed around them, the sharp pain making him thrust forward. She’d been very specific about his cock not touching the bed, so Nelson did his best not to. “I guess that will have to do,” Brooke said. While her tone wasn’t happy, Nelson could tell she wasn’t against the idea of punishing him again.




The whip came down once more, Nelson’s sharp cry doing nothing to stop the pain. Finally, he heard Brooke set the whip aside. “Turn back over,” she instructed.




Nelson shimmied his hips, groaning when that made the rope tug against his aching balls. His heart was pounding, exhilaration and adrenaline flooding through him. He turned carefully, keeping his hips lifted so his cock wouldn’t drag against the mattress.




When he settled, the marked skin of his ass scratched against the sheets, sending tingles of pleasure-pain dancing across Nelson’s body. “Fuck,” he moaned, glancing down at himself. His cock was wet with precum, still hard. He wiggled again, crying out as it intensified every sensation.




“I’m sorry, Brooke,” he said, looking up to meet her eyes. “I’m sorry I touched myself. Will you let me make it up to you?” He wanted to touch her so much.




“I will let you try,” Brooke informed him.




She dragged a hand over Nelson’s legs, nails scratching over the marks she’d left there with the whip. Brooke made her way up Nelson’s body. He felt the heat of her against his cock, giving a loud whine. But before he could even think of asking for more, she was already crawling higher up.




Brooke’s fingers tangled in Nelson’s hair as she positioned herself above him. “Make me come with your mouth and I’ll think about removing the rope from your balls.” She lowered herself onto his face, moaning in pleasure the moment Nelson’s tongue darted out to meet her.




His cock swelled at how turned-on Brooke sounded, making him shift against the bed. No matter how he moved, there was no relief from the rope. It made Nelson even more determined. He moved his tongue in long, slow licks, gathering up Brooke’s wetness. She tasted amazing. Nelson loved knowing it was all for him. She’d enjoyed the whipping as much as he had.




As Brooke rocked against him, Nelson stiffened his tongue. He drove it in and out of Brooke’s pussy, doing his best to fuck her with it. He knew exactly what Brooke liked, but she hadn’t said there was a time limit. He wanted to tease her, at least a little. Nelson moved his head, practically nuzzling his face against Brooke’s clit. Her fingers tightened in his hair, holding him still. Only able to use his tongue, Nelson did his best, dragging it up and down through Brooke’s folds until he heard her breath catch in her throat.




“Fuck, yes, just like that!” she encouraged. Nelson followed through, the tip of his tongue licking over Brooke’s clit before disappearing inside her again. He was rewarded for his efforts with a string of loud cries. Brooke rocked her hips faster against him. The wetness from her pussy mixed with Nelson’s spit, dripping down his chin. He loved how much of a mess she made him look.




When Nelson’s tongue returned to Brooke’s clit she moaned loudly. “Yes! Come on, Nelson, make me come, I want to come.” And Nelson definitely enjoyed giving Brooke just what she wanted. His tongue began to move faster, applying pressure just right until he could feel the way her body trembled above his.




The hand that Brooke didn’t have in his hair, went up to press against the wall so she could steady herself. Her orgasm came quick and hard. “Fuck!! Yes!” Brooke screamed. Nelson didn’t stop until she pushed his head back, softer moans replacing the loud screams.




Chest heaving, Nelson dragged in a breath, and then another, and another. His whole body felt warm, his pulse racing from the excitement of knowing how much Brooke had enjoyed using him. “God,” he breathed, tipping his head to look up at her. “You’re so fucking hot, baby. I love it when you ride my face.”




Nelson’s cock throbbed. Now that he wasn’t focused on Brooke, the desperation to have her touch him slammed back into his body. “I’m so hard for you, Brooke,” he said, his tone not quite pleading. “Please, let me keep making it up to you. Ride my cock, too. If you untie my hands, I’ll make you come again.”




Brooke slid down lower, running her tongue over Nelson’s lips so she could lick her own taste off them. Her hands, too, moved lower, nails scratching over Nelson’s sides. He moaned as her breasts pressed into him. He wanted nothing more than to touch her, to tug against those hardened nipples.




“You’re going to make me come with your hands still tied,” she told him. It wasn’t a question or a bargain. It was just a statement. This was what would happen.




Nelson’s hips bucked upward when Brooke’s pussy slid over his cock. She smirked at that. This was exactly what she had wanted. That somehow made all of this even hotter.




Reaching between them, Brooke led Nelson’s cock inside her. The noise that fell from him was almost animalistic. Her pussy felt so good. So hot and so wet, Nelson couldn’t stop himself from pushing into it more.




With the rope still around his balls, it felt like a mix of pain and pleasure all rolled up in one.




As his muscles flexed, his ass rubbed against the sheets once more, bringing a different kind of pain. Nelson could feel Brooke everywhere. He thrust his hips up, loving the way it made her breasts bounce. “Fuck, fuck, Brooke!” he cried. He tugged against the restraints, feeling the padded lining of the cuffs as he jerked against them. He narrowed his eyes, trying to focus on what Brooke had said. If he made her come like this, maybe, maybe, she would give him some release.




“Please, Brooke,” he begged. “Help me. Help me make it good. Tell me how you want it,” he urged, slowing his hips. He thrust up into the heat of Brooke’s pussy. He focused on the rhythm he knew she liked, wanting to build the pleasure up inside her until she couldn’t take it anymore.




Rather than touching herself and helping him make her come that way, Brooke leaned forward. The angle would let his cock rub against her clit more. That was the most she was going to give him. An opportunity.




Her moans began to come more steadily. Nelson whined at how good she looked. His cock in her pussy and her breasts bouncing at every thrust. Then, perhaps to help him even more, Brooke moved up a bit, her breasts directly above Nelson’s mouth.




“You can suck them,” she allowed.




Nelson didn’t waste any time. He pushed himself up as much as his bound hands would allow. He moaned at how good Brooke’s breasts felt as he pressed his face between them. Tenderly, he kissed over the soft skin. His tongue was hot and wet. He loved the way Brooke gasped when he teased just the tip around her nipple. Lapping delicately, Nelson carried on teasing her. He circled her nipple exactly the way he’d circled her clit earlier, knowing he was bringing back good memories.




He kept thrusting his hips up, his cock plunging in and out of Brooke’s soaked pussy. He shuddered as her muscles clenched around him. Finally, when Brooke was moaning almost continuously, he pursed his lips and sucked her nipple fully into his mouth. Brooke screamed. Nelson didn’t stop, pulling as hard as he could without hurting her, tugging at her nipple and letting her feel the slightest graze of teeth.




“Yeah, baby, just like that,” Brooke cried. Her hips began to slam down against Nelson harder and faster. His own moans were muffled by Brooke’s breast. He did his best to keep sucking on her nipple, making her cry out louder and louder. “Yes! Fuck!” Brooke screamed. Nelson felt the way her muscles tightened around him as she came.




He was certain he would’ve come then, too, if it wasn’t for the rope around his balls. It hurt almost too much. It was thrilling to know that Brooke was still in charge of deciding what happened next.




When she pulled back, getting off Nelson, he instantly whined at the loss of her. Brooke smirked at that. “Now, let’s try this again,” she said. “Are you going to touch yourself without my permission?”




Her tone so strict, Nelson felt it like a physical heat against his skin. “No, Brooke,” he answered, meeting her eyes so she could see that he genuinely meant it. “I promise. I won’t touch myself without your permission.” He wanted to give Brooke that. He wanted to show her that her punishment had worked.




“Please,” he added, pulling against the handcuffs. “Please, will you take the rope off?” It hurt, the friction a constant pain across Nelson’s nerve-endings. He loved it, loved how he couldn’t escape it without Brooke’s help. “I promise, I’ll be good,” he added, as an extra incentive.




“And if you’re not, next time the punishment will hurt a lot more,” she told him seriously. Nelson was too distracted by the idea that she’d take the rope off now to really worry about what might be next time. After this, he’d think about it. Right now, Nelson just wanted Brooke to touch him.




Brooke moved down, her hands much softer as they slid over Nelson’s legs. She reached for the rope, slow and careful at undoing it. Once free, Nelson groaned at how good it felt, the blood flow suddenly so sharp. “You’ve done well in taking the punishment,” Brooke told him, the first real praise she’d offered.




Bending down, Brooke pressed her lips against Nelson’s hip, kissing her way over to his cock. Her mouth felt amazing. Nelson’s knuckles whitened as he tried not to thrust his hips up seeking that sweet release.




“Fuck, Brooke,” he moaned. The pleasure and pain mingled together, so intense that Nelson struggled to form words. “Go slow,” he begged, “or tell me not to come. Something. Otherwise -” He didn’t even need to finish his sentence. Brooke brought her hands to Nelson’s hips, her weight pushing him down against the mattress. Nelson groaned in relief.




With his hands still cuffed to the bed, Nelson could only watch. Brooke’s mouth slid slowly down his cock. Her tongue swirled around the head, sending pulses of pleasure up into Nelson’s stomach. Not being able to move, knowing it was fully Brooke’s choice exactly how much she took him in, made it even hotter.




Brooke knew exactly what Nelson liked. Her mouth was so hot. Her tongue swirled around him again and she took him in even deeper. Her head bobbed up and down at increasing speed. Faster and faster, until the groans from Nelson all seemed to melt together.




Just as he was so close Nelson thought he’d have to beg to come, Brooke pulled back, smirking up at him. He wanted to come so badly, yet it was totally Brooke’s call. With his hands tied, Nelson couldn’t touch himself. Just as Brooke had wanted.




“Perhaps I’ll go for another shower now,” she hummed.




The idea made Nelson tug harder against the restraints, trying to sit up. He wanted to wrap his arms around Brooke, hold her close so she couldn’t leave. He couldn’t. From the way Brooke smirked at him, she knew he couldn’t. It made her look even more impossibly sexy.




“Fuck, you could,” Nelson agreed. “You could leave me here, with no idea how long another shower would take. You could touch yourself, so that I could hear you moaning. I wouldn’t be able to do anything about it.” He loved the idea of Brooke leaving him there, tied up for her to return to whenever she wanted.




Nelson’s eyes met Brooke’s. He tried to work out from her expression what was going on in her mind. “Do you want to?” he asked. “Would it make you hot to leave me here?”




She seemed to think about it, licking her lips as she took in the way Nelson looked. His legs were spread, his cock so desperately needy, hands cuffed. She nodded, making Nelson whine.




“I do want to,” Brooke decided. “I’m going to go make myself some coffee, maybe read a book, see how I feel,” she said with a smirk, brushing her fingers over Nelson’s leg. He wanted to beg her not to. He also wanted her to leave him like this. To only come back when she wanted. It was the punishment he deserved. Not being allowed to touch himself yet wanting to so badly.




Brooke didn’t bother with clothes. That was hot, too. She left the bedroom naked. Soon after, Nelson could hear the coffee machine downstairs come on.




Waiting was agony. Nelson needed to come so badly that it was all he could think about. His cock and balls throbbed with it, pounding relentlessly in time with Nelson’s heartbeat. Knowing Brooke was getting on with her own morning, without him, made the arousal so much more intense. Nelson wanted to know if she was thinking about him, if she was feeling as wound up as he was.




The smell of coffee floated up from downstairs. Nelson tried to count how long a cup of coffee would take to cool. It was impossible to even know how time was passing. He closed his eyes. That only brought him images of Brooke, naked and riding his cock for her own pleasure. Nelson groaned.




He could have shouted for Brooke to come back. He could have begged. Nelson didn’t know whether either would have helped. He bit his lip to keep himself quiet. He wanted this to be Brooke’s decision. Knowing that she would only come when she had decided he’d had enough was worth all the pain.




For long stretches of time, there was nothing to hear. Occasionally, Brooke would move, or he would hear her murmur something to herself.




Finally, after what felt like hours, Nelson heard her footsteps on the stairs.




“Are you still hard for me?” Brooke asked when she appeared in the door. She was still naked. If Nelson hadn’t still been hard, that definitely would’ve helped to get him there. “Have you been waiting?” she teased. Nelson was so eager to have her touch him that when she did, he cried out loudly. Having been starved of touch now made all the touches so much more.




She traced her fingers up his arms, leaning in to press a kiss against Nelson’s wrist, just before the cuffs. “I’m going to untie you now,” she told him. “And then you’re going to show me how sorry you are about misbehaving.”




Nelson nodded sharply. He had to consciously remind himself that pulling against the cuffs wouldn’t speed things up. He made an effort to be patient. “I will,” he agreed. “I’ll do anything you want me to, Brooke.” His breath came in shallow gasps, broken by a moan when the cuffs finally clicked free.




His hands were on Brooke before either of them could blink. Nelson ran his palm over her side, up to cup her breast. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. “You are so incredible, Brooke. All I could think about was you, the whole time you were gone.”




He tugged, pleased when Brooke let him pull her closer. “What do you want?” he asked, barely pulling back enough to speak. “What can I do for you?”




She laughed at that. The sound was so delightful. Nelson loved hearing it and it made him want to do just as Brooke wanted. Her hands stroked over Nelson’s back and then lower to his ass, teasing over the marks the whip had left there earlier.




“Flip me over and fuck me,” she told Nelson. “I want you to fuck me as hard as you can.” They both knew that after how long Nelson had been wanting to come, he wouldn’t last very long. But then, Brooke hadn’t asked him to.




His body surged up under hers, easily flipping Brooke to the bed. He kissed her, teeth catching her lower lip and sucking it into his mouth. As much as Nelson wanted to immediately bury himself in Brooke’s tight heat, he made himself wait. He circled his tongue around each of Brooke’s nipples, then licked a stripe all the way down to her belly button.




Brooke parted her legs, inviting Nelson to carry on. He kept going, sliding lower and lower until he could lap at Brooke’s pussy. Despite the break, she was wet for him. The taste of her danced across Nelson’s tongue, making him groan his appreciation.




Finally, Nelson kissed his way back up Brooke’s body. He pressed his cock against her, teasing her for just a moment before he thrust. He plunged into her wet folds, crying out at how fucking amazing she felt.




Nelson didn’t wait. He fucked Brooke hard, just as she’d instructed. His hands dropped to her hips, hitching her ass up so he could pound into her even more deeply.




“Fuck, yes, yes!” Brooke’s cries surrounded them. She rocked back, meeting each of Nelson’s thrusts. “Harder, baby, fuck me as hard as you can,” she encouraged. Nelson’s hips slammed forward, his hard cock driving inside Brooke’s wet pussy with such force that it knocked the breath out of her.




Her body moved under his, the bed shaking the harder Nelson fucked her. Brooke’s screams sounded amazing. The way she moved against him was quickly pushing Nelson closer and closer to the edge of climax.




“I want you to come,” Brooke moaned. “Fill me up, show me how much you want to!”




Nelson really, really did. His hands tightened against Brooke’s ass, crashing their bodies together. One last thrust was enough to send Nelson straight over the edge. He screamed Brooke’s name. The orgasm tore through him like nothing Nelson had ever experienced. His balls throbbed with pleasure and relief as his cum flooded Brooke’s pussy.




It seemed to last forever. Brooke’s legs wrapped around his hips, her body rocking gently through the throes of Nelson’s orgasm. He could hear the wet noises their bodies made as they slowed. Every jet of cum took a little more of Nelson’s strength, until he had to lower his body to the bed, one arm still thrown over Brooke’s waist.




“Fuuuck,” he breathed, turning his head to brush his lips against Brooke’s shoulder. “That was amazing, babe. I hope you don’t expect me to move.”




The laugh that Brooke gave in response was like music to Nelson’s ears. She stroked her hand over his back, a gentle touch as he curled into her side. It felt so good to be able to just touch her, to relax against Brooke’s naked body and pull her in closer.




“You don’t have to move,” she promised. “But I hope you’ll rethink disobeying me and touching yourself next time,” she hummed. It would be easy to remember this. Nelson just wasn’t sure it was the sort of discouragement Brooke had intended it to be. Or maybe this was exactly what she had intended it to be.
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