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Emma prided herself on giving excellent gifts. It was something that Ted appreciated. She loved to spoil him. Watching his enjoyment of her gift was so much more satisfying than receiving one herself. Of course, Emma was also very good at knowing exactly what she wanted.




As a birthday treat for herself, she’d sent Ted off on a one-day massage course. Not on the day of her birthday itself, obviously! They had spent that together. But the weekend after, Ted had dutifully gone off to learn how to put his beautiful hands to good use. Emma could hardly wait to experience the results.




After the week she’d had at work, Emma needed a massage. She left the office an hour early so that she’d arrive home first, with plenty of time to get everything ready. By the time Ted joined her in their apartment, the lights in their palatial bedroom were dimmed, the massage oils were waiting in warm water and Emma had spread their nicest, fluffiest towels over the bed.




She greeted Ted at the door, still dressed in her work clothes. The pencil skirt hugged her hips beautifully. She’d unbuttoned two buttons of her blouse to flash a hint of creamy cleavage. High heels brought her nearly to Ted’s full height. She smiled warmly at him while she helped him take off his coat.




“I have a plan for tonight,” she informed him, smirking slightly. “Will you do everything that I ask?”




“I always do everything that you ask,” Ted pointed out. Emma grinned, satisfaction uncoiling in her stomach. It was certainly true most of the time. On the rare occasion that Ted didn’t want to do what Emma asked, they were able to talk about it and make sure they were both comfortable. But he had been keen on taking the massage class. Emma couldn’t imagine that he would raise any disagreement to what she had planned.




Ted reached up to undo his tie, tongue running over his lower lip as he looked at Emma. “What have you got in mind?” he asked. “I assume I can take my work clothes off?” Most plans Emma had for them involved Ted out of his work clothes.




“You should take everything off, except your boxers,” Emma answered. “I want you to give me a massage. I’ll enjoy it much more if you’re nearly naked.” Emma enjoyed everything much more when Ted was nearly naked. He was gorgeous, all long, lean lines. Emma had explored each and every one of them with her hands and tongue in the past. She still wasn’t tired of doing so.




She watched as Ted discarded his tie, shoes, and socks, then stepped back. She loved the way that Ted followed her thoughts, even though she hadn’t said a word. He was so in tune with her. He knew to follow her down the hall and into their bedroom. 




Pulling Ted into a kiss, Emma ran her hands down his chest, feeling the warmth of his muscles through the fine fabric of his shirt. Her fingers were quick and nimble as she unfastened each of the buttons, leaving Ted with his shirt hanging open and his cock hard against the material of his work pants.




“Now the rest,” she decided.




He gave a small chuckle, but followed Emma’s instructions to the letter. His shirt came off first, revealing a smooth and sculpted chest that made Emma’s mouth water. Ted tossed it in the general direction of the dirty laundry basket. Emma knew he’d take care of it later. His pants followed. Before long, Ted stood in front of Emma in nothing but his underwear.




“Anything else you wish me to do?” he asked, licking his lips. “Would you like me to help you out of your clothes? The massage will work better if you’re not wearing a tight skirt,” he teased.




Emma laughed. She would never have allowed Ted to get massage oil over her favorite clothes, and he knew it. “Yes,” she confirmed, reaching out to brush her fingers over the skin of Ted’s stomach. “You can take off everything except my panties. Those stay on until I decide you’ve earned the right to touch my pussy.” 




Ted’s eyes widened. Emma loved how much it spurred him on whenever she made him earn his rewards. “It’ll have to be a very good massage, now that you’ve had proper training.”




She had no doubt that it would feel incredible. “You can take my clothes in any order that you like, though,” she teased. “I’ll leave it all up to you, and not even raise a finger to help.” She moved her hand from Ted’s stomach. That much, at least, she could do.




Ted grinned at her. He enjoyed undressing her. Having the power of deciding what order he undressed her in was fun for Ted, as well as for Emma. He took a step forward. Just as promised, Emma let him proceed however he wanted. Ted’s fingers reached for her blouse first, untucking it from her skirt and letting it hang loosely over Emma’s hips.




He proceeded to unbutton the blouse. The same way she had done with his, Ted left Emma’s blouse on. Briefly, his fingers brushed over her now-exposed bra, but didn’t linger for long enough that Emma would have to think about telling him off.




Rather than moving to take her blouse off, Ted’s hands settled against Emma’s hips. He turned her around gently. Ted reached for her zipper with just as much care, sliding it open slowly. 




Finally, he slid Emma’s skirt off, letting it drop down to her ankles. His fingers caressed over the outline of Emma’s ass in a way that Emma could only describe as loving.




But then he gave it a light slap, startling a gasp from Emma.




It was playful, not hard enough to really hurt. But the suddenness of it made the sting so much sharper. Before Emma could say anything, Ted moved on. His hands returned to her hips so he could spin her back around, facing him. Only then did he finally reach for Emma’s blouse.




Leaving her in only her bra and panties, Ted knelt down. It sent heat all the way through Emma. She loved seeing Ted on his knees in front of her. He reached for her shoes, lifting one foot to take the shoe off and then the other.




Looking up at Emma, Ted’s breath caught. “You’re stunning,” he complimented.




Emma’s answering smile was as warm as the affection that pooled around her heart. When he stood, Emma held her arms out, accepting Ted into them. She slid her hands around the warm, smooth skin of his waist, pulling him against her body. Her cheek rested on the hard muscle of his chest. Before Ted could sink too far into the embrace, Emma ran her nails in sharp lines down his back.




“Take my bra off, too,” she instructed, “and then look at the equipment I’ve laid out and let me know if there’s anything else you need.” Emma didn’t think there would be. She might not have attended the massage course, but she’d done enough research to know what Ted would want to have close at hand.




Ted’s fingers brushed against the lace, seeking out the clasp. He unhooked it, catching Emma’s breasts as they bounced free. His fingers teased against her nipples, making Emma’s breath catch in her throat.




But Ted didn’t focus on that. It hadn’t been included as part of Emma’s instructions to him. Instead, he pulled back, moving over to the bed so he could look at what she’d laid out. “This looks great,” he promised her, holding his hand out so she could come join him. Ted pressed a soft kiss against Emma’s lips. It was brief but he still did graze his teeth over her lower lip.




“Do you want to start by lying down on your stomach?” he asked. “I’ll do your back first, get you nice and relaxed.” There was a promise in his words that Emma appreciated. She fully trusted Ted that he was going to do exactly what he said.




Emma nodded, settling herself comfortably against the bed. The soft, fluffy towel brushed tantalizingly across her nipples, making the hardened nubs feel deliciously sensitive. Carefully, Emma folded her hands under her chin. She rested the weight of her head atop them in the hope that it would help her resist the urge to touch herself.




She was leaving all of the contact to Ted. “I trust you to make it good,” she assured. Ted would have listened well on the course. Emma was certain he’d imagined putting the skills he learned to good use in a situation exactly like this. “Show me how much you love my body,” she urged. “Every inch of it.” Emma knew that he did. She just wanted to feel the evidence in Ted’s own hands.




“Oh, I will,” Ted promised. The sheer confidence sent heat straight down to Emma’s pussy. She watched him reach for one of the oils, squeezing it out against her back. Ted started by rubbing it into her skin. His touch was gentle but hard. Once Emma’s back was covered in oil, he moved up to start with her shoulder.




Emma had had massages from Ted before. Already she could tell the difference. Even a one day course had given Ted a lot of skills. He massaged the muscles in her shoulders and she could feel them relaxing almost straight away.




Then, he made his way lower, carefully covering every inch of her. When he got down to Emma’s ass, Ted pressed his body down, chest hard against her softness. It startled a soft moan from her. He smiled, she could hear it in his question.




“How are you feeling, baby?”




“Ohhh,” Emma exhaled. “I feel amazing.” Her whole upper body felt weightless. Ted’s strong fingers had loosened knots that Emma had barely even known were there. She felt as though she were floating on a gentle cloud. Her awareness spread out, taking in the easing of every muscle. Slowly her focus narrowed to the ache between her legs. “And I feel horny,” she added.




Ted gave a startled laugh, making Emma grin. “I can’t help thinking about how good your hands are going to feel on the rest of me,” she informed him. Emma both wanted to tell Ted to carry on and demand that he fill her up with one sure, sudden stroke of his cock into her core. “Carry on,” she breathed. “Do my legs, then I’ll let you flip me over.”




She hardly needed to say it twice. Ted pulled back enough to slide his hands down Emma’s legs. He paused only briefly to get more of the oil. Emma was glad she’d put the towels down. She felt slick. And not just where Ted had put the oil. He massaged down her thighs and up to her ass, then back down, before moving on to her calves.




Finally, Ted reached Emma’s feet. He spent longer on those than he had on her legs. Ted massaged away any ache she had felt from spending the whole day in high heels. His fingers worked like magic and Emma felt equally relaxed and horny.




Ted’s hands slid back up, stopping when he reached Emma’s sides. “Time to turn over,” he told her, tugging against her side slightly so she would roll herself with his help.




The movement made Emma flush with heat, so aware of exactly how drenched her panties were. Ted was going to love the evidence of just how turned on she was. Making him wait would help Emma cultivate her own patience. The longer she waited before she gave Ted the order to fuck her the way that she wanted, the harder he would have to work.




“That lesson was worth every penny,” Emma praised, feeling Ted’s warm, slick hands press against the curve of her waist. His fingers smoothed over the swell of her stomach, up between her bare breasts. The movement jostled her already-sensitive nipples, making Emma arch up with a sharp ‘Fuck!’




Ted didn’t stop. Nor did he pause to pay attention to Emma’s breasts the way she might have expected. Instead, his hands swept over her shoulders, down her arms. The repeated rhythmic motions stoked a slow-burning fire under Emma’s skin.




When he was done with her arms, Ted reached for more oil. He squeezed it onto Emma’s tits. She realized that he, too, was making her wait. That knowledge sent a thrill through her. Emma knew he’d want to touch her, make her moan. Making them both wait because it’d be more rewarding was exciting.




Ted’s hands did then reach her breast. He was careful at first. Professional, almost. But it didn’t last very long. Once her breasts were oiled up, Ted’s fingers reached for her nipples. He rubbed both until the tips were fully hard before proceeding to move his thumb over them.




“How’s that, ma’am?” he asked, voice very serious.




Emma had to bite her lip to keep from laughing. The pleasure that radiated from each hard nipple was intense, making her squirm her slippery ass against the towel. Heat pooled in her stomach, every touch and tug adding fuel to the fire that burned inside her. “It’s so good,” Emma answered honestly.




She glanced up, fixing Ted with a playful smirk. “I don’t feel very relaxed. I think this massage might be making me even more tense.” Every nerve in Emma’s body felt like it was wound tight, like she’d fly apart at the slightest hint of pressure. “Can you feel how tightly my thighs are clenched?” she asked, doing her best to keep her tone and expression innocent.




“I can massage those, too, ma’am,” Ted promised. He pinched against Emma’s nipples, making her moan sharply. Before she could demand he do more, Ted was already sliding his hands lower. He didn’t spend a lot of time on her stomach, instead moving on to her hips and then - just as he’d promised - Emma’s thighs.




He pushed her legs apart, giving a hum. “Do you think that maybe the panties might be restrictive?” Ted asked. “I could help you out of them. To make your blood flow better, of course.”




Emma hummed, teetering on the brink of a decision. She wanted so badly to say yes, to urge Ted to rip the material off and feel how wet and desperate she was. But she had told Ted that he had to earn it. Him asking was not the same thing at all.




A flash of inspiration curled Emma’s lips into a smirk. “You can take my panties off now,” she purred, “but you’re not allowed to touch my pussy until after you finish the rest of the massage. So it’s up to you whether you think you can resist the temptation.”




“For you, anything,” Ted promised so easily that Emma’s breath caught. He reached for the soft material of her underwear, sliding it over her ass and then down her long legs. She glanced over to see him run his hand over it and give a soft groan. “So wet,” he commented but left it at that.




Ted’s hands returned to Emma’s skin. They were covered in oil, rubbing it carefully into her thighs. He did just as she’d instructed and massaged the rest of her before his hands moved back upward. Rather than going for her pussy straight away, Ted’s hands returned to Emma’s breasts, teasing her nipples between his fingers once more.




“Fuck!” Emma cried. Any pretense that this was a professional massage service was swept away by a wave of pleasure. Ted’s touch was skillful, carrying Emma quickly to a point where every tug against her nipple made her see stars behind her eyelids.




Running her hands along Ted’s arms, she appreciated the rough warmth of his skin beneath her fingertips. Hooking her fingers behind his elbows, she tried to pull him closer. He came obediently, kneeling between her spread legs so that his chest brushed against hers. Her nipples tingled at the contact, pleasure slamming through her in a rush.




“Make me come with your hands,” Emma demanded. She had no doubt that Ted could do exactly that. Emma felt ready to explode and he’d barely even touch her. How much more pleasure could he expose her to when he put his fingers against her most sensitive places?




“Yeah.” Ted nodded, his tongue darting out to wet his lips. His hands slid back down over Emma’s stomach. One settled against her hip and the other slid between Emma’s legs. She was already so wet that there was absolutely no resistance to Ted’s fingers as they slid inside her. Emma’s hips bucked upward, a loud moan falling from her lips.




Ted’s hand pushed her back down against the bed, but not very hard. He pressed another finger inside Emma, his thumb coming to tease her clit. With his hand moving faster, Ted fucked her with his fingers. Emma’s cries surrounded them as he teased her clit more and more, until she felt right on the edge of her orgasm.




She squeezed her pussy tight around Ted’s fingers. He thrust harder, faster. The feeling of him rubbing against her from the inside sent Emma soaring upwards. Her orgasm broke over her body in wave after wave of pure pleasure. “Ohhhh fuuuck,” she moaned, tipping her head back and surrendering to the sensations.




Her body clenched, then relaxed, leaving Emma feeling like a puddle of pleasure against the mattress. “God, Ted,” she breathed. “That was so fucking good. I don’t know if I can move.” Ted’s chuckle echoed in Emma’s ears, his fingers moving softly inside her. He knew how to draw the last shudders of feeling from her clit, pulling back just before Emma had to tell him to stop.




But they weren’t done yet! Emma found the pillows behind her, propping herself up, legs still spread apart. Ted’s gaze dropped to her pussy, his tongue darting out to wet his lips.




“Step back and take your boxers off,” Emma demanded. “I want to see if you’re hard for me.”




He didn’t hesitate to do just that. Emma smirked at the soft groan that Ted gave when he pushed the material off, letting his cock spring free. He was just as hard as she had assumed he would be. It thrilled Emma to know how much it turned Ted on to make her come. She could barely contain her excitement when she thought about how hard she was going to make Ted work before he was allowed to come.




Emma watched him lick his lips, Ted’s gaze traveling over Emma’s body. “What next?” he asked, not moving back onto the bed. She hadn’t told him he could.




Stretching luxuriously, Emma turned back onto her stomach. She lifted herself up, getting into position on all fours. Glancing over her shoulder, she watched Ted’s face as she arched her back, pushing her ass out towards him. His gaze lingered on her pussy, exposed between her spread legs, then moved over the toned curve of her ass.




“I want you to finger my ass,” she ordered. “If you’re careful and you don’t hurt me, I’ll let you follow your fingers with your cock.” Emma knew that Ted wouldn’t hurt her. They’d done this before. He was always deliciously careful until Emma told him he could really let go.




The thought of his hard cock filling her ass sent a tremor through every one of Emma’s muscles. She loved the feeling of being fucked from behind. She especially loved knowing that she was still the one in charge.




“Fuck,” Ted swore. Emma grinned. It was fun to be able to tell that this wasn’t what Ted had expected. He was still totally ready for it. “You’re so fucking sexy,” he told Emma, his mouth pressing soft kisses against Emma’s ass as soon as Ted was back on the bed. His hands caressed over her hips. Ted’s tongue teased briefly between Emma’s ass cheeks, making her give a sharp moan.




It wasn’t what she’d asked for so Ted didn’t keep doing that. Next time, perhaps Emma should request it. For now, she was perfectly happy to enjoy the way Ted circled one fingertip against her asshole. He reached for one of the oils she’d set out. He was gentle as he worked his finger inside her, stretching Emma out.




Heat spread through Emma’s muscles, turning her insides to molten liquid. The slow, sensual press of Ted’s finger made her ache, hungry for more. Ted didn’t rush. She had told him to be careful, not to hurt her. Emma enjoyed the tease of his finger breaching her. Her awareness narrowed, the whole world shrinking to just this bed, just their two bodies coming together.




“Ohhh,” she sighed. “Yeah, that feels so good.” She opened her mouth, ready to demand that Ted add a second finger, then stopped. She wanted him to prove how well he knew her body, that he could stretch her until she was ready for him to fill her up more. Biting down on her lower lip, Emma’s only motion was to roll her hips, taking Ted’s finger deeper.




He did do well at recognizing what she was asking for. Ted’s second finger joined the first at much the same speed. He took his time to let Emma’s muscles adjust around him before moving his fingers in and out more rapidly. Her cries echoed around them. Ted pressed his body against Emma’s.




The third finger joined the first two. Emma moaned loudly at how full it made her feel. With all of her other muscles so relaxed from the massage, it was easy to focus on only the feeling that Ted’s fingers sent through Emma’s body. He was just as careful as before. His pace became more steady, making Emma rock back more and more.




“Are you ready yet, baby?” Ted asked, pressing a kiss against Emma’s shoulder. “Want me to fill you up with my cock?”




Emma’s first response was a long, loud moan. Even the thought of Ted’s gorgeous, thick cock stretching her was enough to make her body light up with anticipation and pleasure. She squeezed her muscles around Ted’s fingers, choking out a cry at how big they felt. She deliberately tightened to increase the pressure they built inside her.




“Fuck, yes,” she decided. “You’ve done so well, Ted. Worshipped my body so thoroughly.” Every inch of Emma’s body felt alive and sensitive. “You deserve this. Deserve to fuck my ass however you want.” This was Ted’s reward for being so very, very good for her.




She glanced back over her shoulder, meeting Ted’s eyes. His expression was clouded with desire. Emma could only imagine how hard his cock must be throbbing. They’d neglected it for so long! Emma knew exactly how good it would feel when she finally gave him permission to satisfy his own needs.




“Go on,” she urged. “Put your cock in me. Fuck me however you want, but don’t come without asking.”




Ted reached for more of the oil, slicking his cock up before he moved to pull his fingers away from Emma. It caused her to give another sharp ‘ahh’. Before her muscles had enough time to truly readjust, the tip of his cock was pushing inside her. It felt so much bigger than his fingers had! Ted was careful, even though Emma had given him permission to do as he pleased.




Knowing that what pleased him was pleasing her made Emma’s body heat all over. Ted’s hands settled carefully against Emma’s hips as he pulled her tighter against himself. His cock inched inside her. Finally, she felt the press of his hips against her backside.




“Fuck,” Ted breathed. “You’re so fucking tight.” He rocked his hips forward, driving his cock deeper into her.




Emma arched her back, groaning appreciatively at the fullness in her ass. She loved how completely absorbing this was. Her focus tapered until Ted’s cock was all that she could think about. The sheets under her hands, the sound of Ted’s hips against her ass, all faded.




“God, I love this,” she moaned. “Love how big you feel, Ted.” She squeezed her muscles, just a little, just enough to bring a groan stuttering from Ted’s lips. It turned Emma’s insides to liquid warmth. Knowing the effect she had on him was thrilling.




She rocked back, giving a gasp as she felt Ted’s cock drive even deeper inside her. “Come on,” she urged. “Tell me how you want it, what you love.”




“I love you,” he answered, almost startling a laugh from Emma. His words turned much dirtier, just the way Emma had wanted. “I fucking love how tight your ass is,” Ted said slamming forward. “You feel so good, bent over like this for me. Letting me do this to you, fuck,” he swore.




Leaning forward, Ted drove his cock deeper. Emma felt one of his hands slide around her, easily slipping between her legs. “And your pussy is so wet. You want this so much! Fuck, I love knowing that, too,” Ted grunted before sticking two fingers inside her.




Emma screamed at the unexpected sensation of fullness. With Ted’s cock in her ass, even two fingers in her pussy felt huge. It sent a dirty thrill through her. She loved having both holes filled up with Ted. She rocked her hips, grinding against the fingers inside her, moaning as it increased the pressure of Ted’s cock in her ass.




Pleasure spiraled out slowly, unraveling piece by piece. Emma sped up, trying to squeeze more sensations from Ted’s fingers between her legs. Her orgasm danced, tantalizingly, just out of Emma’s reach. No matter how fast she moved, how hard she rocked against Ted’s cock, it wasn’t quite enough.




“Grrrr,” she growled. “Make me come, baby. Make me come on your cock and your fingers until I can’t remember my own name.”




Ted was nothing if not determined. Emma loved that. His thumb flicked up to find her clit and he stroked over it with every thrust. The sensations were everywhere. All of Emma’s muscles tightened as pleasure zapped through her at an increasing speed. A string of swear words joined the soft screams that Ted pounded out from her. Soon, Emma could feel her orgasm approaching rapidly.




There was no stopping Ted. He fucked her harder and harder, even as Emma screamed in pleasure. Suddenly, he pulled his fingers back, slamming his hips forward so much the bed creaked under them. The force sent Emma’s breasts bouncing hard.




“Fuck!” he cried, gripping her hips. Ted fucked forward faster and faster. Suddenly, Emma felt him come inside her ass.




The rush of hot cum made Emma’s breath catch in her throat. It felt so dirty, so messy. Especially with how slippery they both were from the oil. She pushed back, her ass grinding against Ted’s hips as she made sure to capture every drop.




“Did that feel good, Ted?” she purred. “Was it worth the hard work?” Emma had no doubt that Ted would count any orgasm with her as being worth whatever work she made him do. It was one of the things she cherished about their relationship. Ted loved her, just like he had said.




She loved him, too. She would show him that, as soon as either of them had the energy to move.




Ted moved off Emma gently, the emptiness so instant that it made Emma’s give a throaty sigh. He rolled over so he could cuddle into her side. An arm carefully made its way around Emma’s waist, pulling her in tightly. “You’re all oiled up,” he teased, stroking his palm over Emma’s side and up to her breast, urging a soft moan from her.




“Do you want me to wash you?” Ted asked. Just from his tone, Emma could tell that it was more a request than a question. She raised an eyebrow at Ted, making him laugh. “Yeah, I’d love to wash you,” he commented, leaning in to kiss Emma.




It would be nice to be free of all the oil, Emma’s fingers skated across Ted’s chest, so slick from being pressed against her that she couldn’t quite get a grip on him. Ted’s washing would be gentle, careful, thorough. It seemed like a good way for them both to wind down before they decided how to spend the rest of their evening.




“Well, since you asked so nicely, I could allow it,” Emma teased. She wanted to make clear that this was a request she was granting. “In the shower?” Their shower was large enough for two, as they’d proved many times in the past.




“Yeah.” Ted nodded. “Why don’t you go ahead, I’ll get this cleaned up and then join you?” he offered. That seemed like a good plan so Emma nodded. Her muscles still felt relaxed. She was sure they’d be like jello by the time she got out of the shower. It didn’t take Ted long to join her under the spray, kisses pressed against Emma’s neck.




His hands moved softly over her sides. “We’ll have to do this again,” he commented. “I hope you’ve very much enjoyed my newly acquired massaging skills,” he joked.




Emma moaned as one hand brushed across her ass. She couldn’t promise that every massage would lead to Ted’s cock in her, but she knew that they’d always enjoy each other. “Oh, I definitely intend to do this again. That massage course was an investment. I’m planning to make sure I get enough return to make it worthwhile.”




As Ted’s fingers moved up into her hair, Emma’s body seemed to practically dissolve into pleasure. While future massages might play out differently, Emma would make sure that there was always a very happy ending.
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