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“Eight o’clock, Jeremy,” Mrs. Carter said. “Don’t be late.”

I couldn’t get out a response as her hand patted gently on my cheek and the seductive wink she gave me was a sure sign that visiting her apartment was going to be an experience to remember. She turned to walk away from me, with no more said, and I let my gaze slide down to her voluptuous derriere.

“Fucking hell,” I let out quietly in a long, slow breath as my gaze stuck to her perfect behind all the way to the door of her home.

Considering it was the apartment at the very end of the hallway and the one right next to mine, it was a short walk. That was a disappointment. I looked up and saw she was already glancing in my direction. My cheeks should have burned red that I’d been caught ogling the delectable butt of my older neighbor, but the wicked smile on her face showed she didn’t mind the attention I’d been paying to her curves.

Her lips pouted as she brought her fingers to them and the kiss she blew me brought the encounter to an end. My eyes stayed on her as she unlocked the door of her apartment to walk inside and I remained rooted to the spot even after she disappeared from view.

“Fucking hell,” I let out again.

My life was about to get interesting…, very interesting.

That wasn’t what I expected when the lockdown came into effect. I’d expected being cooped up in my apartment would be the most tedious weeks of my life. I really wasn’t looking forward to it. Then again, no one was. It was a necessity that couldn’t be avoided, however, and there was nothing to do but get on with it.

The first few days passed quickly, but binge watching television and surfing the net, while studiously avoiding the work I was supposed to be doing, began to get on my nerves. Not being able to indulge in my usual morning run meant I had energy to burn and it made me antsy until I had to see something more than the four walls of my apartment. That got me out in the hallway and my first meeting with Mrs. Carter.

Not that we didn’t know each other. We were next door neighbors after all. It was just that our busy lives meant we’d done little more than say hello in passing until the lockdown came into effect. She was probably around twice my age, which meant I’d always assumed we had little, if anything, in common and I’d suspected she felt exactly the same about me.

That idea changed when we found ourselves basically confined to home until further notice and trying to fill in the hours as best we could. The first meeting hadn’t been planned. My intention had been nothing more than to walk the hallway to burn off some energy when I left my apartment. It’s what I was doing when Mrs. Carter made an appearance.

In truth, I expected nothing more than some small talk before we parted ways. That wasn’t how it worked out though. We quickly found out we shared a sense of humor and the conversation flowed in a way I wouldn’t have anticipated.

It was Mrs. Carter who began flirting in the meetings that followed. At first, I thought that being thrown together so unexpectedly in the unusual world of lockdown was making me imagine things. It never really struck me that a woman in her forties would be interested in a man so much younger. There was finally no denying it though. She made it all too obvious she was interested in more than friendship and it became impossible to ignore the fact she was reveling in the game of teasing me.

I certainly wasn’t complaining. It was the perfect way to take my mind from being stuck inside and an enjoyable distraction from the monotony. I began to wonder how things would actually move on, but it was Mrs. Carter who took the bull by the horns and made the invitation.

After she’d disappeared from view, I remained standing outside my door looking along to her home until the sound of someone making their way up the staircase brought me out of my reverie. The idea of talking to someone else didn’t appeal, so I quickly went in my apartment. Holding a coherent discussion with another neighbor was probably beyond me at that moment in time, anyway. The eight o’clock invitation had frazzled my brain and I couldn’t make sense of the jumble of thoughts.

I went to my bedroom and threw myself down on the bed, but found it impossible to stop fidgeting. It began to get on my nerves that I couldn’t relax. There was also the annoyance of not being able to control my cock although that wasn’t exactly unusual. Thoughts of pretty women were usually enough to give me an erection although my type was usually slender and around my own age of twenty two. That was reflected in the porn I used to get some relief when I wasn’t in a relationship, which had been all too often in recent times.

Rolling to the side of the bed, I opened the drawer of the bedside cabinet and fished out one of the magazines. The girl on the front was blonde, slim, wearing skimpy panties and using an arm to cover her naked breasts. One look at the picture would usually have me reaching for the zipper of my pants. For once, I found my interest waning quickly and that remained the case as I flicked through the pages.

It really wasn’t young, slender women on my mind for once. Closing my eyes brought images of Mrs. Carter’s pretty face and delicious curves to mind and that got my erection straining against my underwear. I wanted to relieve the growing pressure in my groin and usually never hesitated to do so. This time I wanted to wait for whatever was coming my way in the apartment next door.

A glance at the clock on the bedside cabinet showed it was five in the afternoon. That meant there were three hours to wait before I knocked on Mrs. Carter’s door. It brought out a curse. I rolled on my front and humped my groin against the bed as I continued to think about my sexy neighbor, but knew it would drive me crazy if I kept doing it. What I really wanted was to go out for a run to burn off some energy, but it wasn’t an option open to me.

“Fucking lockdown,” I muttered as I pushed myself up.

The next three hours felt like the longest of my life. As much as I tried, there was nothing I could do to take my mind off what might happen in Mrs. Carter’s home. The fantasies grew more lurid and kept me hard, but I continued to resist the urge to masturbate.

It meant I was sporting a huge bulge in my pants when I finally walked out of the door of my apartment at just before eight. I’d been trying for the previous ten minutes to get myself to calm down. My attempts had failed miserably, so I changed out of the t-shirt I’d been wearing to a shirt that I left hanging out. The material covered my groin to hide the bulge and I nervously tugged at it when I got to Mrs. Carter’s door.

My hand shook as I raised it and I sucked in a few deep breaths before knocking. My fidgeting was worse than ever as I waited, but I became motionless when I heard the shout from within.

“Are you alone out there, Jeremy?”

A frown creased my brow as I glanced along the hallway. It was deserted, so I turned my attention back to the door.

“Yes,” I answered.

The sound of a laugh came to me as the door opened and my jaw went slack at the gorgeous sight I was confronted with. I couldn’t get any words out, but knew I’d wasted my time wearing the shirt to cover the signs of my erection.

“You like?” Mrs. Carter asked.

I still said nothing as I took in the outfit she wore. My fantasies of the last few hours didn’t come anywhere near the reality of what I was about to walk into. The black PVC dress hugged Mrs. Carter’s curves to put them perfectly on show. It gave her a definite dominatrix vibe, which I really hadn’t been expecting. The outfit was tied shut at the neckline by laces that crisscrossed her throat and a large cutout in the material revealed the smooth skin of her upper chest along with a hint of cleavage.

“Fucking hell,” I eventually let out as I brought my gaze to her face.

Dark red lipstick highlighted plump lips and the rest of the heavy makeup looked perfect on her. The movement of her hands sliding along the riding crop she held across her chest brought my eyes to it and I knew I really was in for a new experience.

“I’ll take it you do like my outfit,” she said and laughed again.

“It’s so…,” I started to say, but she reached out to grab the collar of my shirt to drag me inside and it stopped me going on.

The door was slammed shut before I was shoved against the wall. It took my breath and Mrs. Carter’s hand was on my groin before I could react.

“Well, well,” she said. “And what the fuck do we have here?”

Her palm pressed harder against my erection as she stared at me.

“Is this for me?” she asked.

“Yes,” I blurted out and made a confession. “I’ve been hard since you invited me here.”

“Bad boy,” she said as she leaned in.

I wanted those glossy red lips on mine so badly, but it wasn’t what I got. Instead, the end of the riding crop rubbed across my mouth as Mrs. Carter brought her face within inches of mine. Her hand remained pressed against my erection and I knew there was no way she could miss the strong throbbing of my lust. It grew fiercer when her lips brushed against my ear to send a shiver down my spine.

“Didn’t expect this, did you?” she whispered.

“No,” I replied.

I tensed when her hand slipped lower on my groin then thrust between my thighs. It brought out a harsh grunt from me when her fingers gripped around my balls through my pants to almost give me pain.

“Are you going to be a good boy for me, Jeremy?” she asked.

“Yes…, fuck yes,” I exclaimed as she squeezed a little tighter.

Her wicked laugh came with lips brushing against my ear again and it set my libido alight. I wasn’t exactly inexperienced when it came to the opposite sex, but knew I was way out of my depth on this occasion. Girlfriends had come and gone and I thought I’d been adventurous when it came to lovemaking, but Mrs. Carter was showing me I was an innocent.

I let out a gasp of relief when she released her grip on my testicles. Her hand came up to press against my erection again as her silky mouth slid across my cheek. She licked at the end of the riding crop as she brushed it against my lips and the kiss I craved finally came when she pulled the spanking toy away.

The softness of it excited me, but it grew harder to trap my head against the wall when her lips crushed against mine. The suddenness of it ending took me by surprise and I was putty in her hands when she grabbed my wrist to lead me away from the front door. My gaze dropped to the way the tight PVC stretched across her butt and I didn’t look away from it until I was led into a bedroom. The door slammed shut before the grip on my hand was released and I stood awkwardly as I glanced around.

My gaze finally settled on the double bed and I definitely knew I was in for something special. My tongue nervously played on the corner of my mouth. Being locked down was about to take on a whole new meaning and the rush of excitement I experienced was laced with nerves. I stepped back when the end of the riding crop tapped against my groin, but it only trapped me against the door and my legs trembled as the toy was stroked along the outline of my erection.

Mrs. Carter eventually used the end of the crop to lift up my shirt and a smile played on her lips when she saw the stiff bulge. Her gaze eventually came up to mine and it was electric.

“Undo the shirt buttons,” she ordered.

My hands shook as I brought them up and it made my efforts fumbling. That nothing was said made the moment all the more intense. Mrs. Carter reached out with her free hand to brush fingertips on the naked skin I revealed to her and she was the one who grabbed at the shirt to pull it from me when all the buttons were undone.

The riding crop came up and I tensed when the end slowly teased around one nipple then the other. I knew for sure that pain was coming my way and the anticipation of it made it all the more shocking when it arrived.

Another smile flashed across Mrs. Carter’s face before she pulled the crop back then spanked it on a nipple. The burst of agony felt strangely delicious and I let out a gasping groan as the erotic pain flooded my veins. Her free hand pressed against my groin again before she spanked the crop on my other nipple and the pulsing throb of my erection revealed my excitement.

“I think I found the right man,” she said.

I rocked my head back against the wall as she leaned in and the soothing sensation of her wet tongue gliding across my nipples almost made my body buckle. Pain and pleasure fought for the upper hand in my body and it left me gasping for breath. Mrs. Carter leaned forward when she straightened up and the soft caress of her lips became my world. Our eyes met when the kiss ended and I was spellbound.

“Undo them,” she said and smacked the crop against the waistband of my pants.

The trembling of my hands was worse as I loosened the button and zipper then shoved my pants down to make the material slide to my knees. Mrs. Carter took a step back and swung the riding crop from side to side as she stared at the way my raging erection bulged out my boxer shorts. The threat of the toy spanking against my cock hung in the air, but it didn’t happen.

“Don’t stop,” Mrs. Carter encouraged.

My moment of hesitation was short lived and I kicked off my shoes before making my pants slide down to my ankles, so I could get them off. I slipped my fingers under the waistband of my underwear and wasn’t told to stop, so went ahead and pushed them down. I was aware of the way I was being stared at when I straightened up. Mrs. Carter’s gaze roamed over my naked body before the end of the crop pressed under my chin to tilt my head up.

“You’re a pretty boy,” she said.

I wasn’t sure how to respond to the comment, so remained quiet as our eyes met. They stayed locked together as the crop slowly slid down across my chest then my belly. My muscles stiffened in anticipation of pain, but it was more pleasure I got when the toy stroked along my stiff shaft.

“Do you like that?” Mrs. Carter asked.

“Yes,” I gasped. “It feels good.”

“But you want more, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I repeated.

I was completely in thrall to being under the control of such a sexy woman and knew I was going to let her do whatever she wanted to me. The crop pulled away and I shuddered when the fingers of her other hand grasped around my erection. My legs shook as the pleasure ignited, but suddenly I was being led across the room by the grip on my cock.

We came to a stop at the side of the bed and I felt the disappointment of Mrs. Carter’s hand pulling away from my erection. It didn’t last long and my nerves flared as I stared at the black straps that appeared at each corner of the mattress to lie on the pristine white sheets. They were obviously connected under the bed to create a restraint system, with a cuff at the end of each strap.

“Ever been tied down?” Mrs. Carter asked.

I pulled my gaze from the bed to look at her and shook my head.

“Locked down during the lockdown,” she said and let out a hushed laugh.

I didn’t join in the amusement when the crop was pushed between my legs. It came up to press against my balls and forced me up onto my tiptoes. Shallow gasps of breath spilled from my lips as the discomfort increased, but I wasn’t about to complain.

The fingers of Mrs. Carter’s other hand wrapped around my erection and I groaned as I was pleasured with stroking touches. It didn’t last nearly as long as I hoped and I shuddered when she let go. The crop was pulled from between my thighs and cracked against the side of my hip.

“On the bed,” Mrs. Carter ordered.

I dropped down onto my back and saw her shake her head.

“On your belly,” she instructed.

I did as I was told and pressed my face down against the sheets. Mrs. Carter moved around the bed to secure the cuffs in place on my wrists and ankles. It left me spread-eagled and completely at her mercy.

“All mine,” she said when she perched herself on the edge of the bed.

My chest heaved against the mattress as I tried to suck in air. The throbbing pulse of my erection made me shove my groin down and I remembered humping against the covers of my own bed that afternoon. I’d been having fantasies at the time, but they didn’t come anywhere close to the reality of the situation I found myself in.

I braced myself when the riding crop tapped on the nape of my neck. The breath caught in my throat as I waited, but it was pleasure I got when the toy slowly slid down my spine. It made me shudder and the sudden flare of stinging pain took me by surprise when I was spanked hard across the ass.

My body bucked up, but I pressed my face down against the mattress to stifle the cry and before I knew what was happening the crop was playing on the nape of my neck again. My erection rubbed against the sheets as I squirmed and the pain was dying away when the toy slid down my spine again.

I was ready on this occasion, but it didn’t make the pain any less agonizing when the crop lashed across my buttocks a second time. The sting made my body jerk up, but my erection throbbed all the harder. Sweat prickled on my body as I writhed around and it wasn’t until my movements ended that I heard the question.

“Do you like it?”

“No,” I blurted out instinctively, but knew I was lying. We both did.

“Tell the truth,” Mrs. Carter said and laughed.

She spanked me again and there was no holding in the cry of yes I let out. I liked being tied down and punished. It came as something of a shock because it wasn’t something I’d ever fantasized about, but a pretty older woman was teaching me my place and I could feel the hot rush of arousal it brought on. I turned my head and saw her lifting her hand again.

“I like it,” I shouted and her gaze came to mine.

“I know,” she said and held the eye contact as she whacked the crop across my exposed buttocks again. “So do I.”

The excitement shining in her eyes was a sign I was in for a rough evening and my wrists and ankles strained against the cuffs as my ass was whipped for her pleasure. The sting of pain became my world for a few seconds as the crop kept coming down and clenching my buttocks did nothing to stop that.

I started to cry out for an end to the agony. It only seemed to get me more, so I pressed my face down on the bed and took my punishment until it finally did come to an end. My head rolled to the side and I saw the smile on Mrs. Carter’s face.

“I think I’m going to enjoy being stuck inside with you,” she said.

It was her palm that spanked down on my reddened cheeks to heighten the sting of agony, but her hand didn’t lift back up and pain turned to delectable pleasure when her fingertips began stroking along the crease of my ass. It made them clench, but the pressure increased to make her touch slide between my buttocks. The caress on puckered skin was my first experience of it. Muscle spasms began to make my hips judder as the excitement of forbidden play took hold.

“First time,” she asked.

The flush of heat erupted on my face to make me press it down onto the bed and I felt such an innocent.

“Yes,” I admitted in a muffled voice.

Her fingertip came to a stop pressed on my asshole and the clenching pulse of my muscles grew stronger. I couldn’t stop myself squirming and my erection rubbed against the sheets as I felt the pressure increase.

“Not my finger,” Mrs. Carter said and laughed when she pulled her hand up then cracked it down on my ass again.

I turned my head to watch as she reached out to the small cabinet by the side of the bed and opened the bottom drawer. It wasn’t until she lifted her hand that I saw what she held.

“Ah, fucking hell,” I bleated.

The cuffs dug into my flesh as I strained against them, but I was well and truly locked down and in no position to escape. All I could do was watch as she set the toy down then reached in the drawer again. She dropped the riding crop on the bed before she went on with the preparations, but I suspected I hadn’t seen the last of it.

Opening the small tube she held, Mrs. Carter picked up the butt plug and squeezed a drop of clear gel on the tip. She closed the tube to put it away before slowly spreading the lubricant all over the plug. It tapered from a narrow tip out to a wide body that looked massive to me, with the toy then reducing in thickness to the circular, jeweled end.

The show being put on for me was deliberate and I knew she was taking her time to build the anticipation. My nerves were on edge when she finally pulled her slippery fingers from the toy. My buttocks clenched when she stroked them along the crease of my ass again and I could feel the cool of the gel being rubbed into my skin.

“All nice and ready,” she said when she finished.

She got up onto the bed to straddle the back of my thighs and I twisted my head into a position where I could see the way the black PVC material hitched up her thighs to give a glimpse of smooth, bare skin.

I let out a cry when she spanked my ass again and suddenly it was the narrow tip of the toy stroking along the crease of my ass. The way it was forced between my cheeks felt deliciously dirty and I pressed my throbbing erection down against the mattress as the pulsing of my muscles went into overdrive.

There was no holding in the gasping cry that was almost a whimper when the toy touched against my asshole. It clenched tightly, but that was no defense. The slickness of the lubricated tip helped it slip past the resistance and the straining of my muscles made the cuffs dig harder into my wrists and ankles as my tight, virgin hole experienced its first penetration.

It felt like it was gaping with only the tip inside, but it was stretched wider and wider as the thick body of the plug violated me. The juddering of my hips grew stronger and I let out a desperate gasp when Mrs. Carter let go, so my inner muscles completed the work of drawing the butt plug all the way inside.

“Pretty,” she said as she trailed a fingertip around the jeweled end of the toy.

The rippling contractions of my muscles wouldn’t abate and I let out more harsh breaths as I tried to get used to the feel of the toy inside me. The only problem was that Mrs. Carter wasn’t finished. She wasn’t finished by a long way. I realized that when she moved back to the side of the bed and picked up the riding crop.

“Please,” I let out, but didn’t quite know what I was begging for.

It didn’t matter anyway. I wasn’t the one in control of the situation. Mrs. Carter was and it seemed she intended to play when she lifted her hand. She waited for my gaze to come to her and I tensed when I saw the wicked smile.

The riding crop slashed through the air to whip across my buttocks and the mix of agony and ecstasy set my body alight. I started to writhe as the smarting sting erupted, but it wasn’t the only sensation ravaging me. The rhythmic spasms of my muscles tightened my asshole around the thick plug to lace the pain with pleasure.

The crop came down again and the sound of my cries filled the room as I was shown the delight of being used by a dominant, older woman. Mrs. Carter continued to swing the toy to mark my taut cheeks with more red stripes. My begging for an end to the punishment grew louder as I desperately writhed and it wasn’t until she relented that I finally settled in place again.

The unrelenting spasms of my abused butt muscles felt like nothing before and I could barely catch a breath as I tried to recover my senses. The burn of agony slowly dulled to a delicious ache that made my cock throb even more and I lifted my hips when I felt Mrs. Carter’s hand forcing its way under my body. The touch of her fingers grasping at my hard, throbbing erection made me groan.

“You’re a dirty boy, Jeremy,” she teased and laughed as she squeezed harder. “Do I make it hurt good?”

“Yes,” I replied.

The ache of pleasure seemed to permeate every nerve ending in my body and the sensation only grew stronger when the end of the riding crop slowly stroked down my spine. I knew what was coming. The anticipation of it left me quaking and I groaned as I was given more of the punishment.

My asshole gripped around the thick plug as Mrs. Carter’s fingers squeezed tighter around my erection. The crop kept lashing against my butt until I was finally given some respite. It made me slump down and the grip on my stiff shaft was released.

“Should I give you your reward?” Mrs. Carter asked.

The question was rhetorical, but I still shouted out yes anyway. It was met with a laugh and suddenly the cuffs were being released. When the last one was loosened, I rolled over onto my back. I was quickly restrained again to leave me tied down and spread-eagled.

“Well, well…, look at you,” Mrs. Carter said.

My erection jerked around as the end of the crop slowly trailed along it. My teeth clenched together in anticipation of a more painful spank, but it didn’t come. Mrs. Carter got back on the bed to straddle my thighs and I lifted my head. She knew what I wanted to see and eased the hem of the PVC dress up until I caught a glimpse that she was wearing nothing below it.

“Fuck,” I gasped as I tried to lift my head higher. A spank on my cock made my body stretch out in agony and I couldn’t keep my head up.

Mrs. Carter shuffled higher until she was straddling my groin and I moaned when she sat down on me. The feel of her soft, plump mound settling in place on my erection made me clench my buttocks to push up against her.

“Does that feel fucking good?” she spat out as she started to rock her hips.

My erection was trapped against my body as she writhed around on it and I didn’t answer her question. Arching my back, I tried to shove myself even harder against her pussy, but she suddenly got up to her knees.

It didn’t get me the sex I craved though. Mrs. Carter shuffled up my body and I realized she was going to take her pleasure from my mouth before giving me anything else. She turned around to face towards my feet when she straddled my head and I was presented with the perfect sight up the PVC dress to the delicious folds of her pussy.

I pulled against the straps holding me in place as I tried to lift my head, but her slick skin remained just out of reach as she teased me. She eased the PVC material up around her waist and I stared at her pussy. It made my mouth water that it was so close, but the naughty game of denial went on when she slipped a hand between her thighs to stroke fingers on slick skin. All I could do was watch and it was torture.

A mischievous laugh spilled from her lips when she held her fingers for me to lick. I did so willingly to get the taste and sucked them clean by the time she pulled them away. Almost immediately, she lowered herself to my mouth and her groan was loud when I swept my tongue roughly along her swollen pussy lips.

“More,” she gasped and swatted the end of the riding crop on my rigid cock.

It made me realize why she’d turned around to face my feet when she straddled my head. She was going to keep delivering pain as I gave her pleasure. I stiffened my tongue as she lowered herself more and heard her squeal of delight when I gave her the penetration she wanted. Her weight came down on me and I sucked in a deep breath before my head was trapped on the bed.

The taste flooded my mouth as I plunged my stiff tongue into her slick depths. Her squirming movements showed she was reveling in what I was giving and I licked harder to give her the roiling touches she wanted. Her shouts of more were followed by a flick of the riding crop to torment my cock and it made me eat out wet cunt like never before.

My face was covered as she squeezed her thighs around my head and began to rock her hips more enthusiastically. I could hear her squeals of enjoyment as I tried to force my tongue deeper still. My neck strained as I pushed up against the weight pinning me down and the cuffs bit into my flesh as I pulled against them.

The flicks of the crop continued to slap across my erection to bring pain to the excitement and it made me work harder. I could barely breathe until Mrs. Carter pulled up to make my tongue slide out of her pussy. Gasps of air filled my lungs as I stared between her thighs, but the sight was taken from me when she dropped down again.

Her squirming movements were even more frantic now and it was obvious she wanted to concentrate on chasing her own pleasure when the spanks on my cock ended. The sound of her delight grew louder as I fucked my tongue deep inside to eat her out. She forced herself down on me to grind against my mouth and the delicious moment stretched out until she finally lifted up. I knew I was about to get more.

She was on the move right away and the urgency of her movements revealed her hungry lust for more than my tongue. She faced me as she straddled my waist, but our eyes met for no more than a split second before her attention focused on what she wanted. Her hand slipped between her legs to grab hold of my cock and she made it stand straight up from my crotch as she lowered herself to it.

My hips juddered when I felt the softness of her slick inner skin engulfing the tip of my erection. I got my head up just in time to watch as she slid down my full length to take all of it inside her pussy. She sank the fingers of her free hand into the flesh at the top of her pubic mound and pulled up hard to make her clitoris pop out. It was an unbelievable show and I couldn’t tear my gaze from the kinky sight of the crop slapping against the erect bud.

It revealed Mrs. Carter wasn’t only an adherent of dishing out punishment. She liked taking it also and her cries rang out as she kept using the crop on herself. I could feel the pulse of her inner muscles around my erection and tried to buck my hips up in the hope it would encourage her to ride my cock. It got me something even better when she rose up a little.

“Fuck me, Jeremy,” she growled through gritted teeth.

I pulled against the straps as I arched my back to give her what she wanted by powering my hips up. The bucking of my body jerked it up between her thighs to fuck my cock into her wet cunt and her cries of pleasure filled the room as she continued to spank the end of the crop on her clitoris.

The slapping sound spurred me on to drive up harder between her plump thighs in a quickening rhythm as the excitement mounted towards a high for us both. Mrs. Carter’s yells of encouragement grew louder, but there was no need for them. I wanted what she did. My efforts became frantic as the urge to fuck hard and fast into her pussy made me keep bucking up until it took us both all the way.

Mrs. Carter threw aside the crop to get her fingers on her clitoris and the rough, circling touches were the final push that took her over the edge. Her body stiffened in a moment of still before she dropped down to pin me to the bed and her writhing movements set me off. My groin muscles tightened in a final burst of hot tension that exploded to a climax and my hips jerked up hard as I gave in to the strong release.

Shuddering convulsions wracked my body as I lost control completely and my eyes locked with Mrs. Carter’s when she slapped her hands down on my chest. The rocking motion of her body made her pussy grind down onto me as she held my full length deep inside. I kept bouncing her up as the pleasure of each stream of my hot seed erupting burned through my veins. My asshole pulsed around the thick plug to make the release stronger than ever before and it left me crying out.

Her fingernails bit into my skin as the high of her orgasm stretched out to make her muscles contract, but she let out a gasping rush of breath when the moment passed. My back arched as I tightened my groin muscles to revel in the sheer bliss of the climax for as long as I could before slumping down. It was only then that I felt the way the cuffs dug into my flesh and I tried to relax my body.

Mrs. Carter straightened up and ran her fingers through her hair as she stared down at my face. She was in no hurry to get off me and the slow rocking of her body only ended when the power drained from my erection completely. Moving to the side, she threw herself down beside me and I listened to her harsh breathing as we tried to recover from the exertions of our first time together. I didn’t even realize she’d picked up the riding crop again until the end of it slapped down on my chest.

“You’re a bad boy, Jeremy,” she said and laughed.

“You’re the one corrupting me,” I shot back. “I’m tied to the bed.”

“Yes you are,” Mrs. Carter went on as she rolled onto her side and propped her head on her hand. The crop spanked down on my chest again before she went on talking. “Hmm…, should I release my locked down lover now or just keep him here as my kinky little sex slave.”

The wicked smile was there on her pretty face when I caught her gaze. Suddenly, being stuck inside didn’t seem such a bad proposition and I was certain the sexy games we’d share would get kinkier until the lockdown came to an end.
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