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Love On Top


Ever since they met, Tatiana and Brock have been anything but vanilla. Their tastes are of power and play which hasn’t stopped since getting engaged. Be it at Brock’s office or their home, these two sure know how to play, with dynamics and each other.

They love to switch things up in the bedroom and playfully battle to see who will dominate.

In the end, it’s love that will always be on top.


Chapter 1
Tatiana


“Oh my God, girl. Show us!” 

I place my left hand in the middle of the table while the girls gawk at my engagement ring.

Brock, my fiance, proposed to me about three weeks ago now, and the girls have been aching to see it. I waited before telling anybody because I wanted it to stay between us for a while. But then I was FaceTiming Dawn, and she saw it. After that, I had to spill.

Miki gently takes my hand and moves it from side to side to see how the light glints off the diamond.

“Pretty,” she says and releases my hand.

Next, Dawn takes it and brings it closer to her face, as if she’s seeing if it’s real or not. Which makes sense since she’s a jeweller. After she’s done, Ofra looks at it. She smiles down at my hand, then at me with tears in her eyes.

“Oh, my God! I can’t believe you’re going to get married?” She fans her eyes, then dabs at them with her napkin.

“Don’t cry. I’m still going to be your friend. It’s not like I’ll drop off the planet once I get married.”

“Well, why would you want to hang out with us when you can hang out with that hunk of a man?” Dawn says, fanning herself.

“Ha-ha,” I say sarcastically. “I’ve been going out with him for two years and haven’t abandoned you yet. What makes you think that somehow having a ring on my finger will change that?”

I pull my hand back and look at the ring. It’s a simple ring, which I like. A thin band with one tiny diamond in the middle. It’s smooth, so it won’t get caught on anything, which is what I love about it the most. It looks delicate on my hand and makes me feel elegant.

I reach over to my whiskey, enjoying the sound of the gold tapping against the glass.

“Soooo, when’s the wedding?” Dawn asks. “And who gets to be the lucky maid of honour?”

I chuckle. “Do you have someone in mind for the job?”

Dawn and I have been friends since elementary school. Back then, we used to talk about our weddings constantly. What dresses we’d wear, the flowers we’d have, and what kind of man would be standing at the end of the aisle.

Of course, that became a little more complicated when I discovered I was bi, and the prospect of having a lady at the end of the aisle became a possibility. In my dreams of marrying a man, I’d be in a silk dress that went to the floor. When I imagined marrying a woman, I was in a pantsuit. I'm not sure why they were different, but something about it felt right.

I met Ofra and Miki at college. I went to get a business degree. Now, I’m running my own business, and I still have my college friends. I’d say it went swimmingly well.

Ofra was taking humanities, and now she’s a social service worker. Specifically, she works with senior citizens. Miki took kinesiology and now works at a local school as a soccer coach. Dawn took the same courses as me. Now she works as a business manager for a furniture-making company.

“Well,” Dawn says, “I could do it… you know, as a favour for an old friend.”

“Who you calling old, bitch?” I say, putting my hand to my chest like I’m hurt.

“Aren’t you, like, fifty years older than me?” she says.

“More like a hundred,” Miki adds. “I mean, don’t you still have that VHS player? Last I checked, you’re the only one here who cleans her own car instead of going to the car wash.”

“That is not a sign of how old I am. That’s a sign of how cheap I am. I’d rather do it myself for free than pay for it.”

“It’s ridiculous,” Dawn mutters as she sips the rest of her drink through the straw.

“Anyway, we haven’t talked about the wedding yet, but all three of you lassies are invited for obvious reasons.”

They all cheered, and we spent the rest of the night talking about what kind of wedding I could have. We enjoy the night drinking and eating. It was great.

The next morning, I woke up to a massive hangover, which was less than great.

“Aren’t you glad it’s Saturday?” Brock says as he enters the bedroom with a glass of water and an Advil.

“Hmmm,” I moan into the pillow.

I feel the bed dip and look up to see my handsome fiance staring down at me with a soft smile on his lips.

“Hi,” I mumble.

Brock plops the little pill into my mouth, and I sit up to drink the water, washing it down. The blinds are shut, but I can see the light poking in from the sides. It’s definitely late in the morning. I look over at the clock to confirm it’s 11:15 a.m.

Fuck!

“Don’t worry about it. You came back at about three in the morning. What did you do all night?”

I try to remember what happened. I remember we were at the bar; I showed my friends the ring. Then I think we did a bit of bar hopping and dancing. After that, it’s all a blur.

“I don’t know,” I grumble and sink deeper into the sheets.

I hear Brock chuckle above me, then lean down to kiss the top of my head. 

By late afternoon, I’m back to normal, doing some paperwork before heading off to lunch. I check my watch and notice that I’m passing by Brock’s workplace on my way home from lunch. So, I grab some food for him and head to his building.

I walk up the stairs and pass by his receptionist. She’s a pretty blonde with red nails and giant matching glasses.

“Hey there, Stacy. Is he in?” I nod to his office door.

“Oh, yes, Ms. Bowman. He’s in.”

I give her a nod and walk past. At first, I was jealous of Stacy. She’s very pretty and likes getting a little too close to Brock. But after a while, I realized that it was silly. It shouldn’t be about me not trusting Stacy but whether or not I trust Brock. And I do.

I knock on his door as I enter his office. Sitting at his desk, he looks up from his computer for a second.

“Hey, baby,” he says while looking at his computer screen.

I sit in one of the chairs and wait for Brock to finish what he’s doing. His office is on the smaller side. It can basically only fit his desk and a couple of chairs. I can see wires from the computers strewn about on the floor, peeking from underneath his desk.

After a few minutes, he closes his laptop and pushes it to the side. He folds his hands together and looks at me from the other side of the desk.

“Hello, my love,” he says.

“Hello,” I hand him the bag with his lunch. “This is for you. Thought you might be hungry.”

“Awesome.” He takes out the BLT and muffin and places it on his desk. He unwraps the sandwich and takes a big bite. I love watching him eat. His jaw muscles work the bread as he sinks his teeth into it. His throat moves as he swallows. He licks his lips and runs his hand over his mouth like he does after he eats me out.

I cross my legs and press my thighs together. I really don’t need more ways to be turned on by my fiancé. I love how he reverses his car out of the driveway, his big arm cupping the back of the driver’s seat as he looks over his shoulder. I love the way he takes off a sweater or T-shirt, pulling the material from behind. I love the way he looks in sweatpants. I crave the days of fall when I can see him pull out the grey cotton and walk around the house. Even better when he’s topless. His rippling muscles flex as he walks across the room.

Brock clears his throat.

“You alright, baby? You look a little flushed.”

I nod my head, “Yeah, yeah. I’m fine.”

I shift in my seat, and Brock smiles. Of course, he knows what I’m dealing with. He’s my fiancé. My husband-to-be. The love of my life. He knows me better than anyone. He knows my wants and needs and my fantasies. And he’s very giving of himself when I feel the need to get a little… dominant in bed. And I love nothing more than to see him submit to me. And the feeling of submitting to him.

There is a knock at the door, and Stacy pokes her head in.

“I’m going on my lunch break, Mr. Dierden,” she says.

“Alright, Stacy.” They nod at each other, and she leaves.

Brock sits on his desk as I watch her leave, giving me a sceptical look.

“You’re not still jealous of Stacy, are you?”

“I knew I shouldn’t have told you about that,” I sigh and rub my eyes.

“You couldn’t have hidden it from me if you tried. I know you, my love.”

I peek up at him from between my fingers. He smiles at me, and I smile back.

I get up from the seat, leaning into him and running my hands over his chest.

“No, I couldn’t. But now I know that I have nothing to worry about,” I say, grabbing his tie and pulling him closer to me. “Do I?”

He shakes his head “no.”

“Because you’re mine.” I crash my lips down on his and feel his hands grip my waist.

I pull back, panting and say, “Take off your shirt.”


Chapter 2
Tatiana


“Take off your shirt,” I command.

Brock does what I say and unbuttons his dress shirt. Each button opened just revs my engine. My eyes eagerly await what’s beneath the soft cotton. Once Brock is done, he throws his shirt on his desk.

“Take off your pants.” He unbuttons his pants incredibly slowly, each click of the teeth of the zipper making my pussy weep.

He chucks them, and I step forward, running my hand up his chest. His smooth skin is hard. The ridges of his abs to his pecks are all well-defined. That’s what you get, I guess if you work out all the fucking time.

One day I want him to bench press me instead of those metal bars.

I run my fingers up his neck until they graze his lips. He’s tempted to open his mouth and lick them.

But I didn’t say he could, so he doesn’t.

Instead, I push my fingers past his reluctant lips. Two at first. I open his mouth before adding a third and fourth finger. In any other context, this would be gross and a bit strange, but here it’s fucking hot.

My finger tangles with his tongue, and I shove them a little more into his mouth. The motion is similar to when I suck his cock. Sometimes, I’ll get into a position that makes me choke a bit. Now Brock knows what that feels like.

My mouth is agape as I watch my hand in his mouth. Just as I see him gag a little, I take out my hand.

“Take off your briefs,” I say, a little frazzled and a lot turned on.

My pussy is soaking my panties, and I feel like I’m wearing too much clothing. I remove my blazer and undo the buttons on my shirt before taking them off. I’m in my tank top, bra, pencil skirt, heels and panties.

I turn around after putting my clothes on the desk and see Brock in his naked glory.

Fuck, he is truly gorgeous.

Muscular, solid legs that are long and steady, a deep V that heads straight to his exceptional cock, six-pack abs that lead to a massive chest and big arms and hands. His face is a sight to behold. Brown hair and blue eyes with high cheekbones and the most kissable lips.

I lick my lips as I walk to Brock. Once again, I run my hand across his chest. Brock reaches out and tries to hold my hips and bring me closer to him, but I lightly slap his face and he backs away. Instead of being hurt by my reaction, he smiles. Of course he does, the freak. My man likes a bit of pain. It’s why we’ll enjoy the hell out of ourselves later as I punish him for his… minor error.

“Tsk tsk. Naughty man,” I say as I unzip my skirt.

His eyes follow my hands as I peel out of the tight cotton.

“You like that, don’t you?” he asks. His deep voice makes me feel such good things.

“Like what?” I ask innocently.

“You like to punish me. Tease me.”

“Yes. To both. So why don’t you put that chair right here and sit down?”

He takes the chair next to him and places it in the middle of his office. He sits, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Good boy,” I say, running my finger across his jaw.

I walk behind him. With my hand on his jaw, I pull his head back until he’s looking up at me. With my other hand, I slide it down his chest until I reach his cock. Gripping it in my hand, I slowly jerk it, watching Brock’s face as I do. He barely moves, but I can see the agony in his rich blue eyes. He can’t hide that from me.

I grin and kiss his cheek.

His hands grip the arms of the chair, making his muscles bulge. A thin sheen of sweat starts to cover his body, and his cock in my hand is leaking pre-come.

“Have you no self-control?” I say as I swipe the pre-come off with my thumb, then bring it to my mouth.

I moan as his taste coats my tongue, and I hear Brock say, “More than you.”

I round the chair, grip my small hand across his neck and make him look at me.

“You want to repeat that?”

Brock’s chest expands with every inhale, and I think he won’t say anything at all, but then he admits to it.

“I said…more than you.”

“Hmm, is that a challenge?” I ask.

“You’re the boss.” he retorts. I so want to bend him over his desk and spank his beautiful ass.

But I have a better idea.

“Alright. We shall see.”

I pull off my panties and shove them into his mouth.

“The first one to come gets punished tonight,” I say.

I straddle his hips, then slowly sink onto his cock.

Brock’s eyes burn into mine as we lock our gazes, and I slowly fuck him. If I’m distracted in any way, I can hold off coming pretty well, giving me the advantage. Though it’s really no advantage other than in orgasm denial.

I fuck myself on Brock’s cock, and it’s pure agony. I’m so wet and turned on that I can feel my orgasm building. I focus and hold off.

His eyes are unwavering. Never leaving mine and full of challenge. In my past experience, he’s lasted longer than me. But that’s mostly on purpose since I demand he make me come. And when he’s in charge, he makes me orgasm before him.

No matter how much of a freak he is, he can turn into a very nice gentleman.

My movements become frantic. I don’t know if it’s because I want to come or want to make him come. I wrap my hand around his throat. He does the same to me. His hand thrusts out and wraps around me.

My face turns to the ceiling, and I’m almost tempted to give in. But then I hear Brock grunt and growl and I think I might actually win this time. Not that getting spanked by my Brock is a bad thing. In fact, I’m fine being a sore loser. But it’s more of a principal thing.

If I come before him, it won’t be because I gave in but more like I just can’t help myself. This is definitely the case because my orgasm boils over after Brock gives my neck a squeeze, pulling me closer to his face. I respond by digging my nails into his shoulder as I orgasm.

“Fuck,” I growl, and Brock leans in and kisses me.

I take his tongue in my mouth as I feel Brock come. He empties himself into me, and I enjoy the feeling of his cum coating my insides.

“Oh, yes,” I moan as I break the kiss.

As Brock moves his arms to hold me I push off him. His almost limp cock drops to his leg, and I feel mixed arousal dripping down my thighs.

“I win,” Brock pants, looking very proud of himself.

“Okay, then,” I say. I know when I’ve been beaten.

Brock stands up with a wicked grin on his face.

“Bend over,” he commands.

I bend over his desk, and Brock kicks my legs open. He shoves two fingers into me, and I hiss.

“My cum looks good dripping out of you, Tatiana.” He rubs my G-spot, and I feel another orgasm brewing.

But before I release, he pulls out. I hear him sucking his fingers, then pushing them back inside me. He does this several times. Finger fucking me, then pulling out and licking our mixed juices. Then he leans over and, after fucking me, feeds me his fingers. He puts them in a little deeper than he should—payback for earlier—then pulls back.

He gives a few swipes to my ass, and I moan.

“My baby likes a little pain, doesn’t she?”

“Yes,” I say.

“Yes, what?”

“I don’t know,” I say nonchalantly.

He gives me another spank, and it bites a little harder than the others.

“Fuck,” I groan.

“Yes, what? My little cock tease,” he says.

I grin, looking back at him. 

“Yes, my little cock tease,” I say, repeating his words back to him. Brock responds by spanking me hard on my pussy, making me cry out.

“As you know, Tatiana, I can go on for a while. Can you?” he asks and slides his fingers inside me again.

He finger fucks me until I feel like I’m going to come, then pulls out.

“Tell me, Tatiana. Tell me, and I’ll let you come.”

“No,” I say, and his other hand gives me a hard spank.

“Oh, fuck.”

“Okay. What about this?” he asks, and I feel the head of his cock at my entrance. “Tell me, and I’ll fuck you like a dirty whore.”

Well, I do like being fucked like a dirty whore.

“Fine.” I submit.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Sir,” I say.

“See? Was that so hard?”

“Not as hard as you are,” I say.

I hear Brock chuckle, and then he’s silent for only a moment before he slams into me.

“As promised.” He grunts as he thrusts into me harder.

“Yes. Yes. Yes,” I chant.

“Pull my hair,” I command. Brock grabs my hair, pulling it back so my chest lifts off the desk.

The sounds are erotic as fuck. Slapping, moaning, and grunting until we’re both coming.

Then, immediately, the sounds stop and you can only hear our breathing as we catch our breath.


Chapter 3
Brock


Later that night…

I throw the towel over my shoulder and sprinkle some parsley on top of the lasagna. I’m making Tatiana’s favourite dish. Lasagna with garlic bread on the side. I pour wine into two glasses and light the candles. Feels like the appropriate thing to do, cook her favourite meal with candles and expensive wine after fucking me senseless earlier today.

I don’t know what I did to get so lucky as to have a woman like Tatiana, but I’ve made it my life’s mission to be the best man I can be to her. And tonight, that involves making her favourite dish and later running her a bath.

She and I have different work schedules. Typically, she goes to work later than I do and, therefore, comes back after me. Since moving in together, we’ve set up a system that works well. I cook dinner, and she cleans up afterwards. We divide the rest of the chores. Laundry is me. Vacuuming is her. Snow removal is me. Raking leaves is her.

We are a well-oiled machine. Makes sense since I’m a consultant, and she’s the CEO of a fantastic bookstore with stores all around the world. Efficiency is our “couple name,” and we wear it with pride.

As I wipe down the counter, I hear a sound at the door and high heels clicking against the wood floor as my fiancé walks in.

“Honey, I’m home,” she says in a sing-songy tone, tossing her bag on the living room couch before turning to see me holding her chair out in the dining room.

She moans in relief as she takes off her shoes, then walks into the dining room and takes a seat. She looks at the maroon tablecloth, the fancy glasses and the candles.

“Very fancy. What’s the occasion?” She flicks open her napkin and places it on her lap.

“No occasion. Just wanted to have a beautiful meal with my beautiful fiancé.” I kiss her on the cheek and sit on the other side of the table.

Tatiana inhales the scent of the lasagna on the glass plate that her mother gave us as an engagement present.

“Mmm,” she hums. “This smells amazing. Thanks, babe.”

We dig into our meal and do our usual “what happens at work conversation,” even though we already know the best part. I can still feel the heat of her hand on my face when she slapped it, and my cock stirs in my pants. I like a little pain. Mostly slapping or when she rakes her nails down my back.

We have this incredible back-and-forth when it comes to our power dynamic. She’s top sometimes. Sometimes I’m top. We kind of base it on mood. That’s not to say that when she’s in charge, I don’t try to take over. I just don’t try as hard as I would if I was truly in the mood. A little resistance never hurt anyone.

I watch the candlelight flicker against Tatiana’s smooth skin, and my heart swells when I see the flame in her eyes. I turned off all the lights before I sat down, and we’re sitting in a little bubble of glowing, fiery light. It’s a sensual scene. The burning candles and the dark red wine. The way she lifts it up to her lips, the lipstick from this morning is all gone, leaving her natural pink lip.

Her dark eyes look back at me from under her dark-rimmed glasses. They’re rounded in black eyeliner and mascara. Her hand slides across the table and intertwines with mine. It’s so much smaller than mine and a lot softer. Her lean thumb caresses my hand as I gently pet her back.

The dinner starts to get forgotten the longer we look at each other. Suddenly, the bath becomes more appealing.

“How about I run you a bath?” I ask.

Tatiana tilts her head to the side and smiles, pulling her hand back and wiping her mouth.

“I have a better idea,” she says and stands up.

I blow out the candles, and, taking her hand, we walk through our dark house and up the stairs to the bedroom. I close the door behind us, and she turns on the pink and blue fairy lights that line the room's top edges.

She pats the bed, and I take a seat. Tatiana stands in between my legs and runs her hands over my chest.

“I very much enjoyed that dinner,” she says, her voice smooth as silk.

“I enjoyed making it.”

She leans in and kisses me softly.

Then, pulling back, she says, “You wanna play?”

I smile and nod. Tatiana stands up, holds the hem of my T-shirt, and pulls it over my head, tossing it to the side. She rakes her nails down my chest until she reaches my belt, unfastening it and pulling it out of the loops, then tossing it to where my shirt is.

She spins us around and pushes me onto the bed. We work together to take off my jeans, and when I’m naked, she goes to her special box of toys and takes out some rope along with a few other things.

Grabbing the rope, she comes towards me. I sit up on my elbows and watch her hips sway as she crawls up into the bed, straddling me and dragging the rope across my bottom lip.

“This is going to be fun,” she says, commanding me to kneel on the edge of bed after getting off of me.

I start panting. My cock hardens.

With a wicked look in her eyes, I do as she says. She’s right. This is going to be fun.


Chapter 4
Tatiana


After tying Brock up, I scoot to the headboard and open my legs. I lazily stroke my pussy as I watch Brock squirm in the ropes. He looks so good. Gag in his mouth. His hands tied around his back, kneeling with his legs spread open, revealing his rock-hard cock. Erect and begging to be touched.

I rub my clit in circles and moan. Brock bites into the gag. The look in his eyes is feral. I can feel how badly he wants to touch me. Taste me. But he won’t. Not until I let him. I grab my vibrator from the nightstand and turn it on. The whirring of the machine and our panting are the only sounds in the otherwise quiet room.

I place the pink silicone on my clit and moan as the vibrations carry across my body, lighting up in magnificent pleasure.

Brock’s jaw twitches as I slide the vibrator in me and begin to fuck myself.

I pinch my nipple and tease Brock.

“Oh, that feels so good,” I moan and watch Brock’s muscles ripple against his restraints. The rope looks almost too fragile to hold his big body. But I’ve played with these ropes before, and I know they can hold him for as long as I want.

I pull out the vibrator and bring it to my lips. I lick my arousal off it, then place it back inside me.

I fuck myself until I come. Crying out and grabbing the sheets.

“Oh fuck! Yes! Oh, yes. That feels so good.” When I open my eyes, I gasp at the wildfire in Brock’s eyes.

His control is slipping. And as good as my knots are, he’s pretty good at getting out of anything if properly motivated.

“I know, baby. You want out.” I place the vibrator aside and crawl toward my man until I’m kneeling before him.

I run my hands across his jaw and down his muscular chest. The muscles ripple underneath my hand. When I reach his cock, I take it in my hand and slide my hand up and down the length.

Brock growls, the sounds making my core clench.

“You have such a beautiful cock, Brock,” I say against his jaw. “I feel so empty without it.” I squeeze the base of his dick, and he growls again.

Pre-cum drips out of my fiance’s cock, and I lean down to lick it up.

“Mmm,” I moan and kiss the head of his dick.

Then I go in for seconds. Licking at the crown and sliding my tongue down the length until I hit the base, then back up again on the other side. When I swallow his cock whole, Brock’s hips pitch forward, making his length touch the back of my throat. I gag a little, knowing that’ll be satisfying for him. I moan around his dick as I use my hand to jack the parts of him I can’t fit into my mouth.

Then I pull back and look at my man, straining against the ropes.

“A little tense, I see.”

He growls, and I chuckle. Sliding my hand between my legs, I rub my pussy as I stand up straight and look at Brock.

“You know, I still remember the first time we fucked,” I say while running my hand down Brock’s chest with my other hand.

“It was when we met while on vacation. Hawaii. The beach. It was night, and we’d been making eyes at each other at the bar. I couldn’t help but notice how handsome you were. I loved how you smiled at me. The sideways grin that could get any woman’s pussy wet.” I kiss his jaw as I recount our origin story.

“Finally, we both went down to the beach. It was maybe five seconds before we were all over each other. We didn’t even know each other’s names.”

I walked down to the beach, and I could feel the mystery man follow me. My pussy was damp and aching. His smile is what got me. Grinning with those pearly whites. And the look in his eyes. Seductive and charming. Short brown hair and blue eyes. Tanned skin, and he looked so tall, sitting there at the bar. He wore white pants and a paisley T-shirt. I’d never describe that look as sexy per se, but on him… it was dashing.

I stood, facing the deep, dark water. I looked at the moon, reflecting on the small waves rippling against the ocean. I felt him behind me. The man from the bar. It was quite a risk. Seducing a man I didn’t know in a secluded place. But I was blinded by lust and need so intense that I threw caution to the wind.

And it paid off.

Because with just a few hellos exchanged, he had his hands on my sides, running them up and down my body. I moaned and leaned my back into his warm chest. Brock started to curl up my dress until it was at my waist and my pussy was exposed. The only barrier was the black panties I wore.

He got past that very easily, pushing them aside. He started rubbing my clit. I groaned and pushed my butt into his crotch and felt his hard cock. I heard him groan and push two fingers deep into my pussy. Spreading my legs, I reached back and grabbed onto his hair with one hand while the other grabbed his ass. My butt started grinding against him as he pumped his fingers in and out of me.

“Mmm. Fuck, you’re so sexy,” he moaned, reaching up and cupping my breast.

“You too,” I said, and he pinched my nipple over my dress.

I gasped, and Brock pulled his fingers out of me. He turned me around and took my mouth with a heated passion I hadn’t felt in months. After breaking up with my boyfriend, I figured I was done with men for a while. Taking this vacation was supposed to be a break. But one look at Brock and all those plans changed.

He slipped his tongue into my mouth, and we moaned together. As our tongues danced, I wrapped my legs around his waist, and he grasped my ass. His cock, still trapped underneath his pants, was rubbing against me, making me even wetter.

“Fuck me,” I said, pulling back from the kiss.

I searched Brock’s deep blue eyes as he asked me if I was sure.

“Yes, I’m sure. I want you to fuck me on this beach. Hard.”

“Your wish is my command.”

And that was it. That simple sentence told me that he was the one. The way he ripped off my dress and fucked me in the sand. Not caring if anyone was watching. Each thrust of his hips. Every time he nudged my G-spot. I came hard, and I was in love. We spent many nights alone in what had become our room at the inn.

My pussy is aching at the memory of those great nights. I open my eyes, not noticing that I had closed them, to see the look in Brock’s eyes that told me he’s remembering the same thing.

With a throbbing pussy and a need to be fucked, I untie Brock quickly. Then I turn around and say, “Fuck me.”

I look over my shoulder and see Brock staring at my ass as he rubs his cock.

“Your wish is my command,” he says, looking me in the eye. Those words still turn me on. Then grips my hips in his hands and pulls me onto his cock.

I cry out as Brock slams into me, fucking me hard. Just as I like it. I reach between my legs and rub my pussy. I’m so close to an orgasm I can taste it. Brock spanks my ass a couple times and starts talking dirty to me.

“Fuck, your pussy’s so fucking tight. I can feel your little cunt tighten around me. Squeezing me. You gonna suck me dry, Tatiana? I love how your pussy takes my big, fat cock. Your filthy…slutty…little…cunt.” He punctuates each word with a thrust.

“Yes, Brock,” I moan.

“Are you my dirty little slut, Tatiana? Huh? My beautiful wife-to-be?” He grunts.

“Yes! Yes, Brock. I’m your dirty little slut. Please make your wife-to-be come. I’m so close.”

Brock’s hand reaches out and pulls my hair. It’s the last little push I need before I come hard, squeezing his cock like a vice as I cry out his name.

“Fuck! Brock, yes! Yes! Oh my God, Brock, yes! Fuck me harder.” I know his hands are going to leave bruises on my hips, but I look forward to them. It’ll be a memory of our time together.

At some point during my orgasm, Brock comes, too. Filling my pussy with his seed. I’m on birth control, so he can’t get me pregnant now, but I like to imagine it as he fills me. Getting me pregnant with his child.

It’s an experience we want to have after we get married.

We collapse into the bed as our orgasms fade, cuddling next to each other, lazily running our hands up and down each other’s bodies. Brock likes playing with my hair, and I enjoy running my fingers up and down his chest.

He holds me close as we drift off.

I would say to dreamland, but I feel I’m already there.


Chapter 5
Tatiana


4 Months Later

Today is the day before the wedding. I’m staying home while Brock checks into a hotel for the night. We thought waiting until the wedding to see each other would be fun. I walk around the silent house and then take a seat on the couch.

I pull up my phone and scroll on my company’s Instagram. Checking to see if there are any messages or comments I should get to. I can’t believe what I get to do for a living. As a little girl, I was enamoured with movies like “Beauty And The Beast,” mostly because of the library the Beast had. It’s the only instance I can think of where I’d be happy to be kidnapped if it meant you got to read rows upon rows of books.

Now, I own my bookstore. My six-year-old self would be so happy. It started as a small business in downtown Toronto. It grew into 70 stores all across North America, and we recently got ten more. Five in the UK and five in New Zealand.

I couldn’t have done it without my colleagues and friends. And Brock. When I was thinking about expanding, he was the guy people told me to go to. As a consultant, his job was to help me figure out how to tackle this huge feat. When I first met him, I had no idea it was the same man from the beach. Everyone called him Mr Dierden, and I only knew him as Brock. 

But when I saw his face, I felt a familiar tingle in my insides, among other things. 

It was hard to stay away from each other. When working in the office, we’d stand very close to one another. Brock always found excuses to see me, asking me out to dinner to “talk business” or popping by my apartment to drop something off that couldn’t wait until morning when it very well could have.

We worked together, and I built up my business. I needed to be in the right headspace for a relationship, so despite our feelings, we waited.

The night Brock’s contract was up, I remember walking into my front door, wanting to celebrate. And the only person I wanted to celebrate with was Brock. Almost as if he knew, there was a knock at my door, and when I opened it, I saw Brock standing in the doorway, looking sexy as all hell in his blue suit and white button-down. I don’t even think we said hello. He just walked in and started kissing me. Telling me how much he’s missed me and how he’s been aching to be inside me again. I told him that I missed him too. Undressing as we walked backwards to my bedroom.

We spent the whole week together before returning to the real world. Doing nothing but eating and having sex. We did shower, but that was usually in accompaniment to sex.

My core heats, and I squeeze my legs together. We promised one another that we wouldn’t touch ourselves tonight. That we’d wait until after the wedding. I have no idea why we’re putting ourselves through this. I guess we just thought it would be fun. Rile each other up until the big bang, so to speak.

I put my phone down and head to the bedroom. My bridesmaids are all here, a couple of them in the guest bedroom. Dawn, who ended up being my maid of honour, sleeps where Brock usually is.

She snores softly, her dark lashes fluttering as she sleeps.

I settle in next to her, looking at the moonlight spilling beside the curtains. I’m so excited about tomorrow. I’ve been chomping at the bit to marry Brock. To say vows and other kinds of things I’d been dreaming of for years. It may not be all that little girls dream of, being a bride. It wasn’t really mine, either. I was mostly focused on business until I met Brock. But when I met him, wedding bells rang in my head, and I knew someday I’d walk down the aisle in a white dress with heels clicking along the virgin road. Though that road would be walked on by someone who is so not a virgin, but that doesn’t matter.

All that matters is that we love each other and want to do this.

I cuddle into the sheets and dream of things that could go wrong. Not the dream I was hoping for, but probably the one I was always going to have. It happens every time. Anything that’s big and is supposed to go well, I have dreams—well, nightmares—about it going horribly wrong.

I wake up the following day and relay my fears to Dawn, who rubs my arms and tells me everything will be alright. She encourages me to let her take control so I can just focus on getting married. And that’s the thing. I have a tough time giving up control. I like doing things my way, but if I didn’t release some of the responsibility of this wedding to Dawn, I’d lose my fucking mind.

I sit on a chair in my bathroom and eat breakfast as the hair stylist Dawn hired does my hair. She curls it and spays an incredible amount of hair spray, winding the strands around her curling iron. Once I’m done with my breakfast, I take a break from the hair to brush my teeth. Then she finishes off my hair while another woman does my make-up. I’m not wearing my glasses, so I can’t see what they are doing.

It isn’t until they are all done that I get to put my glasses on, and I look in the mirror. My dark hair is piled near the top of my head, curly strands wrapped around a bun with small white flowers sticking into it. There are a few tendrils outlining my face, and my make-up is very light with white eyeshadow, a pink lip and pink eyeliner just on the top of my lid. My eyes start to water, and I realize I’m crying. A huge wave of emotions crashes over me, and I tip my head back to not ruin the make-up.

“Oh, my God. I’m so sorry.” I chuckle as I try not to cry.

The “awes” from my bridesmaids and maid of honour don’t help. Having them all here and hugging me is even more emotional than I can take. I dab at my eyes with the tissue and try to regain some control.

I take a deep breath, take off my glasses, and sit back down so Sandy, the make-up artist, can fix my face.

I roll my shoulders and try to keep it together when they bring out the dress. It’s wrapped in a plastic bag at the moment. We’re going to bring it to the garden where we are going to get married to put on there so as not to wrinkle it. It’s just down the street from where we live. We thought it would be best to get most of the make-up stuff done here because there wouldn’t really be a good space to do it at the location.

We just have a room to get the dresses on and maybe a touch-up or two. Hopefully, I won’t cry again when I put on the dress, but I didn’t expect to cry the first time.

Oh, fuck. What will I do when I walk down the aisle and see Brock waiting for me? At least I’m not wearing mascara, and my eyeliner isn’t around the lid. So maybe it will be fine.

We get into the car and drive with the dresses to the end of the street. This place is beautiful. It’s an old hall where pictures of the people who used to come and party hang on the walls. And their backyard, where we’ll be getting married, is acres of grass with perfectly cut trees and several flowers.

We hop out of the car and head to our room. From crying to butterflies, I feel the entire gamut of emotions. I do a few head tilts and handshakes to try and calm myself down. It’s hard, but Dawn gives me a task, which helps a lot.

“Put on the dress.” She hands me the dress, and I remove my clothes and fold them. I switch out my panties and bra for white silk instead of the cotton ones I wore before.

The dress is floor-length white with long sleeves, a deep V-neck and back. Little flowers around the belt area and down the sides of the V. It’s a very simple and smooth dress that goes well with my elegant hair and make-up.

It’s easy to slip on, and with a little over an hour to go to the wedding, I help my bridesmaids get their dresses on, do our pre-wedding pictures and wait for the music to start. I count down the minutes to when I can walk down the aisle to my betrothed, say our vows, put on the rings, and become husband and wife.


Chapter 6
Brock


I straighten my tie before putting on my jacket and take one last look in the mirror before heading downstairs. Tatiana is here, and we are almost ready to get married. My dad slaps me on the back and gives me “the talk.” He tells me how much responsibility marriage is and how I can’t back out once it’s happened. I started feeling that he regretted getting married, but then he put his arm around Mom, and I guess he’s just remembering the nerves he experienced right before walking down the aisle.

The plan is to go through the large doors that’ll open once the music starts, then down the aisle with my mom and take my place at the altar. I’ve been itching to get my hands on Tatiana. It’s been only one night apart, and it feels like an eternity. Something about not being able to see your love is different from going to work or something. I knew it was a stupid idea, but our friends agreed it would be fun. And it would keep us from being late. Having to explain that you’re late to your own wedding because you got freaky is not ideal. 

My friend Dan claps me on the shoulder, and I turn to see him grinning like a madman.

You’d think this was his wedding.

“I can’t believe you’re getting married,” he says, shaking his head in disbelief.

“Really? And me being in a relationship with Tatiana for two years didn’t give you any clue this would eventually happen?”

“Well, honestly, I didn’t think you two would make it.”

“What?” I chuckle. I’ve loved Tatiana from the second I laid eyes on her.

“You know, you’ve always been a man on the run. I thought this was a fling.”

“A… two-year fling?”

“Yeah…” he says slowly. 

I laugh and give him a sideways hug.

“Well, rest assured, this is exactly where I want to be. I want to be with her day and night. I want to be tied to her so we can find each other every lifetime.”

“Really, bro? You gonna use those words in your vows?”

Dan shakes his head at my poetic dribble, which I one-hundred percent mean, and I get a cue that the band is about to start playing. My mom hooks her arm around mine and stands beside me as the doors open and the music starts. This is a small wedding. We don’t have a ton of family on either side, and our friends are mostly our bridesmaids and groomsmen. The altar is on a green platform with a white wooden arch covered in flowers around it. The priest stands at the end with his bible and smiles.

Once I reach the end, my mom reluctantly lets me go, and I stand on the platform and wait for my bride. The bridesmaids and groomsmen are first, coming in pairs and walking down the aisle. The groomsmen are in grey suits and the bridesmaids are in dark pink, floor-length dresses.

After that, my best man and Tatiana’s maid of honour walk down the aisle arm in arm. They split at the end. Dawn goes to one side, and Peter stands next to me. He nods and opens his jacket, showing me the ring inside the box.

Thank fuck.

I was reluctant to make my best friend my best man only because he tends to lose things. During a road trip just before we went to college, he lost all our luggage at one of the motels we stopped at. He lost his grandmother at the movies. He once lost a condom packet, and he was so mad that he searched his apartment all over for it. The woman ended up leaving because it took so long. Any sexiness of the moment got lost when the big bad wolf started huffing, “I can’t believe this is happening,” while the woman was coaxing him to come to bed so they could do other stuff.

But he has the ring. And now I can calm down.

The music changes, and I look up to see Tatiana standing between her father and mother at the end of the aisle.

Fuck. She looks stunning.

A beautiful white dress hugs her body in the most delicious way. Flowers in her hair and her glasses perched on her pretty little nose. I have to put a hand on my chest to keep my heart from making a break for it. Her glassy eyes tell me she’s cried a little, and I don’t blame her. She looks impeccable. This is such an amazing moment.

I never thought I was marriage material. I thought I was a lone wolf collecting bedpost notches. But then I met Tatiana, and everything changed. That face. Her body. The way she makes me laugh and feel good every single day of my life. In the early part of our relationship, I just watched her sleep. Creepy, I know. But I was in awe. And dealing with the prospect of finding someone I wanted to spend my entire life with.

Something about her made me feel complete. Then there was the sex.

I was always the top in bed, but then she took over, and I’d never felt more alive. I still love dominance—like flipping us over and driving into her like an animal—but the way she commands me is so fucking sexy. Her elegant power has me doing anything for her. We share the power in our relationship, which works well for us.

I take a deep breath as Tatiana walks onto the platform. Her mother and father kiss her on the cheek before taking a seat. I take her cold hands, trying to warm them in mine. She’s nervous, but I mouth “it’s okay” to her, and she takes a calming breath.

I don’t hear much of what the priest says. I’m too busy looking into her eyes, but when he starts talking about the vows, I pay attention.

“Do you, Brock Alexander Dierden, take Tatiana Elise Bowman to be your wife? To have and to hold? Through sickness and in health? For better or for worse?”

“I do,” I say.

“And do you, Tatiana Elise Bowman, take Brock Alexander Dierden to be your husband. To have and to hold? Through sickness and in health? For better or for worse?”

“I do,” she says.

“Do you have the rings?” the priest asks.

“Yes,” I reach back, and Peter hands me Tatiana’s ring.

I hold her hand and push the little gold band around her finger.

“With this ring, I thee wed,” I say.

Then I give her my hand, and she pushes the ring onto my finger, saying, “With this ring, I thee wed.”

We keep holding each other’s hands as the priest finishes the ceremony.

“With the power vested in me, I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss the bride.”

I pull Tatiana into my arms. Once my lips touch hers, the world fades away. The clapping becomes a low hum in my ear, and our guests might as well be in another country because nothing exists other than Tatiana and me. My hand cups her jaw while the other circles around her waist. Her warm body is flush against me, and I feel her heartbeat, and I know she can feel mine. Her tongue invades my mouth, and I suck on it gently. She tastes like cherry lip gloss and whiskey. She must have had a shot of it before walking down the aisle. I hum against her lips, and she hums against mine.

Eventually, we separate and walk down the aisle together for the first time as a married couple.
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As the party goes on, I take my wife’s hand and pull her upstairs to one of the rooms. I take her into my arms, and we start making out passionately. Our hands are everywhere. And my cock is rock hard under my slacks. I’m out of my mind with the need to consummate this marriage. Throughout the ceremony, I was desperate to get her alone and inside her. 

I walk her backwards until we hit a small desk, then turn her around.

I lift Tatiana’s wedding dress over her hips and kick open her legs.

“Tonight is my turn, wife. Tonight, I’m in charge. Understand?” I demand, my voice gruff with desire.

“Yes, husband. You are in charge. Tonight.” Of course, she has to add that.

I spank her ass, and she cries out.

“Such a mouth you have. Perhaps I should fill it up.” 

I decide not to gag her. I want to hear her cry out. I want to listen to her screams of pleasure and every dirty word I can get out of her. I give her another spank on her other ass cheek. Her pale skin turns a lovely shade of pink.

“Who’s my bad girl, wife?” I ask.

“I am,” she replies.

“Yes, you are a bad girl. You can be a good girl sometimes. But we both know you prefer being bad, don’t you?”

“Yes. I love being a bad girl,” she moans as I drag my hand over her ass.

I give her another spank, then take my cock out of my pants and slam it into her. I grab my wife’s wrists with one hand and grip her hip with the other as I start pounding into her. The desk shakes, and things start falling off as I fuck Tatiana hard.

I see her face in the reflection in the mirror on the desk. Her mouth goes from agape to closed. Pleasure is all I see on her face. A small smile pulls at her cheeks, and there’s an occasional lip bite.

“You feel that, baby? My big…fat…cock. Deep…inside…you.” I punctuate each word with a thrust.

Tatiana nods and opens her eyes, looking right at me through the mirror. She grins and licks her lips, making me want to choke her on my cock. I grab a fist full of her hair at the base of her neck and pull her back to me. Once her body is flush with mine, I thrust my hips up, rubbing against her G-spot.

Turning her head, I take her mouth with mine. I slide my tongue between her lips and taste the wine and sweet honey from dessert.

“Fuck, you taste good,” I say, then kiss her again.

I break the kiss and pull out. After releasing her wrists, I help her get out of her dress. 

“I’m not done with you yet. How about you get on your knees and suck my cock as you take off the rest of my clothes?” I wink, and with a teasing grin, Tatiana sinks to her knees and takes my cock in her hand.

Her silky skin glides against my dick, that’s coated with her arousal. She slips it between her lips and begins to suck. I remove my jacket and throw it onto the chair beside the window. I unbutton my shirt. All the while maintaining eye contact with my beautiful wife.

She sucks on my cock nicely as I chuck my shirt and kick off my pants and shoes. Now naked, I hold on to her hair and push my cock deep into her throat. I push on the back of her head until I hear her gag, then let off. Once she’s caught her breath, I do it again. And again and again, until I almost come. I pull her off me and lift her up into my arms.

I want the first time I come as her husband to be deep inside her pussy. I kiss her, then lift her up onto the desk.

Fuck, she is such a gorgeous woman.

Long, tanned legs. Soft stomach and pretty tits and a bratty mouth. She wades through the water of domination and submission so easily. The way she spreads her legs beckons me in, while the look in her eyes feels like a command.

Sure, I said I’m in charge, but if she wants to do something like fuck my ass right now, I’ll let her without question or hesitation.

I kneel between her legs, looking at her arousal coating her pink pussy.

“Such a pretty pussy,” I say, and I stick out my tongue and take a lick.

She closes her eyes and moans, cupping the back of my head as she grinds her pussy against my face. Her legs wrap around my head, and I flatten my tongue against her clit. I push two fingers into her tight pussy, and she comes around them.

Her juices drip down my chin as she shakes through her orgasm.

I stand, and while she’s in the throws of ecstasy, I plunge deep into her. Gripping her thighs and rocking against her. She flattens her palms against the desk and throws her head back. Her breasts bounce, and her body blushes as pleasure takes over her whole being.

I feel her pussy pulse around me and grip me tight like a vice. Her legs wrap around my waist, her ankles locking, keeping me inside her.

Tatiana opens her eyes and the look she gives me makes me come. A look of lust and love. Pleasure and adoration. I hold her close to my body as I empty inside her. My cum fills her pussy, and she comes again. Shaking in my arms as we groan.

“Oh, fuck Tatiana,” I moan, then kiss her neck.

“Oh, my God, Brock. I love it when you come inside me.”

I lift my head, and she smiles at me.

“I love you, wife,” I say.

“I love you, husband,” she replies and cups the back of my neck, pulling me in for a kiss.

Our guests definitely knew why we’d stepped out for a while. When we returned to the party, I got a thumbs-up and a wink from Dan and Peter. The rest of the evening was great. We danced and drank. My parents sang duets, and Peter got everyone to do the chicken dance. It was the most amazing day of my life.

And with my wife by my side, I don’t doubt this is just the beginning.


Shared By Her Roommates
A freeuse short story
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What do you do when it’s raining outside? Well, you get laid by your roommates of course. Eleanor is stuck inside with her two incredibly attractive roommates and it's getting harder for her to resist them. When she's caught looking, Grant offers her a proposal her and her body can't refuse. Getting freeused until the rain stops.

Find it here: https://geni.us/sbhrbackmatter


Hotwife Office Party
A hotwife short story
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This year Santa’s coming early. And so is she.

Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

Find it here: https://geni.us/hotwifeofficepartybm
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Get your copy of Hotwife Paige: Bonus Stories 

Get your copy of Sharing What's His 

Get your copy of Used By Many


Also By Aileen Gallagher


Thank you for reading Love On Top! If you enjoyed it please consider leaving a review.

USED BY THE FOOTBALL PLAYERS (Available In Audio)

Link: Used By The Football Players

Sookie isn’t the only one winning big at the football game. Her husband has a gift for her. In fact, he has 3 gifts for her. 3 very big, very talented gifts that are ready to make her cry out louder than the fans. This is Sookie’s first hotwife experience and it is sure to be one that she won’t forget.

HOTWIFE OFFICE PARTY

Link: Hotwife Office Party

This year Santa’s coming early. And so is she.

Paige is a happily married woman to a loving and dutiful husband. But she has naughty daydreams about Jack’s handsome best friend and co-worker, Mason. When the annual office party comes up she tries to hold herself back. Little does she know her husband has a plan.

HOTWIFE VALENTINE

Link: Hotwife Valentine

Paige’s husband is at it again. This time it’s Valentine’s Day and he’s got a few surprises up his sleeve. When they get to the hotel Paige thinks she’s in for a sweet holiday with her husband but instead she meets the next door neighbour, a man promised to rock her world. And when she thinks the surprise is over, a sexy stranger shows up as an extra unexpected treat. How can she resist this Valentine's vacation?

HOTWIFE SUMMER

Link: Hotwife Summer

The Canada Day barbecue is happening at Paige and Jacks’ house and he has a special surprise for his wife. He has invited a couple of friends over to have some fun with his wife. They say that the first time is the best time... they haven't met Jack's friends.

HOTWIFE PAIGE: 3 HOTWIFE STORIES

Link: Hotwife Paige

Jack makes an offer to his wife that changes their lives forever. What started out as one fun night turns into an amazing journey of hotwife exploration.

Includes: Hotwife Office Party, Hotwife Valentine, and Hotwife Summer

GIVE ME MORE

Link: Give Me More

This collection features 5 steamy scenes featuring the couple from Hotwife Paige.

Paige and Jack have been trying things out. Their friends have been enjoying all she offers for their freeuse and hotwife experiences. Join them in this short collection of spice from the couple.

SHARED BY HER ROOMMATES (Available In Audio)

Link: Shared By Her Roommates

What do you do when it’s raining outside? Well, you get laid by your roommates of course. Eleanor is stuck inside with her two incredibly attractive roommates and it's getting harder for her to resist them. When she's caught looking, Grant offers her a proposal her and her body can't refuse. Getting freeused until the rain stops.

A HOTWIFE SPRING BREAK

Link: A Hotwife Spring Break

Olive and Silas are off on vacation. And this is the time for Olive to spread her legs and try some new things. When they get caught canoodling by a college student on spring break her husband gets an idea. 

Want to become a hotwife? Back of the car. Young stud. Exhibition. The possibilities are endless. 

He also has a friend who is just as interested to see this new hotwife under him.

HOTWIFE VEGAS WEDDING

Link: Hotwife Vegas Wedding 

A trip to Vegas for Olive and her husband, Silas, turns into an unexpected reunion with Silas’ best friend from high school, Harvey. When the couple decide Olive would have some fun with Harvey, he brings along two other friends. 

Silas is all about sharing, but can Olive handle three men—plus her husband watching—at the same time?

LOVE ON TOP


Link: Love On Top 

Ever since they met, Tatiana and Brock have been anything but vanilla. Their tastes are of power and play which hasn’t stopped since getting engaged. Be it at Brock’s office or their home, these two sure know how to play, with dynamics and each other.

They love to switch things up in the bedroom and playfully battle to see who will dominate.

In the end, it’s love that will always be on top.

STUFFED

Link: Stuffed 

Thanksgiving has always been a holiday I could do without. But this year, everything changed the moment I laid eyes on Jason. With his rugged charm and undeniable allure, he ignites a fire within me that I never knew existed.

There's just one problem: he's my brother’s best friend, which makes him off limits. But when circumstances bring us together under one roof for the holiday, the temptation becomes impossible to resist. Surrounded by family and friends, finding a moment alone becomes a tantalizing game we can't help but play.

As the festivities unfold, it becomes clear that Jason wants more than just a slice of pumpkin pie. And with each stolen glance and clandestine touch, the boundaries between us blur into a passionate frenzy.

Indulge in a feast of sensuality and desire in “Stuffed” a scintillating tale of forbidden love and the irresistible pull of desire that has these two lovers close to getting caught in the act.
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