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She Plays


Darwin leaned back against the bar, fully aware of just how good he looked in figure-hugging jeans and a tight shirt. He caught the eye of a pretty woman in a cluster of her friends, who smiled shyly and looked away.

Though he smiled back, Darwin continued his perusal of the crowd. He was looking for a very specific kind of smile, and he’d know it when he saw it.

It took five more songs, and Darwin had finished his beer, before he finally spotted somebody who might suit his needs.

She was stunning, dressed all in black and carrying herself with an air of authority. Darwin grinned, pushing himself through the mass of bodies until he was at her side.

“You look like you know what you want,” he praised, hopeful that what this goddess wanted might just be him. “Can I get it for you, whatever it is?”

“Whatever it is?” she repeated with a twinkle of amusement in her eye. Darwin’s gaze followed the way her fingers wrapped carefully around the glass of drink she had, bringing it up to her red lips and taking a slow but deliberate sip. She knew he was watching, too. The way her smirk curled up even more in the corners was a sure indication.

When she set the glass down, the woman gave Darwin a careful look. “Hmm, are you very good at giving women what they want?” she asked. It felt a bit like a test, but Darwin loved a test, so he was certain he could excel.

“I am,” he answered, cocking his head slightly and meeting the stranger’s eyes for a moment before he deliberately lowered his gaze. Even though the gesture was small, it felt like a show of submission. Like an animal acknowledging the leader of its pack.

But Darwin couldn’t help the small smile that played over his lips. “Would you like to call the last woman I satisfied and ask for a recommendation?” he teased. “Or would you prefer just to tell me what you want and see if I deliver?”

She seemed to actually think about it, like there might a chance that she would ask to call whoever Darwin had slept with last. The idea of it was equally ridiculous and hot. It might have been a joke, but Darwin was kind of enjoying the thought of being asked to provide references in order to have sex with someone.

“I suppose I am willing to take the risk,” she decided finally, before giving Darwin another sexy grin. “I’m Adelle, but I don’t object to you calling me Miss, if you’d prefer.” She smirked, an eyebrow raising at Darwin almost challengingly.

“Yes, Miss.” The words slipped from Darwin’s lips so naturally. And he was sure Adelle saw that, too. She must have guessed that it wasn’t the first time. He grinned, flashing even white teeth at her for a moment.

Instead of shaking hands, Darwin discarded his empty beer bottle, a visible indicator that he was ready to leave - if that was what Adelle wanted. “I’m Darwin, but you can call me anything you like.”

She gave a soft, hearty laugh at that before nodding. Glancing at Darwin’s discarded bottle, Adelle hummed. “So, your place or mine?” she asked. “I think we might be better off going to mine, unless you, too, have a collection of things we might be able to play with.” Even the suggestion of things to play with made Darwin’s cock harden.

Honestly, he had some - but he was far more interested to discover what Adelle might have. It was, after all, her particular interests that Darwin was eager to serve. He wouldn’t want her to have to compromise from a limited selection.

“Lead the way,” he answered simply, grinning as he felt Adelle’s eyes rake down his figure. Breathless with anticipation, he followed her from the bar, helping her into her coat before they emerged into the chill of the night air.

He’d expected her to call a taxi, but it turned out that Adelle lived within walking distance. The walk made Darwin’s anticipation build more and more. They chatted a bit, quickly learning what each other did for work, where they were originally from. It was a crash course in each other, but also left Darwin even more intrigued about what Adelle would want him to do.

The apartment she invited him into was nice. Very tidy, with everything purposefully exactly where it should be. Darwin complimented it, of course, making Adelle smile.

“It is nice,” she agreed, setting her handbag down and turning the lights to a nice dim setting. “Strip,” she told him, making Darwin’s eyes widen. “You said whatever I want and what I want is for you to be naked. Now.”

The authority in her tone made Darwin’s spine instantly straighten. Almost before he had time to think, his fingers had slid up the center of his shirt. He popped each button with almost military precision, flushing darkly as every new inch of skin was revealed.

Adelle stood watching him, arms crossed under her breasts in a way that made her cleavage look absolutely ravishing. Darwin quickened his movements even more, letting the shirt drop to the floor, his bare chest heaving with every inward breath.

“I’m not done,” he assured, tugging the zipper down and revealing the tented fabric of his boxers.

“Oh, I know,” Adelle nodded. That, too, was hot. Her just knowing that he’d continue to strip. She had instructed him to, after all.

Darwin pushed his pants down, kicking his shoes off just before he dragged the socks off, too. It had quickly left him in nothing but his boxers, already so demonstrably showing that he was aroused by the whole affair. His eyes met Adelle’s and she raised an eyebrow at him.

“And the rest,” she said.

Shimmying his hips, Darwin sent the boxers on their way down his legs. He stepped confidently out of them, striding closer to Adelle. He didn’t quite touch her, his hands falling back to his sides before his fingertips could brush her skin. After all, she hadn’t said that he could.

“Shall I kneel?” he asked, licking his lips, eager to do whatever Adelle demanded. His hard cock strained towards her, far bolder than the rest of him. “You’re stunning,” he added, raising an eyebrow and dropping his gaze down. Part of him wanted to rip Adelle’s clothes off - but far more of him was content to wait until Adelle told him what it was that she wanted from him.

“Hmm, tempting,” she hummed. “But no,” Adelle shook her head. “I will tell you what I want, you don’t need to ask. In fact, I’d prefer it if you didn’t.” The instructions were clear and Darwin nodded. It was exciting to experience this, to experience Adelle and how she liked doing things.

She led them through to her bedroom. Unsurprisingly, it was just as well organized as the rest of the apartment. Nice dark bed sheets stood out against the pale but well-decorated walls.

“Sit on the bed,” she instructed before walking over to one of the wardrobes. Darwin’s eyes widened when Adelle opened it to reveal a huge selection of sex toys, whips, restraints, things that Darwin had never even seen. She smirked at him then.

“I told you I had things for playing.”

He almost agreed, before remembering that Adelle had said she preferred him not to ask questions. He wasn’t sure whether that also meant she didn’t want him to talk - but he was hardly going to risk it.

Besides, there was no need for words. Darwin licked his lip as his gaze explored the interior of Adelle’s closet. The intake of his breath and the widening of his eyes would show Adelle exactly how excited he was.

Darwin watched in fascination - and perhaps a bit of anticipation - as Adelle selected some of the things from the closet. He had no preference, everything looked exciting. There were things that Darwin wouldn’t be against exploring, but right now all he wanted was for Adelle to pick whatever she wanted.

When what she seemed to want was a medium-sized strap-on, Darwin’s breath caught a little. “You can say no,” she informed him. “Do you want to say no?” That was asked more teasingly, but Darwin got the message - it was his choice. But what he wanted to choose was what she wanted.

“I’m saying yes,” he told her, eyes sparkling. He could only imagine how hot Adelle would look wearing the thick strap-on. The leather would crisscross her hips so beautifully, framing her plump ass that Darwin itched to reach out and touch.

He leaned back, putting his lithe body on display for Adelle, so she could see the way his muscles shifted and how hard his cock still was, despite the lack of physical stimulation. To keep himself from running his fingers along his eager dick, he fisted Adelle’s neatly-tucked sheets, half wondering if she would punish him for making a mess.

“Mmm, good, good,” she hummed, genuinely pleased. Taking a bottle of lube, Adelle walked to the bed. She set the strap-on down to one side, the lube next to it. Then, her hands traveled up Darwin’s legs as she crawled onto the bed and on top of him. Her lips met his in a hot kiss and Darwin tried to avoid his cock brushing against her dress, not wanting to dirty it.

But Adelle didn’t seem to care one bit. If anything, she ground against him, making Darwin groan deeply. When she broke the kiss it was to grin at him. “Take my dress off,” she instructed, stepping back so she could stand next to the bed.

“Yes, Miss!” Darwin grinned, running his hands luxuriously over Adelle’s curves. It was the first time she’d deigned to let him touch her, and he was going to make the most of it. He kissed back hungrily, lips parting to let Adelle’s tongue sweep into his mouth to take charge.

Her ass, even through the tight fabric of her dress, was every bit as round as it had looked. He raked his fingers upwards, finding the metal tab that allowed him to tug her zipper down. Adelle practically writhed against him, wiggling her way out of the tight fabric as he lowered it past her breasts and down towards her hips.

The red underwear clung to her so perfectly as one of Adelle’s hands traveled up Darwin’s back and to his hair. She tugged it slightly, not really painfully. Darwin could definitely take more, but she’d told him not to ask, so he assumed it also meant not to tell. If there was something Darwin didn’t want, sure, he’d say, but apart from that, he was perfectly happy to let Adelle choose.

She must’ve sensed it, too, the way she grinned at him, taking a step back so Darwin could enjoy just how great she looked in nothing but a bra and panties.

“Take the bra off, too,” she told him. “You may enjoy my breasts,” Adelle smirked.

“Absolutely,” Darwin agreed. He would enjoy just looking at Adelle’s firm, full breasts. Getting to put his hands and his mouth on them was even better. He sat up, Adelle shifting so she straddled his lap, her chest perfectly at the level of Darwin’s head.

He slid his fingers up her back, caressing the bumps of her spine as he made his way towards the band of her bra. With one quick flick, he opened the clasp, easing the band away from Adelle’s skin with careful fingers.

Her breasts spilled forth, making Darwin lick his lips as he dipped his head to nuzzle against the supple skin.

Leaning back, Adelle pressed her breasts forward. She really had meant for him to enjoy, so Darwin didn’t hesitate to kiss his way over the breasts. His mouth sought out one of Adelle’s nipples, sucking it wetly between his lips. The deep moan she gave in response made Darwin's dick harden even more.

“Mmm, just like that, yes,” Adelle encouraged, her fingers stroking lightly through Darwin’s hair. “Use your hands, too,” she instructed.

Immediately, Darwin lifted one hand to Adelle’s other breast, fingers skimming and circling around the nipple before he pinched it between two fingers. Adelle cried out, rubbing herself against Darwin’s cock like she was desperate for the friction.

Darwin couldn’t hold back a moan, pleasure slamming through him even from this. And Adelle hadn’t even started prepping him for the strap-on! He grazed his teeth across Adelle’s nipple, wanting to give her more and more sensation to show how grateful he was.

He would have happily spent all of the evening doing this if that was what Adelle wanted. But she didn’t. Instead, just as Darwin began to slide into subspace listening to Adelle’s moans and focusing on the movements of his tongue, she pushed him back.

“That’s a good boy,” Adelle cooed, her grip in Darwin’s hair softening. “Now, I want you to dress me,” she told him. For a moment, Darwin didn’t know what she meant. But then, Adelle reached for the harness of the strap-on, holding it up. “I want you to dress me so I can fuck you.”

“Ohhh,” he breathed, understanding dawning along with a gut-punch of arousal. “Fuck, yes! Yes, Miss, I mean.” The words babbled forth, making Darwin press his lips together in an attempt to preserve some appearance of the cool, confident person who’d first approached. Submitting tended to make him beg, but there was no reason to let it happen immediately.

Instead, he focused on shifting his body into a position where he could see both Adelle and the harness. His cock throbbed, but Darwin easily ignored that. He had a lot of experience pushing his own needs to one side so he could concentrate on someone else.

He took the harness, fingers brushing lightly over the leather. With a quick smirk upward, he slid off the bed and onto his knees. This way, he could guide the leather up Adelle’s strong calves and over the soft skin of her thighs.

Her scarlet panties made a beautiful contrast to the dark leather. Just looking at her, Darwin felt his mouth go dry with desire.

Securing the straps in place, Darwin glanced up at Adelle through his lashes. She looked stunning, hovering over him, so powerful with the silicone cock dangling between her legs. One of Adelle’s hands dropped down to stroke over Darwin’s cheek.

“Since you’re down there,” she smirked. “I want you to get that cock nice and wet with your mouth. For me. I want to see you do it for me.” And while the idea of it made Darwin hesitate, doing it for Adelle definitely did not.

Feeling trepidation churn in the pit of his stomach, Darwin licked his lips. This wasn’t something he’d done before. In a way, that made it more exciting. He wanted Adelle to push him, to urge him to new and greater depths of submission.

So he curved a hand over each of her hips, holding her hips steady as he brought his lips to the silicone tip of the cock. He felt his own dick stir, interested in spite of his hesitation. His tongue peeked out, tasting the tip of Adelle’s cock before he slid further down along its length.

It felt so submissive to do this for her. Darwin could have refused, but he didn’t want to disappoint. And from how softly Adelle stroked his hair, Darwin knew she was pleased with him. It made his stomach flip pleasantly and encouraged him to take the strap-on dick in deeper.

“Mmm, you look good like this,” Adelle praised. “Such a dirty boy for me. I’m going to enjoy fucking you with that cock, just as nice and slow as you’re taking it now.” And then she rocked her hips, pushing the cock inside a bit deeper.

Darwin’s eyes widened, both at the sudden pressure on the back of his tongue and Adelle’s words. Fuck, the thought that how he sucked the silicone cock would affect how Adelle fucked him made his whole body vibrate with lust.

It was tempting to go faster, to hope that Adelle would fuck him faster when it was his turn. But Darwin kept the pace steady, his lips sliding down the silicone inch by inch. He could imagine how good it would feel when Adelle stretched him this way.

Carrying on slowly, Darwin tried to focus on Adelle, how she moved, how she shifted against him. Her fingers were still gentle but there were also soft sounds that she made. When she pulled back, the now-wet cock brushed over Darwin’s chin, leaving a streak of his own saliva there.

“Such a pretty, obedient boy,” Adelle praised. “Now get on the bed. On all fours. You’re not to move a muscle until I tell you, understood?”

Electricity leaped up in Darwin’s chest. He rose quickly, so eager to be in exactly that position for Adelle. “Yes, Miss,” he answered, settling himself exactly as she had ordered. While she watched, Darwin made sure he was comfortable, in a position he could easily hold for however long Adelle might require.

He didn’t even turn his head to look as she moved behind him. Instead, he let his face fall forward, neck gracefully stretched as his head hung between his shoulders. Adelle’s fingers tickled at the bare soles of Darwin’s feet, making the muscles in his calves tense in an effort not to flinch away.

She laughed, the sound soft and silvery. It made Darwin want her even more, his chest heaving with each breath as he waited for her to begin.

Not moving a muscle was actually very challenging. Darwin focused hard not to let any twitches fail him. Of course, that became even harder as Adelle’s hand slid up his leg and then stroked over Darwin’s ass. She scratched her nails lightly against his skin, smirking when he involuntarily shivered in response.

Thankfully, that didn’t seem to count against him. She reached for the lube, Darwin didn’t even need to see it to hear the lid of the bottle open, his anticipation high before Adelle’s hand even returned.

Her fingers, now covered in lube, slid between Darwin’s ass cheeks, making his breath catch in his throat.

She gave a guttural grunt, a sound that made Darwin’s whole body ache with the desire to turn and see the look on her face. He wanted to watch the intensity in her eyes as she pressed one finger gently past the tight ring of muscles.

But he didn’t want to disobey her. Adelle had asked him to be still, and so Darwin fought back his own inclinations. He focused on breathing slowly, deeply, shuddering as Adelle’s finger stretched him further.

His hands pressed down against the sheets, cool under the sudden sweaty heat of his palms. He groaned, then tensed, afraid his noises might not be allowed either.

“Oh, you can definitely make noises,” Adelle told him, clearly sensing his unsureness. “In fact, it’s highly encouraged. I want to hear you, I want to hear how much you love me putting my fingers inside you.” He didn’t need to see her to know that Adelle was smirking, it was clear in her tone.

The first finger was joined by another and this time Darwin didn’t hesitate to cry out in pleasure. His body wanted to tremble in response but he fought it. “Mm, such a good boy,” Adelle praised. “So obedient. Going to take another finger as a reward?”

“Yes, yes,” Darwin panted, fighting so hard to resist the urge to rock back against Adelle’s fingers. Luckily, Adelle seemed to know exactly what sensation he was chasing. She fucked her fingers into him slowly, pushing in and pulling back out over and over again. Darwin whined, every inch of his skin sensitive to the slightest touch.

Finally, when he could feel satisfaction sinking into him bone-deep, Adelle came through on her promise. A third finger pressed against his hole, stretching him out even further. His moan was deep and long, vibrating through his chest as Adelle plunged inside him.

Not moving took so much of Darwin’s focus. It was a challenge like none he’d had before. Somehow, focusing on that made the pleasure cruising through him feel so much more, too. He couldn’t have explained it, but his body felt hot all over.

Adelle’s fingers were deliberately slow, moving steadily but just not fast enough. It put all of Darwin’s senses on edge, making him want to beg for more. Yet, his words were completely gone in favor of deep moans.

“Ah, I look forward to hearing how good you sound when I fuck you,” Adelle breathed. Darwin heard the lube bottle open again and, from the sounds, he could tell that she was lubing up the cock between her legs.

It gave him the time to catch his breath, words bubbling to his lips. “Please,” he breathed. The very air he pushed out of his lungs felt hot and humid, like he’d been transported to some tropical paradise. “Fuck, please, Miss.”

Even though Adelle was clearly already planning to follow through on her words, Darwin couldn’t hold himself back from begging her. “Fuck, I want to feel you so much. That thick cock stretching me while I try to stay still for you!” He whined, mind racing at the image he conjured.

“And you will,” Adelle informed him. “Both feel it and stay still for me.” Her tone of voice was so commanding that Darwin couldn’t imagine possibly disobeying it. Not that he wanted to. Oh, no, he wanted to do exactly as he was being told, wanted to experience whatever Adelle had in store for him.

He didn’t have to wait long. She pulled her fingers back, just as slowly as she’d fucked him with them, and Darwin could hardly resist whining at the loss. All it did was make Adelle laugh, though.

“Such a needy boy,” she hummed, but Darwin wasn’t going to deny it. He didn’t need to when he’d already begged her to fuck him so. Thankfully, that seemed to be next on the list as she aligned the thick head of the silicone strap-on against Darwin’s asshole.

Pleasure rolled through him in a great wave, making his muscles tremble despite his efforts to hold still. Adelle set her free hand against Darwin’s ass, helping to hold him still as she pressed her dick deeper inside him.

Darwin’s muscles stretched, just as he’d imagined they would do. His awareness shrank to the points where Adelle and the toy were touching him. Everything else vanished, leaving him floating on air, anchored only by Adelle and her demands of him.

“Yessss,” he hissed. “Uh, yeah, it’s good. So good!”

Adelle gave a soft moan, which just made Darwin even hotter. His dick was throbbing, precum leaking so hard. All thoughts but those of Adelle and how great this felt left Darwin’s head, pleasure pounding through him just as Adelle began to do the same.

“You can move,” she informed him. “I want you to fuck yourself against my cock. For me. Show me how much you want to be a good little slut and get fucked, hmm?”

“Yes, Miss Adelle!” Darwin responded eagerly, totally caught up in his enthusiasm. Adelle chuckled, but Darwin didn’t even have time to consider what had been funny. All of his attention was on being an obedient slut for Adelle, just like she’d asked.

His fingers gripped at the sheets, balling his hands into fists to give him greater leverage to move. He rocked back, slamming himself against the hard cock inside him. He groaned, the sound spilling from his lips and getting louder and louder with every thrust.

Darwin arched his back, pushing his ass harder against Adelle’s hips. He ground against her, the silicone cock making him see stars.

There was a string of loud ‘ahhs’ and ‘uhhs’ that fell from Darwin’s lips. It was impossible not to make sounds as he fucked himself faster and harder against the cock. Adelle’s hands gripped his hips, letting him fuck back against her. And then, to add to the sensation, she began to meet his body, driving the cock deeper in.

Her rhythm was steady and her hands stopped Darwin from pushing too much. “I want you to last,” she informed him. “I want you to push yourself to the very edge and tell me when you’re close.” And with that, one of Adele’s hands snuck down, fingers wrapping around Darwin’s cock.

He had to shut his eyes tight against the lightning flash of pleasure. It was almost too much, until Adelle pounded her cock into him again, the pressure giving him a moment of relief. “Yes, Miss,” he said softly, picking up the rhythm they had set before. He pushed his body between the intense pleasure of Adelle’s fingers around his cock and the blunt fullness of the silicone dick in his ass.

Darwin could feel his orgasm building, every thrust adding to the sweet feeling that surged through him. He pushed himself as far as he could, flirting with that dangerous edge of climax until he could take it no longer. “Fuck, Adelle, I’m close!” he cried.

“I bet,” she moaned, making it all the harder for Darwin to hold onto that sweet edge. His body was so needy, so sensitive, and yet Adelle kept fucking into him. Slowly, though, just like how she’d told him she’d do when he’d sucked her cock. Her hand moved slowly, too, stroking Darwin’s cock with each thrust.

He could hardly take it any longer, but Darwin didn’t want to disappoint. He wanted Adelle to be pleased with him! Holding on was such a challenge and Darwin’s groans grew louder and louder as Adelle fucked him.

Finally, she gave him permission.

“Come for me! I want to feel you come!”

Sensation traveled in a direct line from Darwin’s cock up to his chest. Pleasure exploded through him, making his vision dim as his attention shifted from his outward senses to what was going on inside his body. He could practically feel the rush of cum up his cock, the way it exploded from the tip to coat Adelle’s eager fingers.

The muscles in his ass tensed, squeezing tight around the thick dick still buried inside him. Adelle rocked her hips gently, even that small amount of sensation making Darwin whimper. But he didn’t ask her to stop. He wanted this, wanted more, wanted Adelle to dance against the edges of his oversensitive nerves for a little while longer.

She must have known it, too, because while Adelle went slowly, she went relentlessly. Darwin’s groans changed to small whimpers, until, finally, he gave a deep whine. It was then that Adelle did slow, pulling back first her hand and then the dick from Darwin’s ass.

With one hand flat against Darwin’s back, Adelle hummed. “Such a good boy,” she praised. “You took it so well, so obediently.” The praise made Darwin’s whole body pulse with satisfaction, a pride in having pleased Adelle, in having done exactly what she wanted him to do.

He felt the way she leaned forward, a gentle kiss against one of Darwin’s shoulder blades. “You can lie down now. Get comfy. I will clean up and come join you,” she told him.

Darwin lowered himself slowly, taking the time to really feel the plush mattress under him, and the softness of Adelle’s pillows. His body felt heavy and sated, wrung out with pleasure that made him want to melt into the warmth of blankets and body heat.

When Adelle returned, he lifted his legs obediently to let her drag a damp flannel over him, cleaning up the traces of cum and lube. His hands reached for her almost without thought, palms sliding slowly over her skin as she settled beside him. She pressed a chaste kiss against his lips.

Darwin leaned forward, hungry for more despite his sudden sleepiness. His lips parted, about to ask whether Adelle would like him to make her come now. He pressed them close when he remembered she’d said she preferred to tell him what she wanted. “That was amazing,” he said instead, exhaling deeply. “You’re very good at what you do.”

She laughed at that, the sound ringing around them. “I am,” Adelle confirmed in a way that was impossible not to find hot. “I have very much enjoyed fucking you.” And if that wasn’t a great sort of compliment to hear then Darwin had no idea what was.

Settling down next to him, Adelle drew Darwin in closer, his head moving to rest against her chest. With Adelle’s fingers stroking through his hair, he found it hard not to relax into it even more.

“Would you like to see just how much I enjoyed fucking you?” she asked and he could feel the grin in her tone. Her legs parted. “You can explore if you’d like.” As if there was a question that Darwin wouldn’t like!

Darwin skimmed a hand down Adelle’s body, groaning as he discovered the wetness between her legs. “Oh, fuck,” he breathed, still moving slowly, softly. He didn’t want to have his privilege called back. If Adelle wanted him to touch her harder, she’d certainly say so.

Just as he’d been told he could, he explored. Adelle’s pussy was hot and wet, making Darwin’s body ache with desire. Fuck, he wanted to slide his fingers deeper, or put his mouth on Adelle. Instead, he nuzzled forward, lips brushing over the curve of Adelle’s breast inquisitively.

Twisting under him, Adelle gave Darwin plenty more access. He sucked one of her nipples between his lips, tongue teasing over it lightly. He then moved on to the other, repeating the action until it earned him a sharp moan from Adelle.

It was only then that Darwin kissed lower, teeth grazing over Adelle’s skin, nipping in places to hear her breath hitch. When he made it between her legs, Darwin stilled, glancing up to see if she had any further instructions.

“I told you that you can explore,” she told him, one hand dropping down to stroke over his cheek. “Do that with both your mouth and your hands,” she advised.

Darwin grinned, his lips curving so close to Adelle’s pussy that he could practically taste her already. She shifted, parting her legs even further in an open invitation. Darwin didn’t hesitate, pressing forward and giving a groan as his tongue slid through Adelle’s wetness. The taste of her overwhelmed all his senses, making his body burn up from the inside.

All he wanted, all he could focus on, was making Adelle come. He wanted to show that he could, that he was talented enough to make her scream for him. So Darwin circled the tip of his tongue around Adelle’s clit, teasing until her fingers tugged sharply at his hair.

The pain just urged him on. He gave longer licks, covering and exploring as much of Adelle’s pussy as he could manage. Two fingers pressed against her entrance, welcomed into her tight heat with a speed that made Darwin moan against her.

“Ah, fuck!” she cried loudly. Adelle’s hips pushed down, meeting Darwin’s body so perfectly. She rocked harder, fucking herself against his tongue. “Yesyesyes,” Adelle moaned. “Mmm, just like that.” Had Darwin known she’d be this responsive, he would’ve begged to go down on her earlier!

Still, he could make the best of it now, his tongue lapping faster to a chorus of moans. Adelle’s fingers relaxed and then tightened again in Darwin’s hair, the same way he hoped her pleasure pulsed through her. His fingers fucked in and out of her faster, curling just enough to draw a deep whine from Adelle’s lips.

Darwin felt almost lightheaded from the onslaught of sensations. He closed his eyes, teasing and tasting Adelle by touch alone. Her groans echoed off disorientingly off the walls, but as long as Darwin ignored them, he could focus his attention on the way Adelle’s body moved.

She writhed under him, her pussy tightening around his fingers in a sure sign that she was close. Darwin flicked his tongue lightly over her clit, twisting his fingers as Adelle’s hips bucked upwards. He shifted, mouth lifting so he could purse his lips on either side of Adelle’s clit, drawing it into his mouth and sucking as hard as he could.

It was all it took for her orgasm to explode through her. Darwin knew from the way her body spasmed, from the way her hand gripped his hair almost too hard and from how loudly Adelle screamed his name.

“Fuuuck!!” she moaned, hips bucking up and body trembling as waves of pleasure weaved their way through her. “Ahhh! Yes!” And then, she collapsed against the bed, breath coming in speedy bursts. Darwin pulled his fingers out from her before licking them clean and grinning up at her.

Adelle grinned back, her cheeks flush with ecstasy. “Good boy,” she praised. “Such a good boy.”

The words made Darwin’s body puff up with pride. He grinned, kissing his way back up Adelle’s stomach and chest, careful to avoid anything which might be oversensitive. She let him curl himself against her, both their chests rising and falling as their breathing slowly returned to normal.

Adelle’s hands were soft against Darwin’s skin, urging him to settle himself more comfortably against the pillows. He sighed, happiness radiating through every pore.

“If you let me stay a bit, I’d like to do that again,” he said softly. “After we both recover.”

She laughed, her chest rising as she did so. Reaching out, Adelle pulled Darwin in closer, letting him settle against her instead of the pillows. “I’m going to let you stay,” she informed him. “And then I’m going to tell you exactly what else I want you to do.” That was something that Darwin was more than happy to stick around for.


Punished


The sound of a car pulling up outside made Russ jump out of his seat. His stomach gave a sick lurch, heart knocking against the inside of his ribs. Glancing hastily around, Russ knew he was in trouble. Tamara had gone out over two hours ago, leaving Russ a list of chores to complete.

And he’d meant to do them! Really, he had. He’d only sat down for a minute, thinking he’d flick through the channels until he found something he could play in the background as he finished the ironing.

He must have gotten so absorbed in the ice hockey match that he hadn’t even realized how much time was slipping away.

And now Tamara was back. There was no way Russ could even pretend to have finished all the tasks she’d set for him. Not that he would try. Tamara might punish him for disobeying, but that was nothing to how upset she’d be if Russ tried to lie to her.

“I lost track of time,” Russ blurted, barely even giving Tamara time to say hello as she walked into their living room. “I didn’t mean to, honestly.”

Sucking his lower lip between his teeth, Russ chewed on it slightly. He couldn’t quite read Tamara’s expression, but he knew she wouldn’t be happy that he’d not finished his tasks. Russ’s stomach turned uncomfortably thinking about what must be going through Tamara’s head. He hated letting her down. And this was almost worse because he hadn’t noticed he was about to do it until it was too late.

“Alright,” Tamara said. Russ knew better than to believe that it truly was alright. “Strip off,” she told him, before going to set her shopping down. The order was almost casual. Russ’s eyes widened nonetheless. His cock twitched at the idea of being naked for Tamara, even if this was going to lead to an inevitable punishment for failing to do as he’d been told to begin with.

She wasn’t even watching. But that was no reason not to obey immediately. Russ had already failed Tamara once, he wasn’t going to do it again!

His hands trembled as he lifted them, tugging his shirt up over his head. Catching it, Russ hesitated, then laid it carefully over the back of the nearest chair. It wasn’t quite as neat as running upstairs to drop it in the laundry hamper, but Tamara could walk back in at any second.

He worked his jeans off, sliding the fabric down his thighs and folding them, likewise, over the back of the chair. Swallowing hard, he finally stripped off his boxers and socks, balling them up and stuffing them in a pocket of his jeans.

Not knowing whether he should wait or call out that he was finished, Russ shifted from foot to foot. Finally, noting that silence had fallen throughout the house, he called, “Tamara?”

She didn’t return immediately. But when she did, Tamara had taken her shoes off, her dress hugging her body nicely enough to make Russ lick his lips. “Oh, good,” she said but managed to sound almost absentminded. Tamara headed over to the armchair, reaching for her book when she’d sat down. Over it, she looked at Russ.

“Go on then, I expect you to finish your tasks,” she told him. “Tell me after each one,” she added. Russ knew that couldn’t be all; she wouldn’t just make him do them naked. That wasn’t really a punishment. But maybe not knowing what else might yet come was!

He swallowed, moving to where he’d left the ironing board all set up and ready. He just needed to plug the iron in, being very careful of his bare skin. Even though Russ knew he wouldn’t really hurt himself, the sense of danger sent a thrill shooting down his spine.

Tamara’s attention seemed fixed on her book, but Russ couldn’t really tell. Maybe she was watching him, peeking up while his back was turned.

The ironing had never seemed to take so long! But finally, the last shirt was hung carefully from its hanger, the iron unplugged and put away.

“I’ve finished,” he said, tongue licking his dry lower lip. “The next thing on the list was the kitchen counters?” Russ knew it was.

Lowering her book, but notably not putting it away, Tamara hummed. “Very good,” she commented. It didn’t quite sound like praise. More like just acknowledgment. “I want you to go upstairs and bring down a plug and some lube,” she informed Russ. “Medium-sized will do.”

Then, once she’d said as much, Tamara returned to her book. It made Russ swallow, but he went anyway. It hardly took long before he had returned, presenting both of the items she’d ask for.

“Good, good,” she hummed. “Put it in.”

Russ’s lips parted, a breath passing over them before he could catch it. “Aren’t -” His voice sounded uncertain, as if he hadn’t really thought before he started speaking. And, in truth, he hadn’t.

“Aren’t you going to help?” Tamara always helped. Russ had put a plug in by himself, but not since before they got together. And never while anybody sat calmly in the same room reading a book!

The way Tamara raised her eyebrow at him very strongly implied that he had asked the wrong thing. “I know you're able to put it in yourself,” she informed him. “So I want you to do that.” Russ swallowed, especially when Tamara returned to her book. The way she appeared to ignore him made him feel hot all over.

Russ was starting to really regret not getting his tasks done as he’d been told to. “You can kneel on the couch,” Tamara said, not actually raising her eyes from the book. But it didn’t sound like it was optional.

Russ felt embarrassment blaze in each of his cheeks. Having Tamara’s attention always felt so good! He’d never considered what it would be like if she took that away. Having her not watch, while still being in the same room, made everything feel so much more intense!

Kneeling on the couch, Russ glanced over his shoulder, biting his lip as Tamara’s gaze stayed resolutely on her book. “Okay.” Maybe saying it would help him actually get started…

Quickly, Russ spread the lube over his fingers, reaching back to run them between his cheeks. He gave a startled hiss at how cold the lubricant felt against his hot skin. It had been forever since he’d had to do this, and he wasn’t taking as much time as he probably should.

But it was so hard to concentrate when he kept glancing at Tamara to see if she would watch him. She didn’t seem to. Just sat there reading like he wasn’t getting himself ready! It made Russ’s cock ache unexpectedly. There was something equally hot and dirty about needing to do this for Tamara without her even paying attention to him.

With his fingers teasing him open, Russ gave a moan, hoping that perhaps that would bring Tamara’s attention to him. It didn’t seem to help, but Russ was determined to get her to at least glance up from her book!

He shifted, trying to give her a tempting angle, feeling a shudder run through him as he deliberately exposed himself. Fuck, he hadn’t known this would feel so good and so bad all at once! But Tamara must have known. Tamara always knew how her punishments would make Russ feel.

He pressed his fingers in deeper, twisting his wrist so that he could feel his fingers stretching his hole. With a groan, Russ almost closed his eyes, feeling overwhelmed by the sensation. But then he remembered, fixed his gaze on Tamara and tried again. Driving his fingers in, he fucked himself on them as well as he could, sensation shivering up his spine. He couldn’t go fast, not yet, but every thrust made Russ’s stomach swoop and his thighs clench hard.

“You look like you’re enjoying yourself,” Tamara observed. “Which certainly is not what I told you to do.” Russ’s eyes widened a little. She was, of course, right. Tamara hadn’t told him to have fun with getting the plug in, but rather to just do it. Russ had somewhat forgotten himself because normally they did do this for fun!

As his hand stilled, Tamara gave a low hum. “The counters aren’t going to clean themselves, you know,” she pointed out. “Don’t make me introduce another step into this punishment.” Russ wanted to ask what that step might be but he also worried that it might all just be too much, that he’d struggle to cope. And that would lead to more punishments, Russ was sure.

He bit his lip, using the pain to center himself and keep his concentration on the task at hand. “I’m sorry,” he muttered. He could have given an excuse, but Russ knew better. He wanted to be on Tamara’s good side so that there might be a reward after all this punishment!

He pulled his fingers free, pumping more of the lube out over the tip of the toy. Without taking any time to enjoy it, he stroked his fingers down the silicone plug, spreading lube as he went.

Swallowing hard, Russ readjusted himself so he could reach the toy between his legs. The rounded tip brushed against his hole, making Russ moan despite all his attempts. “It feels good,” he said, half in apology. “But I’m going as fast as I can.”

“As fast as you can without hurting yourself,” Tamara commented and yeah, of course! Russ knew that she’d never want him to rush so much that he’d be uncomfortable. He nodded, too distracted by the plug to be able to reply in actual words. He pushed it inside slowly, but steadily. It really had been a very long time since he’d done this to himself. But that didn’t mean he couldn’t do it.

When the plug was finally snugly in his ass, Russ shifted, giving a small moan when the plug moved with him. It felt good. Even if he wasn’t supposed to enjoy himself or whatever. Tamara didn’t expect him to completely hate it either, though!

Tamara lowered her book, watching him carefully. “Go on then, do the counters.”

Groaning under his breath, Russ got carefully to his feet. The plug felt much bigger inside him than it did when he and Tamara used it as part of their foreplay! Every step seemed to jostle it, making shivers of sensation run riot up and down Russ’s spine.

But he dedicated himself to doing as Tamara had asked. Carefully, he wiped down every kitchen counter, feeling a small satisfaction bloom inside him at the transition from dirty to shiny and clean.

It wasn’t a task that took long, normally. But Russ wanted to make sure he cleared up every speck of dust or dirt, even scrubbing where the wall behind the stove had been lightly spattered with oil.

Finally, he walked back to the living room, standing very straight. He could feel the muscles in his ass clenching around the toy, trying to get used to the intrusion.

“I’ve finished in the kitchen.”

Tamara was still reading her book. Russ had no idea how she could focus on it, he certainly wouldn’t be able to do that if he knew she was walking around naked with a plug in her ass! Not that Tamara would. Not unless she wanted to punish him even more!

“Good,” she said, looking up from the book. Russ noted how she didn’t tell him that he was good, something that made his stomach twist uncomfortably. But he hadn’t been good, he’d failed to finish his tasks on time. It was fair, but Russ still hoped that he could make it up to her.

Tilting her head slightly, a smirk tugged against the corners of Tamara’s lips. “What’s next?”

Russ honestly couldn’t remember. He had to walk over to where he’d left his phone on the table, checking the reminder he’d made while Tamara had been listing off the chores she wanted done.

A wave of relief washed over him when he realized there was only one more item. Maybe once he’d finished, he’d stop feeling like he’d failed Tamara by not getting everything done in time.

“Cleaning the baseboards in here,” he answered. Then paused, waiting to see if Tamara had any additional instructions.

The way she gave a small hum told Russ that Tamara was thinking about it. Or at least wanted him to think she was thinking about it. If her plan was to make him nervous, it was certainly succeeding. The longer she took, the more nervous Russ became. When Tamara did finally speak, he gave a sigh of relief. Especially at what she said.

“You may proceed,” she told him. “But I want you to be on your hands and knees the whole time. Starting now,” she said, waiting for Russ to drop down to his knees. “Good, good. You may crawl to get whatever you need to clean them, you can stand if you need to pick something up from a shelf, but no more.”

Fuck. Shame and arousal rolled through Russ’s body, twining together until it was hard to tell how much he was feeling of either. Dutifully, he crawled to the kitchen, standing only to fill a basin with soapy water.

He pushed it in front of him as he crawled back to the living room, starting on the baseboards nearest the door. He kept his back to Tamara, working quickly. It was hard not to wonder whether she could see the plug in his ass, whether she was paying any attention. Maybe she’d returned, once more, to her book.

The plug shifted as Russ moved, bringing his body out in goosebumps as his muscles adjusted. He was so aware of the toy inside him, filling him up and keeping him stretched open.

It felt like being totally exposed to Tamara. His cock was semi-hard. Russ tried not to think about it, sure that he’d get completely hard if he paid it any attention at all. Doing tasks for Tamara always felt good, knowing that she appreciated the effort he put into them. While this was a punishment, Russ couldn’t help but still enjoy it. Differently than he enjoyed just doing tasks for Tamara, though. It was, at its core, embarrassing and humiliating.

Those weren’t feelings that they often played with. Russ didn’t think he’d want to do it a lot, but right now, it was so easy to just slip into submissiveness, to do as he had been told. So that was what Russ did, giving in to that feeling and just going along and making sure all the boards were as pristine as he knew Tamara would expect.

Realizing that he’d finished was almost startling. Tamara must have been watching him because she spoke as soon as Russ was done with the last board. “You may stand up to go clean up,” she told him. “Then I want you to go upstairs and bring down my harness and the blue dildo, got it?”

Russ felt his head nod before he’d even thought about the answer. “Yes, I understand,” he confirmed. He walked slowly, not wanting to leave Tamara’s presence, but not wanting to disobey her, either. Finally, he made it past the door, glancing back only once to see whether she was still reading.

She was.

In their bathroom, Russ washed himself more carefully than he usually would after chores. He rubbed a wet flannel over his chest and arms, removing any trace of the smell of cleaning products.

Finally feeling refreshed, Russ fetched the harness and dildo, carrying them carefully down to where Tamara was still sitting. “Shall I help you into them?” Russ asked, eagerly.

It was very satisfying to see her close her book. Russ felt like he’d been waiting for this moment forever. And then Tamara smiled at him. He felt pride wash over him. She wasn’t annoyed with him, he was sure.

“You did very well,” she praised and Russ almost whimpered when Tamara reached out to brush a hand over his cheek. “Doing your chores so well with that plug in your ass. Yes, I will let you help me into the harness and put the dildo in.” It was always something that felt so submissive, to dress her to fuck him. Russ couldn’t do much more than to nod.

Standing up from her chair, Tamara reached to undo the zipper on her dress. It fell easily to the floor, exposing the dark red underwear she was wearing. “I’m keeping this on,” she informed him. “So go ahead.”

Russ groaned, his cock thickening instantly to full hardness. He dropped to his knees, holding the harness up and watching with hungry eyes as Tamara stepped into it. His fingers brushed her skin only as much as she allowed; she hadn’t given Russ permission to touch.

The leather fastened around her hips, over her ass, crisscrossing her tanned skin and the dark red underwear. The sight was mouth-watering, making Russ swallow hard. Without waiting for further instructions, he lifted the dildo.

It looked so big, standing out from Tamara’s body. Especially from this angle. Russ tipped his head, looking up at her, his whole body aching with desire. “You look amazing.”

“And powerful?” she asked teasingly. The question made Russ’s heart race, because yeah, fuck, she definitely did! He nodded and was rewarded for it by Tamara running her hand over his cheek. “Good boy,” she praised, making Russ beam. He wanted to be good for her, wanted to be her good boy.

Tamara did look powerful, all that power something Russ wanted her to use over him. And he knew she would, too. That’s what made Tamara so fucking amazing.

“Get on the couch, on your knees, hands against the back,” she instructed. “And spread your legs,” she added with a slight smirk.

The shiver that ran over Russ’s body was more intense than anything he could remember feeling. He crawled toward the couch, hoisting himself up, his hands gripping the cushions. Arching his back, he pushed his ass out, blush flaming in his cheeks at his wanton desperation.

Just as Tamara had ordered, Russ opened his legs, his cock achingly hard between his belly and the fabric of the couch. “Fuuuck,” he moaned, glancing over his shoulder at where Tamara waited, her whole body in a power pose.

“Mmm, such an obedient boy,” she commented. “It’s almost like sometimes a punishment is exactly what’s needed,” she teased. It made Russ blush. He never wanted to be punished, but he could hardly deny that he had enjoyed it. That he was still enjoying this. Being exposed like this for Tamara felt good.

He gave a soft whimper when she ran her fingers over Russ’s back and down to his thighs. Her palm rubbed one of his ass cheeks, hard enough to make the plug buried inside him shift. It sent a low groan falling from Russ’s lips.

Tamara’s fingers then slid to the plug and she gave it a light pull. “Gonna take this out now,” she told him.

“Yeah,” Russ agreed, breathless with a mix of desire and anticipation. Sweat prickled on his palms, his heart pounding hard within his chest. He pushed back, following the tug as Tamara eased the plug from his hole.

He felt so empty, clenching on nothing as he waited for Tamara to act. She took her time, hands running over Russ’s spine and pressing him forward against the back of the coach. His cock rubbed against the material, the friction drawing a hiss from Russ’s lips.

He heard the familiar sound of the lube bottle being uncapped. Then Tamara’s hands slicking the thick dildo between her legs.

Daring to glance over his shoulder, Russ swallowed at the sight. Tamara looked so hot, her hand stroking over the dick as she lubed it up, making it ready to fuck Russ with. The muscles in his legs were positively trembling in anticipation. With her other hand, Tamara gave his hip a gentle squeeze.

“Don’t worry, baby, I’ll take good care of you,” Tamara promised, moving behind him. Her palm was hot as it slid up his back, over the curve of his spine. Russ inhaled deeply at the feeling of the tip of the strapon being aligned against his opening.

A long, throaty moan poured out of him, exactly matching the pace of the silicone cock sliding in. Tamara filled him with it expertly, making Russ’s nerves tingle with pleasure. “Fuck!” he cried, tightening his fingers on the back of the couch. “Fuck, Tamara! That feels amazing.”

And it did. She pulled back only to slide in once more, slow and steady. Russ could take more, could take it harder, but that wasn’t up to him. Tamara could build up to it as slowly as she chose. Her hips met his ass, pressing him forward. Russ swore once more, every nerve-ending lighting up with the sensation of it.

Her movements continued to be slow, the way Tamara shifted, fucking him gently. Russ’s cock was dripping with precum, so eager to get fucked harder. The moans Russ gave, he hoped were encouraging. When Tamara did speed up a little, Russ cried out, wanting to rock back but not daring in case it might make her change the speed at which she fucked him.

“Have you learned your lesson? Or will I have to punish you more?” Tamara asked, one hand gripping Russ’s hip harder and the other hand sliding up, fingers tangling in his hair before she pulled his head back, the tug almost too much.

The pain sizzled across his nerves, somehow making the pleasure even more intense. Sensations flooded through him, the heat of Tamara’s hand, the way her nails scraped across the jut of his hip. The thick cock stretching him, pounding into him. Every thrust made Russ see stars.

It took a moment to remember he was supposed to be answering a question. “Yes! Fuck, yeah, I’ve learned,” he promised. “I won’t get distracted, not from things you tell me to do.” That probably wouldn’t be true forever. But it would be true the next time Tamara left him alone at home. Russ had no doubt he’d hold onto the memory of this for weeks.

“Don’t punish me anymore. Not now.” They’d both enjoyed it, but now Russ needed to prove he could be good, that he was Tamara’s good boy. “What do you want? Tell me, I’ll do it.”

“I want you to keep taking my cock so well,” Tamara answered. She enunciated each word with a thrust of her hips, making Russ groan. Each movement felt like it was pushing him closer to the edge. Tamara knew it, too, spacing them out just enough for them not to send Russ falling over that climax too early.

Leaning forward, Tamara dragged her hot mouth over Russ’s neck, giving the back of his shoulder a small nip when she got there. “I want to hear you tell me how much you love getting fucked,” she told him. “Tell me, tell me how you’re mine and how much you enjoy being mine,” she demanded.

Those were all easy orders to obey. The words rose automatically to Russ’s lips, needing little more effort than breathing. “I am yours. Totally yours. Nobody else gets to fuck me. Nobody else gets to punish me.” Desire coiled in Russ’s stomach. He felt no shame about it, not now. All his focus was on the wonderful rush of every one of Tamara’s thrusts.

He groaned, sensation speeding through him too intensely for words. But he couldn’t stop, either. Not when Tamara had asked him to tell her how it felt. “I love when you fuck me,” he breathed. “I love that you want to! That you want me to be yours, to submit to you.”

“Mmm, and you submit so well, too,” she told him, thrusting forward harder. It sent a sharp tinge of pleasure rocking through Russ. His cock ached to be touched, but he didn’t dare, instead gripping the back of the couch harder as if to stop himself. He wanted Tamara to decide, to tell him what he could or couldn’t do.

He was certain she knew it, too, the way she fucked into him harder and harder, making Russ’s groans echo around them. “Fuck, you sound so good,” Tamara moaned. “I want to see you,” she informed him, pulling back. Russ whined at the sudden loss of contact, but Tamara’s hand was still on his hip, reminding him that she was still there.

“Lie on your back,” she told him. “I want to watch you take my cock,” she told him. “Want to see your gorgeous face as I fuck you.”

Dizzy with lust, it took Russ a moment to regain full control of his limbs. He slid onto his back, hooking a hand behind each of his thighs so he could hoist his legs up. It left him feeling exposed, hole empty and ready, cock hard against his stomach.

“Please,” he begged. “Please, Tamara.” He couldn’t touch her, not with his hands holding himself open for her. But he could enjoy the sight of her, full breasts lifted by the dark lace of her bra, waist curving out into those delicious hips. And then the toy, slick and shiny with lube, swaying between her legs.

Russ groaned, nails biting into the muscle of his own thigh as he waited.

“Please what?” she smirked but Russ hardly needed to answer. She knew exactly what the answer was. Thankfully, Tamara didn’t make him wait until he could gather his words. Instead, she realigned herself against him, reaching to squeeze out more lube before she pressed the cock inside him.

Russ’s breath caught in his throat at the motion, pleasure sweeping over him. When she pushed deeper, he let go of his legs, one hand instantly going to stroke over Tamara’s naked leg. Her skin was hot and felt so good to touch. When she began to move, all Russ could do was wrap his legs around her and take it, just the way she wanted him to.

“Uh, uh, uh.” Every thrust knocked a grunt out of Russ, the sound reverberating around his chest. One hand slid higher, fingers soft against Tamara’s hip as she drove the cock harder and deeper into him. The couch squeaked on their wooden floor, shifting with the force of Tamara’s movements.

She leaned forward, her breasts brushing against Russ’s chest. He arched his back, trying to push up without unlocking his legs from around Tamara’s waist. Her lips pressed hot against Russ’s throat as he tipped his head back. His whole world had narrowed to their two bodies, to the way Tamara felt against and inside him.

Moving into him, Russ swore he could feel her everywhere. The groans that fell from his lips got louder and louder, pleasure washing over Russ with every thrust. And when he thought he couldn’t take much more, Tamara reached between them, her fingers wrapping around Russ’s cock.

The sharp whimper that fell from Russ’s lips wasn’t something he could’ve stopped, but he did manage to stop himself from thrusting up into Tamara’s touch. He let her control how hard and fast she touched him, groaning even louder when each of Tamara’s thrusts was matched by her hand moving over his cock.

The pleasure swooped and dove inside him, before rising higher and higher, filling Russ up just as Tamara’s thrusts were filling him. He tightened his grip, pulling Tamara as much closer as she would allow. Her breasts crushed against his chest, her mouth hot and wet at the skin of his shoulder.

“Fuuuck,” he cried. “Tamara, please!” There was no way he could last much longer. But Tamara offered him no relief, she didn’t give him the permission that he needed to be able to come. So Russ gathered his wits, made another attempt at asking for what he wanted. “Please.” His voice was soft, ragged with every breath. “Please can I come, Tamara?”

She rocked into him, making Russ bite his lip just to stop himself from coming right then and there. When Tamara finally answered, her slick fingers slid over the tip of Russ’s cock.

“Yeah, come on, baby, come for me!” she commanded. That was all it took before Russ’s muscles tightened, hips bucking upwards and a loud cry falling from his lips. His hot seed spilled over Tamara’s fingers and she rocked forward slower, riding his orgasm out until he could do nothing but whimper with sensation.

Slowing, Tamara leaned down to kiss him, her tongue licking into his mouth. The kiss was almost tender, only pushing past the gentleness when Tamara rocked back to let her cock slide out of Russ.

“You’ve done well,” she told him. “I enjoyed you finishing all the tasks, even if I would have preferred not to need to punish you to do so.”

A sigh of satisfaction left Russ’s lips. Shifting, he moved into a comfortable position, smiling up at Tamara as her fingers brushed across his chest. “I’m sorry that you needed to punish me,” he said, genuinely meaning it. “I’ll be better next time.”

He really would. And probably the time after next, too. He would fail again in the future, and Tamara would need to punish him once more. Luckily for them, they both did enjoy it.

“Were you really reading all that time?” he asked, now that they’d finished. “I wouldn’t have been able to read if you were walking around naked. With or without a plug in your ass!”

Tamara laughed, reaching to unclip the harness so she could throw it to one side and press into Russ. “That’s for me to know and for you to never find out,” she teased. Russ pouted but he didn’t argue against it. Instead, he tilted his head so he could kiss Tamara again.

Sucking against his lower lip, Tamara grinned down at Russ. “I will let you do something about how hot you’ve made me feel, though.” Reaching for his hand, Tamara dragged it over her side, pressing it against her breast so Russ could feel how hard her nipple was through the material of her bra. Then she let his hand fall lower, so he could feel the wetness of her pussy radiating through the panties.

Russ didn’t hesitate to agree, his fingers already working their way to get Tamara’s underwear off. He was going to make sure that he showed her just how sorry he was for not having completed the tasks she’d set!


Sharing is Caring


Dani and Stella had met at college. Stella had always been someone that Dani admired. Her confidence inspired Dani to grow her own. Even now, ten years after they’d graduated, Dani didn’t think she was quite at the same level as Stella when it came to being confident, but she was definitely much better at it.

Recently, Dani’s confidence had had a bit of a knock, though. Her boyfriend of almost a year had suddenly decided that things just weren’t working. In some ways, Dani didn’t disagree. The more time she spent with him, the more she had started thinking about all the things they didn’t do.

It had all kind of come tumbling out when Stella had gotten her breakup-drunk. By the third bottle of white that they shared, the conversation had turned to how Dani had never felt particularly satisfied by what Jameson had had to offer in the bedroom. He had been fine, but as Stella pointed out with a raised wine glass, fine wasn’t enough.

“You’re just so lucky with Puck,” Dani had sighed.

Puck was Stella’s boyfriend. They’d been together slightly longer than Dani had been with Jameson but their relationship appeared a lot... better. Certainly, Dani couldn’t imagine Stella complaining about Puck not satisfying her needs.

“That’s because I tell him what my needs are,” Stella pointed out and Dani couldn’t help but roll her eyes a bit. It wasn’t like she hadn’t told Jameson what she wanted. “No, no.” Stella shook her head. “You don’t get it. I tell him what I want and Puck does exactly that.”

The explanation still didn’t really make sense, though Dani had to admit that Jameson had never been very interested in doing what she wanted.

“So he’s nice, I get it,” she murmured, but Stella laughed, her blonde hair bouncing as she shook her head again. It felt like Dani was missing something but she couldn’t quite figure out what and it was easy to blame the wine for her lack of understanding.

“No,” Stella hummed. “I mean, yes, Puck is very nice, but that’s not what I mean. Puck isn’t just nice, he’s... submissive.” The word kind of resonated with Dani but she wasn’t all that sure she got it even now. When she told her friend as much, Stella laughed again.

“I know you’re not this innocent,” she told Dani. “In fact, I definitely remember back when you were dating Eric you enjoyed telling him what to do in bed.”

And oh, did that bring back memories! Eric had been at least five boyfriends ago, but Stella was right. He had been the first - and, sadly, the last - man that Dani had known who loved going down on her. There was never any question of her needing to return the favor, oh, no, he’d just spend hours eating her out. Unfortunately, things hadn’t worked out between them on other fronts.

“So... you tell Puck you want him to do something and he does it?” Dani repeated, when Stella nodded, Dani chewed her lower lip. “But did you know he’d do that before you met him? Like how... how does that even happen?”

There was a small twinkle in Stella’s eyes at the question and Dani wasn’t too surprised by her answer when it came, “We met at a BDSM club.”

Dani had always known - or well, at least in the past few years - that Stella went to places like that, but she never asked questions about it. Why, right now, she wasn’t too sure. A degree of prudishness probably. There was also a bit of maybe not wanting to learn too much about Stella’s sex life, just in case.

“In case of what?” Stella asked, raising her eyebrow at her.

“I don’t know!” Dani sighed. “I’d probably get jealous if I knew how much fun you have. I’m kind of jealous now! I’m tipsy and you’ve just brought up all these memories about Eric and fuck, he used to be so good with his mouth, Stel!”

Her whine earned Dani another deep laugh from Stella. That was fair, she supposed. But there wasn’t a lot Dani could do now. She wasn’t too sad about her breakup, though the wine probably did help there. But she was maybe a little sad about not having the sort of sex she wanted to have.

“You’re just so lucky to have someone like Puck,” Dani pouted.

“Well,” Stella shrugged. “I don’t mind sharing.” The words were followed with a wide grin and... Dani had to look down at the glass of wine in her hand because she could swear that her friend had just offered to share her boyfriend with her. “No, no, I really did,” Stella confirmed.

In the decade that Dani and Stella had been friends, the topic of having a threesome had come up a few times. It had never been something they’d discussed seriously, but Dani didn’t think she’d mind. Maybe, a little, Dani did worry about fucking up their friendship, but she and Stella had always been pretty good on that front.

Sharing Stella’s boyfriend felt different.

“It’s not, though,” Stella argued. “Puck would definitely be up for it. He’s wanted to fuck you since like... forever.”

That was not information that Dani had known! It felt flattering, she couldn’t deny it. Puck was a great looking guy and while with most of her friends, Dani would be concerned that they’d be jealous, Stella had never been someone who seemed to experience jealousy. No doubt, a part of that confidence that Dani had always envied.

But Puck wanting to have sex with her wasn’t really enough of a reason to agree, was it? And how would this even... no! Dani really shouldn’t have been thinking about this sort of thing.

“You can’t just give me your boyfriend to fuck,” Dani decided.

Stella seemed to genuinely consider that argument. Like she weighed the options up in her head before shrugging. “No, sure.” She nodded and Dani gave a small sigh of relief. Too soon, though, because Stella went on. “But I can share him with you. Come on, Dani, you need a good experience getting laid, and trust me Puck and I can do that for you.”

And that, somehow, was how, three days later, Dani ended up in Stella and Puck’s bedroom.

Unlike the night they’d agreed on this, Dani was completely sober. Her heart beat hard in her chest as the tight dress she was wearing clung to her. Stella was down to her underwear and Puck... fuck, Puck.

Stella had been the one to suggest that she lead the way a bit. Dani had, of course, agreed with that. But she hadn’t quite known what to expect. It turned out that when Stella had said that Puck liked being submissive, she had truly meant it.

If there had been any awkwardness on his part about the whole thing, Dani certainly hadn’t noticed it. The moment Stella had told Puck to get down to his knees, he had. No shame, no hesitation. In a way, Dani almost admired that. She wondered if she’d go down on her knees for Stella if Stella told her authoritatively.

Except, what Dani actually wanted was to have Puck go down on his knees for her like that.

Or anything else, really.

She wanted to see if he’d do these things for her, too, if she said so. It did take Dani some time to muster the courage to say so, but when she did, Stella’s smile practically lit her whole face up.

“Yes!” she nodded, her hand dropping to Puck’s hair, fingers stroking through it. “You’d let Dani tell you what to do, wouldn’t you, baby?” she asked, tugging against his hair then. It elicited such a primal little whimper from Puck that Dani had to swallow, the sound going straight to her pussy.

Fuck, she wanted to make him sound like that, too!

Puck’s eyes moved to Dani, dark as he looked at her, and then he gave a soft nod. “I would let her tell me what to do,” he confirmed. “I’d be so obedient. I promise.” It wasn’t a promise that Dani had known she wanted to hear but from the almost breathless moan that left her mouth at the words, she clearly had found it very appealing.

“Come on,” Stella nodded at Dani. “Come closer. I’ll show you just what to do to get him to do exactly what you want,” she said, grinning.

Dani hesitated only briefly before crossing that distance between them. With Puck kneeling at Stella’s feet and her friend wearing nothing but sexy red underwear, Dani felt her whole body heat up.

“Do you want to touch him? You should. Find out where he enjoyed being touched the most,” Stella advised. Dani kind of appreciated that she didn’t just tell her where Puck liked to be touched. Something about discovering for herself seemed so much more exciting.

One of Dani’s hands dropped down to stroke up Puck’s back where she could reach and to his shoulders. He gave a soft moan but Dani imagined it was mostly from having both her and Stella touch him. Wanting to know what else she could make Puck sound like, Dani let her nails scratch over the hot skin across his shoulders.

This time, the moan was much louder and her eyes widened. In a similar way, Stella’s smile widened, too. “That’s certainly one way,” she hummed. “He’s a bit of a pain slut, aren’t you, Puck?”

The question made Puck groan but he nodded. “Yes, ma’am.” And oh! Dani hadn’t even thought about what it’d feel like to be called something like that during sex. She didn’t think she wanted him to refer to her the same way he did to Stella, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t pick something else.

“If Stella’s ‘ma’am’, I’d like you to call me ‘Miss’,” Dani decided, making both Stella and Puck turn to look at her.

For a moment, Dani wondered if she’d overstepped, but Stella looked practically proud of Dani for her words. Puck’s reaction was even better, because his tongue slid over his lips, leaving a wet trail of saliva there as he nodded.

“Yes, Miss.”

Dani had to bite her lip not to moan at that. She truly hadn’t known that words alone could get her so fucking hot. Her panties, she was sure, were soaking wet by now and she still had her dress on! Hearing Puck call her that, especially when she’d told him to, did feel pretty fucking great.

“So.” Dani cleared her throat, gathering her ability to speak back together. “Pain, you said? Does, ah, does that mean that you have... things to play with?”

Something like this had always been a curiosity for Dani, but whenever it had come up with past boyfriends, it had always been in the context of her being the one who got hurt and, well, Dani didn’t care for that. She didn’t want to be hurt, it didn’t appeal to her. But hurting someone else... well, for as long as they wanted it!

Stella laughed but nodded at the same time. “Oh, we have plenty of things to play with,” she promised, pulling her hand away from Puck’s hair, much to his disappointment, if the little noise he made was any indication. Dani was tempted to replace Stella’s hand with her own, but she also found it pretty fun not to give Puck exactly what he wanted.

So instead, she dragged her fingers over his back once more, her eyes following Stella as she moved across the room. In just her underwear, Stella looked more stunning than ever. She was so sexy and it was obvious that she knew it, too.

When Stella opened a wardrobe door to reveal a selection of different whips and paddles and toys, Dani’s eyes widened. “Oh, wow,” she couldn’t stop herself from saying. This wasn’t just ‘we play sometimes’, this was ‘we play a lot’.

Dani had felt pretty honored to be invited into this already but now she felt even more so. Stella and Puck were sharing something with her that was special between them. And now also Dani.

It felt pretty amazing to have that trust.

“So, what do you want to try?” Stella asked, oblivious to Dani’s bubbling excitement. Or maybe not too oblivious as she grinned at her friend. “Pick anything, dealer’s choice and all that.”

It took Dani a moment to really think about what she wanted to try. There was a small part of her that wanted to say ‘everything’, but that wouldn’t be possible. Not now, anyway. But maybe if this all went well, she’d be invited to play with Puck and Stella again! First, though, Dani was going to earn that invitation.

“The paddle,” she decided.

At her feet, Puck gave another soft groan and Dani looked down at him. “Oh? Is that a personal favorite?” she asked, almost a little surprised at just how teasing her tone sounded. It was like having Puck physically kneeling at her feet had given Dani power. And, she realized, it had. That was the whole point, right?

“He does like the paddle,” Stella confirmed, bringing the tool over.

Dani took a moment to just feel it. To learn the weight of the paddle. She didn’t want to overwhelm Puck, but Dani did want to experiment. Looking at Stella, she almost awaited further instructions. When none came, Dani realized it was her who was meant to give instructions.

Okay, okay, she could do this. Dani wanted to do this.

“Puck,” she said and the guy’s head snapped up to look at her. He, too, was clearly awaiting instructions, and fuck, that felt pretty great to know that Dani was to be the one to give them. “I want you to take your boxers off and then get on the bed. All fours, facing the wall.”

The instructions, Dani felt, were pretty clear and from the way Puck nodded, he seemed to agree. Dani did glance at Stella, only to earn a grin that looked almost proud.

“You're going to tell me what to do, too?” Stella asked and Dani truthfully had no idea if her friend was joking. Yet, she couldn’t stop the thought of doing that and that thought seemed to make her pussy practically throb with want.

“Would you like me to tell you what to do?” Dani asked.

Stella, to her credit, seemed to think about it. “No, not really,” she finally decided. “But I’m not against you telling Puck what to do to me,” she said, smirking. And oh, okay, yeah, fuck. Dani could work with that.

“Then you’d better get on the bed, too,” she advised.

It was far from a demand and that seemed to work well enough for Stella. She got on the bed, leaning against the pillows and smirking down at Puck. Dani noted that Puck didn’t reach out to touch Stella, which she knew was because she hadn’t told him he could. Now Dani had the power, she had all sorts of ideas about what to do with it.

First, though, she wanted to see just how responsive Puck truly was to pain.

Walking over to the bed, Dani reached out to brush a hand over Puck’s ass. She’d watched him strip, mouth watering at the sight. He was a fucking gorgeous man but there was something so ridiculously attractive about seeing him like this. Seeing him on all fours because of Dani.

“I want to learn just how much you enjoy pain, Puck,” Dani told him. “So don’t hold back on me, okay? Let me hear exactly how much you like it.” With every word, Dani felt more and more confident. She didn’t need to look at Stella for approval, because she wanted this and that was what mattered.

Reaching for the paddle from where she’d set it down on the mattress, Dani wrapped her fingers around the handle. The leather felt good in her hands, amazing, even. She dragged the paddle part of it over Puck’s ass, just to feel what it’d be like. When he gave a soft moan at that, Dani’s eyes widened.

She realized that this was how she’d build the anticipation up. He wasn’t looking at her. She hadn’t allowed that. Stella was, but Stella’s expression was only a mix of amused and aroused, it didn’t give anything away.

So when Dani did land the first blow, Puck moaned. It was loud, a sharp sort of ‘ah’ that made Dani’s pussy so fucking wet. For a moment, she couldn’t even decide if she wanted to hit him again or just have him fuck her. But of course, the temptation to elicit even more sounds from Puck won over.

The next two blows that followed were about the same strength. It wasn’t very hard, but it was enough to get soft whimpers falling from Puck’s lips. Then, the fourth blow that Dani landed was harder. Hard enough to make Puck practically yelp.

She worried, of course, that it was too much, but neither Stella nor Puck seemed to object. With Puck’s ass already getting crimson, Dani couldn’t help but let the paddle smack it again.

“Uhhh, fuck,” Puck cried and this time Dani did stop.

“Oh, he is enjoying it,” Stella promised. She reached out to brush a hand over Puck’s hair. “Tell her, baby, she needs to know how much you love Dani using the paddle on you.”

Puck swallowed, before nodding. “I do. Fuck, Miss, I really do enjoy it. Please, please may I have more?” And that was something else Dani hadn’t expected. To be begged to hit Puck more! But fuck, she definitely did want to and it was hard to resist that desperation in his voice.

So Dani let the paddle smack against his ass once again, the sound resonating around them. Reaching out, she dragged her nails over Puck’s back, resting them just at the base of his back where the soft skin of his ass began.

“I...” she began, but her breath caught in her throat. Fuck, both Puck and Stella looked so good and it was up to Dani to decide what happened next! Clearing her throat, she shot Stella a smile over Puck’s naked back. “I want you to make Stella come, Puck,” she informed her friend’s boyfriend.

Stroking a hand over his sore ass, Dani squeezed it. “Do you think you can do that for me?” she asked but it was very much rhetorical. She was quite certain that Puck could, but there was something really fucking hot at the idea that he’d do so for her.

Eagerly, Puck gave a nod. “Yes, Miss! I can definitely do that for you,” he promised.

Stella’s hand stroked his hair again and she grinned over Puck at Dani. She reached down to get out of the panties she was wearing and it struck Dani that, with Stella left in only her bra, Dani was definitely overdressed with not just her underwear still on but her dress, too!

“Before that, Puck,” she said and this time he turned to glance at her like he was struggling to comprehend so many instructions. Dani sympathized, running a hand over his side gently. “Help me out of my dress,” she told him. “I’ll make sure to reward you for your efforts.” Well, for as long as Puck considered more slaps with the paddle a reward, but Dani was quickly learning that he probably did.

“Yes, Miss.” Puck nodded, moving on the bed so he could face Dani. She moved in closer, turning around so he could reach the zipper on her back. He slid it down slowly, fingers clearly avoiding touching Dani. “You can touch,” she promised. In fact, Dani wanted that. The way a shiver ran through her whole body at the brush of Puck’s fingers was pretty impressive.

She felt so fucking hot and she wasn’t even naked yet! Of course, Puck was and his ass was red because of Dani, which added to the excitement she felt.

When her dress hit the floor, Dani stepped out of it, turning around and grinning down at Puck. “Good boy,” she praised and then gave a soft moan in response to the absolutely primal growl that Puck gave at her words. “Oh, you like that, do you?” she asked, smirking. Behind Puck, Stella laughed.

“Oh, there’re a few things you could say to him that’d make him respond more eagerly,” she commented with amusement. That was definitely good to know and Dani was going to have to make sure to call Puck a good boy more often.

“Back on all fours,” Dani instructed. “Make sure Stella comes loud and hard.” There was something incredibly hot about being able to demand that and to then watch the way Puck did exactly what she’d told him.

Getting back in the position he’d been in, Puck reached out for Stella, dragging her in closer. There was clearly a lot of practice in how he kissed Stella’s thighs, but Puck also didn’t take his time probably because Dani had told him what to do, and taking his time hadn’t been one of those things.

His mouth made contact with Stella’s pussy in such a gloriously loud way. Stella whined sharply and Puck groaned in response before he began to lap again Stella’s pussy. Squeezing Puck’s ass, Dani grinned when it earned another groan.

With Stella’s moans now joining the chorus of sounds that echoed around them, Dani felt even more turned on. She gripped the paddle harder, watching the way Puck made Stella’s pleasure tremble through her for a moment before she let the paddle land against his ass again.

Puck pulled back with a loud cry and Dani tutted. “You’re to make Stella come,” she reminded him like she truly believed he might have forgotten. Puck’s cheeks colored a little, like he’d remembered that he wasn’t meant to stop. Eagerly returning to the task he’d been given, Puck made Stella cry out even louder.

The next time the paddle made contact with his ass, the moan that fell from his lips was muffled by Stella’s pussy. Dani grinned at that, hitting him again even harder. It was pretty fucking fun to watch Puck resist the way he wanted to whine just so he could follow the instructions he’d been given.

Stella’s fingers tightened in Puck’s hair, tugging against it as she ground herself against his face. “Mmm, just like that, baby, you’re doing so well,” she praised, and then her eyes met Dani’s. “You’re doing really well, too, Dani. Isn’t he such an obedient boy?”

Dani nodded instantly at that, before finding her words, knowing that Puck would love to hear it. She might not have ever done this before, but Dani knew.

“He really is,” she agreed. “So very obedient. So good.” And Puck definitely was those things, but praising him for it seemed to do things to him. Dani found that she very much enjoyed being in charge of the doing.

Puck gave a couple of more muffled sounds but they were pretty easily drowned out by the way Stella moaned. Dani couldn’t help but lick her lips at the sight. But she also could do more! The paddle slapped against Puck’s ass once again, so hard that it practically pushed him forward against Stella’s pussy.

This time, all three of them moaned and Dani ran a hand over her side, up to her breast, brushing her fingers over the hardness of her nipple through the material of her bra. She needed to get it off. It was tempting to tell Puck to help, but Dani didn’t want him to stop.

So instead, she reached up to the clasp, easily slipping out of the material and letting her breasts bounce free. Stella grinned at her, her fingers tugging Puck’s hair once again.

“Mmm, Dani’s taken her bra off,” she informed Puck. “I bet if you do just as she told you to and make me come, she’ll let you look.”

The words made Dani laugh. “Oh, I’ll let him more than look.” Dani smirked.

“Ahh, fuck!” Stella moaned. “I think that’s pretty motivating for him,” she laughed, but that, too, got interrupted by another moan. Dani loved watching Puck work so hard to make Stella come. He clearly knew how to, because his pace increased and so did Stella’s cries.

Dani couldn’t help but match them with lighter hits with the paddle against Puck’s ass. She didn’t want to overwhelm him, but she wanted to make sure he knew she was there.

It took two more, slightly harder, slaps against Puck’s ass and Dani watched Stella fall apart under him, her body bucking up as she screamed her orgasm. Pleasure rocked through the blonde so visibly that Dani felt like she might come just watching.

When Puck pulled back, it was to turn and look at Dani, like he was checking that he’d done a good job. Dani licked her lips, her pussy drenched at seeing that look on Puck, his cheeks covered in Stella’s liquids.

“You did very well,” she promised. “So well, in fact, that I’m going to want you to do that to me, too.”

“I’d love to,” Puck rushed to assure her.

The eagerness made Dani laugh, but she also found herself not at all doubting Puck’s words. The question, of course, was what exactly Dani wanted next. Her whole body felt desperate, her pussy practically throbbing with need. Running her hand down her body, Dani licked her lips.

“Help me out of my panties,” she told Puck. “I want you to kneel on the floor as you do so.” Because seeing him down on his knees for her? It just felt so fucking good.

As Puck moved, Dani’s eyes traveled over to Stella where she was lounging on the bed, the post-orgasmic glow enveloping her. Stella’s eyes were on Puck, following the way he got off the bed, the way his hands slid over Dani’s legs, careful and slow but certainly determined to obey the demand of undressing her fully.

Lifting each leg in turn, Dani helped Puck get the lacy panties off her. One of Dani’s hands dropped down to Puck’s hair. “Do you want to taste me?” she asked but it wasn’t a true question. Dani both knew the answer and was going to make him anyway. Still, she wanted to hear just how much Puck wanted this, how much he wanted her.

His head tilted up, cheek leaning into Dani’s touch. “Fuck, I really want to. I want to make you feel good, Miss, please may I? I’ll be so good, I promise. I will do anything.” And oh, Dani didn’t doubt that one bit!

Parting her legs, she nodded, the lower lip briefly sucked between her teeth. “Go on,” she nodded. “Make me moan.”

Puck didn’t hesitate to follow that particular order, not that he’d hesitated to follow any order that Dani had given. Just like he had with Stella, Puck kissed Dani’s thighs, making his way higher. The sensation tingled through her and the anticipation seemed to make Dani even wetter, not that she’d thought that to be even possible at this point, as turned on as she was.

“Oh, fuuuck!” Dani cried the moment Puck’s wet tongue licked between her legs. She was so wet that the pleasure rushed through her almost instantly. Puck’s hands came to brace each side of Dani, fingers gentle but steady. She rocked forward, another string of moans following the first lot.

Puck’s tongue was relentless, lapping faster and harder. It was what Dani wanted, though, she wanted to come against his tongue. She even told him as much, making Puck groan. The sound vibrated through Dani and she gripped his hair harder, looking down at just how great Puck looked like this - on his knees, mouth against her pussy.

“Mmm, isn’t he good?” Stella asked and when Dani looked over to her, it was to see the way one of Stella’s hands had slid between her legs, fingers dipping in and out of her pussy as she watched Dani and Puck together.

Dani could hardly pull her eyes away from Stella but watching Puck felt as good. “Oh, he’s very good.” She nodded. “Fuck, Puck, you’re such a good boy, doing so well,” she praised, earning herself another deep groan that rumbled through her.

Puck also licked up, circling her clit until Dani could hardly contain herself. She screamed as the pleasure crashed through her. Her orgasm made her muscles tense, fingers gripping Puck’s hair even harder until she finally was satisfied. At least for the moment.

“That’s good,” she moaned, pulling his head back and looking down at him. Puck’s mouth was shiny with Dani’s wetness and she grinned at him. “Now I’m going to fuck you,” she informed him, making Puck whimper.

“Yes, Miss,” Puck nodded, making Dani’s smile widen. He was such an obedient boy, she was going to fuck him really hard just to show him how good he was.

“Get on the bed, we’re going to give Stella a nice show,” she told him before glancing at her friend to grin. “Maybe, Stella might even sit on your face for it. Hmm? That’d be very good of her, wouldn’t it.”

That was not a question and, from the way Stella groaned, Dani was sure that she very much enjoyed the suggestion. Puck, too, seemed to, because he climbed up onto the bed very speedily.

Lying down on his back, Puck tilted his head up to look at Stella, eyes cloudy with lust. Dani followed him onto the bed, a hand running over Puck’s side before she pressed him into the mattress. He whined, a clear reminder of just how scarlet she’d left his ass.

Crawling higher up, Dani settled above Puck, reaching between them for his cock. A deep ‘uhhh’ fell from Puck’s lips at the contact but it had nothing on the sounds that followed when Dani led that beautiful dick between her legs.

Stella let her enjoy the expression on Puck’s face before she moved to straddle her boyfriend’s face. Dani grinned at her friend. Stella looked fucking stunning and Dani felt that so did she. Puck reached up to wrap his hands around Stella’s legs, pulling her tighter against him as he tilted his head up to meet her better.

“Mmm, yes,” Stella moaned.

The sounds made Dani even hotter and she couldn’t wait any longer. Beginning to move, she took Puck’s cock all the way in. Slow and steady movements at first. But it didn’t take Dani long before she went faster.

“Uhhh, fuck! Yesyes,” Dani moaned. “Come on, Puck, fuck up into me,” she demanded and instantly Puck did. It gave Dani such a rush of power to know that even like this, he was still trying to please as much as he could.

And oh, please he did!

Stella, too, was moaning louder and louder, the sounds mixing together with Dani’s cries of pleasure. The two women used Puck so well. Dani’s hands fell to his chest, nails scratching over the muscles sharply. It made him fuck up into her even more and Dani met his body with her own hard.

“Ooooh, fuck!” Stella cried, her orgasm visibly exploding through her, every muscle trembling in response. It was the thing that tipped Dani over, too, her ecstasy thrashing through her, muscles tightening.

Yet, Puck kept going, fucking into her as much as he could.

“You’ll have to tell him when he can come,” Stella laughed and Dani’s eyes widened.

“Oh.” She hadn’t even known that that too was within her power. Reaching down, Dani ran her nails sharply over Puck’s sides, sure to cause at least a tinge of pain. “Come for me, Puck, come be a good boy!”

He did come. Hard and fast, deep groans muffled where his face was still between Stella’s legs. Finally, when he was done, both of the women slipped off him. Puck looked spent. But also satisfied.

Dani couldn’t resist grinning at that before she leaned down to kiss him. “You did very well,” she praised and then looked up at Stella. “Thank you.”

The thanks was definitely for letting Dani have this. She hadn’t known just how much she needed it but god, had she. Her whole body felt satisfied in a way that Jameson had never made her feel. Apparently, all Dani needed was a man who’d do exactly as he was told to please her.

Stella reached out to brush a hand over Puck’s chest, a gentle touch. “Well, you know what they say, sharing is caring,” she joked and Puck gave a soft chuckle at that. “And I’m always happy to share with you, Dani,” Stella promised.

It was a promise that Dani was sure she’d ask about later. Right now, though, she wanted to cuddle up next to Puck, with Stella on his other side. Dani’s hand joined Stella’s in running gently over Puck’s body.

He really had done very well and Dani was very curious what else he could do well for her and Stella.


From Behind


Milena was bored.

After scrolling through endless men on not one but two different dating apps, she was beginning to worry that she’d developed some sort of muscle memory for swiping left. It wasn’t even that none of them were appealing, just that none of them seemed to be what she was looking for.

Then, perhaps in somewhat of a desperate-slash-bored attempt to spice things up, Milena opened her profile. Currently, it proclaimed that she was here for a good time if not for a long time, which was certainly true. But it didn’t say what she wanted. So Milena decided to take the risk, seeing no real reason not to.

Just a woman looking for a man willing to go down on his knees for her ;)

That had to be straightforward enough. Milena took a quick selfie of herself doing the best and sexiest winky face to go with the one she’d put on her profile before posting it. She set her phone down and went to get herself a drink.

In some ways, Milena was pretty sure there’d be more replies than she cared for, but in others, it did feel that this might allow her to narrow the men down to those who would do just as she pleased.

When Milena returned to her phone an hour later, there were plenty of matches to choose from. She selected a few, men who seemed to match the kind of aesthetic she found pleasing. No reason not to be picky, Milena figured.

There were a string of messages all amounting to something along the lines of ‘oh wow you’re so hot’ and ‘please let me go down on you (in more ways than one)’. But the one that caught Milena’s attention the most just said ‘Hi, I’ll go down on my knees for you and stay there for as long as you tell me to’.

With a grin, Milena scrolled through the guy’s pictures. Tall, wide-shouldered, precisely the sort of guy Milena had been looking for. And the promise to stay on his knees for her was also very appealing.

The message she sent was pretty straight forward and, within a few exchanges, she and Lance had agreed to meet up. Milena had chosen to go to his place but she’d packed a bag of things they could play with just in case. Lance had admitted that while her profile appealed to him a lot, he didn’t actually have any sort of experience in submitting to a woman.

This, to Milena, was not a problem.

Over the years, she’d played with men with very varied experience levels, and often the ones who had none were the most fun. Milena had always been a sucker for a man who blushed at how much he wanted to submit to her. And she knew she’d hit the jackpot when Lance blushed just at meeting her, his ‘hi’ catching in his throat a little as he let her into his house.

The smirk that played on Milena’s lips wasn’t one she even attempted to hide. Lance looked, if anything, even better in real life! Milena’s body was already heating up at the ideas of what she could do to him.

“No, thank you,” she shook her head when he offered her a drink. “I didn’t really come here for pleasantries.” She smirked.

“Yeah, of course. Um. Do you, fuck... I don’t even know what the right way to go about this is? I’m really excited. But nervous, too. You’re so hot. I can’t believe you’re actually here,” Lance rambled, eyes widening when he realized that’s what he was doing. And there it was again, that blush tinting his cheeks.

Milena couldn’t help but laugh before she reached out to brush a hand over Lance’s arm. “Don’t worry,” she promised. “The beauty of this is that you don’t have to know what to do, all you have to do is follow what I say.”

They’d briefly gone over their soft and hard limits on the app, so Milena felt pretty confident that they could experiment with different things. She didn’t want Lance to have a bad experience by any means, but a bit of a push never hurt anyone. Not in a bad way, anyway!

“I want you to get naked,” she informed Lance. “Right here and right now.” And while he did so, Milena would make herself comfortable in one of the chairs in the living room. The dress she wore clung to her tightly as she moved across the room, taking a seat and facing Lance.

“Now,” she repeated, her tone much more demanding this time around. Lance swallowed visibly, but nodded eagerly.

“Yes... ma’am?” he asked, unsure, hands already going to unbutton his shirt.

“I prefer Miss,” Milena answered easily and Lance nodded.

“Yes, Miss,” he obeyed and that just made Milena’s grin widen. He might be new and inexperienced but there was clearly a very eager desire to obey.

She watched as the buttons came undone one by one. Lance’s pictures hadn’t done him justice; he was absolutely stunning. That made Milena’s pussy wetten, the idea that she got to play with this fine specimen of a man. Licking her lips, she nodded when Lance’s fingers only briefly hesitated at the fastenings of his pants.

Buttons came open and then the zip before he pushed the material off. Milena could tell that Lance wasn’t used to being watched in such a predatory way while getting undressed. But from the way his cock was already half-hard, she knew he enjoyed it. The socks came off pretty quickly, leaving Lance in nothing but the boxers, tented to show her that he was enjoying this.

“All the way, I want to see all of you,” she informed him confidently.

“Yes, Miss.” Lance nodded, making Milena’s smile widen. She would’ve praised him, but Milena was interested to see how much more praise Lance could earn. He was certainly doing a very good job so far.

Her eyes followed the material as it slid lower, Lance’s cock springing free. Milena’s tongue darted out to wet her lips again. She wanted to hear what Lance would sound like if she ran that tongue over his cock, made him get harder by doing so. But then, Milena also had some other ideas about how Lance could get hard.

“Now you can go down on your knees for me,” Milena said and Lance nodded.

When he did go down to his knees it was with a soft thud as he hit the carpet. He looked fucking stunning, breath slightly quick with excitement, no doubt.

Parting her legs, Milena dragged her hand over her inner thigh, both leisurely and demonstratively. The way Lance’s eyes focused on the action made her grin even more. “You like what you see?” she asked, knowing very well what the answer would be.

“Fuck, yes,” he breathed. “You’re so hot. I... what do I do now? What do you want? I want to please you.” The words were so needy, but Milena loved it. The desire to please was something that got Milena very hot in a man and Lance was certainly not letting her down so far.

“You can crawl over here,” she told him, parting her legs more. “And help me out of these panties.” Milena had considered going commando, but she very much enjoyed the thrill that went through her at the thought of being stripped and served.

Lance, of course, didn’t hesitate even for a second before he crawled over to her. It was fun to see, too, especially knowing he’d never done this for someone else. His muscles shifted so beautifully as he crawled, the knees careful not to drag against the carpet.

When he got to her, Lance leaned back on his heels, eyes already so dark with lust. Milena pulled her hand back, dragging the hem of her skirt higher up. “Go on,” she encouraged. Lance nodded, fingers sliding up Milena’s calves.

His touch was gentle, sending soft shivers through Milena. Warm hands slid up her thighs and under the skirt of her dress. Lance gave a soft groan when he felt the lace of her panties against his fingers, making Milena rock forward into his touch.

She had to lift herself so Lance could pull the material over her ass, but once she had, Milena settled back into the chair. Lance went slowly, dragging the lace down her legs and then waiting patiently for Milena to lift her feet from the ground so he could get her panties off fully.

He carefully set the material down, hands falling to his sides. Lance’s eyes met Milena’s as he awaited more instructions. Milena took her time. She knew exactly what she wanted Lance to do, but she also wanted to drag this out. To make them kneel there for her, knowing her pussy was so close, close enough to touch, and yet he couldn’t do anything she didn’t want him to, didn’t allow him to.

But, Milena did want to see just what that mouth could do.

So, parting her lips, she smirked down at Lance.

“Make me come,” she instructed. “Start with your mouth only. I will tell you when you may use your hands, too.” Milena very much anticipated that she would want Lance to use his hands but she also wanted to first see just how good he could make her feel with his mouth only.

Lance nodded, almost as if to confirm that these were instructions he understood and was willing to follow. His mouth was, if anything, even hotter against Milena’s thighs than his hands had been.

A string of kisses led his way up and Milena hitched her skirt higher. She wanted to see Lance, she wanted to watch his beautiful face between her legs. And Milena certainly wasn’t left disappointed. Lance licked between her legs, sliding his tongue through her wetness. He groaned at how eager he found her and Milena moaned in return.

She pressed her spine harder against the back of the chair, body rocking forward to meet Lance’s mouth. His tongue was working its magic, circling Milena’s clit to get soft little moans from her.

“Mmm, yes,” she cried.

Milena’s hips bucked up and Lance leaned into her. His tongue lapped harder and faster before slowing just as Milena’s orgasm built. He teased her and Milena would have laughed, had her breath not caught instead as Lance’s tongue slid inside her.

He licked her deeply before moving back to her clit. The pleasure rocked through Milena faster and faster, but she wasn’t ready for her orgasm to overtake her yet.

One of her hands fell to Lance’s hair and she gave it a light tug. “Use your fingers now,” she instructed. Lance moaned against her pussy, sending vibrations through Milena. His fingers joined his tongue. Where it had licked the way, Lance pressed two fingers at once inside Milena.

Curling them, he fucked her gently while his tongue focused on her clit, swirling around it over and over again until Milena’s body thrashed against the chair, pleasure taking over every part of her.

“Yes!” she screamed. “Oh fuck! Yes! Ahhh!” And just like that, her orgasm exploded through her, tingling its way into every muscle until Milena could do little but give into it. Lance licked her through it all and it was only when she gave his hair a harder tug, dragging him out from between her legs, that he stopped.

Lance’s face was wet from Milena’s juices and his eyes were absolutely cloudy with what Milena recognized as a very submissive look. He looked fucking gorgeous and Milena could hardly wait to see how much more subby he could make him.

“Good boy,” she praised instinctively and Lance gave such a beautiful whimper.

No one, Milena was sure, had ever called him a good boy before. She planned to make sure he would always want to earn that praise.

Reaching forward, Milena slid a hand over Lance’s cheek, her thumb dragging through the wetness her pussy had left there. “I’m going to fuck you so well, sweetheart,” she told him. “On that couch right there. I’m going to bend you over it and I’m going to fuck you.”

Lance’s breath caught at that but he didn’t object.

If anything, his expression became even more eager.

“Yes, Miss.” He nodded then. “Please, Miss.” And those were certainly the sort of things Milena wanted to hear. Precisely the kind of things that would earn Lance more praise. But also a good fucking.

“Get on the couch,” she told him.

Lance scampered over, he didn’t stand up, but his crawling had become a lot more dazed. Milena couldn’t fault that, not when he submitted to her so beautifully. Once on the couch, Lance settled on all fours, turning to Milena as if to ask if this was what she wanted.

“Yes,” she hummed. “Very nice. Now watch me.” Once his eyes were on her - not that Milena expected them to be anywhere else - she slid down the zipper on her dress, letting it fall to the floor. She wasn’t wearing a bra, which meant that the material left her fully naked for Lance to enjoy.

From the little groan that he gave, Milena knew he was. Now that his eyes were focused on her, Milena moved over to the bag she’d set down when arriving. She’d hardly come empty-handed! And she wanted to see that expression on Lance’s face when he saw just what she’d brought along with her.

The strap-on came out first, mostly because Milena wanted to see the way Lance’s eyes would widen when he saw it. She wasn’t disappointed, a smirk almost instantly settling on her lips.

“I’ll be gentle,” she promised, amusement clear in her tone.

It wasn’t the only thing Milena got out of her bag. A bottle of lube and a plug joined her. She set the plug down on the coffee table before going about getting herself into the harness of the strapon. Once it was on, she swayed her hips so the silicone cock would bounce a little.

“Nervous?” she asked a little teasingly.

Lance swallowed, tongue darting out to wet his lips before he nodded. “Yeah. Yeah, really nervous,” he admitted. “But... I want to.” And yeah, Milena knew he did. Even from this angle, she could see how rock-hard Lance’s cock was even at the idea of what Milena was going to do to him.

Moving onto the couch, Milena reached out to run a hand over Lance’s ass. It was a very nice ass. She told him as much, making Lance blush lightly. “I really will be gentle,” she promised. “You’ll enjoy yourself.” Milena had absolutely no doubt of that.

She started by squeezing the lube out on her fingers and then also between Lance’s ass cheeks. He might be a virgin at this, but Milena definitely was not. She knew just how to get Lance absolutely begging her to fuck him.

His body shook with the gentle whimper that escaped him at the first touch of Milena’s fingers. She rubbed the lube against his asshole, not pushing past it just yet. Instead, she teased him, his nerves there no doubt so sensitive. The whimpers that she earned in response made it all the better.

When she did push her fingertip past the rim, Lance gave a rather loud groan. Milena went slowly, easing her way in before pulling back out. She hardly wanted to overwhelm Lance, much preferring to work her way up to it.

Milena repeated the action, finger going slightly deeper this time before she pulled back again. Where Lance’s breath was coming in slow, deep groans, it slowly began to change from sounding perhaps somewhat nervous to pure enjoyment.

It was then that Milena added a second finger.

“Oh fuck,” Lance groaned. His hands tightened against the sofa. Milena paused, letting him adjust. “Fuck, please,” he breathed. “I can take it, please.” The begging certainly made Milena’s body heat up even more. But it was nothing in comparison to how hot Lance’s little groans made her. He sounded so fucking good and she was barely even getting started!

While she didn’t go faster, not yet anyway, Milena did go deeper. Her fingers slid in further, curling just enough to make Lance take a deep inhale before she pulled her fingers back out again. Not fully, but enough to make the re-entry noticeable.

Slowly, his muscles began to relax around Milena’s fingers so she began to move them a bit faster. There was a steady pace to her movement, one thrust after another, repeated over and over again.

Once Lance was used to it, his groans and moans becoming those of steady enjoyment, Milena pressed a third finger in. She stretched Lance out, scissoring her fingers and pressing them back together.

“Uhhhh,” he groaned, rocking back against her hand.

“Mmm, no. I want you to stay still for me. Be a good boy, hold still and let me fuck you however I choose,” Milena said and Lance groaned again, but he did stop trying to fuck himself against her fingers.

“Yes, Miss,” he breathed instead, making Milena grin.

“Such an obedient boy, so good for me,” she praised.

When Lance cried out again, Milena wasn’t sure if it was at what her fingers were doing or the praise she was offering, but whatever it was, it made her grin. She began to move her fingers in and out of Lance faster, driving them deeper with every thrust. The groans she received in return made her want to do even more.

And luckily for her, she certainly could.

Leaning forward, Milena pressed her mouth against the back of Lance’s neck. “I’m going to fuck you so well,” she whispered harshly. “Going to make you love it so much.” And he was already enjoying this, so Milena didn’t think she was going to struggle.

The strap-on pressed against Lance’s ass cheek and Milena rocked into him. “You ready for my cock, baby? Going to let me show you just how great it feels to get fucked?”

“Fuck,” Lance breathed. “I... I think so. I’m... will you go slowly?” he asked, sounding both nervous and excited. Milena grinned, her free hand stroking over his ass before she gave it a squeeze.

“I will be gentle,” she promised. “And you can always tell me to go slower.” Milena understood that this was a first for Lance and she planned to make him fucking love it.

Withdrawing her fingers, Milena gave a soft moan in response to the almost primal whine Lance gave at the loss of contact. Oh, she was going to fill him up in no time. With more lube on the strap-on, Milena pressed the tip of her silicone dick against Lance’s opening.

“Uhh,” he whined, but she didn’t let him overthink it. Milena pressed past the rim, she’d stretched him out a bit, but the strap-on was still thicker than her fingers. Also longer. As she pushed deeper, Milena went slow.

She stroked a hand over Lance’s spine, stopping when she reached the base. “You’re doing really well, baby,” she promised. “Such a nice ass you’ve got. I love how you’re letting me fill it up. Letting me push my cock inside you nice and slow. Going to let me fuck you, going to scream for me.”

And Milena did very much plan to make those things happen.

But first, she was going to take her time to let Lance get adjusted to the strap-on. They had no need to rush. So Milena pulled back again. Not so far that the strap-on would slide out, but enough that, when she drove her cock forward, Lance responded with a deep groan. But before he had a chance to gather his breath back, Milena pulled back and pushed in again.

Her movements were still slow but they were becoming more deliberate, steadier. When she pushed in again, Milena went deeper before stopping. She repeated the action over and over again, going a little deeper each time until all she was getting from Lance were those beautiful whimpers.

When Milena’s hips finally pressed against Lance’s ass, going in deep enough for him to take the whole dick, she breathed out noisily.

“Fuck, you look so good,” Milena told Lance.

He really did. All needy and wanting under her. The noises he made were making Milena’s pussy practically throb with desire. She fucked into Lance steadily, making sure to get a groan from him every time she drove her cock in deeper. When his breathing was almost stable, Milena increased her pace.

“Ahhh, fuck!” Lance cried but it was certainly in pleasure. Milena focused on that, making sure to rock her hips just right as she fucked him.

“How do you like it? Tell me, I want to hear you say it,” Milena encouraged.

It took Lance a moment, and a few more breaths, before he spoke. “Fuck, it feels... good. It feels so fucking good. I love having you fuck me,” he whimpered. As a reward for doing just as she’d told him, Milena fucked Lance even faster.

His body moved against the bed and then one hand disappeared under him. From the deep moan that Lance gave, Milena knew his fingers had wrapped around his cock. She reached around, slapping his hand lightly.

“No, not allowed,” she told him.

Even without seeing Lance’s face, she knew his eyes must have widened in realization. “I’m s-s-sorry, Miss,” he breathed.

“Your cock is mine, got it?” Milena asked and, to emphasize her point, fucked into Lance hard. It made him give a noise that was a mix between a moan and a whimper.

“Yes, Miss. All yours,” he agreed.

“That’s right,” Milena hummed. With both of her hands coming to grip Lance’s hips, she began to fuck him even harder. Lance leaned forward, his hands now gripping the couch, Milena knew he was trying not to touch himself because she’d told him he wasn’t to do so. She fucked him over and over again.

Finally, the sounds from Lance were almost becoming too much. Milena’s whole body was pulsating with arousal. She loved hearing him and she wanted some of that pleasure all for herself.

Pulling back, Milena let the cock slide out of Lance, making him cry out. “Shh,” she hummed, stroking a palm over his back. “We’re not done yet,” she promised. Milena unclipped the harness, letting it fall while she reached for the plug she’d brought out with her.

Lubing it up, Milena pressed it against Lance’s hole. It was thicker than the strapon had been, but having been fucked so thoroughly, Lance’s body easily let her push it inside him. Once the bass was snuggly in place, Milena grinned.

“Gonna leave you all plugged up for me,” she grinned, slapping Lance’s ass. “How does it feel?”

Lance glanced over his shoulder at Milena and even from the expression in his eyes, Milena knew that it must’ve felt pretty good. He gave a deep breath before nodding.

“I feel... full,” Lance murmured. That also made Milena grin. She certainly wanted him to feel full! It was why she’d picked a plug as big as the one she had. Not too big for someone like Lance, but something he would certainly feel.

“Get down on the floor,” she told him. “I want you to make me come, I want you to lick out all this wetness you’ve made.” With that, Milena parted her legs as she settled on the couch, her pussy exposed to Lance. “Lick it well,” she smirked. He had already done a great job at making her come once, now Milena was ready for that to happen all over again.

When Lance dropped to his knees it was with a deep groan. Milena knew the plug in his ass must’ve made itself known. It thrilled her that even without actively fucking him, Milena was still making Lance give those lovely sounds.

The way he glanced up at her, eyes so clouded with lust and want, but also submissiveness, it made Milena’s body even more eager. She gave him a nod, implying encouragement. It seemed to work, because Lance leaned in to drag his tongue over her inner thigh. Unlike last time, Lance didn’t take long before his mouth was against Milena’s pussy. That was for the best, too, since she felt a lot more like she needed to come now.

Lance’s tongue felt amazing as it licked inside of Milena, her liquids practically pooling there. At discovering just how wet fucking him had made her, Lance groaned. Milena smirked, pleased that he could tell that she’d loved it. She rocked against his mouth, one hand dropping down so Milena could run her fingers through Lance’s hair.

“Make me come,” she instructed. Milena wasn’t in the mood for teasing. She was in the mood to feel her orgasm crash over her and that was precisely what she was going to make Lance do.

He took the order well. Tongue sliding up until it could press against Milena’s clit, lapping over it again and again. He went faster with every sharp inhale of Milena’s breath until all she could do was grip her free hand against the couch, rocking forward to fuck herself harder against Lance’s face.

“Yesyesyes!” she cried. “Uhhh, fuck! Come on, go faster! Yes! I’m so close,” Milena moaned. Her whole body was tightening, muscles edging closer and closer. She wanted Lance to get her there, to tip her over that sweet edge. With the hand in his hair, Milena pressed Lance’s mouth harder against her pussy, her thighs tightening around him.

“Uhhhh!” she whined. “Fuuuck!” And then her orgasm exploded through her, just as Milena had desired. It tingled through her, reaching every part of her body, making her rock against Lance faster.

It was in the after-throes that she pushed him back. “Fuck, you look good,” she moaned. He really did, chin shiny from her pussy. “How’s that plug in your ass doing?” Milena smirked.

There was, even now, even this far in, a light blush that tinted Lance’s cheeks and if anything that made Milena’s grin wider even more.

“It’s... it feels really full,” Lance told her. “Every time I move, I can feel it. It’s like you’re still fucking me,” he told her with a soft groan. That was precisely what Milena wanted to hear, too.

“Wonder how it’ll feel when you fuck me,” she hummed and Lance’s eyes widened. Milena laughed, giving a nod. “Oh yes, I want that as well,” she said, smirking. Milena was going to get all the things she wanted out of tonight and Lance was going to provide them to her.

Not that she imagined he had any objections to that!

“Come on,” Milena nodded. “I want to feel your dick inside me.” And oh did she! Lance’s cock was so hard, all for her. Milena planned to take all advantage of that. “Get up,” she told him. “And fuck me. Start slow and if you’re good at it, I’ll let you fuck me faster.”

Lance nodded, like he was determined to earn being allowed to fuck Milena faster. From what he’d showed her so far, Milena did not doubt that he’d do a very good job of it, too.

Standing up, Lance moved in closer to Milena. Still, it was her who reached out to wrap her fingers around his cock. Lance’s deep groan in response was a great reaction and Milena could hardly wait to find out what he sounded like with her pussy around him. She wouldn’t have to wait for long!

Leading that beautiful cock to her pussy, Milena let Lance slide inside her slowly.

“Uhh, fuck,” he groaned at the same time as Milena gave a deep moan. Her pussy was so desperate to get fucked, but she wanted to have Lance do it slowly. She wanted him to earn the privilege of fucking her faster.

The orders she’d given were clearly something that Lance wanted to follow, because he moved at a very steady pace, but it was hardly fast. Just a slow in and out, going deeper each time just like Milena had done when she’d fucked him.

Because she could, Milena reached around, her hand pressing against the base of the plug inside Lance’s ass.

“Fuuck!!” he cried, hips snapping forward fast. But he seemed to realize his mistake, because Lance whimpered before returning to his former pace. It did, of course, mean that every time he moved back, Milena could press against the plug more. “Uhh, god, you feel so good,” he moaned.

“Fuck me a little faster,” Milena instructed.

Lance took the challenge on. His hips drove into her faster, but not by much. His control was impressive and knowing it was all for Milena made her all the hotter. “And faster again,” she told him but her hand never moved away from the plug, making sure that however fast Lance fucked her, she fucked him too.

“Oh, god, fuck, fuck,” Lance groaned with every thrust. “I’m so close, fuck.” Milena could tell he was trying to hold off, though. Again, for her. She hadn’t told him he could come.

But Milena did want him to. She wanted to feel him, but she also wanted to know it was her fucking him that got him there. So she shifted, to make sure she had an even better angle to press the plug inside Lance’s ass, moving it every time he fucked out of her.

“Come on, then, come for me. Show me how much you’re such a good little slut, how much you love getting fucked in the ass,” Milena told him.

It was all it took, Lance’s orgasm exploding through him and inside Milena.

“Ahhh, fuck!” he cried loudly, hips snapping forward. But this time, Milena pressed harder against the plug making sure he felt her work in making him come so well.

When he was done, Lance collapsed against her and the couch, doing a good job of supporting his weight so as to not press against her too much.

“Fuck,” he breathed, mouth against Milena’s neck. Milena laughed at that, a soft chuckle. Her hand traveled over Lance’s ass and then up his back.

“Good job,” she praised. “Such a good boy for me,” she moaned. When Lance’s softening cock slid out from her they both gave a low groan. Milena grinned up at Lance, his face looking so soft, the submissiveness relaxing his whole body.

He pulled back, but it was only to drop down to his knees in front of Milena. It was impossible not to smile down at him. “That position suits you,” she informed him, parting her legs once again. “Go on, you may lick your cum out of me,” she smirked.

Lance’s eyes widened, but his tongue also darted out before he nodded.

Milena leaned back into the couch. “You’re not to make me come again until you’re hard once again,” she informed him. “But you are to lick me out until then.” The challenge made Lance’s eyes go even wider but he gave another nod.

“Yes, Miss,” he murmured, before going to work.

Oh, Milena really had chosen very well. Later, she’d fuck him all over again and by the time the morning came, Lance would always want to go down on his knees for a woman, she was certain.


Taking her in Front of Him


As a general rule, Piper didn’t play with couples. But to all rules there were exceptions and her exception were Jim and Venus. She’d met them a few years back at a play party and had fallen in fascination with them. Both Jim and Venus were switches. That seemed to work really well for them. Piper had experienced both of them as the more dominant partner, which was fun to see.

That wasn’t what Piper enjoyed the most, though. Whenever they played together, her favorite thing was seeing how responsive Venus was to her and how much Jim enjoyed it. She had a special treat for them tonight and grinned at Venus when she opened the front door to let Piper in.

“Hey,” they greeted with a light kiss before Venus led Piper deeper into the house. “I hope you’re excited for tonight,” Piper said almost teasingly. She had no doubt that Venus was. She was a very eager play partner.

“Of course,” Venus answered, giving a smirk which made Piper lick her own lips in appreciation. “Just ask Jim, I’ve been interrupting him every five minutes.”

From the living room, Piper heard an affirming chuckle from Jim. He rose from the couch, setting down the controller of his video game console before he crossed to press a kiss against Piper’s cheek.

Jim might seem more laid back about her arrival. But Piper knew only too well how much excitement could hide beneath his calm exterior.

“She really has,” he confirmed. “She said something about a special treat?”

“Oh, yes,” Piper confirmed with a grin, holding up the bag she’d brought with her. “I’ve brought treats,” she informed them both. “Well, treats for me!” She grinned. Piper always came prepared. She planned out the scenes but she never shared the full plans with either Jim or Venus. They didn’t require her to, both enjoying the surprise, which suited Piper very well.

Jim leaned forward as if he was going to try to peek into the bag but then grinned at her instead. “Well, we do love treats for you,” he joked. Except Piper knew it wasn’t entirely said in jest; they both did. “Are they now treats or can we entice you to have a glass of wine?” he asked.

“I could have a glass of wine first, catch up a little.” Piper nodded.

Twenty minutes later and half a glass in, everyone was much more relaxed, no awkwardness left. “So what is it that you have planned for tonight?” Jim asked. Before Piper could answer, he rushed in. “Or rather, what would you like to do?” he corrected, the smile on his lips a mix between naughty and eager.

Piper laughed, setting her glass down. “I’d like you to take a chair to your bedroom. We’ll start with that.”

Jim raised an eyebrow, sharing his look of surprise with Venus. “Whatever you say.” And oh, yes, that was one of the things Piper loved about Jim. He might have questions about her orders, but he was very good at keeping them to himself.

Moving through to the dining area, Jim hefted a chair up against his chest. The muscles in his arms shifted beautifully as they wrapped around it. He carefully crossed the room towards the door.

“Mmm, he looks good,” Venus sighed happily. “Is there anything you want me to do?”

“Oh, many things,” Piper assured, reaching out to brush a hand over her side. “First, let’s follow Jim up.” She abandoned her glass of wine in favor of taking Venus’s hand and letting her lead them upstairs. Jim had placed the chair across from the bed exactly the way she had wanted him to, even without being instructed about the specifics.

Letting go of Venus, Piper closed the distance between her and Jim, reaching up to brush a hand over his cheek. “Good boy,” she praised easily, before glancing over her shoulder at Venus. “I want you to strip him.”

Venus grinned. “Oh, yes, please!” She and Jim lived together, she probably saw him naked every day. And yet, her excitement to follow Piper’s orders radiated off her in waves. In her heels, she was almost as tall as Jim. She pressed a greedy kiss against his lips even as her fingers danced down the buttons of his shirt.

Taking a seat on the chair, Piper crossed one stockinged leg over the other, letting the couple put on a show for her benefit. Venus worked each button open, scattering the exposed skin with licks and nibbles while Jim squirmed. The outline of his hardening cock tented his pants, but neither Piper nor Venus called any attention to it.

Jim turned to help Venus but didn’t attempt to actually remove any of his own clothes. Piper loved watching them work together. It was easy to see how well they must play with just the two of them. Piper was excited to be allowed in. Not just that, but to have them follow exactly what she said!

Dropping to her knees, Venus reached up to undo Jim’s belt. She slid the material off slowly, grinning up at him at how hard his cock already was. They’d hardly even started; Piper was pleased that Jim was already interested. And he didn’t even know what Piper had in store for him!

She waited for Venus to strip Jim fully, leaving him hard and wanting with her still kneeling in front of him. Piper could easily demand that Venus use her mouth to make Jim moan. But she had much more interesting plans!

Standing up, Piper nodded at the chair. “I want you to sit, Jim,” she told him. Walking over to her bag, Piper didn’t take long to find the restraints she’d brought with her. “Venus?” she said, holding them out to the other woman. “You’re going to tie Jim to the chair.”

“Oooh!” Venus’s enthusiasm was immediate. They’d never done anything quite like this before, not when all three of them were together. Piper had plenty of experience tying men up on her own.

She watched, tongue darting over her lips as Jim eagerly took his seat. She knew him well enough to read the slight shade of nervousness in his eyes. But he trusted her - and Piper was going to make sure that Jim enjoyed himself.

Squatting down behind him, Venus looped the rope around Jim’s arms. “Will you help me with the knots?” she asked, looking up at Piper. “I don’t want to make them too tight.”

“I will,” Piper promised with a smile. She always enjoyed teaching these sorts of things. She especially enjoyed showing them to Venus. While Venus was always submissive to Piper, she wasn’t always submissive to Jim. This was a way that they could dominate him together.

Moving in closer, Piper watched as Venus looped the ropes before showing her how to make the knot tight and secure but also to be sure that it wouldn’t cut into Jim’s skin. “You want to be gentle but firm with it,” Piper advised. “Make sure he’s tied up well but not in a way that will leave marks.” Unless, of course, they wanted marks, but there were safer ways to achieve that end.

Venus leaned close, her breasts brushing warmly against Piper’s arm through the fabric of her shirt. She watched, so concentrated that her mouth opened a little, tongue resting on her lower lip. “I see,” she confirmed, making the next knot slowly enough for Piper to watch.

Jim groaned, startling Venus out of her intense focus. “Oh!” She sat back, a grin curving her pretty pink lips. “I think he likes it. Don’t you, baby?”

Together, they watched as Jim tested his strength against the ropes. The knots held, rubbing lightly across his skin as he shifted and twisted. “Fuck,” he cried out. “Yeah, I like it a lot!”

Piper grinned at that. “Good,” she commented. It was good. Of course, if Jim had turned out not to like it all that much, she’d still keep him tied up! But him enjoying it was an added bonus. “I want his legs tied, too,” Piper told Venus, smirking when the woman dropped to her knees to follow her instructions.

It made Jim groan again. “You like that?” Piper asked. “Like seeing Venus down on her knees in front of you? Knowing that you can’t touch her?” Jim pulled against the restraints as if to try. That just made Piper smile wider.

Venus added her own moan, leaning into Jim’s legs as she fastened the rope securely around them. “I like it,” she breathed, the wicked glitter in her eyes making Jim’s chest heave.

“Fuck,” he muttered. “Yeah, fuck. I like knowing I can’t touch either of you. And I like how much Venus likes it, too.” His cock bobbed, hard and gleaming at the tip to show Piper just how true his words were.

Venus didn’t rise, tilting her chin so her gaze included both Jim and Piper as she asked. “What next?”

“Get up,” Piper told Venus, holding her hand out so she could help her. The other woman straightened her dress. Piper took her hand, pulling her back a bit. “Doesn’t he look good?” she hummed, moving behind Venus, her hands running over Venus’s sides. Piper leaned in to graze her teeth over the soft skin of Venus’s neck.

It made another deep moan bubble up from Venus and, in turn, triggered one from Jim, too. Piper grinned, pulling Venus’s dress up. She exposed her legs a bit, just teasingly enough to make sure that Jim’s eyes followed the movements.

His tongue darted out, wetting his lips as eagerly as if the two women stood naked in front of him. And oh, they would soon enough! Taking her hint from Piper, Venus leaned back, hands sliding over the front of her dress. Each one circled, teasing, before cupping her generous breasts.

With a loud moan, Venus rubbed her thumbs over her nipples, making them stand up proudly even through the layers of fabric. “He looks delicious,” she breathed, tipping her head back so the words were for Piper’s ears only. “I want to play with him!”

“Maybe later,” Piper hummed, like she didn’t already know exactly what she wanted to happen as they proceeded. “First, we’ll make him so very jealous!” She grinned. Turning Venus around in her arms, she crushed her lips against hers, tongue licking into her mouth to make her moan into the kiss.

When she pulled back, it was to grin at Venus. “You may now strip me, too,” she told the other woman. “And feel free to use your mouth if you’d like to,” Piper added, a smirk playing on her lips. “Make Jim wish he’d be the one taking my clothes off.”

Venus’s eyes sparkled as she immediately ran her hands over Piper’s curves. “I already wish it could be me,” Jim assured, leaning forward against the confines of the rope.

Venus grinned, turning her head to watch him with a smirk. “Trying to get as close to the action as possible?” she teased, tongue darting over her lips. She slipped Piper’s blouse free of the skirt, her fingers warm as she skated them up over Piper’s stomach.

When she reached Piper’s breasts, plucking lightly at the nipples, Piper gave a dramatic sigh of pleasure.

In turn, Jim groaned. Both women smiled. This was just with Piper’s blouse off! There were so many more pieces of clothing to still remove. Venus, too, seemed amused by Jim’s enthusiasm. And she contributed plenty of her own! She kissed down Piper’s chest, teasing her nipple through the bra as she brushed her blouse fully off.

Next came the zipper on Piper’s skirt. Venus let the material drop down to the floor and, in turn, Piper took a step closer so she could step out of it. It left her in her underwear and stockings, heels still on. Venus’s tongue darted out to wet her lips before she smiled at Piper, dropping down to her knees.

“Mmm, such a sight,” Piper praised, reaching out to brush her hand over Venus’s hair. “Doesn’t she look lovely, Jim?” she asked, turning her head towards him, still tied so perfectly to the chair.

He hardly knew who to watch, his gaze flitting between Piper’s breasts and the sight of Venus at her feet. “You look more than lovely,” Venus praised, working her hands up the backs of Piper’s calves, cupping each one so carefully that the touch sent shudders down Piper’s spine.

Slowly, Venus lifted each of Piper’s feet, setting her shoes neatly to one side. Leaning close, her breath brushed the inside of Piper’s thigh as she guided the stockings down her leg inch by deliberate inch.

Her touch felt even better against Piper’s bare skin, making her whole body heat up as she helped wiggle her feet free.

Just having Venus kneel in front of her like this would have been hot enough! Seeing Jim watch them with such desire in his eyes just made it all the better. All of Venus’s attention was on Piper. She set the stockings aside, leaning close to press a line of kisses against Piper’s inner thigh. Parting her legs, Piper stroked Venus’s hair again.

Venus stood once more, reaching to undo Piper’s bra. When she pulled the material off, it was to replace it with her mouth. “Ahh, fuck,” Piper moned when Venus sucked one of her nipples between her teeth. Pleasure shot through her, making Piper grip Venus’s hair tighter. “Mmm, just like that, yeah. Good girl,” she praised.

A flush of pleasure bloomed on Venus’s cheeks, even as she sucked harder at Piper’s nipple. Heat swirled through Piper’s body as her nails dug into Venus’s hips. She was wearing far too many clothes! But that could be addressed once Venus had finished the task that Piper had set her.

Without lifting her mouth from Piper’s breast, Venus slipped her hands down Piper’s back. Reaching her ass, she squeezed it playfully before hooking her fingers under the waistband. She pushed the panties down, finally letting go of Piper’s nipple so she could kneel at her feet to help pull the material all the way off.

Looking up, she licked her lips. “Fuck, I could keep putting my mouth on you all day,” she breathed. Jim whined, sounding wrecked already!

Much to her credit, Venus seemed to ignore him completely. That just made Piper feel even more powerful. Seeing Venus so easily tease Jim without giving him any attention was very sexy. When she told the other woman as much, Venus grinned up at her. She knew, of course, which made the whole affair even hotter.

Piper glanced at Jim, smirking slightly. “Don’t worry, I’ll have you watch her put her mouth on me, too,” she teased, pulling Venus back up with a hand against her upper arm. “First, though,” she told the other woman. “I’m going to get you naked, too. Turn around so you’re facing Jim. I want him to have the best seat in the house.”

Venus turned easily in her hands, her body swaying to the beat of some imagined music. Piper loved watching the way her hips moved, accentuating the curve of her waist. Piper slipped her hands up Venus’s thighs, lifting the dress once more to give Jim a flash of skin.

A moan vibrated through Venus’s body, her hands lifting to palm at her breasts. Jim groaned, his own hands curling into fists as he fought the urge to reach for her. As Piper moved in even closer, Venus arched her back, pressing her ass against Piper’s hips.

Pulling the dress up even more, Piper worked the material off, making Venus lift her arms so she could remove the dress fully. It left her in her beautifully red bra and panties. The lace made her look even sexier, but Piper wanted to get that off, too. Her hands slid over Venus’s sides, making the other woman lean into her.

Piper moved in to give Venus’s neck a small bite and make her moan as she did so. “Mmm, doesn’t she sound good?” she asked Jim. “She loves having her ear nibbled, doesn’t she?” Of course, Jim knew that already; he’d been the one to tell Piper just how to make Venus moan. As a reward, Piper undid the clip on Venus’s bra, letting her breasts bounce free, exposed to Jim’s gaze.

His breath caught, eyes going dark with lust as he watched. Venus let her hands fall to her sides, putting her body on show even as Piper’s fingers skimmed down her ribs. “Fuck, I’m so wet,” she breathed. “I love how he watches me, like he can’t take his eyes off me.”

She squirmed against Piper’s body, biting back a moan as Piper dragged her panties down. Just as she’d said, they were soaked. Piper teased her fingers up Venus’s thighs, never quite touching where she wanted her most.

“I want to taste you so badly,” Jim groaned. “Both of you. Please.” But he didn’t beg very hard. He loved being tied up, subject to whatever Venus and Piper decided.

“Oh, I’m sure you do.” Piper smirked. “Look at how hard he is, Venus, look at how much he wants us,” she murmured against Venus’s neck. Her tongue slid over the hot skin, teasing behind Venus’s earlobe until she earned another deep moan. “Bet you want to taste me, too...”

Taking a step back, Piper sat down at the end of the bed, parting her legs to give both Venus and Jim the perfect view of her pussy. She slid one hand over her thighs. “Come on, Venus, show Jim just what he’s missing out on.”

Venus dropped immediately to her knees, breasts bouncing enticingly. As she crawled across the floor, Piper felt herself get even wetter, so eager was she to have Venus’s talented mouth between her legs. Venus’s whole body swayed as she crawled, until finally, she knelt at Piper’s feet, smirking up at her.

Leaning in, she peppered Piper’s sensitive inner thighs with kisses, and even a light bite which drew a hiss from Piper’s lips. Jim struggled against the ropes behind her, twisting to get the best possible angle from which to watch.

Venus’s tongue was like a flame against Piper’s skin, scalding hot as it licked a line up her thigh. Finally, as Piper wound her fingers in Venus’s hair, she felt the flick of heat against her pussy. Venus licked enthusiastically, exploring every inch.

“Ah, fuck!” Piper cried. She pushed down, trying to ride Venus’s face and get her to lick faster. Venus didn’t. Instead, she was slow and careful. If Piper had demanded she go faster, Venus would, but Piper enjoyed her setting the pace. Her body trembled with pleasure as louder and louder cries escaped her lips.

Turning her head, Piper’s eyes met Jim’s. She saw the way he followed Venus’s movements, but also struggled to decide just what to focus on. He tugged against the ropes again, giving a soft whine when he couldn’t move. His cock was so hard, precum leaking out.

“Mmm,” Piper moaned. “He loves seeing you make me moan,” she told Venus, her hand tugging lightly against the other woman’s hair. “Don’t you, Jim? Do you love seeing Venus like this? On her knees, pleasuring me?”

Jim’s answering cry was wordless, his attention so focused on the show Venus was putting on that it took a moment for him to remember how to speak. When he did, his voice was low and rough. The sound sent shivers through Piper’s body, contrasting deliciously with the heat that radiated from between her legs.

“Fuck, you look so good, both of you.” Piper arched her back, lifting her hips to get even closer to the source of the pleasure that pounded through her. “I want to join you, want to lie under you and lick your pussy while you’re eating Piper out.”

Venus moaned, the sound traveling through Piper’s body as a thrilling buzz of vibration.

Once again, Jim strained against the ropes and then whined, as if he’d forgotten he couldn’t actually break free. It made Piper’s body heat up to know that they’d tied Jim up, that he had no choice but to watch. Venus, too, was unquestionably aroused by the prospect, if her dedication to eating Piper out was any indication.

“Oh fuck!” Piper cried. “Fuck, yes, yes, uhhh,” she moaned louder and louder, rocking more into Venus. “Come on, make me come! I want you to make me come!” she demanded. From behind Venus, Jim groaned again, nodding his head like somehow that was going to spur Venus to make Piper come faster.

And even though Venus couldn’t see Jim, she did speed up. Her tongue lapped over Piper’s clit, alternating between long drags and tight little flicks. Piper never knew quite what was coming. The building anticipation turned made her stomach swoop, every pass of Venus’s tongue lighting her up inside.

“Fuck, I want to touch you. Or myself. Or something.” Jim’s voice was desperate, the frustrated passion making Piper even more feverish. Venus’s tongue stiffened to a point, running circles around her clit until pleasure stormed through Piper’s veins in one great rush.

She cried out, muscles tightening. Her thighs clenched around Venus’s ears, holding her in place as her mouth licked through the throes of Piper’s orgasm.

She rocked as much as she could while still keeping Venus’s mouth in place. All the muscles in her body tensed and then relaxed again. Pleasure vibrated through her. “Mmm,” she sighed happily. “That was very good, Venus,” Piper praised. Venus, in turn, pulled back, her wide smile wet from Piper’s juices.

“You’re a good girl, Venus. So good at making me come,” Piper carried on, enjoying how pleased Venus looked at the compliment. “Come on up, I want you to face Jim and let me make you come,” she told her, shifting back on the bed so she could prop herself up against the pillows, her body perfectly exposed to Jim.

Venus made her way slowly up the bed, her body low so that her hard nipples brushed against Piper’s skin as she moved. “Ah, fuck, that feels good,” she cried, tossing her long hair over one shoulder. Jim’s knuckles whitened as he gripped the ropes, twisting them in his efforts to get free.

Facing Piper, Venus’s lips crashed down against hers. They shared the taste of Piper’s pussy, licking into each other’s mouths with enthusiasm. Piper lifted a hand, tugging at Venus’s hair until the other woman cried out. Shifting, she turned around, spreading her legs to let Jim see what lay between them.

Piper heard him swear. She would have smirked at that, had she not been too busy pulling Venus in closer. The other woman straddled Piper’s head just as she’d demanded. When she lowered herself, Piper easily licked up, moaning as the sweet taste of Venus hit her lips.

In turn, Venus moaned, too. And further away, Piper heard Jim groan. She gripped Venus’s hips, pulling her more against her mouth, licking faster to get Venus to give even louder moans. Piper wanted to make Venus put on a show. The way the other woman moved above her, Venus was definitely up for that. Piper would have praised her, had she not been too busy making Venus scream.

Her cries echoed off the walls, hips rocking eagerly. Piper held her still, nails digging into the skin, leaving pale imprints against Venus’s tan. Piper licked over and over, lapping around Venus’s entrance while Venus squirmed and fought against her grip.

“Fuck,” Jim breathed. “I wish you could see her face, Piper. She’s so desperate.” And the soft whimpers coming from above her confirmed that fact. Piper teased, never quite touching where Venus wanted her most.

Her nose pressed upwards, tantalizing against Venus’s clit, making Venus wiggle even harder. “Oh, please,” she gasped. “Please.” It wasn’t very clear what she was asking for. Piper knew she could do better than that.

And luckily for Venus, Piper wanted to make her come. She wanted to hear Venus scream and to hear Jim’s eager response. Her tongue lapped harder and faster until Piper could feel Venus’s muscles tense in response. The moans became even louder and more desperate, the pleas following quickly. Piper didn’t stop, even though she could. She could leave Venus wanting. The power was all hers.

When Venus came, it was with a loud scream, her wetness practically dripping down Piper’s chin. She kept lapping until the last throes of Venus’s pleasure before finally letting go. When Venus shifted off her, her whole body trembled. Piper smirked.

“Mmm you taste good,” Piper told her, licking her lips. “And look at Jim, look at how hard his cock is.” And it was, too, leaking so much precum. They’d get to him, Piper had no doubt, but first...

“I want you to go to my bag and get my strapon,” she told Venus, running a hand over her side. “You want me to fuck you, don’t you, Venus?”

Jim cried out, wrenching against the ropes. It sent a thrill straight between Piper’s legs to see him so desperate to join them. His lips parted, about to plead for a chance to be involved. Piper’s wicked smirk soon shut him up.

“Yeah, yes,” Venus answered, almost in a daze. Her body was flushed from how hard she’d come. She nonetheless jumped into action, breasts bouncing as she made her way towards Piper’s bag.

Returning, her hands cradled the strapon reverently, holding it towards Piper like a prize. “Do you want me to help you put it on?” she asked, eagerly.

Reaching to stroke over Venus’s side and up to her breast, Piper nodded. “I do,” she confirmed before her fingers teased over one of Venus’s nipples. It made Venus breathe in sharply, a reward for Piper’s efforts. Over her shoulder, she could see Jim trying to shift. Once again, the ropes stopped him.

Letting go, Piper gave Venus another smile before taking a step back. “Put it on,” she instructed. “And tell me how much you want to get fucked. I want Jim to hear you beg for it, to know that I’m going to screw you so well and all he’ll be able to do is watch.” As she said it, Piper’s eyes met Jim’s. She loved the desperation in them, the raw need.

Venus nodded, hair brushing the curves of her shoulders. “Yes, Piper.” She slipped the harness up, buckling it into position with trembling fingers. Her breath came fast and hard, warm against Piper’s skin as she leaned in close. “God, I want you to fuck me.” Her voice carried to where Jim was sitting, his whole body twitching with interest.

“You’re always so good, pounding me so hard!” Venus moaned, her fingers wrapping around the thick strap-on as she fastened it into Piper’s harness. “I know I’ll be able to feel you tomorrow, whenever I try to sit down. I love that sweet ache.”

Jim was practically panting with desire, watching them with glazed eyes. Piper smirked over Venus’s shoulder, her hands sliding down to squeeze Venus’s tight ass.

“Get on all fours on the floor,” she instructed Venus. “Facing Jim. I want you to be close enough that you can hold his legs for support.” And be close enough that Jim could feel Venus’s breath against his skin without being able to do as much as touch. His begging and whining, which inevitably would come, would make for beautiful music as Piper fucked his girlfriend in front of him.

Venus moved to settle just as she’d been told, her hands against Jim’s knees. Despite not seeing her face, Piper could tell she was smiling up at Jim. Venus was also at the perfect angle to have her face close to Jim’s cock.

“Mmm, isn’t he hard for us,” Piper muttered. She ran a hand over Venus back, teasing the tip of her silicone cock against Venus’s thigh.

Venus whined, arching her back so her hips titled invitingly. Her pussy was still soaked, ready for a good, hard fucking. Breathing fast, she tightened her fingers around Jim’s knees, holding on like she could hardly keep herself upright. “Please, Piper,” she begged. “Please!”

Teasing both of them gave Piper such a rush. She inched forward, loving the way Jim strained towards her as much as the ropes would allow. “Uh uh,” he grunted. “She always sounds so good when she gets fucked, Piper.” And yeah, Venus really did sound amazing, her throaty cries sending waves of heat down Piper’s spine.

“She does,” Piper agreed. Reaching between them, Piper led her cock into Venus’s heat. The other woman whined but didn’t try to rock back. “Good girl,” Piper praised. “Taking my cock so well. Do you like it, Venus? Do you like getting fucked like this while Jim has to watch?” From the soft moans that Venus gave, Piper was very sure that she did.

Watching the way Venus’s hands gripped Jim’s knees harder, Piper knew she loved this. Her own hands held Venus’s hips tighter as she rocked forward only to be met with more cries from Venus. “Mmm, yes, baby, moan for me, I want to hear you,” Piper encouraged.

From the way Jim shivered, Piper knew the minute Venus’s mouth fell open even before the deep moan that echoed all around them. His hips bucked, the rope rubbing red marks around his hips as he struggled from freedom.

“Fuck!” Venus’s cry was sharp and breathless, her body trembling with desire. She stayed still, her hips so hot in Piper’s hands. “Yeah, that feels so good,” she added as Piper drove the silicone cock deeper inside her.

“Do you like what you see, Jim?” Piper teased, fucking into his girlfriend faster and harder. Jim whimpered in response, his cock bouncing as the weight of Venus pushed into him. Piper fucked Venus steadily, grinning up at Jim. Reaching out to tangle her fingers in Venus’s hair, Piper pulled her head back.

Jim gave another deep whine as Piper slammed forward, her cock sliding deeper inside Venus. “I think he wants you to put that hot mouth to good use, Venus,” Piper commented. “Hmm? How about it? Do you want to suck Jim’s cock? You can be in charge of his pleasure. The louder you make him moan, the harder I’ll fuck you, how’s that?”

Venus glanced over her shoulder, eyes wide and a grin curving her lips. “Yes! Fuck, Piper, I’ll make him moan so loudly.” Even before she touched him, Jim’s body vibrated with his desperation, wrists straining at the ropes as he tried to put a hand on Venus’s head to guide her.

Venus just laughed, turning her attention back to Jim’s hard cock. Piper watched as her tongue darted out, sliding along the hot length of Jim’s dick. He groaned, pleas tumbling from his lips. Piper pulled back, the head of her strap-on just barely stretching Venus’s pussy.

As Venus slowly lowered her lips around Jim’s cock, Piper matched her movement, the silicone dick pressing inside her at exactly the same speed.

Jim pulled against the ropes again, the chair shaking under him. One of Venus’s hands gripped Jim’s leg, the other sliding up to the ropes she’d wrapped around the arm-rest, securing his hand in place. She moaned around his cock as Piper fucked into her harder. She wanted to make this difficult for Venus, to challenge her but also give her the power over Jim.

“He looks so good,” she moaned, one hand sliding over Venus’s bare back. “How does her mouth feel? Is it good? Her pussy feels amazing, Jim. I love the sounds she makes as I fuck her,” Piper told him. “You’re going to ask before you come, aren’t you? Wouldn’t want to surprise Venus like that.”

Jim pressed his lips together, the concentration on his face making Piper smirk wickedly. “Piper!” he groaned, but he nodded. “Yes, yes, I’ll ask, I promise.” His hips bucked, his cock inching further into Venus’s mouth. She sputtered, finding the rhythm that allowed her to rock back against the dick in her pussy and forward onto Jim without choking.

“It feels amazing,” Jim carried on, his eyes fluttering shut as sensation coursed through him. “So hot, so wet. Fuck, Venus!” Piper thrust forward, loving the way Venus’s ass bounced with every thrust.

Jim tipped his head back, a long groan pouring from his throat. “Fuck, fuck, please,” he begged. “Please, Piper. I’ve been so hard, so long. Please let me come!”

The begging made Piper’s whole body heat up. She slammed into Venus harder and harder, making her almost choke on Jim’s cock. Watching Jim struggle against wanting to come was amazing. Piper was tempted to push him further, to make him fight it more, maybe even lose. She would enjoy punishing Jim!

But she wanted to reward Venus for being such a good girl and letting Piper fuck her so well. And Venus loved it when she made Jim come.

“Go on!” Piper moaned. “Come in Venus’s mouth, let her swallow it all up! She’ll love it, won’t you Venus? Such a good little slut. Come on, Jim, show her how much you love seeing her get fucked by someone else.”

The muscles in his stomach tensed beautifully, his whole body tightening as his orgasm swept through him. Venus moaned around her mouthful of cum. Her fingers tightened on his knees as she fought to keep herself upright under the force of Piper’s thrusts.

Piper threw the weight of her body into it, pushing more and louder moans from Venus’s lips. They were muffled by Jim’s cock as she lapped up the last of his seed, only pulling back once she’d licked him completely clean.

“Fuck, fuck,” she grunted. “I’m so close, Piper!”

That made Piper fuck into Venus harder, her hands gripping the woman’s sides. “Come on, come for me! I want Jim to see how much you love this, how well I fuck you and he can’t do anything about it.” She fucked forward, making the whole of Venus’s body shake. The way Venus’s muscles tensed, Piper knew it wouldn’t take her long to come.

Venus screamed. Piper couldn’t help but moan in response. “Fuck, you sound so hot,” she cried, driving the cock into Venus hard and watching how Venus’s orgasm exploded through her, her knuckles whitening as she gripped the ropes wrapped around the chair.

Her body rocked, shaking with the effort of Piper’s thrusts. A moan rose from the depths of her body, lasting until Venus gasped for breath. “Oh my god,” she panted “Fuck, Piper, that was so good.” Jim still pulled against the ropes, though more gently, looking like he wanted to stroke Venus’s hair out of her face for her.

As Piper pulled back, she smiled warmly, her heart thumping wildly against her ribs. Whimpering at the loss of the silicone cock, Venus turned, nipples flushed a beautiful pink as her chest heaved with every breath.

She looked stunning. Piper couldn’t help but lean in to kiss her, the taste of Jim’s cock still on Venus’s lips. Behind them, Jim whined again and Piper gave a soft laugh. “Perhaps we should untie him,” she hummed. “I bet he’d be very keen to reward us if we did,” she added, a smirk settling against her lips.

“Oh, fuck, yes.” Jim nodded. “Anything. Please. I want to make you both come so badly.” And Piper had no doubt he did.

“So what do you say, Venus? Do you want to let him go or... do you want to make me come again? See how hard he can get before we release him?” Piper enjoyed offering Venus the choice. She was very happy with whatever the other woman would choose.

Venus glanced between the two of them, her eyes wide at the freedom Piper offered. As she considered, Jim squirmed against the ropes, but didn’t try to sway Venus’s answer in either direction. He could have begged. Piper loved how much he wanted Venus to be the one to decide.

“I want to let him go,” she finally answered, making Jim give a ‘whoop’ of appreciation. Venus and Piper shared a wicked smile. Letting Jim have the use of his arms again would mean he could deliver on those promises to make them both come - preferably over and over again.

Piper moved to help Venus, both of them offering teasing touches as they unknotted the ropes. Despite his recent orgasm, Jim was eager to get on his knees. Piper was very happy to share with Venus the responsibility of ordering exactly how he was to please them.

Nights with Jim and Venus were always exceptional. This one was no different. The three of them worked brilliantly together, taking turns to make the other scream well into the early hours. By the time they were done, all three of their bodies ached with pleasure.
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