

Making Him Earn It

A Male Submission Story

Henrietta Soto


Hank stared into the depths of Geri’s wardrobe. There were so many different skirts and tops. Not to mention the dozens of bras and underwear. And such a lot was riding on Hank’s choice! Geri had promised to take him to a BDSM party later that evening. But only if Hank could successfully please her and get her ready to go.




If he followed all her instructions to the letter, Geri had promised to let him wear his collar. Not only would they go to the party together, but Geri would claim him as hers - in front of the whole local BDSM community.




It was a huge honor. And something Hank had wanted for months.




So he had to get this right. He’d already chosen thigh-high boots, ones which laced all the way up. He couldn’t wait to drop to his knees and help Geri into them. It would take minutes to fasten them all the way up. And maybe, before he got up, Geri would order him to make her come with his mouth.




But Hank was getting way ahead of himself. Right now, his only task was to pick an outfit that Geri would like.




He selected a skirt he knew Geri often wore when she went out with her friends. It hugged her hips perfectly, showcasing those mouth-watering curves. And with that, a tight black blouse, not too slutty. Geri preferred an air of mystery.




Finally, Hank selected a pair of red panties and a matching bra. He could imagine just how sinfully good Geri would look. Knowing what was hidden under her more modest clothes would make the wait to unwrap her at the end of the night even more tantalizing.




After double- and triple-checking he hadn’t forgotten anything, Hank dropped back to his knees. He crawled from the bedroom all the way down to where Geri was waiting in the living room, sipping a glass of wine.




“I’m finished, Geri,” he breathed, kneeling at her feet. “Will you come and see if I’ve done well? Please?”




Geri reached out to brush her hand over Hank’s cheek. It was a tender touch and he beamed at her when she smiled. “I will,” Geri confirmed, standing up. Hank stayed on his knees. He liked crawling for Geri, especially since he knew she enjoyed it, too.




They had been dating for long enough that Hank had a pretty good grasp of what Geri did and didn’t like. Or at least, so he hoped as they approached the bedroom so she could see the clothes he had selected for her. Once she saw them, Geri gave a soft hum, one which Hank couldn’t quite place.




“Tell me why you’ve chosen these,” she urged him. It didn’t sound bad, just curious.




Nonetheless, Hank had to wet his suddenly dry lips. Geri no longer intimidated Hank like she had when she’d been just a domme that he admired from a distance. He still wanted to please her. His heart pounded hard against his ribs.




“The red underwear will make you feel sexy,” Hank answered. “And it’ll tease me all night, knowing that you’re wearing it.” From the smirk Geri gave him, that was as important to her as how the underwear would make her feel.




Clearing his throat, Hank looked up at Geri from his position on the floor. “The skirt is one I know you wear out. And it’s short, so I picked a more conservative blouse.” Geri had once mentioned that she preferred to wear either a low-cut top or a short skirt, not both at once.




“The boots are mostly for me,” he admitted. “They’ll take ages to put on you, and they make you look so powerful.”




She laughed so Hank felt like he had done okay in choosing. He watched as Geri reached out to brush her hand over the clothes he had set out. “I do like it,” she confirmed. “Well done.” At the praise, Hank beamed. He loved being able to please Geri, especially with something like this, where knowing her was a crucial part of making her happy.




“Are you ready to help me out of what I’m wearing now?” She didn’t go on to say ‘and into what I’ll wear next’. Hank’s heart jumped. He was definitely up for helping her out of things. And he was up for whatever she thought might be the interlude between her getting undressed and then her getting dressed.




“So ready,” Hank answered, making Geri chuckle at him. He grinned up, loving how his eagerness made her so happy. It came easily to Hank to be eager; it was good that Geri appreciated that about him.




Running his hands up Geri’s legs, Hank let his fingers flirt with the flared hem of the loose skirt she wore. “May I stand?” he asked. At Geri’s nod, he got carefully to his feet. He pressed a kiss against the side of Geri’s neck. And, when she tipped her head invitingly, more kisses up to the spot behind her ear.




“So beautiful,” Hank murmured. “I want to worship you.” His hands found the hem of her top, sliding under it. He didn’t pause to explore her stomach, though he wanted to. Geri had invited him to undress her, not to do anything more. Not yet.




Hank pulled the top up over her head, careful not to catch her hair. Her breasts were stunning, cupped by soft fabric. Hank resisted the urge to put his mouth on them. Instead, he circled his hands around Geri’s waist until he could slide them up to the clasp of her bra.




Even now, when they’d been dating for months, it amazed Hank that she just let him do this. Inside and outside the bedroom, Geri was a great girlfriend. They matched well. Hank’s wishes aligned with what Geri was willing to do and allow so perfectly. She moved into his touch, letting him slide his fingers over to her back, the bra coming open in his hands easily.




Hank’s breath caught when he pushed the straps off her shoulders and pulled the cups off, letting Geri’s beautiful breasts spill free. Her nipples were dark in contrast to the white of her creamy skin. He wanted to bend down and catch one between his lips, but she hadn’t said yes yet.




Geri smiled down at Hank. “Maybe once you’ve finished undressing me,” she said, reading his mind perfectly.




“Yes, Geri,” Hank agreed. He wouldn’t allow the words to rush him. He had meant what he said, that he wanted to worship Geri’s body. That involved going slowly. Carefully, Hank slipped the button of Geri’s skirt. He guided it down her long, pale legs, letting the movement sink him back down to his knees.




Geri helped, lifting her pretty feet one at a time to let Hank slide the material out from under her. Gathering up the clothes he’d helped her out of, Hank crawled to drop them in the laundry hamper, wiggling his ass for Geri’s enjoyment.




He returned, skimming his fingers up Geri’s legs until he could hook them under the fabric of her panties. “You’ll need these off, too,” he teased. He didn’t wait for permission. They had already agreed that Geri would wear all fresh clothes for their outing.




The sight of her pussy as he peeled her panties down made Hank’s cock stiffen. He didn’t try to hide it. His dick belonged to Geri, just like the rest of him. It was her right to see the effect she had on it.




Having her tower above him in the nude was so sexy. Hank’s tongue slid out to wet his lips as he looked up at her. He knew she knew how much he wanted her. A dynamic that always made him feel good. Hank still told her how much he wanted her, but it meant a lot, being able to trust that she knew.




One of Geri’s hands came down to brush through Hank’s hair. “Tell me what you want to do to me,” she encouraged. Hanks swallowed so he wouldn’t just burst out with everything and anything, really.




It really was hard to choose. Hank loved every part of Geri’s body. He enjoyed playing with her breasts just as much as he enjoyed massaging her feet. A big part of the joy for him was in the noises Geri made. Her moans and gasps drove Hank wild, making him ache.




It was Geri’s pleasure that he wanted, far more than his own. “I want to lick my way up your legs,” Hank answered. “They’re so smooth, I love running my tongue over them. Love showing you how sexy I find you.”




Hank had to swallow, contemplating what he would do once he was finished with Geri’s legs. “And if you let me, I’d like to eat you out, make you moan with my tongue and my lips and my fingers.” But only if Geri let him. If she wanted Hank’s hands bound, or for him to spend this interlude worshipping her breasts, Hank would obey.




Geri knew that. But she’d asked what Hank wanted, and what he wanted was to make her scream with his mouth against her pussy.




“You can start with my legs,” Geri allowed. “If you tease me enough for me to be wet by the time you get to my pussy, I’ll let you taste it.” That was a challenge that Hank could definitely take on board. He began by brushing his hands over Geri’s legs softly, exploring the curve of her calves before moving higher.




His mouth followed, the tip of his tongue teasingly traveling over her ankles and then up. Geri’s skin tasted lightly salted, a flavor that made Hank’s cock harden even more. When he made it up to her knees, lapping over the soft skin behind her knee, Geri gave a soft moan.




Hank was sure that boded well for him, especially when she parted her legs for him to carry on.




He pressed hot kisses against her thighs, letting his teeth catch against the soft, soft skin. He knew that Geri liked a little flare of pain to make her pleasure brighter. Hank was determined to provide her with exactly what she needed. He circled his tongue teasingly, gathering up the taste of her and swallowing it down.




His moan vibrated against her skin, making Geri’s body sway ever so slightly towards him. Hank would take that. He sucked gently, leaving fleeting red patches across Geri’s creamy skin that faded almost as soon as he lifted his mouth off them.




Geri hadn’t said Hank couldn’t use his hands, so he steadily massaged Geri’s calves. His long, strong fingers worked until the muscles were loose and relaxed. All while he kept licking his way higher and higher.




Finally, Hank had covered nearly every inch of Geri’s legs with his tongue and his teeth. “Are you wet, babe?” he asked, his voice slightly husky.




One of Geri’s hands came to tangle in Hank’s hair. She tugged against it lightly. The touch made him lean into her more, like an obedient pet. Rubbing his cheek against Geri’s leg, Hank gave a soft sigh at how nice it felt.




“I am,” she told him. Hank grinned. He had succeeded! Looking up at Geri, Hank’s gaze was hopeful. She had, after all, said he could taste how wet she was if he achieved his goal. He watched as she parted her legs more. “Go on,” Geri encouraged. “Make me come like this and maybe I’ll let you fuck me before you put my clothes back on.”




Hank’s eyes widened. He hadn’t expected that. But he was hardly going to say no. Instead, he nodded eagerly. “Fuck, yeah, Geri. I’ll do my best.” Hank always did his best for Geri. She made him want to. Instead of diving straight for her pussy, Hank licked his way up slowly. He planted his lips against her hip, across the soft swell of her stomach.




Only then did he press his face between her thighs. His fingers wrapped around Geri’s knees, holding her steady as he nudged his tongue against her pussy. Her wetness tasted so good, making Hank moan as he gathered it up. He circled his tongue around her clit, not quite touching.




Gently, he pressed his tongue lower, sliding it inside her and giving deft, quick little flicks. The way she moaned above him sent a flood of heat racing down Hank’s spine. Her hand, still in his hair, tightened its grip, leading Hank back up. He obeyed, this time brushing his tongue lightly across her clit.




“Ahh, yes,” Geri moaned. “Fuck, baby.” Her breath was caught in her throat. Geri’s hand tightened in Hank’s hair. This time, when she tugged it was hard enough to send a shiver of pain through his spine. Hank gave a soft groan, but didn’t pull back. Instead, his tongue worked faster and harder against Geri’s clit.




It made her give another string of moans as she pulled Hank’s mouth tighter against her. “Yeah, fuck,” she encouraged. “Ahh, just like that.” Her words were soft and the taste of her against his tongue was sweet. Hank focused on moving his tongue in all the ways he knew Geri liked, while one of his palms slid up her inner thigh, fingers sliding inside her.




“Fuck!” Geri cried, hips bucking forward to meet his touch.




Hank loved this. He loved letting Geri’s hands lead him to exactly where she wanted. And he loved knowing he could take initiative. He knew her body so well. Well enough to be sure that if he crooked his fingers a certain way, Geri’s muscles would tremble.




And they did. Hank pursed his lips, sucking her clit into the heat of his mouth. He delicately swirled the tip of his tongue over it, making Geri’s hips buck forwards. He didn’t attempt to stop her. He wanted Geri to ride his face, wanted to feel her grind against him.




Her wetness was spreading over Hank’s cheeks and chin, making him deliciously dirty. He moaned against her at the thought that he might wear her wetness all the way to the party. A mark of ownership even more intimate than the collar he wanted.




With her cries increasing, Hank continued to suck and lick her clit. His fingers moved faster, too, fucking Geri towards her orgasm. He didn’t change his pace, steadily moving his tongue until he could feel the way her muscles tightened around him.




“Yesss,” she cried. “Fuck, Hank!” With that, Hank felt her orgasm burst through her. Geri’s body trembled. Hank knew that without his support she might’ve gone weak at the knees. But instead, she leaned into him, using him to ride through her pleasure until the last throes of it shook her.




Hank looked up, eyes shining. “Fuck, you’re so gorgeous.” Geri was always stunning, but never more so than when she was flushed and satisfied from an earth-shaking orgasm. Pride bloomed in Hank’s chest. Moments like these never failed to remind him how much he was rewarded for serving and kneeling for Geri. He loved that he had the power to drive her wild.




“Can I help you to the bed?” he asked, hands sliding up to Geri’s hips. He didn’t stand. He wouldn’t, unless she told him that he could. “You did say something about me fucking you,” he reminded her teasingly. “I’ll let you get your breath back first.”




Geri gave a soft laugh, her hand softening in Hank’s hair. “You can,” she said. She looked towards the bed, where the outfit Hank had picked of her was still laid out. “Or,” she continued, smirking down at him. “You can help me into the boots and then fuck me?” The offer was very generous! Hank’s eyes snapped to the boots.




Even without seeing Geri in them, he knew she would look amazing. He had pictured her wearing the boots with the outfit. Now, all of those images in his head were being replaced with Geri wearing nothing but the boots.




He groaned, pressing his cheek against Geri’s thigh in wordless appreciation. “Fuck, yeah,” he agreed, knowing that she wanted to hear him answer her in words. Even though she must have known what his answer would be.




“I’ll move your clothes to a chair,” Hank offered. He smirked slightly, adding, “So we don’t accidentally have sex on top of them.” That made Geri laugh, a sound which swelled the pride in Hank’s chest to even bigger proportions. She nodded her permission. Hank crawled swiftly, moving the clothes out of the way.




That done, he helped Geri to the bed, just like he had promised. He grinned up at her as she held her leg out for him. “Do you want stockings?” Hank asked, realizing with a pang that he wasn’t quite sure what would be most comfortable under leather boots.




“No,” she shook her head. “It will be fine with bare feet, the leather is very soft. But thank you for asking.” The thanks made Hank smile. He enjoyed that Geri appreciated his thoughtfulness. It wasn’t a chore, it was simply nice. He nodded, reaching for one of the boots. Hank swallowed as he reached to take Geri’s foot so he could lead it into the shoe.




Despite how soft the leather was, Geri’s skin was still softer. Once her foot was safely in the shoe, Hank reached for the straps. Just as he’d planned, there were so many little hoops to lace through. Glancing up at Geri, he swallowed. She sat so calmly and patiently on the bed, completely naked with only the open boot on.




“Do you like this?” Hank asked, as he threaded the lace through the first of the hoops. He had unlaced Geri from her boots before, but this was his first time tying her into them. It was much more intricate. Hank wanted to do it right, for Geri to be comfortable at the party all night. “Does it please you to watch me serving you like this?”




Hank’s cock was still so hard that it ached. Geri could see it, as was her right, when she looked down at him, considering his question. It was easy for Hank to ignore it. All his attention was on Geri, on tightening the boot just right so that he could lead the lace through another hoop.




He brushed his fingers against Geri’s skin as he did so, admiring the supple smoothness of it beneath his fingertips.




“It does please me,” Geri confirmed. “I always love seeing you on your knees for me.” And Hank certainly gave her a lot of opportunities to see him on his knees for her. She moved her other leg closer, brushing her calf over Hank’s bare shoulder. It was a gentle touch and it drew him in closer to her. Hank’s mouth watered at how good Geri’s pussy looked, such a temptation.




But one he wouldn’t give in to. He wanted to lace her boots, to take the time with them. He moved up, past her knee, the laces still carefully following. When Hank’s fingers brushed over Geri’s inner thighs, she gave a soft moan, one that Hank echoed as his hard cock bobbed up and down with his movement.




His fingers tightened against the laces, hands trembling. Arousal swept through him, almost an irresistible force. But Hank would resist. He wanted to fuck Geri once she had her boots on, not before. He kept his hands focused, tying the last knot around Geri’s thigh.




“You look amazing,” he breathed. Even in only one boot, Geri looked so in control. Hank could hardly wait for her to fasten a collar around his throat. First, he had to earn it. And he would do so by being obedient, pleasing Geri in exactly the ways she had instructed.




He reached for the other boot, waiting for Geri to point her toes for him. He slid it on, just as softly as he had the first. Now that he had the experience of doing one leg, he could move more quickly. He was still careful, making sure not to miss any of the dainty little hoops.




“Is it too loose?” he asked, when he was about halfway up.




“No,” Geri shook her head. “It’s just right. You’re doing very well,” she praised. Hank beamed up at her. He was so glad he’d picked these boots. Even just the act of lacing them up made his cock so desperate for Geri. And there had been a promise that he could be rewarded for it, too!




Yet, Hank didn’t rush, his fingers just as gentle as they had been on the first boot. Loop after loop, Hank took care to make sure they all were laced properly. Finally, when he did the last one up, tying the laces over Geri’s thigh, his breath caught.




She looked amazing with both of the thigh-high boots on. Wearing nothing else.




“Please,” he gasped. “Please, Geri, will you let me fuck you with them on?” Geri had said that she might. Now that Hank had seen her, the desire to do exactly that pounded through his body. “I’ll be so good for you,” he promised. “Make you come again with my cock.” Hank knew Geri’s body well enough to do that.




He ran his fingers over the supple leather, appreciating the softness of it against his fingers. By contrast, the bumps of the laces felt almost harsh. Geri’s legs looked amazing, the black boots standing out so sharply from her pale skin.




“Well, you have been very good,” Geri praised, reaching out to brush a hand over Hank’s cheek. Having her above him like this, with him still on his knees, Hank felt amazing. He desperately wanted to fuck Geri. But if she said no, he knew he’d be fine with that, too. Just being in her presence felt like a reward.




Geri parted her legs more, making Hank lick his lips with desire. “How do you want to fuck me?” she asked curiously. Hank knew that just because he’d tell her didn’t mean she’d do it how he wanted. But Geri was very good at considering his preferences and still choosing what she wanted.




As always, the choice struck Hank with a dozen different mental images. He wanted Geri every way. But he had to pick one. Given how amazing the boots looked and felt, Hank knew he didn’t want to say anything which would mean not being able to see them.




“I want to be on top,” he breathed. “I want to push your legs up, so you can brace them against my shoulders. I’ll be able to feel the leather all the way across my arms and my chest. And I want to fuck you slowly, until I make you come apart under me.”




Hank loved making Geri come. Even if he’d already done it once today, he was eager for a repeat. “And then, if you let me, I’ll fuck you hard and fast until I come. But only when you say I can.”




He shifted, his hard cock straining between his thighs. Looking up, he waited for Geri to decide whether what he wanted was also something that Geri wanted.




She gave a soft hum as she thought about the things Hank had proposed. He loved seeing her like this, actually contemplating how she wanted him. Whichever way she chose would be amazing.




“First,” Geri said. “I want to ride you. If you don’t come, then you get to fuck me the way you want,” she told him. Standing up from the bed, Geri made Hank’s breath catch. She looked so amazing in the leather boots, laced perfectly up to her thighs and then... nothing. He had to bite his lower lip to keep a soft groan from escaping.




Parting her legs, Geri grinned at Hank. “Get on the bed,” she instructed.




He scrambled up, giving a low hiss as his cock dragged against the soft sheets. Holding off from orgasm while Geri rode him, especially looking as good as she did, was going to be a challenge! But it was a challenge that sent a thrill all the way through Hank.




Whether he succeeded or not, he was determined to make sure Geri had a good time. He settled on his back, hands reaching for Geri’s thighs as she took her place on top of him. His fingers dug into the soft skin just above her boots. Even if he couldn’t see all of Geri’s legs like this, he could still appreciate the sharp line where the leather ended and Geri’s skin began.




“Can I play with your breasts?” he asked, his tone so eager. “Please? While you ride me.”




“Yes, you can,” Geri allowed, even leaning forward for Hank to reach easier. She led his cock between her legs, her heat welcoming him. Both of them gasped at coming together. Geri’s pussy was tight and so fucking hot. She lowered herself onto Hank’s dick slowly, taking it in inch by inch.




The moan that fell from her lips was low, rumbling up from her chest. And then, Hank’s fingers tightened around Geri’s nipples. That made her cry out much more sharply. He knew just how to tug to get the most sounds from Geri, making her body tremble with pleasure.




In turn, she rode him slowly, her hips rocking back and forth. She lifted herself up only to come back down against Hank’s dick hard.




He moaned, his whole body shuddering at the pleasure that exploded within him. He curled his toes, pushing his hips down against the mattress so he wouldn’t be tempted to push up into that sinful heat harder and faster. Hank wanted to let Geri ride him however she chose. He wanted to be good for her. He knew that there would be rewards if he succeeded.




Instead of fucking into Geri, Hank focused on her nipples. Each hardened to a point as he tugged and teased, rolling the dark nubs between his fingers. He loved the way it made Geri gasp, her body rising and falling to her own personal rhythm.




The pleasure that crept up on Hank was slow and sweet, stealing through his limbs. “Fuck, Geri,” he panted. He would hold out, he would not come before he’d been rewarded with fucking Geri the way he wanted.




He dipped one hand lower, replacing it against Geri’s nipple with his mouth. He sucked and licked, pulling the tip of her breast into his mouth. His hand brushed over her pussy, not quite touching. A question, without words.




Her tongue darted out, a moan falling with it. “Yeah,” she nodded. “Use your fingers.” Hank hardly needed to be told twice. He slid one finger between her legs, seeking out her clit. The moment he made contact with it, Geri’s moans got even louder. Hank had to bite his lip not to come just from that.




Fuck, she sounded so good.




“Ah, yes, fuck, yeah,” Geri cried, beginning to rock harder into Hank’s touch. He focused on that, on making her feel pleasure. Both by rubbing against Geri’s clit and also tugging on her nipple harder. “Uh, fuck,” she whined, her muscles tightening around Hank’s dick.




Hank groaned, the sound muffled by Geri’s nipple still caught between his lips. He lapped at it from every angle, circling around and around until he could feel Geri pulling away. Only then did he switch to the other nipple, giving it the same treatment. He let his teeth press into it, so lightly, only just enough for Geri to feel.




He was rewarded with a bright gasp, one that drew his gaze to Geri’s parted lips. They were flushed red, looking so damn beautiful.




Pulling back, Hank dropped his hand to Geri’s waist, fingers spanning over the curve of her. “Kiss me, babe, please,” he begged.




She rewarded his pleas by leaning down and crashing her lips against Hank’s. Geri’s kiss was hard, tongue licking into his mouth and seeking out his in a harsh dance. He loved it. Fuck, he loved her and how hot everything about her was. Hank groaned into the kiss, his fingers still working hard to make pleasure cruise through Geri’s body.




When she pulled back, they were both breathless. “You can fuck me the way you want now,” she informed him with a grin. Hank hardly needed more encouragement. With a hand against Geri’s ass, he flipped them over, groaning at how the change of angle made his cock slide so much deeper inside her.




She looked like a work of erotic art, spread against the sheets of their bed wearing nothing but thigh-high leather boots. Gently, Hank eased her legs up, letting her brace them against his shoulders just the way he had described. It let him fuck her harder, deeper.




But not fast. “Going to make you come,” Hank promised in a ragged whisper. “With my cock and my fingers. Then I’ll fuck you like I want.” The leather of Geri’s boots rubbed against his chest, soft and supple. Hank gripped her hip with one hand, the other busy between Geri’s legs.




Her pussy was drenched, so wet that Hank could hear every slow slide of his cock inside her. The sounds added to Geri’s moans and the noise of Hank’s blood thumping hard against his temples.




“Uh, yeah, fuck that’s nice,” Geri moaned. The sounds were soft, matching the rhythm with which Hank was moving inside her. His finger teased her clit, making sure to do it just the way he knew she loved. Geri tilted her head back, exposing the pale neck and breathing deeply. Her chest rose and fell with every one of Hank’s thrusts.




Geri cried louder but Hank didn’t increase the pace at which he fucked her. Her legs shifted against him, the boots a dark contrast to her pale body. “Fuuuck,” Geri whined. “Yeah, baby, come on,” she urged. “Make me come. I want you to make me come.”




Hank pressed his fingers harder against Geri’s clit, his cock plunging deeper inside her with every thrust. He gave her what she asked for, exactly what she wanted. And he felt the moment her orgasm swept over her. Her body tightened, bucking up off the bed to meet Hank as he snapped his hips forward




Geri’s pussy clenched in waves, tightening further and further until Hank almost couldn’t take it. He slowed his hips, stilling with his body flush against Geri’s ass. He waited, letting her body slowly come down from the high. Pride fluttered within him. He had done that, had made Geri lose control and moan so beautifully.




When he sensed Geri was ready for more, Hank started moving again, his hips steadily speeding up. “Gonna fuck you fast now,” he groaned. Already, he could feel pleasure tingle across his spine.




“Yes! Fuck, come on, show me how fast,” Geri urged. Hank didn’t disappoint, he fucked forward hard. It made her breath catch. He hardly had time to pause to admire that. Instead, Hank fucked harder, making the bed shake under them. Geri’s whole body trembled, her breasts bouncing and her moans increasing.




The booted legs pressed tightly into Hank’s shoulders as he gripped her hip to fuck into her harder. Sweat dripped down Hank’s back as he pounded Geri. “Yes, yes, fuck! Oh!” she screamed, taking him so fucking well.




“Ohhh,” Hank groaned, leaning forward, letting his head droop as he concentrated all his energy on slamming hard into Geri’s pussy. Her wetness welcomed his hard cock, but the sounds she made were lost beneath the creaking of bedsprings and the way Geri wailed. Hank fucked her as hard and as fast as he knew how.




His orgasm bubbled through him, building and building. Hank felt sure that if he didn’t come soon, he was going to burst. His control would shatter into a thousand tiny pieces. He lifted his head, meeting Geri’s eyes.




“Fuck, yes, yes,” he cried. Geri looked so perfect. Her face flushed and her hair wild. The thought that he’d have to help her neaten up before they could go out cruised through Hank like fire.




“Can I come, babe?” he asked. “Have I been good, like I said?”




She cried out again, her nails scratching against Hank’s back so hard he thought he might come without permission. But then she gave it to him. “Yeah, come, baby, come in me!” Geri moaned. It was all it took before Hank’s hips snapped forward, his hot cum filling Geri up burst after burst until finally he was spent.




With the last of his strength, Hank moved so he could lower Geri’s legs carefully. The boots looked even more sexy now that Geri was thoroughly fucked in them.




He stretched out against her side, his hand resting on her stomach. His lips brushed across her shoulder. “Fuck, Geri. That was incredible.” Hank felt so well-used himself that he almost doubted whether he would have the energy to go to a sex party.




Almost. Fortunately, they’d left plenty of time for recovery. “You really look so sexy,” he added, hand dropping to slide along the top of the nearest boot. “I can’t wait to be seen with you.” Whether or not Geri decided Hank was deserving of his collar, there would be a thrill in just being seen to serve this amazing woman.




“And you still get to dress me,” she pointed out teasingly. Rolling on her side, Geri pressed a soft kiss against Hank’s lips. “And then,” she said. “After the party? You get to take these boots off again.”




The thought sent a wave of heat from the tip of Hank’s head all the way down to the very soles of his feet. “Fuuuuck,”  he groaned. “Yeah, I will.”




All of a sudden, Hank’s energy had returned. But Geri was still breathing slowly, breasts rising and falling in a mesmerizing rhythm. Hank leaned closer, pressing a gentle kiss against her lips.




“Stay here,” he offered. “I’ll get you some wine.”




And then, Hank would begin the tantalizing process of wrapping Geri’s gorgeous body in the clothes that he had chosen for her.
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Making Men Submit




All five stories in this bundle star men submitting to the women in their lives. Kinks from exhibitionism to corporal punishment keep this set of scorching stories interesting. Readers who appreciate a woman in charge are bound to find something that hits that special spot!




Submit to Them




Five stories of men submitting to women in threesomes and group scenarios. Includes various BDSM elements and pegging, showing the kind of excitement that only multiple partners can bring!




Femdom Wedding Stories




Enjoy these five stories of male submission taking place at weddings! Whether it’s by the bride, the maid-of-honour or even all of the bridesmaids, these men get taken hard! Features pegging and group sex stories.




Festive Femdom




Three hot male submission stories set during the Christmas season! Enjoy Hanna’s domination of her ski instructor, Sarah’s festive surprise and Lauren taking the Santa hard!




Fantasy Femdom




Three hot stories involving magical women making mortal men submit! Read about a succubus, a ghost and an Ice Queen all making men submit and taking them every which way they want!




They Make the Rules




Five steamy threesome stories of men submitting to women! Includes BDSM and pegging. Guaranteed to get you hot and bothered, wishing for multiple partners to play with!




Bending Him Over




Five hot stories involving dominant women bending over submissive men and using them hard! Enjoy this pegging bundle!
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