

Making Men Submit

A Bundle of Five Steamy Male Submission Stories

Henrietta Soto





Paddle Play

His Punishment

Bending to pick up one of Charlie's stray socks, Tanya clicked her tongue against her teeth. Charlie wasn't untidy like this, not usually, and yet this afternoon she seemed to be finding his things everywhere. He'd even left the lunch dishes piled by the sink, after Tanya had specifically asked him to wash them up.

They'd lived together for over a year, and Tanya knew her boyfriend well. This wasn't just carelessness or procrastination: this was Charlie's way of reminding her it had been too long since they'd played together.

In the quiet of their bedroom, Tanya changed out of her comfortable weekend clothes, pulling on a tight black dress, complete with heels. She let her hair fall loose around her face, then completed the look with a coat of dark red lipstick. Looking at herself in the mirror, she appeared every inch the dominant woman. Charlie would love it.

Her heels made satisfying clicking sounds on the wooden floor of the hallway before Tanya stopped in the doorway. "Turn the television off, Charlie," she ordered, and was pleased how much command she could put into her tone even without raising her voice.

There was only a moment of hesitation in Charlie's movements before he did as instructed. It was the tone that had done it, because he hadn't seen Tanya yet. When he did, turning his head, Charlie's eyes widened, tongue darting over his lips to wet them.

"You look nice," he told Tanya, turning and reaching out to brush a hand over Tanya's side. "Sexy," he added after a moment.

"I feel sexy," Tanya answered, with a smirk. As much as she enjoyed Charlie's appreciation, the clothes weren't just for him; they also made it easier for Tanya to take on the dominant role that she loved.

As she moved to straddle Charlie on the chair, her already short dress rode up even higher, exposing her thighs. She pressed her mouth to Charlie's, kissing him hard to remind him who was in charge. When she pulled back, she had to lift a hand to wipe the fresh red lipstick from the corner of Charlie's mouth.

"You didn't do the washing up," she remarked, raising one eyebrow. "And you left clothes all over the floor in the bedroom."

Charlie tilted his head back, whilst his palms ran upwards over Tanya's outer thighs. "Did I?" Charlie hummed as if this was new information to him. There was, however the smallest of smirks tugging against the corners of his lips.

Tanya allowed herself a smile, because she knew Charlie had been acting out on purpose, and he knew she was fully aware of that. Tanya would never punish him for genuine absent-mindedness, but she had no such scruples about punishing him when he was deliberately asking for it.

"You did," she confirmed, "and you're going to make it up to me later." She felt a throb of arousal between her legs just thinking about how good Charlie's tongue would feel against her pussy.

First, she had other plans, and she got back to her feet, giving Charlie room to move. "Follow me to the bedroom," she ordered. "On your hands and knees."

Again, Charlie hesitated only briefly before dropping to his knees. He was wearing shorts, which meant that his knees scraped against the hard floor but he didn't offer any objections. Following Tanya to the bedroom, Charlie sat back on his heels once there.

With his knees parted, it was easy to see the way his cock was already hard under the material of his shorts. "Are you going to punish me?" It might've been phrased as a question, but the tone in which Charlie asked it very much implied that he both knew the answer and was very happy with it.

If she'd been wearing any, Tanya's panties would've already been wet just looking at how obediently Charlie kneeled for her, how hard he was because of her. Knowing she had the power to turn him on with just her tone and the words she used sent tingles across Tanya's skin.

"I am," she answered, moving slowly around the room, as if she needed time to make up her mind. She knew exactly what she was going to do, but making Charlie wait would only make him more needy. "Strip for me," she instructed, "and then bend over the bed, ass towards the window."

This time there was no hesitation in Charlie's movements. He pulled his shirt off first, slowly, almost as if he wanted to be putting on a bit of a show. To remove his shorts, Charlie had to stand up, but once they were off, his cock bouncing free, Charlie got back down in order to crawl to the bed.

Following Tanya's instructions, he bent over the bed, muscles tight in his legs. Charlie rocked forward, giving a loud groan when his cock rubbed against the bed.

"You look so good like this," Tanya purred, walking between the window and Charlie, leaning forward to run a hand down his spine and over his ass. "So hot, waiting for me to punish you." She slapped a hand lightly against Charlie's ass, more for the noise it would surprise out of him than as part of his punishment.

From under the bed, Tanya pulled their box of toys, letting Charlie watch her as she pretended to contemplate the various options. She lifted a flogger, bringing the strands to trail over her own hand, before discarding it and carrying on her slow search.

Charlie whimpered as his eyes followed Tanya’s movements. The discarded flogger earned an almost wistful look, before Charlie’s eyes returned to Tanya’s actions. He licked his lips as she sorted through the box, giving small, soft moans every time she picked something up, only to discard it again.

"Tanya," Charlie groaned. "Just pick something," he told her, almost demandingly. It wouldn’t work, of course, if anything, Charlie would’ve been well aware that demanding would lead to the opposite effect. He was eager, though, almost too needy in his lust as he rocked his hips against the bed again.

Tanya's fingers brushed the paddle she'd always intended to use, just as she turned her head to give Charlie a look. "You're being so bratty today," she said, shaking her head. "Clearly, it's been too long since I reminded you of your place." It had been too long, and that was precisely why Tanya didn't intend to rush this. She wanted to give Charlie a punishment he would remember.

Placing the paddle on the bed, where Charlie couldn't help but see it, Tanya tidied the box away, sliding it back into its place. "Fold your arms in front of you on the bed," she said, standing behind Charlie and letting him feel the brush of her breasts against his back as she picked up the paddle once more. "I don't want you trying to rub your ass when it gets sore."

Her words roused a moan from Charlie, as he clearly imagined what it might take for him to get a sore ass from the paddle. He did follow Tanya's instructions, arms folding in front of him. Charlie's eyes were still on the paddle, half glazed over in lust.

"Will you make me sorry? For being bratty?" Charlie asked, definitely in a very bratty way. The tone in his voice highly implied that he wanted to be punished, confirming the nature of his bratty behaviour as intentional.

Turning to glance at Tanya, Charlie sucked his lower lip between his teeth before letting it go with a pop. "I have been very naughty."

"You'll be very sorry," she confirmed. "Especially when you can't sit down tomorrow without remembering this." She looked forward to it, knowing that it would make her wet to watch Charlie fail to find a comfortable position.

Standing straight, paddle in one hand, Tanya let Charlie just look at her for a moment. She loved the lust in his eyes, knowing it was all for her, and knowing how powerful she looked.

"Are you going to watch?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. She could have told Charlie to look ahead, or close his eyes, but she liked the idea of him watching her.

Charlie’s eyes did focus on Tanya. Looking her up and down carefully, Charlie shifted, clearly to seek out some friction for his cock. There was a certain degree of eagerness in how he sat there, awaiting for Tanya to hit him. He’d acted up, invited this.

It was easy to tell that the anticipation was building in Charlie, because the longer he watched Tanya the more tense his muscles got, the more he began pushing back, as if almost seeking the paddle out. Finally, when the first blow came, Charlie cried out. It was a moan of pleasure and pain mixing together.

Without any pause, Charlie pushed back more, asking for more.

Tanya's pussy throbbed at the way Charlie looked, the way he sounded. She loved the way something as simple as a paddle in her hand could transport Charlie to a place where pleasure and pain were all that existed.

Settling her weight carefully, Tanya put the full force of her upper body into the next blow, leaving a beautifully bright red patch right across Charlie's ass. "That's two," she informed him. She didn't tell him how many there would be, but Tanya liked to keep count.

After two more full-force blows, Tanya let the paddle linger, the rough material scraping over the flushed skin. "How do you feel?" she asked, and the certainty that Charlie could take more, would need more, made lust pound through her body.

"Naughty," Charlie answered straight away, confirming Tanya's suspicion that he wanted her to hit him more. With Charlie's ass already red from the hits he'd taken, every further one would feel so much sorer.

Yet, Charlie definitely moaned in pleasure when Tanya hit him again. He shifted into the blow, groaning when it also led to Charlie's cock brushing against the bed. The sounds Charlie made increased in volume with each blow until there was a shift from moans of pleasure to ones that sounded slightly more pained.

"Taaaanya," Charlie whined.

The sound of her name on his lips went straight to Tanya's pussy, and she bit back a moan of her own. Charlie knew who was responsible - both for his pain and for his pleasure - and Tanya loved seeing her power recognised.

Instead of stopping, she slowed down. It would give Charlie time to tell her to stop, if he needed her to, but it would also allow the pain to build to fever pitch before Tanya added yet another hard smack.

"Are you going to be good for me?" she asked, still holding the paddle in readiness while she waited for an answer.

"Yes," Charlie said almost breathless. "I will." Charlie's ass was red from the paddle hits and his cock was so hard. There was a real chance that at this point he really would promise anything. "Please, Tanya," Charlie begged, he was still pushing his ass out, though, hands clasped tightly together.

The tone of his voice made Tanya ache, her nipples hard beneath the fabric of her dress. Often, she would give in, let Charlie fuck her until they were both too spent to move. Not today.

She swung the paddle, landing it lower on Charlie's thigh, drinking in the way the skin changed from tan to pink. She did it again, on the other side, and again until Charlie's knuckles went white from resisting the urge to protect himself.

"That's enough punishment," she said, her voice soothing. "But you still need to make up for your bad behaviour."

Charlie looked up at Tanya, blinking slowly, half-dazed from how sensitive his body must’ve felt. It seemingly took him a moment to even get his words back, but once he did, Charlie also nodded. "I do," he agreed. "How can I make it up to you, Tanya?" Charlie’s voice was hoarse as he clearly thought of the different ways he could.

"Can I eat you out?" He asked but didn't actually move. Tanya hadn't told him to, and Charlie was being good now. "I'll do it so well," he promised eagerly, licking his lips as if it was an indication of how good he’d eat her out.

"I know you will," Tanya agreed, giving Charlie a smile. No matter how bratty he might be, Charlie was very good with his mouth, and Tanya fully intended to take advantage of that.

Swaying her hips, she moved to the bedside table, setting the paddle down where they'd still be able to see it, to be reminded of how well she'd used it. Not that Charlie would need a visual reminder, not when he would have the soreness in his ass for ages.

Thinking of which, Tanya smirked. "Lie down on your back," she ordered, feeling a thrill run through her at the knowledge that Charlie would feel her marks every time he shifted against the blankets.

Clambering up on the bed, Charlie laid down just as instructed. He did wince as his ass pressed against the mattress, but in no way attempt to slow down or protest. Instead, Charlie’s hands reached out for Tanya, running over the side of her legs.

"You're so hot, baby," he breathed. "Will you leave the heels on?" Charlie's voice was very hopeful as he asked, almost as if he didn't at all mind what else Tanya decided to do for as long as she did that.

Before straddling Charlie on the bed, Tanya had to pull the skirt of the dress up around her hips, to free her legs enough to make room for Charlie's body. She stayed there, enjoying the sight of him between her thighs, while she slowly wiggled the rest of the way out of the dress, leaving her in just the heels and her lipstick.

"My pussy's so hot," she agreed, wanting to fill Charlie's mind with thoughts of his cock pushing into her. "If you can make me come with just your mouth, I'll let you fuck me." She didn't restrain Charlie's hands, she didn't need to. She knew the promise of a reward would be more than enough to ensure he gave her his best efforts.

"Everything about you is hot," Charlie half-corrected, though it was evident that most of his attention was focused on how much he wanted to touch Tanya. His hands were already on her, hips thrusting upwards almost unintentionally. With Charlie’s hands hot against Tanya’s skin, he pushed up more, as if that would lead to her fucking him before he ate her out.

The push wasn’t very committed, though, since Charlie clearly wanted to prove his worth to Tanya with his mouth first. "Come on, baby, let me show you how good I can be for you," Charlie encouraged, pulling Tanya’s body closer.

She let him move her body, getting even wetter at the reminder of how strong Charlie was. Being able to boss him around and discipline him was entirely something Charlie allowed her to do, which only made it hotter for both of them.

Leading one of his hands to her ass, Tanya moved up Charlie's body until she was more or less sitting on his face. "Go on then," she urged, anticipation tightening the muscles in her stomach. "Remind me how great your mouth feels."

Charlie didn’t hesitate to thrust his tongue upwards, licking over Tanya’s clit. He moaned against how wet she was, the sound vibrating upwards through Tanya’s pussy. With his mouth hot against Tanya, Charlie put all of his effort in making Tanya moan. His hands came to settle against Tanya’s ass, rocking her against his face.

Lapping up the wetness, Charlie gave another low groan. His tongue pressed against Tanya’s clit harder, circling it to get more sounds from her, to send waves of pleasure through her.

After her arousal had been building for so long, Tanya felt as though it simply exploded through her at the touch of Charlie's tongue. She moaned, rocking her hips down against his mouth, trying to get more friction against her clit.

One hand gripped the headboard of the bed, making it creak with the force of her thrusts. She tangled the other in Charlie's hair, tugging hard enough to hurt and pulling his face even closer.

"Fuck, Charlie," she swore. "You're so good at this." It certainly wasn't going to be hard for Charlie to make her come, but Tanya wanted him to work for his reward. With an effort of self-control, she forced herself to still. "Keep going," she urged, her breasts bouncing on her intake of breath.

Charlie gave another low groan against Tanya, tongue sliding inside her almost teasingly. At the way she moaned, the sounds filling the room, Charlie ran his tongue upwards until it pressed against Tanya’s clit again. He teased her, not too much, but only enough to prolong getting Tanya’s orgasm to cruise through her body.

With his hands, Charlie pulled Tanya’s body more against him, clearly loving having his mouth against her pussy. His tongue moved faster, licking harder and in steady motions, knowing exactly what would bring Tanya to the edge of orgasm, and how to push her over it.

Shifting slightly, Charlie brought one hand up to cup Tanya’s breast, his fingers light against her nipple.

Tanya could feel pleasure building steadily in response to Charlie's tongue. "So good for me," she praised him. "So obedient, when you want to be." She smirked, then gave a louder moan as Charlie's fingers came up to tease against her nipple, her muscles tensing as she fought not to just lean into the touch.

"Harder," she demanded. "Fuck, Charlie, pull harder." Her nipples were always sensitive, and the feeling of Charlie's fingers against one of them was incredible, but not enough.

The tug that followed earned a much louder moan from Tanya and Charlie hummed against her pussy, clearly pleased with having made the sound fall from her lips. Moving his other hand, Charlie slid it between their bodies, a finger finding its way to Tanya’s pussy and Charlie didn’t even slow to press it into her, tongue still circling her clit.

The combination of Charlie's tongue and his finger made Tanya buck her hips hard, riding his face. She lifted a hand, covering his on her breast and moaning loudly as his fingers tugged at her nipple.

Charlie's finger thrust inside her, and Tanya could feel pleasure coiling sharply, until one hard thrust of his tongue against her clit sent her flying over the edge. She nearly screamed as she came, her cheeks and chest flushed pink as she rode him through the waves of pleasure, until they ebbed.

"Oh, fuck," she said, still moving lazily, milking the last sensation from Charlie's mouth. "Ohh, Charlie."

Charlie didn’t stop there, though, carrying on pushing his fingers in and out of Tanya. His tongue also didn’t stop licking Tanya’s clit. He was clearly determined to carry on until she pulled away. The hand that Charlie had against Tanya’s breast slid down so he could wrap it around her, stroking over her ass as she pulled her against him tightly.

Thrusting his own hip upwards, Charlie’s body tilted as he carried on licking Tanya. With fingers still sliding in and out of Tanya’s pussy, Charlie was clearly aiming to make her come again.

Tanya felt the heat building between her legs again and gave a groan. She hadn't expected to come twice, and while she had no doubt Charlie would stop if she told him to, she didn't want him to stop. She tightened her pussy around his fingers, swearing loudly when that made Charlie's thrusts feel so much more intense.

"You're so good," she moaned, her hips rolling slowly, more or less letting Charlie do all the actual work. "And you're so hot, between my legs like you belong there." Charlie's tongue against her clit felt almost like he was worshipping her, and Tanya wanted it to last forever.

Charlie half-attempted to agree with Tanya that he belonged between her legs, she could tell because there was an almost lyrical hum where his mouth was. Thankfully, Charlie also knew better than to actually stop pleasuring Tanya with his mouth, so there were no actual words, instead Charlie licked over Tanya’s clit faster and with more pressure.

With his fingers not stopping their movement, Charlie clearly focused on making Tanya come again and come hard. It seemed like he was almost completely absorbed in making Tanya come, like nothing else even mattered, so thorough was Charlie’s focus.

Charlie's tongue pressed hard against her clit, making Tanya tip her head back, hair tumbling around her shoulders as she moaned. It felt so good, and all Tanya had to do was give in to it, letting a second orgasm rush through her body. She cried out Charlie's name as she came, her pussy squeezing hard against his fingers still inside her.

As the pleasure almost tipped over into pain, Tanya brought a hand down to Charlie's hair, tugging his mouth away from her. "Fuck, Charlie," she breathed, chest heaving as she tried to catch her breath. "You can be so good for me, when you try." She ran a finger gently over his cheek while she pulled back. She felt gloriously satisfied, her whole body tingling with it.

"Think you can make me come again while you fuck me?" she asked, raising a challenging eyebrow.

"Yes!" Charlie promised before Tanya even had the change to properly finish the sentence. He certainly seemed eager to do so, thrusting his hips upwards, even when there was nothing for his cock to grind against just yet. Charlie’s hands ran over Tanya’s sides and up to her breasts. As she moved lower down Charlie’s body, he used the opportunity to suck one of her nipples in his mouth.

Charlie’s tongue swirled around it and he didn’t seem to even try to be gentle. Having Tanya tell him to tug harder had clearly stayed with Charlie as his lips closed around her nipple. After a moment, he abandoned it in favour for the other one, sucking just as hard on that one, before teasing it between his teeth.

Tanya moaned, her fingers still holding tight to Charlie's hair, though she made no attempt to pull him back from his attention to her nipples. Instead, she arched her back, thrusting her breasts towards his mouth, her sounds becoming even louder as she felt his tongue move hard against her.

Her pussy ached, needing to be filled, but still Tanya held back. She slid lower on Charlie's body, using one hand to line his cock up against her, teasing him by guiding through the wetness but not letting him thrust into her. "Yes, what?" she asked. She was still the one in control, and she wasn't going to let Charlie get away with brattiness, no matter how much she might want him.

Charlie groaned against Tanya’s breast, sucking hard to get a moan from her before he pulled back to answer her question. "Yes, I think I can make you come while I fuck you," he repeated obediently. "Please, Tanya, let me show you," Charlie added as a beg. One of his hands were still cupping Tanya’s breast, whilst the other slid down to her ass, giving it a squeeze.

There was a small attempt from Charlie to thrust his hips up, but not so much that he’d actually do anything. No, instead, Charlie left it up to Tanya to decide when he was allowed to fuck her, even if the closeness (and the wetness) did make a string of moans fall from Charlie’s lips.

The 'please' was exactly what Tanya had wanted to hear, and she leaned forward, giving Charlie a hard kiss. "So perfect for me," she praised him, knowing that he would particularly love to hear it after she'd punished him so well. Tanya never wanted to leave Charlie with any doubt about how well matched they were.

When she leaned back, Tanya lowered her body slowly, thighs trembling as she sank down onto Charlie's cock. She gave a deep moan, feeling him fill her up so well. She rocked back into the hand against her ass, enjoying the way it gave her something to push against as she rode Charlie slowly.

Lifting herself up, Tanya gasped, the brush of Charlie's fingers still tingling against her nipple. "Fuck, you feel good. So hard for me, Charlie."

This time Charlie did push his hips up, fucking into Tanya and giving a loud cry as he did so. He didn't move fast, though, probably worried he might come too soon if he did. What Charlie did do was shift so he could return his mouth to Tanya's breasts, sucking one of her nipples between his lips.

Mouth wet against it, Charlie started to thrust up into Tanya more. His pace was steady, effort obviously put into not going too fast or too slow. Charlie's tongue worked against Tanya's nipple, making the same movements as it had earlier against her clit.

Tanya dropped both her hands to Charlie's shoulders. She enjoyed feeling the strength of the muscle under the skin, knowing that Charlie could have easily flipped her over and fucked her however he chose, but that he preferred to let her set the pace. She dug her nails into the skin, letting Charlie feel how sharp they were as she left scratch-marks across his upper back.

Charlie's cock felt so good that Tanya rocked down on it, grinding her hips in steady circles, trying to get some friction on her clit. The suction against her nipple made her whine, she could feel the tingling all the way down to her pussy. "Make me come, Charlie," she instructed, not caring how he did it as long as he did. "And then I'll let you fuck me however you like," she promised.

The words must have been a great motivator, because Charlie fucked up into Tanya ever harder. Hsis mouth moved onto Tanya's other nipple and he bit it lightly between his lips before sucking hard. As he did so, Charlie also brought a hand between them, seeking out Tanya's clit so he could press a finger against it.

With every thrust, Tanya's body rocked against Charlie's finger harder and harder. Charlie's mouth didn't stop sucking her nipple. The moans that fell from Tanya's lips mixed with the grunts that Charlie gave, letting them send vibrations through Tanya's breasts as they bounced, only stopped by Charlie's mouth.

Tanya felt as if her body were almost glowing with the pleasure that built up inside her. After two orgasms already, she could feel a third on the horizon, dancing just out of her reach. She rocked her body harder against Charlie, loving the way it made his grunts sound that much louder against her breasts. A particularly hard movement pushed her nipple against Charlie's teeth, and she cried out, the feeling shooting straight down to her pussy.

"Yes," she moaned. "Charlie, yes, come on." He hardly needed encouragement, his finger so steady against her clit that all Tanya had to do was let her body take over. It really required no thought, just the movement of their two bodies.

When she came, Tanya could've sworn the whole room went white, her eyes rolling back as she trembled on top of Charlie, her muscles squeezing tight around his cock.

Charlie let her ride her orgasm out, his thrusts still steady but slower. Finally, with one more nibble against Tanya's nipple that earned him a moan, Charlie pulled his mouth back. Tilting his head up, he kissed Tanya hard, teeth grazing over her lower lip as his tongue slid in to meet hers.

Then, with one sudden movement, Charlie flipped them over. He managed to stay inside Tanya and once on top of her, Charlie fucked into her hard, his movements speeding up with each thrust.

Tanya's nails scratched harder against Charlie's shoulders, clinging onto him as he fucked into her body with such ease. "Fuck, yes, Charlie," she moaned, wrapping her legs around his hips, letting him feel the sting of her heels against his legs. She raked her nails down his back, digging them in to the skin of his ass.

His cock felt so big, slamming hard into her with every thrust, and Tanya moaned, wanting him to hear how much she loved this. The sounds Charlie made just proved how much he wanted her like this, and Tanya loved the evidence of his desire. It only made her hotter to know he'd never use her unless she allowed it. "Do I feel good?" she asked, digging her nails in harder.

Charlie's voice hitched as he pushed his ass towards Tanya's touch, seeking out the sharpness of pain she sent cruising through his body. He also thrust into her harder, the bed shaking under them as he did so.

"So good," he groaned. "So fucking hot and tight." Each word was emphasised with another thrust. Charlie's muscles tensed under Tanya's touch and he fucked into her harder and harder, before finally coming, Tanya's name on his lips. "Fuck!" Charlie groaned with one last thrust before collapsing on top of Tanya.

Tanya moaned, taking almost as much pleasure in Charlie's orgasm as she had in her own. It was just so hot, watching him lose control, knowing it was because of her, because of the things she did to him. She ran her hand lightly over his spine, pressing a kiss into his hair where his head rested on her chest.

"You were so good," she told him, giving him a little push so that he'd at least roll to one side. She kept him close, though, one leg hooked over his hip, pressing her breasts against his chest. "You took your punishment so beautifully." Tanya knew she would get to punish Charlie again, but now wasn't the time to remind him of that. She wanted him to feel good, at ease. She stroked her hand softly over his ass. "Does it still hurt?"

"Yes," Charlie answered but there was no complaint in his tone, like he was more than happy to take her punishment. And he was, since Charlie had more or less asked to be punished. He shifted off Tanya, but slid lower so he could rest his head against her chest.

With one hand stroking over Tanya's hip, Charlie pressed a light kiss to the closest patch of skin. "I'll tidy up," he promised, sounding very content now that she'd punished him.

Tanya smiled, snuggling closer to Charlie's hand on her hip. "I know you will," she assured. She knew Charlie hadn't been leaving things a mess to annoy her, he'd only wanted to remind her to play with him, and Tanya was very pleased with how that had turned out for both of them.

"I'll get you some lotion, and a glass of water," she offered, pressing another kiss to Charlie's hair. "Then you can tidy once you've rested." She offered him another smile and added, "I think you deserve it as much as you deserved the punishment."


Trouble at Work

Punished by His Boss

By four o'clock on Friday, Eric was feeling pretty damn good about how his week had gone. He'd pitched to one of the big-deal companies in their field, and the follow-up meeting had all but confirmed he'd be getting the deal he'd argued for.

With only an hour left at work, Eric was sitting back in his desk chair, nominally reviewing some sales' figures, but mostly planning how he was going to celebrate his big win.

"Eric…" Georgie was clutching a sheaf of papers to her chest, looking nervous. "Lisa wants to see you."

Eric raised an eyebrow. Lisa Gilman was their managing director, and half the office seemed to be convinced she breathed fire, if their trepidation to knock on her door was anything to go by. On the contrary, Eric found her incredibly sexy, always striding about in tight skirt-suits and high heels.

"What about?" he asked, but Georgie only widened her eyes at him, clearly not having dared to ask Lisa for any kind of justification. "Alright," Eric assured, getting up and straightening his tie. "I'll find out for myself."

He strode confidently to Lisa's office, knocking but not waiting for a response before he pushed the door open. "You wanted to see me?" he asked.

"Yes," Lisa nodded, looking up from the paperwork she was doing. "Close the door behind you," she told him. Her office was certainly spacious. A corner suite with huge windows. There was glass between her office and the corridor, too, but Lisa often had it tinted dark - like now - since many of her meetings were fairly confidential.

She waited until Eric had closed the door before putting the folder she'd been working on away. "I'll be straight with you, Eric, I've called you in for a disciplinary, this morning was the third time you've been late for work," she told him, Lisa's tone was ever so professional.

The words, and Lisa's professional tone, probably shouldn't have gone straight to Eric's cock, but they did, and for a moment his mouth was too dry to form any kind of response. "I see." Eric couldn't deny that he had been late, though frankly a couple of minutes here and there seemed pretty trivial in comparison with what he'd achieved for the company.

"What will this disciplinary consist of?" he asked, meeting Lisa's steady gaze. He wasn't going to be like the rest of the office, like Georgie, too scared to question Lisa's authority.

The attitude seemed to impress Lisa if the way she raised her eyebrow at Eric was anything to go by. "What do you think might be an appropriate punishment for such behaviour?" Lisa asked, the slightest pink at the tip of her tongue darting over her lips.

Eric's lips quirked into the beginnings of a smile. He was quite sure it wasn't company policy to offer employees the chance to discuss what they felt would be appropriate punishment, so Lisa asking gave him licence to be creative.

"You could bend me over your desk and spank me for every minute I was late," he suggested, the smile blossoming into a smirk. It was the kind of suggestion that could have been a joke, unless Lisa wanted to take him seriously.

There was a moment's pause in her movement, a stillness that almost implied that perhaps this was more of an HR issue than a joke, but then, Lisa's tongue made a reappearance, this time slower as she ran it over her lower lip. Looking down at the file and then back up at Eric, Lisa gave a small hum.

"According to my records that's thirty two minutes," she commented, but it hardly sounded like she wasn't considering his suggestion. "My hand might get tired."

The idea of being spanked thirty two times was enough to make Eric's cock thicken, though he made no move to draw attention to it. Instead, he tipped his head to one side, as if he were giving Lisa's words due consideration.

"You wouldn't have to use your hand," he offered, before breaking into another grin. "I'm sure you could improvise something." There were plenty of books and files around the office, and Eric's knees almost went weak at the prospect of being spanked with any of them.

Lisa’s gaze slid across the room as if she really was considering exactly what she might use instead of her hand. Slowly, she got up from her chair, a finger sliding over the folder on her desk before she walked over to her book case. Similarly, Lisa slid her finger over the spines of books there, her eyes remaining on Eric as she walked. When Lisa finally reached the door of her office, she locked it.

"Get on your knees," Lisa told Eric, her voice sharp, but also very focused, like she knew exactly what she wanted and what she had planned.

Eric did his best to drop elegantly to his knees, spurred on by the weight of Lisa's gaze on him. He wanted her to see that he could be good, that he would do exactly as she ordered, because he wanted to. His cock was fully hard, aching behind the tight lines of his suit pants.

Passing a tongue over his lower lip, Eric could feel his heart knocking against his ribs. This certainly hadn't been what he'd expected, but not a single part of him regretted it. "How soundproof is your office?" he asked, because if Lisa was really going to spank him, Eric doubted his ability to be very quiet about it.

"Completely," Lisa answered, somehow managing to make just that one word sound full of promise. She walked back about as slowly as she’d walked to the door, her fingers returning to drag over the books on her shelf but her eyes stayed focused on Eric. "So you can be as loud as you'd like to be," she added, clearly understanding what he'd meant.

Picking up one of the books, Lisa tapped her nails against it. "And I intend to make you want to be quite loud," she informed Eric, before smirking slightly. "Take your shirt off," she instructed.

"Yes, boss," Eric quipped, but he didn't even pretend the words didn't send a shudder of arousal through him. The idea of being spanked, while the rest of the office carried on oblivious, made him feel far too warm, and he was very glad of the instruction to take some of his clothes off.

He moved slowly, taking care over loosening his tie and the buttons of his cuffs. He could feel Lisa still watching him, and he looked up boldly as he unbuttoned his shirt, curious to see whether she liked what she saw.

The way Lisa's eyes turned darker with lust implied that she definitely appreciated Eric's muscles. Once his shirt was off, Lisa moved in closer, running one perfectly manicured nail over his back, just hard enough to leave a light scratch.

"Put your hands on the desk, fingers only," Lisa instructed. She waited for Eric to do so before walking back around and sliding one drawer open. After a very short rummage, Lisa pulled out a long, plastic ruler.

Keeping his fingers on the desk, Eric knelt up, catching a glimpse of the ruler and drawing in a quick breath. A book or a file would've spread the impact out over a larger area. Thirty-two blows with the thin ruler was most likely going to hurt.

Eric could feel a prickle of sweat gather along his spine, but he had no intention of backing out now, not when he was about to find out just how much Lisa might enjoy a little disciplinary action.

"Ready?" he asked, in case there was anything else she wanted before she began.

Lisa gave a soft laugh in response. "Are you?" She asked but before Eric had a chance to respond, the ruler landed sharply against Eric's fingers. The surprised sound of pain he gave in response was met by a moan from Lisa, like she took pleasure from the pain he was experiencing. The second blow against Eric's fingers was less surprising even if no less painful.

"Stand up, hands against the desk and legs spread," Lisa said, licking her lips. Whatever her plan included, it didn't seem like it'd be thirty-two of the same sort of blows.

Eric didn't bother to bite back a moan. He wanted Lisa to hear him, to know how much it turned him on to realise she'd clearly done this before. He trusted her word that the office was soundproofed, but - if it wasn't - the idea that people might hear him only made Eric hotter.

He got slowly to his feet, bending over so he could put his palms flat against the desk, letting his head hang loose between his shoulder blades. His ribs expanded with every breath, and he gasped as the ruler came down again.

"Should I be counting?" he asked, aiming to sound lightly amused, and flushing at how needy he sounded instead.

"If you'd like, I don't plan to lose count." As she answered, Lisa brought the ruler down against Eric's lower back. The hit was much lighter, showing that she was well aware of how sharp the pain from the ruler could be.

Setting the ruler down, Lisa reached to brush a hand over Eric's bare back, before she pressed her chest against it. From behind Eric, Lisa's hands slid around his body, hands teasing over his stomach muscles. Moving lower, Lisa's fingers stroked over Eric's belt buckle as she pushed her hips forward, grinding against his ass.

It was easy to trust Lisa, and any thought of counting was immediately rushed out of Eric's mind by the feeling of her body pressed against his back. His skin felt so sensitive already that he could count the buttons on her blouse as her breasts pushed them against him.

It took an effort of will not to spin around and pull Lisa's hips against him properly, but Eric was quite sure that would only add to his punishment. Instead, he pushed his ass back, letting Lisa grind against it and moaning quietly. "Enjoying yourself?" he asked, genuinely curious about the answer, and about whether Lisa would tell him.

"I'm beginning to," Lisa hummed, her fingers teasing over the skin just above Eric's belt. She did then move to undo it, taking time as she opened it, sliding the belt out slowly, before moving onto the buttons. Once all the fastenings were open, Lisa slid the material down. She pulled his boxers down, too, letting the clothes pool around Eric's ankles.

In a swift movement, Lisa pulled the belt out of its loops, running the material over Eric's leg. Her free hand softly brushed over his ass, before Lisa gave it a squeeze. "Another twenty eight to go," she told him, tone very much implying that Lisa was looking forward to this.

Eric's groan was the loudest noise he'd made yet, and he felt a hot flush of arousal spread over his chest, contrasting deliciously with the cooler air against his exposed skin. He was starting to wonder if he'd last for another twenty eight blows. His cock was already hard enough to ache, especially without his clothes to keep it constrained.

The slap of the leather against his ass wasn't exactly a surprise, but it still made Eric's breath catch in his throat. The pain was sharp, spreading instantly across his body. When Lisa delivered another blow, it seemed to blot out all other sensation, so that the only thing Eric could focus on was the lines of pain across his rear.

After those two, there was a pause, and whilst Eric couldn't see what Lisa was doing, it was almost possible to hear her watching him. She reached out to stroke a hand over the redness she'd already left against Eric's ass. "Twenty six," she muttered.

Then, the slap of the belt landed against Eric's legs and Lisa moaned at almost the same time. Her enjoyment of hurting him was evident. "Can you take more of the belt?" Lisa asked.

The leather left a profound sting, which Eric could feel even after the pause Lisa left. She was clearly able to put more force behind it than the ruler, and the flexibility of the material meant it moved with Eric's ass, curling around him to deliver the pain full across each cheek.

Nonetheless, Eric nodded. "Yes." There was something so hot about being spanked with his own belt, his trousers around his ankles. Lisa had stripped away all Eric's poise, and she hadn't even removed a stitch of her own clothing.

Eric pushed his ass out as much as he could without lifting his hands from the desk, clearly presenting himself for further punishment.

The belt once again licked across Eric's skin, this time even harder. It left a line of stinging across his ass, with the tip of the belt grazing over Eric's thigh. The next blow was higher, but also slightly lighter, as it smacked over Eric's back.

"Bend over the desk," Lisa told him, setting the belt down next to Eric, somewhere he could see easily. Then, Lisa's bare palm came down against Eric's ass, in a harsh slap, just over the marks that the belt had left. Another followed, and another before Lisa stilled again.

Open-mouthed, Eric moaned through the impact, every blow making his cock throb with how much he wanted to rub against something, anything. It wasn't until Lisa stopped that the full effect of the pain really hit him, building under his skin so that it was all Eric could do not to reach back and try to rub the sting away.

The longer Lisa made him wait, the more anticipation coiled in Eric's stomach. His ass hurt, enough to make Eric's eyes water, but the pain just seemed to set every nerve ending alight. He gripped the edge of the desk so hard his knuckles went white, spreading his legs slightly as if that might get him some measure of relief from the ache in his ass.

Lisa stroked over Eric's ass again, her hand soft in contrast to the sharpness of her slap. She then reached out for one of the files in the desk, rolling it up tightly and smacking it against her hand as if to test it. Satisfied with whatever she'd wanted it to feel like, Lisa brought it down hard against Eric's ass.

"I will take you down to fifteen and then we'll have a little break," Lisa told him, before the wrapped up file slapped Eric's ass again. The slaps were close together but each next one seemed harder, or perhaps just sharper against the already sensitive skin.

Fifteen still seemed like a long way off, and Eric nodded. The way each blow felt different seemed to keep his body sensitive, never having the time to adjust to any one sensation. "You're good," he complimented, with some of his usual swagger, though his voice sounded ragged, like he was only just holding on to it.

He knew he'd be feeling the ache in his ass for hours after Lisa was finally done with him, but he appreciated the way she drew it out. He pushed his ass back, the movement making his cock rub against the desk, making Eric bite his lip to hold back a moan.

True to her word, Lisa didn't stop. As the blows increased in force, the sounds Eric made got louder and louder. They seemed to only encourage Lisa more. She was hardly gentle but she was steady, blow after blow. Finally, when the pain seemed almost too much, Lisa stopped.

"That's fifteen left," she informed Eric, setting the folder down. "Take a step back from the desk and get on your knees." There was some shuffling behind Eric as he did so and glancing behind him, Eric just caught Lisa sliding her panties off.

Once he was on his knees in front of the desk again, Lisa moved in front of him, sitting down on the desk. She pulled her skirt up enough for Eric to see her pussy once she parted her legs. "I'll take a blow off for every time you make me come," she told him. "You don't have to, you're welcome to just have another fifteen," Lisa added, before smirking at Eric, like she knew that he would hardly refuse.

Eric's ass was so sore he couldn't quite bring himself to rest it on his heels, meaning he had to hold himself up. The strain in his muscles was slight, but Eric knew it would increase, and found that just as hot as the ache where Lisa's blows had landed.

"You hardly have to bribe me," he said, looking up at Lisa, enjoying the sight of her above him, still almost fully dressed, looking every bit the proper business woman - at least, from the waist up.

Running his hands up her thighs, Eric leaned forward, tongue darting out to lap at Lisa's exposed pussy. Finding her wet already, he moaned, loving both the taste of her and the proof that she'd been as turned on as he was. He wasted no time, circling his tongue around her clit, flicking experimentally to see what she responded to.

And Lisa did respond, her breath hitching before she gave a loud moan. With her hands gripping the edge of the desk, Lisa pushed forward, so she could rock her hips more against Eric’s mouth. Leaning back slightly, Lisa’s moans got louder as Eric’s tongue pressed harder against her clit.

"Oh yes, just like that," she cried in pleasure. Letting go of the desk with one hand, Lisa moved it to Eric’s hair, tugging quite hard as she seemed to try to pull him even closer. "Yes, yes, yes," she chanted, rocking more and more. "Fuck, I'm so close!"

Eric pressed his tongue even harder against Lisa's clit, trying to do more of what she'd liked. Hearing her moans surround him, Eric wanted nothing more than to make Lisa come. Not because he necessarily wanted to reduce his punishment, but for the pure pleasure of knowing he'd been responsible for her losing control.

His hand moved from Lisa's thigh, fingers brushing lightly against her pussy, more teasing than satisfying. Lisa hadn't said he could use his hands, but she hadn't said he couldn't, and Eric was curious to see whether she'd impose any limits.

Lisa rocked against Eric's mouth, her fingers tightening in his hair. "You can use your fingers," she told him almost as if reading his mind. Then again, the sounds that Lisa was making were a clear indication that she was very much enjoying herself.

When Eric did slide a finger inside her, the sound Lisa gave was so loud that briefly he had to wonder if the sound proofing would be sound proofed enough. With his tongue still against her clit, it didn't take long for Eric to make Lisa come and she did so with another loud cry, muscles tightening around Eric's fingers.

Since Lisa's challenge had been for every time Eric could make her come, Eric didn't pull away. He did slow, licking more teasingly against her pussy in case she was sensitive immediately after orgasm. He thrust his finger into her slowly, rubbing against as much of her pussy as he could manage.

Eric's thighs were starting to ache from holding his weight, but it was easy to ignore,  especially when Lisa kept making such fantastic sounds for Eric to listen to instead.

"Add another finger," Lisa encouraged, showing how much she was happy to have another orgasm if Eric could bring it. She leaned back, parting her lips even wider. The sounds falling from Lisa's lips demonstrated how much she was enjoying Eric's mouth and fingers.

Rocking her hips, Lisa tugged on Eric's hair again. "Faster," she instructed. When Eric obliged, Lisa moaned louder, and her second orgasm wasn't far off. "Fuuuuck, yesss," Lisa cried and her muscles tightened again, before she relaxed, licking her lips.

"That's enough, for now," she said pushing Eric's head back.

Eric pouted briefly, before lifting his hand to his mouth to suck Lisa's taste off his fingers. When he'd finished, he looked up, tongue darting out to wet his lips at how hot Lisa still looked.

"I'm so fucking hard," he said, his tone pitched to make it sound almost conversational, rather than a complaint. He was very eager for Lisa to at some point do something about it, but Eric was almost enjoying how desperate his body felt. If Lisa wanted to keep him waiting, Eric was sure she'd give him plenty of other sensations to focus on.

Lisa looked down, tongue darting over her lips as she took in the sight of Eric's hard cock. "So you are," she agreed pushing herself off the table. Rather than saying anything else, Lisa took a step to the side.

"Take off all your clothes and bend over the desk," she instructed. Whilst Lisa had stripped most of Eric's clothes, his pants and underwear were still pooled around his ankles. "Don't rub your cock on the desk," she added. "There's another thirteen minutes to get punished for, but then, I might consider rewarding you. If you take this and thank me for it."

Eric swallowed hard, incredibly turned on by the prospect of being bent naked over the desk, of having to thank Lisa for the pain he had no doubt she was about to inflict. He wasted no time, carefully stepping out of his shoes and pants, kicking them into a haphazard pile along with his tie and shirt. After a moment's pause, he stripped his socks off, too. He had a feeling Lisa was precise about wording, and when she'd said 'all' she'd meant 'all'.

Bending over the desk, Eric groaned at the ache still in his ass. He gripped hard to the other edge, spreading his legs to give him a more stable position. He twisted so he could watch Lisa over his shoulder, curious what she'd pick first. "Thank you for my disciplinary, boss," he said, feeling it wouldn't hurt to start as he meant to go on.

Lisa laughed, but there was also a degree of satisfaction in her eyes at Eric's words. She started by reaching out and running her hand over Eric's ass, pressing hard against the marks she'd left there already. Then, Lisa smacked her hand against them, giving a moan at the pained sound that Eric gave.

"I want you to say thank you every time," Lisa told Eric before slapping his ass again, obviously testing if he'd follow instructions. When he did, Lisa smiled, moving to pick up the belt again. She waited for a bit, before not particularly lightly having the belt come down across Eric's ass, no doubt leaving another sharp line of red.

Eric moaned, feeling the pain bloom where the belt had come down. His ass felt so hot, like the skin was burning up, and Eric only wanted to feel the fire more fiercely, have it consume every nerve until he couldn't tell pain from pleasure.

"Thank you," he called, his voice sounding hoarse already. The next blow startled a hiss from him, catching the sensitive skin of his inner thigh. "Thank you." There was no hope of controlling his voice, not if Lisa was going to keep hitting him so hard.

The third blow from the belt was just as hard and Lisa moaned in sync with the cry that Eric gave. It was evident that causing him pain aroused her. This time the thank you was almost breathless, and Lisa gave a small hum. Her hand returned to Eric's ass, fingers soft and gentle against the skin. "You're good at taking punishment," she praised.

The praise settled a different kind of heat under Eric's skin, and he wanted to be good, to earn more of it.

Lisa set the belt down, seemingly done with using it. There was still another nine hits to go. Picking up the ruler, Lisa dragged it slowly over Eric's thighs. Then, again with no warning, she smacked him with it, a sharp, stinging pain running through his body.

Eric's sharp gasp sounded ragged, and he lifted his head as he tried to suck enough air into his lungs. It took a moment for him to gather his wits, and the 'thank you' didn't come quickly enough. Before Eric could completely get the words out, Lisa had once again brought the ruler down against his thighs.

Feeling like his blood was whistling through his body, Eric managed, "Thank you, for both." He wasn't sure if Lisa had counted his attempt at the words, but he didn't want to risk losing out on the prospect of a reward.

The third hit with the ruler was definitely lighter, but it was also still definitely stinging. Lisa set the ruler down, next to the belt. She then followed the hit up with another bare handed spank, smacking loudly against Eric's ass. Much more softly, Lisa did run a hand over the skin, but then did also pinch it.

Picking up the rolled up file, Lisa slapped that hard against Eric's ass, waiting for the thank you, before she did it again and again until there was only one last blow left. "What shall I use last?" She asked Eric, nails scratching lightly against his back.

Eric's eyes watered, and even if he'd wanted to, there was no way to hide the tracks of tears down his cheeks. Despite the pain, or more likely because of it, Eric felt a pang of regret that it was about to be over. It was quickly replaced by a lurch of hope, that Lisa might still reward him for his good behaviour.

His mind moved slowly over all the options, trying to decide which he had liked best. It was still true that there was a special thrill to being spanked with his own belt, and not just because it had also hurt the most.

Licking his lips, Eric glanced back at Lisa. "I like the belt best," he said, honestly, "but I think you should pick. Call it a thank you for disciplining me so well."

Lisa seemed quite pleased with Eric's answer, and her fingers trailed over the belt. "I will pick it because I want to," she told Eric. "But I also like that you would pick it, it's incentivising." The way she said 'incentivising' sounded very professional, almost like Eric wasn't completely naked, bent over Lisa's desk, waiting for her to spank him one more time.

Picking up the belt, Lisa took her time, letting Eric's anticipation build. Finally, she brought the belt down against his ass, hard enough that the mark would stay for days, if not a week as it bruised. "Will you be late again?" Lisa asked.

The blow was hard enough that Eric felt like it knocked the breath out of his lungs, and his fingers tightened on the table to keep his hands still. "Thank you," he said, the words coming out almost choked.

It took a lot longer for Eric to formulate a response to Lisa's question. "Probably," he finally said. Eric knew how hard it would be to change the habit of a lifetime, and he'd never particularly prioritised turning up to the very minute, not when strolling in two or three (or ten) minutes late made so little difference.

"If I do, I'll take my punishment, like a model employee," he promised, far more sincerely, though not without a trace of amusement.

"I would prefer you not to be late," Lisa told Eric, but her tone also very much implied that she wouldn't be against punishing Eric again. "Stand up and turn to me," she instructed, taking a step back. For a moment, Lisa seemed to just take in how Eric looked - naked, hard and with tears running down his cheeks. Then, she took a step forward, bringing a hand up to his cheeks so she could wipe the tears away.

Lisa brought one of her now-wet hands down to Eric's cock, fingers wrapping around it. "You were very thankful for your punishment," Lisa hummed, hand slow as it moved over Eric. "I will let you fuck me, that's your reward, but if I don't come, you'll be punished again," she told Eric, licking her lips before a small smirk settled against them.

Eric shuddered, his hips bucking into Lisa's hand. "I don't know if that's incentivising or not," he said, echoing her own earlier word choice. "I liked making you come, and I liked being punished." Yes, it had been a lot, and Eric's ass still hurt, but it had also been so hot that Eric had no doubt it would figure in his fantasies for weeks.

Taking Lisa's word as permission, Eric ran his hands up her sides, feeling the material of her skirt and then her blouse. "You look so hot," he told her. He let one hand move to cup LIsa's breast, thumb seeking the slight bump of her nipple under the shirt and circling it. He almost didn't want to take any of Lisa's clothes off.

Whilst Lisa did give a soft moan at the brush of his finger, she didn't seem very inclined to have Eric take her clothes off either. Instead, Lisa ran one hand down her side, pulling her skirt up a bit. "Sit down on the desk," Lisa told him, and she'd know full well just how painful her request would be for Eric.

Lisa watched Eric follow her instructions, taking enjoyment in how much pain sitting down caused him. With her other hand now free, Lisa hitched her skirt fully up, before moving to straddle Eric.

Eric's hands reached for Lisa, pulling her close and letting his fingers take a grip of the bunched material around her waist. He could feel the heat of her against his cock, and Lisa had said he could fuck her, but he hesitated. He wanted to savour the moment, Lisa's body warm against his, the throb of his ass against the hard desk.

Finally, leading his cock to Lisa's pussy, Eric paused again, biting his lip briefly before he looked up at Lisa. "Go on," he encouraged.

Lisa lowered herself almost excruciatingly slowly, taking her time as Eric's long cock slid into her. She was hot and so wet, moaning at how Eric filled her up. Rocking her hips forward, Lisa adjusted to his size, before starting to ride him. The movements were still slow, still teasing.

"Fuck, your cock is so big," she moaned, the pace picking up ever so slightly. Lisa's hands settled against Eric's shoulders, nails digging into his skin - not too hard, but probably hard enough to leave a mark.

The bite of her nails against his bare skin only emphasised to Eric how naked he was, and all Lisa had taken off was her panties. The thought made him moan, clutching tighter to Lisa's skirt.

Eric rocked his hips, enjoying the flare of pain every time his ass moved against the table. It mixed with the pleasure from how tight Lisa's pussy was around his cock, and he groaned even louder, resting his head against Lisa's shoulder. "That's it, fuck, that feels so good," he urged.

Moving one hand, Eric wiggled it under Lisa's skirt, his fingers finding her clit and letting her movements push her against him.

Lisa shifted as if to invite Eric's fingers closer, her cries of pleasure surrounding them. Lisa's hips rocked forward, with her legs pushing her up and down. The hotness of Lisa's pussy surrounded Eric, the sounds of his groans mixing with the loud moans that fell from Lisa's mouth.

The way she pushed herself down against him started to become harder and faster. Lisa also rocked against Eric's fingers, seeking out the pleasure he was offering. "Fuck, yes!" Lisa groaned beginning to rock faster and harder. "Come on," she encouraged. "Make me come again!"

Her tone was downright bossy, which drove Eric to give her exactly what she wanted. He pressed his fingers harder against her clit, thrusting his hips up with even more force. It made the wood sting against his ass, which only made everything seem so much more intense.

"Come on," he said, voice practically a growl with how hoarse his throat was. He wanted Lisa to come first, and then he wanted to keep fucking into her while all her muscles squeezed around him. He lifted his head, biting at her jaw, hoping the little edge of pain might bring her closer.

It did seem to do the trick, because Lisa gave a loud scream, pleasure overtaking her. A string of 'yes yes yes' and 'harder' fell from Lisa's lips as her pussy clasped tightly around Eric's cock, encouraging his orgasm to join hers.

Eric bucked his hips up hard, grip moving to Lisa's hips so he could pull her down against him. He gave a ragged cry, pleasure and pain ringing through his body simultaneously, until he couldn't tell where one feeling ended and another began.

He moaned even louder as he finally came, orgasm sweeping over all other sensations as he came deep in Lisa's pussy. He kept hold of her hips, not wanting to lose the warmth of her, breathing harshly against her blouse as he came back to an awareness of the office around them. He chuckled, but couldn't quite find words.

It took Lisa a few moments to catch her breath but once she did, Lisa gave one more, much slower and shallower, movement with her hips. Finally, she moved off Eric, his cock sliding out of her. Taking a step back, Lisa straightened her skirt as she seemed to take in the image of Eric - naked, spent and exposed. If the way she licked her lips was an indication of anything, she seemed to rather enjoy the sight.

"I will refrain from placing a warning on your file, but next time the punishment might be more severe," Lisa told Eric, her voice so professional, almost like she hadn't just fucked him, almost like despite her skirt being straightened, Eric wouldn't know that Lisa still had no panties on.

Eric gave a louder laugh, delighted by how quickly Lisa could revert to her professional demeanor. It would take a little longer for him, but he did get himself up off the desk, doing his best to glance down at his own ass. He was sure it was still red - it certainly still hurt.

Carefully, he bent to collect his clothes, pulling his slacks on and trying to smooth out the creases. "I'll keep that in mind," he promised, though his tone sounded very much like he would enjoy the prospect of another punishment.

Slipping his belt through the loops of his pants, he added, "I'll go out and tell them you dragged me across hot coals for daring to be late, shall I?"

Moving to pick up her panties, Lisa gave a hum in response to Eric's comment. "Yes," she nodded. "I have neither the time, nor the wish, to punish all of my employees." Seeing how big the company was, that made sense. Whether this was the sort of punishment anyone else got was left rather unclear.

Instead, Lisa approached Eric, reaching to put her panties in his pocket, patting it before she moved to do his buttons up. "If you ever require more punishment, my door is always open," she told him, before smirking slightly. "Discipline, you see, is somewhat of my speciality."

Eric paused, looking at Lisa with a smirk. "Yeah, I can tell," he assured, almost with a teasing lilt to the words. "I'm not going to be able to sit comfortably at my desk for days." If that was the price that had to be paid, it was certainly worth it. Eric would enjoy the reminder, and he'd probably be half-hard anytime he shifted position.

"I must admit, there was a moment I hoped you'd have to gag me with my tie," he told Lisa. He had liked being loud, liked knowing nobody in the office would have any idea what was going on, and it was probably better for his professional image that he was able to put his tie back on without suspicious wet patches. Still, if next time Lisa wanted to take him up on that suggestion, Eric would be very, very willing.

"I'll keep that in mind," Lisa said, her tone sounding very promising. It was rather clear that Lisa would be very far from objecting to punish Eric again if he did want - or if she deemed he needed it again.

Straightening the things on her desk that they had shuffled by their activities, Lisa walked around to sit down at her desk. "You are free to leave now, Eric," she told him, tone professional and clear.

Eric could take a hint, and after making sure his tie looked respectable, he headed for the door. "Thank you, boss," he offered, giving Lisa a grin, sure that the words would remind her of his gratitude for each of the blows she'd given him. He checked her panties weren't showing in his pocket, gave her a mock salute and walked back out into the office.

Part of him had wondered whether there would be stares, whether Lisa's promises of soundproof walls had been exaggerated, or untested. Mostly, he was greeted by empty office chairs. As soon as it had hit five, most of his colleagues had clearly left, looking forward to their weekends.

Georgie was still there, and she rushed over, her big eyes looking worried. "You were in there for ages!" she said, reaching out a hand to give Eric's arm a tentative squeeze. "Is everything all right?"

It was an effort not to smirk, and Eric wasn't completely sure he managed it. He tried his best to turn it into a sort of wry smile. "No lasting damage," he lied, thinking of his ass and the bruises he knew he'd be developing even as they spoke. "Lisa just wanted to make it clear that my attitude towards punctuality leaves a lot to be desired."

"What?" Georgie asked, looking shocked. "All that, just because you aren't at your desk by nine on the dot? It's not like you're the only one!" That made Eric chuckle, and he wondered who else was getting to see the side of Lisa he'd seen today.

"She was… forceful," Eric agreed, having to fight to keep his smile in order. Georgie looked so worried it was hard not to laugh. "It's alright," he assured her. "She didn't put anything on my record. It was just a reminder that she's the one in charge, and I have to do things her way." It was a reminder Eric wouldn't at all mind repeating. "Really," he added, as he started to move towards his desk to gather his things, "as far as disciplinaries go, it was quite pleasurable."


Showing Him Off

Exposed and Willing

Jenny had always wanted to live in the middle of a city. It had taken her some time to save up the money, but now that she did, her favorite thing about her new apartment was the floor to ceiling windows that took up one whole wall of her living room. They looked out onto the glassy modern office building across the street, and at night Jenny could watch the employees packing up to leave, each office going dark one after another as people headed home.

Tonight, Jenny had great plans for those wide windows. She’d invited Luke over to celebrate, cooking him dinner in her fancy new kitchen, and then settling together on the couch.

Most of the office building’s lights had gone out by the time Luke had started affectionately nuzzling at Jenny’s neck. She tilted her head, giving him more access, then slid a hand into his hair and tugged gently. “Look,” she said, turning his face towards the windows. “There’s still people at work. Do you think they can see us?” Her breathless whisper made her excitement at the idea very obvious.

Luke lifted his head curiously, glancing over at the window. His hand was lightly brushing over Jenny’s hip. “I don’t know, probably?” He answered, sounding both honest and a little confused by her question. “Do you want me to go draw the blinds?” The offer was met with Luke pulling back a bit, as if he was ready to go the moment she said yes. It was kind of sweet, even if completely missing what Jenny actually had intended with her question.

“No,” Jenny answered, shaking her head. “I like the idea of someone being able to see us. I like not knowing for sure, but imagining that maybe someone is watching.” She ran a hand down Luke’s chest, tugging his shirt out of his pants so she could slide her fingers across the warm skin of his stomach. His muscles tensed in response, making Jenny’s breath catch in her throat. She would never get tired of admiring just how fit Luke was.

With the hand still in his hair, she tugged his mouth to hers, kissing him hard before she bit down on his lower lip. “I like the idea that we might make people want. I’m wet just thinking about it.” She smirked at Luke, spreading her legs as much as her tight skirt would allow. “You should see for yourself,” she encouraged.

Luke’s hand ran lower, over Jenny’s legs, the touch hard enough not to be completely teasing, but still light enough to not feel like he was pressing down against her. After a glance at the window, Luke looked back at Jenny. She could see the way what she’d said clicked in his head and he licked his lips. “You want to be on display?” Luke asked and the shade of lust in his eyes showed her that he wasn’t opposed to the idea.

Getting off the couch, Luke knelt in front of Jenny, hands still against her bare legs as he reached to push the hem of her skirt up. He leaned in to press a kiss against Jenny’s inner thigh, and then gave it a small bite, startling a soft gasp from Jenny. Teasingly, Luke then moved over to her other thigh, repeating the action, but also running his tongue over the hot skin.

Jenny moaned, bucking her hips up off the couch as if that would get Luke’s tongue to touch her where she so badly wanted it. “I want us to be on display,” Jenny corrected. “Both of us, so that all those boring office workers can see how hot we are together.” She ran a hand through Luke’s hair, letting her nails lightly graze across his scalp.

“Don’t be a tease,” she scolded playfully, her free hand resting on Luke’s neck, fingers just dipping under the collar of his shirt. “Take my panties off and feel how wet I am, baby.” The idea of sitting there, fully dressed but with nothing on under her skirt, was enough to make Jenny give a low moan.

Luke did smirk up at her, but that was where any resistance ended. His fingers moved under the material of her skirt to seek out her panties and pull them down. Jenny could see him stuffing the material in his pocket before he leaned back in to kiss her inner thigh again. This time, though, instead of moving to the other one, too, Luke licked his way up and between her legs.

When he discovered how wet she was, he gave a small grunt that vibrated through Jenny, joining with her own moan at how good his tongue felt against her. Luke teased the tip of his tongue over her clit before licking lower to where all the wetness was gushing down to meet him.

“Fuck, yes,” Jenny moaned, letting go of Luke so she could hitch her skirt higher. It still covered her, but Jenny enjoyed the contrast between the cool air on the tops of her thighs and Luke’s hot tongue against her pussy. “You look so good down there,” she praised, her fingers moving to the buttons of her blouse.

Through the windows, Jenny could still see the lights of the offices, could even make out a few silhouettes hunched over desks. “Don’t stop,” she ordered, breaking off to moan as Luke’s tongue teased inside her. Undoing several buttons revealed a glimpse of lacy bra, and Jenny felt a throb of arousal at how exposed she felt. “Here,” she urged, reaching to open Luke’s shirt. “Let me take this off.”

Luke let her pull the shirt off, seeming to only moving away from Jenny’s pussy for as short of a time as absolutely necessary. She loved how much he enjoyed licking her, more moans falling from her lips as Luke’s tongue pressed inside her again. He was lapping up her wetness so eagerly, teasing her clit gently before giving it a suck and causing more loud sounds to escape Jenny’s lips.

One of Luke’s hands pulled Jenny closer, letting her rock against his face at whatever speed she wanted. The other hand traveled up Jenny’s body, fingers brushing over her breasts, seeking out where her nipples were hardening under the material of her bra so he could tease them, pinching lightly through the lace.

Jenny gave a sharp cry, letting herself be louder than she would usually. She liked the idea of being heard, and even though it wasn’t possible from across the street, Jenny could still imagine. “Look at you,” she purred, lifting one leg to drape over Luke’s shoulder. “You’re so gorgeous, half-dressed and on your knees for me.” It was a sight Jenny would never get tired of, and she knew Luke liked to hear how much she enjoyed it.

Curling her toes against Luke’s back, Jenny bucked her hips, needing more than just Luke’s tongue inside her. “Use your fingers, baby,” she urged. “I want you to make me come right here, and then show me how hard it’s made you.” She had no doubt that Luke’s cock already ached, but he didn’t want him to stop eating her out to show her. The longer she made him wait, the more eager he would be.

Obediently, Luke moved his hand back down to Jenny’s pussy, fingers easily sliding inside her wet hole. He was slow at first, but quickly picked up his pace, pumping his fingers in and out of her faster and faster, his tongue still licking against Jenny’s clit. The speed with which his fingers fucked her made Jenny arch her back and push down. Luke took this as the encouragement that it was and inserted another finger inside Jenny.

Her liquids made Luke’s hand wet, she could hear it. The sound was joined by her moans and the noises Luke’s tongue made as it licked Jenny faster. Her orgasm was close and she was sure he knew it, too, but Luke didn’t slow down, just finger-fucking her harder and harder.

The pleasure was cruising through Jenny’s body, so close to tipping her over the edge, and she bit her lower lip as she watched Luke. His expression was so intense, so concentrated on doing everything he could to obey her that it went straight to Jenny’s core. Lifting a hand to replace Luke’s against her breast, Jenny flicked her fingernails over her lace-covered nipple, crying out at the sharp bolt of pleasure-pain.

Luke’s fingers were hammering into her, fucking her deep and fast. Jenny lifted her hips, pushing herself back against his fingers, and Luke sucked hard against Jenny’s clit. With his fingers twisting inside her, it was enough, and Jenny felt the whole world go hot and dark as every muscle tightened and she moaned, hips bucking as she came with Luke’s name very loudly on her lips.

He didn’t stop, stroking his fingers slowly in and out of Jenny’s pussy while she tried to catch her breath. “Fuck, that felt good,” she said, but she felt anything but satisfied. She wanted more - and specifically, more of Luke. “Are you hard for me, baby?” she asked, her pussy throbbing at the words.

With his fingers still moving in and out of her, Luke pulled back, giving Jenny a nod. “I am,” he confirmed, but she could also see the playfulness in his look. His fingers inside her curled upwards making Jenny give a small scream as the movement made more pleasure shoot through her. “Let me make you come again,” Luke said but it sounded more like a statement than a request.

His fingers sped up and if anything the intent look on his face increased as Luke began to move his fingers faster again. “You’re so wet,” he groaned and Jenny could feel him add another finger, stretching her out as her stomach muscles tightened with pleasure.

It felt so good and it was so tempting just to give in, to let Luke make her come again, but Jenny really wanted to see him. She leaned forward, giving his shoulder a push. There was no way she was strong enough to overpower Luke, not unless he let himself be overpowered. “I want to see you,” she said, putting a note of command into her tone.

“Show me,” she urged, “and then I’ll let you make me come again before you fuck me.” Jenny wanted that, to have Luke fuck her right there, in front of the windows, where anyone could chance to look over and see them.

There was a small hesitation that she could see, and Luke definitely thought about that. For a moment, Jenny had to wonder if he’d argue with her over this, but then Luke pulled his hand back, licking the stickiness off his fingers. “I guess,” he drew out and Jenny almost laughed at how bratty he sounded, but Luke did then get up to take his pants off.

If he was at all bothered by the fact that someone might see them, he certainly didn’t show it. Luke pushed his pants off, letting his cock spring free. He was hard, just as Jenny had asked for. Raising an eyebrow at her, as if to challenge her, Luke waited. When Jenny nodded, he knelt back down, licking a hot, wet line upward against her pussy.

Her muscles tightened in response, and Jenny felt herself grow even wetter. “Fuck, lap it all up, Luke,” she urged, moaning as Luke obeyed, his tongue moving in broad swipes over her sensitive flesh. Spreading her legs wider, Jenny’s ass scooched down on the couch, pushing her skirt up around her hips. She pulled her arms roughly free from the shirt, one hand cupping her breast, feeling how her nipple pushed out against the lace.

Glancing over to the windows, Jenny could see them both reflected in the glass. Luke, naked, his face pressed between Jenny’s legs like he wanted nothing more than to taste her. Her own reflection looked debauched, bra exposed and chest heaving. “Show me how you want to fuck me,” Jenny urged, teeth scraping over her lower lip as she pinched her nipple through the thin material of her bra.

Luke sucked against her clit before pulling back and smirking at Jenny. “You’ll have to turn around for me to show you how I want to fuck you,” he told her. Luke’s fingers found Jenny’s pussy again, two sliding in at once to tease a moan out of her.

Jenny’s body reacted instinctively, rocking her hips in an attempt to set a rhythm against Luke’s hand. “Oh, yes, oh, fuck,” she cried out, one hand tangling in Luke’s hair while the other pinched at her nipple, lace scratching against it in ways that made Jenny cry out. “Your fingers feel so good, so thick.” Jenny wanted something more, something bigger.

She pulled Luke’s head back, letting go only when his fingers slid free from her. Turning around, she knelt on the couch, pulling her skirt all the way up and sticking her ass out. Looking over her shoulder, she could take in the way Luke’s eyes focused on the glimpse of her pussy he could see between her legs. “Come on,” she demanded, “show me.”

This time Luke didn’t hesitate, pressing his fingers back inside Jenny, pumping them in and out of her twice, fast. He then leaned in to give her ass a playful bite, before pushing a third finger inside her. “God, you’re so fucking hot,” he breathed, before starting to move his hand again. Having him fuck her with his fingers felt so good and Luke didn’t slow, instead going faster and faster.

Jenny’s screams filled the room as her hands clutched hard against the back of the couch. “Yes, baby,” Luke encouraged. “Fuck back, come on, show me how hard you’ll fuck my cock.” His fingers didn’t slow down, just fucking Jenny more.

Half-dressed in the middle of her living room, with Luke naked behind her, Jenny felt hot. She knew they were worth looking at, the two of them, and it made her want Luke even more. Determined to show him exactly how hard she would fuck him, Jenny moaned as she pushed back, meeting every one of his thrusts.

Riding his fingers, Jenny let her head fall forward, gasping every time Luke’s fingers bottomed out inside her. Pleasure was building steadily, a low fire that burned in the pit of Jenny’s stomach. She arched her back, giving a moan that was almost pornographic. “I’m going to take your cock so deep,” she promised. “Going to let you fuck me hard, right here.”

Luke didn’t slow down but he did groan at Jenny’s promise, making her want it ever so much more. She fucked against him harder and Luke pushed forward just as much. When Jenny came, it was with a loud scream, her muscles tightening around Luke and her whole body trembling as the pleasure cruised through her.

It was only once she was done that Luke pulled back, licking his fingers clean and giving Jenny a grin. “Did I do well?” He asked, obviously because he wanted praise and not because he doubted he had.

It was almost enough to make Jenny hold back, but she wanted to praise Luke because she knew how much he liked it, even if he wouldn’t quite admit to it. “You did amazingly,” she said, stepping back off the couch and turning around. “I love how your fingers feel in me, hitting all the right spots. You know just what turns me on.”

Feeling bold, Jenny bent over to push her skirt off, stepping out of it and catching a glimpse of her nearly-naked body in the glass. She stepped closer, nipples stiffening as she looked up at the lights still glowing from the windows across the street. She half-turned, drinking in the sight of Luke, just as naked, just as confident in his own skin. “I bet all the women are wishing they could be in my place,” she purred. “Especially if they can see how hard you are for me.” She held out a hand, wanting Luke to come join her.

In the reflection of the window, Jenny could see Luke approaching her. He pressed up behind her, his cock hard against her ass as Luke leaned down to suck Jenny’s earlobe between his lips, giving it a small tug. His hands traced down over Jenny’s sides and Luke rocked his hips against her, showing her just how hard he was for her.

“So are you planning to show me off?” Luke asked, his tone was teasing. “For all the women,” he added and Jenny could almost hear the smirk. “And all the men.” Whether he meant men who wanted him or her was unclear but Jenny assumed it was probably both. “Shall I help you out of your bra?” But there was no hesitation, Luke’s fingers already working open the clasp holding her bra closed.

Watching as Luke eased the cups down her breasts sent a thrill through Jenny’s body, and she ran her tongue lightly over her lips, loving how sexy they looked together. “I plan to show us off,” she corrected, turning to kiss Luke once he’d dropped her bra onto the floor. She wrapped her arms around his neck and pressed her body flush against his. “And you,” she added, smirking as she pulled back. She let her nails gaze lightly against the nape of his neck. “You’re very worth showing off.”

Jenny could imagine so many different ways to show them off; it made her pussy ache for Luke’s cock just to think about it. "How do you want me?" she asked, rolling her hips forward and letting his cock grind against her thigh. "On all fours here, by the window?" Or maybe Luke could fuck her right up against the glass. The idea made Jenny shiver with desire.

Luke gave a grunt at the suggestion, pressing a rough kiss against Jenny’s lips before he made his way lower. He sucked one of her nipples in his mouth, rolling it between his lips. The soft moan that Jenny gave seemed to urge him to suck harder. Once Luke seemed satisfied with the sounds Jenny had made, he pulled back again. “How do you want it?” He asked and Jenny knew it was because Luke enjoyed doing things the way she liked them.

His hand trailed over her ass and he gave it a squeeze. “How do you want to be seen when fucked?” That was accompanied by Luke glancing out the window, licking his lips. “If anyone looked up, what’s the way you want them to see you? To see me?” Jenny could tell that the prospect of being seen was starting to turn Luke one even more.

“I want them to see all of you,” Jenny answered, stepping aside so Luke faced the window, his gorgeous body on display, from the tight muscles of his chest and arms to the way his thick cock stood out so hard for her. Running one hand up Luke’s chest, she watched in the reflection as his muscles twitched. “I want them to see how strong you are, how hard you can fuck into me and fill me up.” Her fingers circled around Luke’s nipple before pinching it hard enough to make him cry out.

Giving a moan of her own, Jenny leaned in to mimic Luke’s actions, catching his earlobe between her lips and sucking hard. “I want you to bend me over against the window and fuck me from behind,” she decided.

“Yeah,” Luke breathed. “I want that, too,” he added, though Jenny already knew this was the case. Pulling Jenny in so he could kiss her, Luke bit her lower lip lightly. “But not on all fours,” he told her shaking his head. Luke ran a hand over Jenny’s hip, tugging him harder against her and she gave a soft moan at how his hard cock pressed against her thigh.

He gave another squeeze to her ass, before spinning Jenny around so easily, reminding her just how much strength he had, how much he let her do as she pleased with him. Reaching for Jenny’s hands, Luke placed each against the window, nudging her legs open with his foot. She let him, mostly curious about what exactly his plan was.

Once she stood exposed, breasts bouncing as Luke pressed against her, he began to kiss his way down her back, before kneeling behind Jenny. “Let me show the world how good I can make you feel?” He asked and then smirked at Jenny in the reflection. “Please.”

Jenny moaned, feeling her pussy throb as she looked at her own reflection, how on display she was like this. Someone who glanced through their window could see everything - her nipples flushed and standing proud, her pussy soaking wet between her spread legs, and best of all, Luke on his knees behind her. “Fuuck, yes,” she moaned, arching her back to stick her ass out more.

“Get me ready for your cock,” she ordered, tongue darting over her lips. “I want everyone to watch you earn it.”

Luke didn’t hesitate to show Jenny just how much he could do to earn it and his wet tongue licked over her pussy. Jenny’s body reacted instantly, sending pleasure cruising through her and she pushed back with a moan. Luke used one of his hands to hold Jenny’s hip, with the other one dragging up and down her leg before he finally teased it between her legs. The tip of Luke’s wet tongue circled Jenny’s clit before he licked back up, not stopping until he reached her asshole.

The gasp and then the following moans that Jenny gave seemed to definitely encourage him and Luke’s tongue licked wetly against her, teasing all of the nerve endings there. Luke used his hand to slide a finger inside Jenny’s wet pussy, slow in his movements.

As much as possible, Jenny held still, wanting Luke to do all the work of fucking his finger into her. When she couldn’t take his teasing anymore, Jenny squeezed her muscles tight around him. “Add another finger,” she ordered, “fuck me with two, slowly, like you’ve been doing, it feels so good.” And Luke’s tongue, still circling maddeningly against her asshole felt amazing, too.

She groaned as Luke obeyed her, his second thick finger stretching her pussy. “Fuck you look so good like that, on your knees, giving me exactly what I want.” Jenny leaned forward, moving her hands further apart so she could press her breasts against the cool glass.

Luke’s fingers fucked into her slowly but steadily, and his tongue felt so hot against her. Jenny’s cries of pleasure filled the room around them and it really was a shame no one could hear them. But someone could see them, there were still lights on in the offices across the street, not many, but that was even more thrilling. Someone working a late shift, seeing Luke eating Jenny’s ass and fingering her so well.

When Jenny pushed back more to get Luke to finger fuck her harder, he took that as an encouragement to press yet another finger inside her, stretching her out more (but not as much as she knew his huge cock would). The tip of his tongue teased against her opening and Jenny was certain Luke knew how good it felt.

Pleasure was spreading through her, radiating out from Luke’s fingers filling her and his tongue lapping hot against her asshole. Jenny knew she could order Luke to go faster, that if she brought a hand down to her clit and let herself grind against it she could come just like this - but she wasn’t ready, not yet. She wanted to come when Luke was inside her, fucking her from behind while the whole world could watch them.

“Touch yourself,” she ordered. With her legs spread either side of Luke’s kneeling form, she could see his hard cock in his reflection. “I want to watch you stroke it, imagining you’re fucking me just like your fingers.” She shivered, her nipples aching from how hard they were. “I want to know anyone could look down and see you, on your knees, with one hand on your cock and the other fucking me so well.”

Luke gave a hum of agreement that seemed to vibrate all the way through Jenny and she moaned softly, and then much louder as Luke curled his fingers inside her. In the reflection of the window, Jenny could see him following her instructions, fingers wrapping around his thick cock before he began to stroke it. The sounds that Luke made were swallowed up by Jenny’s body, tingling their way through her.

Pulling his mouth but not his fingers back, Luke looked up at Jenny and even in just the reflection she could see the lust in his eyes. “Fuck, you’re sexy,” he moaned. “Anyone would be lucky to see you like this.”

It made Jenny moan even louder because she loved knowing that Luke found her hot like this. Knowing he liked seeing her in control, it made Jenny want to put herself on display even more. Using her hands on the glass for leverage, Jenny pushed her body back hard, fucking herself on Luke’s fingers still inside her.

“Watch me, baby,” she ordered. “Watch how I’m going to fuck you when you finally get that thick cock inside me.” She pushed herself back harder, moaning louder as she watched Luke’s hand fly faster over his cock. “That’s it,” she urged, “imagine you’re fucking me - but don’t come.”

The groan that Luke gave at that was loud and almost pained, but he did, for a bit, manage both - to fuck himself into his hand hard and not come. It was challenging to keep her eyes on Luke when his fingers worked so well inside her, but watching him was so hot that Jenny did her best to. Luke did slow, both his hand around his cock and also the one fucking Jenny.

“Are you ready yet? Can I fuck you?” Luke asked leaning in to press a kiss against Jenny’s ass cheek. He gave it a playful bite, his fingers continuing to tease her.

“Almost,” Jenny teased, pushing herself back once, twice more against Luke’s fingers before she decided she was satisfied. “Stand up,” she instructed. “I want to make sure I can see you while you fuck me. I want everyone else to see you, too.” There were only one or two lights left on across the street, but Jenny imagined they belonged to workers who’d spotted them and were now choosing to stay and watch the show.

Putting more weight against the glass, Jenny bent over more, her spine sloping down from her shoulders to her ass at a sharper angle. It meant she could see Luke standing behind her, his face and chest visible in the reflection. “Fuck, I’m dripping wet, baby,” she groaned. “Come on, tease me with that gorgeous cock of yours. Don’t give it to me all at once, I want to feel every inch.”

Ever so obligingly, Luke aligned himself behind Jenny, dragging his cock through her wetness first, the tip pressing against her clit ever so teasingly. But then Luke did press his cock inside her, just as slowly as Jenny had asked for. He took his time, even though she could feel how challenging it was for him not to just slam into her. Jenny had asked for slow, though, and Luke was going to deliver that. He was so good at being good for her.

“Fuck,” Luke breathed. “You’re so fucking wet, so tight. I just want to screw you so hard, Jen, fuck.” His words caught in his throat and yet, while Luke did grip his hands harder against Jenny’s hips, he didn’t bolt forward the way she was sure he would’ve done if she hadn’t set any rules for this.

Jenny’s mouth dropped softly open, the heat of her breath steaming up the glass. “You’re so good,” she moaned. “So obedient, fucking me exactly right.” Jenny certainly had plans for Luke to screw her as hard as he wanted, but not yet. She squeezed her muscles tight around him, enjoying the way it made Luke swear behind her as he pressed slowly forward.

“They’re all going to be so jealous,” she said, focusing beyond their reflections, on the lights across the street. “So envious that I am the only one who can tell you what to do.” She moaned as Luke’s hips ground against her ass, his huge cock all the way inside her. “Don’t move,” she ordered, knowing how difficult it would be.

There was a loud, almost whiny grunt that fell from Luke’s lips at her instruction but he didn’t move. Not his hips, anyway. Luke did run his hand over Jenny’s back before he slid it around her, seeking out one of her breasts so he could play with her nipple. His touch was far from soft and Luke tugged against it almost painfully.

“Fuck, your boobs are so great,” he told her but still didn’t move his hips waiting for further instructions.

Jenny gave a chuckle, groaning as the movement of her stomach muscles made Luke feel even bigger inside her. “Go on,” she urged, unable to resist the temptation. “Play with my nipples.” Luke knew exactly what to do, his fingers rolling and pinching just hard enough to be painful, and the bolts of sensation seemed to go straight to Jenny’s pussy, making her even more wet.

Finally, feeling like the heat between her legs was actually going to ignite, Jenny pushed her hips back. “Fuck me, baby,” she ordered. “Screw me as hard as you want, right here against the window. I want everyone to see how hard you pound into me.”

Jenny had barely managed to finish her sentence before Luke pulled back only to slam into her again. Her scream was masked by the next one and then the next one, Luke was so strong and he could screw Jenny very well. She let him know how much she was enjoying it by pressing back more, her hands flat against the window, breasts bouncing with every push that Luke gave.

He wasn’t gentle, but then, Jenny didn’t want gentle. She wanted him to fuck her like his life depended on it and Luke really did. His hands held her hips as Luke fucked harder and faster, a collection of grunts escaping him as he pushed forward, meeting each and every time Jenny pushed back.

Luke’s cock was so big, stretching her out and filling her up, and Jenny couldn’t get enough of it. She arched her back, angling her hips so that Luke could plunge into her even deeper. “Oh fuck, just like that,” she moaned. “You feel so good, fucking me so hard, I want everyone to know it.” She knew they were putting on a great show, and that just turned Jenny on even more.

She could hear Luke’s noises getting louder, the grip on her hips almost hard enough to hurt. She cried out, loving the idea that she might have bruises tomorrow, that she’d be able to remember every moment of their night. “Come on, baby,” she urged. “Fuck me! You’ve been waiting for so long.”

“Fuck, Jenny,” Luke groaned, his body slamming against hers as he fucked into her. “You feel so good,” he grunted, words barely sounding like words with how harsh his breath was coming. Jenny’s screams of pleasure got louder and louder, too, her orgasm quickly approaching. The tightening of her muscles around Luke’s cock clearly encouraged him.

“Gonna come for me, baby?” He asked and from his voice, Jenny could tell that Luke was close too.

Jenny’s cries were almost wordless, just a string of ’yes’ and ’Luke’ and ’harder’. Luke obeyed, pounding into her so hard Jenny knew she’d feel it tomorrow. He moved one hand from her hip, fingers pressing between her legs, every thrust pushing her clit hard against his hand.

She screamed as she came, the sound echoing off the glass so loud that Jenny was almost convinced the office across the street would be able to hear her. Luke didn’t stop, fucking her through her orgasm, so hard and so fast that Jenny felt the aftershocks of pleasure tightening every muscle. “Come on, baby,” she urged. “I want you to come for me. I want you to come in me.”

Luke impossibly seemed to speed up more, hands returning to Jenny’s hips as he pulled her against him fucking her harder and harder until she finally felt him come. There were a few more hard thrusts before Luke was finally done, Jenny’s name half a sigh on his lips.

Finally, once he was done, Luke pulled out of Jenny, leaving her empty. He pressed a kiss against the nape of Jenny’s neck before pulling her up and against him. “Was that what you wanted? Letting anyone who might look see how hard you get me to fuck you?”

The sight of her reflection, looking exactly as well fucked as Jenny felt, pulled hard against Luke’s fit body, made Jenny give a sigh of satisfaction. “Yes,” she breathed, dropping a hand to cover Luke’s on her stomach. “Exactly what I wanted. You were so good.” Luke really had been, and Jenny gave a delighted shiver as she thought about how she could reward him, later.

“Did you like it?” Jenny asked. She knew that Luke had, that he’d been into the idea of their having an audience, even if they could never know whether they really had or not.

“Yes,” he said with a small smile. “I like knowing you want me to show me off.” And he was well worth showing off. Fucking Jenny so hard. They’d certainly put on a show.

Jenny grinned, moving away from the window and gathering up her clothes, but not bothering to put any of them on. “Why don’t you close the blinds, then we can go to bed and talk about how I’ll reward you for being good?” she suggested with a smirk.
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He Requires Discipline

The group of guys at the back of Brie’s library had been an absolute pain in her ass for most of the day they’d been there. She had gathered - from their loud conversations - that they had a project from college, something they had to do in order not to be thrown off whatever sports team they were on. It’d be a lie to say that Brie truly cared about the details. What she did care about was the fact that the men wouldn’t be quiet.

Most of Brie’s day was measured in installments of needing to hush them. By the time the working day was winding up, only one of the guys was still left. The table they’d occupied was filled with scattered books that Brie knew would take her ages to place back in their rightful places on the shelves. But at least the talking had finally stopped.

“Will you and your friends be back tomorrow?” Brie asked as she approached the table. The library was deserted now, only her, the guy and Arnold, the ancient security guard who was probably already having his evening nap, left in the building. “Because I might have to teach you some appropriate library etiquette if that is the case.”

Briefly, Brie’s mind conjured up some very inappropriate images of how she might teach these college athletes good library behavior, but most of it didn’t involve being quiet.

She could feel the young man’s gaze on her, sweeping from head to toe, then lingering on her chest, where Brie’s low neckline failed to completely hide her cleavage. “I don’t much like the sound of an etiquette lesson,” he answered, rolling his eyes, “but I’ll be back tomorrow.”

He leaned back in his chair, looking over the mess on the table as if seeing it for the first time. “I’m Jasper,” he said, giving Brie a wink. “You can just leave this stuff out. We’ll need it again, so there’s no point putting it away.”

“That’s not how libraries work.” It was very hard not to roll her eyes at that, but Brie did manage. The way Jasper leaned back into his chair did nothing but make Brie want to teach him how to behave in a library more. The relaxed pose and the world-is-mine attitude were tiring and Brie was pretty sure that she knew exactly what a spoiled brat like Jasper needed.

Tapping her fingers against the table, Brie gave a small hum. “The etiquette lessons aren’t meant to sound appealing,” she informed Jasper. “They’re a lot more about getting a point across than making sure you enjoy yourself.” There she paused, running her tongue over her lower lip. “Though, I’m sure I could manage to work in some enjoyment.”

That made Jasper raise an eyebrow, and Brie was pleased to see him sitting up a little straighter, actually paying proper attention. “That sounds… promising,” he murmured, lifting a hand to run slowly over the front of his shirt. He was handsome, Brie had to give him that, clean-cut and in a designer shirt that flattered his broad shoulders.

“What would this lesson involve?” he asked, standing up and taking a step closer. He was taller than Brie had expected, towering over her, even in her heels, and it only made her more determined to show him his proper place.

She didn’t take a step back, despite assuming that that was probably what Jasper had expected. Instead, Brie tilted her head slightly, giving a small hum. “Well, first, I would obviously have to punish you for all the misbehavior of today,” Brie informed him. “And then I’d have to tell you precisely how to behave better.” At that, Brie ran her tongue over her lips, before her fingers reached to trace over Jasper’s chest, the touch ever so light.

“Tell me, Jasper,” she said, her voice low and sultry. “Do you enjoy being punished?” From the sort of richer-than-thou attitude, Brie rather assumed that Jasper didn’t have a lot of experience with being punished. That, to be fair, only made the prospect of disciplining him so much hotter. From the way he shifted, Brie was quite sure he, too, was thinking similarly.

“I might enjoy being punished,” Jasper answered, and there was only a very slight hesitation. Brie could almost see the moment that he talked himself into it, and he added, “At least, I might enjoy being punished by you.” It was both a promising and a flattering addition.

Still seeming unwilling to take his eyes off her, Jasper closed the distance between them, letting Brie’s hand settle more firmly against his chest. She could feel the heat from his skin through the thin material. “What do you want me to do?” he asked, and whether or not Jasper had done this before, Brie was pleased he seemed willing to take instruction.

And really, ’what do you want me to do’ were some of Brie’s very favorite words. “Follow me,” she told Jasper, running her finger over his chest one more time before she turned away to walk towards her desk. She did glance over her shoulder to make sure that Jasper was following her and smirked as she turned away again, because yes, yes he was. This was going to be fun, Brie was quite sure.

When they reached her desk, Brie faced Jasper, biting her lower lip teasingly, before bringing her hand up to ’accidentally’ undo the top buttons of her dress. It exposed her breasts beautifully and Brie was very well aware of that.

Sitting down on the desk, she gave Jasper a curious look. “Kneel,” Brie instructed.

There was definitely a hesitation, and Brie almost wondered if Jasper would ask why, or simply turn around and walk out. She said nothing, just watched the uncertainty and curiosity on Jasper’s face. Glancing down at her breasts, Jasper licked his lips, then seemed to make up his mind.

Slowly, he dropped to his knees, his hands loose at his sides. There was still doubt in his eyes, but Brie could see arousal there, too, as he looked up at her from his new powerless position. “What -” His voice was rough, and he paused to clear his throat before he tried again. “What else?”

Brie smirked at Jasper, pleased with the obedience. He looked unsure, but also like he wanted to see what else she’d do to him. And Brie had many plans. “First, I’ll have to punish you for your behavior today,” she informed Jasper seriously. Brie lifted her leg, stretching it out so she could place the heel of her shoe just below Jasper’s shoulder. When his eyes slowly moved up her leg, Brie grinned at him.

“Have you ever been whipped, Jasper?” Brie asked. It was good to know exactly what experiences Jasper may or may not have, but she fully intended to educate him about the ones he hadn’t. And probably some of the ones he’d had, too.

“No,” Jasper answered, and his eyes had definitely widened in surprise. Brie could see the way his throat moved as he swallowed, and his gaze briefly left her to move around the room, as if he were expecting to see a whip hanging on the wall somewhere. “You bring a whip to work?” he asked, and his tone sounded at least as much impressed as startled.

He shifted his weight, evidently trying to get comfortable on his knees on the thin carpet. To give him the credit he deserved, he didn’t complain, nor ask if he could stand up.

“Well, libraries are magical places, you never know what you’ll come across.” Brie did have a whip in a drawer, she had a great deal more in a drawer, too. “Your constant talking has rather shown me that you have very little respect for a library. I’ll have to make sure to change that.” And Brie was very confident that she could do that. Or at least show Jasper why respecting libraries was important.

Certain that they were now the only people in the library, with Arnold having locked the front door before his nap, Brie smiled. “Take your shirt off,” she instructed.

This time, there was no hesitation in Jasper’s movements. His fingers came almost instantly up to the buttons of his shirt, deftly slipping each of them open, revealing such an even and unblemished tan that Brie felt eager to leave some marks on it. Once Jasper had finished with the buttons, Brie moved her heel from against his shoulder, allowing him to slide the shirt the rest of the way off.

Glancing up at Brie once more, Jasper let his arms hang at his sides while her gaze moved over his exposed muscles. “Should I fold the shirt?” he asked, one hand making a small gesture to where the material had puddled against the floor.

It wasn’t what Brie had expected, but that just somehow made it hotter. Both because he’d volunteered and because it was such a subservient action that Brie could hardly resist it. “Yes,” Brie nodded, waiting for Jasper to fold the shirt. When he had, setting it to one side, Brie stood, walking over so she could drag her hand over Jasper’s shoulders.

“Good. Obedience will get you rewards,” she told him seriously. But before any rewards, Brie still fully intended to discipline Jasper. She was very curious about how he’d find being hurt. She rather hoped enthusiastically.

“I can be obedient,” Jasper said, so quickly that Brie doubted he’d really meant to say it at all. He sounded genuine, and though he blushed, he kept his chin up, brazenly meeting Brie’s eyes. It was a very good beginning, and one Brie was sure she could build on.

He kept his shoulder still under Brie’s touch, and that, too, seemed like a promising start. “What kind of rewards?” he asked, gaze dropping to where Brie’s breasts almost spilled out of her dress. “Will you take your clothes off, too?”

The question made Brie laugh, and she very much enjoyed how keen Jasper sounded. “All in good time,” Brie nodded. Her plan definitely did involve taking her clothes off, too, but not just yet. “Good rewards,” she added, before walking around the desk to open the drawer where she knew a short, but nonetheless beautiful, cat o’ nine tales lived. She slapped it against her palm, drawing Jasper’s attention up to her.

Smirking, Brie walked around him, dragging the strands over his back gently. “Before rewards, however, punishment must be issued for your earlier misbehavior.”

Though she couldn’t see his expression, Brie could read Jasper’s nerves in the way the muscles of his shoulders tightened. She waited, enjoying the power it gave her not to whip Jasper when he was clearly expecting it. His back was every bit as tanned and unmarked as his chest had been, and Brie let the strands of the whip caress him, imagining the way his body would react to her first blow.

Jasper’s hands clenched and unclenched, but he didn’t turn around. Brie wondered if it was taking a considerable effort of self-control to keep his eyes facing forward. Finally, Jasper made a noise of frustration. “What are you waiting for?” he asked.

“Patience,” Brie answered almost instantly. “It is a virtue, after all.” If anything, the challenging tone made her less likely to do what Jasper wanted. Still, Brie didn’t want to push her luck too much. She didn’t know exactly what Jasper’s limits might be, so experimenting with it gently was the best approach. Asking could also work, but Brie felt that he honestly might not know.

So finally, she brought the whip down against his back. It wasn’t a hard blow, but one that would still send a sting through Jasper’s body. While Brie might’ve followed that up with another blow with someone she knew, not knowing what Jasper’s boundaries were made her pause for a reaction.

Jasper drew in a sharp breath, but Brie didn’t have to wait very long before he let it out in a low moan. “Fuck,” he said, and the surprise and the desire in his voice made Brie feel a throb between her legs. “It hurts, but it feels good.” Some of the tension had seeped out of Jasper’s body, his head bowing forward as he relaxed into the sensation.

“Will you do it again?” Jasper asked and, when Brie gave no instant response, added, “Please.”

He would’ve hardly needed to ask but Brie nonetheless appreciated that he did. “Yes,” she answered easily, fully intending to do it more (now that she knew he was willing to take more). This time when the whip came down against Jasper’s back it was harder, tails licking over his shoulders. It wouldn’t leave very significant marks, but it did in the first instance leave red criss-crosses on his skin.

This time the moan that fell from Jasper’s lips was almost instant and Brie gave a similar sound herself, almost unexpectedly. His enjoyment of the pain definitely made her hotter. She landed the whip again, letting it spread streaks of red across Jasper’s back. He looked so good like this, leaning into the pain as it came his way.

“Does this make you hard?” Brie asked, but she could see over his shoulder the way his pants tented. This definitely did make him hard. “Being punished for your misbehavior?”

“Yes,” Jasper answered, lifting his head but not looking over his shoulder at Brie. She could see the way his ribs heaved with every breath he drew in, a bead of sweat sliding slowly down his spine. “Being punished, and that it’s you punishing me. You’re so hot in that tight dress. I was thinking about you all day.”

That pleased Brie, to know that he’d been thinking about her. Still, she was rather sure whatever he’d imagined hadn’t been this and that just thrilled Brie more.

Jasper leaned forward, almost inviting Brie to use the whip against his back again. “I don’t even know your name,” Jasper moaned, as if that somehow made everything even hotter.

She couldn’t help but laugh at that, because Jasper was right, Brie hadn’t told him her name. Mostly that had just been accidental, though, she had no need to not disclose it. “Brie,” she told Jasper, dragging the tails of the whip over his back gently, almost teasingly. It was enjoyable to watch the way Jasper’s muscles twitched, like he wasn’t quite sure when the next blow might come but also anticipated it.

“What were you thinking?” Brie asked. “I want you to tell me.” She loved to imagine how he’d sat there at the desk, watching her, getting more and more turned on every time she’d come to tell him and his friends off for being too loud in the library.

“That you were too hot to be a librarian,” Jasper answered, and Brie could tell without even being able to see his face that he was smirking. “And that I liked watching you walk away in your tight skirt. You’ve got a great ass, as well as great boobs.” Brie had to wonder if Jasper was deliberately being crass, hoping to get her to whip him again.

“I definitely thought about bending you over the library desk,” he carried on, and then paused. “I didn’t expect this,” he admitted, sounding more sincere.

“No, I don’t imagine you did,” Brie commented, her hand sliding over Jasper’s back, pressing against the marks she’d left there. It didn’t surprise her that his thoughts had involved her ass and her breasts, both were very attractive.

Leaning down, Brie ran her tongue over the rim of Jasper’s ear. She could feel the way a shiver ran down his body, smirking against his skin at it. “See, I was watching you, too. And my thoughts were similar... except in my fantasy you were the one who gets bent over a table,” she half-whispered in Jasper’s ear.

She could see the way Jasper’s hips shifted, pushing his hard cock forward against empty air, and he gave a low groan. “You want to fuck me?” he asked, with only a slight hesitation. Brie suspected it wasn’t something he’d done before - but he didn’t sound shocked, so she’d bet good money that it had at least crossed his mind.

“Have you got a strap-on in that drawer as well?” he asked, in a very different tone, one that Brie recognized for the bravado that it was. He still hadn’t said no.

“Libraries are magical places,” Brie repeated teasingly. She wouldn’t insist if Jasper didn’t want it, but so far he hadn’t really indicated that he would be against the idea. Still, Brie would start with simpler, easier things. “But that can wait,” she promised him before walking around so he could see her. Brie set the whip down, before leaning against the table. She pulled her skirt up, slowly, revealing more skin inch by inch.

Jasper’s eyes followed her movements, which made Brie smirk. “I’ve seen that your mouth can do a lot of talking, can it do other things, too?” She certainly had told him and his friends off enough for talking, and each time Brie had imagined what it’d be like to tell them to do something better with their tongues. Now was her chance to find out just how good Jasper’s mouth could be.

As she lifted her skirt high enough to reveal her lace panties, Brie could feel the weight of Jasper’s gaze on her. It almost made her want to spread her legs and pull him in immediately. Almost, but not quite, because Brie enjoyed making Jasper wait.

It took him a moment to remember that she’d asked a question, and he didn’t lift his gaze to meet her eyes as he answered. “Yes, I can do other things,” he promised, darting his tongue out over his lip. “Can I show you?” He started to crawl forwards.

Brie held her leg up, her heel against Jasper’s shoulder just like it had been before, except this time it dug into the bare skin. “You can, but in future wait for a response before moving,” she instructed. Jasper was obviously lacking experience and Brie wouldn’t punish him for that. If he now repeated the mistake, though, that was a different question.

Satisfied that Jasper did still and wait, Brie parted her legs more before lowering her foot from Jasper’s shoulder. She leaned back on the desk, supporting her weight with her hands behind her. “Take my panties off.”

“Yes, Brie,” Jasper agreed, and the eagerness in his tone was very encouraging. He didn’t move quite as fast as Brie suspected he would’ve liked, instead slowly letting his fingers tease up her calves, then the outside of her thighs. Brie could feel arousal thrumming through her the higher Jasper’s touch moved, and she had to bite back a moan as he finally brushed against the material of her panties.

Jasper was careful as he hooked his fingers under the fabric, drawing it down past Brie’s skirt and licking his lips again. “Fuck, this is so hot,” he told her, looking up as he let her underwear fall the rest of the way down her legs. “Can I show you now how good my mouth can be?”

Brie hesitated, only because she wanted Jasper to wait. But there wasn’t a lot of time that she felt like she could wet, her pussy felt so hot that Brie felt like she might ignite. “Yes,” she finally allowed. “Show me.” It was all the encouragement that Jasper needed before he was pushing her thighs further apart and leaning in to run a tongue over her heat. Brie moaned instantly, a deep sound that rumbled all the way through her body.

Jasper’s hands rested lightly on Brie’s thighs, his fingers flexing like he wanted to grip her tightly, and was resisting. His tongue explored every inch of Brie’s pussy, circling around her clit before diving lower to lap at her so slowly it made Brie ache. Judging by the way Jasper’s own moans vibrated against Brie’s skin, he was certainly enjoying himself.

He moved one hand to Brie’s skirt, pushing it higher up so he could wedge himself more firmly between her legs. His other hand moved to Brie’s ass, not quite pulling her forward against him, but almost. His tongue moved faster, flicking lightly against Brie’s clit.

“Ah, yes, just like that,” she moaned, fingers coming to tangle in Jasper’s hair. She tugged against it, hard enough that it made him groan, but not so hard that he’d pull away. Instead, she pulled him even closer, rocking her hips forward and matching the speed with which Jasper’s tongue licked her.

His mouth was talented and it managed to get quite a few loud noises to fall from Brie’s lips. He rightfully took it as even more encouragement, licking faster, his tongue darting inside her before moving back up to her clit almost teasingly.

The hand still on Brie’s thigh teased her, too, the pressure of Jasper’s fingers so light it almost tickled. In contrast, she could feel his strength in the hand that squeezed her ass through her skirt, and the combination made Brie feel as though her whole body was alight. Jasper groaned, his own hips rocking despite the fact there was nothing for him to rub up against.

When Brie tilted her hips just right, she could feel Jasper’s tongue dive inside her, thrusting hard and fast in a way that made her imagine what it would be like if it were his fingers or his cock, something which could reach deeper. Brie was so wet, she was sure that if they weren’t both moaning so loud she’d be able to hear the sounds of Jasper’s tongue fucking her.

She gave his hair another hard tug, before pulling him back so she could look at him. “Your mouth is much better used like this,” she informed him. Bringing her hand up, Brie ran her hand over her breasts that were still at least half inside the dress she was wearing. She wanted to have Jasper use his mouth to lick all over her, to have him play with her nipples just as she imagined he wanted to. But Brie also wanted Jasper to experience not being just handed things he wanted.

“Take the rest of your clothes off, I want to see you. All of you,” she instructed, leaning back on the table, her legs still spread wide, giving him a clear line of sight to her pussy. At least until Jasper had to rise to get out of all of his clothes. “Slower.”

It was obvious the instruction surprised him, and Brie had to stifle a laugh. He was so young, rushing to get everything as fast as he possibly could. Brie liked the idea that he might leave this room a little bit more patient, with a greater understanding of how building anticipation could make everything hotter.

“Like this?” Jasper asked, dragging the zipper of his pants down slowly, his hips swaying slightly as if he were imagining himself on stage. He bent, pushing the material down his legs inch by inch, before straightening up again, in just his boxers. He brushed a hand against his obvious erection, his moan loud in the otherwise quiet room.

“Yes,” Brie nodded, very much enjoying watching Jasper’s body. He had a nice, toned stomach, wide shoulders and beautiful arms. The physique of an athlete. “And now the rest,” she told him, licking her lips in anticipation. When Jasper’s boxers finally came off, Brie wasn’t disappointed. His dick was as outstanding as she had presumed it would be.

Brie reached up to undo the rest of the buttons on her dress, her breasts spilling out. She smirked at Jasper, seeing the moment he realized there was no bra under her dress. She shrugged the material off, leaving her sat there in nothing but her heels.

“Touch yourself.”

Jasper’s hand moved quickly, curling fingers around his dick and giving another moan before he glanced up at Brie. “Slowly?” he asked, quirking one eyebrow at her. At least he was learning. He didn’t wait for an answer, he just moved his fingers teasingly up the length of his cock. Brie could see the way his hips bucked forward, and his head fell back, exposing the length of his throat.

“Fuck, it feels good,” Jasper said, tongue darting out to wet his lips. “But I bet it would feel better if you touched me.”

“It will,” Brie confirmed, very confident that she could make touching Jasper feel excellent, but all in good time. “First, you’ll have to earn that,” she advised, spreading her legs wider and then nodding downward to imply that she expected Jasper to move back in. “You can carry on touching yourself, but if you come there will be severe punishments.” The tone Brie used there was serious because she didn’t want Jasper to come, not yet and if he did come, she would hardly let him do so again.

When Jasper moved in again, Brie shifted so he’d have easier access to her pussy. At the contact of Jasper’s tongue and her clit, she gave a sharp, pleased moan, fingers returning to Jasper’s hair.

Brie could tell that, at least at first, Jasper wasn’t very good at doing two things at once. He would moan against her pussy whenever he stroked his cock, and then his mouth would still until Brie tugged on his hair to remind him of what he was doing. When he did finally catch hold of the rhythm, Brie couldn’t fault that he really was very good with his mouth.

As Brie’s hips rocked closer, Jasper pursed his lips around her clit and sucked slowly and noisily, making Brie’s thighs clamp around his ears. He didn’t stop, instead lifting a hand to tease a finger over Brie’s pussy. He waited, finger poised to slide into her, and it made Brie feel even wetter to think he might be waiting for permission.

“Go on,” she encouraged, making a mental note to reward him for being such a quick study. She didn’t have a lot of time to think, though, not before a loud moan fell from her lips. Jasper’s long finger curved slightly inside her before he pulled back and then pressed it in again. “Add another.” It didn’t require her to say anything more than that before another loud cry of pleasure escaped Brie at Jasper pushing another finger in.

He began to lick faster against her clit as his fingers fucked her, she could almost tell that his own pleasure had become secondary because his moans were much further apart. It was almost as if he’d forgotten that he was interested in his own pleasure and only wanted to focus on hers. He really was a quick study and it wasn’t long before an orgasm began to build low in Brie’s belly.

For all his inexperience, Jasper had obviously done this before, because his fingers rubbed against all the right places, and Brie urged him on with louder and louder moans as she her pleasure coiled tighter. Jasper must have felt she was close because he flicked his tongue faster against her clit and gave a groan which tingled all the way up Brie’s spine.

When she came, her muscles clenched tight around Jasper’s fingers, and she felt more than heard the cry he gave as her fingers tugged harder in his hair. He clearly understood what Brie wanted, and he didn’t stop licking her slowly and thoroughly until she had to actually pull him away.

“That’s enough,” she told him seriously, but then a small smile settled against her lips. “You did well,” she praised. It took Jasper a moment, probably because most of his blood had gone south, but Brie saw the moment the praise hit him. Oh, she had chosen well. “I want you to bend over the table for me,” Brie instructed, getting off the table and reaching out to run a hand over Jasper’s arm, leaning in to lick her own wetness off his lips when he stood up.

It wasn’t quite a kiss and before he could make it one, Brie pulled back again. “Bend over,” she repeated. “I won’t do anything without checking with you first.” That seemed to ease some tension that she could see building inside of Jasper and he gave a sharp nod before following her instructions.

Reaching for the whip, Brie dragged it down his back lightly. “The whip is your reward this time.”

He looked so good bent over her desk, the few light marks Brie had left from her earlier whipping still visible. She could see some tension still in the muscles of his shoulders, and she moved the whip lightly, letting him get used to the play of the strands against his skin.

Turning his head, Jasper didn’t quite move far enough to actually catch Brie’s eye, but at least she could hear him better when he asked, “How will it be different from when the whip was my punishment?” He sounded genuinely curious, like he wanted to know how Brie thought it would be different. And, Brie noted, he hadn’t asked if it would be different, so he clearly trusted her to make it so, and Brie liked the feeling of power that gave her.

“You’ll beg for more,” she answered easily, the smirk not leaving her lips. It would be different anyway because Jasper was much more turned on now, but also Brie intended to use it against his ass and legs, which would just feel different, too. She waited only a moment longer, not wanting to tease Jasper too much since it was a reward.

When the whip came down against his bare ass, Jasper gave a sharp intake of breath. It pleased Brie to her core and she grinned wider. The next blow was as strong, leaving a streak of red across Jasper’s ass. Then, Brie ran her hand over it, softly. She watched as Jasper’s body twitched before he pushed back into her touch.

“Such a good boy,” Brie muttered.

“Fuuuck,” Jasper moaned, bracing his hands against the desk so he could push back harder into Brie’s hand on his ass. Though he couldn’t see her face, it made Brie smirk again, pleased with just how responsive he was to praise. Jasper widened his legs, and Brie could hear every harsh breath.

When she didn’t move immediately, Jasper turned his head once more, lips slightly parted and eyes dark. It took a moment for Jasper to find the words, but when he did, they went straight to Brie’s pussy. “Please,” he said softly. “It feels so good, don’t stop now.”

Brie smiled at Jasper’s words, even if he couldn’t see it, before whipping him again. Some of the strands licked lower, leaving equally red strikes against Jasper’s thighs, too. He rocked into it more, making Brie genuinely quite pleased. She let the whip smack against his skin again, before pulling back so she could run her hand over the marks, pressing in to make Jasper’s breath catch.

Stepping away briefly, Brie fetched some lube and it wasn’t long before she was sliding a long, slick finger between Jasper’s cheeks. She teased the tip of her finger against his asshole, watching carefully how he’d react. “Have you ever tried this?” She asked curiously. He’d made it pretty clear he’d never tried more than a finger, but Brie wasn’t sure he would’ve even tried this.

It took Jasper a moment to answer, and Brie couldn’t be sure if it was because he was processing the physical sensation or deciding what he wanted to say. While Brie waited, he shifted his weight, his ass moving slightly, and she heard his breath catch when it made her finger brush lightly over his hole. “No,” he admitted, finally, “but I thought about it. I had a girlfriend who said I could fuck her ass if she could fuck mine first.”

He shifted again, and this time gave a low moan at the contact. “The idea didn’t sound awful, and I bought the lube, but -” Jasper trailed off, and Brie could see the spot of red high on his nearest cheek. “Couldn’t quite bring myself to do it,” he admitted.

That was a promising answer, and Brie proceeded to slowly slide her finger inside Jasper. She was careful, but nonetheless made sure that he could feel it. With a hand against Jasper’s back, Brie steadied him, making a soft ‘shh’ sound, as if to comfort any anxiety he might feel. She moved her finger back out before pressing in again, just as slowly. The lube was plentiful, which meant that Brie didn’t have to worry about accidentally hurting Jasper.

It wasn’t until she pressed a second finger in with the first that Jasper truly started to wiggle under her. Not so much that he’d push her away, though, she noted. Brie picked her speed up a bit, enjoying having a string of soft, pleasurable sounds that began to emerge from Jasper in response.

Shifting his weight onto the balls of his feet, Jasper was able to push his ass back, taking Brie’s fingers deeper. She could feel his muscles stretch around her, and the groan Jasper gave in response sounded well satisfied. Brie felt a surge of arousal at the thought of what Jasper would sound like with a dick in him.

“I can take more,” Jasper insisted, sounding half boastful and half just eager. “Or faster,” he added. “I can definitely take it faster, Brie, come on.” With Brie’s hand on his back, he couldn’t wiggle too much, but Brie could feel how he was trying.

“I’m sure you can,” Brie agreed, widening her fingers just a touch to see the way Jasper reacted. His want to take more was intoxicating, and kind of fascinating. For someone who hadn’t done this before, Jasper was certainly very keen. It wasn’t a bad thing, far from it, but Brie did feel that his patience was something they needed to work on. To illustrate the point, she continued to move her fingers slowly, getting more and more moans out of Jasper.

It wasn’t until she was absolutely certain that Jasper couldn’t take much more, the way his body shivered under her touch, that Brie pulled back. “Do you want me to fuck you, Jasper?” Brie asked, but she was already moving to get the strap-on that was, in fact, in another drawer.

Jasper’s initial answer was a wordless moan, followed by a sharp inhale of breath. He turned his head, following Brie’s movements. “Yeah,” he answered, tongue moving slowly over his lips. Brie could see the way his eyes widened when she pulled the strap-on into view.

“It’s big,” he observed, and Brie could hear the sudden rush of nerves in his tone. Nerves, and excitement. Jasper swallowed, eyes still on Brie. “Will you be gentle?”

“I will be,” Brie promised. “And if it’s too much, you can tell me,” she added and then paused to make sure Jasper understood. Just because they weren’t lovers who’d done this before didn’t mean that Brie didn’t want Jasper to trust her. She wanted them both to feel good about this.

Brie proceeded just as she’d promised - gently. She made sure to use a lot of lube, her fingers returning to prepare Jasper more before she felt he was finally ready for the strap-on. Still bent over the table, with his legs spread, Jasper looked good and Brie couldn’t wait to see how much better he looked with her cock inside him.

She went slowly enough that Jasper could adjust, press back as much as he wanted or push forward. Once she was half-way in, Brie paused to check in with him.

“I’m good,” Jasper said, though he was panting like he’d run a marathon. “Fuck, it feels even bigger than it looks. Go slow.” Brie did, rolling her hips to push the cock deeper into Jasper. He gave a delicious-sounding whine, a fine shiver running up his spine.

Brie carried on, enjoying the variety of noises pouring from Jasper’s lips. She didn’t speed up, not until Jasper cried out when she pushed her hips flush against his ass. “Please,” he begged. “Faster, I can take it.”

This time, Brie did speed up. Not by much, but enough that the noises from Jasper increased even more. He pressed back against the strap-on and Brie had to steady his hips so he wouldn’t take too much too fast. She did then let him push back a bit more, in small increments as Jasper fucked himself against the strap-on. Then, once she felt that he was truly ready for it, Brie began to move her hips faster, fucking into Jasper with some strength.

He cried out again, pleasure evident in his tone and begging for her to do it harder. So Brie did, before she turned her hips slightly, smirking when it clearly worked, hitting that special spot inside of Jasper. The noise he made filled the library, only muffled by the shelves and shelves of books around them.

“God, you sound so good,” Brie praised, driving her hips forward again, making Jasper’s whole body twitch.

His fingers curled around the end of the desk, and Brie could see the muscles in his arms tensing as he pulled himself forward so that he could push his hips back harder. “Yeah?” he asked, breathless at Brie’s praise. “You like it?” he pressed, and it was clear he was eager for more. “You like fucking me?”

As Brie fucked him harder, Jasper moaned, his head falling forward as his shoulders heaved. “Can I -” He broke off, giving a grunt as Brie pulled the strap-on almost all the way out, only to slam it back into him. “Can I touch myself?” he asked.

“No,” she shook her head before pounding into him again, harder this time. Then Brie leaned forward to press a kiss against Jasper’s back, saltiness of sweat sticking against her lips. “I want you to come in me,” she told him before rolling her hips and making Jasper cry out in pleasure again. She definitely could make him come like this, probably even without him touching himself, but Brie wanted him to fuck her too.

There were a few more thrusts - just as hard - before Brie finally pulled back. She unclipped the strap-on, letting it fall on the floor before she nudged Jasper to lean back against her. “Are you going to be a good boy and fuck me just right?” Brie was quite confident the answer to that was a strong ‘yes’.

Jasper let Brie take most of his weight, and looking down over his shoulder she could see just how hard he still was for her, his cock flushed red all the way to his balls. “I will,” he promised. “I’ll fuck you so well, exactly how you want me to, if you’ll tell me how.”

It seemed very much like Brie had fucked all the false confidence and bravado out of Jasper, leaving him more obedient, and more willing to ask for instruction. It was a job done well, Brie thought, but it wasn’t over yet. “Please,” Jasper begged. “Will you let me make you come again, too? I can.”

Brie loved the begging and she would’ve made Jasper do so more, but Brie also loved getting fucked. Walking around Jasper, Brie sat down on the table again, before dragging Jasper in closer. “I want you to fuck me hard, and you’re not allowed to stop until I say so,” she instructed, widening her legs so he could slot between them.

Jasper leaned into her immediately and then paused, and Brie could almost see him remembering all her instructions to slow down. He ran a hand down her body, taking the time to thumb her nipples to hard points. He leaned in, circling his tongue around them and making Brie’s breath catch.

Finally, he led his cock to her pussy, teasing it through where Brie’s liquids had gathered. When he pushed in, Brie could feel every inch of his thick cock as it filled her. Her moans of encouragement urged Jasper to speed up, until he was fucking Brie as hard as she had asked for, his hips slamming against her thighs.

As an athlete, Jasper had both strength and stamina, something that Brie definitely appreciated. She pushed forward on her hands, somewhat matching the rhythm with which Jasper was fucking her. His breath was coming in short, hard gasps and Brie loved how good he looked like this, completely at her whim and yet also so strong.

“Come on, harder!” She encouraged, wanting to see if he even could. Brie wasn’t disappointed when Jasper sped up, slamming into her with all his might, making her cry out in pleasure so loudly that even the books around them struggled to muffle the sound. “Fuck, yes!” She screamed, the table under them beginning to rock, too.

Jasper was close, Brie could tell, but he kept going, hard and fast, making Brie’s moans louder and louder. “I want you to come now,” she told him. “Fill me up, Jasper.”

He pounded into her once, twice, three more times, then stilled, his hands gripping Brie’s hips hard enough to leave bruises. He moaned wordlessly as he came, a long, low noise that seemed to echo around them. With her hands on his broad back, Brie could feel the tremors that ran through his muscles, and before long he was panting against Brie’s shoulder.

“You didn’t come,” he said, his tone almost whiny. “Will you let me go down on you again? I can lick you clean.” He sounded so eager, so willing to do whatever would make Brie most pleased with him.

“Yes,” she breathed. Brie didn’t need to come, but she felt that Jasper kind of needed her to. Besides, Brie would hardly turn down such a nice offer. So she let him slide to his knees again, it was, after all, one of her very favorite positions to see a man in. Leaning back on the table, Brie moaned loudly when Jasper’s tongue slid inside her straight away. He hadn’t been lying about wanting to lick her clean, at least some of his own cum mixing together with her wetness on his tongue.

Jasper’s lips then moved up, to suck lightly against Brie’s already sensitive clit. She knew it wouldn’t take him long and when Jasper also slid a hand up to play with one of Brie’s nipples, she began to rock harder against him. “Fuck, yes! Just like that,” she encouraged.

The orgasm came suddenly, shaking her whole body and Brie cried out in a loud scream. Every nerve felt on edge in the best sort of way. Jasper took care to lick her through her throes of pleasure, and only pulled back when Brie tugged on his hair.

He moaned softly, looking up her from his position between her legs. “Fuck,” he breathed. “You looked so hot, and you tasted so good as you came.” He licked his lips like he was chasing any hint of Brie’s flavor. “Did I do well?” He looked so eager for her praise, and he tilted his head slightly to one side, making Brie’s fingers tug in his hair.

It was undeniable that Brie was pleased with how well and how eager Jasper had been in his responses. She hadn’t expected this good of a behavior from him but she was definitely very pleased. “You did very well,” she told him honestly, stomach flipping a little at how pleased Jasper looked in response to her words.

Making Jasper get up, Brie scooted forward on the chair so she could tilt her head back as she pulled him down to kiss her properly. “Will you behave better tomorrow?” She asked. “If you require more discipline, you can ask. I will be very cross with further misbehavior if it’s intentional.”

Jasper seemed to be coming back to himself, emerging out of whatever type of subspace he’d dropped into. He gave Brie a smile that was almost a smirk. “I bet you’re hot when you’re cross,” he teased before he lowered his gaze in an almost respectful way. “I’ll be better,” he promised, “but I probably won’t be perfect, so you might have to give me some more discipline.” He didn’t look at all as though he would mind.

Not that Brie minded either. Jasper had certainly proved himself to be worth disciplining and Brie could easily imagine all the different ways in which she could do so much more with him. Besides, Brie was very good at disciplining men.

“I will see you tomorrow,” she told Jasper, leaning back on the table and crossing her legs. It took him a moment to realize that she meant for him to leave, and another moment during which he paused to take in how she looked. Then he finally collected his clothes, heading off as Brie stayed sitting on her desk naked apart from the heels she’d never bothered taking off.

They’d have fun tomorrow, she was sure.




Her First Dominance

He Submits to Her Wishes

It took Delia a long time to get ready for her first anniversary with Carlton. She’d bought her outfit weeks ago, and the tight black dress with its plunging neckline made her boobs and ass look incredible. Paired with hot pink stiletto heels and matching lipstick, Delia was confident she looked the part of a dominant woman.

What she wasn’t as convinced of was that she felt all that dominant. When Carlton had asked if she’d be willing to dominate him as an anniversary present, Delia hadn’t been at all sure. Carlton, she knew, had done this kind of thing before, though he insisted that he didn’t need it to be happy. The kinkiest thing Delia had done before tonight was a bit of half-hearted roleplay, and she’d always found that more silly than sexy.

Tonight, she was determined, would be different. For a start, Delia wasn’t pretending to be someone else. Not a naughty nurse or a saucy secretary; she was just going to be herself - only more demanding. She’d done a lot of research, so at least she knew what she was getting into. The fact that she knew Carlton was looking forward to it definitely helped.

He was right on time, and Delia felt a shiver of arousal at the thought of him seeing her. She hadn’t sent him even a picture, so her whole look would come as a surprise. Opening the door gave Delia a rush of nerves and excitement, but she put a brave face on, giving Carlton a smirk. “Good boy,” she greeted him, “I see you didn’t want to be late. Come in.”

The way Carlton’s eyes widened when he saw her made Delia feel much more confident. He didn’t look away even as he came in, eyes focused on her as he shrugged off his jacket, hanging it up neatly. “You look... amazing,” Carlton told her and Delia felt she did a very good job at not blushing at that. Knowing he liked it was very pleasing, but also encouraging, like she’d made the right choices.

After a moment’s pause, Carlton dropped to his knees, surprising Delia. “You’re beautiful,” he told her. “Let me serve you?” They had talked about this before, about how much Carlton wanted to please her but even so, it felt a little odd to have him kneel before her. They had also talked about having a safeword, so Delia knew that if at any point she felt uncomfortable, they could stop. This didn’t feel like that.

Even so, Delia didn’t immediately know what to say. She’d looked through a lot of articles, and there were certainly things that had appealed to her in theory, but actually bringing herself to ask for them set off a fluttering of nervous butterflies. Carlton had assured her that he had very few hard limits, and as long as she stayed away from those, she wouldn’t turn him off, but Delia still worried that she’d spoil the experience if she didn’t do it right.

“I want you to crawl through to the living room,” Delia instructed, making a great effort not to sound like she was nervous. This was Carlton’s fantasy, and Delia wanted to make it good. “Go on,” she urged, as Carlton turned towards the door to the next room. “I’ll watch.” She felt a throb of arousal, thinking about Carlton crawling for her, letting her watch his fine ass.

And what a fine ass it was, too. Even in the pants he was wearing - or maybe especially in the pants he was wearing. Delia could see every curve and she hadn’t quite anticipated just how good his ass would look as Carlton crawled. There was also something very thrilling in how he just did it. It wasn’t that Delia had expected to have resistance but it was still surprising how Carlton just followed what she told him to do.

Once he’d made it to the living room, he turned around to look at Delia. “Where do you want me?” He asked, having stilled by the couch. Awaiting further instructions, she realized.

It was exciting, and it felt like quite a big responsibility. Delia hadn’t made a plan, exactly, but she’d researched a lot of different things they could do, so that she’d be prepared for any eventuality. With Carlton’s ass uppermost in her mind, Delia definitely had some ideas.

“Do you want,” Delia started, and then stopped herself. This wasn’t about asking Carlton what he wanted, it was about telling him and watching him obey. Delia ran her tongue over her lower lip. “Stand up and strip for me,” she ordered, loving the way Carlton’s mouth went briefly slack, like he was too aroused to help it.

Just like before, he followed her instructions, no questions asked. Delia appreciated that he didn’t make any sort of note of her slip-up. This was Carlton’s fantasy, he’d asked for it, sure, but he was also letting her explore it in whatever way she wanted to and that gave Delia a little more confidence. Especially as she watched him strip for her, clothes carefully folded and set to one side until he was stood in front of her completely naked.

And completely hard, she noted. Carlton’s beautiful, big cock stood to attention, but he didn’t as much as reach to touch it. That, too, gave Delia power. She was the one who could decide when he touched himself. If he touched himself.

The thought of him touching himself for her was heady, almost more than Delia felt ready for, but she would keep it in mind as something she could consider later. “You’re so good, Carlton,” she praised, having read about how good praise could feel, to those that appreciated it.

She didn’t let herself hesitate, keeping a commanding tone in her voice as she ordered, “Get up on the couch and bend over the arm, with your hands on the table next to it.” It would put Carlton’s ass high enough that Delia could reach it standing, and in her heels.

The way Carlton followed her instructions made it clear that he didn’t even consider not doing so. It gave Delia such an awareness of the power. Obviously, she knew that being in charge came with control, but watching Carlton obey her every word felt very different than having just read about it. He trusted her and that in itself gave Delia power. She reveled in the knowledge that his submission was willing and eager (and wanted).

“Just like this?” Carlton asked, drawing Delia back to reality. Given, the reality was pretty strange, seeing Carlton in the position she’d told him to be, naked and exposed for her. Ready for whatever Delia chose to do next with him and to him.

“Perfect,” Delia agreed, running a hand down Carlton’s bare back. He was lean, his muscles shifting subtly under his skin. She could hear his intake of breath, like submitting to her orders made him so much more sensitive even to the lightest touch.

Slowly, Delia scratched her nails down Carlton’s back, leaving red lines and making him moan in a way that made Delia’s whole body feel hot. She ran her hand lower, stroking over his ass before she drew back. With more confidence than she felt, Delia brought her hand down in a hard slap against Carlton’s ass.

She wasn’t sure what she’d expected his reaction to be, but it definitely wasn’t the deep, loud groan he gave. It sounded erotic, sending tingles down Delia’s body. She’d had an ex who’d liked slapping her ass sometimes, but it had never felt anywhere near the way Carlton sounded. And she definitely had never rocked back, as if asking for more.

“Please,” Carlton added and Delia realized he really was asking for more.

It made her want to give him what he asked for, but Delia also realized it was in her power to make Carlton wait. She did pause, watching as Carlton wiggled, feeling a deep thrum of arousal. “Hold still,” she ordered and had to catch her breath as Carlton obeyed. “Fuck,” she breathed. “You’re so good.”

Wanting to reward him, Delia spanked Carlton again, harder. It left a red mark blooming across his ass, and without thinking, Delia hit him again. “That’s three,” she said, feeling a heat gushing between her legs. “I think ten ought to warm you up.”

“Yes!” Carlton agreed and Delia almost caught herself laughing. Not at him but at how surprisingly eager he was to have her spank him. She couldn’t remember ever wanting it even in a similar way. But she did want to spank him again. It was hard not to when Carlton’s response was so energetic.

Delia could see that Carlton wanted to rock against the couch again, but he didn’t, following the instructions she’d given. “Whatever you want, baby,” he promised and Delia knew he meant it. This was her choice. He would do what she wanted him to. Anything. Everything. It was such a rush of power.

She wanted to keep going, and the next slap she landed on Carlton’s ass sounded so loud that it almost drowned out Carlton’s moan. Almost, but not quite, and Delia smirked at how desperate Carlton sounded. “Four,” she said, feeling elated. She quickly added a fifth and a sixth.

“Your ass is so red, Carlton,” she moaned. She ran a hand over his skin, catching her breath at how warm it was. Digging her nails in made Carlton shake against the couch cushions. “Does it hurt?” she asked.

“Yes,” he nodded but it was such an eager nod that Delia didn’t think the pain was a bad thing. It still helped when Carlton added, “It feels good.” His body was trembling slightly, and Carlton did push back against Delia’s touch, but only a little bit. It still earned him a harsh slap, which resulted in a deep moan from Carlton.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re so good, Delia. So perfect.” The words sounded almost like a chant, like Carlton wasn’t exactly in control of what he was saying. It felt... empowering, to know that perhaps Delia was in charge of what he was saying. She was definitely in charge of why he was saying it.

Licking her lips, Delia ran a finger slowly between Carlton’s cheeks. “Your ass looks so good,” she said, drawing the word out. An idea was forming, one that Delia had read about, but hadn’t dreamed she would actually do. Carlton’s eager responses were definitely giving her confidence.

“How would you like it if I fucked you?” she asked, pressing a finger teasingly against Carlton’s asshole. “I think I’d like that, bending you over and watching you take me.” Just speaking the words was making Delia feel even more in control. The idea that Carlton would let her.

Turning slightly on the couch, Carlton looked at Delia, his eyes wide. She could tell that he hadn’t expected that and for a brief moment she couldn’t help but wonder if that wasn’t something Carlton wanted. But then his breath caught. “Fuck, yes. Yes, baby. I’d love for you to fuck me.” Each word was punctuated by a harsh breath, like Carlton could hardly contain his excitement.

It made Delia want to kiss him, and since she saw no reason why she shouldn’t, she quickly leaned in. The kiss started softly before Delia remembered that she was the one in control, and she threaded her fingers through Carlton’s hair and kissed him hard, nipping fiercely at his lower lip.

They were both panting when Delia pulled back, and Carlton looked so good that Delia smacked him again, her palm stinging from the contact. “That’s eight,” she told Carlton smugly, feeling that she was doing quite well in being able to keep track despite the distractions. “Be a good boy and look ahead again,” she ordered, waiting until Carlton did before she brought down her hand two final times in quick succession.

“Keep looking ahead,” she said, her heels clicking against the floor as she went to fetch some lube from the bedroom.

Delia did believe that Carlton really hadn’t moved when she returned, even his eyes still in the exact direction she’d left him looking. It was thrilling to know that she had so much control, that Carlton just did as she told him to, because she told him to. Delia couldn’t help but wonder how far she could push that. And more importantly, how good it’d feel for both of them if she did.

“I’ve brought the lube,” she told Carlton, standing behind him where he couldn’t see her. In the quiet, she could hear the way his breath caught, and it made her positively throb to touch him. She reached out, trailing a hand up the back of his leg as she moved closer. Once she reached his ass, she squeezed, enjoying the hot red flesh against the palm of her hand.

Pulling back, she spread plenty of lube over her finger. She’d enjoyed spanking Carlton, but she didn’t want to hurt him, not with this. “Have you done this before?” she asked. “With another person, I mean.” She hoped the answer was ‘no’ because she wanted to be the first to give Carlton this.

From the way he stilled under her touch, though, Delia could tell that it probably wasn’t a ’no’. She could almost see him weigh up in his head whether to lie, but then he gave a small nod. “I have,” Carlton admitted. His tone made Delia feel almost protective, the way he clearly wished she could be his first. She supposed she would just have to be better than whoever Carlton had experienced this before with.

“You will be,” he said, and she realized she must’ve said it out loud. “Fuck, Delia, I want you so much. I want you to have me, to use me, to take me, to want me.” The words came with harsh breaths that seemed so needy, sending heat straight between Delia’s legs.

“I’m glad you told me,” Delia said, and she was glad her voice still sounded in control. “I always want you to be honest with me.” That was especially true when they were doing something like this, playing with boundaries, but Delia didn’t feel like she needed to dwell on that point. She trusted Carlton, just like he trusted her, and they had far more exciting things to be getting on with.

Teasing her slick finger back between Carlton’s cheeks, Delia groaned at how hot he looked. She could see the muscles quiver as he tried not to move, and guessed how hard it was for him not to angle his hips back to meet her. “I do want you,” she told him. “I’m so wet, just from spanking you, and thinking about your ass.” It was true, and Delia would prove it later. Right now, she focused on pressing her finger slowly past the tight ring of Carlton’s muscles. “Tell me how it feels,” she urged.

“It’s so good, baby,” Carlton said straight away. His hips rocked back, a low groan escaping his lips when Delia’s finger slid even deeper. She could see him biting his lower lip, and the way his hands tightened, knuckles almost white. If that was the response to one finger, Delia couldn’t wait to see what another would bring.

There was another sharp intake of breath from Carlton when she added another finger before he gave a soft cry. “Fuck, that feels so good,” he promised. “I love that you want to do this. That you want to take me like this. I’m so yours, Del. Please, just do what you want, yeah? God, that feels good,” he repeated, rocking back harder against Delia’s fingers.

“What I want,” Delia echoed, drawing the words out as she considered what she did want. What she wanted was to watch Carlton completely fall apart, for him to want her so much it was overwhelming. Judging by the needy sounds he was making as Delia slid her fingers in and out of him, it wouldn’t be hard to achieve.

Spreading her fingers wider, Delia moaned almost as loudly as Carlton. “I’m going to take you so well, Carlton,” she assured. “You’re taking my fingers beautifully. I’m going to keep stretching you out, until you beg me to fuck you.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Carlton chanted, nodding at each word. He pressed back more and then pulled forward, effectively fucking himself on Delia’s fingers. His expression was a mix of concentrated and blissful and it just made Delia want to see how much further she could push him. The way Carlton shifted on the couch, like he was trying to get as much contact from her as possible only went to encourage Delia more.

When she was sure he could take it, Delia pressed another finger inside Carlton. His whole body seemed to vibrate with the groan Carlton gave in response. “Delia,” he moaned. “It feels amazing. Fuck, you feel fantastic.” He carried on pressing back against her fingers, rocking harder and faster.

The power of knowing she could make Carlton so desperate was setting Delia’s whole body alight, and she felt as though she wanted to fuck Carlton more than she’d ever wanted anything. She let her free hand smooth slowly across his back, enjoying the way his movements turned slightly less frantic under her calming influence.

“That’s it,” she praised. “I can feel you relaxing around my fingers, Carlton, you’re doing so well.” Carlton was still tight, but Delia really could feel a difference, the muscles stretching to allow her fingers to fuck even deeper. “It’s going to feel so good when I fuck you, you’ll be so ready.” She had said she would make Carlton beg, and she intended to stick to her word.

His knuckles were almost white as Carlton held onto the little side table next to the couch, rocking back faster and faster onto Delia’s fingers. She could see his cock bouncing below him, but Carlton didn’t seem to pay it any attention. It was almost as if what she wanted came before any needs he might have, and Delia loved how easily he was just giving himself over to her. It showed a lot of trust, she knew that.

“Please, Del,” Carlton said, catching her attention. “I want to be good for you, please let me show you how well I can take it,” he begged. It was precisely the sort of begging that Delia had been waiting for.

Slowly, she pulled her fingers free, making soothing noises when Carlton whined. “You’ve been so good,” she promised. “I just need you to do one more thing for me.” She’d considered fucking Carlton on the couch, but she wanted to take him to her bed, for him to remember the next time they had sex there exactly what Delia had done, how much she’d wanted him. “Come down off the couch, and crawl to the bedroom,” she ordered, taking a step back herself to give Carlton the room.

When he crawled away from her this time, he looked even better than before, and Delia loved knowing that he was hard for her. She watched, her body feeling so hot that it reminded her she was still dressed. She’d have to change that.

“Kneel there and watch me,” she ordered, as she followed Carlton into the bedroom. She stripped slowly, enjoying the weight of Carlton’s gaze on her, until she could pull her dress down and reveal the barely-there lingerie she’d bought specifically for this occasion.

Carlton’s tongue darted over his lips as he watched Delia. "Will you let me serve you?" He asked, breath catching in his throat. It didn’t escape Delia that Carlton didn’t touch himself. He simply knelt there, watching her, like she was the best thing he’d ever seen. His hard cock stood to attention, and when he saw Delia looking, Carlton parted his knees more, as if to put himself on show.

“I will, later,” Delia agreed. “Right now, I want to fuck you.” She didn’t tell Carlton to move, not yet, instead slipping off her bra and running one finger in teasing circles around first one nipple, and then the other. When both were hard, Delia bent over, giving Carlton an excellent view of her breasts while she pulled out a harness and a strap-on.

Looking at the many buckles and straps, Delia had a moment of nerves that she would put it on wrong, that she wouldn’t be able to give Carlton what she’d promised. Looking up to see him watching her, any anxiety vanished. She took a step closer. “Help me put this on,” she ordered, handing him the harness. If Carlton had done this before, perhaps he already knew how it worked, and even if he didn’t, at least this way, Delia could preserve her air of authority.

Almost instantly, Carlton proved that she’d made the right choice because he eagerly crawled forward. Reaching out for one of Delia’s ankles, his hands were ever so soft as he lifted her leg leading it through one of the straps. He repeated the motion with the other one, too, before just as slowly moving the harness up over Delia’s thighs and hips before it was loose against her.

Carlton’s breath caught before he leaned in more to fasten the straps. “You’re so beautiful,” he breathed and Delia could tell how much he wanted to put his mouth on her, could feel his hot breath against her leg but she hadn’t said he could so Carlton didn’t. Instead, he secured the strap-on in its place and then looked up at Delia expectantly.

Delia reached out, running a hand through Carlton’s hair, taking a moment to appreciate just how good he looked, his eyes dark with lust and his cheeks and chest flushed with excitement. She saw the way Carlton tilted his head, just enough to make her hand tug lightly, though she doubted he was even consciously aware of the action. She filed the thought away, planning to put it to good use.

“Get up on the bed, with your ass towards me,” she instructed, and bit back a moan as Carlton scrambled to obey her. It was such a turn-on, how quickly he jumped to follow her every order. “I’ve enjoyed keeping you waiting,” she said, honestly, “but now I don’t think I can wait anymore.” She followed him up onto the bed, kneeling behind him and coating the strap-on with lube before she pressed it lightly against his asshole.

The loud ’fuck’ that fell from Carlton’s lips made Delia slow slightly, but he began to push back more, which she took to mean that she should proceed. His breath almost instantly started coming in short pants, and small chants of ‘yesyesyes’ and ‘Delia, please’ followed. The eagerness with which Carlton took her cock inside him was so hot and Delia ran a hand over his back, enjoying when Carlton leaned back more.

“God, you’re so good,” he breathed. “So big, I love that you want this.” And it was true that Delia did want this and she enjoyed knowing that just as easily she could take it away and Carlton would still thank her.

Delia did pull back, but only for a moment before she pushed her hips forward, moaning as she watched the cock disappear into Carlton. It was a novel sensation, to be the one doing the thrusting, and one that Delia was very much enjoying. “I want you,” she promised, “any way I can have you.” And right now, she wanted Carlton just like this, pressing the cock all the way into him, until her hips were flush against his still-red ass.

Reaching forward, she threaded her fingers through Carlton’s hair and gave a tug which was just hard enough to hurt. The noises Carton made in response were setting Delia’s pussy on fire, but she wasn’t ready to stop. Instead, she rolled her hips slowly, setting a rhythm of hard, steady thrusts, pulling almost all the way out of Carlton before she fucked back into him.

“Fuuuuck!” Carlton cried out, but it definitely was in pleasure rather than pain. Delia could see how his knuckles whitened as Carlton gripped the bedsheets. It made her want to pound into him harder, to see his whole body shift as she did so. Carlton’s moans and groans came in loud, short bursts. He pressed back onto her, meeting Delia’s thrusts halfway.

There was no doubt in Delia’s mind that Carlton was enjoying himself, that she was the one responsible for the pleasure he was feeling. It was hers to deliver and hers to take away if she chose to. That power seemed almost dizzying.

“Touch yourself,” Delia ordered, almost surprising herself with how eager she sounded. She would never before have dreamed of making Carlton touch his own cock when she had free hands to do it, but right now she wanted to focus on touching him in other ways - one hand still in his hair and the other hard against his hip so she could fuck into him exactly as she wanted. “Touch yourself while I fuck you,” she added, shivering with her own arousal.

She worked to keep her thrusts hard and deep, tugging on Carlton’s hair at intervals, so he could never quite know when it was coming. Pushing the cock all the way in, Delia ground her hips against Carlton’s ass, making him groan at the friction against skin already sensitive from her spanking earlier. “Does it feel good?” she asked, wanting to hear Carlton, to see just how far from coherent he might be already.

“Yes! Fuck, yes, Delia, it feels amazing,” Carlton cried out and Delia could see his arm moving, knowing that his fist was tight around his own cock. It was thrilling, sparkles of fire shooting through her, at the thought that not only was he touching himself because of her but that he was touching himself because she’d told him to. Having so much of a say in this, taking charge of whatever they were doing in the bedroom, made Delia’s pussy ache.

As Delia’s hips slammed into Carlton harder and harder, she could hear his moans increase. “I’m so close, Delia,” he half-whined. “May I come?” And the request sounded so needy that it took Delia a moment to realize that she could just say no.

“Wait,” she said, the cock pounding into Carlton harder as he whined in response. He didn’t come, though. Delia could tell by the way his hand kept moving, moans pushed out of him every time she thrust her hips forward, like he couldn’t even control it.

Knowing Carlton was holding off his own orgasm just because Delia had said so was so hot, and Delia reveled in it for a few more thrusts, but she did want Carlton to come while she was fucking him. Squeezing even harder against his hip, Delia fucked into Carlton’s ass as deep as she could go, holding onto his hair with her other hand. “Now,” she decided. “Now you can come for me, Carlton.”

“Delia!” He shouted, body tightening. Delia could feel Carlton’s muscles shift under her touch, his body going hard and then relaxing under her. She couldn’t see him come, but the sounds he made were plenty of indication that he did as soon as she let him. That, too, was so incredibly hot, just knowing that he would come on command, not before, not after. He’d come for her exactly when she told him to.

“Fuck, Carlton,” Delia breathed, running a more soothing hand over his back. “You’re so good. So obedient.” It excited Delia to know she was telling Carton what he wanted to hear, and it was also true that so far, Carton had done everything she’d asked him to.

“Stay still a minute,” she said, as she pulled the strap-on slowly out, giving Carlton’s muscles plenty of time to relax around it again after his orgasm. Once the cock was out, and Delia had stepped out of the harness, she pressed a kiss to his back.

“Turn over,” she instructed and waited until Carlton had before she drew her panties down her legs and moved to straddle him on the bed. “I’m going to let you serve me,” she announced, feeling a throb of arousal at even the thought.

“Yes,” Carlton moaned, his hands coming up to settle against Delia’s hips. His touch was so soft and light, almost as if he was worried he might break her if he touched her harder. “Please, anything you want. Just tell me, I’ll do it,” he promised eagerly, one hand stroking up over Delia’s side, awaiting further instructions.

Once again, Delia settled her hand in Carlton’s hair. She loved the sheer power it gave her, and Carlton’s reactions when she tugged only made it better. She moved even higher so that she was practically sitting on Carlton’s face, and used the hand in his hair to guide his mouth between her legs.

“Lick my pussy,” she ordered. “See how wet I am from fucking you, and watching you do everything I asked.” Delia really was incredibly wet, and if she wasn’t careful, she was sure she could come just from a few touches of Carlton’s tongue. “Avoid my clit for now,” she instructed. “I want you to fuck me with your tongue, instead.”

At the first touch of Carlton’s wet tongue, Delia moaned loudly. It felt amazing, both because she’d wanted this but also because she knew he wanted it. Telling Carlton precisely what to do made her pussy that much hotter against his tongue. He was obeying beautifully, licking into her just as she’d instructed. With her hips sifting, Delia rode Carlton’s tongue, giving a sharp cry at the sensation.

He was very good at following her instructions, not touching her clit just as she’d said. Never before had Delia felt like she had so much control over just how a man went down on her and it felt great to know that Carlton would do exactly as she told him to.

“Fuck,” she moaned, tugging at Carlton’s hair. She wanted him to hear how much she was enjoying it, and she let her lips fall open as her moans grew louder and louder. “You’re doing so well, Carlton.” He was, making a heat spiral out from where his tongue dipped into her over and over again.

The pleasure built steadily, getting more and more intense. Delia knew that it would take hardly a touch before she flew over the edge, and she wasn’t quite ready to let go. “Tease my clit, Carlton, but don’t make me come,” she said, her tone half command and half plea.

Just as instructed, Carlton ran his tongue up to circle around Delia’s clit, but he didn’t put any pressure on it. He knew what Delia liked, so teasing her proved to be very easy. Nonetheless, Delia enjoyed it, because she knew she could tell him to make her come and Carlton would. Instead, he did as she’d told him. His tongue felt hot against her and Delia rocked her hips forward, pleasure shooting upwards through her body as Carlton held onto her hips to steady her against his mouth.

He gave a low moan that seemed to vibrate through Delia’s whole body. A sound of pleasure fell from her lips in turn, she was so close to letting her orgasm overtake her, but Carlton’s tongue continued to circle around her clit, just light enough not to make her come.

“You’re so good with your mouth,” Delia said, her hand moving more softly through Carlton’s hair. “Always so good, but especially now.” Delia couldn’t properly put into words how good it felt to be so close to orgasm and trust that Carlton wouldn’t push her over the edge until she asked. It made her feel doubly in control - of both her own pleasure and Carlton’s actions.

Her muscles tightened as the pleasure threatened almost to overpower her, but Carlton’s must have sensed it because his tongue slid down to tease against her pussy again. Delia rocked her hips against it, her actions more and more forceful as desire crested in her like a wave.

Gripping Carlton’s hair harder, so she could ride against his tongue, Delia almost screamed. “Make me come,” she ordered. “Fuck, Carlton. Make me come now.”

His tongue returned to Delia’s clit almost with force, hard as he pressed against it before Carlton used his lips to suck it. With his tongue continuing to tease Delia, she could feel the speed with which her orgasm was approaching. Pleasure rolled through her as Carlton moved his tongue faster and faster, Delia’s liquids dripping down his face as she rocked against his mouth.

And then in a flash, her orgasm shook through her body, muscles tightening as she trembled. Carlton carried on licking her, but his touches were now softer, as if to bring her back down from the edge she’d crossed.

She gave a soft moan, letting Carlton carry on until she felt too sensitive for his movements to bring her pleasure. “Stop,” she cried, using the hand in his hair to guide his mouth away from her. She let go, moving down the bed until she could bend and press her lips to Carlton’s, licking the taste of her from his mouth.

“You were incredible,” she said, one hand softly stroking Carlton’s side. Delia couldn’t help but feel that she had been incredible, too, and the knowledge of the power she’d had over Carlton glowed warm within her. “I didn’t know I would like it so much,” she said, almost shyly as she returned to her own persona, “but I really did.” She smirked, feeling confidence well up in her again. “I take it you enjoyed yourself?”

Carlton gave a soft laugh, his hand stroking down Delia’s back and to her ass, which he gave a light squeeze. “Yes,” he nodded. “You were fucking amazing, Delia,” he told her, making Delia smile wider. Carlton looked so content and she loved knowing that it was her doing. Her instructions were what had made him look so good. It was exciting to think about what else he might do, how he might enjoy this in future.

“Would you want to do it again?” Carlton asked, echoing Delia’s thoughts. “We don’t have to, of course, if you rather not,” he rushed to add and Delia’s heart swelled with how much she appreciated that. He had liked it, but he’d give it up in an instant if that’s what she wanted.

She shifted, stretching out along Carlton’s side, one hand resting on his flat stomach, feeling the rising and falling of his breath. “I would like to do it again,” she said, looking up to give him a soft smile. “Even if I hadn’t enjoyed it, I think I’d want to do it again just because of how much you did, but it was a lot hotter than I expected, telling you want to do.”

She leaned in, pressing a kiss against his shoulder. She wouldn’t want to be in charge all the time, but it was something she looked forward to doing again. “Your birthday’s coming up,” she teased, which was true, “but I don’t think we have to wait for special occasions in future.”
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