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It was Friday, the last day at the office that had been her source of income for the past year and a half .Luckily, she didn’t have to travel hours like some of her friends how lived considerably father away. As she made her way over the gritty streets of New York City, she began rubbing her forehead with a tired hand that for eight hours does nothing but pound on the keyboard; the pounding gave her a headache and possibly lots of carpal tunnel problems in the future. 

Just like any other day, it was a hectic day at the office, and it was visible in the way she seemed to shuffle herself up the walkway. She mumbled to herself complaining, more like venting really, at a boss that seemed to abuse her on a daily basis. It was Friday, and she intentionally let her hair down, freeing it from the somber but business-like bun she would sport at work; the dark auburn tumble of naturally curly now free, making a soft glossy curtain. Her tired but slight feet moved slowly as she hurriedly trudged on down the street, each step taking her closer to the comfort of home.

Mandy was the new kid on the block among the neighborhood. The selling pitch for the realtor was the quiet neighborhood, quiet for a New York City one anyway that also had a security system better than any other apartment she’d rented. The price was right, and so she closed the deal that same day.

Max was her next door neighbor. Tall, handsome, dark skinned and more importantly, unclaimed legally, Max was what most women would call an ace catch for a husband. He could easily pass off as a model His work took him to the NYSE as a broker, and although he never admitted it, he would always watch her from the window of his apartment. He could almost taste her pussy as he would watch her swing her tight sexy ass to and fro. The fact that Mandy walked on high heels even after the trek home when most women would change into their comfortable but unsexy sneakers caught his attention almost the moment he laid eyes on her. It’s not that he didn’t try to ignore her at times, but, Millie was a hard woman to ignore. Something about her drew him in to her center of orbit, making it impossible for him to focus on the fullness of her breasts through the silk shirts she would wear and the nipples that always peeked though, not to mention her small waistline that made for an almost perfect hourglass shape. After noticing her, Max went and bought himself the best Leicca binoculars money could buy. He loosened uncomfortably, awkwardly rearranging the growing bulge in his boxer shorts. He thought that maybe one day he would just bring himself to her doorstep and introduce himself. She seemed unapproachable at times, distant, like some unattainable prize. Sometimes it seemed to him that she was just teasing him intentionally, taking showers without closing the blinds. She didn’t know it yet, but he was controlling her from afar.

He watched intently as he saw her go inside the bathroom and turn on the shower.

Her svelte buxomly body in the dimly lit bathroom was drawing him closer to take the first step of introducing himself to her, it was intoxicating to him as he ravaged her body with his fantasies. She undressed herself, never even bothering to check if a neighbor might be watching through the window, she didn’t care, being safely behind the door. He was certain that she was tormenting him on purpose. Deliberately, she allowed her long brown hair to flow free within its confines of the hair band and pins, wetting it and enjoying the shower that relaxed her body and allowed her to let go of the stresses from her job. As he watched, he sensed that she was putting on a show for him to watch as she stood with her legs wide open for him to see, and deliberately brought her hands down towards her cunt until she reached her well shaved pussy and began rubbing her labia.  She hadn’t even soaped up yet when he noticed the bottle of baby oil in the corner of the stall. As she reaches for it, she bends down giving him a full view of her perfectly round ass cheeks, exposing the money shot that he would ravage in his mind. Max puts down his binoculars for a moment, and undresses. His throbbing cock is begging her to be touched, played with, and stroked. As he places his hand on his already thick fully erect member he notices she is exiting the shower. 

The shower is still running, but she is walking towards her bed now. He wants to fuck her in the worst way, punish her for teasing him that way. Suddenly, he notices she is standing right before the window, naked, looking right at him as she draws the blinds, one of them anyway. She walks towards the other window, still naked, and pretends to close it, but instead just stands there caressing her breast, knowing full well there is a stranger across the window staring at her, not just staring, but fucking her with his eyes and thoughts.

As she begins to move her fingers rhythmically, her head falls back as she begins her orgasm dance, meeting her fingers furiously with pleasure. As she moves and rotates her hips in time with her finger, an unbelievably erotic dance, which proved too much for him to handle. Max reaches down to take a firm hold of his fully erect cock in the palm of his hand, and  begins to rub it roughly back and forth, from his glistening shaft wet with pre cum using long strokes that were timed perfectly with the motion of her fingers.  As he closes his eyes, he imagines taking her roughly by her hair and pushing his entire member down her throat.

“Fuckin cunt, swallow me you fucking whore…” The words made him shoot his first load into his waiting hand as he rubbed himself harder, spreading his warm creamy cum throughout, imagining it was her. Max liked it rough when it came to women, his demeanor in public gave those who did not know him well the impression that he was a gentleman with not a mean bone in his body.  Fact is, Max had never really had many serous relationships throughout his adult life; his need for dominance and control scared many women away. He was sure that one day he would meet his soul mate in someone who would just be his doormat and let him take charge. 

It only took him a few long and short strokes before he knew he would be on the very edge of orgasm, he could feel his balls contracting as his cock began shooting spurts of warm cum that was wasted on his hand. Max envisioned his neighbor holding out her tongue, waiting for the warm slime to meet her hungry tongue and then be swallowed without spilling a drop. His load shot past his hand onto the floor boards that were kept immaculately clean. Max not only had the secret wish for total control over another person and especially a woman, but he also had this annoying to some obsession with keeping everything just so in his home, a place for everything, and everything in its place. He was still squirting onto the floor when he opened his eyes as the final waves of orgasm left his body. 

As he grabbed for the towel to clean up his hands, he brought the Leicca into focus once again. He was once again invading her personal space with his surveillance. He brings them into focus and her image is so clear she may as well be in the very next room. While his own private jerking off party had ended, it appeared hers had only just begun. She had something in her hand that appeared to be a dildo. It was entering her pussy from behind. “So that’s how she likes it…from behind.” He thought quietly to himself as he watched mesmerized at just how long she was going at it. If he were there, she would have every orifice in her slutty body filled to the brim with something. She was controlling her own orgasm, and that would be a problem if one day she would be his submissive slave. He felt as though he was running out of time with her. She seemed young enough, why in the world would she not have a real live man fucking the life out of her, why a dildo? There had to be something wrong with her, something defective. His submissive sniffing antennae were detecting something off about her.

She was something else. Her stamina was amazing he thought. She never missed a beat rocking herself back and forth to meet the dildo. How big was it? All manner of thought raced through his mind, and it clearly upset him that she was master of her orgasm, the woman he had slowly became obsessed with over a short period of time.  No other woman had ever pulled him in the way she did. Then As he continued to watch her, he noticed that she had something on her nipples that looked like clothespins, ordinary clothespins. The looked almost like the high tension spring loaded ones, the ones that would hurt on such a sensitive area of the body like the nipples. She grabbed at her breasts hard, squeezing them hard as if the pain would elevate her orgasm to heavenly transcendence. The skin was just buckling under the pressure of her demure hand, squeezing it as hard as she could. He understood at this very moment, that she would be the woman for him. She appreciated pain, and he would enjoy bestowing it upon her. As she pumped her body deeper and deeper against her love toy, she began what appeared to be finally reaching her happy place. The dildo was no longer visible; it was fully buried deeply within her moist hot cunt. Another wave or two later, she appeared to have finally exhausted herself. He stood by the window, watching and waiting. He began to sense this was no ordinary sized dildo. She never moved, just lying there on her soft looking bed with simple pinstripe sheets that were now a bloody mess. “God that must have been good to discombobulate a neatly made bed in that manner” he thought to himself. It seemed to him a long time for her to just lie there motionless, but he knew from personal experience that a raging orgasm sometimes has that effect on people. He gave his special woman some time, and a short time later, she began pulling the cock replacement from her cunt. It was huge, at least from the angle he was watching from. She dangled it in her hand, licking the head as though it were a real cock that needed the gentle flick of a slutty tongue to bring it to the finish line. If he wasn’t sure before, he was certain now. She HAD to know he was watching her. Fully naked, he could see that her breasts had reddened from the assault she had just moments ago exposed them to. The clothes pins were still firmly held in place by her small taught and stretched out nipples. It seemed her nipples were already being trained for pain. She walks right up to the window and stares squarely on him. He pushes back into the shadows of his room that he was pretty certain he could not be seen. There was no light in his room at all; maybe the only thing she could see was shadows. He hoped so. Then he notices she takes the dildo and brings it to her lips, where she takes the head and sucks it, hard, as though the rubber would respond by filling her hungry mouth with the warm milk she craved. 

Max gritted his perfectly white teeth with this final taunt. His body was still releasing a few drips of cum, and now as he watched her swallow the dildo, she was putting on a whole new performance. She was the biggest cocktease he had ever met, and if he were her Master, she would be punished in the worst way. His cock began building up strength as he imagined the torments he would put her through.

She had to know he was watching her. Every time she took a shower, she would intentionally bring up the blinds, the little one facing his apartment. Her body glistened with the beads of water mixed with the baby oil she was fond of rubbing all over herself. Beads of it running down, between her breasts, breasts that were small, pert, and with the smallest nipple on a woman he’d ever seen. Thoughts ran through his head imagining how she would squirm if he were to clamp down on them with his teeth. He thought that the day before it was just sheer luck that he would watch her not only showering but also pleasuring herself as he watched. But then, when it happened again the following day, he knew that he had to find some way to meet this cunt that needed to be taught a lesson. She was again on the bed.  This time, he noticed she had ropes around her breasts. She would put on another performance for him as she began touching the tips of her nipples and feeling the familiar ache consume her. Max stood back this time, since it was still not quite night time, and refocused his binoculars. He notices something odd, there appears to be a baseball bat next to her. Gently, at first anyway, she rubbed the bat between her legs. It made him cum almost instantly as he imagined the thick wooden rod invading her slutty hungry cunt. He imagined himself pushing it deep into her fiery hole as punishment for her transgressions against him. She would resist of course, but wouldn’t be able to because he would make sure both her hands were tied tightly, where any semblance of escape would be nothing more than just a futile silly attempt. He hated her now, taunting him in that way. He noticed that her other hand played with her nipples, and soft moans began to escape her mouth as she masturbated, her moans gradually becoming louder for him to hear. She wanted him to hear her calling out his name. But she didn’t even know his name, she only knew him as the man she could safely arouse within the confines of her safe space, her apartment. She never forgot that he was watching her.

There appeared to be an element of cocky boldness in her this time. It was as if she was daring him to come to her, to take her non- consensually and forcefully. His cock ached for release, and sweat broke out on his skin as he tried to contain the insatiable ache in his groin, that familiar burning pain that signals the buildup of orgasm. Sheepishly, he took his growing cock from the restrictions of his boxer shorts and rubbed his hand gently against it, imagining it was her hand caressing and teasingly stroking it.

Just knowing that he was watching her bring herself to orgasm again brought her to the cusp. Amidst the street traffic, her moans were b barely discernible, but his ears were hearing her as she moaned even loader. She increased the pace of the bat rubbing against her legs, he could see clearly that her clitoris appeared to be swelling in response to the bat. As she groped at her left breast that was begging to be released form the confines of the thick marine grade looking rope, he noticed that she ran her other hand over her wet cunt. She began to writhe as she bit her lip, knowing she was on the edge of another powerful orgasm. She took the thick end of the bat that looked pretty new, and began to slowly position it between her legs whereby the slim end was held in place by firmly holding it between the soles of her feet. Just like a master contortionist, she was easing her way into that wooden abyss. The bat end that began invading her slit had to be about ten inches thick, she liked it big. Slowly she wiggled her hips around the wooden rod, arousing herself by rubbing it, pretending it was a man who would fuck the very life out of her insatiable cunt. Her eyes were closed as she slowly eased it inside herself; he noticed that her pussy was glistening with her natural lubrication that eased the entry. His cock would not be able to hold on much longer as he watched. The deeper she would slide herself into the bat; the more she pulled at the rope holding her breasts firmly in place.

He watched her explode helplessly onto the floor, helpless in her orgasm, and he felt his own cock explode with her, it should be exploding within her, filling her up with the warm milk that is the creator of life. It was like a game they were playing, and the game always ended the same, each one wanting the other within the confines of their safety zone. He began to hate her for the control she was showing over him, and he planning some sort of retaliation, as he gasped with the one final spurt of his cock. 

“Oh God, oh God….” Was all he could utter?  He looked up and noticed that she was just getting started. His chest was heaving; he was flushed and uncomfortably hot. During their show and tell session, he would open the window, in spite of the ninety plus temperature that was torment, open for the benefit of auditory arousal. He was hot and clammy, and decided to close the window and turn the air-conditioner to high. He went to his bathroom to shower, not bothering to watch the rest of her XXX rated show and whether she would be able to be woman enough for that monster sized bat cock. It was too fucking hot, and the only thing that would bring more relief than visions of  slapping her ass or gagging the cocktease would be a nice cool shower. It would be time for dinner soon. Dinner to Max meant either Chinese takeout, pizza, or something from a can or box. Cooking was a woman’s domain, right next to fetching the paper and cleaning. He wondered what skill that horny cunt performer could bring to his obsessively controlling table. After the shower, he decided on Chinese, the restaurant made an excellent General Taos’s Chicken and Wonton soup. About a half hour later, his order arrived. It was the same delivery guy from last time, he didn’t really speck English all that well, but he was prompt. 

“Thanks Johnny.” Here you go. Max always tips generously…handing the slightly built boy a ten dollar tip for the thirty dollar order. Then he thought for a moment, maybe he would know the name of the mysterious woman.

“Hey Johnny, I wanna ask you a question…would you know who live across the way there…the apartment right across…you see it?” Max pointed to not one hour ago she had put on the performance of a lifetime. The curtains were drawn now. Maybe she was doing something even more private than fucking herself in front of a total stranger.

Two days had passed, each day was just a repeat of the day before, only that with each day, and her dramatic sexual stunts become more bizarre.  

On the third day, he rose from the ashes of uncertainty and decided right then and there that he would not allow that performing slut to outmaneuver him by controlling him that way. It was supposed to be the other way around. Women had it all wrong, the way it was in the beginning, all the way back to the Stone Age was the natural order of things. Gloria Steinem would be burned on a cross if Max had his way.

Their neighborhood was pretty much a quiet one, and Max had his own thoughts on that as well. There was no one around that late at night when he decided to mosey on over to where her place was.  He thought about it and thought about it some more, weighing all his options; it had to be done. That bitch could just keep the charades going indefinitely; one of them had to break the ice.

It was about eight o clock, and her curtain was drawn, as she usually does after she is assured of tormenting him with her pussy, and now she felt safe within the confines of her walls. It was time for some wine, maybe even some weed, and then shower. She could still smell her cunt with all her musky scent that dribbled down her smoothly waxed legs. As she finished, she remembered the explosive orgasm from hours earlier, still, she felt unsatisfied, like she wanted more, something only a real live breathing man can deliver.

She thought about her neighbor, thinking how sexy he was, and how he would consume her cunt if she were to oblige and allow him to enter her domain. Max was the representative hot type, with a huge, well defined body and all glistening muscles. The image of him as he stood by his window relieving himself to her body made her quiver with lust. He didn’t know it yet, but as much as he’d been checking her out all that time, truth is, she was spying on him even longer.

Not that he would, although he could, but he was no innocent in all of this. One evening he forgot to put the shades all the way down, and she spied with her own even stronger magnification binoculars him fucking some date or other. The bitch was an obvious Miss Clairol something or other fake ass redhead. She had seen him fucking her, his huge cock ramming into her pussy. He had fucked her almost standing up; she was slumped over a chair as he plowed her from behind. Her pink nipples were being pinched by his hands. She had watched shamelessly, her own fingers working her wet cunt in time with his thrusts, all the while wishing that it was her pussy that he was thrusting mercilessly.

Her fantasies were rudely shattered when she heard the forceful rapping against the door. She rose from her pensive thoughts, and slipped into her bathrobe. And then she opened the door, forgetting in her hurry to check to see who it was.

GULP!

She couldn’t believe it…how could it be? She just watched helplessly as he walked in, nonchalantly, as if he belonged there. He was wearing nothing but some loose oversized Army type jacket that did nothing to hide his massive shoulders, nor did the loose sweat pants hide the size of his cock that revealed itself through a very visible bulge. He was even taller than what she anticipated. She had no time to think about what to say to him as he stood before her. Like a caveman that he secretly fancied himself to be, he slammed the door behind him and hauled her over his shoulder like a sack of potatoes. She was stunned at his sheer audacity. Shortly after the initial shock she realized what had just happened and struggled hard to free her from his grasp, scratching and then clawing his lower back. Her legs swung helplessly till he caught them in one hard arm, and with his other, he smacked her ass cheeks pretty hard. She groaned. It was painful, but she also felt pleasure in being at the mercy of this man, being totally helpless turned her on vastly.

Suddenly, she was thrown roughly onto something soft and faintly realized that it was her bed. Her room was dark, and she could make out his large body against the darkness, looming over her like an unwelcome cloud. She tried to make sense of his presence and suppressed a groan as she tried to push herself up, but gave up the struggle when she felt his hand slap her across the cheek. She was startled, unsure of whether that first slap was an omen of what was to come in her life. As she felt it, she noticed it felt hot; the slap was harder than any she’d ever experienced.  It was not terribly painful, but it nevertheless humiliated her all the same. 

“Is this what you wanted? You’ve been fucking with me for too long now bitch!” His voice was stern; he was not asking her, he was letting her know that her teasing ways had come to an end. She would now have to pay the piper.

Suddenly, he removed his jacket, now it was only his thick muscles hovering over her b0dy. She was incredibly aroused at the sight of it, even though it was dark; she could make it out through the faint glimmer of streetlights. 

His sensual and manly body was pressing her deeper against her bed, and her legs inevitably spread to accommodate his hips between her thighs. Her barely there pajama bottoms were clinging to her hips as he settled on top of her. She knew that the first act and the position would lay the groundwork that establishes dominance. She knew that his being on top meant he was the controlling one; she would have to settle for being the submissive, for this she was grateful. She felt her pussy becoming wetter the more he rubbed and forced himself upon her slight frame. As he opened his mouth into hers, she felt the anger within him that was opening her without finesse or any sense of romance, but she did not want or need any subtlety. She had brought him to this thorough her window displays; she was getting what she deserved. She acted like a slut, and now, she was being treated like one.

She felt her pussy throbbing, that familiar tingle that always began with a slight tickle within her navel. She wanted release, the release that he promised with his rough mouth pressing her lips apart and stabbing at her mouth with his tongue. He used his teeth to grind and bite at her lips, hard enough to make her cry out in pain and defeat. She closed her eyes, focusing on the moment. She focused on one thing and one thing only. She wanted to get the fuck of a lifetime.

“Yeah, I saw how your pussy took that baseball bat inside…” She knew deep down that would be the straw that broke the camel’s back.

“I want a big cock….you got that for me?” The sound of her voice made him grind her all the harder. Still, he had not penetrated her, he wanted to torment her with his huge cock, and she was begging for it. Just like the slut she is.

He wanted it just as badly as she did. His hands were rough as he grasped her breasts, squeezing and pinching them harder and harder. He was kneading them to the point where her breasts were becoming red. She began whining harder, sounding as though she was in pain. Her pain was making him thrust her harder as the passion rushed from her tormented nipples to her aching cunt. She dug her nails in his skin as she wrapped her arms around his back, and bit his lower lip, working the flesh between her teeth as she used her tongue to stroke and taste him. He felt the salty taste of blood as she retreated.

“ You fuckin bit me you cunt!”

His reprisal was sharp and swift as he bit her back. His teeth were nipping at her neck and then working his way down, towards and around her nipples. She groaned out loudly, not really caring who could hear. The pleasure she was feeling from the pain was driving her bat shit crazy. She further dug her nails into his shoulders in sweet agony as he suddenly released her mouth to catch a hard nipple into his mouth.

"FUCK ME PLEASE" She cried out, her mouth falling open, and her whole body trembling as he ravaged her every inch with his expert tongue.

She was being fucked like a slut, just like he predicted she would be. As she thrust her hips against his swollen cock, still within the confines of his sweats, she wrapped her legs around his waist, and he pushed his hand between their bodies, and pushed down his now drenched pants. Her guttural incoherent muttering was making him aware that he was doing something right, anticipating the feel of him. She was like a bitch in heat…no different. He took his cock in his hand, stroking it once before moving it against her to test her moist pussy.

It was all happening so quickly, so suddenly she felt somewhat violated. She had not given him permission to invade her space, yet she wanted this. Closing her eyes she felt his masterfully thick fingers moving over her cunt lips, she was wet and needed him, and after that felt him part her lips with one finger, as he pushed a few fingers into her cunt.

As he grabbed her moist and perfectly round ass cheeks, she arched her back, trying to control the intense pleasure that was pushing her to the brink as she cried out…

"Oh fuck me please…make me cum already!"

He was taking pleasure in knowing that now; it was he who was in control. She was now at his mercy. He bit her nipple hard, harder than she’d ever been bitten, and then he sucked it even harder. She thrashed and gasped as the painful pleasure consumed her body to the breaking point. 

“You wanna cum you stupid cunt….yeah, I bet that bat cock you put in your cunt wasn’t as good as my cock right up your ass…you like it up the ass don’t you?”

She nodded her head…her pussy was begging to be filled with mass, she didn’t care where it came from…the intensity of her arousal forced her body to momentarily and periodically become limp.

"No I won’t" he said ominously. "I won’t allow you to cum. I cum first, always remember that. My pleasure is more important than yours bitch. I'm going to fill you with my cum and make you beg for me...I want you to beg real well. If, and only IF you please me, I will let you cum."

SLAP

SLAP

SLAP

The intensity of each slap of her buttocks was making her writhe in pleasure and agony.

"Please let me cum first, I can't hold back anymore... “She cried, halfheartedly began begging him as she reached up to meet his lips. He pulled away from her disgusted with the undignified way she was behaving and stood up..,

"If you cum now, I'll have to punish you hard, you are aware of that aren’t you, I mean, you’re not that stupid are you?" But she was out of control, she needed his firm hand. Max had a way with women that let them know their place.

As she pushed her hand against his, he took his pulsing shaft in her hand, and guided it to her own dripping cunt.

"mmmmmm" She had softly let out a whimper, almost like a baby cooing, as she surged up and felt his huge member slide fully into her. A sudden spasm made her run her fingers downs his back, scratching its length as she went. She clawed his buttocks, and felt him stiffen with sexual rage. He was certain that his back would have scars.

"You little cunt!" He went right for her open and gaping mouth and kissed her brutally, his tongue thrusting into her mouth as his teeth bit into her lower lip. She clawed him even harder, and then he pushed himself even deeper inside her. His hands grabbed at her hair pulling it hard, using her long hair almost like handle to push himself deeper inside her.

She knew she had to satisfy him first. That was the first rule. Taking his fully erect cock in her hand, she slowly brought it up to the waiting mouth, it was fully open, and it was just a matter of accommodating the huge member into her small girl like mouth.

“You have a small mouth, so you think you can suck me all in?”

She shook her head, hoping that she could.

He sat up unexpectedly, and she was on her back now. She just lay there, her body all set for the final ride to the fulfillment. But she wanted to get fucked from the back, she wanted to feel as though he would rip right through her body and come out of her mouth. He grabbed her by the hair and with his fingers snapping, ordered her to assume the back position. She obliged happily, knowing that her cunt would finally get plowed hard enough for her to feel the release of an earth shaking orgasm. Then he settled over her, his cock sliding into her deeply once more and his hips savagely pushing against hers. He bent over as he pushed his way inside her and grabbed at her breasts, kneading them brutally as if he were kneading bread. A full five minutes of brutal thrusting, his cock continued to slam into her trembling pussy, rocking against her, pushing and working its hard mass until she felt his balls slapping against her ass. Her wild moaning only served to egg him on further. She knew that it was almost time for both of them to cum, and then all of a sudden, she noticed that he slowed his pace suddenly. Confused, she stared at him. One glance at his sweaty ruddy face reminded her of what she had to do.

"Please let me cum for you," She begged, wanting the orgasm more than anything in the world.

"Please Master, you bitch!" He reprimanded her grammar, slapping her ass so hard it felt more like a punch. It was pure insolence on her part to not address him properly.

"Please Master!" She begged.

"Please Master what?”

"Please Master; please... please make me cum!" She screamed in one final plea as tears clouded her eyes. He was satisfied with her answer. Smiling as he increased his tempo, his body slamming into her cunt that was so sweaty and wet that the smell was everywhere. The quick, deep thrusts pushed the tip of his cock against her cervix, and the sharp jabs exhausted her, breaking her will.

One final thrust and she was there. Her pussy was grabbing at his cock with the force of an explosive orgasm that left her almost limp and lifeless.

"Thank you..." She murmured, and then added as an afterthought," Master."

He had cum inside her; his milk filled her cavity so deeply that none escaped. The both collapsed into one another arms. They were two strangers, now falling asleep in one another’s arms. It was perfect.

She fell asleep first, too exhausted to even shower. Her eyes drooping down and he shortly followed suit, noting the way her breasts moved against his chest as she gently inhaled some much needed air into her lungs, taking one last deep breath before finally falling asleep. He was taking in how bruised he had made her breasts, delighting in leaving his mark in some small way, and then he fell asleep.
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