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She’s in Charge

Amber had told Zach that she'd ordered him a present, and then maddeningly refused to give him any more details, no matter how he'd begged and teased. As much as he had complained, Zach loved the not knowing. It meant that every time he remembered, his stomach would swoop with anticipation. Several times, he'd gotten hard just thinking about it. Amber's surprises were always great, and Zach had no doubt this one would be more of the same.

She'd forwarded an email that morning, letting them both know that the mysterious gift was out for delivery. It had made working from Zach's home-studio challenging, as he kept wandering out into the hall at the slightest noise, not wanting to miss it.

Finally, about half an hour before Amber was due home from work, the box had arrived. The packaging and return address had given Zach precisely one new piece of information: that the company produced sex toys and bondage gear.

Zach had promised not to open it without Amber, and he spent the thirty minutes alternately staring at the box as if he might develop x-ray vision and trying to keep away from it so he wouldn't break his word.

"Finally!" he exclaimed, jumping up at the sound of Amber's keys in the door. He practically ran to greet her, pressing a swift kiss against her cheek. "Can we open it right now? Please?"

Amber found it difficult not to laugh at how excited Zach sounded. She was pretty pleased with the way this whole thing had clearly built up anticipation. Zach’s excitement was similar to one that some people experienced on Christmas morning, except Amber was confident these were no ordinary sort of Christmas presents.

"Yes, we can open it right now," she answered, kicking her shoes off, which instantly made her much shorter than Zach. Reaching out, Amber pushed the box closer to Zach. "Go on, then. It is for you." The box contained a sex swing, some restraints and a new strap-on for them to play with, all the things which Amber was certain Zach would love.

Sitting on the couch, Zach tore neatly into the box, shaking the contents out onto the cushion. The restraints caught his interest, but it was the strap-on he reached for immediately, his mouth going dry with the rush of excitement. "Fuck," he said, picking it up and running a hand over it. "It's big." Bigger than the strap-on they'd used previously, and Zach's stomach lurched at the thought of how full he would feel.

"Are you going to tie me up and fuck me?" he asked, hoping that the answer would be yes. Zach loved when Amber fucked him, and it wasn't something they could do all that often. "I don't think I can wait until we set up a sex swing," he added, since that seemed like it might take time.

Amber did laugh when in his excitement Zach couldn't wait to have the sex swing set up first. She watched the way he ran his hands over the strap-on, smirking slightly. It definitely was bigger than what they'd used in the past, and seeing how excited Zach was made Amber's pussy wetten.

"I promise that the wait will be worth it," Amber said, crawling across the sofa and into Zach's lap. She reached out to brush her fingers over Zach's where they were still on the strap-on.

"You'll love me strapping you into the swing," Amber promised. "Restraining you, taking control of you, fucking you."

Zach shivered, Amber's words sending electric tingles across his skin. Taking control, that was something Zach wanted Amber to do, and she was right that a sex swing and restraints would give her more power over Zach than anything else they'd done.

"You know best," Zach agreed, his tone teasing, but also not. This was a game they played together, but tonight it was all Amber's game, and Zach knew she'd thought about what he would want, and he trusted her to make it good. He brought his fingers to the buttons on Amber's blouse, opening them up but not touching her. He wanted to see what she'd ask him to do. Or perhaps, what she'd ask him to do first.

"I do," Amber nodded, hands coming between them so she could pull Zach's shirt up and off. "I'll take care of you so well, baby," she promised. Amber loved how easily Zach gave over to her, how much he wanted the pleasure she could give him and Amber did fully intend to give him as much pleasure as possible.

Rocking her hips against Zach, Amber leaned in to kiss him. His lips were soft against hers and when Zach tilted his head up, Amber gave his lower lip a small bite. "Let's build a sex swing," she told him. "For every attachment one of us get to take a piece of clothing off," Amber teased. The swing wouldn't be quick to set up, but she was confident this would make it feel quicker.

Zach laughed, delighted. "I've only got two left, then," he pointed out, gesturing to his bare chest. "You'll have to take something off first, to catch up." Granted, Amber's blouse was already half-open, but there was never going to be a time Zach objected to getting his girlfriend more naked.

Running a hand under her blouse, Zach squeezed Amber's breast through the lace of her bra, his thumb brushing teasingly against her nipple. He gave a small whine of protest as she pulled away to get off him, but he couldn't really complain, not when the image of being tied into a sex swing, fucked at Amber's mercy, was still burning into his brain.

Amber doubted they'd have enough pieces of clothing for how many pieces of the swing there were. Still, she did pull her blouse off, very slowly and demonstratively, giving Zach a wink. Once she'd discarded her blouse, Amber moved to unbox the swing.

Rather than attaching to a ceiling, she'd picked one that was hung from a harness. It would be easy enough to set up in their living room and then be removed when they weren't using it. That, and Amber did rather love having sex in their living room, the focal point of the house. The windows there were huge and whilst she knew no one would see them, Amber enjoyed the way they exposed them to the world.

"Set up the frame and I'll take my jeans off," Amber suggested, running her hand over her bare stomach.

Watching Amber's hand move over her stomach, Zach licked his lips. "You know how to motivate a man, don't you?" he asked, though in truth Amber half-naked might be as much a distraction as anything else.

Luckily, Zach was pretty handy, and the instructions for setting up the harness weren't as complicated as some flatpack furniture he could name. There was only once, biting his lip as he watched Amber stretch her arms over her head, that Zach accidentally attached anything the wrong way round.

Amber did catch the way Zach found her stretching distracting and then did it again just because. He was, nonetheless, very good at setting the frame up. As promised, Amber took her jeans off, giving a twirl just because she could.

Bouncing over to Zach, Amber reached out to run her hands over his stomach, tugging on his belt buckle. "Now the straps, and then I'll take your jeans off, too," she promised, tiptoeing to press another kiss against Zach's lips.

The thrill of what was yet to come was making Amber so wet, and watching Zach build the thing she was going to strap him in and then fuck him in felt amazing.

Zach leaned back into Amber's touch, almost forgetting about the task at hand. Except that Zach couldn't quite forget, because Amber was just so fucking sexy, all the time, and she was never sexier than when she was totally in control.

"Yes, babe," Zach agreed, crouching down so he could trace the diagram with a finger, visualising how the straps needed to go on. The closer he got to finishing, the more Zach's mind turned over and over the idea of Amber fucking him while he was up in the air, with only the swing to ground him. The swing that he'd built, specifically so that Amber could fuck him in it. Zach groaned, but he kept working, putting his head down in an effort to concentrate.

Finally, Zach thought he'd got everything set up the way it was designed to be, and he stood aside, sweeping an arm towards the swing in triumph. "Was I fast?" he asked. "I feel like I was fast."

"It was very fast," Amber confirmed, not hesitating to undo Zach's jeans. She pushed them down, fingers hot against Zach's hips. Leaning in, Amber gave his shoulder a light bite before dropping down to her knees so she could pull his jeans fully down.

Amber could see how hard Zach was already, his boxers tenting as she leaned in to brush her lips over the material. With her hands against Zach's hips, Amber glanced up. "I'm going to tie you to the swing," she informed her boyfriend. "Going to make you beg me to fuck you."

Zach moaned, his toes curling. He had no doubt Amber was right, and the idea of begging her to fuck him, of being that desperate, made his knees weak. He pushed his hips forward, trying to get more of Amber's mouth hot against his cock.

"Going to need me naked if you want to fuck me," he pointed out, but he made no move to push his boxers off. He wanted Amber to tell him he could, or do it for him.

The suggestion hardly escaped Amber and she grinned with some amusement. Running her tongue over the base of Zach’s stomach, just above the boxers, Amber then moved to pull them off. Zach’s cock sprang to action and the temptation to just suck him off was so tempting. But no, Amber wanted them to play, so she was going to make him work for it.

Standing up, Amber took one of Zach’s hands, leading it up to her breast. "Undress me," she instructed, before smirking. "But your mouth has to always be touching my skin." She wasn't going to make him take the clothes off with her mouth, but this was a close second.

Zach raised an eyebrow, and then grinned at the challenge Amber set him. "I can manage that," he agreed with confidence, pressing a kiss to the side of her neck. The hardest part would be not talking, but Zach was sure he could manage.

He licked a stripe down Amber's neck, to the top of her bra, while he unfastened the clasp. As soon as her breasts were free, Zach moved his mouth to them, tongue circling her nipples.

Amber moaned, shifting towards Zach and his mouth. His tongue was hot against her nipple and Amber had every intention to help him not fail her challenge. She ran her hands through Zach's hair, pulling his head closer against her. Another moan fell from her lips and Amber gave half a whine when Zach licked his way down and away from her nipple.

It wasn't a long lasting complaint, though. Not when Zach proceeded to lick his way down, over Amber's stomach, tongue briefly brushing over her belly button before his hands ran lower to get her panties off. She hardly needed to be naked for this, but Amber wanted to be, to have Zach enjoy her body.

Zach pushed Amber's clothes away, going to his knees as he helped her step out of her panties. He looked up, mouth moving against Amber's pussy, waiting to see if she'd tell him to stop. The way she moaned instead made Zach groan, tongue darting out over Amber's clit.

He loved being like this, on his knees for Amber in the middle of their living room. The promise of the strap-on and the sex swing only made it that much more exciting.

The noises Amber made increased in volume as Zach continued to lick against her clit. He knew what she liked, and this definitely came high on that list. Amber's fingers tightened in Zach's hair as he carried on. She could feel her orgasm building low in her stomach. Amber could've told Zach to stop but her orgasm would hardly get in the way of her also then fucking Zach.

"Ooh yes," she moaned. Amber's body rocked with Zach as his tongue worked to bring Amber over the edge. "You're so good, baby, yesss," Amber cried, voice louder now. Finally her fingers tightened even more in Zach's hair as she screamed his name, her orgasm rocking through her.

Zach loved when Amber was vocal, and it only made him work harder, mouth hot and wet against Amber's pussy as she came. He pulled back, settling on his heels as he looked up at her, deliberately licking his lips with a quiet moan. Amber tasted so good, and Zach wanted her to know he enjoyed making her come with his mouth.

His cock was so hard that Zach had to firmly put his hands behind his back to resist the urge to touch himself. Amber hadn't said he could, and Zach knew she'd want him to be hard while she fucked him - a thought that made Zach's hips buck fruitlessly for friction against his cock. He wrapped his fingers around his ankles, enjoying the way they felt tight like restraints.

"Please," he said, softly. "I've been good." He had, Amber had even said so. "Will you tie me up now?"

The begging was precisely what Amber had wanted, so she gave a nod. "I will," she assured, leaning down to kiss Zach, his lips covered in her taste. "Get up," she instructed and then waited as he did so.

"I need you to get in the swing yourself, find a comfortable position," Aber told him, before adding, "facing me." The swing was very multi-purpose and Amber looked forward to discovering the purposes but for today, they'd do this. Having Zach face her whilst she fucked him would be very thrilling.

Zach trusted his handiwork, but perhaps slightly less than he trusted Amber, so he got into the swing carefully, making sure it would take his weight before he committed fully. Darting his tongue over his lips, he looked up at Amber as he wiggled to find the most comfortable position.

Already, he felt vulnerable, and he loved it. Having Amber watch made his cock ache and finding a position where Amber could get to his ass made her promises to fuck him so much more real. Swallowing, he looked up with eager eyes. "This is comfortable," he said. His shoulders and the small of his back were supported by the harness, his legs free to open wide enough for Amber to stand between them.

The swing had been such a great investment. That was what came to Amber's mind as she watched Zach settle in the swing. He looked so fucking hot, exposed to her like this. Her pussy was so wet just at the thought of how good it'd feel to fuck Zach like this. "You're gorgeous," she commented running a hand up from Zach's ankle.

Moving to Zach's hands, Amber used straps to tie him into the swing. "I'm going to make you feel so good," she hummed, taking a step back to admire her handiwork when Zach was strapped into the swing, with no way to escape.

Licking her lips, Amber dropped down to her knees between Zach's legs. She knew exactly what to do to make him beg for it. Leaning in, Amber ran her tongue against the spot between Zach's balls and asshole.

Being tied down, unable to touch himself or Amber, left Zach totally helpless, and that turned him on so much he hardly needed Amber to touch him - though he definitely wanted her to, and he moaned loudly as Amber's tongue flicked hot against his skin.

"Fuck, Amber," he groaned, tightening his fingers around the straps of the swing, doing his best to lift his hips and get Amber's tongue to move lower. He loved the control she had, the ability to tease him completely out of his mind, if she wanted. It was an act of trust that Zach enjoyed giving her.

As Amber's tongue circled maddeningly around his asshole, Zach squirmed, utterly failing to get that wet heat where he needed it. "Amber," he said, his tone already desperate. "Please. I need more."

Having Zach beg her was one of Amber’s favourite things and she knew he knew that, too. The please earned Zach what he wanted, and Amber did run her hot tongue over Zach’s puckered opening. She knew it’d feel sensitive, but even if she hadn’t, the noise Zach made in return told her everything she needed to know. He sounded so needy and Amber licked again, to make sure she got more sounds out of him.

Amber then carried on. The swing allowed her a great deal more control and she hooked her arms around Zach’s legs, swinging him lightly against her mouth as she licked him. When the cries became even louder, Amber moved back, but only enough to move a hand that could run over Zach’s cock. Not enough to really do much else than tease, but that was exactly what she wanted to do.

The weightless sensation of moving through the air made Zach feel as though his body was so much more sensitive. He was grounded only by Amber's tongue against him, and her hand on his cock, and every sensation was magnified by how much Zach relied on them. His stomach twitched as he felt precome from the head of his cock slide across his skin.

There was nothing Zach could do but lie there and take it. Nothing, except beg Amber to have mercy. "Please," he moaned. "You feel incredible." Amber's tongue was wet and hot, but still Zach needed more. "Use your fingers," he begged. "Open me up so you can fuck me, please."

"Oh, yes," Amber agreed. Zach's suggestion was very good. It did require Amber to pull back, though. “Shh,” she whispered when Zach gave a whine in response to her moving. She ran her hand over Zach’s inner thigh, licking her lips as she looked at his cock. "Just need some lube, baby," she promised, leaving Zach only briefly whilst she located the bottle of lube.

Returning to see him in the swing was so hot. Exposed and vulnerable and so willing for her. With one hand sliding over Zach’s cock, Amber pressed a lubed up finger inside him. She was slow and careful, but also skilled. Watching Zach’s face as she moved the finger out a bit and then pressed it back inside was amazing.

"Do you love it, baby? Tell me how good it feels," she encouraged.

Amber's finger sliding slowly and carefully into him made Zach bite his lip. Suspended in the swing, he couldn't push his hips down, and the lack of control made him want so much he could hardly catch his breath.

"Feels amazing," he said, chest heaving. "Fuck, like I can feel you all the way to my toes." Zach didn't know how much sense his description made, but he wanted to do his best, to make Amber understand how much it felt. "I want more," he whined, his eyes darting to where the strap-on was still waiting.

"You can have more," Amber promised, though rather than reaching for the strap-on, she pressed another finger inside Zach. It was as slow as the first one was and Amber’s eyes filled with lust as she listened to the sounds Zach made. "You're so good," she muttered. "So willing." Both of which were a great turn on for Amber.

When the noises were becoming even louder, Amber pressed in a third finger, stretching Zach out. She loved how he moved in the swing, having so little control over how he moved. "Fuck, baby, you look so good," she breathed, moving her fingers faster in and out of him.

"Yeah?" Zach grinned, he wanted to look good for Amber, wanted to show her how much he enjoyed this. "Good enough to fuck?" He did his best to wiggle against Amber's fingers, groaning at the way the movement made his body stretch more.

Amber's fingers kept plunging into him, and Zach moaned her name. She looked so hot, all her attention concentrated on him, on giving him what he wanted. "Babe," he panted. "Please." His cock jerked against his belly. "Need you to fuck me. Please."

"You're so good at begging," Amber praised. Her pussy was so wet just from doing this to Zach. Bringing him to a point of begging was her favourite. And this was before she'd even gotten to the best bit.

Pulling her fingers back, Amber ran a teasing hand over Zach's cock but pulled back before he could attempt to thrust into her touch. "Watch me," Amber instructed as she moved away to get the strap-on. Putting it in, Amber kept eye contact with Zach as she lubed it up, before moving back between his legs, the tip brushing against his opening.

Zach felt as if his whole body seized, trying to jerk forward into Amber's touch, but there was nothing for him to move against, and all it took from her was a steadying hand on his hip to stop the swing from letting him move at all. "Fuck, this was such a good idea," he told her. Zach had expected being tied up to be hot, but this was so much more intense, put Amber so much more in charge.

He let a whine fall from his lips, but resisted the urge to tip his head back, instead keeping his eyes on Amber like she'd instructed. The strap-on against his asshole felt so big and Zach craved the feeling of it filling him up like he craved oxygen. "You're so beautiful," he said, teeth digging in to his lower lip hard enough to leave marks. "You'll fuck me so well."

"I will, I will," Amber promised, licking her lips. Her hand ran up Zach's inner thigh as she watched his desperation. Finally, Amber pushed in, slowly and only increment by increment. The sounds Zach made in response as the strap-on pressed inside him were amazing and Amber moaned in response, too. She felt so turned on, by both the sounds he made but also the power Amber had over him.

Once she’d pushed the strap-on fully inside Zach, Amber paused to give his body time to adjust around it. She reached out to stroke her fingers over Zach’s cock, making sure the sounds he made were good before she pulled back and pushed back inside him again, almost as slowly as she’d done it the first time around.

Zach's mouth fell open on a groan as he felt the strap-on press into him, his eyes fluttering shut. The sensation was almost too much, but Zach loved it, loved Amber for giving him this and being in control of it. "Oh, fuuck," he moaned, not able to stop the sounds he was making even if he'd wanted to.

"So fucking big." It felt bigger than the toy they'd used before, and Zach could feel his muscles stretching and readjusting. He had no doubt he would feel the ache tomorrow, and that was almost as exciting as Amber's fingers teasing against his cock. He did his very best to thrust up into her hand, but mostly just tightened his legs around her hips.

With the swing supporting all of Zach’s weight, all Amber had to do was fuck into him. It felt amazing - to be so in charge - but also not to need to worry about how Zach was positioned. She couldn’t wait for them to experiment with the swing more. But as of right now, Amber was also quite distracted by fucking the strap-on into Zach.

Amber began to move faster, her hips steady as she pushed in and pulled back out. Zach’s reaction made it almost impossible not to just slam into him hard, but Amber wanted to tease him, wanted to fuck him slowly and build up to more.

"You're so good, taking this. So pretty, all strapped up for me, taking my dick so well. Do you love it, baby? Do you love having my cock in you?"

Zach whimpered as Amber kept fucking him slowly. He wanted nothing more than for her to pound into him hard and fast, but at the same time it made it hotter that she didn't. The lack of control was enough to make Zach nearly frantic, Amber's name falling from his lips every time he felt the strap-on pull back out. He squeezed his legs around her hips, as if he could physically drag her into him, but if anything that only seemed to slow her more.

Being told he was pretty made Zach's cock twitch, the sensitive head brushing over his stomach and against Amber's fingers in a way that made Zach see stars. "Yes," he answered, surprised by how hoarse his voice sounded. "Fucking love your cock. Want to feel it deeper, harder, more." So much more, Zach could hardly stand it. "I'll be good for you," he promised. He tugged at the straps around his wrists, trying and failing to reach out to pull Amber closer.

"You will," Amber agreed, her hand running over the muscles of Zach's stomach. The swing together with her fucking him had made them so nice and tense under her touch. Amber moved slightly faster, picking up the pace at which she fucked Zach. A line of sweat was building against her spine, but Amber didn’t let it discourage her, moving her hips faster.

Seeing Zach like this, so powerless and yet so wanting, it made Amber so hot and she fucked him harder, watching as his cock slapped against his stomach with every thrust she gave. "Fuck, I love you like this," Amber breathed. "So exposed. So mine." Amber also loved the sounds Zach made, the way he moaned her name with every slam into him she made.

"You're such a good little slut for me, aren't you, Zach? Loving the way my thick cock fucks you," Amber said, teasing her fingers against Zach’s nipple, as her other hand held one of the straps of the swing, allowing her to swing him towards her as she fucked him.

Zach nodded eagerly, half-formed words tumbling from his lips. "Yeah," he said, inhaling sharply and nodding again. Almost weightless on the swing, his whole body swung towards Amber, and Zach's fingers tightened around the straps.

The last time Amber had fucked him, Zach had been able to match Amber's thrusts with his own, use his strength to fuck himself deeper on the strap-on. Now, everything was down to Amber and what she decided.

"Totally yours, your slut," Zach agreed, his lips red from how much he'd dragged his teeth over them. "Please," he begged. "Fuck, babe, make me desperate for you."

The words, Zach's confirmation, it made Amber thrust harder. "You are, baby, you're mine," Amber agreed. Especially splayed out like this for her, loving every time Amber rolled her hips, fucking deeper into him. "Such a good slut," she muttered moving faster, before stilling again, just getting Zach close but not close enough.

Making him desperate for her was something Amber both wanted and was confident she could deliver as she moved her pace up again. One of her hands came down across Zach’s body until she could wrap her fingers around his cock. Amber didn’t do anything but let the way she fucked into Zach push him against her hand.

The muscles in Zach's legs ached from how hard and how long he'd tried to pull Amber's hips closer. With a groan, he had to relax them, going loose and boneless against the swing.

Amber's renewed thrusts knocked quiet grunts and half-moans from Zach's chest, his weightless body bouncing against the resistance she offered. "Fuck, you're so strong," Zach breathed, his eyes nearly rolling back in pleasure as his cock pushed into her hand.

Zach being so pliant in her hands made Amber fuck into him harder. The way he swung with the swing and then onto her cock, it was so hot. Moving slightly, Amber’s hand came to hold Zach’s ass, her other hand still around his cock. It allowed Amber to fuck him harder, to take in all of the beautiful sounds that Zach made as she did so.

Satisfied that he was now needy enough, Amber increased her thrusts. They came more steadily, pushing Zach’s cock up into her hand. "I want you to come, baby," she told him. "I want you to come and show me how much you love me fucking you. You're such a good little slut, taking it so hard from me," each word was punctuated with another thrust.

Zach's body swung from the impact of Amber's thrusts, and his muscles tightened, ass squeezing around the strap-on. "Love your cock," Zach groaned. "Love how big it feels, fucking me." He moaned louder, eager to share just how much he loved it, how slutty he could be for Amber.

Her hand around his cock coiled pleasure tighter and tighter in the pit of Zach's stomach. He did his best to wiggle, trying to get her thrusts deeper, to push him harder against her fingers. When he came, he tipped his head back, giving his whole body over to the force of Amber's thrusts, shouting her name as he felt his cum splash down over his stomach and chest.

Amber rode Zach through it, not stopping until he was completely spent. When she pulled back, it was slow and careful. Zach looked stunning, hung up in the swing, covered in his cum, so fucked out. "Beautiful," Amber murmured, reaching out to smear Zach’s cum over his stomach.

She untied the restraints, helping Zach out of the swing. Once he was standing, Amber tiptoed to press a long, keen kiss against Zach’s lips. "You're so good for me, baby," she praised. "Take it so well." Zach certainly had.

"Lets have some food and then we'll see about getting you strapped into the swing for a round two, yeah?" Amber said with a wide smile. The possibility the swing brought was great and Amber fully intended to fuck Zach in it every which way.


She Has Him

The first week of being married was going pretty well. In fact, Harley would say that being married was quite similar to how not being married had been, but then she had almost exclusively expected that. Things hadn’t in any way changed, which Harley was pretty pleased about. Especially when it meant that Felix's hands were currently pushing her shirt up, kisses pressed against Harley's stomach as she moved her hips upwards eagerly.

Reaching to pull Felix's shirt off, too, Harley dragged him back up higher so she could press her lips against Felix's, teeth lightly grazing his lower lip as one of Harley's legs came to wrap around Felix, heel of her foot pressing tightly against his arse.

“You still want to try new things?” Harley asked, fingers scraping against Felix's back, sliding down to where the waistband of his trousers was already riding low, easily allowing Harley to slip her fingers underneath, giving Felix's ass cheek a squeeze as she tilted her head, exposing her neck for any kisses or bites Felix might want to offer her. Harley assumed that whilst certainly enjoyable, it was also illustrative of the fact that she was perfectly happy for Felix to say ‘no’.

They were, Felix felt, doing very well at disproving the statistic that sex decreased after marriage. It would be hard for the sex to increase, and Felix wasn't going so far as to count, but he was sure it was about the same. Why wouldn't it be, when Harley was so gorgeous, and she responded so enthusiastically to Felix's kisses?

He groaned as she dragged him up from where he'd been kissing his way down her body, but couldn't really complain when she kissed him, teeth sharp against his lip and making him want to feel more of those bites, more of Harley's nails digging into his skin. Harley, naturally, obliged by scraping down his back and he moaned, the question almost lost.

He pushed back against her hand, wriggling in an attempt to get his trousers even further down and, preferably, off. He sucked hard on Harley's exposed neck, enjoying the way her skin reddened under him.

"Yes," he said, not taking his mouth from Harley for longer than strictly necessary. "You want to fuck me?" he asked, voice both amused and excited by the idea.

It was something truly new, and - assuming their promises to be together forever held true - something he'd only ever do with Harley. That was exciting, and it wasn't a feeling Felix had ever encountered before.

Where the way Felix wiggled against her to get rid of his trousers made Harley laughed, the way he sucked against her neck quickly turned that laugh into a loud moan. She almost missed the ‘yes’ in favour of getting more touches out of Felix, but not quite.

His question, though, Harley definitely didn't miss, groaning as she pushed upwards against Felix, feeling really very aroused just at the way he asked that. The thing was, Harley had done this before and sure it'd been plenty of hot, but it wasn't as much the act itself that made this so much hotter for her, and rather the fact that she knew Felix had never done it before. That it was something she could do for him, introduce him to. On the presumption that he liked it, which Harley was very much going to try to ensure.

"Yeah," she nodded almost breathless. "Yeah, I really do," she confirmed before grinding against Felix again, even if the motion was not at all indicative of the sort of fucking him Felix had referred to (Harley wanted this plenty, too, though, so it seemed fair).

Harley's confirmation that she wanted this made Felix grin, and then bite down none too lightly on her neck, just because he enjoyed the sound she would make. He joined her, moaning as she moved against him, his cock already hard from touching her and having her touch him.

"Okay," Harley said before giving Felix's shoulder a small bite. "Let me get up," she said, since Harley was going to have to move to get things if they were going to do this. "Lie on your stomach?" Harley asked. "Unless you want me to romantically stare into your eyes," she added with a smirk.

He pouted somewhat as she asked him to get up, but the bite against his shoulder made him oblige, moving so she could get to her sex cupboard - which Felix had reorganised since he'd searched through it a few nights before their wedding.

When Harley stood up, Felix stripped off the rest of his clothes, seeing no real reason not to, and appreciating the fact that his cock wasn't confined against the material of his trousers. "I think we're plenty romantic without staring into each other's eyes," he told Harley with a laugh. "And I doubt my legs are as flexible as yours are." So, lying on his stomach seemed by far the most practical. Felix did, crossing his arms over one of the pillows and resting his chin on them as he turned to watch Harley, anticipation a pleasant warm fluttering in his stomach.

Harley gave a small laugh when Felix assured her that they were plenty of romantic as it was. They really had their own sort of romance, which pleased Harley, because it worked and it didn't feel weird. She paused slightly on her way to the cupboard where they kept the sex toys to watch Felix strip, because it was always a very pleasant sight, before grinning at him when he informed her that his legs weren't as flexible as hers.

"Just lack of practice," she teased.

Once Harley had gathered everything she needed she returned to the bed, dumping all the things next to Felix's legs, before she crawled over them, pressing a soft kiss against Felix's shoulder. To counter it, though, Harley ran her hands over Felix's sides, nails scratching against the skin.

"I thought about cutting my nails," she admitted. "But I thought you might be disappointed," Harley added with a small bite against Felix's shoulder. "So instead, we'll start with toys." Which was probably far more practical anyway.

Felix hadn't really thought through the logistics of this, because he trusted Harley and hadn't felt like he needed to, though if he'd wanted he was sure the internet would have had a wealth of information. Everything she said was true, and he squirmed as her nails scratched along his sides, enjoying the feel of it.

"I would," he confirmed. "Fucking love how it feels when you scratch me." Of course, they'd have grown back, but Felix would have missed them while they'd been gone.

"I know you do," Harley said with a small smirk. How much Felix loved the way her nails felt was certainly the main reason she'd opted for keeping them. To illustrate her knowledge, Harley ran her fingers over Felix's back, leaving red marks against the skin before she leaned down to run her tongue over them.

Felix moaned as he felt Harley's tongue run over the scratches she'd left on his back, the contrast of the sensations making his cock jerk enthusiastically against the bed. "Such a brilliant wife," he told her. "Thinking about what I like." Harley really was excellent at thinking about what Felix would want and he appreciated that, and tried his best to think what she would want in turn. He kissed her back until she pulled away, then let his body relax against the mattress, eyes closing as he focused on the feel of her palms pressing against him.

"And you'll tell me if you want to stop at any point, yes?" Harley asked. "Green for go, yellow for pause and red for stop," she listed. "Promise?"

Felix smiled when Harley listed the colours for go, pause and stop, not because he didn't know them but because it was sweet that she took such care of him. "I promise," he said. He had no doubt that if he said stop, Harley would stop, that she wouldn't even be disappointed with him. They'd find other new things to do, or practice some old ones.

"Green," he added, for good measure, looking over his shoulder to smirk at Harley. He enjoyed this, trying something new, not quite knowing what to expect, it was exciting.

The promise, and Felix's confidence, earned him a smile, even if it was mostly against his skin. Even if he was teasing, Harley felt confident in that Felix would tell her if he wanted her to stop, and more importantly, that he knew she would if he asked. It mattered a great deal to Harley and she rewarded Felix by shifting upwards enough to kiss the smirk off his lips.

Pulling back, Harley gave Felix's shoulder another bite, one of her palms pressing against Felix's ass. With her free hand, Harley reached for the smallest of the toys she'd retrieved from the cupboard, ensuring she covered it in plenty of lube before bringing it closer, pressing the tip of it tightly against Felix.

"Relax," she told Felix, well aware that might not always be the easiest thing to do in this sort of situation. "It probably won't be very comfortable at first," she warned, pressing a kiss against Felix's back just as she pushed the toy in, slowly, allowing for plenty of time to adjust.

He waited, shifting his legs wider apart, while Harley covered the toy in lube. Unable to see what she was doing, he could only listen, and guess, and he did make a small startled noise when the toy was suddenly against him, but Harley telling him to relax erased any nervousness.

Harley wouldn't want this if she didn't think Felix would enjoy it, and Felix was fine with 'not very comfortable'. A lot of his hockey training involved being not very comfortable, and this was a hell of a lot more fun. It didn't feel uncomfortable, more strange, and Felix wasn't quite sure how to relax in a way that would make it easier.

Relaxing the muscles in his thighs and back, letting himself sink into the mattress, didn't do a great deal. Slowly, Harley pushed the toy in, and Felix tilted his hips back towards her. Even if, physically, there wasn't much pleasure yet, there was something hot about being vulnerable for Harley in such a completely new way, in trusting her to be in control of this.

Harley was careful and slow, probably far more careful and slow than she'd ever truly expect someone to be with her, but she was also crucially aware of how this was different for Felix. Anal sex was, Harley assumed, somewhat of a nervous thing for anyone who first tried it and she knew women who claimed not to enjoy it, but honestly, Harley thought it wasn't as much about the sensation and rather about doing it wrong. To each their own, though.

Nonetheless, she wanted Felix to enjoy this, there was no point in doing it if he wasn't going to. So she was slow and careful, but also so fucking aroused just at the fact that Felix was letting her do this, trusting her to do it. The toy, specifically designed for this, ensured that there was plenty of safety in pushing it inside him, and once it was secure, Harley leg go moving up Felix's body, kisses and hands brushing against his back.

"You're so hot," she told him, breath hot against Felix's ear when she reached it, before nipping lightly against his earlobe.

The kisses on his back brought deep moans from Felix, far more than they'd probably have got under more familiar circumstances. Harley's breath against his ear sent a shiver all the way down his spine, one that felt different because of the toy and the way it filled him. He grinned when Harley told him he was hot.

"Glad you think so," he responded, a little breathless. It was good to know Harley found him hot, found this hot, even though Felix didn't feel he was doing much.

Then, after a moment, Harley reached down again, slowly pulling the toy back, not quite out, but back enough to push it in again and then repeat the action, still slowly but she did also wiggle it a bit on the third go-around. "Wanna go slightly bigger?" Harley asked, almost surprised at how filled with lust her own voice sounded.

Harley reaching for the toy, thrusting it in, and again, made Felix moan, rocking back into her movements, his cock pressing into the bed as he moved. It was a different kind of sensation than anything Felix had felt before, but it was good.

"Fuck, you sound hot," Felix informed her, instead of immediately answering Harley's question. "You're enjoying this." He wanted Harley to enjoy this, even if at the moment that enjoyment was presumably largely mental, rather than physical. "Yeah, yes," he added, because of course he wanted to go bigger.

"Yeah," Harley confirmed. "I really am." She was. Harley had known this was going to be hot, there was nothing she'd so far done with Felix when it came to sex that Harley hadn't found hot, but she honestly hadn't expected to find this so hot.

Harley gave a small moan at the ‘yes’, one she really couldn't have stopped from escaping even if she had tried. Pulling back, but still keeping one of her hands against Felix's hip, Harley picked another toy. It was bigger but not so much that Harley felt it'd be an uncomfortable upgrade.

Once she'd covered it in plenty more lube, Harley shifted to remove the first toy from Felix, replacing it with the next, repeating the slow process she'd used the first time around. This time, though, Harley didn't leave as big a pause once it was inside Felix before she pulled it back again, only to slide it back in.

Her other hand came to settle low on Felix's back to somewhat keep him in place, but her weight wasn't really restrictive enough to stop Felix from pushing back against both Harley and the toy. "Good?" Harley asked not actually stilling the hand that held the toy, not since Felix didn't appear to object.

The way Harley kept her hand on him, even when she pulled back to get a bigger toy, was incredibly satisfying. Felix enjoyed knowing she wanted to touch him, and he appreciated the grounding effect of her touch, something familiar and steady. He whined slightly, low in his throat, as Harley removed the first toy, the feeling not entirely comfortable, but quickly she was replacing it and Felix focused on that, slowly learning how he could relax, how if he pushed back towards her, it seemed to go more easily.

It was so hot, having Harley in total control of the toy, of the way it moved. Even though Felix pushed back against it, it was still her in charge, and Felix moaned as she continued to move it in and out of him.

"Yes," he unanswered, grinning even though Harley couldn't see him. "Really good. You're so fucking hot like this." Felix could only imagine it would be even hotter to watch Harley, but maybe they could try that next time.

"Come on, faster." He understood the need for Harley to go slow, at first, but he was sure he could take more now.

It was hard not to smirk at the way Felix demanded she go faster, so Harley didn't stop herself, though she did oblige in as much as she could. The position wasn't the most comfortable, but it was very hard to think of her own comfort just then, not when Felix was moving against her and she could concentrate on that and the sounds he made, which very definitely were really, really hot. Glancing at the bed, that still had a few more toys they could go through, Harley bit her lower lip.

"Come up a bit," she told Felix, using her hand against his hip to pull him up so he could get on all fours. She did pause, letting him adjust to the new angle, before leaning in to press a kiss against his lower back.

Pushing the toy in again, Harley left it this time. "You can wiggle," she told Felix with a smirk, sure that the toy would still feel pleasant even if she stopped moving it. Instead, Harley reached for the strap-on, taking an exceptionally short time to put it on, glad for how efficient the toys she’d bought truly were. Then, after a lot more lube, Harley moved back in closer to Felix.

Moving with the toy still in him caused a whole new set of new sensations, and Felix was breathing hard by the time he braced  his arms against the mattress and looked over his shoulder at Harley. He laughed, breathless, when she told him he could wiggle, giving his best impression of a seductive movement - which, he was sure, was more ridiculous than anything else. He watched as she put the strap-on on, almost distracted from what they were doing by the desire to run his hands over her.

"You'll feel a difference," she told him honestly, reaching to remove the second toy. "In more ways than one," Harley promised, repositioning herself where the toy had been. Then slowly, even slower than she'd been with either of the toys, Harley pushed forward, one hand tight against Felix's hip whilst the other ran softly over his back.

When she moved closer, Felix straightened, letting his head fall forward and moving back to meet her, groaning again as the toy slid out. "I like different," he promised, excitement coiling through him as Harley positioned herself against him.

The slow way she moved into him, and the tight grip she had on his hip, drew a long moan from his lips. He wanted more, and he struggled to be patient, but he enjoyed knowing Harley was in charge, too. "Fuck, you feel good," he told her, the muscles in his thighs tightening to hold him still even while he tried to relax.

Harley had predicted that this would be both fun and hot, but she felt she hadn't given either of them enough credit ior just how fun and hot this was. They'd had plenty of sex where Harley had been more in charge than Felix, but even that had felt more equally distributed than this. Right now, she was the one to dictate everything and that in itself felt really fucking hot.

Especially when Felix moaned beneath her, the way she could feel his muscles tense under her touch, and then, in turn, the way she could feel those same muscles relax because of her touch. It felt incredibly rewarding and she wanted Felix to feel as good as possible. Which was in part why Harley went slowly, not wanting to risk in any way hurting Felix (even if he might not necessarily notice pain right now).

Once she had fully pushed herself in, Harley stopped, both hands running over Felix's sides just as she leaned forward to press a kiss against the nape of Felix's neck, hips pushing forward slightly.

"You ready for me to fuck you?" Harley asked, voice borderline sultry.

Felix sighed, happily, under the touch of Harley's hands on his sides, though it turned to a moan as Harley leaned forward, shifting the position of the strap-on inside him. He pushed back to meet her, trying to do his best to accommodate her. He groaned when Harley asked if he was ready.

"So ready," he assured her, giving a little gasp as he moved back. Experimentally, he rocked his hips, seeing what his range of movement was, what sensations he could illicit.

When Harley started to move, fucking him slow and steady, Felix couldn't bite back another loud moan, nor did he really try. He knew Harley liked to hear him, and he knew Harley was enjoying this - he liked that she was enjoying this.

"It's definitely different," he said, grinning. Then Harley moved in a way that sent a deep shock of pleasure through him and he groaned, breathing ragged. "Good different."

The reactions Harley was getting from Felix were great, if not even better than what she'd expected. Harley did trust that if Felix changed his mind about this at any point, he would tell her, but it was hard to pretend that she wasn't pleased he hadn't and rather seemed to enjoy himself plenty.

Moving one of her hands up from Felix's hip, Harley ran her nails over Felix's back, just the ride side of not ticklish. She moved steadily, still slowly, but trying to keep an even rhythm. The groan and assurance that it was a good different made Harley smile.

It also made her careful of aiming for the same angle that had earned her the groan. As she did so, Harley's rhythm picked up, it probably became a lot less steady, mostly because this really wasn't something Harley had a lot of experience in, but she did her best to at least try to hit the right spot. "So hot," Harley muttered, hands roaming over Felix's back, skin hot against Harley's touch.

Felix grinned as Harley ran her nails across his back, moaning appreciatively both at the pleasure of the touch and because Harley knew what he liked, and took care to give it to him.

"Love you," he said, between harsh breaths. He moaned again, louder, as Harley continued to fuck him. Her thrusts had pleasure building in a way he wasn't used to, and it was good, but it wasn't enough. "Fuck, Harley," he breathed, trying to push back against her, but unable to replicate the way she thrust into him.

"I need -" His sentence was broken off by another groan as he tried to move into Harley's hands on his back, wanting them to move to where he needed them more. "Can you touch me?" he asked, not very coherently.

Harley had had sex enough with Felix to have learned a lot of the sounds he made and what he made those sounds in response to. This, though, this was new. The way Felix moved underneath her, the way his breath caught, the way he pushed towards her. It was... really fucking hot and Harley didn't try to hold back the way her own breath caught, the ragged sound of her breathing not quite matching Felix's but not being far off either.

"I can," Harley promised when Felix asked her to touch him, tilting her body forward so she could reach around and wrap her fingers around his cock, her teeth grazing against the skin of Felix's back wherever she could reach.

"Come on," Harley encouraged, giving a small moan at the way Felix thrust against her. "Let me make you come," she half-whispered, hand doing its best to move in the same rhythm as her hips did.

Harley's hand around his cock made Felix cry out her name, thrusting forward into her touch, too desperate to make any attempt to stick to her rhythm. Her teeth against his skin were familiar, amidst everything new, and Felix moaned happily. It took only a few more thrusts, and Harley's encouraging words, her harsh breathing letting Felix know - if he hadn't known already - that she was enjoying it. Felix came, fingers curling in the sheets beneath him, stilling before he slumped forwards against the pillows.

He turned, as much as he could, too look at Harley, reaching a hand out, wanting to drag her closer to him but aware they need to disentangle from each other first.

"Fuck, that was good," he said, still breathing hard. Slowly, he smiled at her. "Think it can get even better with practice?"

The ease with which Harley did make Felix come was very pleasing and she did her best to ride him through the orgasm until he finally collapsed against the bed. She smiled when Felix reached out to pull her in closer, even if their position didn't greatly allow for it.

Harley pulled back carefully, her legs feeling almost weak, not being used to this sort of positioning. Sitting back on her heels, Harley unfastened the harness and pushed it, along with the toys, off the bed to deal with cleaning later.

Once done, Harley crawled back into the bed, over Felix so she could press soft kisses against his back until she finally reached his lips, dragging him into a kiss as she collapsed next to him, giving a small laugh when he asked if it could be even better with practice.

"I'm sure we can always improve," she teased, running her hand over one of Felix's arms. "You got enough strength in you to put those hands to good use?" Harley asked raising her eyebrow at Felix.

Felix winced slightly as Harley pulled back, more sensitive now, and less motivated by the prospect of orgasm. He smiled as she crawled over him, kissing him, and he wrapped his arms around her, sliding his hands down her sides. He chuckled when Harley asked if he had enough strength to put his hands to good use.

"Yes," he assured her, shifting behind her, pressing his chest against her back, pulling her hips back against his body. He ran his hand more slowly over her, squeezing her breast and pinching her nipple just to hear her breath hitch.

Biting into the back of Harley's shoulder, Felix pushed his hand between her legs, finding her already wet. "So sexy," he said, nibbling at her earlobe as he touched her, encouraging her to move her hips against him.

Easily Harley settled against Felix when he pulled her in closer, giving a low moan when his fingers ran over her nipple, shifting even more into his touch when the hand slid between her thighs.

"Such nice hands," Harley muttered rocking forward to get the most out of the touch. She was incredibly wet already, the arousal from what had come before having been very effective in making her want more. When Felix gave her what she wanted, Harley didn't bother holding any of the moans back, rocking against his fingers, angling herself in the best ways she could manage from the position.

Felix chuckled, rocking his hips with Harley, giving a surprised moan as the movement drew his awareness to where Harley's strap-on had so recently filled him. He bit down harder on Harley's earlobe, knowing the slight edge of pain would only make the pleasure feel more intense.

His free hand moved lower, sliding two long fingers into Harley, giving a deep groan as he felt her shift her hips to be able to take him deeper. "Are you using my hands to get yourself off?" he asked, his tone teasing. There was something incredibly hot in the idea. Felix knew Harley's body, knew how to speed up and where to touch her to make her come hard and fast. He loved to use that knowledge, to hear her cry out over or under him. Right now, Felix wanted just to let her use him, to know that she was still in control.

He slowed his thumb where it was stroking over Harley's clit, pushed his fingers more gently into her, waiting to see if she would buck her hips harder, or tell him to speed up.

"Yes," Harley answered easily enough. She loved the way Felix’s fingers felt, loved how he knew just the way to move his hand to make her so much wetter as she fucked herself against him. Moving her hands above herself, Harley used the bed’s headboard as leverage to push down more, crying out in pleasure when Felix pushed back.

Licking her lips, Harley shifted again, thrusting harder atop of Felix’s fingers. "Bend them," she instructed and then gave a very loud moan when he did just as she instructed. With his fingers bent inside her, Harley could angle herself so Felix would hit her G-spot, her whole body vibrating in response when he did. The pleasure was quickly building inside of her and Harley’s moans increased, as did the speed at which she pushed herself down on Felix’s hand.

Felix obeyed, muffling a moan by sucking against Harley's neck. She looked and felt so incredibly hot, fucking herself against his fingers. Felix ground his cock against her ass, drawing in a sharp breath as the movement pushed his nerve endings to a point between pleasure and too much.

He didn't want to stop, not even when he felt Harley tighten around his fingers, recognised the sound of her breath when she was close to orgasm. "Please," he whispered, sucking his own lip as Harley moved harder. He could feel the force of her thrusts, and knew she must be eager to come. "Please, Harley," he said again. "I want you to come." He still didn't speed up, still letting her be in charge, only hoping she would respond to his requests.

The words on top of the sensations were what tipped Harley over and she cried out in pleasure, Felix’s name falling from her lips as she thrust against him harder. Having him beg her to come when she was fucking herself against his fingers felt amazing and a sharp ‘fuuuuck’ was quickly followed by Harley’s muscles tightening against Felix’s fingers as she came.

Harley refused to stop there, though, hips carrying on moving almost as steadily against Felix’s fingers as they had when she’d been inside him. Turning more to face Felix, Harley ran her fingers over her hardened nipples. "Use your mouth," she instructed Felix. When he did, Harley moaned louder.

"Yes, yes, yes," she groaned, moaning harder and louder as Felix sucked against her nipple, his fingers feeling so good in her pussy. Fucking herself hard against him, Harley’s second orgasm wasn’t far off. "Yesssss," she shouted, fingers tightening against the headboard as her body shivered, the orgasm rocking through her.

Finally, Harley pushed Felix's hand away, head finding a pillow to rest against as she turned onto her other side so she could drape a leg over Felix's hip, pressing her lips against his.

Felix moved his hand to match Harley's rhythm, even when she surprised him by not stopping after her orgasm. He kissed her shoulder, her neck, biting and sucking to see what further noises he could draw from her. He only stopped when she pushed his hand away, and even then he only moved far enough to let her find a pillow and turn towards him. He grinned, always glad to hear both that Harley loved him and that the sex had been amazing. "We are very good at that," he said, smirking against Harley's lips.

"So," Felix said, trying to remember what they'd been doing before they got distracted by sex. "Ice cream?" He glanced over at the window, where the bright sunshine had been replaced by grey clouds and rain. "Or not," he said, with a chuckle. He stretched, pressing a kiss to the back of Harley's neck. "Beer?"


He Takes It

Harrison felt like maybe, at least a little bit, he regretted asking his girlfriend what she wanted for her birthday. Him and Esther had been together for a few years now, but it was only recently that they’d moved in together. So of course Harrison wanted to get Esther something she wanted, he just hadn’t really expected what she wanted for her birthday was to fuck him.

Esther had very much presented it as a fantasy fulfillment, as something she’d thought about but also was willing to accept that if Harrison didn’t feel comfortable with, he didn’t have to do it. The thing was, Harrison had no idea if he would feel uncomfortable. His first reaction was to think how he couldn’t enjoy it because he wasn’t gay, but that had quickly passed, because even Harrison recognised how truly dumb that thought was. Having his girlfriend fuck him was very much the opposite of being gay.

What it was, though, was kind of scary. Harrison worried he wouldn’t like it, he worried that he’d have to ask Esther to stop. He worried, really, that he’d ruin her birthday present by pussying out of having a strap-on up his ass. At least he knew that if he didn’t like it, Esther would want to know, she wouldn’t want to fulfill her own wishes if Harrison wasn’t into it.

Unfortunately, there was only one way to find out if he was into it. Today was Esther’s birthday and he was certain that like him, she’d thought about this most of the day. They’d gone out to buy a strap on, getting a few toys, too (because even if they didn’t use it with him, they could use it with her).

Now the time had finally come, and Harrison felt nervous. He hadn’t felt nervous about sex since he’d been a teenager, so it was a strange sort of feeling. "You'll have to be gentle with me," he said to Esther jokingly, except the nervousness in his voice ruined it a little bit.

Harrison was sat on the bed in his boxers, watching as Esther stripped. Even despite his nerves, Harrison’s cock hardened, there was never going to be a time his cock wouldn’t harden when seeing Esther undress in front of him.

Esther was so excited. All day, going to the shop, picking out the strap on and the toys, it had all been leading up to this, and she bit down on her lower lip as she looked at Harrison on the bed. In truth, there were some nerves mixed in with her excitement - though in a way that only made the butterflies in her stomach feel more fluttery. She'd never done this before, but more than that, she was nervous Harrison wouldn't like it. It wouldn't bother her, if he had to ask her to stop, but she wondered if it would bother him, if he'd be able to look at her the same way.

Since they couldn't both give in to the nerves, Esther was determined to seem confident. She'd done a lot of research, and she was going to make this good. "Maybe at first," she teased back, letting her dress fall around her feet, giving Harrison his first look at her very sexy new black lingerie set. It was a present for him, in a way, for saying yes, for being willing to at least try giving Esther something that she wanted so much.

She moved to straddle Harrison on the bed, both hands framing his face as she bent her head to kiss him. Despite her promise to be gentle, she nipped her sharp teeth against his lip.

Harrison’s hands straight away came to settle against Esther’s ass, hands soft against the lacy material of her very sexy underwear. Tilting his head back, he kissed her, running his tongue over Esther’s lower lip before she returned it by nibbling at his. She was so hot, having her in his lap, her body pressed against his, Harrison could almost forget his nerves. Almost.

Trusting Esther was at least easy and that was also why Harrison was sure he could do this. He worried about not liking it, but he worried a little about liking it, too. But Harrison trusted that Esther wanted him. To like it. To be had by her. To enjoy it. To--all of it. Harrison just hoped he’d be able to fulfil whatever the fantasy was.

First, though, Harrison would enjoy this. He reached to undo Esther’s bra, pulling back enough to move in to suck one of her nipples into his mouth. His tongue circled it before moving onto the other one, Esther’s soft moans filling the room as her fingers tightened in Harrison’s hair.

"Fuuck," Esther moaned, arching her back to push her breasts closer to Harrison's mouth. "Don't stop." Tightening her fingers in Harrison's hair, she pulled him against her, moaning as he sucked harder on her nipple. She was so wet already, and having Harrison's body under hers, feeling his hard cock, ignited a fire inside her.

"Give me your hand," she urged, catching hold of Harrison's hand when he lifted it and guiding it to her other breast. She moaned even louder as he caught on, fingers rolling against her nipple. "Yes," she hissed, nodding enthusiastically, "like that. It's so good."

Esther’s enjoyment gave Harrison all the encouragement he needed and he pinched lightly against the nipple she’d led his hand up to. Her other nipple was still between his lips, and Harrison teased it with the tip of his tongue. When Esther moaned louder, Harrison gave another pinch to her nipple, rocking his hips upwards, his hard cock pressing against Esther’s thigh.

The room was filled with Esther’s moans as Harrison worked on her nipples, changing over so he could tease the other one with his fingers. "You're so fucking hot," he told Esther, kissing his way up her neck. "I can't wait to see you get what you want." Despite Harrison's nerves, that was definitely true, he loved seeing Esther get things she wanted.

The words sent a flood of heat through Esther, and she found Harrison's lips to kiss him hard, pouring all her gratitude and desire into the contact. "Let's not wait," she said, a little breathlessly when she had to come up for air. She didn't think she could wait any longer, she was so turned on by knowing Harrison wanted to see her satisfied, that he wanted to give that to her.

"Lie back," she encouraged, her feet finding the floor so she could slide down to kneel between Harrison's legs. She looked up at him, and while this might usually be a submissive position, just knowing what was coming made her feel so in charge. Esther could feel herself get even wetter as she tugged at Harrison's boxers, pulling them down and off.

Harrison groaned as he watched Esther. Down on her knees, pulling off his underwear. She was so hot, her breasts bouncing as she moved. Harrison’s cock was rock hard by now, even the prospect of getting fucked up his ass not enough to deter his cock from responding to Esther’s touch.

"Es, please," Harrison groaned. She was so close, he could almost feel her breath against his cock. "Please," he begged again, even if this was far from the endgame, Harrison couldn't not beg her to take him in her mouth when she was right there.

Esther smiled, parting her lips and leaning forward to close her mouth around Harrison's cock. She moaned at the taste of him, working her tongue over the head of his dick so she could get as much of it as possible.

With her hands on his knees, Esther pushed Harrison's legs further apart, so she could scoot forward and take his cock deep down her throat. He knew better than to move, letting Esther set the pace as she bobbed her head up and down his dick.

"Fuck, yes," Harrison groaned. Esther's mouth was wet and hot as it embraced his cock. She was so good at this, making him feel amazing. He reached out to brush a hand over her shoulder, but didn’t try to thrust up, letting Esther dictate the speed at which she moved. No matter what she picked, Harrison knew he’d feel good.

His breath sped up as Esther moved. She felt so good, taking his cock in so deep. Harrison also assumed that she wouldn’t let him come, not so early, not when they’d not even gotten to her birthday present. "Esss," Harrison hissed when she hit a particularly nice spot.

Esther loved this, loved the sounds Harrison made, and the knowledge that she had the power to cause them. She swirled her tongue around his cock, listening to the way his breathing sped up. Esther took care, making Harrison feel good, but not so good he was close to coming.

Hollowing her cheeks around his cock, she pulled back, looking up at him until she was sure she could keep her voice steady. "Hand me the lube," she instructed, making sure her tone had only excitement in it. Even giving the order made her feel hot, anticipation intensifying at the idea of Harrison obeying, giving yet another sign that he was really going to let her fuck him.

Harrison didn’t hesitate to reach for the lube on the nightstand, partially at least because his mind hadn’t quite caught up yet with what that meant. It was easy to just follow Esther’s instructions, especially when she’d just had his cock in her mouth. Once he handed it over, though, Harrison did stiffen a little, recognising that Esther asked for it because she intended to use it.

It wasn’t just nerves that Harrison was feeling, however. Knowing that this was something Esther wanted, it was exciting. Anticipation built in Harrison’s stomach, mixing together with the arousal he already felt.

Feeling Harrison go tense, Esther stroked one hand over his hip, taking his cock back into her mouth, working her tongue against the underside. She pulled back, just long enough to say, "Relax for me, love."

Sure that her mouth would keep Harrison pleasantly distracted, she opened the lube, making sure to squeeze plenty onto her fingers. She felt a pulse of arousal between her legs as she brought her hand down to Harrison's ass, and she let herself moan around his cock. He was doing this for her, and she wanted him to know she was enjoying it.

Relaxing was easier said than done, but having his cock in Esther's mouth definitely helped. The way she moaned around it made Harrison respond with a groan of his own. Her mouth was amazing and he focused on that, on how hot and wet it was.

Even so, Harrison could hardly avoid the feeling of Esther's fingers against him. They'd had anal sex before, but not like this. Not with him on the receiving end. Having Esther's mouth still on his dick however meant that Harrison couldn't focus on just one thing, not when the pleasure was so good.

With Harrison at the edge of the bed, Esther could quite easily slip her finger behind his balls, stroking the lube gently over his asshole, trying to give him plenty of time to get used to the sensation. She remembered how careful Harrison had been with her the first time, and that had been her idea, too.

She made no effort not to moan as she pressed her finger slowly into Harrison. If even this turned her on so much, she couldn't wait to discover how she'd feel when she was fucking Harrison's ass. He felt so tight around her, and Esther worked her mouth up and down his cock, listening out for any signs that it was hurting.

The feeling was different. Harrison couldn’t really place it, but he also couldn’t focus on just Esther’s finger in his ass. The thrill of that mixed with her mouth on his cock made Harrison moan loudly. She was slow and careful and he definitely appreciated that, but Harrison also wanted to know what more would feel like.

"Add another," he groaned, hands tightening against the bedsheets. Harrison wouldn't rock against Esther, not wanting to seem too keen or anything. At the same time, Harrison couldn’t deny that the way his asshole stretched, together with his cock being in Esther’s mouth, it felt good.

Looking up, Esther gave Harrison a heated look through her lashes, feeling almost impossibly turned on by him asking her to give him more. She wanted to tell him how fucking hot that was, but she felt he'd appreciate her mouth around his cock rather more than words of praise.

Not wanting to refuse Harrison anything, Esther thrust her finger smoothly out and in a few times, just until she felt Harrison's muscles relax a little, and then she pressed another finger inside him to join the first. Her whole body seemed to shudder, and she swallowed around the head of Harrison's cock, pulling out and pushing back in again, her stomach doing flips as she fucked him with her fingers.

The addition of the second digit felt so different, like suddenly Harrison was being stretched out so much more. It wasn’t bad, he was surprised to discover. There were moments of discomfort, but then Esther moved her fingers out before pushing them back in again and Harrison groaned loudly. His muscles stretched and retracted, making the sensation feel so fucking good.

"Babe, you need to stop with your mouth," Harrison moaned. He didn't want Esther to stop, but the sensations were so overpowering that he was afraid he’d come accidentally. "Fuck, you feel so good," he added, no wanting her to stop fingering him.

With one last long lick, Esther did stop. She looked up at Harrison, her eyes shining with excitement. "You're so hot," she breathed, twisting her wrist to push her fingers in deeper. Hearing Harrison moan for her, knowing this time it was just for her fingers in his ass, it made Esther's toes curl and she was sure her fancy knickers were drenched.

"Think you're ready for something bigger?" she asked, making no effort not to sound totally hopeful. She wanted to try one of the toys, and she wanted to be able to see Harrison better, but most of all she wanted Harrison to want it, too.

The tone of voice with which Esther asked the question probably would’ve been enough to make Harrison hard all over again. His cock did twitch almost painfully at it, or perhaps at how Esther’s fingers continued to move in and out of his ass. The prospect of something bigger - a toy, he knew - was... tempting. Harrison was surprised by how much he liked having Esther’s fingers inside of him.

"Yeah," he swallowed, before repeating, "yeah," again. The way Esther’s eyes seemed to glaze over with lust made Harrison moan. "Fuck, you're so hot like this, in charge," he told her truthfully. It was really hot to see just how much Esther wanted this, wanted to do this to Harrison.

Esther slowly, reluctantly, moved her fingers away from Harrison's ass, biting her lip as if that would in some way make all of this any less hot. It didn't. She stood up, dropping her knickers while she considered Harrison's position. The rush of knowing she could tell him how to move was almost as hot as the thought of the toys.

"Lie with your head on the pillows," she ordered, feeling a tingle between her legs that only intensified as Harrison followed her instructions. She crawled up onto the bed, her nipples feeling so tight and sensitive as her breasts swung with her movements. "Bend your knees up," she added, and swallowed hard. "Fuck, I'm so wet," she said, giving Harrison a private grin.

Instantly, Harrison looked down as if he could see Esther being wet. He couldn’t, but her nipples were hard, and he reached out to brush his finger over one of them, licking his lips. Lying there, watching Esther as she moved, the anticipation returned to Harrison’s stomach. She was so hot, though, that he could almost get distracted by just watching her.

"Tell me," he encouraged. "Tell me how much you want this." Harrison knew she did. Perhaps hearing her say it, it’d make his nerves ease. Esther’s fingers had felt really good, so Harrison had no reason to assume that a toy wouldn’t.

"I do," Ester said, with utmost sincerity. "Fuck, Harrison, it's so hot that you'll let me be inside you." She crawled over him, pressing a kiss against his lips. If that had been all, it would still have been a great birthday present, but Esther was so eager for it not to stop there.

She settled between Harrison's legs, fingers finding his asshole and sliding smoothly back in. She groaned, shifting as the heat pooled between her legs. "I want to see you," she said, her voice gone breathless. "See you feel good, because of me." With her free hand, she reached for the smallest of the toys.

Harrison hadn’t expected for Esther’s fingers to find their way inside him again, but it was definitely a welcome surprise. He moaned, shifting slightly. Esther’s fingers felt good. Harrison really had not expected to like the pressure, to like the way she stretched him out. And yet, he definitely did. Hearing her tell him how she wanted to see him made Harrison groan and he nodded eagerly.

Licking his lips, Harrison watched as Esther selected one of the toys. It was small, but definitely wider than two of her fingers pressed together. It was exciting. Harrison couldn’t believe just how interested he was in finding out how the toy would feel when it was inside him.

"I want you to see," he agreed, eyes still on the toy. "I want you to see how you make me feel." Harrison was nervous, but he also trusted that Esther would make him feel good.

Esther beamed, feeling like her heart was pushing against her ribs at the trust Harrison placed in her. He trusted her to make him feel good, and Esther had no intentions of disappointing him.

She was careful, pulling back so she could use both hands to make sure the toy was well-covered in lube. Her cheeks were flushed with arousal as she finally brought the tip of the toy between Harrison's legs, pressing it into him so slowly. "Fuuck," she moaned softly. Somehow, being up on the bed with Harrison, being able to watch his face as he adjusted to the tapered tip inside him, it made it all even hotter. "That's it," she said, eagerly, "a little more."

Seeing how much Esther enjoyed this made it so much hotter for Harrison. The toy she pressed against his opening was definitely bigger than her fingers had been, but Harrison didn’t even consider protesting. He wanted to know what it’d feel like, but he also wanted to see what Esther looked like when she got to put it inside him.

What Harrison hadn’t quite expected was how loud his own moan would be at the sensation. "Fuck," he breathed. Even though Esther was slow in pushing the toy in, Harrison still felt like it was so much. It wasn’t too much, though. Biting his lower lip, he watched the concentration on Esther’s face, the way her cheeks and shoulders were flushed.

"You're so hot," he groaned before giving a small cry of pleasure when his asshole closed back around the base of the toy.

For as much as she'd imagined this, Esther had tried not to build her hopes too high, so when Harrison cried out in pleasure, it was very nearly overwhelming. "Does it feel good?" Esther asked, her voice eager. She knew what it was like to have something in her ass, so she knew it could feel good, and she was so excited to get to show Harrison exactly how she could make him feel.

In her enthusiasm, she moved more quickly, giving the toy a little twist before she pulled it halfway out. She could feel a muscle twitching in Harrison's thigh, and she pressed a kiss against it as she thrust the toy in harder, the fingers of her free hand tightening in the sheets.

Harrison gave a sharp ‘fuck’ when Esther moved the toy out again and then thrust it back in. It felt like nothing he’d experienced before, the sensation in combination with his rock hard cock just so much. It took Harrison a moment to actually remember that Esther had asking him a question and he nodded. "Yeah. It feels--fuck, Es, it feels great." And that was only the first, smaller toy.

When Esther gave a few more thrusts, Harrison twisted against the bed. There was no denying, not the way moans kept falling from his lips, that he was enjoying himself. Knowing she was doing it to him, too, that she wanted to, it just urged him on.

"I think--" Harrison breathed, somewhat harshly. "I think I want to try the next toy," he told Esther with more confidence than he truly had. But the prospect of being stretched out more, of being filled more, it was thrilling.

Esther felt so fucking pleased, but more than that, she felt powerful. She knew Harrison had been nervous, so to see him now, hear him telling her it felt great, she felt like it was something she'd accomplished, making it feel good for him. She gave a sharp nod at his words, easing the smallest toy back out of him.

"Fuck, I want to see you take this," she breathed, once more spreading lube carefully down the length of the second toy. "It's going to feel so good," she promised. "I'm going to make it feel so good."

She guided the toy to Harrison's ass, carefully pushing it in, trying to find a new angle so she could go gradually deeper.

Just like the previous toy, this too felt like a completely different experience. It was definitely bigger, stretching Harrison out more. Esther was also moving it differently, and in turn it made Harrison groan loudly. It felt good, the way she moved it, the way she fucked him with it. The thrusts were slow but deep. And then suddenly one of them hit a spot inside Harrison that almost made him roll his eyes back in pleasure.

"Oh god!" He screamed. "Fuck, Es, fuck that’s good,” he moaned, wiggling slightly as if he could make her hit the spot again. Harrison felt so powerless, but he loved it. Knowing Esther was in charge of deciding what happened, on how it happened, it was such a fucking turn on.

Esther gave a little cry of triumph, the sound of Harrison's scream going straight to her pussy. She pulled the toy back, thrusting it into Harrison again at the same angle, but this time harder. She had been gentle, and now she felt Harrison was ready for more.

"Can't wait until it's me fucking you," she said, pushing the toy into Harrison with one hand while she reached up to press a kiss against his stomach. "Me making you moan and wiggle for me. Fuck, Harrison, you look so good."

Harrison would’ve argued that it was already Esther who was making him moan and wiggle for her, but he was too busy moaning and wiggling for her. The toy felt amazing and Esther thrust it in and out of him harder and faster. Harrison was almost glad his cock was getting no friction, because he’d almost definitely come.

"I think I'm ready," Harrison breathed. "I want you to--I want you." Harrison hadn’t known he could want for Esther to fuck him so much, but the toy in his ass made him want more. He wanted to feel Esther above him, to see how hot she looked, to have her touch him.

Esther most definitely wanted Harrison, too, so she gave an eager moan, pressing the toy in and letting Harrison's muscles close around the narrow edge before the base. "I'm going to leave that in while I get the harness on," she told him, swallowing hard as she looked at the pleasure on his face. "Keep you nice and full for me," she added, with a smirk.

Actually getting into the harness had seemed perfectly simple when Esther had practiced, but now that her whole body seemed to throb with lust, all the little buckles and straps seemed much more complicated. When she eventually triumphed, Esther gave a moan as she fitted the strap-on into the ring. Shifting so Harrison could see her, she ran a hand down her body, crying out as her fingers brushed her nipples, and then breathing hard as she ran a hand slowly over the dildo.

"How do I look?"

Having the toy left inside him felt weird but kind of pleasantly weird. Harrison was surprised by how much he was enjoying this whole affair. He watched Esther get ready, mouth watering at the sight of her. "You look amazing," Harrison breathed. Esther did look amazing, her breasts so beautiful and then the strap-on. It wasn’t something Harrison had ever imagined he’d find hot, but on Esther, he really did.

Running his tongue over his lower lip, Harrison reached out to run his hand over Esther’s bare stomach, up to her breasts and then back down, stopping just short at the straps of the strap-on. "You going to fuck me good, baby?" Harrison asked, a small smirk on his lips.

Esther leaned into Harrison's touch with a little moan, her body having almost forgotten how good it could feel while she'd been so focused on his pleasure. "Yeah," she said, nodding with bright eyes and flushed cheeks. "Yeah, gonna fuck you so good, love. Gonna make you come with me inside you." Even the idea made Esther shiver, despite the fact she felt like her body was burning up.

"Keep touching me," Esther urged, shifting closer so Harrison could tease her nipples while she spread lube very thoroughly over the dildo. She gave a moan, then let her body sway out of Harrison's reach. "Okay," she decided. "We're ready."

Pulling the toy carefully, Esther twisted it out of Harrison so his body would stretch around it as much as possible. The strap-on wasn't much thicker, but it was longer, would let Esther fuck Harrison deeper.

All of Harrison’s nerves were replaced by excitement. Esther looked so hot, and the way she instructed him to touch her made Harrison want nothing more. He groaned when Esther pulled the toy out, but that was nothing in comparison with the sounds he was going to make when Esther replaced it with the strap-on.

Watching her move in closer, Harrison instantly reached out, hands coming up to cup Esther’s breasts. He parted his legs more, letting her settle between them before pulling her down into a kiss. "I'm ready for you, baby," he promised. "Show me how much you want me."

Esther really did, and she moaned against Harrison's lips, nipping lightly before she pulled back. "Want you so much, love," she breathed as she pressed the tip of the strap-on against Harrison's ass. "Want this so-" There weren't even words, this had been a fantasy for so long.

Pressing the toys into Harrison had been hot, but having to drive the strap-on into him with her hips was an entirely different experience. Esther was in control, not just with her hands, but with her whole body, and Harrison could do nothing but try to relax as the strap-on pressed in and in and in.

It felt much bigger than the toys, even with how much lube Esther had put on it. Relaxing was challenging as Esther stretched him out more with the toy. She was slow, though, her body hot against Harrison’s touch. He trusted her, so Harrison focused on that. Esther would make it feel good, she had already made him feel so good.

He took the strap-on in inch by inch, until Esther’s body was pressed against Harrison’s, the toy fully inside him. He felt full and stretched out in a way that he had never even imagined before. Tilting his head upwards, Harrison sought out Esther’s lips so so he could kiss her. His hands were against her breasts, a thumb rubbing one of her nipples.

"I'm ready," he decided. "Fuck me, babe. I want you to." And Harrison realised he really did, he wanted Esther to have that power over him, to fuck him just like she wanted to.

Esther watched Harrison's face, searching for any sign at all that he didn't mean what he said. There was none, and Esther felt her heart pounding hard against her ribs. She moved slowly at first, dragging the strap-on back out before flexing her ass to push it in again.

Setting a rhythm was hard work, and Esther felt a sheen of sweat along her spine, but it was so fucking worth it. Harrison looked almost dazed, as if his attention was only on her, and Esther loved it. "Feels so good, Harrison," she said, thrusting faster, putting more of her weight into it. She wanted to find that angle that had made Harrison scream, and she grabbed his hip with one hand, trying to pull him against her so she could reach it.

This was so different but Harrison neither could nor wanted to stop the moans falling from his lips. Esther felt so great inside him, filling him up. Harrison hadn’t known he could even want this, but she was so good. So good at teaching him that this felt amazing. With her naked body above him, all Harrison could do was play with her breasts. One hand against Esther’s nipple, Harrison reached down to wrap free hand around his cock.

He let Esther’s thrusts move his hand, his cries of pleasure filling the room. And then Esther hit that spot again, making Harrison’s whole body seize. "Yes, yes, fuck, baby, yes, just like that," he chanted.

Esther could feel Harrison's hand moving against her stomach, and she moaned almost louder at that than she had at his fingers against her nipple. "Yess, Harrison," she urged. "Touch yourself for me." There was something incredibly fucking hot about knowing Harrison would want to touch himself while she was fucking him, that it felt good enough for him to want to come. Esther could have helped, of course, wrapped a spare hand around Harrison's cock, but it made her feel much more powerful not to, instead to tell him to do it for himself.

She thrust harder, and while she knew she didn't hit Harrison's prostate every time, she certainly got better at angling her hips down, her body moving as one as she fucked him. "Come for me," she said, half ordering and half begging. "I want to feel it while I fuck you."

Esther’s encouragement, as much as her evidently keen wish for him to come, it made all of this so much hotter. Not to mention that the way she fucked into him, steadily, it made Harrison moan and groan and grunt. It felt so good, she felt so good. He wanted to come for her, wanted her to know that she made him come whilst fucking him.

"Yes, baby, fuck, Esther!" Harrison screamed, his hot cum spilling across his stomach. He came so hard and she was still fucking into him, milking him for all he was worth. When Esther finally slowed down, Harrison pulled her closer to him, her breasts pressing against his chest.

Esther had always liked making Harrison come, and stroking him or sucking him through his orgasm, making sure the pleasure lasted as long as possible. There was something even better about fucking him through it, knowing she could still thrust hard into him, because his ass wouldn't be oversensitive the way his cock would.

Kissing her, Harrison breathed hard against Esther’s lips. "Happy birthday, baby," he said a little teasingly, because this had also definitely been a present for him, even if Harrison hadn’t known it was one he’d wanted.

Esther collapsed on top of him, feeling both so powerful still, but also dainty compared to his broad chest and the way he teased her, so familiar. "Best birthday present ever," she told him, sincerely meaning it. It had been exactly what she'd wanted, and it meant so much that Harrison had given it to her. "Thank you," she added, pressing a kiss against his lips.

"You're very welcome," Harrison said truthfully. He hadn’t known he’d want this, he hadn’t known he could enjoy it, but like with many things Esther suggested, Harrison had come to really love it. In fact, he felt that this would not be the last time Esther would fuck him. It pleased him how much she, too, clearly enjoyed it.

Holding her hips, Harrison pushed her off him slowly, giving a small grunt as the strap-on slipped out of his ass. "I'm going to make you come so hard," he promised easily, flipping Esther over so he could kiss his way down her body. Harrison knew exactly how to thank Esther for fucking him so well, and it involved his mouth against her pussy.


They Take Him: A Threesome Male Submission Story

Vicky wasn’t really sure how her friend had convinced her to do this, but it was certainly true that Mina had a way with words. Truthfully, this definitely was a fantasy Vicky had had for ages, it just wasn’t one she’d quite expected to ever fulfill, or to have her friend be the one encouraging and organising it. And yet, here they were, at a posh hotel room, waiting for a guy they’d met on Tinder to show up.

"Don't be nervous," Mina told Vicky as if that was going to be the thing that stopped her nerves from standing on edge. "It's only sex," she teased, making Vicky flip her off, because yes, she knew that, but it was still sex with a stranger. A stranger that she was going to share with Mina. At least Vicky had had sex with Mina before, otherwise this would be even more nerve-wrecking.

Finally, there was a knock at the door and Vicky smoothed her dress out, as if that was going to be the deal-breaker. The guy, once Mina let him in, looked exactly like he had in his Tinder profile. Smooth, muscled chest, wide shoulders, great hair.

"Hi," Mina said with far more confidence than Vicky had. "I'm Mina, this is Vicky. Thanks for agreeing to let us fuck you," she added startling a laugh from Vicky because it was just so blunt and yet certainly true.

Licking her lips, Vicky nodded, before taking a step closer. "I'm a little nervous," she admitted. "But I'm sure that will pass."

"Sucking a dick really helps nerves, I hear," Mina nodded. "Well, I think it's sucking on something, but a dick seems like a good choice."

Marco laughed, the gaze of his dark eyes moving between Mina and Vicky as he ran a tongue over his own lips. Any suspicion that it might have been a nervous gesture quickly evaporated, as Marco reached to grab the back of his own shirt and pull it off in one smooth movement.

"I'm Marco," he added, hands moving to the button of his jeans. "And if you think it will help -" He smirked, raising an eyebrow at Mina.

Vicky licked her lips, mouth salivating just at the way Marco pulled his shirt off. He really was very good looking. Vicky was almost too distracted by it and it wasn’t until Mina reached to tug on her hand that she recalled what they’d been talking about. Watching this stranger undress was so hot and Vicky could already feel herself getting wet just at the thought of what her and Mina could do to him. What he could do to them. Not to mention, what they could do to each other.

Dropping to her knees, Vicky ran her hands up Marco’s legs. She reached to push his jeans down, giving an almost involuntary moan when she saw how big his cock looked through his boxers. "I think Vicky's very into the idea of sucking your cock to get rid of her nerves," Mina commented with clear amusement in her voice, before she ran a hand through Vicky's hair.

Glancing up at Marco through her lashes, Vicky licked her lips again before she pushed his underwear out of the way, taking Marco’s cock in her mouth in one smooth move. He wasn’t fully hard yet, which Vicky loved, because it meant she could make him hard with her mouth.

The groans that followed were encouraging, and Vicky wasted no time before starting to suck, her tongue moving against the undershaft.

There was nothing nervous or hesitant about Vicky's mouth, and Marco moaned his approval. He dropped one hand to Vicky's head, running his fingers through her hair in a gesture very like Mina's. The muscles in his stomach tightened as he thrust his hips forward, his cock sliding over Vicky's clever tongue.

"What are you into?" Marco asked Mina, tearing his gaze away from Vicky's lips stretched around his cock. "You are both going to fuck me?"

Mina smirked, taking a step back from where Vicky knelt at Marco's feet. "Yes," she answered. "When we’re ready." Slowly, she moved her hands to the buttons of her blouse, and Marco gave an appreciative groan.

"She's stripping," Marco said, clearly addressing Vicky, but not taking his eyes off Mina's display.

Vicky turned her head slightly - not so much she’d have to move away from Marco’s dick - to look at Mina. There was no shyness about her at all, and she stroked over her own breasts as she removed her clothes. Vicky moaned against Marcos’ cock, to demonstrate how much she appreciated the sight.

"Is Vicky doing a good job?" Mina asked and Vicky moaned again, wanting Marco to have no reason to say that she wasn’t. With one hand against Marco’s hip, Vicky slid her other one around to his ass, giving it a squeeze as she sucked his cock harder, head bobbing back and forth.

The way Marco's breath stuttered as he pumped his hips forward into Vicky's mouth could really have been answer enough. "Yes," he responded, looking down at Vicky's upturned face. "A wonderful job."

Once naked, Mina dropped to her knees next to Vicky, who pulled back to kiss her friend, mouth wet with saliva and Marco’s precum. Mina gave her lower lip a bite before moving so she could take Marco’s cock into her mouth. Vicky leaned back a bit on her heels, looking up at Marco.

He groaned as Mina's mouth took over from Vicky's, his thighs tensing as he thrust forward harder, evidently feeling she had the confidence to take it. He licked his lips, watching the way Vicky stilled, the way she almost seemed to be waiting.

"How are the nerves?" Marco asked, his question a little broken in the middle by a gasp as Mina's tongue swirled against the head of his cock. "Think you're ready to strip for us?" Mina made an appreciative noise, and Marco moaned louder.

Vicky gave half a laugh at the question about her nerves, because Mina had been quite right in her suggestion that sucking a cock would help. What also helped was watching Mina’s mouth work Marco’s cock, she looked so fucking hot, as did he.

Reaching to pull the zipper on her dress down, Vicky didn’t answer Marco in words, but she sure did pull her dress off slowly enough that it felt like an answer in its own right. She wasn’t wearing a bra under it, which meant that Vicky’s breasts spilled out as soon as she pulled the material away.

Leaving her panties on for now, Vicky moved back in closer to Mina, reaching out to run her hand over her friend’s bare back and then around to her breasts, pinching against Mina’s nipples to make her moan again.

"She likes that," she told Marco. "Remember it," Vicky instructed.

Marco raised an eyebrow, looking half-surprised but half-pleased by the authority in Vicky's tone. Slowly enough that it very much looked like he was putting on a show, Marco trailed a hand up his own chest. When his fingers reached his nipple, he pinched it hard enough to make himself cry out.

The sound made Mina look up, taking Marco's cock deeper into her throat. Marco's free hand came to rest on her head, fingers toying with her hair enough to make it tickle against her skin.

"What do you like?" he asked, glancing down at Vicky.

Vicky’s voice caught in her throat briefly, because watching Marco play with his own nipples the way she did with Mina’s was so hot. Mina was hard at work sucking Marco’s cock and Vicky was very impressed by how deep Mina could take it, especially since Marco was big.

"I like a lot of things," Vicky answered. Giving one more pinch to Mina’s nipple, Vicky pressed her hand against her friend’s shoulder to push Mina off Marco’s cock. "Get on the bed," she told him before giving Mina a wide grin.

"Vicky likes her pussy eaten," Mina told Marco confidently and Vicky gave a small laugh. Mina certainly would know.

After kicking himself free of his shoes and clothes, Marco strolled over to the bed, not slowly, but carefully enough to suggest he liked the idea of Mina and Vicky watching. "That's lucky," he said, with a grin at Mina. "I happen to be very good at eating pussy." He sucked his lower lip between his teeth, running his tongue over it before letting it slip back, wet with saliva.

Instead of lying on the bed, Marco knelt up, legs spread and cock thrusting forward between them. He ran one long-fingered hand over his length, thumb gathering a drip of pre-cum from the end and spreading it down over his cock.

"Are you going to let me eat you out, Vicky?" he asked, his voice low.

Both Vicky and Mina's eyes followed the action and Vicky licked her lips. "Oh yes," she nodded. She might've been nervous, but not so nervous she was going to refuse to test exactly how good Marco was at his claim. With a hand against his shoulder, Vicky pushed him back to the bed. "Lie down," she instructed, waiting for him to do so, to scoot up enough to make room for both Vicky and Mina.

With Mina returning to Marco’s cock, Vicky crawled up his body, hands caressing over his muscled stomach. She ran her tongue over Marco’s lips before pulling back and moving so she could straddle his face. Her panties were still on, but he could easily push them aside.

Marco didn't hesitate, pressing his mouth against Vicky's panties, tongue dragging over the cotton, getting it nice and wet. His cock twitched in Mina's mouth, and she grazed her teeth lightly against him. Mimicking her action, Marco dragged his nails up Vicky's thighs, leaving light scratches on his way to slip his fingers under her panties.

He dragged the material to the side, tongue licking immediately against Vicky's pussy. Loudly, Marco moaned at the taste of her, wanting to let both Vicky and Mina know he was enjoying himself. As if she were rewarding him, or perhaps training him, Mina pulled her mouth back, leaving only the teasing sensation of her tongue flicking against the head of his cock.

One hand squeezing Vicky's ass, encouraging her to rock into him, Marco flicked his tongue similarly around her clit.

Vicky moaned loudly in response, hand coming up to press against the wall so she could keep her balance. Marco’s tongue licked against her, lapping at Vicky’s wetness and running over her clit, making sharp cries of pleasure fall from Vicky’s lips. "Fuck," she breathed.

"Oh? Was he telling the truth about his eating pussy skills?" Mina inquired from behind Vicky and Vicky moaned again. She didn’t bother replying, instead shifting her hips, almost riding Marco’s face as he licked her out.

Mina’s mouth briefly returned to Marco’s cock, Vicky could tell both by the sounds he made but also by the way his body moved. Before long, though, Mina had pulled back with a wet pop.

"Turn around, Vicky," she said and Vicky whined, not very pleased at the idea of needing to move. She did, nonetheless, kicking her panties off in the process before resettling on Marco's face and moaning when his tongue returned to her pussy straight away. "My, my, he is good," Mina observed before she leaned over to suck on Vicky's nipples, abandoning Marco's cock for the time being.

So focused on Vicky's pussy, fucking her from behind with his tongue, Marco didn't even pause to protest about the neglect of his cock. Between his mouth and Mina's, Vicky rocked back and forth, and Marco worked to match her rhythm.

Hooking an arm around Vicky's leg, Marco moved to replace his tongue against her clit with his fingers, only to find Mina's daintier hand already there. He gave an appreciative moan, clearly enjoying the evidence of the two women touching each other.

Marco pushed his hips up, trying to get some friction against his cock, but unwilling to abandon Vicky in order to do so.

Having both Marco’s mouth and Mina’s fingers stimulating her, Vicky couldn’t help the noises she was making. There were moans interwoven with small screams as she rocked her hips harder against both Marco’s tongue and Mina’s hand. When that led to Marco’s tongue slipping inside Vicky, the cry of pleasure she gave surrounded them.

With Mina’s mouth teasing her nipples, Vicky brought her hand up to return the favour, fingers tugging against Mina’s hard nipples. In turn, Mina moaned, before kissing Vicky, letting her swallow up the cries of pleasure.

Vicky’s orgasm was building steadily and she rocked her hips harder and harder against Marco’s face, almost demanding he made her come. "Fuck, yes, yes, yes," she chanted pulling back from Mina’s kiss.

Marco couldn't see what was going on above him, but he could hear the way Vicky's moans were muffled, feel how she only got wetter against his tongue.Vicky's hips moved harder, demanding more and more, and Marco's breath came hot against her as he strove to bring her to orgasm.

Deciding that Vicky needed something more, Marco pressed two fingers into her, his tongue still moving around them, exploring as much of Vicky's pussy as he could reach.

"That's it," Mina agreed, her fingers crooked against Vicky's clit, circling harder and faster. "Come on, Vicky. Don't you want to come first?" Marco groaned, fingers plunging faster into Vicky.

Vicky very much wanted to come first and Marco’s fingers, together with Mina’s fingers, were doing an excellent job at getting her there. She was so wet, and having Marco’s tongue lap it all up made Vicky even hotter. His fingers fucked into her and Mina’s rubbed Vicky’s clit so well that it wasn’t long before she was coming, the pleasure spreading through her body.

"Yesss, ohgod, yes!" She screamed as the pleasure rocked through her, waves of it moving so pleasantly as Vicky’s muscles tightened around Marco’s fingers. When her pleasure finally calmed, Vicky kissed Mina roughly. "Your turn," she told her friend, sliding off Marco's face.

Mina didn’t hesitate to replace her, moaning eagerly against Marco’s tongue. Vicky, in turn, moved to reach for Marco’s cock, fingers wrapping around him before she straddled him, leading his cock inside her.

Marco didn't have time to catch his breath before Mina was sitting on his face, and his moan against her pussy sounded very much as if he liked it that way. It urged Mina to rock against him, grinding her hips down against his mouth.

Mina cried out in response, just as Marco thrust his cock up into Vicky’s fingers, into the heat of her pussy tightening around him. His knuckles went white where his fingers clutched at Mina's hips, holding her still.

Most of the sounds that Marco’s gave in response to his cock in Vicky were swallowed up by Mina’s pussy, but Vicky hardly minded. If she had thought he’d been big when she’d first seen him, it was nothing to what he felt like inside her. Marco’s cock wasn’t just long, it was thick, too, stretching Vicky out most pleasantly. She rocked steadily, leaning forward to suck one of Mina’s nipples in her mouth as she did.

"Ah, fuck, you are good with your mouth," Mina moaned as she rocked against Marco’s face.

"He really is," Vicky agreed, having first hand experience there, before sucking hard on Mina’s other nipple, making her yelp. "He's pretty good with his cock, too," Vicky added with a smirk once she pulled back again.

It definitely wasn’t untrue, not the way she rode him harder and harder. Vicky didn’t want Marcos to come just yet, though. Or any time soon, really, so she slowed down and then started back up again.

Pinned to the bed by Mina sitting on his face, Marco could only groan in frustration as Vicky slowed down. Mina echoed the sound, her hips grinding faster against Marco's mouth. "No!" she gasped, her breasts bouncing against her chest as she tried to buck her hips out of Marco's grip. "Don't slow down!"

Marco's hips under Vicky tried to thrust up, bucking to find an angle he could slam into her deeper, but he had very little leverage to work with. Mina turned, her hands disappearing into Marco's hair, pulling his mouth up against her and almost screaming as he responded.

"Fuck, yes," she cried, lifting her other hand to her own breast, familiar half-moans pouring from her lips. She bounced against Marco once, twice, then moaned even louder as her body shook and she came.

Vicky licked her lips as she watched Mina fuck herself against Marco’s mouth. She loved seeing Mina be so demanding, so dominant. Her own pussy responded, muscles tightening around Marco’s huge cock. "Fuck," Vicky moaned, certain that if she didn’t pull back now, she’d just fuck Marco until he came. She couldn’t have that, not yet.

Pulling Mina off Marco, Vicky got off his cock, pressing her friend down on the bed and crawling over her body. She licked Mina’s nipples, before sucking one between her lips. Their tangled legs were half across Marco. Under Vicky’s mouth, Mina moaned, only making Vicky suck her nipples harder.

Marco turned onto his side, giving an appreciative whistle at the sight of Vicky and Mina tangled together. His ran a hand down his stomach, hesitating over his cock before he traced his fingers along Mina's thigh.

He pressed a finger into Mina's pussy, shifting closer so he could twist his wrist to slide deeper. "As lovely as this is to watch," he said, and his voice sounded pleasingly hoarse, "is it Mina's turn to fuck me now?"

Eyes still glazed from Vicky's mouth against her nipples, Mina looked up. "That depends," she said, surveying Marco with an interested gleam. "How do you feel about really being fucked?"

The deep groan Marco gave at the question could really stand as answer enough.

Vicky gave Mina’s nipple a small bite at her words, but even more so at the sound Marco made. She doubted he truly knew what Mina meant, but Vicky, did. She moved back slightly, back pressing against Marco’s chest as she watched the man finger Mina. "She's very good at really fucking you," Vicky said grinding her ass against Marco’s cock.

"I am," Mina hummed in a tone that sounded, at least to Vicky who was already so wet and so needy, very seductive. Mina thrust her hips against Marco’s fingers a few more times, moaning as she did so before pulling back again.

"And I've got just the thing," Mina added getting off the bed. Vicky followed her with her eyes, but also leaned more into Marco’s touch, especially when his hands came up to cup Vicky’s breasts. "How do you feel about really really being fucked?" Mina asked pulling a strap-on out from her bag.

Vicky gave a moan just at the sight of it. The idea of Mina fucking either of them with it very hot.

Marco's eyes widened, but the moan that vibrated from his chest certainly didn't sound horrified. He shifted, his cock pressing against Vicky's ass as he ground his hips forward. "I've never been fucked while I fucked someone else," he admitted, dragging his lip between his teeth as if he was already imagining how it would feel.

"But you have been fucked?" Mina asked, and Marco gave a sharp nod. The strap-on wasn't huge, not even as big as Marco's cock, which he thrust between Vicky's thighs, not taking his eyes off Mina and her toy.

"Do you want me on my knees?" he asked, though he didn't move away from Vicky's body on the bed.

"Yes," Mina answered and Vicky moved fairly quickly. If Marco was going to be on his knees, Vicky could be splayed in front of him, so his mouth could return to her pussy. Her movement made Mina laugh. "She knows what she wants," Mina observed and Vicky didn't even try to object.

It was pretty exciting that Marco had done this before, it made him so much more agreeable to do it again (though, Vicky was certain that Mina would’ve convinced him anyway, she was good at that). "She'll take good care of you," Vicky promised, propping herself up against the pillows before opening her legs wide, exposing her wet pussy to Marco.

"Go on," Mina encouraged, getting behind Marco with some lube. "Eat her out whilst I prep you."

Marco slid his hands under Vicky's legs, one hand splayed against her thigh to keep her legs open while the other curled around her ass. He leaned down, pushing his ass up as he pressed kisses along Vicky's thigh.

Her pussy was so wet, and Marco took his time licking her liquids off her skin with long strokes of his tongue. When Mina pressed her first finger inside him, his teeth nipped sharply at the muscle of Vicky's thigh, making her breath hitch.

"Alright?" Mina asked, and Marco rocked his hips back instead of answering, giving a groan as Mina's finger pressed deeper.

He circled his tongue around Vicky's clit, his body still swaying back towards Mina.

Vicky felt like she could almost feel what Mina was doing to Marco, though that might’ve just been because she knew what Mina was doing. Rather than focusing on that, Vicky relaxed into Marco’s touch, moaning as he licked against her clit. With his strong arms against her sides, Vicky pressed more down onto Marco’s mouth.

"She's so tasty, isn't she?" Mina said behind Marco and he gave a grunt against Vicky's pussy. She had no idea if it was in response to Mina's words or her fingers, but either way it made Vicky moan.

"Tell me what you're doing," Vicky encouraged, looking at Mina, enjoy the way her friend looked behind Marco, how her naked breasts swayed. Vicky wished she was closer to touch her.

"I've got two fingers in him," Mina answered with no hesitation at all. "Stretching him out. Feels so hot, Vicky. Rock back for me, baby," Mina encouraged, one hand flat against Marco's back and the other... well, up his ass.

Marco did push his ass back, Mina's hand moving with him as he fucked himself against her fingers. The muscles in his thighs tightened and relaxed with every movement, his cock rubbing against air as if it were another body under him.

"He's so tight," Mina said, her face drawing into an expression of concentration. "Come on, relax for me," she urged, and made a pleased noise in her throat as Marco evidently did his best. "That's it, that's good, baby."

Shifting one hand, Marco slid a finger over Vicky's pussy, so wet there was barely any friction as he pressed it up inside her.

"Fuuuck," Vicky groaned at the finger in her pussy. She thrust her hips down against Marco. She was so wet, trying to get another finger in with her shifting. When Marco obliged, Vicky gave a cry of pleasure. It was closely matched by the one Marco gave when Mina slid another finger in his ass.

He thrust back and Vicky thrust forward, trying to make sure his fingers stayed inside her. "Miiiina," Vicky whined, as if her friend could make sure Marco kept fingering her. In return, Mina laughed, shaking her head.

"It's alright, Vicky, he'll fuck you good," she promised and Vicky bit her lower lip, a small ‘yeah’ dying on her lips as Marco pushed his fingers in her again. She moaned loudly, hips wiggling against his hand.

Mina slapped Marco’s ass hard before she moved to get the strap -on. "Go on, then, get your cock in her," she encouraged and Vicky gave a very energetic nod.

"Yes, get your cock in me," she agreed.

"As long as you fuck me good," Marco agreed, using the hand under Vicky's ass to pull her down the bed, so she wasn't quite so propped up by pillows. "I've been promised great things." He raised an eyebrow at Vicky, though his grin suggested very little doubt about Mina's ability.

Lining his cock up, Marco chuckled. "Those nerves disappeared, then?" he observed. He licked his lips, glancing over his shoulder at Mina holding the strap on. "It's hot," he assured them both. "Two sexy women who know exactly what they want me to do."

And he did get his cock into Vicky then, thrusting it into her in one smooth movement, groaning loudly as he pulled back only to do it again.

"Oh god," Vicky moaned. "Fuuuck." A steady string of moans fell from her lips, the room quickly filling with the sounds she made at how Marco fucked her. When Mina returned behind him he slowed down, making Vicky whine, but she didn’t push back - like how she wanted - knowing that Mina needed him to be somewhat still so she could go slow.

Mina did go slow, and Vicky was so tempted to complain, but instead she just watched Marco’s face.

"Relax, baby," Mina whispered as she lined herself up with Marco. "I'll go slow," she promised and Vicky couldn't resist rolling her hips lightly.

"At first," she teased, making Mina chuckle, but her friend didn't disagree.

Marco's body didn't completely still, his hips nudging forward so his cock rocked into Vicky's pussy. He dropped his head down, mouth finding Vicky's shoulder and muffling his moans against it as Mina pressed the strap-on into him.

"Fuck, it feels big," he said, his voice strained as his muscles seemed to tremble with the effort. He moaned again, pushing his ass back, cock sliding almost out of Vicky's pussy as he tried to get the strap-on deeper.

"It's good," he breathed, his chest heaving. "Fuck, it feels good." One of Mina's hands settled on his hip, urging him to tilt his hips so she could slide deeper. Marco cried out, rocking between Mina and Vicky like he didn't know what he wanted most.

"Yeah," Vicky nodded. Her hand brushed over Marco’s arm and she moaned when he pushed back into her. "Mina's so good with that," she promised. Vicky was eager to feel Mina fuck Marco as Marco fucked her, the thought alone making her so much wetter around Marco’s cock.

Mina drove her hips forward, stilling once the strap-on was all in, clearly giving Marco a moment to adjust before she pulled back and then thrust forward again. Her motions made Marco drive forward into Vicky and she gave an almost surprised cry of pleasure. It felt good, better than she had imagined, to have Mina fuck into Marco and feel it all the way into Vicky’s pussy.

"Harder, Mina, please," Vicky moaned, pleased when her request led to Marco fucking into her harder.

The sound of Mina's hips slapping against Marco's ass was mostly drowned by Vicky's moans, and Marco's, as Mina fucked into them both. Marco braced his arms against the bed, pushing himself back into Mina's thrusts even harder, letting her and the momentum slam him forward into Vicky.

"Just like that, baby," Mina urged, her hands tightening on his hips, her nails leaving red scratches against his skin. She pulled him back against her, breasts bouncing as she caught her breath.

"Harder?" she asked, looking down at Vicky over Marco's body between them.

"Oh yes," Vicky nodded eagerly, because harder was always better in her books. Mina certainly didn't disappoint, slamming into Marco hard. In turn, that made Marco slam into Vicky hard, and she moaned loudly. "Fuck yes!"

Mina moved faster and Marco’s athletic body moved in sync into Vicky, his cock going deeper with every push. "Ah, shit, yes, yes, yes, Mina, yes!" Vicky moaned as Marco’s cock hit just the right spot inside her. Tilting her head up, Vicky kissed Marco hard, teeth grazing against his lip. She definitely didn’t feel nervous now.

"She's so good," Vicky muttered, somewhat in between her moans of pleasure. "And you're so good, fuck, your dick feels so great in me," she told Marco, her breasts bouncing at every push he gave.

"And you're so good," Mina added, and Marco only really seemed able to moan his agreement. "Taking his dick so well, you sound so hot." Marco moaned even louder, and Mina gave a breathless laugh. "You sound hot, too," she assured.

Marco did his best to angle his hips against the same spot, fucking into Vicky as much as he was able with how he was caught between their two bodies. "You both feel fantastic," he managed, grunting with effort between the words.

Another hard thrust from Mina sent Marco forward, driving his hips down and into Vicky. "Fuck!" he swore. "So close." Mina pulled back, slowing her pace, making Marco whine at the loss. He did fuck into Vicky faster, trying to make up the difference by slamming himself back against Mina's body.

With the two of them atop her, Vicky felt so good, especially with how Marco fucked her harder. She knew he was close, but Vicky didn’t want him to stop fucking her in the steady pace, especially not when he hit that spot inside her again. "Oh, yes! Marco, again, please," Vicky cried.

Much to her delight, Marco followed her cries, driving his cock in her harder and harder, hitting that spot over and over again. Mina seemed to match his movements, and the sounds Marco made sounded a lot like she was hitting the right sort of spots for him too.

"Oooooh, yesssss!" Vicky moaned, as the throes of pleasure run through her. Her orgasm hit her hard and briefly Vicky lost all sense of anything but how good Marco’s cock felt inside her. She heard Mina slam into him once, twice and then there was a loud cry from Marco as he came inside Vicky.

Even after he came, Marco's hips twitched lazily against Vicky and back towards Mina as he made soft, satisfied noises. Mina ran her hands approvingly over his sides, her voice low as she murmured. "Such a good job, baby," she assured him, pulling the strap-on back with a whine from Marco.

"I don't know which of you looks more well fucked," Mina said, reaching for Vicky's hand with one of hers, Marco still between them.

"I feel it," Marco replied, stretching as he collapsed onto the bed, not quite moving off Vicky's legs, but at least making an effort not to completely crush her beneath his full weight.

Vicky laughed, though she did also feel very well fucked. "Thank you, Mina," she said, in relation to both the fucking and making sure Vicky actually had a threesome. Turning slightly, Vicky kissed Marco. "And you," she added. "You were very good." Marco definitely had been.

Mina collapsed next to them, running her hands over Marco as she pressed against his back. She then moved her hand over to one of Vicky’s breasts, fingers teasing Vicky’s nipple. It made Vicky gasp lightly and Mina smirked.

"So which one of you is going to make me come?"

Marco laughed, but he did also make the effort to roll onto his side, hand sliding over Mina's waist, up to her breast, cupping it with his palm over her nipple.

"Both?" he suggested, raising an eyebrow at Vicky over Mina's shoulder. "Unless you're too well fucked." His smirk was almost smug, but there was a lot of teasing in it, as well.

Mina rolled to her side, too, hooking one of her legs over Marco's behind her, knee bent up so he pussy was easily accessible. "You going to show me how good you can be with your mouth?" she asked Vicky.

"Oh, yes," Vicky nodded eagerly. She was very well fucked, in large parts thanks to Mina, but Vicky still wanted her friend to come, too. "Play with her breasts," she told Marco, sliding down on the bed so she could get to Mina's pussy.

Running her tongue over her lower lip, Vicky ran her fingers over Mina’s inner thighs, before leaning in to lick against her, tongue light against Mina’s clit. She was so wet, and it pleased Vicky to know that it had been from fucking Marco who was fucking Vicky.

She glanced up through her lashes to make sure that Marco was doing as she’d instructed, before lowering her mouth against Mina again, humming as she gave a loud moan.

Marco's fingers against her breasts made Mina's breath catch, her body squirming as she tried to get both him and Vicky closer. "You can pinch harder than that," she told Marco, and then moaned even louder as he obeyed.

Mina leaned back against Marco's chest, using the leverage to lift her hips up to meet Vicky's tongue.

"Please," she begged, eyes wide as she looked down at Vicky between her legs.

Moving one hand, Vicky pressed a finger inside Mina, licking upwards over Mina's clit. The other woman cried out, making Vicky moan. Marco was working Mina's nipples well, sucking one between his teeth whilst the other was being rolled between his fingers. Mina was clearly enjoying it, her moans surrounding them.

Vicky inserted another finger in Mina's wet pussy, tongue rolling around her clit, making Mina's cries so much harder. Having experience in making Mina come meant that Vicky knew the signs. She fingered Mina faster, pulling back enough so she'd have more force with which to push her fingers in and out of Mina's pussy.

"Oh god, yessssss!" Mina shouted and Vicky could feel her body physically trembling against Vicky's fingers as the orgasm crashed over Mina.

Marco's mouth continued to move over Mina's nipples, his tongue lapping against them gently enough to keep Mina shaking between his body and Vicky's. He didn't stop until Mina whimpered, lifting a hand to lift his chin and bring his lips to hers.

Mina kissed him hard, making Marco give a small cry when her teeth bit down against his lip. When they moved apart, Marco's lips were red and his eyes looked glazed with lust all over again.

"Fuck, that was great," Mina said, her hand moving to run through Vicky's hair. "You were both so good."

Vicky laughed at the praise, licking the sticky taste of Mina off her lower lip before she crawled up her friend's body to kiss her. "We were," she agreed with a grin, moving to kiss Marco, too.

"You'll have to come play with us again," Mina decided as she ran her hand over Vicky's sweaty back.

"Yes, definitely," Vicky nodded. Marco had been an excellent choice for her first threesome and Vicky would definitely be up for more of this sort of fun.

Marco's eyes darkened as he watched Vicky and Mina settle their bodies together, licking his own lips as if he wished he could be a part of the kiss they shared. "I take it that's my cue to leave?" he asked, but there was amusement in his tone even as he stretched his body up and off the bed.

"You've got my number," he added, with a grin. "Hit me up any time." He grabbed one of the hotel's plush towels. "I'm going to shower first," he told them, his eyes watching Mina's hand move down to Vicky's ass. "Please, feel free to carry on. I won't be offended if you can't keep your hands off each other until I get back."


Playing Outside: Under Her Control

Mandy had spent a long time looking forward to summer vacation. A few weeks in a rented beach house was precisely what she felt her and Parker needed. He had been working very hard and Mandy had every intention of rewarding him for it. She’d spent quite a while planning out the things they could do. The first day there, they’d spent just lounging around, with Parker’s head in Mandy’s lap for most of the day.

Today would be different. Mandy had woken Parker up with demands of oral sex, enjoying the sun that broke through the blinds as Parker ate her out. From then on, their day had followed in a similar way. After breakfast, Mandy had made Parker pleasure her again, before letting him go for a swim in the sea.

Mandy had been careful not to let Parker come, telling him he wasn’t allowed to until she decided he was. She hadn’t bothered with a cage, but only because Parker had promised he wouldn’t. Mandy was very excited for what she had planned for them, and part of that involved making sure she chose when Parker was allowed to come.

Once they’d had a lunch - and thus renewed their energy - Mandy led them outside to the deck facing the sea. The house they had rented was remote, the owners had assured Mandy that naked sunbathing would be fine, that the neighbours were unlikely to see. The idea of ‘unlikely’ was very tempting to her.

Given, Mandy also had much greater plans than just naked sunbathing.

Parker was kneeling next to the sunbed that Mandy was on, her fingers stroking through his hair lightly. "You've been so good today," she commented. "And you don't even know what I have planned for you." Mandy was certain that when Parker found out, he’d be as excited by it as she was.

"I'm going to fuck you, baby, I'm going to fuck you so well," Mandy promised. "And I'm going to do it right here. Outside, where anyone might see."

Parker sat up straighter, his green eyes moving from side to side as he took in the horizon. At the moment, there was no one there to see them, but the deck only had an open fence, which hardly protected them from being watched.

The way Parker shifted his weight brought attention to the erection tenting his swim shorts, and he had to snatch his own hand behind his back to keep from trying to bring his cock some relief.

"Right here?" Parker asked, and while there was a tremor of nerves in his voice, there was just as much excitement.

"Right here," Mandy confirmed, her fingers tightening in Parker’s hair briefly. "Right here where someone might see. And if they do, they'll know what a good sub you are," she promised. It thrilled Mandy to think that they could be seen, and it thrilled her even more to know that they could be seen with her fucking Parker rather than the other way around.

Moving, Mandy leaned to press a kiss against Parker’s lips. "I'll take good care of you," she told Parker. Mandy always took good care of him, and this whole vacation was to ensure that Parker could relax.

Getting up, Mandy told Parker to stay on his knees as she went over to fetch the box she’d set out there earlier. Bringing it back, Mandy opened the lid so Parker could see its contents. There were toys there, but also nipple clamps, a lead and, in a pride of place, Parker’s favourite strap-on.

"You always take care of me," Parker agreed, watching Mandy as she opened the lid to the box. He ran a finger along the lip of the box, not touching anything inside, clearly aware he hadn't been given permission. The toys were for Mandy to touch, for her to decide what would come first.

Already, Parker's chest was rising and falling faster, betraying his excitement. "Do you want me naked?" he asked, looking up at Mandy with eyes that were a little wider than usual.

"I do want you naked," Mandy confirmed. "Naked with the collar on," she specified, reaching for the lead that was attached to a collar. Waiting for Parker to strip, Mandy toyed with the lead. She was going to enjoy attaching it to him, holding it whilst she fucked him.

Mandy loved watching Parker strip, especially when he stripped for her. She could see how hard he was already, licking her lips at the sight. "Have you wanted to come all day?" Mandy already knew the answer but she wanted to hear him say it.

Parker's throat moved as he swallowed, once again glancing around them before stepping out of his shorts. He gave a laugh in response to Mandy's question, and answered, "I've wanted to come since I tasted you this morning. You know eating you out gets me rock hard."

Naked, Parker knelt down again, clearly comfortable against the decking as he waited for Mandy to put his collar on. "I feel so exposed," he admitted, his voice breathless. "Knowing anyone could see, and we wouldn't even know. Anyone."

"Anyone," Mandy repeated, tone similarly lustful as the one Parker had used. It was exciting and Mandy loved how Parker just gave in to what she wanted. More than that, he wanted it, too.

She placed the collar around Parker's neck, fastening it carefully before attaching the lead to it. Tugging on the lead, Mandy made him lean in so she could kiss him again. One of her hands run down to Parker's nipples and she teased her fingers over them.

"Want me to use the clamps?" Mandy offered generously, letting Parker choose this, since she had no plans to let him choose anything else.

Moaning, Parker pushed his chest against Mandy's fingers. His hands were balled into fists by his sides, nails doubtless digging into his palms to keep him from touching himself. Parker always tried his best to be a good sub for Mandy, but self-control was still something he was learning.

He hardly seemed to give Mandy's question any thought at all before he answered. "Yes! Please." The eager nod he gave made the lead slap lightly against his bare shoulder. "I want you to put them on, so I can show you how much I can take."

The answer definitely pleased Mandy and she showed Parker as much by giving his nipple a pinch. Hearing him moan in response was very encouraging. Reaching for the clamps, Mandy pinched at Parker's nipple again to make it stand out before she attached the camp to it, back of her finger softly running over the now clamped nipple.

"Such pretty sounds," Mandy hummed. Hearing the sounds Parker made was one of her favourite things. There were many others, too. Reaching for his other nipple, Mandy gave it an equally sharp pinch.

Parker's mouth dropped open, which only made his moans louder as his nipple hardened to a peak under Mandy's fingers. The muscles in his stomach tensed under the strain of holding himself still, neither rocking into Mandy's touch nor away from the ache of the clamp she'd already attached.

"Just you wait," Parker quipped, his smile dimpling one cheek. "They'll be even prettier when you're fucking me." Unless Mandy used a gag, Parker could certainly be relied upon to be loud. "Do you want people to hear me?" he asked, a pale pink colouring his cheeks. "Hear how I'm such a responsive sub for you?"

Mandy licked her lips, actually taking a moment to think about Parker’s question. She certainly liked the idea of him being loud, but Mandy also had no desire for it to be a performance, something he thought she expected from him. "You can be as loud as you want to be," Mandy decided. That was certainly fair, and gave Parker the ability to be comfortable, which really was one of Mandy’s main motivators.

"Do these feel good?" She asked tugging on the chain linking the two nipple clamps together, but she didn't really need much more of an answer than the moan that Parker gave. "So good," she muttered, hand running upwards so she could brush her fingers over the collar she'd attached to him.

Moving on the sunbed, Mandy reached for one of the toys in the box. "Get on all fours," she instructed.

Parker leaned in to the touch against his collar, far more than he'd allowed himself to move in response to the clamps, only pulling back when Mandy shifted on the bed. "Everything feels good," Parker answered, as if just remembering that Mandy had asked him a question. "You, the clamps, the sun." Light glittered off the sea in the distance, and it certainly made a change from fucking in their apartment at home.

Carefully, Parker moved to obey Mandy's orders, settling himself with his legs and arms spread, his spine slightly bowed. The chain between the nipple clamps dangled, the movement making Parker's breath hitch. "Like this?" he asked, glancing over his shoulder at Mandy.

"Yeah," Mandy nodded as she sucked her lower lip between her teeth, biting away a small moan at the sight of Parker. "Just like that." He looked stunning, on all fours there for her, ass thrust towards her. The collar around his neck looked beautiful, and Mandy tugged the lead just a little bit because she could.

With the chain linking the two nipple clamps together, Mandy knew that the weight would make itself known every time Parker moved. That excited her, too. Knowing he was so committed to her, so trusting. Reaching out, Mandy run a hand over Parker's back and down to his ass.

Getting the lube, Mandy generously applied it to her fingers, squeezing some against Parker, too. She then moved to slide a finger between his asscheeks, enjoying how Parker's body twitched when she touched his opening.

"Fuuuck," Parker moaned, his head falling forward, exposing more of the dark leather collar against his tanned skin. His muscles tensed against Mandy's finger, then relaxed, letting her press deeper inside him.

Parker rocked his hips back, trying to get more of Mandy's finger stretching him. Every movement made the chain between his nipples sway, and Parker's gasps and bitten-off curses got louder each time.

Spreading his legs more, Parker lifted his head to glance back. "Please," he begged. "Add another finger. I need something bigger."

Mandy didn't follow Parker's request straight away, mostly to make sure he knew she was in charge, she would be the one to decide when to give him more. When she finally did push another finger in, it was to a loud cry of pleasure from Parker. The sound went straight to Mandy's pussy, making her shift slightly.

Her movements were slow and she intentionally took her time, pushing her fingers wider and them closing them again. It allowed her to stretch Parker out slowly, tease him as she did so. The noises he made were fabulous and Mandy poured more lube on her fingers so she could insert a third.

Parker's thighs trembled as he tried to hold still, panting in an effort not to move. As Mandy's third finger pushed all the way into him, he moaned beautifully, his fingers scrabbling at the deck like he needed something to hold onto.

"Yes, yes, please," he begged, tongue darting out over his lips. "You feel so good, Mandy. So much." Even three of Mandy's fingers weren't as thick around as the strap-on, but she could twist them in a way that made Parker choke on another moan, getting him ready to take even more.

Mandy’s free hand brushed over Parker’s hip, holding him in place as he pushed more back against her fingers. Rotating her wrist, Mandy did move the fingers inside him more, pulling them out in a slow motion before pushing them back in again. Parker’s moans were definitely increasing, making Mandy so much more eager to fuck him.

The sun beamed down on them, and Mandy’s pussy wettened at the knowledge that someone might see them, might see how needy and wanting Parker was under her touch. She reached for one of the toys, skillfully covering it in lube with her free hand.

"Gonna fill you up, sweetheart," Mandy hummed in a promise, before pulling her fingers out of Parker, so she could push the toy inside him instead, giving a moan as his asshole closed around the smaller part of it.

Parker's own moan was swallowed under Mandy's, but she could hear the little sigh of satisfaction he gave when he felt the toy settle in his ass. Almost instantly, his hips rocked forward, and he whined, his cock and the chain between his nipples swaying in time with his movements.

"Oh, oh fuck," he swore, his hips moving faster but his hands going flat against the deck as he leaned his weight into them. "It won't move," he protested, though the way the words were followed by another moan rather undermined any actual objection.

Another, harder thrust made Parker cry out, clearly no longer embarrassed that people might hear him.

Mandy loved the noises Parker made, she even loved the complaint of how the toy wouldn't move. It was amusing, in a way, and Mandy slapped Parker's ass. "You look so good," she commented, dragging each word out slowly to match the speed with which her hands were stroking over Parker's body.

Moving to one side of him, Mandy ran a finger over one sensitive, trapped nipple, smirking slightly at the sharp intake of breath that Parker gave. Finally, Mandy reached to undo the clamp and then the other, letting them drop down on the wooden deck.

"Push up more," Mandy instructed as her palm running over Parker's spine down to his ass.

The noise Parker made as feeling rushed back into his nipples was too high-pitched to really be called a moan, and lasted until he had to draw in a breath, his chest heaving. It seemed to take him a moment to process Mandy's words, to push his ass higher.

"Do I look good for you?" he asked, pushing himself up as much as he could, trying so hard to obey Mandy's orders. "A good sub," he added, his toes curling against the warm wood of the deck. "Want to be so good for you. Please."

He whimpered, head falling forward and sweat sliding down his spine as Mandy took a grip of the plug in his ass.

"You are," Mandy promised, her hand turning the plug inside Parker. His whine was delicious and Mandy intentionally moved the toy again but slower. Teasing yet another moan from Parker, Mandy resettled the plug.

With another light slap against Parker's ass, Mandy pulled away. "I'm going to get the strap-on on so that I can show you how good a sub you are," Mandy said, so Parker would know she wasn't leaving him like this (maybe another time). "Stay," she instructed, standing up.

Though he raised his head to watch her go, Parker didn't let his ass drop, keeping it nice and high for Mandy's return. "I will be," he promised, his voice sounding hoarse from how loud he'd been already. "So good for you, for anyone watching."

Mandy pulled her dress off over her head, letting her breasts bounce free before she reached for the strap-on in the box. This not being her first time, it took Mandy very little time to put it on. She walked around to the front of Parker, her cock swinging from side to side. "Suck it," she demanded.

Parker groaned, but only for a moment before he pressed forward. His wide green eyes looked up at Mandy as he stretched his lips around the strap-on. From the way his jaw moved, she could guess how he was swirling his tongue around the head, the same way Mandy did to his cock when she took it into her mouth.

Slowly, Parker worked his mouth along the thick shaft, taking in every inch until his nose was nearly pressed against the harness. Tilting his head up to take the fake cock still deeper, Parker gave a muffled moan.

He pulled back, leaving a sheen of saliva against the silicone. "Fuck my mouth?" he asked, his tone half-request and half-plea.

A request like that was hard to resist, and Mandy brough one hand down to Parker’s hair, fingers tangling in it. "You're so good, sweetheart," she almost cooed. Her tone was much softer than her actions and Mandy thrust forward, fucking Parker's mouth just as he asked her to. The power was almost intoxicating.

Seeing Parker take the strap-on so well made Mandy hornier with every thrust. "Gonna fuck your ass just as good," she told him, almost physically feeling the vibration that Parker's moan in response sent through the strap-on.

As Mandy's movements sped up, her fingers tugged in Parker's hair, and she could see the way he moved his head to tug harder. His eyes watered as Mandy's cock brushed the back of his throat, but he didn't pull back, didn't ask her to stop. Instead, she could see the way his adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed around the toy.

Parker's whole body moved with each thrust, his hips grinding against nothing as he tried desperately to get some friction on his cock. Saliva dripped past the corners of his mouth, and the full length of the strap-on was good and wet by the time Mandy finally slowed her thrusts.

"You're so beautiful," Mandy said, her hand running over Parker’s cheek, rubbing the saliva over his skin. "So good for me." He certainly was that. On all fours in front of Mandy, so willing to take her cock in deep into his throat, just because she told him to. Mandy was looking forward to seeing how well Parker took it in his ass, too.

Taking a step back, Mandy just looked at Parker for a bit. The way he was on all fours, hands flat against the floor, ass filled with a plug and pushed up for Mandy to run her hand over it. Finally she reached to pull the plug back out, slow as she did so, a steadying hand against Parker’s hip so he wouldn’t push back.

He held carefully still, only whining in response to the loss of the plug. "I'm ready," he said, the desperation in his voice reminding Mandy that he hadn't come all day. "I'm so ready," he carried on. "So ready for your thick cock in me, please. I want to be good, want you to see me being good."

Parker's hips twitched as Mandy pulled the toy all the way out, but he didn't push back, even though he must have wanted to. "Pleeease," he whined, the word drawn out on a long exhale. "Mandy, don't make me wait any more." His voice sounded almost wrecked.

"I won't, baby, I won't," Mandy promised. Having Parker beg for it, beg her to fuck him, it felt good and she knew she could prolong if she wanted to. Parker might beg more but it was still up to Mandy to decide when and what she did. But what Mandy wanted now was to hear how much Parker would beg as she fucked him.

Reaching for the lube, Mandy covered the strap-on thoroughly before moving behind Parker, pressing the tip against him. "Relax," she urged. Slowly, but steadily, Mandy pushed in, taking her time to ensure that it wasn’t too much for Parker. Not straight away, at least, because Mandy had every intention of being plenty soon enough.

Every inch earned her a new noise from Parker - little grunts, and sharp inhales and a deep moan when she finally had the strap-on all the way in. She could watch Parker's ribs expand as he fought to catch his breath, and she gave him the time he needed to adjust.

"Fuck, I feel so full," Parker groaned, but the way he rocked his hips, dragging himself a little way off Mandy's cock before he pushed back on, made it very clear he was enjoying it. This particular strap-on was Parker's favourite, after all. "Fills me up so good," he added, his hips moving faster.

One of Mandy’s hands came to settle against Parker’s hip as she ran the other one over his back. She loved the way Parker pulled forward only to push back. "You are so full, baby, so full for me," Mandy agreed, giving her hips a small wiggle. She let Parker move a bit more, pushing himself back against her cock.

Finally, satisfied that Parker had adjusted to the size, Mandy thrust forward. The sound he gave in response went straight to Mandy’s pussy. "Oh, baby, you're so good," she praised. "Such a good sub, letting me fuck you like this, out here." It was thrilling to know that someone could see, that someone could walk past and see Parker taking it so well, so needily from Mandy.

Parker moaned, nodding his head in short jerks. His laboured breathing was audible over the distant roar of the ocean, and his shoulders slumped, making him look even more submissive with his ass full of Mandy's cock.

Rolling his hips back, Parker did his best to fall into Mandy's rhythm, moving with her rather than against her. His muscles twitched every time Mandy slammed into him, noises pouring from his open mouth, none of them quite coherent enough to be actual words.

With every thrust, Mandy’s breasts bounced and she drove her hips into Parker harder and harder. His moans and cries of pleasure were getting louder and louder. The sounds carried, enough for someone nearby to hear. It only made Mandy fuck into Parker harder, to thrust forward more as he moaned beneath her.

"I love this, love how good you are at taking my cock. Do you love it, baby? Tell me how much you love having me fill you up," Mandy encouraged, reaching for the lead so she could pull on it as she moved her hips forward.

The tug on the lead pulled Parker's head up, making his back arch beautifully. "I do," he agreed, his voice almost as loud as his moans had been. "Love how you fuck me, how you make me take it." He rocked back, words breaking off into a mix of Mandy's name and pleading for 'more' and 'harder'.

As Mandy slowed, making Parker whine, he rediscovered the ability to talk. "Would they stop and watch?" he asked, his head moving like he was checking to see if they did have an audience. "Stop and watch you fuck me, because we look so good?" He moaned again as Mandy shifted the angle of the strap-on, fucking Parker deeper. "I'd watch," he added, with a noise caught between a laugh and a groan.

"Oh yes, baby," Mandy nodded, her hips still moving steadily as she fucked into Parker. Mandy didn't actually doubt that anyone who'd see them would stop. They looked beautiful, especially Parker. Mandy tugged on the lead, making Parker tilt his head back more. "They'd stop and watch, watch how I fuck you hard and deep." Mandy punctuated each word with a hard thrust, making sure to drive the strap-on into Parker as deep as she could.

With the sun beaming down at them and the sounds of the ocean carrying in, Mandy could almost imagine all the people who could walk past. They’d see how good Parker was, what a good sub, taking it in the rear hard. It made her want to fuck him more, fuck him even harder.

"Touch yourself," she told him, wanting to hear Parker as he came, touching himself whilst Mandy drove forward into him.

"Oh god," Parker gasped, evidently responding to just the idea of obeying Mandy's instruction. "Yeah," he agreed, nodding his head and pulling slightly on the lead. "Such a good sub, getting off on you using me."

When he lifted a hand from the deck to close loosely around his cock, Parker's body moved even more in response to Mandy's thrusts. He swayed back and forth, Mandy's hips hitting his ass with rhythmic slaps of skin against skin.

His breath came in frantic gasps, his shoulder moving in time with his hand against his cock. "Mandy, please," he managed, before giving another loud groan as the strap-on hit his prostate.

Mandy recognised the sound straight away and thrust her hips in the same direction, loving how Parker’s body twisted in response. Doing her best to keep the pace, Mandy pulled the lead, showing Parker just how much she was in control. "Come for me," she told Parker. "Come all across the deck for me."

As encouragement, Mandy began to fuck Parker even harder, thrusting forward with all her might, a line of sweat dripping down her back. She wanted to hear Parker come, wanted everyone to hear him come. He was doing so well, moaning under Mandy, taking her cock and enjoying it.

Parker's shoulder moved faster, his hips snapping forward as he thrust his cock into his own hand. It didn't take long, Parker was too obedient not to come as quickly as he could, giving a scream of pleasure as his orgasm crashed over him. The muscles in his ass tightened around the thick cock, and Parker slowly rocked to a stop.

He didn't pull away, just let Mandy keep slamming the strap-on into him, bracing both hands against the deck. "Fuck, fuck. God, Mandy, please," he begged, though it wasn't very clear what he was begging for. He didn't ask Mandy to stop, even though she could see the way his arms were trembling from the effort of keeping himself on his knees.

Mandy gave one, two, three hard thrusts, before finally slowing down. Knowing that Parker would need a rest, she didn’t want to overwhelm him, but being the one to fuck him did make Mandy show him who was in charge. That and Mandy knew that Parker loved having her in charge. He loved her deciding when to stop, how hard to make him come.

Pulling back carefully, Mandy stroked her hands over Parker’s ass. "So good," she repeated, with a satisfied hum. "Come on, baby, get on the sunbed so I can have more fun," she encouraged. Mandy had, of course, had plenty of fun fucking Parker, but now she wanted to come too.

Parker took a moment, stretching in the sunlight, before he sat upright, hands resting on his knees. Mandy could see how his nipples were still pink from the clamps, and knew they'd still be sensitive. Glancing at the sunbed, Parker asked, "How do you want me?"

Leaning forward, Parker rested his hands on the edge of the bed. "On my back, so you can sit on my face?" he asked, tongue darting out over his lips like he was eager for Mandy's taste. "Or between your legs?"

Neither had been Mandy’s plan, but seeing how Parker licked his lips, it was difficult to say no. "Lie back," she told him and watched at Parker stretched out across the sunbed. He looked thoroughly fucked and Mandy’s pussy got even hotter at the sight. Knowing that she was the reason why he looked like that was thrilling.

When Parker had settled, Mandy moved to straddle him, facing away from him. With Parker’s hands against her legs, Mandy moved up his body backwards, until her ass was high up, her pussy against Parker’s face. The first touch of Parker’s tongue made Mandy moan loudly. She was so wet, fucking him had gotten her so hot.

"Oh, yes, baby, lap it all up," Mandy said in half a whine, half a moan.

Parker's hands were gentle against Mandy's legs, his fingers brushing teasingly against her inner thighs. He didn't grip her hard, like many men might've done, instead keeping his touch soft and careful, still submissive. His tongue moved slowly, lapping all the way up to Mandy's clit, circling daintily around it before moving lower again.

He pushed his tongue lightly inside her, thrusting once, twice, before he withdrew. Every moan Mandy gave, Parker echoed, and she could feel the vibrations against her pussy. Parker knew what he liked, but he took his time, letting the pleasure build slowly.

Mandy’s moans surrounded them as she pushed her hips back, her pussy more into Parker’s mouth. The gentleness of his touch was definitely an extra layer in how turned on Mandy was. She loved that he touched her so adoringly, like he always wanted to prove himself so good, to treat her the best. It was definitely working, as was the way his tongue circled Mandy’s clit.

Having Parker push his tongue inside her every so often made Mandy moan louder. "Use your fingers," she instructed, wanting there to be more, wanting Parker to fuck her. "Fill me up, baby, just like how I did to you," she encouraged, rocking more against him.

Parker moaned, giving a nod which - briefly - removed his mouth from against Mandy's pussy. He quickly made amends, licking more directly over her clit, matching the rhythm she set with the rocking of her hips.

One hand stayed gentle against her thigh, and Parker hardly needed to use strength at all to slide two fingers into Mandy's pussy, she was so wet. He opened them inside her, stretching her in much the same way Mandy had stretched him, if for very different reasons.

"Ooh, yes!" Mandy moaned, rocking her hips back harder. The way Parker stretched her out felt great, and Mandy moved more. Her pussy was so wet that Mandy almost swallowed up Parker's fingers. "More," she encouraged, rocking back harder.

Mandy could feel the way her pleasure was building. Muscles in her stomach tightened as Mandy's orgasm approached. "So good, baby, just like that!"

Parker once again moaned against Mandy's pussy, sliding a third finger into her to stretch her out more. He let his tongue circle around his fingers, before licking his way back up to Mandy's clit. Pursing his lips around it, he sucked, like he might do to one of Mandy's nipples.

His body moved under her, free hand clinging to her hip, clearly trying to pull her closer without losing contact with her pussy. He thrust his fingers in faster, fucking Mandy with them, responding to the noises she made by going faster, angling his fingers deeper.

As the speed picked up, Mandy cried out in pleasure, thrusting her hips backwards more. Her thrusts met Parker's fingers and the way he pushed them in her. The wet tongue in addition to the fingers inside her made Mandy moan louder and louder, the reminder of how anyone could see the like this making her whole body tremble.

"Oh fuck, baby!" Mandy screamed before her orgasm crashed over her, waves of pleasure making her muscles tense up, tightening against Parker's fingers and Mandy rocked against them.

Parker didn't stop, though he did slow down to match Mandy's pace. His tongue licked over her clit a few more times, and the way she shuddered seemed to make him moan encouragingly.

Pulling his fingers free, Parker loosely held Mandy's hips, his tongue still lapping all the liquids from her pussy. His fingers stroked over her skin, as if he were trying to let her down gently from the height of pleasure.

Mandy moaned, pressing against Parker's tongue one more time before finally moving off him. Her body felt deeply satisfied and Mandy turned around so she could drape herself half across Parker, tilting her head to kiss him. "You did so well," Mandy praised. "So good at taking it, such a perfect sub."

Stroking her hand upwards over Parker's chest, Mandy brushed her fingers against the collar still around Parker's neck. "Did you love it? Having me fuck you so hard out here?"

Parker beamed, leaning in to the hand on his chest, turning so he could see Mandy better. His teeth pressed lightly against his lower lip, gaze sweeping over her, as if realising all over again just how exposed they both were like this. "I really did," he confirmed. "Fuck. I love the idea that someone might have watched, might have seen us."

He lifted his head to look around, but if there had been any audience, there was no immediate evidence of it. "You're so good to me," he said softly, leaning in to press a kiss against Mandy's lips. "Did you love it? Do you love fucking me?"

"I did love it," Mandy nodded with a pleased sigh. "I love fucking you," she added, tugging lightly against Parker's collar, before sliding her fingers over his jaw. "And I love you." Tilting her head up, Mandy pressed a kiss against Parker's cheek. "It's a pretty great start to our vacation," she teased.

They had plenty more time left, and Mandy had many ideas how they could fill it.
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