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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




"Taaaanya," Charlie whined.




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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




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