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Wax Play


The winter evenings grew darker and darker with every passing day. Patrice had never liked turning on the main overhead light; she preferred a selection of lamps dotted around the room. It gave the house a cozier feeling, in her opinion. This year, now that she was living with Will, she’d invested in several candles. Candles were, after all, supposed to be romantic. 

Patrice wasn’t altogether sure that the candles added much to the romance of their relationship. While they did have dinner together, and curl up most nights in the same bed at the same time, they’d always done those things. At least, for the last four months since Will had moved in. 

But Will’s reaction to the candles was different than Patrice had imagined. He seemed almost mesmerized by them, his gaze drifting to the flickering flames whenever he wasn’t occupied with something else. 

And knowing what she did about Will’s appreciation for pain, Patrice couldn’t help but start scheming. 

She’d done a lot of research, not wanting to suggest anything to her boyfriend that she wasn’t absolutely sure they could do safely. Fortunately, there were plenty of beginners’ guides on the internet, and Patrice and Will knew and trusted each other enough to play with something a little more extreme. 

One night, once the candles were lit but before they’d turned on the television, Patrice turned to Will, laying a hand on the bare, warm skin of his forearm. “Have you ever tried wax play?” she asked, seeing no reason to mince her words. 

Patrice had to bite her lip not to laugh at the look of surprise on Will’s face. He thought about it, digging through his memories as if that would somehow reveal that he’d tried wax play before but had forgotten about it. Patrice certainly didn’t intend for Will to forget.

“No.” He shook his head finally. “It’s... I mean, I have obviously heard of it, but other than like accidentally burning myself with some hot wax from one of your candles, I haven’t given it much thought?” That was about what Patrice had expected. When Will followed it up with a soft ‘why?’, she smirked.

“I thought we might give it a try,” she answered, squeezing the hand against Will’s arm slightly, her nails scratching across his skin. “You like pain.” And Will responded to it with such arousing noises. Patrice loved whipping or paddling him, taking him right up to that border where the pain was almost too much. It gave her a rush of control like nothing else. 

She shifted, trying to read Will’s expression. His surprise was still there, in the slack muscles around his mouth and the widened pupils. But arousal was there, too. “Besides, you can hardly look away from those candles when I’ve got them lit,” Patrice observed. “Think how much more mesmerizing they’d be if you knew how it was going to feel to have hot wax dripped over you.” 

Will did blush at that. Patrice was sure that she could make him blush even more. As well as moan, hopefully. “I guess I get a little mesmerized by fire, but doesn't everyone?” And yes, Patrice supposed people did. “Not that I’m not interested in what you’re proposing, too!” Will rushed in to add.

Sucking his lower lip between his teeth, he gave a small shrug. “Is it not a bit dangerous?” That was a very fair question. Pride made Patrice’s heart swell that Will was asking it. She always wanted him to be careful and that included questioning things she proposed if he wanted more information.

“It can be,” she said. “But I’ve done a lot of research over the last couple of weeks. I’m confident that we can try it out and I won’t do any damage. We wouldn’t have to do a lot the first time, just enough to see how it makes you feel.” After all, there was a risk that Will wouldn’t even like it. Patrice didn’t want to set up a whole session without at least one practice run. 

She smiled, leaning in to brush a kiss against Will’s lips. “It will feel very different from what we usually do,” she said. “A different kind of pain. I want to start out gently, not pushing you as far as you can go, not at first.”

Leaning back, Patrice appreciated the way Will’s gaze followed her. “If you have any specific questions, you can ask me. Or I can give you some time to do your own research. We don’t have to do it tonight.” 

Will chewed his lip and Patrice waited patiently. “You’ve researched it over the past few weeks?” he repeated and she nodded. “Wow, you’re always so well prepared.” The compliment made Patrice smile. “I do want to try it,” Will promised. “I trust that you have researched it, of course.”

Moving across the room, Will's gaze settled on the candles there. “It’s not... these candles, is it?” Patrice couldn’t really blame him for asking that. She, too, had accidentally burned her skin before. “I mean... It is exciting. You know that I like pain, obviously. I just... wow. Yeah.”

Patrice almost laughed. The words stumbling out of Will showed his nervousness but at the same time also excitement.

“It’s not these candles, no,” Patrice assured. “I ordered special ones, had them delivered to the office so it wouldn’t ruin the surprise.” If Will hadn’t wanted to try wax play, Patrice earned enough that wasting the money really wouldn’t be a problem. 

She gave Will her most confident smile, pleased with his enthusiasm so far. “I’m not going to burn you. I tested it on myself, of course.” Will’s eyes darkened at that, as they always did when Patrice admitted to having tried the things herself that she then asked him to do. The idea intrigued him, especially because Patrice had never allowed him to watch. 

“We’re not going to jump right into playing with candles,” she said, her voice taking on a commanding edge. “Why don’t you kneel for me?” 

“Yeah, yeah, that’d be good,” he exhaled, almost instantly dropping to his knees. Patrice instantly wanted to reach out and run her hand through Will’s hair. His submission made them both relax a lot more. His trust was so evident and Patrice wanted to show him how worthy she was of it.

Will crawled forward, turning his head so he could rub his cheek against Patrice’s hand. “Anything you want,” he promised, pressing a soft kiss against her palm. “I know you’ll take good care of me.” And Patrice certainly planned to do that.

She petted Will’s hair, drawing her fingers through the strands. Her panties were soaked already, and it was tempting to order Will to eat her out before they even began. But though she wanted Will in subspace when they started playing with candles, she didn’t want him so far under that he might not register when the pain became too much. 

It was a delicate balance to strike. Luckily, Patrice considered herself very skilled at pitching things just right. So she got to her feet, letting her hand lift from Will’s hair. “Follow me up the stairs,” she instructed. Her shoes rang out against the floor as she moved off. 

“Yes, ma’am,” Will murmured, making Patrice glance over her shoulder at him with a soft smirk. She did enjoy his obedience oh so very much. Turning back, she led her way upstairs, certain that she had no need to look back at whether Will was following her. He enjoyed following her as much as Patrice enjoyed him doing so.

When they reached the bedroom, Will stopped just behind Patrice. “What... um. Where do you want me?” Will asked, looking around as if he was seeing the bedroom for the first time. New experiences were exciting just from the point that they didn’t have so many of those these days, having tried many things together.

“I want you to undress, first of all,” Patrice said, her voice practically purring. “Take off everything except your boxers, put it all in the laundry hamper, then you may lie down on the bed.” Her temperature was rising, desire heating her up from the inside. Knowing what they were going to do, what Will was trusting her with, made even those simple instructions so much more arousing than usual. 

Will nodded, pulling his shirt off over his head. He clutched the fabric to his chest as he moved towards the hamper. Patrice let him hear her sounds of appreciation as soon as he straightened up, bare chest gleaming in the bright overhead light. “Keep going,” she reminded, bringing Will’s attention back to the task at hand. 

“Yes, ma’am,” Will nodded, making Patrice smile. His hands were quick to get his pants off. Even through his boxers, Patrice could tell that he was half-hard already. Will paid no attention to his own arousal, though. Instead, he followed the clearly-given instructions, placing all of his clothes in the laundry hamper before he resettled on his knees, ass resting against his heels.

His hands dropped by his sides and Patrice recognized the submissive pose. When she raised an eyebrow at him, Will blushed slightly as if he only then remembered the rest of the instructions she’d given him. Moving onto the bed, Will lay down on his back, tongue darting out to wet his lips.

“Like this?” he asked.

“Perfect,” Patrice praised. She moved closer, running her hand appreciatively over Will’s torso. He was strong, the muscles shifting under her hand as he tried to press himself up into her touch. Knowing that made the idea of hurting him all the more exciting. It would only be possible through Will submitting to her, letting her do what she liked, and what she thought would bring him pleasure. 

Granted, that pleasure would be laced with pain. “I’m going to take off my dress but not my underwear,” Patrice narrated aloud. “You may watch.” She stripped efficiently, dropping her own clothes on top of Will’s in the hamper. Though she could feel his gaze on her, she didn’t tease or indulge his attention. Instead, she fetched the candles she had ordered from where she’d hidden them. 

“We’re going to test one candle first,” she said, making her voice soft, wanting to lull Will into that space where he had to do nothing but obey and react. 

Patrice saw Will visibly swallow and then give a nod. “That sounds good,” he commented. It reminded Patrice of when they’d tried spanking for the first time. It hadn’t been the first for either of them but having that first together had still been special. This, however, would be something that they did share as each other’s firsts. Patrice did rather expect that Will would enjoy this in a similar way.

When she lit the candle, Patrice couldn’t help but smirk. Just like Will’s eyes had been drawn to the candles around their living room, his eyes focused on the flame now, too. It’d be fun to see what his next reaction would be.

“I’m ready,” he promised her. “I... it’s quite exciting? A little nervous, but mostly exciting.”

Patrice smiled, holding the candle carefully so she would be sure not to spill any of the wax before she was ready. “Good.” She wanted Will to be excited. She didn’t even mind him being a little nervous. He was allowed to be. “I’m excited, too.” Unlike Will, there was no thrum of nervous energy running through Patrice. After all, she was the one in control. 

“Okay. I’m going to leave this burning where you can see it,” she said, setting the candle down on a table. “And then I’m going to run some oil into your legs. That will help get any wax off you when we’re done, without it sticking to your hairs.” 

Just as she’d described, Patrice poured a little oil into each of her hands, massaging it into Will’s legs and over his arms. “How does that feel?” she asked, wanting to keep him with her. 

“Like I’m being well taken care of,” Will answered, making Patrice smile. It was, of course, what she wanted him to feel. Patrice always wanted Will to know she was there to look out for him. “I hadn’t even thought about getting the wax off,” he admitted. “But I don’t need to. Because you think of things for me.”

Patrice certainly tried. She did still encourage questions, of course, but Patrice also aimed to always have the answers. She was mostly able to achieve that.

“I do,” she agreed. In truth, Patrice might not have thought of it if she hadn’t researched how to safely attempt wax play. But that was part of why she did such thorough research, so that she would, as much as possible, have everything thought of and taken care of before Will ever needed to worry. 

Finishing with the oil, Patrice continued to stroke her hands over Will’s body for a few more minutes, letting him simply relax, enjoy her touch, and watch the candle flame as it flickered and danced. 


After it had been burning for twenty minutes, Patrice moved to the candle. Her pulse raced, excitement building up inside her. “Okay, I’m ready,” she said. “Are you? I’m going to start on your leg, just one drop at first, and I want you to rate out of ten how much it hurts.” Patrice had tried the wax on herself, but her pain threshold was very different from Will’s. She needed him to let her know how it affected him. 

“Okay.” Will nodded.

He didn’t tense; Patrice almost paused to praise him for that. He’d come so far since that first time they’d played with pain. Even though he was nervous, Will relaxed into it. She knew it’d help them both enjoy it more.

So finally, Patrice tipped the candle forward. She’d titled it back before the first drop of the wax even had a chance to hit Will’s skin. When it did, he gave a sharp moan that went straight to Patrice’s pussy. Hearing him make those sounds was always so enticing.

“That’s... fuck,” Will breathed. “It feels good. Um. A... six, maybe? It’s... kind of the opposite of a whip. The pain is instant but then it just evaporates. I... I do like it a lot,” he assured her easily.

Patrice smiled, running a hand over Will’s other leg. His gaze darted between her and the candle. It brought a smirk to Patrice’s lips to think that she was as mesmerizing to her boyfriend as the flickering flame. 

“A little higher up, now,” she said. “Your thigh should be more sensitive.” Once more, she allowed the candle to tilt so that a drop of wax fell through the air. It landed on the outside of Will’s thigh, his moan this time even louder. 

Patrice licked her lips, swallowing hard as her mouth started to water. “How was that?” she asked. “More painful?” 

From the way his body twitched in response, Patrice assumed it had been, but she still wanted to hear Will say it. He nodded, exhaling. “Yeah, that was more painful,” he confirmed. “Not too bad, but... sharp?” The explanation made Patrice smile. She liked that Will was trying to explain it to her, even if she was never going to experience it the same way that Will did.

“It’s a little hard to focus on answering your questions and not just giving in to it,” Will admitted and Patrice smiled at that, too. It was a very honest comment.

“I know,” she said, “but you’re doing so well, baby.” Will turned his face towards her, a flush glowing on each cheek at her praise. It had been important to establish a baseline, and Will had allowed her to do that, earning the compliment she’d offered. 

Stepping closer, Patrice lifted the candle higher. Wax falling from a greater height would mean it cooled more on the way down, which should make it hurt less. “I’m going to let you give in to it now,” she said. “But I want you to tell me if it hurts too much.” She had to trust Will to be aware of that, and to tell her, just as he trusted her not to take things too far. 

In all the time they’d played together, Will had never given Patrice a reason to doubt him. While he liked handing himself over to Patrice like this, letting her choose and decide, he also made sure to tell her if something wasn’t working. So far, the wax seemed to be quite a good idea.

Will’s eyes focused on the flame, the fascination still clearly there. Patrice wondered how much, next time he watched one of the candles in their living room, would Will’s mind come back to this.

When she tilted the candle, more than just a small drop of wax fell. Patrice moved the candle a little, too, leaving a trail of wax against Will’s skin.

“Ahh, fuck,” he breathed deeply.

Patrice bit back a moan, her pussy getting even wetter at the beautiful sounds Will made. A pulsing need grew inside her, but Patrice was an expert at pushing it down, making herself wait until the moment was right. 

Skipping over Will’s boxers, Patrice let the wax fall in spots over his stomach. The sensitive skin there jumped, muscles flexing and releasing at the sudden sensation. It was the first time Patrice had let the wax fall without a warning - and from the hard line of Will’s cock as it tented the cotton of his boxers, it had clearly worked. 

“Where do you want to feel it next?” she asked, curious as to what Will would choose. Of course, whether she gave him what he wanted was all up to her. 

It took Will a moment to come up with an answer. Patrice didn’t mind waiting. When he did, his eyes moved from the candle to Patrice and then back. Sucking his lower lip between his teeth, Will chewed it slightly.

“My chest? Or my shoulders,” he answered. “The lower stomach was nice, too. Um, it felt sharper, I think. Fuck, Patrice. It does feel good. So hot and harsh but also so quick at passing. It doesn’t feel sticky either, but I can feel it if I shift or when my skin twitches.”

Patrice hummed appreciatively, shifting the candle to hold it straight as she smiled down at WIll. “You’re doing so well, telling me how it feels,” she praised. It made her so hot to hear how Will described his experience, her heart pounding hard beneath the lace of her bra. 

Just as Will had requested, Patrice let a few drops splash against his chest. She watched the wax harden, gleaming slightly in the light of the flame. Will sucked in a breath, looking so impossibly turned on that Patrice had to repeat the motion. He cried out, possibly because the wax falling once had made his skin more sensitive. 

Curiously, Patrice reached out, brushing her fingers over the dried wax on Will’s stomach. 

The sound that Will gave in response was almost guttural. It wasn’t one of pain but Patrice recognized it well - the sound of Will being turned on, of just loving to feel her touch. It made her tilt the candle again, to reward such beautiful noises.

“Fuck, Patrice,” he sighed. Another drop of wax made Will whine. “Uhh! It feels more intense, like it keeps building. Can I touch you?” She saw the way his hands rose to brush over Patrice’s legs but Will knew to stop and wait patiently until he’d been given permission.

“Wait.” Patrice let the word drop crisp and clear. With satisfaction, she watched Will draw his hands back, setting them down by his sides. Just as she’d instructed, he would wait until she allowed him to touch her. 

She straddled Will’s stomach, careful not to let any of the wax spill on him as she moved. Her breasts bounced lightly in her bra, making her glad she had chosen to keep it on. Finally, she shuffled up close enough for Will to touch, his chest and shoulders still available to tease with the wax. 

“Now you may touch me.” 

“Yeah,” he breathed, genuine relief in his tone, like being allowed to touch was all he’d ever wanted. Will’s hands slid over Patrice’s legs, gentle but firm as they did so. He loved exploring her body any way she allowed him to, Patrice knew that well. It always added to how powerful she felt, how much in charge she was.

With the lit candle in her hand, that feeling was greatly emphasized. Almost out of curiosity, she tipped the candle forward, letting the wax hit Will’s chest again. His grip on her legs tightened briefly and a low groan fell from Will’s lips. It was mesmerizing to watch. And to feel.

As she leaned forward, Patrice’s drenched panties rubbed across Will’s stomach. The friction made pleasure jump across Patrice’s nerve-endings, as if fire was burning her up from the inside. She let her groan echo around the room, wanting Will to know that she, too, was enjoying herself. 

His body arched upwards, trying to give Patrice more of what she wanted. “Careful,” she breathed. “You don’t want to knock me and send all this wax splashing all over you.” But the suggestion made Will catch his breath. Maybe next time, Patrice would try a bigger candle. 

For now, she let the wax fall across one of Will’s shoulders, his eyes widening at each new drop. 

With his cheeks flushed and lips parted, Patrice found herself almost as mesmerized as Will was every time he stared at a flame. The intakes of breath made Patrice want to tease him even more, but she also felt so fucking hot from what they’d already done. Shifting atop of him, Patrice smirked when Will’s breath hitched. His cock, she knew without looking or touching, was rock hard at this point.

“You’re so sexy,” he told her. “Fuck, I love it when you hurt me.” And yes, they both knew that to be very, very true. Patrice was glad she’d decided to try this. It was proving quite a fun activity.

As Will’s fingers pressed against her thighs, Patrice felt an ache between her legs. She could hardly wait until it was time to fuck Will, sure that after all this stiumulation it would be a challenge for him to last very long. A challenge that he would give his best effort to achieve, as he always did for her! 

Leaning back, she let the wax drop in a line down the center of Will’s chest, all the way to his stomach. He shifted, making every drop fall in a slightly unexpected place. It was beautiful, in a strange kind of way. 

“Shall I leave the wax on while I fuck you?” she asked, grinding her pussy down against Will’s crotch. “Let it be a reminder of how it felt to have me sitting over you, dropping wax on you?” 

“Fuck, yes,” Will moaned. His grip tightened against her but only just. “Uhh, Patrice. It’s... do you think you could maybe dribble some more wax on me while you fuck me?” he asked curiously. “It’s... we don’t usually do that and the pain, you know?” And yeah, she did know. It was challenging to whip Will and fuck him at the same time. She had thought about it, though.

Patrice bit back a moan, forcing herself to sit back and think. It would certainly be easier than whipping and fucking at the same time. The biggest risk would be spilling too much wax, but Patrice thought she could control that, especially at the beginning. 

“Yes,” she breathed. “I think I could manage that. But you have to be good and stay very still for me right now.” With an eager nod, Will confirmed he’d heard. Slowly, Patrice shifted off him, setting the candle down once more where he could see it. 

After a moment’s hesitation, Patrice reached to unclasp her bra, letting her breasts bounce free as she discarded the garment on the floor. “Take off your boxers,” she ordered, smirking slightly. “Show me how hard you are.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Will nodded eagerly, shifting to push his boxers down. His hard cock practically throbbed as Will bit back a moan. With his eyes moving from the flame to Patrice’s breasts, she almost laughed. It was as if he couldn’t quite decide what he was more interested in, but he did seem to finally settle on her breasts.

“May I?” Will asked. His hands slid up from Patrice’s legs to her hips, but he didn’t dare to move them higher without her permission.

“You may,” Patrice allowed. She gave in to a long moan as Will’s fingers curled under the waistband of her panties, dragging them down and exposing her pussy to the air and to his gaze, all at once. Patrice could feel how wet she was. She enjoyed it, and she knew that Will, too, would appreciate knowing how hot he’d made her with his noises and his writhing against the bed. 

Stepping out of the panties and kicking them away, Patrice took a step closer to the bed. “Go on,” she urged, wrapping her fingers around Will’s wrist to guide his hand back up the inside of her thigh. “Feel what you’ve done to me, how much I’ve enjoyed hurting you like this.” 

His hand didn’t hesitate to slide higher. They both moaned when Will’s fingers made contact with Patrice’s pussy. She was both wet and hot and it was all because of Will. He ran his tongue over his lips, hand sliding through her wetness until he could brush a finger over her clit.

It sent electricity pulsing through Patrice, but Will didn’t linger too long, instead sliding his fingers back down until he could slip two at once inside her. Patrice couldn’t help but rock forward, riding Will’s fingers a bit.

“You’re so hot,” he breathed again.

She smiled, happy to accept Will’s compliments, especially when his eyes were dark with lust. His fingers in her pussy made the ache between her legs grow even more intense, until Patrice could barely bring herself to focus on anything else. 

But, because it was for Will, she would, returning her attention to the candle that still burned on the table beside the bed. “Stop now,” she said, giving a soft sigh as Will’s fingers slipped free. 

She didn’t waste time before she straddled him, grinding her wet pussy against his thigh. Will’s hands went to her hips, holding her steady as Patrice lifted herself over him. 

Will gave himself over to her so willingly. He didn’t thrust up, but he did bite down another moan. The wax splashed across his chest seemed to glisten, a reminder of Patrice’s actions. She reached to drag a finger over the wax, smirking when Will groaned. It wouldn’t hurt now, but it was enough to refresh the memory that it had hurt.

His gaze shifted, returning to the candle and then to Patrice. “Fuck,” Will breathed, biting his lower lip. “You feel great,” he told her. “So fucking hot and tight.” Patrice rocked her hips, taking Will’s cock in deeper and moaning gently, both at the sensation and at the way Will’s eyes darkened.

She rode him like that, softly, not wanting to risk building Will’s orgasm before she was ready. Every thrust made the bed bounce under them, a rising and falling rhythm that made Patrice’s whole body flood with heat. Will’s cries grew more and more urgent, more and more broken by the need to gasp. 

His fingers slid across Patrice’s hips, up over the curve of her waist. At her nod of permission, he cupped both breasts. Her nipples brushing against Will’s palms made Patrice groan, head falling forward so that her hair tumbled over her shoulders. 

Only then did she reach for the candle once more. 

In turn, Will lowered his hands. She was tempted to demand that he return them to her breasts, but Patrice also understood that this would be easier if she had more access to Will’s chest. His eyes focused on the candle and Patrice grinned. The fascination that Will had with the flame was clearly only growing now that he knew to associate it with pleasurable pain.

“Please, Patrice,” Will begged. “I want to... please let me. Please.” Begging was something that they both enjoyed. Patrice loved hearing the desperation, the pure want and need in Will’s voice. How could she possibly not reward that?

She lowered the candle, choosing a spot on Will’s chest that was already splattered with wax. When the drops fell, some would land on sensitive skin while others would splash against the build-up of wax already there, deadening the impact. The contrast between the two ought to be interesting. 

So Patrice tipped the candle, letting several drops fall on the area she had chosen. Will’s immediate cry was mingled gratitude and delight, followed by a hiss of pain that made Patrice’s muscles clench around his cock. She rose and fell, knowing she was adding to the pleasure with every movement. 

One of Will’s hands came up to stroke over Patrice’s thigh. It was a gentle touch. Will didn’t thrust up into her, though she was sure he’d like to. Instead, he waited for the rhythm that Patrice set. Slow movements kept them both going, Will’s cock feeling so good inside her.

Lowering the candle, Patrice let the wax drip once more, giving a moan when Will’s grip on her leg tightened. It was hard not to just fuck him harder, but Patrice wanted to take her time, to let them both enjoy this as much as they could before she fucked him as hard as she wanted.

“Tell me how it feels,” she urged, riding Will’s cock so slowly it was almost painful. Patrice’s whole body ached with desire. Watching Will like this was enough to start the pleasure coiling slowly in her belly. Every thrust added fuel to the fire raging inside her, kept just barely under her control. 

The flame flickered in the light, drawing Patrice’s eyes as surely as it drew Will’s. He seemed to be thinking, slowly gathering the words he needed to describe the twin sensations. Patrice didn’t push, riding him slowly through it until he could give her an answer. 

“Amazing,” he breathed. “It feels so good. You feel so good. Just, ah, fuck!” Will whined, the groan echoing around them. “Fuck, Patrice! It’s... hard to put in words.” That would have made her laugh had Will’s cock not hit a spot inside her that made Patrice’s whole body tremble.

He seemed to realize it, too, because Will thrust up - slowly - making her moan even louder. Still intentionally but with slightly less focus, Patrice dripped more wax onto Will’s skin, making him hiss and thrust up harder.

She had to press a palm against his chest to slow him down just so she could lean and put the candle down. It was time for her to focus all of her attention on fucking Will.

Their moans wrapped around each other just as their bodies came together. Patrice felt sweat slide over her spine as she screwed her hips down onto Will’s cock. He thrust up to meet her, his hands tightening around the jut of her hipbones. 

Will followed her movements as Patrice rose up and let herself fall back down. She groaned, her nipples stiff and aching with anticipation. Harder and faster she moved, riding Will into the mattress. 

The wax shone on his skin, flickering like the flame of the candle, and nearly as mesmerizing. “Fuck!” Patrice cried, bracing one hand against Will’s chest. She could feel the wax under her fingers, tight and hard. 

One of Will’s hands slid higher until he could cup Patrice’s breast again. His fingers teased her nipple before pulling it lightly. The sharpness of the feeling made Patrice moan as she began to fuck Will’s dick even harder. The bed under them shook. Even the candle on the bedside table wobbled.

“Fuck!” Will cried. “Uhh, Patrice!” His hand squeezed her breast, hips pushing up so hard that Patrice’s breath was knocked out of her. They moved in a perfect rhythm, getting closer and closer to their climaxes. They both knew it, she was sure. Will was clearly determined to make her come first. Patrice was hardly going to fault him for that.

Will’s cock rubbed against that spot inside that made Patrice see stars behind her eyelids. She screamed, letting the pleasure wash through her, rising like a wave until it crashed over her completely. Patrice came, her muscles squeezing tight around Will’s dick, his fingers rubbing at her nipples to add even more to the sensation. 

She kept riding him, moving slower but no less insistently. She felt flushed and triumphant, her body glowing with satisfaction. “Fuck, yes,” she breathed. “So good at making me come, baby.” She gazed down, watching the smile that spread over Will’s face. It contrasted beautifully with the desire still shining from his eyes. 

“Come on,” Patrice urged, circling her hips down against Will’s cock. “Come for me.” 

Will’s hands tightened against Patrice’s hips as she focused on his face. He always looked so fucking good when he came; she didn’t want to miss that. The way he screwed his face up, lips parting to let a deep moan out. 

“Patrice!” Will cried, hips snapping up. His cock buried deep inside Patrice. She felt him come as much as she saw it flash across his face. “Uhhh!” he moaned, fingers bruising her skin. “Fuck!”

And then he collapsed against the pillows, looking completely spent and used. Patrice loved knowing that it was she who made him like that, it was she who pushed him to his very edges.

Slowly, she lifted herself off Will’s cock, giving a soft sigh at the loss of him inside her. Stretching, she let her body come to rest against his, fingers gliding over the hardened pools of wax. “Fuck, you look so good like this,” she breathed. 

It almost seemed a shame to clean up, but Patrice knew it was for the best. Besides, she could make aftercare just as enjoyable as playing with pain. Getting to her feet, she blew out the candle, bending to press a kiss to Will’s lips. 

“Stay here, I’ll be back before you can count to fifty,” she promised. It didn’t take long to fetch what she needed. And Will was so obedient and easy to maneuver when she returned. She rubbed ice over the specks of wax, hardening it enough that she could peel it off and collect it up in a bowl to be thrown away later. 

Finally, Patrice massaged a moisturizing ‘after sun’ lotion into Will’s skin, breathing in the pleasant scent of it as she worked. “So, how was that?” she asked, smirking slightly. “Did you enjoy it?” 

She could tell from the way his eyes dropped shut and open again, sleepily, that the sex and the aftercare were pushing Will deeper into his subspace. Still, he did nod. “Yes, very much so,” Will answered. “It was... nothing like what I imagined but I'd love to do it again. If you wanted, of course.”

And yes, Patrice did rather think she would want.

“I’m sleepy now,” Will sighed, like he felt bad for it, like he wanted to be awake for Patrice.

Wiping her fingers on a towel, Patrice cleaned off the last of the lotion. Once that was done, she shifted up the bed, encouraging Will to lay his head down against her breast. “I know,” she agreed softly. “You can sleep. I’ve tired you out, baby.” 

Will nuzzled against her, Patrice’s fingers brushing softly and rhythmically through his hair. Knowing she’d used up all his energy for her own enjoyment made pride uncurl in the pit of Patrice’s stomach. Now, it was up to her to look after him. Luckily, Patrice enjoyed that almost as much as the sex. 

She hummed, feeling Will’s steady breath across her skin, waiting until the moment that he fell asleep. Only then did Patrice lean back against the headboard, closing her own eyes and focusing on the feeling of contentment that spread through every fiber of her being. 


Whipped


Mason had never felt so simultaneously nervous and excited. All day, waves of eager anticipation had rocked through him, lifting him far above his usual mood of taking everything as it came. This was Tara’s first birthday since they’d become a couple nearly a year ago, and Mason wanted to make sure it was perfect! 

When he’d asked what she wanted as a gift, Tara had only asked that Mason take the day off from work so that they could spend it together. It had been Mason’s decision to wake up early so he could bring Tara breakfast pastries from her favorite bakery. Eating them in bed had been delicious and decadent, especially when Tara had fed Mason the last bite from her sticky fingers. 

He’d changed the sheets after, so that they wouldn’t have to worry about crumbs. And when Tara had suggested they christen the freshly-made bed, Mason certainly hadn’t said no to letting Tara ride him until she came! 

The rest of the day, Mason had let Tara call the shots. She chose where they went for lunch, what film they saw at the movie theater, and what shops they went to after. Mason had even let Tara pick out a new recipe book for their kitchen and made her a meal out of it. 

He’d insisted she go through to the living room while he washed up, excitement bubbling away inside him until it was more than he could stand. Finally, every dish had been cleaned and every surface had been wiped. 

Mason joined Tara in the living room, standing with his hip propped against the wall. “I know you said you didn’t need a gift,” he started, “but I sort of got you one anyway.” Slowly, he crossed the room to the cupboard where he’d stashed the wrapped parcel. 

“I ordered it online. If you don’t like it we don’t have to -” He stopped, not wanting to give the game away. He and Tara had talked about using a whip together in the bedroom. Mason even knew that Tara had used them in her past relationships. But this was a whip for Tara to use on him. And that sent sparks of desire shooting all over Mason’s body. 

He handed it to her. “Go on,” he urged. “Open it.” 

She gave him a look, almost as if trying to predict what might be in the box, but from the small frown that Mason saw on her face, he knew she had no idea. That just made him more excited as he watched Tara tear the wrapping paper away. The box was very classy and non-descript, so it wasn’t giving her any clues either.

“A mystery,” she murmured. It made Mason beam with pride that he might have intrigued her.

Once Tara opened the box, Mason felt his breath catch in his throat, anticipating her reaction. The small ‘oh’ of surprise that she gave didn’t really tell Mason anything about what she was actually thinking.

The way Tara’s fingers gently slid over the shaft of the whip made Mason’s cock stir. “It’s lovely,” she commented before glancing up at him. “Is it for me to use?” she asked but there was a small smirk, like Tara already knew exactly what the answer would be and was pleased with it.

“If you want to,” Mason agreed. He was longing for Tara to use the whip on him. Ever since she’d mentioned having experience with one, fantasies had been dancing through Mason’s head. Just looking at Tara touching the whip was enough to set them off again, his mouth going dry with arousal. But it had to be something that Tara wanted, too. Mason hoped that it was going to be, otherwise it would be a pretty shit gift. 

He shifted forward, drawn as if by a magnet to a position where he could watch Tara’s fingers slide over the handle of the whip. She hadn’t pulled away; Mason was taking that as a good sign. “What do you think?” he asked. “I tried to get something similar to what you described using before.” 

“I think it’s very nice,” Tara answered without any hesitation. “The material is soft but also firm.” She took the whip out of its box then, giving a light tap with it against her own hand. It made Mason swallow a small groan. He almost volunteered to let her test it against him, but he knew she needed to become acquainted with it first.

It looked good in her hands. Mason was sure it’d look even better if she would be using it to whip him. Tara knew what he was thinking, he was certain, because she smirked again. “I would enjoy whipping you with this,” she told him.

He grinned, the excitement bursting forth inside him until it felt like Mason’s whole body had filled with butterflies. “I’m glad you like it. I know you said you didn’t need a gift, but I wanted to give you something.” He reached out, brushing his own fingers along the whip between where Tara was touching it. 

“Besides, this is kind of a gift for me, too,” he admitted. “I’ve been so excited all day!” Not that Mason wouldn’t have felt excited about Tara’s birthday without the whip - just being with her was exciting, every day. 

He glanced down at her, tongue sliding slowly over his lower lip. “Would you like to try it out tonight?” 

She seemed to think about it but when Tara looked up, Mason recognized that look. The look of pure determination. It was definitely one of his favorites but also one that often spelled trouble for him.

“Why wait?” she asked. “We could try it out now, don’t you think?” Mason certainly didn’t have objections to such a proposal. In fact, his cock stiffened in his pants, making Mason swallow.

“Yes,” he agreed, nodding his head slowly. The nervousness was back, tangling like knots in Mason’s stomach. But it was a good kind of nervousness! This wouldn’t be the first time he’d done something with Tara that he’d never done before. She always made it spectacular! Mason trusted her absolutely. 

His arms hung loosely by his sides, hands swaying a little; he wasn’t sure what to do with them, but moving eased some of the restless energy inside him. “Should I - get undressed? Do you want to go to the bedroom first?” 

“I think the bedroom will be better suited for us,” Tara hummed. Mason nodded eagerly. Maybe a bit too eagerly, but if Tara thought so, she didn’t mention it. Instead, she held her hand out to him so he could follow her to the bedroom. Mason knew exactly where it was, of course, but it was still thrilling to have Tara lead him.

Once there, she sat down on the bed, crossing her legs. “Now you can strip,” she told him. It became very clear quickly that what Tara planned to do was just sit there and watch. Mason felt a little objectified and he loved it.

His lips twitched into a smile as he lifted his hands to the buttons of his shirt. Each one slipped free, revealing a line of skin down the center of Mason’s chest. He opened the fabric slowly, inch by inch, enjoying the way Tara’s eyes lingered on the muscles that shifted as he moved. Finally, he dropped the shirt to the ground, tongue darting over his lips to wet them. 

Mason’s cock was still hard against the front of his pants. He flicked the button and slid the zip down with flair, biting back a groan at the relief of not having his dick restrained by the material. A slight blush touched each cheek, but Mason did his best to ignore it. He wasn’t ashamed that he was hard already. It just showed Tara how willing he was, how sexy he found the thought of her with a whip in her hand! 

Focusing on the way Tara licked her lips in response, Mason swayed his hips, enjoying when it made Tara’s breath catch. He might not be the sexiest person out there, or even in this room, but Mason knew that Tara enjoyed watching him. When his eyes moved away from her lips, it was so they could drop down to her hands.

Tara’s fingers stroked the leather of the whip almost absentmindedly. Except that when she caught his gaze, Tara smirked. “Oh, don’t worry, baby, I’m going to whip you nice and needy until you beg me to stop.”

Desire pooled like molten fire in the pit of Mason’s stomach. Tara’s words by themselves would have been enough to send him to his knees, if he hadn’t already been busy following her orders. With eager fingers, Mason dropped his pants, kicking his way out of them and stripping off his socks. It left him in nothing but his boxers, stretched generously over the bulge of his cock. 

Tara gave a faint nod, which was all that Mason needed! He slipped the boxers down over the swell of his ass, letting them fall to the floor with the rest of his clothes. His cock slapped lightly against his stomach, making Mason itch to wrap his fingers around it and feel that sweet, sweet friction. 

He swallowed, his gaze fixed on Tara. “What next?” he asked, feeling those nervous butterflies intensify. 

Tara hummed, like she needed to think about it. Mason was pretty sure she didn’t. Tara was usually four moves ahead of him no matter what they did, but he hardly planned to rush her. It made him feel exposed to stand naked in front of her like this, but that wasn’t a bad feeling either.

“I think I’m going to have you against a wall,” she decided. “Legs spread, hands against the wall,” she told him, before nodding at their bedroom wall. “Go on, I want to see how obedient you look.”

Fuck. Mason had to hold back a groan of pleasure at the image Tara conjured. It took him a moment even to remember that he was supposed to obey. “Sure, sure.” He nodded, his voice almost breathless as he moved across the room. Turning away from Tara took a monumental effort, but it would be worth it when he felt the first touch of the whip against his skin. 

Slowly, Mason pressed himself against the wall. He held his hips back, not wanting to rub his cock against their wallpaper - not unless Tara told him that was something she wanted. He spread his legs, leaning his chest and forearms against the sturdy support of the wall as he placed his hands out to either side. 

Mason had to crane his neck to look over his shoulder at where Tara was still sitting on the bed. Her hands caressed the whip lazily, almost as if she were hypnotized by the sight of him in front of her. 

“Eyes front,” Tara instructed and Mason’s head snapped forward. Staring at a wall was hardly his favorite, but knowing that Tara was there, watching him, waiting just because she could, made anticipation build even more. Mason pondered if that was rather the point. Swallowing, he tried to at least hear what she might be doing.

He could hear when she rose from the bed, the springs creaking ever so lightly. Tara wasn’t wearing heels, but Mason could almost imagine the way they might click against the floor if she did.

A shiver ran through him when the tip of the whip traced over his back. It was a soft touch, barely there at all, but enough to make Mason’s body react.

The leather was soft, whispering over Mason’s skin. He could actually hear it, the sound it made as Tara traced shapes and patterns over Mason’s back. His fingers pressed against the wall as his body swayed back into the touch. The moment he moved, Tara pulled the whip away. Even without words, her message was clear. 

Mason stayed still after that, the tickling touch tugging at his senses. He had to lick his lips and swallow, letting his forehead come to rest against the wall. When the whip dipped lower, tracing lightly over the muscles of Mason’s ass, he felt his cock throb with desire. 

Finally, Tara pulled away. Mason hoped it was because she was satisfied with soft touches. He held his breath, waiting to see what would happen next. 

The anticipation was certainly half of the point, Mason was sure.

He kept his eyes forward, both because Tara had told him to but also because it was exciting not to see what she was doing. When the whip did come back, it was in a harsh sting against Mason’s ass, making him whine loudly.

“Mmm,” Tara hummed. “You sound good,” she informed him. This time, Mason heard the way the whip whisked through the air before it landed against his skin once more. The pain was sharp and instant even if Tara didn’t hit him very hard. Not yet, anyway.

Without conscious thought, Mason arched his back. It was only when Tara chuckled that he realized what he was doing, making his ass more of a target for her to whip! Heat blossomed in his cheeks as he blushed, but he didn’t straighten his spine. He wanted Tara to whip him again. And while Mason wasn’t about to shout it from the rooftops, he hardly minded Tara knowing. 

And, clearly, she had no objection to him enjoying himself. Tara brought the whip down once more, the tip stinging this time against the soft flesh of Mason’s side. He groaned, fire flooding through him as his concentration narrowed to that one spot. 

It was impossible not to hold his breath as he awaited the next blow. The pain from the previous hits stung through him so amazingly. There was a feeling as if color bloomed all through Mason. It hurt, sure, but it did so much more than that. It made his whole body feel alive as adrenaline pulsated through him.

“Fuck, Mason, you make such great sounds,” Tara breathed. She reached her hand out to run it over Mason’s ass, her fingers lingering at the curve before she gave it a squeeze. Having the whip-made red lines pressed against like that pushed yet another deep groan from Mason, which he supposed was rather her objective.

He felt sensitive all over, from the roots of his hair to the tips of his toes. He yearned to glance over his shoulder, to watch as Tara lifted the whip and brought it down. What would her face look like, as Mason moaned from the pain she sent sweeping through him? Mason tried to fight the urge, biting down on his lower lip, but the curiosity was too strong. 

Turning his head, his eyes swept over Tara’s form. She was still fully dressed, but that just made her look even more powerful, the fabric clinging to her curves. Mason moaned, the sound pouring from his mouth before he could stop it. 

Her eyes met his, making Mason suck his lower lip between his teeth. She looked so hot, her eyes dark with lust. Holding his gaze, she brought the whip down again, the sharpness of pain shooting all the way through him. Watching her enjoy hitting him was hot in a different way from the anticipation that Mason felt when he didn’t know when a blow might land.

“You enjoy watching me?” Tara asked, smirking slightly. “Come on then, first, help me strip and then I want you to move that mirror,” she nodded towards their full-length mirror. “So you can watch me when I make you get on all fours on the bed for me.”

Mason’s eyes widened. There had been a brief moment, when he’d met Tara’s eyes, that he’d worried his disobedience might have annoyed her. Instead, it seemed like she was rewarding him with the ability to watch her even more easily. “Yes,” he agreed, his voice a fervent whisper that carried across the distance between them. 

He turned around, wincing slightly as his ass grazed the wall, the lines of pain flaring for a moment before the sensation ebbed once more. He turned to Tara, his hands reaching for her waist, pulling her close enough that he could feel the heat of her skin. 

Quickly, Mason untucked her shirt, not lingering to brush against her, no matter how much he might want to. He was careful to keep his hips back, not to drag his cock against her skirt as he found the button and the zipper that let it slide down over the curve of her hips and ass. 

Tara turned to accompany him or that was what Mason assumed. Rather than just letting him help her out of the skirt fully, Tara rubbed her ass against Mason’s cock, making him groan deeply.

“Mmm, I can tell you’ve been enjoying your light beating,” she smirked, glancing over her shoulder at him. “I do always enjoy just how nice and hard you get for me, baby. And we’re not even done yet! I must make sure that you remember just how good it felt every time you sit down tomorrow...”

Mason whimpered, his cock growing impossibly harder at the thought. “Yeah, fuck,” he murmured. “Please, Tara, that sounds amazing, and you look so good!” His hands slid up under her blouse while he pressed his chest against her back. He eased it off, straining over Tara’s lovely full breasts before he threw the garment to the floor. 

Left in only her underwear, Tara looked even better. “Should I keep going?” he asked. Already, his hands cupped Tara’s breasts through the lace of her bra, grinning as he felt her nipples harden against his palms. He ground forward, cock pressing hard against the curve of Tara’s ass. 

The soft moan she gave in response sparked its way through Mason’s body. She pushed back against him again, letting his cock rub against her even harder. Mason almost felt like he needed to pull back but he hardly had that sort of willpower. It was much easier to trust that Tara would just do whatever she wanted.

“Leave my panties on,” Tara told him. “But you can take my bra off.” Mason did not need to be told twice, his hands working the fastenings open so his hands could then return to Tara’s breasts, to give those nipples even more attention.

She tipped her head back, hair brushing against Mason’s bare chest. He could feel the moan that vibrated through her, starting just under her ribs before it rose up to fill the empty air around them. Encouraged, Mason tugged harder, making Tara’s breath catch in her throat. “Fuck,” he muttered, “you’re so hot like this.” She still had the whip in one hand, swishing it lightly against her calf. 

Reluctantly, Mason forced himself to take a step back. Tara had told him she wanted him to move the mirror, and that was what he was going to do. Ignoring how hard his cock throbbed, Mason crossed the room, squeezing between the mirror and the wall so he could push it out. “Which way?” he asked, waiting for directions.

“Next to the bed, so you can watch yourself.” Tara smirked. Mason gave a soft groan, the image flashing through his mind. Seeing their reflection like this, with Tara wielding the whip, maybe even seeing the way Mason’s skin reddened after a hit? It was going to be pretty fucking epic.

Once he’d set the mirror up just how Tara had instructed - and there was something very hot in that, too, the way she just knew what she wanted - Mason got on the bed on all fours. He glanced over his shoulder at Tara and she grinned.

“Look at the mirror, not at me,” she told him.

Shifting, Mason turned his head so he was gazing at the reflected image of his ass. There were already lines across it - pale pink reminders of the places that had felt the sting of Tara’s whip. Desire coiled in the pit of Mason’s stomach. He wanted to see those marks grow more intense as Tara hit him harder - and he wanted to watch the way she looked as she put more of her strength behind the whip as it landed on his skin. 

His cock ached, making Mason squeeze his hands into fists around the bedsheets. He swallowed, anticipation building once more. He could feel Tara’s presence, hear her shifting her weight, even sense the rise and fall of her bare breasts. But he couldn’t see her, not until she chose to allow him to, and that made waiting for what would happen next even more exciting. 

When she did move into the reflection of the mirror, Mason swallowed. Seeing her like this, mostly naked, with a whip in her hand, as if she was inspecting him? It was hot. It made lust roll in waves through Mason’s body.

“You look good, baby,” Tara praised. She reached out to run a hand over his ass, making Mason hiss at the sudden soreness of his skin. It wasn’t an unpleasant feeling and Tara had said she planned to do enough for him to remember this tomorrow, too. Not that Mason felt he’d forget anyway.

Then, when she moved her hand away, it was to replace it with the tip of the whip, tracing the curve of Mason’s ass with it. “Ready or not,” she murmured and Mason caught the smirk in the reflection of her beautiful lips. The whip came down hard against his ass, making the edges of Mason’s vision blur ever so briefly, possibly from trying to keep his focus on the mirror.

The flash of pain was accompanied by a spot of bright red on his skin. It faded almost instantly, but seeing it there, knowing that Tara had been the one to cause it, made Mason’s heart thunder against his ribs. Tara barely let him catch his breath, bringing the whip down once, twice, three more times before she paused. Mason gasped, remembering to breathe as his head seemed to spin. 

“Fuuuck,” he groaned, dragging the word out. His knuckles were white, his palms sweaty around the fistfuls of sheets. A sizzling pain spread all across his ass, throbbing in time with the beat of his heart. As Tara waited, watching, the intensity ebbed. It left Mason with a lingering ache that made his toes curl. “It’s good,” he moaned. “Fuck, Tara, it’s really good!” 

The break she allowed gave Mason’s breath the opportunity to return. He could feel the adrenaline rush through him. Everything felt so noticeable, the pain highlighting everything else. Including the throbbing of Mason’s cock. Precum was practically leaking from him, but it was easy enough to not focus on it or on any one thing in particular.

“We’ll do another five,” Tara said. “And then we’ll be done.” Mason equally wanted and didn’t want to be done. The pain felt good but he was a little desperate for the pleasure side, too. “I want you to count for me,” Tara told him.

Biting his lip, Mason nodded. He pressed his palms flat against the mattress, using the feeling to ground him and remind him to stay in the moment. As much as he liked giving himself over to the pain, he knew he couldn’t do that and count as Tara whipped him. 

The first strike landed with a crack that seemed to echo around the room. “One,” Mason panted, pride swelling in him that he’d so far managed to follow Tara’s instructions. She made him wait, hand stroking over the lines the whip had left and making Mason whimper. 

“Two!” He groaned, vision swimming once again as he tried to split his attention between counting and the image of them in the mirror. 

Five hadn’t seemed very much when Tara had said it, but as the sting bloomed across Mason’s ass, he started to rethink. The blows were the harshest she’d dealt the whole evening. Not so hard that they might split his skin, but certainly harsh enough to bring the blood close to the surface.

“Three,” he whined, breathing out deeply.

“Eyes on the mirror,” Tara instructed and it was only then that Mason realized he’d shut his eyes. He watched her reflection, watched the way Tara’s breasts bounced as she pulled her arm back to bring the whip down once more.

A barely audible ‘four’ fell from Mason’s lips and Tara met his eyes in the mirror. “Louder,” she demanded.

He groaned, but her instructions gave him something else to focus on, other than the pain that flamed across his skin. “Four!” he repeated, almost shouting the word. In the mirror, Tara beamed. She looked so proud and pleased with him that it made Mason smile back, despite the stinging of his ass. 

Tara shifted her weight, her cheeks pink with a combination of exertion and desire. Arousal swirled through Mason as he realized she was enjoying this, that it turned her on to see him submit to a whipping. “Go on,” he urged. 

Unsurprisingly, his encouragement only made Tara pause. Clearly, she was not going to allow him to dictate when she delivered the last blow. And Mason didn’t really want her to. It was much more exciting to wait, trying to hold himself ready without knowing when it would come. 

She took her time, too. Mason almost asked her if she actually was going to do it, but before he could, the fifth blow came. It was the hardest of them all, no doubt. It made Mason see stars and cry out such a deep, primal sound.

The ‘five’ he did manage to say was loud, but it was also definitely pained. His ass was so sore and then Tara reached out to run a hand over it, squeezing against the red marks left. Mason’s eyes refocused on her in the mirror, on the way she smirked at him when she caught his gaze.

“You’ve done very well, baby,” she promised. “And as a reward, I’m going to let you make me come.” Mason watched as she took a step back, setting the whip down and pulling her panties off. The sight alone made his mouth water.

Returning to the bed, Tara got on it at the head end, giving Mason another grin. “You may serve me from the position you’re in.”

A shudder traveled down Mason’s spine. Fuck, nobody had ever referred to him eating them out as serving before. Somehow, it made him want to do it even more. Licking his lips in anticipation, he shuffled a little up the bed, taking care not to change his position while still bringing him between Tara’s spread legs. 

He dipped his head, nipping a gentle line of bites up the inside of one thigh. The slight sting made Tara’s breath catch, but she didn’t tell him to stop. Continuing upwards, Mason let his lips drag across Tara’s sensitive skin. When he reached her pussy, he didn’t hesitate, teasing his tongue over her and moaning at the taste that flooded his mouth. 

She was so wet. Almost more so than Mason had expected. It made him instantly realize that it was the whipping that had made her so wet. His cries of pain had made her hot. Knowing that made him harder, if that was even possible.

But Mason paid no attention to that. Instead, all of his focus was on Tara, on making her scream. His tongue lapped up the wetness before circling her clit  and then pressing against it just to hear how she sounded when he did so.

One of Tara’s hands fell to Mason’s head, her fingers gripping his hair. “Fuck, baby, yesyes,” she moaned. “Ahhh, fuck!” Her hips rocked forward, pussy pressing harder against Mason’s mouth.

He welcomed it, letting her grip in his hair guide him to where she wanted to feel him the most. Sliding his tongue lower, Mason pressed it inside her, fucking her with quick, forceful strokes. He could feel her wetness smearing across his cheeks as she ground her pussy against him. 

Mason’s ass still ached, somehow making every other sensation feel so much more intense. Tara’s fingers in his hair tugged against his scalp, sending tingles of pleasure-pain all the way down to the tips of Mason’s toes. Her moans filled Mason’s ears, raising his temperature and making him even more determined to continue pulling those noises from her. 

He could tell that she was close, her muscles tensing and the speed at which she rocked against him increasing. Tara’s moans also got louder, resounding against the walls. There was a string of ‘yesyesyes’ and ‘ahh’s followed by ‘uhh’s. It all sounded like music to Mason’s ears.

“Fuck! Yes!” Tara whined loudly and Mason gripped one of her hips harder. “Uhhhh!” Tara cried, her orgasm shaking through her, making her almost curl forward in ecstasy. Mason licked her through it until Tara was ready to push him away, her cheeks flush with pleasure.

“Good boy,” she praised, stroking his cheek. “Now do the same but with your dick,” she told him, grinning.

Mason laughed, more from the surprise of Tara’s invitation than anything else. He was only too happy to oblige, of course! His cock twitched with interest, his whole body lighting up at the thought of how hot and wet Tara’s pussy would feel around him. He shuffled forward, instinctively moving to lift his hands from the bed before wondering if he was allowed. 

Glancing up, the sight of Tara still flushed from her orgasm made pride uncurl in Mason’s chest. “Can I touch you?” he asked, eagerly “With my hands, I mean. Fuck, Tara, I want to be able to hold you and play with your nipples.” He bit his lip to keep yet more words from spilling out, trying to wait patiently for Tara to give him an answer. 

It was her turn to laugh, but it was playful, making Mason grin back. “You can definitely touch me,” she nodded. “And you are very much allowed to play with my nipples.” Mason didn’t need to be told twice. With his hands against Tara’s sides, he pulled her down the bed until her head could rest against the pillows.

His body was much bigger than hers, caging her under him. Yet despite their position, Mason didn’t for a moment question that it was her who was in charge. Tara lifted her hips up, her legs wrapping around Mason to align their bodies more easily. And then the heels of her feet pressed against the red marks she’d left on his ass.

Mason howled at the sensation that tore through him, blotting everything else out for one long moment. It hurt - and he’d almost forgotten how much the whipping had pained him, distracted by Tara’s demand for orgasms. But the ache was so sweet, making Mason’s stomach flip with desire. 

Luckily, he no longer had to wait! Grasping the base of his cock with one hand, he lined it up against Tara’s pussy, groaning at the wetness that greeted him. With one sure thrust, he filled her up, pleasure racing down his spine to join the sting that radiated from his ass. 

Together, it was almost more than Mason could take! He grunted, pulling back and thrusting forward out of instinct, fucking Tara down against the mattress as she bucked up to meet him. 

Her legs tightened around him, but she didn’t press her heels against him harder. Instead, Tara moved her feet so that every time Mason moved back her heels would press into his skin, but when he fucked forward he’d get that sweet relief.

Every rock of his hips made Mason’s ass brush over Tara’s heels, reminding him of the marks there. The pain wasn’t too harsh, but it stung just enough. Trying to focus on something else, Mason brought one of his hands up to Tara’s breast, her nipple hard against his fingers as if already expecting that touch.

He teased, fingers tugging this way and that, just lightly enough to make a moan bubble in Tara’s throat. Her hips pressed up to meet him, pleasure spreading through Mason in a delicious contrast to the cycle of pain and relief offered by Tara’s heels. 

“Fuck!” he shouted, thrusting forward harder, faster. The bed bounced under them, headboard knocking against the wall. When Tara cried out, Mason tightened his grip, bending his head to swirl around her other nipple with his tongue. 

He could feel pleasure sweeping over and over him, building up to an almost irresistible pitch. But then Tara shifted her feet, a sudden surge of pain flashing over him. It let Mason hold on a little longer, focusing all of his attention on making sure Tara was enjoying herself. 

He rolled her nipple between his fingers before giving it quite a harsh tug. It wasn’t going to be painful, but it’d be enough for Tara to feel it. The way her hips bucked up to meet his body, Mason knew he’d been successful. He repeated the motion, his tongue lapping her harder and harder.

Giving a small bite at the same time as tugging her nipple, Mason pushed Tara over that sweet edge.

“Yes! Fuck! Ahhh!” she cried, her pussy squeezing tightly around Mason. It was all it took for him to come with her, just as her heels once again pressed against his sore ass.

Pain and pleasure joined together until Mason could hardly tell one sensation from the next. He wrapped his arms around Tara, pulling her body against his as they both cried out, their twin sounds bouncing off the walls around them. Slowly, his hips came to a stop, his softening cock slipping from within Tara’s body. 

He groaned, burying his head in her cleavage as he breathed hard, trying to get enough oxygen into his lungs. “Fuck!” It had been such an intense orgasm that Mason could almost still feel it ringing through his body. 

Tara’s skin was hot against his, soft as silk where Mason ran his hands gently over her curves. “That was amazing,” he breathed, shifting so he could lift his head and meet Tara’s eyes. “Did you enjoy it?” he asked, eagerly. It had, after all, been Tara’s birthday gift.

Mason didn’t truly expect her to say ‘no’, but it still felt amazing when she laughed, her hand brushing over his back. “Yes, of course, I did,” Tara confirmed. Pride bloomed across Mason’s chest. He’d picked the gift well, then, if she’d enjoyed it!

“You really did look and sound very hot,” Tara hummed. Glancing over at the mirror, Mason smiled at them both. They looked spent and tired, but also deeply satisfied. Tara’s hand kept stroking over his back and then slid lower to Mason’s ass. “I should probably put something on this, just to make sure you’re not in too much pain tomorrow.”

When Mason turned back to look at her, Tara grinned. “Just the right amount of pain.”

And yeah, that sounded pretty fucking great.

Just the right amount of pain.


Rosy Cheeks


All day long, there’d been only one thing on Andie’s mind. Every time her attention wandered from the customer she was ringing up, it was to the same place: Samson’s ass. Her brand new boyfriend had the firmest butt Andie had ever seen. She’d wanted to get her hands on it for as long as she’d known him. 

And now she was allowed! Andie wouldn’t have guessed Samson was submissive from the way he acted in their friendship circle. When they’d come across each other’s profiles on an online fetish dating site, she wasn’t sure who had been most surprised. 

Andie didn’t necessarily dress like a domme in her daily life. Stiletto heels and leather weren’t the most comfortable thing for standing behind the customer service desk. 

But that just made it all the more exciting to go home and change before her date. As she wriggled into a pair of stockings and some lacey lingerie, she knew that she was in for a particular treat. 

She barely bothered to cover up when a knock at the door announced Samson’s arrival. Andie threw on a robe, belting it just tightly enough that he couldn’t quite be certain what was underneath. 

“I hope you’re in the mood to play tonight,” she purred, letting Samson in. “Otherwise, I’ve got all dressed up for nothing.” But she felt quite sure that Samson would be in the right mood. His texts to her on her way home had certainly suggested as much. 

“For you? I’m always ready to play,” Samson promised her easily, leaning in to kiss Andie. It was a light, easy kiss, one that had no hint of the submissiveness that Andie knew Samson held. She liked that, too, to explore how far she could push his boundaries.

They walked through to the kitchen, where Andie offered Samson a drink. There was anticipation bubbling between them, she was sure. Once Samson had a glass in his hand, he gave Andie a grin over it. “So what kind of playing have you got in mind?”

Raising one eyebrow, Andie smirked. She watched Samson’s tongue dart out across his own lips - a sure sign that he was eager for her answer. “Oh, I’ve had all sorts of things in mind,” she answered teasingly. “I couldn’t stop thinking about you all day at work.” 

That was plenty of time to get inventive. But really, Andie had set her sights on one goal. “I want to paddle that perfect ass of yours until it’s bright red, baby. I want you not to be able to sit down tomorrow without thinking of me and how good I can make you feel.” 

From how Samson’s breath caught in his throat, eyes going slightly wide, Andie could tell he was already picturing exactly how that might feel. His tongue once again slid over his lips and, this time, Andie took the step closer so she could follow it with her own. Another smirk tugged against the corner of her mouth.

“Yeah.” Samson nodded. “I mean, if that’s what you want,” he added, with a grin of his own. “My ass is all yours, baby,” Samson promised her easily.

Squeezing one hand around Samson’s hip, Andie laughed, enjoying the promise that he made. “We’ll see if you regret that later,” she taunted. Andie had every intention of leaving Samson’s ass so sore he wouldn’t be able to forget it for days. 

“The real question is, are you going to be able to take your spanking like a good boy, or will I need to tie you up to make you hold still?” They’d played with restraints before. Andie didn’t believe that Samson would need them. 

What she was really asking was whether he wanted them. 

“It’s your choice,” he told her and yes, Andie did rather know that. When she raised a questioning eyebrow at him, Samson blushed ever so slightly. “I’m not against being restrained, but I would also do my very best to hold still for you anyway.” Andie did know that, too. Still, seeing Samson tied up for her was... tempting.

He set his glass down, one hand sliding up Andie’s back, the warmth radiating through her clothes. “Whatever you choose, just tell me and I’ll do that,” he promised.

“Mmm,” she purred. “You always know the right thing to say.” Watching Samson hold still for her was also tempting. She smirked, feeling pleased with herself that all of her options were so very appealing. Surely, that was a sign that she had chosen well? 

Without a word, Andie wrapped her fingers around Samson’s wrist. Tugging him behind her, she marched to their bedroom, letting go only once she had closed the door and taken a seat on the bed. “Strip for me, first of all,” she demanded. 

“Yes, ma’am.” He grinned, fingers already coming up to tug off his t-shirt. Andie’s mouth watered a little at the sight of him, but perhaps even more so at the sheer obedience. Samson didn’t question her, didn’t make her ask or tell again. No, he just did exactly as he was told. And that was so fucking hot.

His shoes were already off, so when he pushed his pants down they came easily, leaving him in nothing but boxers and socks. Samson only stilled long enough to give Andie a wide smile and then the boxers came off, too. In a playful way, Samson left the socks until last, right before he winked at Andie.

“At your disposal.”

Andie bit back a soft moan. “Turn around.” Samson obeyed, hips swinging as he twisted on the spot to present her with a view of the ass she’d spent all day thinking about. It really was perfect, round and firm, the skin so soft and supple that it was all Andie could do not to reach out and touch. 

Getting to her feet, she let the robe fall to the floor, leaving her only in her heels and lingerie. The lace whispered against her skin, setting her nerves alight as she moved around the room to where they stored their sex toys. 

“Bend over the bed,” she instructed, fingertips brushing over the handle of her favorite paddle. 

Samson did, following the instructions perfectly. His eyes also came to rest on Andie, tongue darting out to wet his lips. “You look so good,” he groaned and Andie grinned. She certainly appreciated the compliment, when she had deliberately made sure she looked good. Samson, too, looked good, stretched across her bed, his ass in the air for her just like she’d asked.

This time, Andie did reach out, running her hand over the hot skin. She squeezed Samson’s ass, the way she’d wanted to do all day. He rocked back into her touch, making Andie chuckle. She doubted he’d be doing that when she started paddling it crimson.

Her fingers gave one of Samson’s asscheeks a quick, hard pinch. It tugged a moan from his throat. “Fuck, yeah,” Andie breathed. “I love the noises you make for me. I love seeing what I can do to get different sounds out of you.” She could feel herself getting wet already, and she’d barely laid a finger on Samson yet. 

Carefully, she brought the flat of the paddle up the back of Samson’s thigh, dragging the edge of the toy against his skin. He gave a groan that was much more throaty, shifting forward to expose more of his leg for Andie to explore. When she brought the paddle up to his ass, she still didn’t hit him with it. Not yet. 

Instead, she rubbed the flat of it over the curve of Samson’s ass, familiarizing herself with the territory she was about to claim. 

He rocked back again, but Andie didn’t intend to be rushed. Instead, she reached out with her other hand to steady his hip, to show Samson that he was to keep still. At least a bit. He glanced over his shoulder at her again, giving a deep groan.

“I’m ready, Andie,” he promised, sounding borderline desperate. If anything, it made Andie go even slower. Samson must have realized that, too, because he whined. The sound earned him a chuckle from Andie, but she didn’t rush any more now than she had been before he whined about it.

Finally, when she was ready, she pulled the paddle back. Licking her lips, she lined it up, enjoying the rush of power that tingled through her body. She could feel the coiled strength in her muscles, ready and waiting to be unleashed. 

But she didn’t bring the paddle down hard. Not at first. Instead, she struck Samson’s ass with a medium amount of force. Enough to make his breath catch, but not enough to genuinely hurt. His skin flushed pink on impact, making Andie bite her lip. She couldn’t resist the urge to follow the first blow with a second in quick succession.

Despite it not being very painful, the sounds that Samson made were still delightful. The soft moan, first in shock and then in enjoyment. Andie planned to work up to it, so the third blow was slightly harder and the fourth even more so. It was after the fifth that Samson’s ass began to turn red, much to Andie’s enjoyment.

“Fuck,” he groaned and was rewarded with another blow. Andie moved then, to equally cover the other side, too, starting just as slowly once again.

She could hear Samson’s ragged gasps. Her own chest rose and fell in a similar rhythm, her heart pounding hard against the inside of her ribs. The skin of Samson’s ass got rosier and rosier, flushing beautifully. Andie was quite sure her own internal temperature had sky-rocketed to match, heat sweeping through her and leaving her quivering with need. 

After a fifth blow on this side, Andie reached out to stroke softly over the reddened skin. Samson whimpered, arching back and presenting his ass for further caresses. Teasingly, Andie let her nails scrape across the curve of one cheek. “How does that feel?” she asked, her voice sultry. 

It took him a moment to respond. Andie considered that a victory in its own right. Having hurt him well enough to take the words away even for a minute felt pretty good.

“Yeah, it’s, ah,” and then Samson exhaled, shaking his head slightly like the words needed a moment to return. “It feels good. I mean, it hurts, but it hurts really good. I could take more. For you! I’d love to take more for you,” he promised Andie and then, to show her as much, she assumed, rocked against her hand, pressing the crimson skin into her touch.

The sharp whine that accompanied it made Andie’s pussy clench with lust. She had to take a moment to find her own words, sure that her panties were getting drenched.

“Fuck!” She breathed in, whole body a rush of sensitivity. As she moved, considering Samson’s offer, the lace of her bra scratched deliciously over her nipples. The fabric between her legs was getting soaked, and she could hardly repress a shudder at the thought of letting Samson lick her clean. 

But not yet. First, she was going to reward his generous words. Lining the paddle up once more, Andie brought it down against Samson’s ass with a loud crack. They groaned together, twin sounds echoing off the walls. Samson’s hands flickered, like he wanted to press them against the ache, but he caught himself. 

“Good boy,” Andie praised. “Stay still for me.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Samson whimpered.

The words sounded so good, so obedient. Andie loved hearing the submissiveness in Samson’s tone. Paddling his ass was certainly a great way to get him there. She hit him again, watching as he gripped the bedsheets to keep still for her, just as she’d demanded. Samson was very good at doing his best to obey her. That was really hot in its own right.

She hit him again and again, until his whimpers sounded pained. Even then, Andie gave one more slap, pushing Samson as far to the edge as she could without him tipping over it. She didn’t want that. Not tonight, anyway.

She hummed under her breath, making soothing noises as she moved to put the paddle back where it belonged. “You did well,” she praised. “Such a good, obedient boy. And with such a perfect ass.” As she glanced over her shoulder, Samson preened at that, his face suffused with pride at her flattery. 

As she returned to the bed, Andie knelt behind him on the mattress, running both hands over the heated skin of his ass. A hiss of pain escaped him, but he sounded pleased, almost electrified by Andie’s touch. 

“You’re definitely going to remember this tomorrow,” Andie teased. “And maybe the day after, too.” 

“I will,” Samson told her but it sounded mostly like a promise. Andie’s heart did a little extra beat at that, Samson’s promise felt as though it came from something deeper than just arousal. He glanced at her over his shoulder, a smile playing on his lips despite how sore his ass must have been. “You’re so good,” he breathed. “I love how you make me feel.”

And the night was still young! Now that Samson’s ass was nice and red, Andie had more plans for them both.

She stroked her palms over his ass, all the way up to the small of his back and then back down. “Mmm,” she purred. “I wish you could know how you make me feel!” But the best Andie could offer was to tell Samson exactly how much it turned her on. And to show him! 

“Sit back for a minute,” she urged, shifting so that she could sit with her back against the pillows as Samson leaned back on his haunches. His cock was straining forward, hard for her despite the pain - or, more likely, because of it. 

Grabbing one of Samson’s hands, Andie led it between her legs, letting him tug aside the lace panties that covered her. “Feel,” she urged. “Feel how wet your noises make me.” 

“Uhh, fuck,” Samson whined, his fingers sliding through Andie’s wetness. “God, you’re so fucking wet, Andie. I love that I make you feel so horny.” Andie smirked at that. He certainly did make her feel horny! And she clearly did the same for him if his hard dick was any indication.

Samson rocked where he was sitting, giving another moan at his ass pressing into the mattress. His fingers slid against Andie and he looked her in the eyes. “May I?” he asked, hand stilling, awaiting her permission.

Andie wet her lips, feeling her stomach flip with excitement. She pouted, looking down her nose and gathering as much authority around her as she could. “You’ll have to ask better than that, Samson. I can’t read your mind.” 

While that was true, Andie did feel pretty certain she knew what Samson wanted. Even so, making him spell it explicitly, simply because she demanded it, gave her such a rush of power that it was definitely worth it. 

She watched the way he swallowed, like words were difficult to come by once again. After a moment, Samson groaned. “Can I make you come? I want to please you, Andie, I want to make you moan. May I, please?” The questions were so sincere they were hard to resist.

One of Andie’s hands came up to stroke through Samson’s hair while she rocked her hips, almost welcoming his fingers inside her with her movement. But she hadn’t told him he could yet, so Samson didn’t. Always such an obedient boy, waiting for permission.

Her body ached, the pressure of desire building up inside her. “You’d better undress me, first,” she decided, mostly so that she could enjoy the flash of impatience in Samson’s eyes. But she didn’t relent, despite how much she wanted to feel Samson’s mouth and fingers working together to lift her to her climax. 

If she didn’t get naked now, they’d have to stop to get it done later. Even without her explanation, Samson nodded, willing to do her bidding. 

Andie shifted forward, straddling Samson’s knees in the middle of their bed. She arched, presenting her body to his touch. Instantly, his fingers sought the buttons holding the lingerie tight around her, flicking each one open with a low groan. 

She hadn’t told him that he could move from the position she’d put him in, so Samson didn’t. His hands slid over Andie’s body, exploring her hot skin as he made his way up to the fastenings on her bra. He was gentle there, too. He slid the straps off her shoulders and then the bra off completely.

“Can I kiss your breasts?” he asked, glancing up at her, both eyes and mouth so eager.

She grinned, her back arching to push her breasts forward almost before the words had fully sunk in. “You may,” she allowed, tipping her head back as Samson’s lips instantly dropped to caress the smooth skin. He found her nipple, tongue running in a teasing circle around it without quite touching. 

Andie’s fingers flexed in Samson’s hair, but she didn’t tug him to where she wanted him. “Fuuuck,” she cried instead, encouraging him with a long moan. It seemed to work, because his hand lifted to steady her breast, holding her still as his tongue licked once, twice over the sensitive bud. 

He focused on sucking the nipple between his lips, teeth grazing over it briefly before he let go and then repeated the motion. It made Andie moan even louder, her fingers gripping Samson’s hair. She pressed forward, pushing more of her body against his.

With his other hand, Samson played with Andie’s other nipple. Just when she was about to demand he do more than toy with it, Samson shifted his mouth over to it. He repeated the same motions, sucking her nipple in and giving it a wet lick with his tongue. Then, almost finally, Samson’s hands slid down to get rid of Andie’s panties fully, leaving her naked above him.

She moaned, wiggling her hips as she pulled one leg and then the other free of the material. The heat between their bodies was almost too much now, leaving Andie breathless with desire as she writhed against her boyfriend. One arm wrapped around his shoulders, steadying her as Samson’s fingers trailed teasingly over her stomach. 

“Go on,” she whispered. “You said you wanted to make me come.” Pleasure was already coiling inside her, ready to go up in flames. But Andie didn’t give in, not yet. She wanted to savor the sensations as Samson moved against her, a touch here, a lick there, building her up to that sweet edge so slowly. 

Immediately Samson’s hand slid between her legs. Just like before, his fingers brushed through her wetness gently. At first, at least. Now that he’d been given the permission he’d been seeking, Samson’s fingers explored deeper. He slid two inside Andie, earning himself a deep moan in response.

She was so wet already that her body welcomed him easily. His thumb pressed against Andie’s clit, stroking over it a couple of times before he began to pull his fingers out only to push them back in again. Andie’s whole body thrust forward, rocking against Samson’s hand. And then he leaned in to capture that first nipple in his mouth again, sending a whole different wave of pleasure through Andie.

“Ohhh!” she cried, head tipping backward so that her hair cascaded down her shoulders. She rocked, trying to fuck herself on Samson’s fingers. They weren’t as thick as his cock would be, didn’t rub all the right places inside her. But they still felt so good! 

Her pussy tightened, making pleasure bubble up inside her. Samson’s hot, wet mouth felt agonizingly good against her nipple, the fingers of his free hand capturing her other breast and rolling it against his palm. 

“Yes,” she muttered. “Yes, yes. Fuck, you’re so good!”

His hands were as dedicated as his mouth, edging Andie closer and closer to her orgasm. Samson was relentless, but then that was precisely what she wanted. He was very good at being obedient even without instructions. As her pleasure coiled low in her stomach, Andie rocked faster and harder against Samson’s hand.

Moving his fingers even faster in and out of her, Samson sucked her nipple hard, making the world go bright as her climax finally crashed over her.

Everything faded into the distance, apart from Andie’s own pleasure and the places Samson was touching her. She wailed, the sound pouring from her throat, wavering as her body shuddered with sensation. 

Samson slowed, but didn’t stop, guiding Andie down from the peak of her pleasure gently, until every nerve-ending felt sated and sapped. She slumped against him, worn out for the moment from the intensity of her orgasm. 

She reached out, running her hands through Samson’s hair, relishing the soft noises he made in response. “Such a good sub,” she praised. Her breasts rose and fell with every breath, their rhythm slow and steady as she let her body rest. 

His eyes were cloudy with lust and submissiveness, it made Andie run her hand lower to Samson’s cheek before she leaned in to kiss him, her tongue demanding access to his mouth. Their kiss was hers, really. It was her who was in charge, her who pushed and demanded.

When Andie pulled back, she was almost as breathless as she’d been from her orgasm. And Samson’s cock was still rock hard between them. Andie’s knee pressed against it, earning her the sweetest little whine from Samson.

She purred in response, pulling back. Samson swayed to follow her, trying not to break the contact of skin on skin between them. Andie just laughed, pulling further away so that she could smooth the rumpled sheets and fluff the pillows. 

“Go and get me a drink, baby,” she crooned. “You can crawl until you get out of my sight, and then walk to the kitchen.” Sending Samson away - even for a moment - when he was so desperate for her touch just reinforced her power over him.  

The expression on Samson’s face seemed a little crestfallen, like he didn’t want to leave Andie’s side. But that was also precisely why she wanted him to go. Putting him even more into subspace, demanding he do things for her, that’s what she wanted.

With a nod, Samson got down onto the floor. He glanced at Andie over his shoulder one more time before crawling to the door. His ass looked just as perfect, if not more now that it was pinkish red from her slaps.

It didn’t take Samson long to return with a glass of water. He dropped down to his knees again at the door. While carrying the glass and crawling looked like a challenge, Andie knew it was one Samson would appreciate doing for her. Because she wanted him to.

While he’d been gone, she’d settled herself against the pillows, her body stretched out naked against the sheets. She saw Samson swallow, tongue darting out across his lips as he took in the sight. 

“Thank you, baby,” she breathed, holding out a hand and letting him bring the water to her. She patted the bed beside her, smiling as Samson clambered up to sit beside her. “I think you deserve a reward,” she said, taking a sip and watching Samson over the lip of her glass. “Would you like that?” 

“Yes, please,” he answered immediately and then his eyes traveled down Andie’s body, before moving back up. “Anything you decide,” he told her and Andie grinned. He really was so predictable, but it still made her smile.

Taking another sip of the water he’d brought her, Andie set the glass down before reaching out to run her hand through Samson’s hair once again. She tugged, too. Not too hard, but hard enough that he needed to lean into her touch more.

She ran her other hand down Samson’s chest, tipping his head back as her finger trailed in a long line from his throat to his navel. Just when she felt Samson’s hips flex, Andie reversed, sliding back up towards Samson’s nipples. 

Circling them, she watched with satisfaction as each little bud drew tight, standing proud from Samson’s tanned chest. He groaned, the sound stuttering as Andie’s finger drew closer and closer. Finally, she flicked her fingernail against one sensitive peak, startling a deep moan from Samson’s throat. 

Samson pushed up into her touch, but not so much that he’d dictate how she touched him. Instead, it was far more in enjoyment, like he could hardly get enough of her touching him. And really, that was probably accurate. Samson was always so very responsive to touch, so needy and wanting, Andie enjoyed giving it to him for the response she received.

“Fuck, you feel so nice,” he groaned. “Please, Andie, can I touch myself?” he asked beggingly.

Andie’s gaze dipped down to Samson’s cock, flushed at the tip and straining toward her still. She hadn’t thought of letting Samson touch it himself, but the idea appealed to her. She loved to watch Samson enjoy himself, and her own hands were currently too busy with his nipples. 

“You may,” she allowed. “But you’re not allowed to come. If you think you’re getting too close, I expect you to stop.” It would be Andie’s decision when and if Samson were allowed to come. He’d certainly earned it, but that didn’t mean she was going to let him choose the time and place.

“I promise,” he nodded, hand instantly moving to his cock. Fingers wrapped around it just as Samson gave a deep, guttural kind of groan. It made Andie’s pussy even wetter, the noises he made always sounded so good. She pinched his nipple then, to hear the contrast with the sharp cry that provoked.

The deep ‘uhh’ that fell from Samson’s lips was exactly what she’d been looking for. It made Andie repeat the action on the other nipple, too. All the while, Samson stroked his cock in slow motions, like he wanted to feel pleasure but also wanted to follow every instruction that Andie had given.

Desire swirled inside her, the ache between her legs so sharp that Andie almost wanted to jump Samson immediately. But she resisted, bending her head so she could run her tongue over Samson’s nipple. He cried out, arching and pushing his chest forward. 

Smirking, Andie repeated the action, her hands moving to Samson’s hips, pressing him down against the sheets. He whined, his sore ass surely rubbing against the fabric, but he didn’t try to lift himself. He just let Andie press down harder, holding him still even as his hand stroked softly over his cock. 

“Uhhh, Andie,” he groaned. “You feel so good.” The words were almost a whine as Andie grinned even wider. She glanced down to watch Samson, enjoying the show he was putting on for her. He knew it, too, because, if anything, Samson became even louder, showing Andie just how hard she made him.

Samson’s free hand slid over Andie’s back as he drew them closer together. “I’m close. But I won’t come. For you. I’ll be so good, I promise.”

“That’s right,” she praised. “You won’t come - not yet.” She reached down, circling her fingers around Samson’s wrist. She drew his hand slowly up, enjoying the desperate little whimper that contrasted so beautifully with the absolute obedience on Samson’s face. 

Leaning in, Andie kissed him again, tongue demanding entrance. Samson moaned into her mouth, his whole body trembling with desire. Andie grinned, pulling back, letting him see the smirk that played across her lips. 

“Now,” she said, “I’m going to give you your reward.” Like water, she flowed into his lap, arm wrapped around Samson’s strong shoulders. 

Samson’s head tilted back, eyes so focused on Andie, like she was the center of his universe. It felt amazing to be so wanted and Andie knew he did want her. Samson didn’t push up, he didn’t demand, and that just showed her even more how much he was there for her, how much he was just hers.

“I’m ready,” he promised. “Always so ready for you, Andie. Fuck. You’re so gorgeous,” he breathed.

In absolute silence, Andie lifted herself up. One hand angled Samson’s cock towards her core. She sank down, a moan rippling through her whole body as she satisfied that ache that had been building. 

Squeezing her muscles tight, Andie bounced up and down, Samson shaking beneath her as pleasure raced through him. “Fuck!” she cried, the sound loud and sharp over Samson’s rumbles of enjoyment. “Yeah, yeah, that feels amazing.” 

“Uhhh,” he grunted, letting her fuck herself onto his cock. Samson’s hands fell to Andie’s hips, but he didn’t fuck up into her, just letting her pick the rhythm and control it as much as she wanted. And Andie wanted! She rocked faster and harder against him, making Samson’s head fall back in ecstasy.

A string of ‘yesyesyes’ fell from his lips and Andie knew he must have been close. She didn’t slow, taking him in deeper and faster, her wet pussy clenching around his cock. “Fuck, Andie, please may I come?” Samson begged.

Just the fact that he asked made Andie’s nerve-endings sing with pleasure. He was so good, making sure she felt that surge of power that she loved. Leaning down, Andie caught Samson in a bruising kiss, her teeth nipping eagerly at his already-red lips. 

When she pulled back, he whimpered with desperation, his mouth open as if he were about to ask, once more, for her permission. “Yes,” she said, cutting him off and making him look up at her with lust-blown eyes. 

“Fuck, yes, Samson. You can come! I know you want to.” 

Another deep groan followed and, this time, Samson’s hips slammed up, his cock buried deep inside her. “Fuuuck,” he cried, muscles tensing. Andie moaned loudly, absolutely loving the look on his face as Samson spilled inside her.

His thrusts slowed then, until finally stilling completely. Samson’s breathing was ragged, coming gasp after gasp until he looked up at her, complete bliss on his face. “Fuck. Thank you. Thank you for letting me. You feel so fucking good.”

Andie moved slowly, enjoying the last fading hardness of Samson’s dick. As he softened, she let him slip out of her, breathing a deeply contented sigh. “Mmmm,” she hummed, nuzzling her nose against the soft skin of Samson’s neck. “You felt good too. So good. So gorgeous.” 

Samson’s cheeks flushed, glowing with pride at Andie’s praise. She shifted, stretching out on the bed and guiding Samson down beside her. “How does your ass feel?” she asked, smirk playing on her lips. “Does it hurt a lot?” 

“Not a lot,” he chuckled. “But definitely enough to feel tomorrow.” Which was exactly what Andie had wanted. So tomorrow, when they were at work, she could reach out and give a squeeze, both of them knowing just how much it’d remind Samson of what they’d done tonight!


Punished for Being Late


Karen drummed her scarlet fingernails against the smooth-grained wood of her new desk. Sun streamed through the wall of windows, picking out the copper highlights in Karen’s mass of chestnut hair. It was a beautiful day, and the start of a brand new adventure. Karen should have been having the time of her life. 

Instead, irritation flooded her. The reflection of her face in the shiny new Macbook seemed to smirk tauntingly at her. The internet should have been hooked up first thing that morning. Karen had planned it that way so she’d have a whole day to iron out any kinks before her new employees arrived on Monday.

As the sun climbed higher in the sky outside, Karen scowled. It was well past lunchtime. If the engineer didn’t show up soon, Karen’s whole plan for the day was going to be ruined. 

She waited another twenty minutes, and was on the verge of calling the company when her cell phone finally trilled. “What time do you call this?” she snapped, striding down the stairs to reception. 

What greeted her there was not the scruffy middle-aged man Karen had expected. No. Instead, her engineer looked like he might be on loan from one of the upscale gyms Karen had surveyed shortly after her move to the city. 

His crisp shirt strained across the muscles in his chest, dark hair pushed neatly back from his forehead in a way that made Karen long to run her fingers through it. 

He was sexy as fuck. But that didn’t mean Karen was going to go any easier on him for being late. 

She signed him in at the receptionist’s desk, instructing him to follow her up the three flights of stairs to the story of the building she had rented at great expense. 

“And what do you have to say for yourself, Emmett?” she asked, once they were alone in the middle of the office. “You’ve turned up several hours late, with no word of warning. Do you consider that to be professional behavior?” 

The guy looked physically uncomfortable at her words and shifted slightly. “There was an accident and the roads were blocked, so all my jobs got delayed,” Emmett said with a small shrug. “I can only apologize. I did ask head office to give you a call. I’m guessing they didn’t.” It all sounded very reasonable. But Karen was reluctant to let go of her annoyance.

She saw the way Emmett’s tongue slid over his lips to wet them. “I’ll get this sorted as quickly as I can,” he promised. “Is there anything I can do to... make it up to you?” he added. Karen felt like perhaps there was an undercurrent of... daring?

Her mind filled with images of exactly how Emmett could make amends for the hours she had wasted waiting for him. And making him pay would be a lot more fun than staying annoyed at a situation that it was too late to change. 

“I suppose that depends,” Karen replied, letting her voice drop into a purr. “So far, you’ve given me very little reason to believe that you’re capable of following directions.” And if Emmett was going to make this delay up to Karen, she would need him to follow her instructions. 

She leaned back against the desk, propping her ass against the wood as she surveyed Emmett. He shifted again, looking less uncomfortable by the minute. “Have you got experience with women telling you what to do?” she asked, raising one eyebrow. 

He moved to open his bag that seemed to contain a complex mess of wires. “In a work situation or... more than that?” Emmett asked as he pulled out some sort of a device. Truthfully, Karen wasn’t all that bothered to learn what each of the things were for. As long as her internet connection worked, she would be happy enough.

Rather than waiting for her answer, Emmett cleared his throat and carried on. “I have some experience with it outside of work,” he told her. Karen could see a light blush spreading up his neck. But Emmett didn’t let that discourage him as he glanced up at Karen, a small grin playing on his lips. “And a lot of experience in a work situation.”

“Aside from wanting you to get it done, I have no interest in telling you how to do your job,” Karen answered. She wouldn’t know where to begin. But when it came to things outside of work, Karen could offer some very experienced guidance. 

She reached up, sliding her fingers over the highest button of her blouse. Emmett’s gaze followed her movement, lingering only a few seconds on the soft swell of Karen’s breasts. Karen’s mouth watered as she imagined all the things she could make Emmett do. All the ways she could make sure he satisfied the sudden desire that surged through her. 

“Take off your shirt,” she ordered. 

“Now?” he asked with a tone of surprise in his voice. Before Karen could assure him that yes, she did mean right now, Emmett was already shrugging off the shirt that had so wonderfully clung to his chest. Karen was not left disappointed. Neither by the speed at which Emmett followed her orders nor how good he looked without a shirt on.

Licking his lips, Emmett glanced at the wires in his bag. “Do you want me to fix the internet first?” he asked, sounding unsure.

The sight of all Emmett’s beautiful muscles on display did a great deal to calm Karen’s irritation. Suddenly, she was glad he’d turned up so late. After all, if he’d been here right on time, Karen wouldn’t have enjoyed herself nearly as much. 

“Fix the internet,” she urged, waving a hand towards the bank of computers waiting for her employees to claim them. “I think I’ll enjoy the view.” She leaned back, letting Emmett’s gaze drink her in before he finally remembered that she’d given him an order. 

Though she had no idea what he was doing, Karen certainly appreciated watching Emmett hustle. The muscles in his back and shoulders shifted, making Karen yearn to run her fingers over all of them. 

But her time would come. First, she wanted to show off just how patient she could be. Emmett’s tight ass flexed as he crouched and stood, bent and leaned over. Karen didn’t hurry him, didn’t ask for an estimate of how long he would take. 

She just let the anticipation build and build, until finally Emmett straightened up and wiped his damp hands on his jeans. 

“Is it fixed?” she asked, tongue darting out to touch the very corner of her mouth. 

“Yeah,” Emmett nodded. “I...” he stopped, turning to look at Karen. Even through his jeans, Karen could see how hard his cock was. Clearly, knowing that she was watching him, that she had told him to take his shirt off specifically so she could watch him was a turn on. Emmett’s gaze dropped down to Karen’s long legs. He shook his head.

Karen saw him hesitate but then Emmett took a step closer. Not too close, but just a little bit. “I think I worked faster just because of how hard my cock was getting,” he admitted. “Fuck, I... yeah, yeah, it works now. Can I please do something more to help you?”

He was so eager already. Karen felt desire bubble slowly through her body, a heat blooming under her skin. She hummed, like she was seriously considering whether or not to allow Emmett to help her. 

The power she had over him was enough to make Karen’s whole body thrum. “You were very quick and efficient,” she praised. “I had a lovely time watching you.” She moved her hands down her blouse, brushing over her breasts. Under the fabric of her bra, her nipples were already standing stiff. 

“Come here and take my shoes and stockings off,” she ordered. She could hardly wait to feel Emmett’s big, capable hands on her. 

There was no hesitation before he approached her. Once he had, Emmett slowed down. His tongue darted out once again to lick over his lips. Karen watched it in fascination. She was going to enjoy finding out what else he could do with that tongue. Noticing her gaze, Emmett smiled, a soft kind of smile.

Then, he dropped to his knees. Karen’s breath caught in her throat at the sight. He looked so good like that, so perfectly submissive. Despite being in an empty office, Emmett didn’t seem at all bothered by Karen’s requests. He stretched out to carefully reach for her feet. He tilted her right one first, sliding the shoe off carefully and then doing the same to Karen’s left foot.

Emmett’s fingers slid up Karen’s calves softly until he reached the hem of the stocking. His touch was hot and sent a spark of heat straight to Karen’s pussy. Emmett took his time, slowly rolling the nylon down until Karen’s leg was bare. He set it down against her shoes and then moved on to get the other stocking off, too.

“Ohhh,” Karen sighed. “That feels lovely, Emmett. Such nice smooth hands.” His fingers slid over her skin, sparks tingling in his wake. Karen wanted to know how good those clever fingers would feel inside her. But not yet. 

Leaning forward, Karen took a slow breath, loving the way her breasts rose and fell beneath her silky blouse. Lifting one bare foot, she inched it along Emmett’s thigh. Her toes nudged against the hard line of his dick, making Emmett give a throaty moan. 

He even sounded sexy. Karen pulled away. If Emmett wanted more, he would have to earn it. “Unbutton my blouse,” she ordered. “Tell me how much you want to touch me.” 

“Fuck,” Emmett breathed. He reached up for the buttons of Karen’t blouse. She enjoyed how he didn’t start from the top, didn’t try to reveal her bra-covered breasts first. No. Instead, Emmett worked the buttons up from the bottom one. His fingers were careful not to brush over Karen’s skin, clearly not wanting to cross the wordless boundaries she’d set.

When her blouse finally fell open, Emmett gave another soft groan. “You’re so hot,” he told Karen. “I’d love to touch you, to explore how soft your skin is. And learn where to touch you to make you moan. Fuck, I’d love to make you moan.”

The words sizzled across Karen’s skin, zipping along her nerves like electricity. But she didn’t rush. Sitting forward, she let her blouse slide down her arms. Emmett’s eyes widened, his Adam’s apple swallowing as he took in the sight of all her tanned skin. Folding the shirt, Karen placed it carefully on the desk behind her. 

“Hand me the rest of my clothes,” she instructed. Emmet did, gathering up her stockings and shoes. Slowly, Karen added them to the pile, making sure she seemed unphased by the fact she was wearing nothing more than a bra above her skirt. Despite the wall of windows, Karen knew they couldn’t be seen. Leaving the glass uncovered made her feel naughtier. 

Finally, she crooked a finger, gesturing for Emmett to join her. “You may stand,” she allowed. Reaching for his hand, Karen lifted it to her breast, directing Emmett’s fingers to her hard nipple. “Make me moan,” she ordered. “When you do, you can take another piece of my clothing off.” 

Emmett’s eyes darkened at the challenge. He was obviously very eager to take it on. His thumb rubbed over the hard tip of Karen’s nipple where he could feel it through her bra. It was more of an exploratory touch than one intended to make her moan. Unlike the one that then followed. This touch was a lot more determined. Not hard, but definitely firm.

The thumb rubbed over Karen’s nipple once, twice and then Emmett brought up his index finger, too. When he pinched against her nipple, Karen gasped. It wasn’t painful as much as it was sensitive. Emmett glanced up at her, smiling slightly. He moved a step closer and then repeated the action, pulling against her nipple through the material.

Karen’s teeth dug into her lower lip as she tried to hold any noises back. Emmett’s touch felt so good, but Karen wanted to make him work for it. His free hand slid over her back, then up into Karen’s hair. He pulled her close, his tongue darting out to tease at the indentations left by her teeth. 

Opening her mouth, Karen let Emmett deepen the kiss. His fingers skillfully rolled her nipple, sending a wave of arousal through Karen’s whole body. She arched her back, pressing herself harder against Emmett’s hand. 

His muscled chest was warm as Karen flattened her hands against it. As he pulled away, Karen gave a low, desperate moan. Emmett stilled, glancing down to check whether that counted. 

“Go on,” Karen urged. “What do you want to take off?” 

She saw him think about his options. There was her bra, of course, something that Emmett’s eyes first focused on. But his hand dropped lower, fingertips brushing over the waistband of her skirt. “This,” he decided. “I want to see how amazing you look in nothing but your bra and panties,” he breathed.

Emmett took a step back, holding a hand out to Karen so he could help her off the desk she was sat on. When she stood, his hands traveled over her skirt-covered hips. She watched as his tongue licked over his lips, like he couldn’t quite contain the excitement.

“Can I?” Emmett asked.

Karen nodded, feeling a tremor run through her muscles as anticipation flared hot within her. Emmett’s fingers were steady, easily flicking the button loose. Just as confidently, he tugged the zipper down, revealing the pale pink lace of Karen’s panties. 

He groaned. The sound made Karen’s muscles tighten. Emmett dragged the skirt down Karen’s legs, his gaze caressing the skin that he’d exposed. Standing there in nothing but her underwear, before the wall of glass windows, gave Karen a rush of power more intense than she’d felt in a long time. 

Stepping forward, Karen pressed her body against Emmett’s. She ground her panty-clad pussy over the thick length of his cock, then tutted. She couldn’t have Emmett wearing more clothes than she was! “Take off the rest of your clothes,” she ordered. “Then get back on your knees.” 

“Yes,” Emmett nodded.

Karen enjoyed how compliant he was. From the things Emmett did to her, she wouldn’t be surprised to learn that he often took the dominant role in a bedroom. Yet, there was absolutely no hesitation in following the exact orders of what she told him to do.

Her eyes followed Emmett’s hands as they slid over to the button on his jeans. He groaned when the material came open, no doubt giving his cock some release from its constraints. Pushing the jeans off, Emmett stumbled briefly to get his shoes and socks off, too. But then, when he straightened, Emmett was left in nothing but a tight pair of boxers.

The outline of his hard dick made Karen’s mouth water. Emmett seemed to know it, too. He grinned at her. She nodded her head so he’d take those off, too. She had, after all, told him to take all of his clothes off.

When he did, Karen almost moaned.

Fuck was she going to have fun with that beautiful cock.

Emmett dropped down to his knees just as instructed. “What would you like me to do next?” Emmett asked eagerly.

“Wait,” Karen answered immediately. Emmett groaned, but didn’t object or try to plead with her to let him do something. His obedience made Karen’s body feel even warmer. She was glad the air-conditioning was already working! The cool air of the office made a delicious contrast to the heat that was building up inside her. 

Swaying her hips with every move, Karen fetched one of the office chairs she’d purchased. She wheeled it over to where Emmett was sitting, positioning it close enough for him to touch. That done, she dropped her ass down against the plush leather cushions. 

Parting her legs, excitement raced up Karen’s spine. Doing this here, now, was so naughty. It thrilled her to think that when work started on Monday, she’d have such sexy memories to look back on. 

“Show me how sorry you are that you were late,” she ordered. 

Emmett moved towards the chair instantly. He slowed when he reached her, making sure he was allowed to touch. When Karen nodded, Emmett slid his hands over the outside of her legs. His fingers were soft as he brushed over her calves first and then up to her knees. With her legs already parted, Emmett didn’t need to push them further apart. Instead, he leaned in to press a soft kiss against her inner thigh.

“I am very sorry,” Emmett murmured. “Please, I want to make it up to you.” His tongue lapped over her skin, so close to the wetness of her panties, but not close enough. Emmett was careful not to touch the material. Glancing up from between Karen’s legs, he smiled softly. “Can I? Please, I would love to make you come.”

He looked so good on the floor, kneeling between Karen’s legs, that she gave a soft moan of her own. “Yes,” she agreed, eager to have Emmett’s hands and mouth on her. She lifted her lips, angling her body towards his fingers as they inched higher. 

The front of her panties was soaked. When Emmett touched her, Karen felt a thrill travel all the way up her spine, exploding brightly in a combination of lust and pleasure. His fingers teased against the fabric, brushing against her clit through the layer of lace. 

“Ohhh!” Karen cried. “That’s good. Fuck, yes.” She lifted one leg, hooking it over Emmett’s shoulder and using the grip to draw him close. 

Not that she had to try very hard. Emmett came easily. He pressed another kiss against Karen’s inner thigh and then leaned in to run his tongue over the material of her panties. A soft groan fell from his lips at the taste of her. Karen knew he’d be easily able to tell just how wet she was for him already.

She loved seeing him like this, between her legs, so eager to put his mouth on her. Emmett’s fingers slid up to move the material to one side so he could slide his tongue inside of Karen. Lapping, he teased a loud moan from her. His tongue moved higher, seeking out Karen’s clit, moving around it in circles until she could do nothing but scream as the pleasure built inside her.

The muscles in Karen’s stomach jumped, her thighs clamping on either side of Emmett’s face. He didn’t fight her, instead leaning in to work his tongue harder over the sensitive bundle of nerves. Sliding her fingers into Emmett’s hair, Karen clutched him close, bucking her hips up to rock against his mouth. 

Emmett ate her out eagerly, his tongue dipping from her clit to slide inside her. He fucked her with sure, steady strokes which drove Karen’s pleasure higher and higher. “Fuck!” she cried. “Get your tongue back on my clit and use your hands.” Her voice cracked like a whip, full of power. She had no doubt that Emmett would obey. 

His tongue immediately returned to her clit, just as instructed. Emmett licked against it, the tip of his tongue moving fast. He slid his hands up the insides of Karen’s thighs until he could slip two fingers inside her. Karen’s hips bucked, but Emmett’s mouth was there to catch her. His free hand settled against Karen’s side so he could hold her in place.

The fingers inside her curled slightly, hitting Karen’s sweet spot. Emmet’s tongue was dedicated, making her scream in pleasure as it shot through her in waves. He was relentless, making Karen’s moans echo around the empty office and bounce off the floor-to-ceiling windows.

Her orgasm swept through her, making her forget everything except how good she felt. Emmett’s mouth was so hot, so talented, his tongue making pleasure coil tighter in Karen’s stomach until it exploded with a wild cry. Her bucking hips rode Emmett’s mouth as the last of the sensation faded, leaving her body tingling and satisfied. 

“Yes! Yes!” Karen cried, urging Emmett on. He didn’t stop, his tongue wriggling against Karen’s clit. Her fingers gripped his hair, clinging on. Finally, Karen had to push Emmett away, her pussy so oversensitive that even his gentle licks felt like fire. “Stop,” she sighed. “Fuck, you were so good, Emmett.” 

And they weren’t done yet. “Sit back,” Karen ordered. As Emmett obeyed, her gaze dragged down his body, fixing on the stiff, flushed cock between his legs. “Are you as good with your dick as you are with your mouth?” Karen asked. 

Emmett’s eyes widened at the question. He gave a soft laugh. “I’m as dedicated with my dick as I am with my mouth,” he told her with a grin. The answer made Karen laugh, too. She could certainly appreciate dedication. And Emmett had proved his ability to do very well with his mouth.

Leaning back, Emmet rested his ass against his heels more, giving Karen a perfect display of just how hard he was for her. There was such a lack of shyness coming from both of them that Karen couldn’t help but grin.

“Can I help you out of your bra?” Emmett asked hopefully.

“And my panties.” Karen nodded. She wanted to be completely bare before they took this any further. The thought of being skin-to-skin with Emmett filled her with desire. His body was perfect, she could hardly wait to feel her breasts crushed against that firm chest. 

Getting up, Karen walked the short distance to where Emmett knelt. “You can stand, for now,” she informed him. “I want to feel your mouth against my nipples before you take my panties off.” She adjusted them, covering her pussy back up while Emmett’s fingers slid over the curve of her waist. 

It wasn’t a hard task. Emmett was quick at seeking out the clasp of Karen’s bra. He undid it skillfully, helping her to slide the straps off her shoulders so he could send her breasts bouncing free. “Fuck,” Emmett breathed at the sight of them and Karen grinned. She knew she had a gorgeous pair of tits. She enjoyed having men admire them.

Emmett’s head dropped down just as one of his hands cupped the breast to lead it up to his mouth. When his tongue first lapped over Karen’s nipple his touch was soft. It didn’t stay like that for long. Quickly, Emmett sucked her nipple between his lips, teeth grazing it just sharply enough to tease a moan from Karen.

His mouth was once again proving to be very good. The fingers of Emmett’s free hand slid under the material of Karen’s panties that laid over her hips and he gave it a soft tug.

“Yes!” Karen cried, pressing her body tightly against Emmett’s. Heat radiated off him, his skin smooth over his firm muscles as Karen dragged her hands down his back. Her nails grazed against his skin, making Emmett moan. The sound vibrated against Karen’s nipple, startling another gasp from between her lips. 

Emmett pulled her panties down, looking up at her from his position crouched on the floor. There was such desire in his eyes that it took Karen’s breath away. “Sit on the chair,” she ordered. “I’m going to ride you so hard.” 

She watched as Emmett’s Adam’s apple bobbed at the thought alone. He eagerly scrambled up and to the chair, sitting down and letting his hard cock stand proud. Karen’s mouth watered at the sight of it, her pussy throbbing with desire. She was certain it’d feel amazing as it filled her up.

Emmett held his hands out to Karen, helping her onto the chair and onto him. “Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re so fucking hot,” he told her and then leaned down to catch the nipple he hadn’t yet sucked between his lips, making Karen moan loudly.

The chair was barely big enough for two, pressing their bodies together as Karen straddled Emmett’s athletic frame. She ran her hands through his hair, forcing his head back. Dropping her mouth to his throat, Karen licked and sucked all the way up to the sharp angle of his jaw.

“So fucking hot,” she breathed. “So obedient.” Emmett moaned again. Karen shifted her body teasingly. Her pussy brushed across the head of Emmett’s cock. The shock of arousal made her cry out again. “Fuck, tell me how badly you want to feel me,” she urged. 

“Uh, so much,” he groaned. Emmett’s hands gripped Karen’s ass, fingers digging into the flesh there. “Fuck, I want you to fuck me. Ride me like how you said. I want you to use me because I’ve been bad! Please, Karen, let me make it up to you that I was late,” he begged. She loved hearing the desperation in his voice, the sheer need.

His hands gripped her tighter as Emmett rocked up. “Fuck, please, Karen,” he begged. “I want to feel you. I want you to fuck me.”

Even if her pussy hadn’t been aching with the need to be filled, Karen would have let Emmett’s begging convince her. As it was, she wanted it just as much as he did. “Yes,” she breathed. “Yeah, I will. Don’t worry. Going to fuck you so good.” 

With her hands clenched on Emmett’s broad shoulders, Karen lifted herself up. Her breasts bounced, her sensitive nipples brushing Emmett’s chest. “Hold your cock still for me,” she instructed. One hand dropped from her ass, wrapping around the thick base of Emmett’s erection.

With a loud moan, Karen sunk herself down onto it. Just as she’d thought, Emmett’s dick stretched her muscles out. Karen lifted her hips, fucking herself eagerly on Emmett’s cock. “Ahhh!” she cried. “You feel so good. So hot and so big.”

“Uhhh,” he groaned under her. The chair wobbled beneath them but stayed put. Emmett thrust upwards into Karen, meeting each of her movements as she sank down lower onto his cock. Her pussy felt so full as she began to rock faster. Emmett’s hands returned to her ass, gripping tightly as he pulled her against him.

Emmett’s cries were low, matching the much higher-pitched moans falling from Karen’s lips. “Fuck,” he breathed and then Karen felt his clever fingers slide between her ass cheeks, soft as they stroked over her asshole, sending pleasure shooting through Karen at such speed she almost saw white.

“Fuck!” Karen cried. “Such a naughty boy, Emmett.” His fingers stilled, almost pulling away. Before he could go far, Karen reached behind her and wrapped her fingers around his wrist, holding his hand in place. “Don’t stop,” she urged. “I like this kind of naughty.” 

Every bounce of her hips pushed Karen back against Emmett’s fingers. They circled and teased, driving her wild with desire. Sparks shivered all over her body, electrifying every inch as she followed through on her promise to ride Emmett hard and fast. 

Moving below her, Emmett reached to use his other hand to push one of her breasts up. Once he caught the nipple between his lips, Emmett sucked hard, fingers moving on to equally tease Karen’s other nipple, too. The mix of sensations from everywhere edged Karen closer to her orgasm.

Emmett groaned, the vibration rumbling through Karen. Her screams increased but Emmett didn’t slow. He sucked her nipple harder, thrusting up to meet Karen in steady strides. Against her asshole, his fingers continued to tease, making the sensitive nerve endings there tingle against his touch.

Karen squeezed her muscles tight around Emmett’s glorious cock, milking as much pleasure from him as she knew how. His eyes rolled back, his mouth sucking hungrily at Karen’s breast. He groaned, sounding so desperate that Karen had to swallow hard. 

“Don’t come,” she ordered. She wasn’t ready for this to be over. She wanted to feel Emmett’s dick still inside her as she climaxed all over again. “Just keep going, just like that.” She rode him, all her attention focused on the pleasure that spiraled inside her. 

Her orgasm bubbled up, feeling like it started in the very tips of her toes. Swiftly, pleasure spread through her, until Karen gave one final cry. She screamed as her body shuddered through the throes of passion. 

Emmett’s teeth grazed against her nipple, the sensation almost too much as every muscle in Karen’s body tightened. “Fuck me on the desk,” she demanded. “Lift me up and then fuck me hard.” 

She saw his eyes widen when he pulled away from her breast. But then, both of Emmett’s hands moved to Karen’s ass. He lifted her easily, like she weighed nothing. As he stood, Karen cried out. His cock slid into her so deeply as gravity pulled her down on it. All she could do was try to catch her breath as Emmett lowered her on the desk, brushing off everything under them so he could lay her down carefully.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “Hard, yeah?” he repeated. Karen barely had time to give a nod before Emmett slammed into her. He stood by the table, pulling Karen onto his dick and then fucking her fast and hard. Her breasts bounced as he pounded her wet pussy. All Karen could do was hold onto Emmett, letting him take her with so much power.

Every thrust sent a spike of pleasure through her, almost enough to set off yet another climax. “Fuuuck,” Karen cried, tipping her head back. The desk shook under the force of Emmett’s thrusts. His fingers gripped her hips, holding her still as his cock drove into her again and again. 

“Do you want to come?” Karen asked, her fingers squeezing hard at the muscle of Emmett’s arms. “Will you beg me to let you, Emmett?” He had more than made up for his bad behavior, but Karen wanted to hear his voice as he asked her permission. 

“Ugh,” he grunted. “Yes, please,” he cried. “Please, Karen, I want to come so bad. Please let me.” The pleas were emphasized by even more thrusts. To give Emmett credit, he kept fucking her just as hard, like he simply wouldn’t come until she told him he could. Karen was tempted to see how long he could last like that, but it seemed cruel. And Emmett had been so very good for her.

The desk shook and Karen screamed in pleasure as Emmett kept fucking her. “Fuck, Karen, please,” he whined. “Please let me, I want to come inside you so much!”

Karen wanted it, too! Her pussy throbbed at the thought of Emmett’s hot come filling her up. And he was so obedient. He deserved the reward that would burst over him. Karen pushed herself up, claiming Emmett’s mouth for one last, filthy kiss before she let herself fall back against the hard wood. 

“Come for me,” she urged, wrapping her legs around Emmet’s hips to pull him even closer. “Fill me up and let me feel how much you like it!” He pounded into her harder, making Karen’s ass bounce against the desk. She watched his mouth drop open, eyes rolling back as he came with a long, loud wail. 

Her fingers scratched against his arms, waking shivers of goosebumps as Emmett’s hips slowed. “Oh, that was so hot,” Karen breathed. Her whole body tingled, satisfied by the hard fucking Emmett had delivered. 

He half-collapsed atop of her, arms on each side of Karen’s body to stop himself from crushing her. Emmett’s breath was coming in harsh bursts. “You feel so good,” he moaned and then gave one last thrust before his soft cock slipped out of Karen. “Fuck, I should show up to jobs late more often if this is the punishment,” he added jokingly.

When Emmett finally moved off her, it was slow as he took in how she looked, splayed out on the desk all naked. “Uh, you look good,” he said, tongue running over his lips. “Can I make you come again?” Emmett suggested, gaze dropping down to Karen’s exposed pussy.

Karen felt she could hardly take another orgasm! But the thought of Emmett licking his own come from her was too deliciously dirty to refuse. She nodded, letting her legs fall further open. The sun had dipped below the horizon, leaving the sky outside the windows a dark purple. Karen shivered, as if she could feel the cool of the glass against her skin. 

“Fuck,” she breathed, as Emmett dropped to his knees once more. “You look like you belong there.” He grinned, then pressed his face between her thighs. He nipped his teeth against her skin, making pleasure and pain flare brightly together. Karen let her body relax, moaning as Emmett’s mouth teased higher. 

His tongue slid over the wetness of her pussy hungrily. Almost like he hadn’t already made her come multiple times. Emmett’s mouth was so keen, licking Karen’s pussy and making her moan. He really was very dedicated. Karen brought a hand down to tangle her fingers in Emmett’s hair.

She rocked her hips, moaning deeply as Emmett’s tongue circled over her already sensitive clit. It hardly took him long before Karen could feel her orgasm building. Then Emmett pressed two fingers inside her, fucking her with them fast as his tongue lapped steadily.

“Ahhh,” Karen screamed, the sound bouncing off the walls as she clung desperately to Emmett’s hair. His warm, wet tongue lapped at her while his fingers pumped in and out of her, with wet noises that made Karen’s toes curl. 

Her body jerked as she came, orgasm slamming through her hard enough to take her breath away. Her nails scratched against Emmett’s scalp, her fingers pulling so tightly in his hair that it made him moan, too. 

Finally, Karen had to push Emmett softly away. “Oh, my god,” she breathed. “Fuck, Emmett that was so good.” Almost too much, but Karen was hardly going to complain about coming so often that she could hardly move. “You made it up to me, you good boy,” she praised. 

Emmett grinned at the praise, his mouth glistening with Karen’s wetness. He licked it off his lips before standing up so he could pull her up and into a soft kiss. “I’m very sorry for being late,” he told her. “But not too sorry because this made it pretty worth it.” Karen could hardly fault him there. They had definitely had some serious fun!

“And your internet is all set up now,” he added proudly. “Ready for the first day tomorrow,” he chuckled. “I hope it’s been a good introduction to the office. I’ve been assigned as your IT specialist, so, you know, if there’s any trouble...”

Karen’s eyes widened, and she gave Emmett’s ass a light swat with one hand. “You knew, all this time,” she accused. Emmett’s smirk was unapologetic, so Karen kissed it off his lips, threading her fingers through his hair once more. 

“I’m sure there will be trouble, after that,” she added. In her successful career, Karen had never known an office without IT trouble. She would definitely make sure to call Emmett again. And soon! 

Carefully, she slid her clothes back on. Everything except her panties. She tucked those into Emmett’s bag before he zipped it up. “Something to remember me by,” she teased. She had no doubt that Emmett would think about her again, often. She looked forward to making him tell her all about it the next time she had good reason to make him grovel at her feet.


Warmed Up


Freezing temperatures in December were awful, but they did have one upside: the clothes! Paige loved her winter wardrobe of scarves, coats, boots, hats, and gloves. Every time she had to leave the house, she bundled up from top to toe, leaving only her face exposed to the elements. Coming home with a tingling nose and rosy cheeks was half the fun! 

And there was nothing Paige loved more than involving Coby in her fun. They’d been married for nearly five years, but, in some ways, they still acted like newlyweds. Coby still held the car door open for her, and Paige still made sure he felt cared for after busy days at work. 

On this particular Saturday, they’d had an early lunch together before Coby settled down to watch the latest episode of his newest Netflix obsession. Since Paige wasn’t terribly thrilled by the kind of sitcom that Coby favored, she’d decided to go out for a walk. 

By the time she returned, blood pumping under her many, many layers, Coby had finished and was browsing through the channels to see if there was anything else that might be interesting. 

“Why don’t you turn the TV off and come help me out of my clothes?” Paige called from the hallway. Though she phrased it as a question, there was enough snap in her tone to suggest that she expected to be obeyed. 

Coby moved quickly, arriving at Paige’s side almost straight away. She enjoyed that he didn’t need to be told twice. This wasn’t something they did all the time, but it was clearly enough for him to not even need to question her demand. Rather, Coby reached for the buttons on Paige’s coat, undoing each one carefully.

“Did you have a nice walk?” he asked, opening the coat and then reaching to untangle the scarf that Paige was wearing. “So many layers,” he laughed, lifting a hand to take Paige’s hat off, too.

The idea of Coby slowly unwrapping those layers made shivers of lust course down Paige’s spine. “I did,” she confirmed, a smile curving her red lips. Being bundled up made it all the more important to make sure her make-up was sexy, as far as Paige was concerned. “It’s freezing out there, even at this time of day.” Luckily, Coby was here to help warm Paige back up! 

“Did you enjoy your show?” she asked, watching as Coby hung her scarf and hat from their hooks on the wall. Taking a seat on the bench, she held her leg up and out so that Coby could get to work untying her chunky-heeled boots. 

“Yes.” He nodded. “I’ve only got a couple of episodes left, too,” he commented, dropping down to his knees easily. Paige couldn’t deny that she loved it when he did that. It wasn’t just sexual, not when it would be much easier to take her boots off like this, but heat still rose through her at the sight.

Coby knew it, too, because he gave Paige a small grin before starting on the laces of her boots. He didn’t rush, carefully undoing one and then the other before pulling each boot off in turn. Setting them to one side, Coby smiled at Paige.

“How far am I undressing you?” he asked curiously.

Paige smirked. “Well,” she said, drawing the word out playfully. “I guess that depends. If you want to finish the rest of your show, you can stop once you’ve hung up my coat and gloves.” As she spoke, Coby’s warm, thick fingers wrapped around her wrist. He tugged her glove off inch by inch, revealing the skin beneath as slowly as if this were already a strip-tease.” 

“Or,” Paige continued, “we can move this to the bedroom and you can undress me the rest of the way there.” If Coby chose his sitcom over an invitation like that, Paige would be a little disappointed, she had to admit. He peeled her other glove off, leaning close so he could tuck them both into the pocket of her coat so she would have them ready the next time she went out. “What do you think?” she asked, arching one eyebrow. 

She watched as Coby’s tongue slid out to wet his lips. He was close enough that she could feel his breath against her. “I think those episodes will be there tomorrow, too,” he told her. Paige almost laughed at the way he pretended to have had to think about it.

One of Coby’s hands fell down to brush over Paige’s hand. “I’d love to undress you all the way,” he told her. “All your sweaters,” he grinned. Paige was only wearing one sweater, but there were still enough layers for Coby to work his way through. And with each layer, Paige would get hotter despite losing clothes.

She stood, letting Coby strip the coat from her in one easy movement. With one hand cradling the back of his head, Paige stepped close, tipping his mouth down so she could kiss him hard. Her tongue darted between his parted lips, stealing some of the heat contained there. Coby wrapped his arms around her, pulling Paige against his body. Even through her many clothes, she could feel the hard planes of his stomach and chest. 

“Come on, then,” she said, pulling back and smirking at the effects of her handiwork. Coby’s lips were red from kissing, his hair sticking up from where she’d gripped the back of his head. Grabbing Coby’s hand, Paige tugged him in the direction of their bedroom. “You may stay standing, for now,” she allowed. 

“So generous,” he teased, but Paige knew that had she wanted him to, Coby would’ve gone down to his knees in an instant for her. Instead, he led their way to the bedroom, putting the lights on before telling the smartspeaker to put on some music. “I hope you don’t mind,” Coby commented and Paige shook her head. The music gave the room a nice ambiance.

Then, Coby went to tug against that sweater he’d mentioned. Paige lifted her arms easily, letting him pull it off. “You’re so warm,” he commented, fingers sliding down to untuck her shirt from her jeans. Paige’s muscles flexed against the touch. Coby’s fingers weren’t cold but they were cooler than her skin was.

“Mmmm,” Paige hummed, “I wonder why?” She laughed, leaning in to Coby as his fingers brushed over the skin of her stomach with every button he unfastened. When he finally pulled her shirt open, Coby’s breath caught in his throat, making Paige bite back a moan at the sight. She’d worn his very favorite low-cut bra, the one that barely covered her nipples. 

Walking through the cold afternoon had been extra exciting with the knowledge that she had such sexy lingerie on underneath the rest of her clothes. Every step had reminded her of the delicate lace that scratched across her sensitive nipples, sparking a desire inside Paige that now burned so fiercely she was surprised Coby couldn’t feel it. 

Of course, he also wasn’t touching her nipples yet. Coby was always very good at asking first. Besides, he did have a task at hand. Now that Paige’s shirt was open, rather than pushing it off, Coby unfastened the button of her jeans. He proceeded to slide the material down, going down on his knees to help Paige out of the pants.

While he was down there, Coby also pulled off Paige's socks, before smiling up at her. It left her in nothing but the matching lace and her shirt. The house was warm enough that it didn’t make a huge difference from how bundled up Paige had been. In fact, she might have gotten hot had he not undressed her.

Now, she was hot for a completely different reason.

Once he stood back up, Coby reached to brush the shirt off Paige’s shoulders. “May I touch you for more than just undressing purposes?” he asked, a light tone of amusement there.

Paige laughed, glancing pointedly down at her chest, where her nipples had already hardened from the movement of the shirt across her breasts. “Yes,” she said, giving a serious nod. “I think I’d be very disappointed if you didn’t, Coby. Besides, you’re not done undressing me yet.” Knowing how much Coby loved her in this underwear, though, Paige tipped her head slightly to one side. “You may take your time,” she allowed. 

Slowly, Coby took a step forward, dipping his head to press a line of kisses to the side of Paige’s neck. She moaned, the sound rich and throaty as she pressed herself forward against Coby’s body. His fingers danced across her ribcage, following the line of her bra with agonizing slowness. 

Still, Paige didn’t urge him to go faster. If Coby wanted to take his time, she would let him. His hands teased over her skin, exploring it just as his lips did. It left a slight tingle traveling through Paige. Her body responded so easily to Coby’s touch, pussy already wet at the prospect of what she’d have him do next.

Coby’s fingers slid higher, brushing over the hard nipples under Paige’s lacy bra. “You’re so hot,” he murmured. “Not just because you wear so many things when going outside,” he teased. After leaving another string of kisses against Paige’s shoulder, Coby gave it a soft bite and then reached to undo the fastenings on her bra.

She gave a sigh as her breasts spilled free, her nipples already hard from the friction of the lace. Coby quickly covered them, his fingertips first rubbing and then pinching at the sensitive buds. Paige groaned, the tug of pleasure-pain going straight between her legs. 

“Fuck!” she cried. “Yeah, that’s good. My nipples feel so sensitive.” Whether it was from the cold or this particular bra made no difference to the waves of sensation that rolled through her body. 

Coby lowered his head, dragging his teeth over the sensitive skin of her chest. His tongue felt scalding hot as it licked across her breast, making Paige shiver all over again. Her hand came up to card through Coby’s hair, twisting the thick strands between her fingers and using her grip to pull his mouth further down, close enough that she could feel the warmth of his breath against her nipple. 

He sucked lightly, tongue swirling around her before he moved on to the other nipple to do the same. It made sparks fly through Paige, her fingers tightening in his hair as the pleasure exploded from her nipple, going straight to her pussy. While one of Coby’s hands came up to cup Paige’s breast, teasing the already wet nipple, his other slid lower to give Paige’s ass a squeeze.

Coby’s hand moved higher, fingers crooking in the material of Paige’s panties before he began to drag them down. “May I use my mouth for this, too?” he asked, tongue darting out to wet his lower lip.

Paige bit down, the bright flash of pain making the pleasure that echoed through her body all the sweeter. “Let me sit down, first,” she decided, giving a light laugh. “You’re so good with your mouth, my knees might refuse to hold me up if I stay standing!” Coby flushed pink at her praise, which only made Paige want to compliment him more. He was such a good boy for her, so proud whenever she was pleased with him. 

Pulling away, Paige let herself fall back against the mattress, which bounced under her, making her breasts jiggle and her nipples ache with pleasure. She scooted back, plumping the pillows to support her in a sitting-up position. “There,” she said, once she was satisfied with her situation. “Now you can come serve me.” 

Coby grinned at her words, nodding eagerly. “Yes, ma’am,” he murmured obediently. Reaching to drag Paige’s panties off, Coby eagerly replaced them with his mouth. His hot lips explore the skin of Paige’s hip before moving lower. She felt the heat of his breath before giving a gentle moan when his teeth grazed one of her inner thighs.

It wasn’t until Paige’s body was positively vibrating with need that Coby finally moved properly between her legs. His tongue licked through her wetness, making Paige whine at how good it felt. He was always very good at eating her out.

With hands sliding under Paige’s ass, Coby pulled her more against him. His tongue lapped faster, sliding inside her and making Paige cry out loudly.

She felt the muscles in her thighs tighten, clamping around Coby’s ears. He hardly seemed to mind, not if the way his nails scratched across the skin of Paige’s ass was any indication. She moaned, the bright zing of sensation making her hips buck up to grind against Coby’s face. Her wetness smeared across his cheeks, making him look so much more wanton and debauched. 

Coby’s tongue pressed hard and hot against Paige’s clit. Pleasure spread through her in waves, all the way down to her toes which curled against the sheets. Tipping her head back, she let a loud groan echo off the surrounding walls. One hand lifted, cradling the back of Coby’s head and holding him in place. “Don’t stop,” she demanded, an edge of authority in her tone. “Fuck! Coby, keep going.” 

And he did keep going. In fact, Coby went even faster. He lapped and lapped against Paige’s clit, sending shoots of pleasure all the way through her. When she came, it was hard and made every muscle in her body tighten. Coby carried on, making sure to get every last drop, until Paige physically pushed him away.

His lips were so red and wet, it made her moan just at the sight of his messy face. Coby smiled up at her, clearly so pleased with having made her come. He was still fully dressed, too, which seemed to just make it all the hotter.

Arching off the bed, Paige stretched her whole body in one languorous roll. Pleasure still tilted through her, making the tips of her fingers tingle with heat. She sighed, letting herself fall back against the mattress. “You did so well, baby.” Now that she was naked, Paige intended to stay that way for quite some time. From the way Coby’s gaze feasted on the swell of her breasts, she doubted she would hear any objections. 

“Get up,” she ordered, waiting until Coby had scrambled from between her legs. “I want you to undress for me, now,” she instructed. The music still shimmered in the air between them, giving Coby a beat to move to. 

He used it, too. Hips swaying from side to side, Coby let his hands slide down his chest until he could tug his shirt up. He didn’t hesitate or linger, pulling it over his head in one easy movement. Paige enjoyed watching him and she knew he enjoyed being watched.

The fastenings on his pants didn’t take long to come undone and when he pushed them down, Paige could easily tell that he was already so hard for her. His boxers tented over the hardness of his cock, making Paige lick her lips at the sight. Coby grinned at her before pushing the material of his underwear down, too, leaving him naked in front of Paige.

“What do you want me to do next, baby?”

The question made Paige smile. Telling Coby what to do was one of her favorite activities. He took instruction so beautifully, and the thought of him obeying her orders sent a wave of heat through Paige’s entire body. Rising to her feet, Paige could feel the weight of Coby’s gaze on her, his tongue sliding over his lips like he wanted to be given another chance to show how good he was with his mouth. 

“Lie down on the bed,” she ordered, “and keep your eyes closed until I tell you you’re allowed to open them.” She waited, giving Coby just enough time to follow through with her instructions. Once he was stretched out, eyes screwed shut, she moved to their chest of toys, shifting things noisily, knowing that without his vision, Coby would be straining his ears to pick up every sound. 

She selected thick leather restraints, running her fingers over the supple material and giving a sigh of satisfaction. Coby would look so beautiful with each ankle cuffed to one of their bedposts. 

She approached Coby slowly, making sure to drag the movements out as much as she could. Paige wanted that anticipation to build for Coby, she wanted him to want to know but also to give her all of the control. So she didn’t let him open his eyes when the first strap wrapped around his wrist. From the sharp intake of his breath, Paige knew that Coby was aware of what she was doing but still, his eyes stayed shut.

“Are you going to tie me up?” Coby asked, turning his head towards Paige but not opening his eyes. “You know how much I like it. To know that you can do whatever you want, that I’m totally surrendered to you.” And yes, Paige did know and she very much loved it, too.

“I am going to tie you up,” she confirmed, trailing her fingers along the soft skin on the inside of Coby’s wrist. “I’m going to tie your wrists together above your head, and then I’m going to tie your ankles down, too.” She could see the full-body shudder that traveled through Coby. His cock jerked, smearing a streak of precum across his stomach. 

Biting back a laugh, Paige bent. Her hair brushed across Coby’s skin first, making him tug hard against the restraints already wrapped around his wrists. Then, Paige let her tongue dart out, licking up the trail of precum with a moan as the taste exploded on her tongue. Coby actually thrashed against the bed, the sight of him bound and helpless going straight to Paige’s pussy. And she wasn’t even done, yet! 

Paige could tell how much Coby struggled to keep his eyes shut, so she wasn’t surprised at the question that came. “May I watch? Please? Paige, I love seeing you tie me up,” he breathed. And sure, Paige couldn’t fault him there, Coby was really quite the sight splayed out like this for her.

She traced one finger down his stomach. Close enough to Coby’s cock but not quite. It was teasing enough that his hips bucked up a little. Not very much, though, and Paige smirked at that. She bet she could get him to buck up a lot more.

“Alright,” she allowed, “since you asked so nicely.” After all, now that Coby knew what was going to happen, there was no harm in him also getting to see it unfold. Lifting her hand, Paige let only the smallest sliver of skin remain in contact with Coby’s stomach. She swirled her finger around his navel, drawing spirals and other abstract shapes until Coby was practically panting with the effort to stay still. 

Teasingly, Paige moved lower, until the tip of her finger stroked lightly across the base of Coby’s cock. His hips bucked up, muscles in his thighs bunching dramatically. The whimper that fell from his lips made Paige moan, the two sounds layering over each other and the music like a deliciously pornographic soundtrack. 

Feeling that she’d teased her poor husband almost too much, Paige let her fingers wrap around his cock. She stroked him slowly, all the way up and then down again, repeating the motion three more times before she drew her hand away. “So hard for me,” she praised. “I’m going to make sure I use your cock later, baby.” 

“Anything for you,” Coby breathed. “Fuck,” his sigh was deep and he sucked his lower lip between his teeth. Paige enjoyed just how needy he looked, she always felt pleased with herself for getting Coby to this point. And then to the next point, too. Teasing her husband until he could hardly take it anymore was one of Paige’s favorite hobbies.

Giving Coby’s cock a few more strokes, Paige pulled away, mostly just to tease him. Coby knew it, too, because he gave a soft whine and pulled against the restraints. But there was hardly anything he could do. Paige was the one in control and they both rather liked it that way.

He watched as she moved down to the bottom of the bed, following through on her promise to bind his ankles. Strapping each one to a bedpost forced Coby’s legs to spread. From the way his breathing hitched, Paige knew how vulnerable it must make him feel. She stroked her fingers up the inside of his calves, enjoying the way her husband wriggled against the mattress. 

His cock was hard against his stomach, his face flushed with arousal. Desire darkened his eyes, making him look so desperate. It was almost enough to make Paige take pity on him. Almost, but not quite. Turning on her heel, Paige’s hair flew around her face as she returned to their collection of toys. 

Wrapping her fingers around the handle of a short, many-stranded whip, she smirked. The leather was soft, supple enough that she could strike Coby’s thighs without doing any real damage. It would sting, but not really hurt. Just enough to whet his appetite for the pleasure that would follow. 

From how his Adam’s apple bobbed when Coby’s eyes followed the whip, Paige knew he certainly wasn’t against the idea. Then again, Coby rarely was against any ideas that Paige proposed. Pain might not always be Coby’s favorite, but Paige was very good at knowing exactly how much to dish out.

She lifted her hand to bring the whip down lightly but even that made Coby’s breath catch. A quick blush colored his cheeks when he looked at Paige. “It stings,” he told her, making Paige laugh. Yes, she had rather expected that it might sting a little.

“But you take it so beautifully,” Paige purred, watching Coby’s cheeks flame even redder at her compliment. Lightly, she dragged the ends of the whip over Coby’s thighs, moving in random patterns so he had no hope of guessing where she might strike next. His gaze grew even darker, his muscles tensing in preparation. 

No matter how ready he might get, Paige still had the element of surprise. When she struck the whip across Coby’s hip, he moaned, his body jerking against the restraints. Desire pooled between Paige’s legs, throbbing so hard it was difficult to focus on anything else. 

Every time she struck Coby with the whip, the strands got ever closer to his cock, but they didn’t lick over it. Paige could tell how much the tension was building in Coby’s body, that his muscles didn’t know whether to prepare for the pain that would come with that.

“Fuck, Paige,” he breathed. Coby’s hands pulled against the restraints again and then so did his legs. But neither gave. He was secured in place so whatever Paige chose to do, she could. She hit him again, this time the strands sliding over Coby’s thighs and he whimpered.

Paige’s pussy was soaked. Watching Coby like this, having him entirely at her mercy, made her almost dizzy with desire. The ache between her legs intensified, her body yearning for something to fill it up. But Paige had to resist the temptation to give in. She needed to stay in control, and so she did. 

Coby’s gaze met hers, his pupils blown wide. She smiled, affection curling through her with the lust that pounded against her every nerve. “So beautiful for me,” she breathed, voice barely more than a whisper. Leaning close, she raked her nails across the sensitive skin that covered Coby’s abs. He choked back a moan, briefly squeezing his eyes shut. 

At that moment, Paige twisted to bring the whip down again, the strands splaying out across Coby’s stomach. 

“Fuuuck!” he cried out, the sound echoing around them. Paige could hardly pull her gaze away. Coby looked like such a picture, splayed out on the bed like this for her. He looked completely under Paige’s control and that was precisely what she wanted. His cock was leaking precum, dripping against the hot skin of his lower abdomen.

The next blow of the whip made Coby whine loudly. His hips bucked up from the bed, but the restraints quickly pulled him back. “Paige,” he moaned. “Paige, please. Fuck. I want... anything. Please, baby. Please?” The begging was like music to Paige’s ears.

She flowed up onto the bed, her smaller body caging Coby against the mattress. He strained upwards, trying and failing to reach her. Paige’s heart thundered against her ribs, so loud she felt sure Coby must have been able to hear it. With the whip still in one hand, she ran her knuckles along Coby’s sides, enjoying the heat that radiated off his body. 

“I’m going to free your wrists,” she said, leaning forward so that her breasts pressed against Coby’s face. With a moan, he set his mouth to work, licking and nipping while Paige unfastened the cuffs around his wrists. She let him carry on, moaning as his teeth grazed across her nipple. Only then did she pull back, grinding her drenched pussy against Coby’s stomach. 

“You may touch me,” she allowed. “In fact, I’m going to insist that you do.” 

His hands were on her in an instant. Fingers determined as they explored Paige’s heated skin. Coby wasn’t gentle but, then, she hardly wanted him to be. He wasn’t harsh either. Just the right amount of pressure as his nails scraped over her back. With Coby’s mouth still on Paige’s nipple, pleasure shot through her in waves.

Moving onto the other one to give it just as much attention, Coby let one of his hands drift down to Paige’s ass. He squeezed it tightly, making Paige groan at the mix of sensations. She felt Coby’s legs pull against the restraints, but he was still tied down, still hers to choose what to do with.

Coby’s tongue swirled over her nipple, the heat and movement making Paige cry out as pleasure took over her entire body. Rocking her hips, she ground down against Coby’s muscled frame, pinning him to the bed with her weight. Shifting, she tried to get the friction that she needed, but it wasn’t enough. 

Lifting up, Paige wrapped one hand around the base of Coby’s cock. He whined, muscles trembling as he fought not to buck up into her grip. “Good boy,” she crooned. “So good, staying still for me, letting me use you the way I need.” She guided the tip of Coby’s dick to her pussy, groaning at the feeling of it pressing just inside her. 

“Uhhh,” Coby whined. But he did stay still, just as instructed. Well, somewhat still. He didn’t push up into her despite how much Paige knew he’d want to. Instead, Coby’s focus was on her breast, on making her moan louder. When Paige began to rock against him, taking his cock deeper inside her, they both groaned.

One of Coby’s hands gripped Paige’s ass tighter, but he still didn’t push her. Instead, he gave her all the power to decide on how fast or slow she fucked him. Paige was sure that the pressure of her body must’ve enhanced the soreness of the lines the whip had left, too.

She set a steady rhythm, lifting herself up fast and then sinking down on Coby’s cock inch by inch. He filled her so wonderfully, stretching her muscles around the thick girth of his dick. Coby kept his eyes squeezed shut as his tongue lapped her nipple over and over again. When he pulled back, the sudden rush of cool air against her damp skin made Paige cry out. 

Sensations washed over her, one after another. Pleasure from Coby’s fingers against her other breast, the pressure of his hand against her ass. She fucked Coby steadily through it all, letting it build inside her until it was almost more than she could take. Coby, too, looked like he was on the brink of something. His ribs heaved with every breath, sweat beading along the muscles of his shoulders. 

His hands gripped her skin tighter and Coby’s groans got louder. “Fuck, Paige,” he breathed, clearly struggling not to thrust up to meet her body every time she moved. “You feel so fucking good, baby,” Coby moaned. “So tight and wet. Fuck! Ahh,” he groaned, sucking his lower lip between his teeth and leaving a wet trail there when he pulled back.

“Please, Paige? I won’t last much longer if you keep fucking me like this.”

Paige groaned, caught between her own desire to keep going and the urge to stop so Coby would last longer. For a moment, she kept going, until she could practically taste her orgasm she was so close. And then, shuddering, she slowed. Her body pitched forward, breasts rubbing against the hard planes of Coby’s chest. 

Knowing he was still bound at the ankles sent a wave of heat over Paige’s body. “Fuck,” she breathed, curling her fingers into fists. “Okay. I want you to fuck me now, baby. Thrust up into me, build it up slowly all over again.” 

“Yeah, alright,” Coby moaned. Paige could tell how much self-control it took for Coby to go slowly, but he did. He was such a good boy for her, taking care to follow her instructions. His body moved into hers slowly but steadily. “Uhh, fuck,” Coby groaned, one hand falling down to the bedsheets so he could grip them tightly.

Still, he kept moving. Slow and steady, meeting Paige’s body every time she fucked down onto his cock. The groans that fell from Coby’s lips grew in volume, so Paige took care of that by pressing her breast against Coby’s mouth. He took the hint quickly, sucking her nipple between his lips.

Pleasure sparked through her, making Paige’s breath hitch in her throat. Coby’s thrusts were slow, but forceful, the two of them grunting every time their bodies came together. Paige pressed her body down, both to pin Coby’s chest to the mattress and so that he would feel her skin against the marks left by the whip. 

“Come on,” she urged. “Fuck, it feels so good, Coby!” Paige could feel her orgasm building, rising like an unstoppable tidal wave. She rode Coby harder, the bed creaking under them as Coby’s cock pounded that perfect place inside her. 

He knew it, too. Listening to her cries and moans, Coby sucked her nipple harder, fucking up into her at that steady angle over and over again until Paige’s orgasm exploded through her. Her muscles tightened, vision going starry white. Her screams must have been loud, because Coby pulled away from her nipple to watch Paige.

“Fuck, you look so good when you come,” he groaned. “Please, Paige? May I come? Please?” The begging didn’t stop Coby from fucking up into Paige and she certainly appreciated that.

She pulled back, sitting more upright again so that she could watch Coby as pleasure shuddered through every muscle. She missed the heat of his mouth around her nipple, but getting to watch as he came would definitely be worth the loss. It always was. Paige rolled her hips, grinding her wet, sensitive pussy against Coby’s cock inside her. It felt so good that it almost bordered on pain, her nerve-endings crying out from so much stimulation. 

“Yes,” she breathed, rocking harder, faster. “Come on, Coby. Fuck me and fill me up. Let me watch as you come because of me, because of everything that we do together!” She pinched the fingers of one hand around Coby’s nipple, the sudden jolt of pain making his eyes fly open. 

“Fuuuck!” he screamed, hips snapping up, cock hard inside her. She felt the muscles in Coby’s stomach contracting. Paige felt the force with which he came. Her whole body responded, moans rolling from her lips as she watched the expression on her husband’s face as he came and came hard.

When Coby was finally spent, he fell against the pillows, panting. “God, Paige,” Coby breathed, his hands now gently stroking over Paige’s back. “You feel so fucking good,” he told her almost gently.

Paige smiled, lifting herself slowly from Coby’s grasp. She stilled his whimpers with soft assurances that she wouldn’t be gone long. Swaying a little on her feet, Paige moved to the end of the bed, releasing the cuffs and rubbing Coby’s ankles to make sure that blood could flow easily around his body. 

Satisfied, she clambered back onto the bed, letting Coby wrap his arms around her as she pillowed her head against his chest. “What a wonderful way to end a walk,” she breathed, laughter in her voice. Her whole body felt spent and heavy. She had a feeling neither of them would want to move from the bed for a very long time. 

Dragging the blankets up, Paige covered them both, their bodies curling together to generate a shared warmth. “Was this worth putting off your show for another night?” she asked, playfully. 

Coby laughed, turning his head to press a kiss against Paige’s forehead. “You’re always worth putting my show off for another night,” he promised her easily. Paige smiled at that, tilting her head so she could kiss him instead, tongue darting out to taste Coby’s lips.

When they pulled apart, both were still a little breathless, the music gentle around them. “Nap and then I’ll make you dinner?” Coby offered, sounding quite hopeful.

“Mmm,” Paige hummed, nestling further into Coby’s embrace. “That sounds perfect. Maybe I’ll even put your favorite underwear back on.” 

Coby’s chuckle sounded half-amused, half-aroused, which was exactly the effect Paige had wanted. All in all, she felt that her plan for the day had gone very, very well. 


Other Bundles by Henrietta Soto That You Will Enjoy


Men Taking It: A Bundle of Five Steamy Male Submission Stories


Whether he knows it or not, each man in this five-story collection has the same secret desire: to let a woman use him hard! Enjoy these explicit short stories of men who are excited by dominant women, and willingly take everything they have to give.

Making Men Submit

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

Submit to Them

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

Femdom Wedding Stories

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

Fantasy Femdom

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

They Make the Rules

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

Bending Him Over

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

She Dominates

Five steamy stories that will leave you satisfied! Includes BDSM, pegging and a good dose of punishment! Read of these hot women making men submit!

Yes, Mistress

Five steamy male submission stories filled with sexy, dominant women! Read of these men adoring their beautiful dommes, giving up their power and letting these women do whatever they want to them!

He Is Tied Up

Five hot stories in which he is tied up and she is in charge! Enjoy reading how well these women use their men once they’ve been restrained!

Worshipping Her

Under Her Discipline

Tied

25 Story Bundles

Domme Dreams

Always in Charge
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A Bundle of Five Steamy Male Submission Stories
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