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Doctor's Orders

Being a doctor was something that Teagan had always wanted. She hadn’t quite realized just how much stress that came with. Thankfully, Teagan was pretty great at dealing with stress. But on nights like tonight, even her hard exterior began to develop small cracks.

Today had been a tough day. People seemed to be coming in five at a time, overwhelming everyone with the amount of work that needed to be done. When Teagan finally got a break in all the rush, her body felt pumped. She needed to relax before she went back to the second half of her already double-length shift. Luckily, Teagan knew what sort of things would use up all that extra energy.

There were quite a few male nurses who knew exactly what Teagan liked and how to make her relax. Scanning the schedule for who was on duty, Teagan grinned when Maddox’s name appeared. Maddox was by far her favorite. The others were fine. They all seemed pretty excited about sneaking away with one of the doctors, but Maddox... Maddox always made it worth Teagan’s time.

After checking where Maddox was on the rota, Teagan went to find him. It hardly took her long. She caught him just as he was leaving one of the rooms. He looked surprised to see her, but only for a moment.

“I think you should have a break,” she informed him. She didn’t bother to hide the grin that tugged against the corners of her mouth.

Maddox lifted one sandy eyebrow. He was one of the more handsome nurses. His face was always tanned, and he looked to Teagan like he’d just blown in from some outdoor activity. He worked hard, just as hard as anyone else in the hospital. But somehow he never looked stressed. It was refreshing.

“Well,” Maddox drawled. “Never let it be said that I’d go against the doctor’s orders.” His tone was laced with innuendo. It was lucky that they were alone in the corridor, at least for the moment.

Maddox’s gaze darted down Teagan’s body. Even in her scrubs, she felt that he appreciated her generous curves. “Just where should I have this break?” he asked.

Teagan had already thought about that. At night time there were a lot more options for where they could go. “Follow me,” she told Maddox, confidently walking through the corridors. There were a few empty rooms that Teagan knew wouldn’t be used for days yet. So that was where she picked.

As soon as the door closed behind them, Teagan pushed Maddox up against it. She kissed him hard, tongue licking its way into Maddox’s mouth. Then, Teagan grazed her teeth across his lower lip, making Maddox groan. This. She needed this. To make him cry out in pleasure and to make him return that pleasure to her.

Pulling back, Teagan dragged Maddox over to the bed. “I need you to make me come,” she informed him.

Instantly, Maddox’s eyes darkened with desire. “Yes,” he agreed. Teagan loved how there was no hesitation in his tone. He knew as well as she did that they only had a limited window before one or both of them would be missed. They had to make this quick - but satisfying.

“How?” Maddox asked. Already, his hands were at Teagan’s waist, loosening the ties that held the scrubs up over the curve of her hips. “Will you let me put my mouth on you?” he asked. The words sent heat racing over Teagan’s skin. This was why Maddox was her favorite. He always asked so nicely.

And really, how could she resist that?

“Yes,” Teagan nodded. “Your mouth and your hands,” she told him. Scooting up on the bed, Teagan lifted her ass to make it easier for Maddox to take the pants of her scrubs off. She pushed the top off, too, revealing a tight shirt that was pulled off just as quickly. It left her only in her underwear once Maddox had gotten her pants off.

He paused to look at Teagan. She almost laughed. It did make her feel hot, that was true, but they hardly had the time to spare for admiration. “Take your shirt off,” she told him. At least that way, they could combine the appreciation of each other’s bodies.

Teagan ran a tongue over her lips as she took in Maddox’s naked form. “Alright, enough looking, more doing,” she instructed.

Maddox smirked. “Yes, doctor,” he replied. Teagan would have swatted his ass for his cheek, except that he was too far away. At least he took her words to heart. The muscles in Maddox’s shoulders shifted beautifully as he crawled up the bed, His hands were soft and strong, his fingers caressing the curve of Teagan’s calf.

Finally, he pressed his mouth against the thin material of Teagan’s panties. She had to muffle a moan, knowing that the walls around them were far from soundproof. His tongue lapped hot and wet against the cotton, until the material was as damp from the outside as it was from inside.

Maddox’s fingers slid confidently under the sides of Teagan’s panties. He hooked the fabric around them, tugging lightly before he looked up. “Do you want these off?”

“I do,” she confirmed. She wanted there to be no restrictions. And for Maddox’s mouth to get to the job she’d given it quicker. Obediently, Maddox moved the material off her, taking his time to slide the panties over her legs. Teagan knew he was doing it to tease her. She gave a whine to urge him on. It seemed to amuse Maddox. If Teagan had had more time, she might’ve considered disciplining him for this behavior.

Parting her legs further, Teagan reached to tug Maddox’s hair with one hand. “Stop teasing me,” she demanded. “The longer you take the less likely it is that I’ll have time to let you fuck me.”

That lit a fire under Maddox’s ass. He still nipped sharply at Teagan’s thighs on his way between her legs, but the bites were brief. Tiny flares of pain only seemed to make Teagan wetter. Before she could say as much, the bridge of Maddox’s nose bumped up against her clit.

His tongue slid inside her, tasting how much she wanted this. How much she needed this. His moan was muffled against Teagan’s pussy, but she knew how much he loved the proof that she was unbearably aroused.

Quickly, he fucked his tongue inside her, then dragged it all the way up to flick against her clit. She’d told him not to tease, and Maddox didn’t. He pressed his tongue hard to the sensitive bundle of nerves, making Teagan’s hips buck up off the mattress.

Her hands tightened, one against the bedsheets and one against Maddox’s hair. It must’ve been borderline painful if the way Maddox groaned was any indication. She didn’t stop, urging him and his skilled tongue on. Teagan had to bite her lip not to scream when the tip of his tongue circled around her clit, making her thrust her hips against him.

“Oh, yes! Just like that!” Teagan encouraged. The pleasure shot through Teagan in waves, as if teasing her instead of Maddox. It edged her closer and closer, muscles tightening only to fail to reach that sweet release. “Fuck,” she breathed. “I need it! Make me come!” The words came out as almost a scream, mixing together with Teagan’s moans.

Maddox worked his tongue even faster, but it still wasn’t enough. Teagan groaned, drumming her heels on the mattress in frustration. Finally, finally, Maddox’s skillful nurse’s hands came up to hold her thighs open. He spread her out, exposing her completely to his eager gaze.

He didn’t pause for long. Diving back in, Maddox pursed his lips around Teagan’s clit. The suction pulled even louder, higher moans from Teagan. It was impossible to hold them back. She had to turn and muffle her mouth against the pillow.

The long, dexterous fingers of one hand held her open. Then Teagan felt a finger press inside her, spearing deep into her pussy. Her muscles clenched around it as another wave of pleasure threatened to overtake her.

“Fuck! Yes! Just like that!” she cried, wiggling under Maddox’s touch. Pushing her hips against him, Teagan fucked herself onto his fingers. He didn’t disappoint, adding another and then running his tongue over her clit again. The mix between having his fingers inside her and the way his tongue was so good at bringing her pleasure was what finally tipped Teagan over that sweet, sweet edge.

She screamed her orgasm into the pillow, trying to keep the volume down while also enjoying just how good Maddox was at making her come. When her body was finally satisfied, Teagan fell back against the bed, her grip loosening in Maddox’s hair.

With her breath coming in sharp intakes, it took Teagan a moment before she managed to speak again. “Fuck, you’re so good. I love having you make me come, you never disappoint.” Which was not something she could say about the others. Rocking her hips against Maddox, Teagan grinned.

“Want to fuck me from behind?”

Maddox lifted his face from between her legs, grinning. His lips and chin, shiny and wet from her pussy,  reflected the bright hospital lights. His sandy hair looked even more disheveled, sticking up in every direction. Exactly as if he’d spent the last several minutes bringing a demanding woman to a brilliant first orgasm of the night.

“Fuck, yes,” he agreed. “I love having your ass pressed right up against me.” Maddox shimmied off the bed, waiting until he was sure he had Teagan’s attention. Only then did he loosen his own scrubs, sending them sliding down his toned legs, along with his boxers.

Stepping out of the puddle of material, Maddox flexed. It was moments like these that Teagan was so grateful the hospital had a weight room. Maddox clearly took advantage of it. He was ripped, muscles twitching as he showed off for her.

“Turn over, please?” he asked. “I promise, I’ll fuck you good. Deep, just the way you like it.”

“Oh, I know you will.” Teagan nodded with confidence. Maddox was always great at fucking her. But also he knew she’d punish him if he wasn’t. And frankly, neither of them had the time right now for that. Maybe she’d invite him for some playtime on the weekend. If he fucked her well now.

Turning over, Teagan pushed her body up so she would be kneeling. She rolled her hips, making her ass sway. “Go on then,” she said. “Show me how good and how deep.” Her pussy was soaking wet, so desperate to be filled.

The thin mattress dipped under Maddox’s weight. His breath was hot against Teagan’s thigh, giving her a second’s warning before Maddox pressed his teeth into the curve of her ass. “Fuck, you’re so hot,” he praised. His hands stroked over her spine. With a flick, he released the clasp of Teagan’s bra.

“I love playing with your tits,” he groaned, both hands sliding under Teagan’s body. He cupped a breast in each palm, rolling and caressing them until Teagan’s nipples hardened. Then, finally, he pulled back.

Teagan felt the tip of his cock brush against her pussy. Maddox slid deep inside her, just as he’d promised. From the sound that rumbled through him, Teagan was sure he was biting back a moan.

He didn’t tease. Maddox’s hips slapped hard and fast against Teagan’s ass, his cock filling her over and over.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted. Teagan pushed back on her hands to meet Maddox’s thrusts. His cock felt great, stretching her out. “That’s good, just like that,” she told him. Maddox was great at following instructions. Teagan felt like she would have to reward that, too. But not now. Now he was going to fuck her hard and fast.

Gripping the bedsheets under her, Teagan took all of Maddox’s thrusts. He was far from gentle. But gentle was not what Teagan wanted. When his fingers tugged against Teagan’s nipple again, she cried out in pleasure. “Ugh! Fuck! Come on, do it harder,” she demanded, loving the mix of pleasure and pain it brought.

The bed rocked under them as Maddox gave Teagan what she’d been craving. She heard his breath catch as he drove his cock deeper and harder inside her. One hand tugged and twisted at her nipple. The other gripped Teagan’s hip, pulling her back to meet the force of his thrusts.

“Fuck, Teagan,” Maddox gasped. “Your pussy feels amazing. So tight and wet.” Teagan could hear the sounds his cock made as he pushed into her. That, combined with the slap of his hips against her ass, meant that muffing their moans was hardly going to help.

Leaning forward, Maddox’s chest pushed down against Teagan’s back. He pressed his teeth against her shoulder, two bright lines of pain flaring like wildfire across Teagan’s skin.

She screamed at the sharpness of it! It left her pussy throbbing. She was so keen to be fucked harder and harder, welcoming Maddox’s cock in. She fucked back as much as she could, meeting each of his thrusts. When he slammed forward again, Teagan felt her orgasm building quickly.

“Yes! Don’t change the angle. Fuck me just like that! Fuck, go on, make me come!” Teagan cried, demandingly. She was so close that it only took a few more well-placed thrusts before her orgasm crashed through her, making every one of her muscles contract.

Maddox’s grip on her tightened, like he was holding on for dear life. Teagan squeezed around his thick cock, feeling it throb as Maddox kept pounding into her. She expected him to speed up, to fuck her until his own orgasm swept through him. Instead, he slowed.

Every thrust suddenly felt so much more intense. Teagan was sensitive all over. So sensitive she could feel every throb and jerk of Maddox’s cock. His fingers teased against her nipple, making Teagan whimper at the over-stimulation.

“Can I come, too?” Maddox asked. “Do you want that?”

It would feel cruel to deny Maddox an orgasm when he’d worked so hard to make Teagan come not once but twice. She nodded, breathing hard. “Yeah, yes, I do want you to. Come!” she encouraged, rocking back to show him how much she wanted him to proceed. Maddox didn’t need to be told twice. His grip against Teagan’s hips tightened and he fucked forward hard.

Once, twice, and that was all it took. Teagan felt Maddox come, filling her up so well. She rocked back hard, taking every drop until they were both spent. When Maddox slid out of her, Teagan moaned at the sudden emptiness. She lowered herself on the bed, turning over to give Maddox a grin.

“Thanks. I needed this,” she said.

Maddox smiled back. Like Teagan, he knew there was no time to cuddle up on the bed together. With a groan, he stepped down from the mattress, casting around him for his clothes. “Can we do this again soon?” he asked. “Maybe when we have longer than fifteen minutes?”

It felt like longer, but Teagan could certainly understand why Maddox was asking.

“Yeah.” She nodded. Maddox was good. Teagan would like to see what he could get up to when he had more than a little bit of time to spare. She also was keen to hear the sort of noises he’d make when she sucked his cock.

Reaching for her clothes, Teagan began to redress. “I’m free on Saturday, if you’re not working?” She half-asked, half-offered.

Maddox paused for a second, pulling his scrubs back up over his lean hips. He tied them deftly, smirking when he noticed the way Teagan’s gaze was instinctively drawn to his fingers. He wiggled them at her, giving a laugh that made his stomach muscles flex visibly.

“Yeah,” he agreed, running his hand through his hair. “I can make Saturday work.” He raised one eyebrow at her. “So where do you want me?” he asked. “Do you only get your rocks off here at the hospital?”

Teagan laughed at that. No, she most definitely could get off in the comfort of her own home. “I’ll text you my address,” she told Maddox, tying her scrubs and getting her shoes back on. “But now, back to work!” she instructed, slapping Maddox’s ass.

They both had shifts to finish. Teagan already felt more relaxed. The thought of having a much less rushed playtime with Maddox would keep her going for days.

◆◆◆

As promised, Teagan had texted Maddox her address on Saturday morning. By the time he got there, she was already stripped down to sexy, black underwear. Just because they had more time didn’t mean that Teagan wasn’t interested in getting started as soon as they could. She wanted to play. And she wanted to take her time in figuring out exactly what Maddox liked.

There was no shyness in her at all when she opened the door to him in nothing but her underwear, a smirk plastered across her lips. “I hope you’re ready to play,” she said, closing the door behind him. “I want you to take off your jacket, your shoes and your socks. Then kneel down in front of me.” They hadn’t even left the hallway and that was thrilling.

“Fuck,” Maddox breathed. His gaze lingered on the bare skin above Teagan’s bra. Even so, he didn’t keep her waiting. He energetically stripped out of the clothes she’d listed, hanging his jacket on the coat rack and tucking his shoes and socks underneath.

In the tight t-shirt that showed off his abs and crisp black pants, Maddox looked older. More mature. Definitely hotter.

When he went to his knees, it was all Teagan could do not to moan. He tipped his head back, staring up at her. He kept his hands balled tightly at his sides. Teagan was glad to see he’d learned something from their rushed encounters at the hospital.

Teagan reached out to run her hand through his hair. “Good boy,” she praised. She smirked when she saw the reaction that earned. Maddox’s eyes darkened with lust. Teagan could see his pants tenting a little bit where his cock hardened. “You’re going to be even better for me,” she informed him.

“I want you to follow me,” Teagan said, letting go of his hair so she could lead the way to the bedroom. Once they were there, Teagan told Maddox to kneel at the bottom of her bed. “Take your shirt off.” She loved seeing Maddox topless. Unlike their previous liaison, now Teagan could take her time to admire the beautiful lines of his muscles.

He knelt up, peeling the top off his body. Teagan loved seeing him so obedient for her, so willing to stay on his knees because she hadn’t given him permission to get up. Cheekily, he tossed the shirt at her, grinning when Teagan’s hands came up to catch it. She had to admit, the scent of his cologne that wafted up from the material made her want him even more.

“I want to be good for you,” Maddox said, putting his arms behind him so that he thrust his chest out for Teagan’s inspection. His nipples were pale and flat, making Teagan wonder what sounds Maddox would make if she teased them to hardness. What would Maddox sound like if she bit them?

Maddox’s tongue slid slowly across his lower lip. Teagan knew he wanted her to remember how good he had felt between her legs.

But she had other plans. Since their last encounter, Teagan had spent a great deal of time thinking about how great it would feel to suck Maddox’s cock. Now, seeing his gorgeous body, she was also very interested in running her tongue over his muscles, seeing how sensitive those nipples were.

“Get on the bed, lie down on your back,” she instructed. It was great to see how quick Maddox was at following her orders. When he lay down, Teagan moved to graze her fingers over his side. He shifted against the material of his pants. Teagan grinned. She had every intention of taking those off.

Finding the button to undo his pants, Teagan teased him by running the back of her hand over his hardening cock. It made Maddox give a sharp groan and Teagan grinned. She leaned down to press her wet, hot tongue against the muscles on his stomach, earning her another sharp intake of breath from Maddox.

One hand came up, moving to the back of Teagan’s head. She pulled away, giving Maddox a look. Even without words, Teagan knew how to communicate her displeasure. “I’m sorry,” Maddox offered, a blush coloring his cheeks. He set his hands back down, fingers gripping at the material of Teagan’s bedsheets.

Satisfied, Teagan returned her mouth to Maddox’s stomach. The muscles twitched as she stroked over them, learning the sharp lines between them and the hot feet of Maddox’s skin under her touch. His cock tented the front of his boxers almost obscenely. Teagan knew he was big. Seeing him like this only emphasized that fact.

“Please,” Maddox groaned. “Your mouth feels so good, Teagan. I want to feel your tongue against my cock. I’ll stay still, I promise.”

Teagan wanted that. But she’d hardly say as much to Maddox. It would serve her much better to have him think she was doing him a favor. Reaching for the waistband of his boxers, Teagan slid them down, biting back a soft moan at how keenly Maddox’s cock sprung to action. She glanced up at him with a grin. His hands were gripping the bed, back pressing into the mattress. He stayed like that, just as she’d wanted.

As a reward, Teagan finally leaned down, capturing Maddox’s cock in her mouth. Her tongue was hot as it licked over the base of his hardness. He cried out loudly, just as she had desired. It encouraged Teagan to begin to bob her head, taking Maddox’s cock deeper and deeper.

She could feel the stretch in her jaw as she adjusted to his thickness. Maddox’s knuckles went white as he pulled the sheets into his fists. From the way his hips twitched, Teagan knew he wanted to buck up. “Fuuuck,” he cried. “Oh, god, you feel so good. So tight.” He panted hard between every word. Teagan would have smirked, had her mouth not already been busy.

Instead, she swirled her tongue around the head of Maddox’s dick. He groaned even louder, thighs trembling. His chest heaved. Still he didn’t move. Teagan bobbed her head faster, taking Maddox’s cock all the way to the root. She swallowed, letting her throat caress him and he almost screamed.

“Fuck, I can’t -” He gasped. His hips bucked up once, twice, then with an audible hiss of effort, he mastered himself, holding very nearly still.

Teagan was impressed. But not so impressed she was going to let him come. Letting go of Maddox’s cock, she pulled her mouth away with a loud pop. She licked the wetness of her lips. The way Maddox looked, spread on her bed and so fucking needy? It felt great! Teagan was going to make him work for that reward.

“I want you to take off my underwear,” she told him. “And then I want you to cover every inch of my body with your tongue. I want you to make me need your mouth against me so much that I have to beg.” Teagan was not usually into begging, but the idea of having Maddox work so hard for it was arousing to a point where it felt like her body was on fire.

For a moment, Maddox seemed almost dazed. Teagan gave him time, watching his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed. “Fuck, yeah,” he said slowly. “Yeah, okay. Challenge accepted.” Teagan laughed. The sound was quickly brought to a halt. Maddox pulled Teagan into a kiss, his tongue sliding across her lips to dart deeper, tasting himself off her. Evidently, he’d decided to start with her mouth.

While they kissed, Maddox’s hands smoothed over Teagan’s back. He snapped the strap of her bra, then unhooked the clasp. Tugging the material away, Maddox finally pulled back, breathing hard. Teagan allowed him to push her to the mattress, making herself comfortable while he slid down her body.

He pulled her panties off slowly but made no move to press his mouth against the skin he uncovered. Instead, he tossed the material to the floor and zeroed in on Teagan’s feet. He sucked each toe, so softly that Teagan could feel her body shivering in response. His tongue was gentle, lapping at the delicate skin between them. He didn’t linger. Instead, he dragged his tongue along the arch of first one foot, then the other.

It didn’t tickle but it still felt... really hot, she realized. It was mostly the attention. She loved Maddox’s concentration, how much he focused on covering her skin just as she’d told him to. Teagan parted her legs as Maddox kissed his way up. His tongue slid teasingly over the soft skin of the back of Teagan’s knee. She moaned unexpectedly. It felt good! Sensitive in a way she hadn’t imagined.

Maddox did the same to her other knee, before kissing up. His mouth covered her inner thighs. When a soft bite followed, Teagan’s hips bucked up. He was so close to her pussy. But she doubted he’d stop there, not when he wanted to get her begging.

Maddox’s hands slid under Teagan’s ass, lifting her a little off the mattress. It would have been so easy for him to put his mouth between Teagan’s open legs. He didn’t. Instead, he kissed his way from one hip to the other, along the soft curve of Teagan’s stomach. She felt as though her muscles were vibrating under him.

As he moved higher, the hard line of Maddox’s dick pressed against Teagan’s leg. He groaned, but didn’t let it stop him. He licked and nipped all the way up to Teagan’s breasts. His attention when he reached them was worshipful, his tongue covering every inch, circling maddeningly around Teagan’s nipple. When he sucked it into his mouth, Teagan had to bite back a gasp.

Maddox went on to repeat the same motion against her other nipple. This time, Teagan didn’t resist the moan that escaped her. She arched her back up into Maddox’s touch. Pleasure shot straight to her pussy as his tongue teased harder over her nipple. Then he bit it, sending a shock of delightful pain through her.

“Oh, fuck!” Teagan cried. She wasn’t yet ready to beg him to make her come. The way Maddox played with her breasts definitely brought her close. But there was still a lot of her body left for him to cover before she’d beg.

Reluctantly, Maddox moved on. He licked across Teagan’s collarbones, swirled his tongue into the hollow of her throat, then brushed his lips sensuously across the curve of each shoulder. Once he’d covered her face in tiny, precise kisses, Maddox retreated. He made quick progress down first one arm, then the other. Finally, he brought Teagan’s hand to his mouth and sucked each of her fingers in turn.

The other hand was treated exactly the same, finished with a kiss against her palm. “Are you going to turn over?” Maddox asked, raising one eyebrow. His lips were red from kisses, his voice slightly hoarse. Teagan was impressed that he didn’t complain, didn’t insist he’d fulfilled her requirements.

“Yes,” she nodded. She’d said every inch of her body. That definitely included both her back and her ass. The thought of having Maddox’s mouth against her rear sent a spark of heat through her. Turning over, Teagan used her hands to push up against the bed, smirking at the groan Maddox gave when his cock brushed against the back of Teagan’s legs.

Knowing that he had to tease her for any sort of reward made Teagan feel so hot. Every nerve-ending in her body was acutely sensitive, just waiting for Maddox’s mouth to lick over her skin again.

Her breath caught when, instead of Maddox’s tongue, the first thing she felt was the sharp press of his teeth. He caught at the skin of her shoulder blade, pain flaring bright and hot before he sucked against the marks of his teeth to ease the sting. His body radiated heat, making Teagan so much more aware of every place that he touched her. He licked eagerly down her spine, branching off to make sure he kissed every available inch of her back and sides.

As he moved, Maddox’s hands massaged the muscles in Teagan’s back. After a long week of work at the hospital, it felt indecently good. Combined with the soft, wet pressure of Maddox’s mouth, the touch was enough to make Teagan moan.

Finally, Maddox reached Teagan’s ass. His hands slid under her hips, pulling her up as he nipped and licked at each cheek. When his tongue slid between, teasing over Teagan’s asshole, she swore.

It felt amazing! Maddox obviously knew it, too. Not bothering to hold back her whimpers, Teagan rocked against Maddox. His tongue licked over her asshole, teasing every nerve-ending there. Then he pulled back and gave one of her asscheeks a sharp bite. The difference between the pleasure and pain made Teagan gasp.

She pushed back against Maddox, her hands gripping tightly against her bed sheets. “Fuck, that’s good,” she sighed. “You’re doing so well.” Teagan was hopeful that the praise would make Maddox put his mouth back where it had been.

His thumbs pressed into the curve of her ass, holding her open for a moment. Teagan felt the hot press of his tongue against her hole, driving inside. Steadily, Maddox fucked her with hard swipes of his tongue. Teagan cried out, pleasure sweeping all the way to the tips of her fingers and toes.

“Fuck,” Maddox gasped, pulling back. One finger slid over Teagan’s hole, teasing lightly where his tongue had previously been. “You’re so hot. I could do this all day.” He sounded sincere. The thought of a whole day spent with Maddox teasing her made Teagan’s muscles tighten.

He pressed a kiss to the top of her thigh, then lower and lower. It was deliberate, Teagan realized. Maddox wanted her to beg so that she’d follow through on her promise.

Teagan didn’t feel like begging just yet. If he carried on this way, she would have to soon. When he didn’t hear the words, Maddox returned to teasing Teagan, making louder and louder moans fall from her lips. The idea of having him do this all day was definitely a turn on. Teagan’s pussy was absolutely dripping with wetness. She wanted him to make her come.

“Use your fingers,” Teagan said. “Push them inside.” It was a demand. Teagan’s breath caught in her throat. “Please,” she added. She wanted him to and Teagan knew that he wouldn’t unless she begged. She had, after all, instructed that, too.

Teagan swore she could feel the curve of Maddox’s lips against her skin as he smiled in satisfaction. “Since you asked so nicely,” he teased, his lips barely leaving her calf for long enough to form the words. With a groan, Maddox thrust his fingers inside her. He rocked them back and forth, every press making Teagan give a whimper of need.

With his fingers busy with her pussy, Maddox couldn’t reach all the way down to continue his mission of licking every inch of Teagan’s body. Instead, he focused his attention on her thighs, licking and sucking until Teagan’s skin tingled in the wake of his mouth.

The volume of her moans increased. Teagan rocked back as much as she could. Maddox’s fingers inside her felt fantastic, bringing her just the sort of pleasure she had hoped for. Except maybe not quite, because they weren’t quite enough. Not that that stopped Teagan from rocking back and crying out louder.

“Fuck!” she swore loudly. “Maddox! I want to fuck you,” she demanded. “I want to ride you. Yeah?” She loved his fingers inside her, but she also wanted more. “You’ve been so good at following my instructions.”

Maddox twisted his fingers, making Teagan briefly see stars. “Yes,” he hissed. “Fuck, I want that.” The hand holding her hip gave a squeeze, then Maddox pulled back. The loss of his fingers inside her made Teagan’s pussy throb. Fortunately, she wouldn’t have to wait long.

Grinning, Maddox threw himself energetically on the bed beside her. As she turned her body towards him, his hand slid up and over her breast. The fingers that caught at her nipple felt like fire dancing over Teagan’s skin.

He stretched out on his back, his hard cock rising straight up. His free hand dropped to it, giving a measured stroke before curling around the base. “Ride me. Please,” he urged.

Teagan hardly needed to be asked twice. Her pussy was so wet for him. She straddled Maddox’s body easily. Reaching between them, she quickly led his cock to her center, moaning loudly as he entered her. She was so fucking hot for him. His cock was going to make her come, Teagan was very sure.

“Use your fingers,” she told him. “I want to come on your cock.” She needed to come. As Teagan began to ride him fast and hard, she knew it wouldn’t be too difficult. Her muscles tightened around him and Teagan rested her palms against Maddox’s chest, pushing him down against the mattress.

His eyes glinted, cheeks flushing a sweet shade of pink. “I love when you order me around,” he confessed. As instructed, he trailed his fingers down Teagan’s stomach. Her muscles twitched, then clenched more thoroughly as Maddox flicked gently at her clit. He leaned up, his other hand solid against Teagan’s back, pulling her forward.

As soon as she was close enough, Maddox caught one of Teagan’s nipples between his lips. His tongue spiraled over it, the pleasure making Teagan’s toes curl. Maddox’s hips rocked, meeting her thrusts while letting her choose their rhythm. His cheeks hollowed as he sucked, long pulls against her nipple that made Teagan cry out.

She came down on his cock hard, once, twice. By the third time, Teagan could feel her orgasm rising low in her belly. Maddox’s fingers were focused, making her tremble with how good they felt.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she chanted. Her hips rocked forward more. Finally, the pleasure overtook her, making Teagan’s muscles tighten and her nails dig into Maddox’s skin. She rode her orgasm through, enjoying his hard cock. With pleasure still traveling through her, Maddox pulled his fingers back, hands moving down to Teagan’s hips.

She let him drive his hips up higher, his cock fucking into her deeper. “I want you to come,” she told him. “For me. Show me how good I feel!”

His hands tightened their grip, guiding her to meet the increased impact of his thrusts. The strength with which he drove himself off the bed was impressive. Teagan loved watching the desperate pleasure on his face. White, even teeth sank into his lower lip as he chased down his own orgasm.

Finally, she saw the moment that Maddox lost control. His hips snapped up harder as he drove his cock as deep into Teagan’s pussy as it would go. He groaned, long and low, his cum adding to the wetness between Teagan’s legs.

“Fuck,” he breathed. His fingers pressed hard into Teagan’s ass, holding her against him. “Fuck, that was good. You feel amazing.” Flushed red from his exertion, Maddox’s chest rose and fell with every labored breath.

She gave a soft laugh in response. Teagan loved their quickies at the hospital, but this had been excellent. And the night had only just begun! She pulled back to get off Maddox’s softening cock, settling down next to him. “It was good,” Teagan agreed. “You think you’ll be up for more once I feed you some dinner?”

While she definitely had been the most interested in sex, Teagan had also made dinner for them to share. If she wanted more sex, Teagan knew she had to make sure they both had the energy to do more.

Maddox’s soft groan of appreciation could’ve been equal parts for the prospect of more sex or of food. “You think of everything,” he marveled. The praise made Teagan grin, as did the way Maddox rolled onto his side so he could press soft kisses to the upper curves of her breasts.

“Yeah, I think I’ll be up for more,” he agreed. “We don’t both get the same day off that often. I want to make the most of it.” His eyes glittered. “And if you want to give me some more orders, I’ll do my best to do exactly as you say.”

Teagan definitely could do with giving Maddox more orders. Having him offer it so freely thrilled her. “Well, you can start by dishing up,” she told him. “You may put your boxers back on, but nothing else,” she added, getting off the bed. Teagan herself found a thin silk robe that barely covered her ass, giving Maddox a grin over her shoulder.

There was no hesitation in following even such simple orders as Maddox got out of bed. Oh, Teagan was definitely going to enjoy the rest of their night. But first, they were going to enjoy some food.


Curves In Charge

After the fifth time he’d asked, Ariel from work had finally agreed to go out with Cole. The first four times he’d offered a variety of dinner dates, activity-based outings and even just seeing a movie. None of it had appealed to her, seemingly. As a last desperate effort before he gave up, Cole had suggested that she just come around his and do whatever she wanted to him.

That had worked.

Honestly, Cole hadn’t expected Ariel to agree. He’d wanted her for what felt like ages. She’d always seemed unattainable. Even now that she’d agreed, Cole still felt like Ariel was well out of his league.

She was stunning, always wearing a pencil skirt that hugged her hips and ass so well. Unlike a lot of other women in their office, Ariel was bigger. Her breasts often barely fit in the blouses she chose to wear. The first time Cole had met her, his cock had hardened in his pants just at the sight of her.

To think that she was now going to come here, to his house? Fuck.

He’d jacked off at least twice since she’d agreed, imagining what she might say or do. How she might look. Cole was desperate to get his hands on Ariel, to stroke over her luscious curves and suck those big, beautiful tits of hers.

They’d arranged for her to come over on a Saturday evening, which meant that Cole hadn’t seen her since Friday. He’d asked if she wanted him to cook dinner for them. Ariel had told him that first she wanted to take what he’d offered. That was thrilling even if Cole really didn’t know what it meant.

By the time Ariel actually arrived, he had given up on doing anything about the semi-hard state his cock had been in for half of the day. His mouth watered as he opened the door. Ariel looked amazing.

She was wearing a black dress that showed off her ass and massive breasts. It wasn’t too much. They moved lightly every time she took a breath. Her lips were plump, red with lipstick. Cole ran a tongue over his own lips, wanting nothing more than to reach out and touch her. Or maybe to get on his knees and beg her to let him eat her out.

Probably both.

“Hey, please come in,” he settled for instead, letting Ariel in and walking her through to his living room. Her heels clicked against the floor and that, too, was sexy as fuck. “Can I offer you a glass of wine?”

“No.” Ariel answered so quickly, so decidedly. It was the same way she did everything at work, with no hesitation. She always seemed to know exactly what she wanted. Cole wondered if she knew, already, what she was going to do with him.

Ariel walked around the room, trailing her hand along the back of the sofa, almost appraising it. Cole was glad he’d tidied. His entire flat was clean and neat.

He just watched Ariel move, his gaze following her as if he were drawn to her like a magnet. It took Cole a second to realize he should probably say something. He’d been struck dumb, too occupied with appreciating Ariel’s mouth-watering figure.

Before he could find the words, Ariel raised an eyebrow. “Take off your shirt,” she ordered. “Slowly.”

The suddenness of the request surprised Cole. He hesitated only for a very short moment. He would have more than happily had a drink with Ariel, maybe chatted a bit. But Cole would be a liar if he said he wouldn’t have hoped for this to be the endgame. Maybe starting with this was fine, too.

As instructed, Cole took his shirt off slowly. He made sure to turn, to show off the line of muscles. Discarding the shirt to one side, Cole ran a hand over his flat stomach, his tongue darting out to wet his lips.

“What next?” he asked eagerly.

He so badly wanted Ariel to come closer. He wanted to feel her nails against his skin and to be allowed to put his mouth against those beautiful breasts. Instead, she kept her distance. Only her gaze traveled over Cole from head to toe, making his whole body heat up.

Ariel leaned over the back of the sofa, giving Cole a brief glimpse down her top and into her cleavage. Her breasts pressed against each other, like her bra could barely contain them. Cole was so distracted, he almost missed Ariel tossing one of the sofa cushions down at his feet.

“Kneel up on that,” she answered.

The drop to his knees was almost immediate. Cole had never knelt for a woman before, but he certainly knew what it meant. It was something he’d thought about before, wondering what it might feel like. Finding out with Ariel seemed so exciting. His cock hardened even more, especially as Cole glanced up to look at her.

Ariel looked stunning. So composed and so in control. Cole wanted to do anything and everything she wanted. He hoped that it would involve his mouth on her. He desperately wanted her thighs around his head, his tongue exploring her pussy.

As he watched, Ariel gave the smallest of smiles. It made Cole impossibly hotter to think that she might enjoy this. “Very obedient, Cole,” she said, finally closing the distance between them. Cole had to tilt his chin up more, so he could keep looking at her.

She must have seen something in his expression, because she smiled again. “Do you like that, Cole?” she asked. “Do you like it when I tell you that you’ve done well to be so obedient for me?”

Fuck, he really did.

Cole nodded his head to confirm, tongue once again darting over his lips. “It feels good,” he told her truthfully. It made him hard, sure, but it also made him feel good. Like he was achieving. He wanted to please Ariel, to do whatever she wanted. Yeah, Cole also wanted to get off, but that was so far down the list of priorities right now that it was easy to ignore.

“I want to please you,” he admitted. “It... fuck, it feels really good to think that I could do what you want me to. That you’d... would you punish me if I didn’t?” Cole had no plans to resist Ariel’s orders. He had to admit there was also a certain thrill at the thought that she might punish him.

“Of course I would,” Ariel agreed, once again without even the smallest hesitation. “You promised to do what I wanted, that’s why I came. If it turns out you can’t, then I’ll need to punish you for making promises that you couldn’t keep.”

Ariel reached out, brushing her fingers through Cole’s thick hair. She wasn’t gentle. The slight tug against his scalp made Cole’s cock twitch in his pants. Ariel hummed, almost a sound of approval, then pulled her hand away.

“Tell me,” she began. Her hands moved to the zipper of her dress. Cole felt such a rush of desire at the thought of seeing her undress that he almost didn’t follow what she said next. “Have you done this before?” Ariel asked, shimmying her dress down past her magnificent breasts.

Cole was so distracted that he wasn’t even sure what she was asking. “I’ve never slept with anyone from work,” he told her. Ariel gave him a surprised look. Then, suddenly, it was followed by a laugh. She sounded amazing laughing. Pride swelled inside Cole for having made her laugh even if he didn’t quite know how.

Thinking about it, he realized she must mean the submission rather than, well, all the other things. “I’ve followed instructions before,” he said, realizing that that was probably more along the lines of what Ariel had meant. “I’ve never knelt for anyone. I... no one’s ever asked me to before.” Yet it was something Cole definitely liked.

His eyes didn’t leave Ariel as she slowly began to remove her dress. He had to swallow, he wanted to touch her so much.

She smirked, as if she could read his thoughts. “Be patient,” she urged. “Watch, and enjoy watching. That will be enough, until I decide you’re ready for more.” Her confidence made Cole’s whole body ache. He straightened his spine. He wanted to do exactly as she’d said, and she’d said he should watch.

Pushing the dress down, Ariel revealed a matching black bra and panties. Cole could just make out her nipples through the fabric, big and dark. He longed to tease his tongue against them, wanted to hear what noises Ariel might make.

She turned, hips swaying as she walked away. She didn’t go far, bending to place her dress neatly on one of the chairs. Her ass was fabulous. Cole grit his teeth to control the desire to nip at the soft skin.

Finally, she came back, standing right in front of Cole, with one hand cupping the side of his neck. “You may touch me, but you may not get up,” she told him. “And you may not touch your cock, even through your clothes. Do you understand?”

“Yes, yes, I understand,” Cole barely managed to get out. He didn’t care about touching himself, not really. It was so far at the back of his mind that Cole didn’t pay any attention to it. Not when he could touch Ariel instead.

Eagerly, Cole’s hands brushed up her legs. Her skin felt smooth and hot, just like how he’d imagined. He caressed his way up to her hips, mouth watering. Looking up at Ariel, Cole made sure she wasn’t going to stop him as he leaned in to press a kiss against her leg, just below where her panties were. Touching with his mouth was still touching. Cole didn’t think he was breaking any of the rules.

With his hands on her hips, Cole kissed up over the material of her underwear and to her stomach. His tongue teased over the hot skin there. Cole was too low down to reach her breasts properly, to cover them in kisses.

He wondered if that was the point. It could be a test of his obedience, to see if he would follow Ariel’s orders even when he wanted to do so much more. He stroked his hands over Ariel’s thighs.

She shifted, parting her legs to give Cole’s fingers more room. He moaned as his fingertips caressed the lace between her legs. He could feel the heat pouring off her. The thought that he might be making Ariel wet was enough to make Cole’s breath catch in his throat.

Cole’s hand cupped Ariel’s pussy through the lace. She rocked her hips, rubbing ever so slightly against him. “That’s good.” Her voice was far softer and more breathy when she wasn’t giving him a direct order.

She lifted her hands to her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples through the fabric. Cole whimpered, so jealous of what he couldn’t reach to touch. It made Ariel laugh. “If you want to touch more of me, you have to earn it,” she informed him.

The idea that he could do that, that she’d set tasks for him, it made Cole want so much. He gave a nod, fingers still softly teasing over Ariel’s pussy. He wanted to push the material aside, to slide his fingers inside her. His mouth watered at the idea of tasting her. But Cole didn’t want to push his luck, didn’t want to do something that would make Ariel pull back.

“What do you want me to do? I’ll do anything,” Cole promised. He didn’t even care what it was. He was so turned on, so keen to kiss her, that he would. The idea of following Ariel’s order just made his cock harder.

Ariel pushed his hand away and Cole felt his stomach drop. He was about to ask what he’d done wrong, and how he could fix it. Then Ariel hooked her fingers in the waistband of her panties. She pushed them down her thick thighs, letting them fall to the floor and then kicking them away across Cole’s living room floor.

“Touch me,” she ordered. She’d barely finished the word before Cole’s hands were back against her hips, pressing into the curve of her ass. “Touch me only with your mouth,” she clarified. “Make me want your fingers inside me.”

Cole ran his tongue over his lips, wetting them in anticipation. Fuck, he really wanted her to let him press his fingers inside her. He wanted to show Ariel that he could tease her enough for her to demand he do just that.

He moved his hands behind him, clutching them hard. Touching her more with his hands would’ve been great, but Cole loved a challenge. He lowered his mouth against Ariel’s leg, tongue licking upwards over it.

With her standing above him, the angle wasn’t quite right for Cole to easily slide his tongue between her legs, but he still managed. The soft moan that fell from Ariel’s lips, almost as if she was surprised by how good it felt, made him grin. It was encouraging. Cole wanted to hear her make more sounds like that.

If he looked up, he could see her breasts rising and falling with every breath. Cole wanted to make Ariel gasp, wanted to know he was the reason that her breathing had to speed up. He pushed further forward, his cheek pressing against Ariel’s thigh as he worked his tongue as close to her clit as he could reach.

Ariel moaned again, one hand coming up to tangle in Cole’s hair. She tugged his face forward. Cole lapped harder and faster, until he could feel her thighs trembling. Then, he slowed, his tongue moving over her pussy in long, careful strokes. As he’d hoped, it made Ariel whine a little at the loss of his attention against her clit.

“Lie down,” Ariel ordered. She did sound a little breathless. Cole grinned up at her, his lips already covered in her wetness.

Cole hadn’t expected that, but he also had absolutely no objections. He desperately wanted to see what Ariel would do next. Moving off the cushion he was on, Cole pushed it aside so he could lie down on his back. His heart felt like it was in his throat and his cock was so hard. The material of his pants felt restrictive but Cole didn’t complain.

No, instead, he lay down just like Ariel had ordered him to. He wet his lips, resting against his arms so he could lean up and look at Ariel. She was so hot, still in her bra and heels but nothing else. Fuck, Cole wanted to have his mouth on her so badly.

After walking closer, Ariel stepped one leg over Cole’s exposed chest. It made her look even more powerful, towering over him. Powerful, but so far away. Cole wanted to beg her to let him stand. Before he could get the words out, Ariel had knelt down over him. It gave him a much better angle, his head between Ariel’s beautifully soft thighs.

“I want you to make me come, Cole,” Ariel demanded. Her fingers tangled in his hair, lifting his head so that his face pressed against her pussy. Cole had absolutely no objections, his tongue darting out for another taste of her even before she’d given any further instructions.

“You can use your hands,” Ariel added, giving a soft sigh as she settled her weight comfortably.

Cole’s hands came up to stroke over Ariel’s ass, settling there for now as he parted his lips to lick against her pussy. She was wet and it made him moan, knowing that it was for him. His tongue lapped against Ariel, teasingly pressing harder and harder until the sounds she made were so loud. Then Cole switched, sliding one of his hands over her sides and between her legs.

He easily slid a finger inside her, groaning at how hot she felt. He could hardly wait to have his cock filling her pussy. For now, Cole wanted to focus on making Ariel come, just like how she’d told him to. His tongue moved to lick over her clit, circling around it teasingly.

Pushing another finger inside Ariel’s wet pussy, Cole began to move them in and out, matching the speed of Ariel’s moans.

The hand in his hair tightened, sending shudders of pleasure down Cole’s spine. “Yes, Cole! Fuck. Yes, that’s so good. You’re doing so well,” Ariel praised. Her hips rocked in rhythm with his fingers, taking them deeper. Cole thrust harder and faster. If Ariel could still form full sentences, he wasn’t making her feel good enough.

He felt a flush of pride when Ariel was reduced to demands of ‘faster’, ‘harder’. She cried out, the words ‘good’ and ‘well’ falling from her lips over and over again. He could feel her muscles clinging to his fingers, tightening around him at every thrust.

Ariel only seemed to get wetter and wetter. Cole fluttered his tongue over her clit, cleaning her up as well as he could. She screamed, tugging hard at Cole’s hair and pulling him against her soaking pussy.

Her thighs trembled as her orgasm crashed over her. She threw her head back to moan. Her breasts heaved behind the thin fabric of her bra.

Cole so desperately wanted his mouth on those, too. For now, he was more than happy with his mouth against Ariel’s pussy and his fingers inside her. He didn’t stop moving them, the tip of his tongue licking over Ariel’s clit until she pulled his head away. She looked gorgeous above him. Cole felt like he could lie there all day, just eating her out. Fuck, he wanted to make her scream more, to demand that he please her more.

The hand Cole had on Ariel’s ass gave it a squeeze but he didn’t return his mouth to her clit, no matter how much he wanted to. Instead, Cole slid his fingers out of her pussy, bringing them up to his mouth so he could lick the taste of her off them.

Ariel smiled as she watched, slowly getting her breath back. Her entire body seemed more relaxed, like her muscles were looser. It made Cole feel a warmth spreading through him. He had done that. He had made Ariel feel good, just like she’d asked.

“You did very well,” Ariel praised, running her fingers more softly through Cole’s hair. “Well enough to earn a small reward.” Cole’s cock twitched. Ariel smirked, as if she could feel it, though Cole knew she couldn’t possibly.

Shifting to lean against the couch, with her legs curled under her, Ariel gestured for Cole to stand.

“Take off the rest of your clothes,” she ordered.

Cole had no idea if that was the reward, but his cock was definitely excited at the idea of being free. Like with his shirt, Cole took his time, wanting Ariel to enjoy watching him. He slid the pants off slowly, pausing to show Ariel just how hard his cock was under the material of his boxers.

Once the pants were off, Cole returned to slide his underwear down his legs. His cock sprang free. Cole couldn’t help the moan that escaped him. He watched Ariel watching him. He knew his cock was impressive. Thick and fairly long. He’d certainly never had any complaints. He wanted to show Ariel just how well he knew how to use it.

Standing fully naked in front of her, Cole ran a hand over his stomach - but didn’t even attempt to touch his cock. “What do you want me to do next?”

Ariel rose gracefully to her feet, taking a step towards Cole in almost the same movement. Her body pressed against his, Cole’s cock pressing into the soft skin of her thigh. Before Cole could moan, Ariel kissed him. It was a demanding kiss, unlike any Cole had ever experienced. Her tongue swept into his mouth. She caught his lip between her teeth and bit down hard. The bright flash of pain made Cole feel almost dizzy. He wanted to throw his arms around Ariel, but she hadn’t said he could.

When Ariel pulled back, her lips were red from the kiss. Cole was sure he looked just as disheveled. Ariel turned, sweeping her hair over her shoulder to present Cole with her back and ass. He yearned to run his fingers all over her skin, squeeze the soft flesh and hear the sounds she would make.

“You can take my bra off,” Ariel said, snapping Cole out of his reverie. “That’s your reward.”

“Fuck, yes,” Cole moaned, hands already reaching up to the clasp. He was careful in undoing the bra, pressing a kiss against Ariel’s shoulder before he slid one of the straps off it. He repeated the motion with the other one. Finally, Cole slipped the straps fully over Ariel’s arms, letting her pull the last bit of the material off and remove the bra.

When she turned around, Cole’s mouth watered and his breath caught in his throat. Fuck, she was stunning. Her breasts were huge and everything Cole had imagined. “Can I?” he asked, licking his lips. “Can I put my mouth on them?”

Ariel smirked, clearly pleased by Cole’s display of desire. She brought a hand up to one breast, teasing the nipple until it hardened. Pinching it between two fingers, she gave it a tug, her whole body seeming to shudder in response.

“Will you make it feel good?” she asked. “Will you follow my instructions when I say I want it harder, or softer, or faster?” They were easy questions to answer. Cole nodded eagerly, not quite trusting himself to speak.

Ariel pursed her lips, seeming to consider him for a moment. Finally, she came to a decision. “You may put your mouth on them,” she confirmed. “But not here. Show me the bedroom.”

“Yeah, yeah, of course,” Cole said. He almost tripped over his own feet in order to get out of the room and show Ariel where the bedroom was. He’d put on clean sheets and everything. His hard cock bounced as he led them down the hall.

Once there, Cole paused, letting Ariel decide where she wanted him and how she wanted him. He was so keen to follow whatever orders she gave him, especially if it meant he got to suck on those beautiful nipples.

She moved around the bed, plumping the pillows before she took a seat. The way she made herself comfortable, as if she owned the room and everything in it, made Cole lick his lips eagerly. She knelt up, legs spread and back supported by pillows. Her breasts jiggled softly with every breath. The sight of her wet pussy was enough to make Cole’s balls ache with desire.

Finally settled, Ariel beckoned him with one raised hand. “Come,” she urged. “Show me how much you appreciate my breasts. I’ve seen you staring at them at work.” She smirked. Cole could feel his face flushing. She wasn’t wrong. He had tried not to ogle, but he hadn’t always been successful.

“They’re just so stunning,” he commented. “You’re just so stunning.” Especially now that she was naked in his bed. Fuck, Cole could hardly control himself. He crawled onto the bed, looking up at Ariel as he lowered his mouth down to her breasts. At first, Cole was careful, licking over one of Ariel’s nipples and then moving to wet the other before he returned.

Ariel gave a soft moan at that. Cole was so keen to hear what else she’d sound like, how much louder she would get. He’d already made her come. He wanted to do it over and over again. Finally, Cole captured one of Ariel’s nipples in his mouth, sucking hard against it.

Ariel’s moan rose in volume, until it was nearly a wail. Cole almost drew back, but Ariel cradled the back of his head, holding him close. “Don’t stop,” she ordered. “Fuck, that feels good, don’t you dare stop.” Cole watched as her free hand moved to her other breast. He gave a whine, which vibrated against her nipple. Cole wanted to be the one to touch Ariel, the one to give her pleasure.

Clearly, Ariel guessed what he was thinking, because she laughed. “Okay,” she allowed. “Use your hands on my other breast, Cole. Pinch my nipple hard, so that it hurts, then use your tongue to make it all feel better.”

Her hand moved to Cole’s chest, fingers brushing experimentally across his own flat nipple.

He gave another groan, muffled against Ariel’s breast. Bringing his other hand up, he cupped Ariel’s tit, fingers cleverly finding her nipple. At first, Cole teased it between his fingers. He pressed, but not so hard that it’d hurt. Then, he increased the pressure until her nipple was trapped between his fingers. Finally, Cole tugged on it, while at the same time sucking hard against the nipple in his mouth.

Just as he’d hoped, it made Ariel cry out loudly. Her fingers tightened in his hair and Cole pulled back from her nipple so he could move onto the other.

He sucked the sore flesh softly between his lips, running his tongue over it in soothing swipes. The noise Ariel made went straight to Cole’s cock. It was half a sigh and half a moan, and one hundred percent erotic.

“Now pinch the other one,” Ariel instructed. Cole’s hand moved, brushing across the underside of Ariel’s breast before he found her nipple, still wet from his mouth. Again, he teased it first, letting his nails graze against it. Ariel shivered, arching her back to push her breasts forward.

Cole felt almost overwhelmed. With his mouth still teasing one nipple, Ariel’s breasts were all that he could see, all that he could feel.

“Oh!” Ariel cried out, as Cole tugged against her nipple just as he had done before. “Fuck, yes, that feels good.” Her hand disappeared between her thighs. Cole could hear the sound of her sliding a finger into her wet pussy.

She brought her hand up, rubbing her fingers against her nipple. “Come here, see if you can taste me,” Ariel ordered.

The whole act was so hot. Cole desperately moved to the nipple in question. He moaned as the taste of Ariel hit his tongue. He sucked hard, just like how she wanted him to, pinching at the other nipple. Ariel’s breath caught and she gave another sharp cry of pleasure. Cole felt like he could do this all day, just suck her breasts, make her give those delicious noises.

Pulling back, Cole gave Ariel a look that he was certain was clouded with want. “Can I make you come again? Please?” he asked, his fingers still teasing Ariel’s nipple.

Ariel seemed to have trouble focusing. Thinking that he had done that made Cole’s cock twitch. He still didn’t touch it. He was so much more interested in Ariel’s pleasure. He could feel the heat that radiated from her skin as he pressed himself as much against her as he dared.

“Well, you did ask very nicely,” Ariel finally mused. She pulled Cole’s head back, leaning down to nip against his earlobe with her teeth. “I want you to keep sucking my nipples while you finger me,” she instructed. There was no shyness to the way she simply demanded that Cole do as she wished. Cole loved that. It was exactly what he’d hoped from Ariel coming over.

“If you can bring me close coming and stop without me telling you, I’ll let you fuck me,” Ariel whispered, her breath warm against Cole’s ear.

“Yeah, yes, I’ll try,” Cole promised with a nod. Fuck, that sounded amazing, to keep his mouth on Ariel’s breasts and have his fingers inside her. He wanted to fuck her, he wanted to earn being allowed to fuck her.

His mouth returned to Ariel’s nipple, sucking it just like he had before. Soft at first and then teasing the tip of it between his teeth so he could tug on it. When Ariel moaned in response, Cole slid his hand between her legs, fingers sliding inside that wetness. He groaned against her breast at how good it felt. He could imagine how amazing his cock would feel in her.

Slowly but steadily, Cole began to work his fingers in and out of Ariel’s pussy, his mouth suckling against her nipple. He was careful to listen to her moans, to listen as she approached her orgasm but slow down every time she got too close.

By the third time he’d let Ariel down from that sweet edge, her screams of pleasure were loud enough to echo all around them. She thrust her breasts forward, giving Cole specific instructions to go faster or softer, whatever she wanted. Cole gave it his all, until he could feel sweat prickling along his neck. His wrist ached. His lips and tongue tingled from how hard they’d worked, but Cole wouldn’t change a second of it.

“Fuck, yes!” Ariel cried out, this time pushing Cole’s head away from her breast. He whined, then looked up to meet her eyes. She must have seen the hope in his expression. Leaning forward, Ariel pressed her lips against his, rewarding him with a soft kiss. It lasted long enough for Cole’s lungs to burn, then Ariel finally pulled back.

She pulled his hand from between her legs, lifting it to his mouth. “Suck the taste of me off your fingers,” she ordered.

Cole brought his hand up to his mouth straight away, sucking his fingers. She tasted great. Cole’s only regret was that she hadn’t allowed him to make her come. But Ariel had said that if he achieved her instructions then he could fuck her. The idea mixed with the taste of made Cole moan.

Once his fingers were clean, he looked up at Ariel again. “Can I kiss you?” he asked, not wanting to do anything she didn’t want him to, but at the same time really wanting to kiss her.

Ariel smiled. “Such a good boy,” she praised. Cole was sure his eyes widened, the praise sent such a strong jolt of pleasure through him. It felt physical, like Ariel’s hot mouth against a particularly sensitive spot, only better.

“You’re learning very well,” she continued. “Asking for permission is good. Very good.” She ran her hand through his hair, nails grazing lightly against Cole’s scalp. “You may kiss me,” she agreed. She didn’t move, leaving it up to Cole exactly how he wanted to kiss her.

The answer to that was - hard.

He smashed his lips against her, licking his way into her mouth. Ariel responded eagerly, especially when one of Cole’s hands returned to her breast, fingers teasing against her nipple. He pressed his body into hers, groaning when his cock rubbed against Ariel’s leg.

Cole poured all of his want and need into the kiss, grinning when Ariel gave another moan as he pinched her nipple.

She pulled him closer, her hands sliding down to his ass and giving it a firm squeeze. Cole moaned into her mouth. He loved that even when Ariel had let him initiate, she still took charge in other ways. She spread her legs, making room for him between them, and Cole could feel the heat that poured from her.

Pulling back, Ariel’s lips were red from the kiss, making her look even more stunning. “Do you want to fuck me, Cole?” Ariel asked, her hand sliding between them. Her fingers wrapped around his cock. Cole honestly couldn’t speak for a second. It felt so good, he had to bite his lip. The pain kept him from coming just at that one touch.

“God, more than anything,” Cole breathed. He rocked forward into Ariel’s hand. She felt so good and Cole wasn’t even in her yet. His fingers kept playing with Ariel’s nipple, enjoying how every so often it made her give a soft moan. “I want to fuck you and suck your tits while I do,” he told her with a groan.

Ariel’s fingers tightened, dragging another moan from Cole. “You have been very good,” she praised. It made Cole feel warm. Even when Ariel pulled away, the feeling lingered like a physical touch. Cole watched as Ariel made herself comfortable once more against his bed. He knew he’d think about her every time he slept here now. He wondered if that had been part of her plan.

“Come,” Ariel urged, one hand moving to Cole’s hip to tug him into position between her legs. She grasped his cock more gently, leading it to the heat between her legs. Cole moaned, even the first brush sending sparks skittering over his skin.

“Fuck me slowly, at first,” Ariel demanded. “I’ll tell you when to speed up.”

It was a good thing she wanted it slow. Cole had to stop altogether once he was inside her, just so he could stop himself from feeling overwhelmed. Ariel’s pussy was so hot and so wet, tight around his cock. When Cole began to move, loud groans fell from his lips. Going slow was a challenge but Cole wanted to do just as Ariel told him. He wanted to preserve this for as long as he could, to memorize every sound she made.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he moaned. “Please, can I fuck you harder? I want to see your tits bounce.” The words made him groan because of how much he wanted it. Cole wanted to see them bounce and then capture Ariel’s nipples with his mouth, suckle against them as he fucked her harder and harder.

Ariel gave a throaty chuckle as her hands moved slowly over Cole’s body. It made his heart race. He wanted to make her laugh again and again. He wanted to make her moan, to be allowed to keep saying and doing things that she liked. Anything she liked!

“You can,” Ariel allowed. One of her hands moved to Cole’s ass, tugging so that she urged him to do exactly as he’d asked. She pulled him into her, giving a soft moan. Her tits did bounce, making Cole’s breath catch in his throat. They were so big and round, so fucking perfect that Cole could hardly believe he was allowed to touch them.

He lowered his mouth, catching one of Ariel’s nipples between his lips. Cole sucked hard to make her cry out, groaning at how good it felt. He began to fuck into her harder, gasps falling form Ariel’s lips as he did so. At the same time, Cole’s tongue swirled around her nipple, sucking every so often. His reward was Ariel’s body pushing against his more as he fucked her harder.

Cole moved onto her other breast, giving as much attention to her nipple. This time,, he bit it lightly and Ariel wailed. It made Cole’s cock slam into her even harder, she felt so good. So fucking wet and so loud. Cole loved how every time he pounded into Ariel, she screamed louder and louder. It made him suck against her nipple even more, giving it another sharp bite.

Ariel lifted her legs, wrapping them around Cole’s waist as he slammed his hips against her big round ass. The feel of her thighs squeezing him from both sides made Cole moan. The new angle let him plunge even deeper into her, filling her up with every slow stroke.

“Faster,” Ariel demanded, her body rocking under his. “Fuck me faster, Cole.” He was was only too happy to obey, pulling his hips back so he could thrust just as hard, but much faster. Ariel’s hands clutched at him. As Cole pushed forward he could feel her breasts rising and falling with every breath.

Ariel tipped her head back, a long moan pouring from her throat. “Yes!” she screamed. “Yes, that’s so good. Don’t stop!”

Cole had no intention of stopping. He did pull his mouth back so he could groan as he fucked into Ariel harder. He leaned down to kiss her, to swallow the moans she gave before pressing his mouth against her neck. Cole’s hands moved to Ariel’s sides so he could hold on as he fucked her harder and harder, the bed shaking under them.

“Fuck, yes.” He groaned, wanting nothing more than to feel her come from him fucking her. He slammed into her faster and faster, a trail of sweat against his backbone. Ariel’s screams increased, encouraging Cole until he could finally feel the way her pussy tightened around his cock.

Her whole body shook as her orgasm swept through her. Her breasts jiggled enticingly, her thighs trembling around Cole’s waist. It seemed to go on and on. Cole just kept fucking her, not wanting to stop until she told him it was too much. She urged him on, her body rising to meet his. She slowed, her breath loud and harsh against Cole’s ear.

Finally, one of her hands returned to Cole’s hair. Her fingers wound through the strands, tugging just enough that he could feel the slight sting of pain every time their bodies rocked together. “Come for me,” she ordered. “Come in me, fill me up.”

“Yeah! Fuck! Ariel!” Was all Cole managed to grunt as he slammed his hips forward, coming hard. Everything went white around him. Everything but Ariel’s hot pussy and amazing body under him disappeared from the world. Cole plunged forward, his hot cum spilling into Ariel until he felt spent.

Finally, Cole pulled back, moving off her so he could collapse next to her. She looked fucking amazing, fucked out like this, her beautiful breasts on display. Cole wanted to put his mouth on them again, once he regained his breath.

“That was fantastic,” he told her. “I’d love to make you come again. And again.” And again.

Ariel seemed to consider that. She ran her fingers slowly over her breast, skirting around her nipple and giving a soft sigh of pleasure. “I would like to see you again,” she decided. It made Cole’s heart give an excited lurch. He hadn’t known whether this would be a one-time thing. The idea that he’d pleased Ariel enough that she would want to come back was thrilling.

“There are still many different things I could do to you,” Ariel said, running her tongue over her lower lip as if she could taste the other things she wanted to do. “Would you like that?” she asked. “Would you make me the same offer again, to come over and do whatever I like to you?”

“Yeah, fuck yes, I would. This was amazing. You’re welcome over any time,” Cole promised easily. He wanted to see what else Ariel wanted him to do, what else she’d make him do. As long as he got his mouth on her and was allowed to make her scream in pleasure? Cole was more than willing to do anything she wanted.

Reaching out, he slid a hand over Ariel’s stomach and up to her other breast, fingers light against her nipple. “I’d love to make you come some more tonight, too,” he pointed out. “You think you’d be up for me to go down on you again?” Cole asked with a grin.

Ariel smiled back, a smirk that was almost enough to make Cole’s cock stiffen all over again. “Yes,” she confirmed, “I think I would be up for that.” Cole leaned into the hand she settled on his arm, pressing a kiss to the underside of her breast as he prepared to lick his way down her body.

She chuckled. “Be patient, Cole,” she ordered. “First, bring me that glass of wine you offered earlier.  I need to rehydrate before we go again.”

“Of course,” he nodded, ready to get up. But then Cole glanced at Ariel and his mouth watered. Fuck she really did look good and he couldn’t stop himself from leaning down to catch her nipple in his mouth, sucking hard enough to make her scream before he pulled back. “I’m going to make you come so fucking hard,” he promised before finally getting up.

Cole could hardly wait to go down on her as soon as Ariel told him he could again. Or better yet - demanded he did.

He was going to get hard every time he saw her at work from now on, he was sure.


Used at the Reunion

This school reunion was going to be epic. It was twenty years since Marlon had graduated. He could hardly believe it. There were a few friends from back then that Marlon was still in touch with. They had been the ones who had convinced Marlon to come.

It will be fun, Adam had promised. Marlon had decided to jump right on that bandwagon. He was truly looking forward to hanging out with his old high school crew. If, maybe, he could also show off about how well he was doing for himself, then so what? Marlon was proud of how much he’d achieved in the past two decades.

And then there was seeing everyone else! Apart from the few friends he was still in touch with, Marlon hadn’t even thought about the people he’d gone to school with. Now, as his gaze kept traveling across the room and settling on Valerie Burke’s tight dress, he felt like maybe he should’ve done.

Valerie had always been pretty. She’d sat next to Marlon in English and made some fucking awesome notes. That was as much as Marlon knew about Valerie. Well, that and the fact that the black dress she wore hugged her in all the right places. It struck Marlon that there was no reason for him not to approach Valerie. At worst she’d be disinterested or married. At best, well...

“So, twenty years on, do you still keep immaculate notes?” Marlon asked when he approached, giving Valerie a wide smile when she turned around. “I sat next to you in Ms. McGrath’s English,” he offered, not expecting Valerie to remember him, it had been twenty years. And Marlon had been a lot less attractive back then.

Valerie pursed her lips, drawing Marlon’s attention to just how full and plump they were. The way she darted her tongue out made Marlon hot under the collar. It was as if she wanted him to imagine all the uses she could put that mouth to. Those sinful thoughts might be more exciting than discussing high school memories.

“I do,” she answered. It took Marlon a moment to remember that he’d asked her a question. “Of course, these days they’re all on a tablet. There’s slightly less call for brightly-colored gel pens.” That made Marlon chuckle. He would never have admitted it at the time, but he’d appreciated Valerie’s cheerful color-coding.

Marlon couldn’t help but watch as Valerie slid a manicured hand down her side. “What about you?” she asked. “Do you still maintain that reading The Catcher in the Rye was a waste of time?”

The question startled a laugh from Marlon. He hadn’t expected Valerie to remember him. Maybe that was unfair. After all, he remembered her. Then again, Marlon felt that was easier. Valerie was so attractive.

“I might have come around to it a bit more in the past twenty years,” Marlon answered, shaking his head. As an adult, he could see why The Catcher in the Rye was such a highly-recognized book. “I’d like to hope I’m more cultured now,” he added a little teasingly.

“So what do you do now, Valerie?” Marlon asked. “You look amazing, by the way,” he added, absolutely unashamed to admit that he found her attractive, both then and now. Not that he’d told her as much back then. Maybe that had been a mistake.

Valerie glanced down, as if Marlon’s comment prompted her to remember and admire her own curves. She smiled, her hand brushing over the satiny fabric. “I design sets for theatre productions,” she answered. “Usually tours. I’ve gotten very good at learning how to get the absolute maximum use out of the space in a single truck.” It wasn’t at all the answer Marlon had expected. Valerie practically glowed with enthusiasm.

She seemed to catch herself before she carried on. “Do you like your job? Whatever it is that you’re doing now.” It struck Marlon what a specific question it was. Not just what he did, but whether he liked it.

Marlon sensed that he could easily chat with Valerie for the whole evening if she let him. And maybe she would. And maybe, after the evening was over, Valerie might let Marlon do more than that.

“I’m an engineer,” Marlon said. “And yeah, I do enjoy it,” he added with a smile. “Are you enjoying the reunion?” Marlon asked. He couldn’t recall if Valerie had had many friends back in high school. She might’ve been like him - a few close friends and nothing much more. It had been twenty years. There was no saying if she was still friends with them.

He hoped that maybe she wasn’t enjoying herself. That way, he could suggest they take this elsewhere. On the other hand, Marlon was enjoying himself and he’d still be up for leaving with Valerie if she even half-suggested it.

Valerie’s eyes glittered. She shrugged one shoulder, the movement making her breasts bounce appealingly. “I’ve caught up with the friends I wanted to catch up with,” she answered. “And I’ve shown off what I came to show off.” She waved a hand down her body, the movement and the words catching Marlon by surprise. They were very honest. Marlon, too, had come to show off how he’d changed since high school. He might not have put it as bluntly.

“Is there anything else you want from this evening?” Valerie asked. Her smirk made the hairs stand up on the nape of Marlon’s neck. “Maybe something you wouldn’t have known you wanted back in Ms. McGrath’s English class?”

Marlon’s tongue wetted his lips as he looked at Valerie. She was so stunning! Her confidence, too, was really very attractive. If Marlon was reading her words right, that was definitely a proposition. One that he was eager to accept. Marlon had expected this to be harder. He was not going to object.

“Oh, I knew I wanted you even in Ms. McGrath’s English class,” he told Valerie bluntly. It was true. Valerie had been one of Marlon’s biggest high school crushes back then. Giving her a grin, Marlon reached out to brush his hand over Valerie’s bare arm. It was a light gesture. She could have pushed his hand away if she wanted to. But she didn’t.

“Are you staying at the hotel here?” Marlon asked. He had one of the rooms booked and would be more than happy to show it to Valerie.

She nodded. Marlon was about to suggest that they could leave together when Valerie stepped in. “We should go to my room,” she announced. “Give me twenty minutes to say goodbye to my friends, then meet me on the fifth floor.”

Leaning in, Valerie pressed a kiss against Marlon’s cheek. To anyone watching, it would have looked casual. Marlon could feel the way her breasts pressed warm against his side. “Don’t be late,” Valerie added, whispering the words into Marlon’s ear. Her breath made him shiver, heat pooling low in his stomach.

Marlon had absolutely no intention of being late. Like Valerie, he needed to let his friends know he was going. The temptation to tell them that he was going with someone was strong. But... Marlon was almost forty. He didn’t need to boast about his conquests. Instead, he told his friends that he was going to bail a bit early so he could just relax. They laughed but let him go without an objection.

As Marlon made his way to the fifth floor, the excitement tightened the muscles in his stomach. Valerie was so fucking stunning! Marlon couldn’t ever have imagined that he’d be here. Waiting near the elevator, hoping that its next ding would announce Valerie’s arrival so she could take them to her room. Her room!

“Right, don’t mess this up,” Marlon muttered to himself, just as the elevator opened. It was Valerie, looking just as stunning as she had been twenty minutes earlier.

“I do feel a little bit like a teenager again,” Marlon admitted with a soft laugh.

Valerie raised an eyebrow at him. “I certainly hope that’s not an indication of how long you’re going to last.” Her chuckle was warm, not mocking. She was including Marlon in the joke rather than making it at his expense. She stepped toward him, so close that he could smell her perfume and feel the heat that radiated off her skin.

When she caught his mouth against hers, it was with a blistering heat. Her tongue swept between Marlon’s lips. All he could do was let her, trying not to moan right here in the corridor!

Just as Marlon was about to bring his hands up to Valerie’s hips, she pulled back. “You don’t kiss like a teenager,” she decided. The heat that unfurled in Marlon’s chest at the words was startling. Valerie noted it in his expression. The corners of her lips tilted into a smirk. “Come.” She walked off down the corridor, leaving Marlon in her wake.

With every word that fell from Valerie’s lips, Marlon found her sexier and sexier. She was so confident. It was the sort of confidence that only came from a woman who knew precisely what she wanted. Some men might find it intimidating. Marlon found it only arousing. His cock was already half-hard. And she hadn’t done more than kiss him! Well, kiss him and order him around. That was a bit of a weakness for Marlon.

He followed her into her room, both wanting to push her up against the door and equally willing to drop to his knees. He wanted to see what she’d instruct him to do. In the end, Marlon did neither. He waited for what Valerie would say or do next. That seemed like the best approach.

She didn’t hesitate. Valerie’s body was against his almost before Marlon could pause for breath. Her breasts rubbed against his chest. And then she pushed. Marlon’s back hit the door, the breath leaving his body in a low moan. Valerie slid one hand into his hair, tugging hard enough to hurt. She crashed Marlon’s mouth down onto her own, licking fervently against his tongue.

When Marlon tried to reach for her, Valerie pulled away. “Did I say that you could touch me?” Her gaze was sharp enough to pin Marlon to the door.

The tone of her question made Marlon’s cock ache with desire. He shook his head. No, she had not given him permission. The fact that she wanted him to ask for it was thrilling. “Please?” Marlon asked. “You look so great. I want to feel those beautiful curves,” he begged. Marlon wanted to touch her so desperately. But he also wanted her to make him work for it.

Despite how much he wanted to, Marlon didn’t reach out to touch Valerie. Instead, his palms pressed flat against the door, body thrusting forward. He wanted Valerie to decide how he touched her, if he was allowed to touch her.

“I want to work for it,” he decided to tell her. “Let me earn touching you?”

A smile curved Valerie’s lips, making Marlon glow with approval. He wanted to please her. He would do anything, if only she would tell him what. “You’re very willing,” she praised. “That’s good.” Her gaze drifted around the room. Marlon could hear her thoughts turning over, coming up with a plan for what he could do to merit the right to touch her.

“How do you feel about pain?” Valerie asked, licking her lips. “If I said that you could earn the right to touch me by letting me spank you, would you agree?” Her dark eyebrow arched over her eye as she waited for Marlon to answer.

“Yes,” Marlon answered without so much as a pause. A light blush spread across his cheeks. Perhaps his response was too eager. Having someone like Valerie spank him sounded amazing. Marlon couldn’t help but wonder how hard she’d do it, how much she’d push him. “I like some pain,” he added, fairly. “Not so much it’d draw blood, but... I don’t mind some marks.”

Marlon had played with pain before. He knew his hard limits well. Drawing blood was definitely not something he enjoyed. Up until that point? Marlon had a lot fewer reservations about that.

Valerie’s gaze moved slowly over Marlon’s body. His cock hardened further. Her appreciation was like a physical touch. She let him squirm against the door for a moment, then gave a single nod. “I will close the drapes,” she informed him. “Then you will strip for me. Starting with your shoes and working up.”

She moved to fit the actions to the words, tugging the drapes closed across the window. It made the hotel room feel more intimate. “I don’t have any of my gags with me,” she observed. Just knowing that she had gags was enough to make Marlon pant with desire. “Can you be quiet?” she asked, then smirked. “Relatively quiet. I want to hear you. I just don’t want anyone complaining to management. Can you manage that?”

Marlon was already leaning down to undo his shoes, kicking them off. His socks quickly followed. “I’ll be as loud or as quiet as you want me to be,” he promised, standing back up. Marlon’s hands were quick to undo his pants, pushing them down. She had said to work up. After a small pause, Marlon pushed his boxers off. His hard cock sprang free. Marlon paid it no attention. Instead, he focused on shrugging his jacket off.

There wasn’t any rush to his actions. But Marlon didn’t take too much time either. Hanging his jacket on the back of a chair, Marlon’s fingers then worked open the buttons of his shirt. He enjoyed how appreciative Valerie looked. The twenty years since high school had been very good to Marlon. He wanted her to like what she saw.

Finally, he stood in front of her fully naked. She hadn’t told him to help her with her clothes. Not yet, at least. This was already so fucking hot. Marlon enjoyed being so exposed in front of Valerie. He was there for her judgment and to do whatever she wanted.

She walked around him, her fingers trailing like fire across Marlon’s taut stomach. He flexed, enjoying the soft sound of approval that passed her lips. When she moved behind him, Valerie swatted lightly at Marlon’s ass. “You’re a very handsome man, Marlon,” she praised, giving him a light push in the small of his back. “Go and kneel on the bed for me.”

Marlon didn’t hesitate to climb onto the mattress, getting himself comfortably on his hands and knees. Valerie waited until he was settled. “You may watch,” she allowed. When Marlon glanced over his shoulder, she ran a hand down the front of her dress, teasing at her breasts in a way that made Marlon’s mouth water. She toed off her shoes, rolling her stockings slowly down her legs before she padded across the carpet.

Her fingers caressed Marlon’s ass, making his skin feel twice as sensitive. When the first blow came, it was with the loud smack of Valerie’s open palm hitting Marlon full on one cheek. He moaned, not so loudly that it would be heard through the thick walls.

“Tell me how you want to touch me,” Valerie ordered.

Marlon had to swallow another moan before he could manage to answer. It was already hard to focus. Valerie had barely spanked his ass yet! He wanted her to do it more, to do it harder. Earning the right to touch her this way would be so great. Marlon tried to find an answer about how he wanted to touch her.

“I want to take your dress off,” he answered. That bit was easy. He wanted to see Valerie before he even got as far as touching her. “I want to run my hands up over your legs and the curves of your hips. Fuck, your ass looks so great in that dress, I’d love to run my mouth over it. Tease my tongue between your cheeks.”

It’d make her moan. Marlon would love that. He’d tease her, but only as much as Valerie wanted and allowed. “I want to suck your nipples, take turns at teasing them between my teeth and seeing how sensitive they are.” As he said it, another slap landed against his ass. Marlon had to bite his lower lip not to cry out too loudly.

“God, Valerie. I want to worship your body and make you scream.” He wanted that so badly.

Valerie’s hand connected with his ass, a loud slap ringing out across the room. It was so much harder than her first blows had been. Marlon wanted to believe it was a reward, that Valerie was enjoying his answers enough to want to make him feel it. The pain radiated through him, impossible to ignore. Marlon’s cock throbbed with desperation.

He didn’t ask Valerie to stop. She rained another three blows across his ass. Marlon could feel the outline of her hand, hot and raw, pain blossoming from the sensitive skin. She layered the impact with an expert hand, surprising Marlon with a moan of her own.

“Do you want to fuck me?” Valerie asked. “Do you want to earn the right to put your cock in me?”

“Fuck, yes!” Marlon nodded eagerly. If Valerie didn’t let him fuck her but only allowed him to use his mouth or his hands, that was fine. Marlon wanted to hear her come. Her pleasure came first. But if she wanted to fuck him, then God, of course he wanted that, too. “I want whatever you want,” Marlon promised. At the moment, it seemed like what Valerie wanted was to hear Marlon talk.

He could oblige that. “If you want me to, I’d love to fuck you. I’m so hard for you already. Imagining how great you’d feel around me... Fuck! I can barely even think straight.” The spanking played a role in that, too. Marlon’s focus was all over the place. The sharpness of the pain mixed together with how aroused he felt.

Valerie paused, giving Marlon time to really feel the sting that settled where she’d hit him. His ass burned like it was on fire. The pain only made Marlon’s cock harder. He balled his fists into the bedsheets, rocking back to try to encourage Valerie to keep going.

Instead, she ran her fingers down from Marlon’s hip, over his stomach, then wrapped them around his cock. “You’ve been very good,” she praised, stroking slowly from all the way to the base, and then back up. Marlon whined, so eager for Valerie to keep touching him. And yet he was more eager to be allowed to touch her.

“Turn over,” she ordered. “Lie down with your back against the bed.” Marlon hissed as his sore ass rubbed against the sheets. The sound made Valerie grin. Slowly, giving Marlon plenty of time to appreciate how in control she looked, Valerie drew down the zipper of her dress. It fell away, revealing tight black underwear which left almost nothing to the imagination.

Unhooking her bra, Valerie let that fall, her breasts spilling out. “You want to play with my nipples?” She moved towards the bed, hips swaying before she straddled Marlon’s prone frame.

Marlon nodded, not even able to get his words together. He was too overwhelmed by how great Valerie looked. Her skin was a light shade of tanned, perfectly even all across her body. It made him imagine her lying topless in the sun. The mental picture made his cock throb. Her nipples were red, round and hard. They stood to attention, begging to be touched.

“Can I?” Marlon asked hopefully. He didn’t reach out. He definitely wanted to. Having Valerie’s permission would feel amazing. She looked so good above him, her breasts moving every time she breathed.

Valerie lowered herself, her breasts so temptingly close to Marlon’s mouth. She waited there. Marlon felt as though he was being tested. His mouth watered. He couldn’t take his eyes off the ripe red nipples, just waiting to be teased and tongued. After what felt like an eternity, Valerie hummed. “You may touch my breasts, but nothing else.”

Marlon’s hands reached up almost automatically. He cupped Valerie’s large breasts, feeling her nipples rub against his palms. His fingers found one, rolling it slowly, listening to the sounds Valerie made in response. He wanted her to love this. He wanted to learn exactly what she liked. When he pinched harder, Valerie cried out. The sound filled Marlon’s head. He could think of nothing except how he could make Valerie cry out again.

Slowly, he leaned forward so he could catch one of her nipples between his lips. Marlon’s tongue was soft as it darted out to lap over the rosy red tip. He wanted to work his way up to something harder. The way Valerie pressed her back forward forced Marlon to take more of her nipple in his mouth. He sucked lightly. When that didn’t get enough of a response, Marlon sucked harder.

This time Valerie did moan. Marlon would have smirked had his mouth not been otherwise occupied. Instead, Marlon brought his hand up to Valerie’s other breast, his fingers seeking out the nipple so he could tease that with equal enthusiasm. It earned him another moan. Marlon increased the pressure, wanting to see how hard he could push Valerie before she told him that it was too much.

He tugged the nipple between his fingers, making Valerie gasp. Her chest flushed with pleasure. Marlon couldn’t help the pride that washed through him. He had done that! Valerie had allowed him to do that! When he teased the nipple between his lips, giving it the lightest of bites, Valerie moaned his name.

“Fuck, Marlon!” It was the hottest sound Marlon had ever heard. Twenty years ago, he could never have imagined that he’d have Valerie Burke crying his name. He sucked the pain away, loving the way that Valerie’s hips rocked. She wanted more, but was holding off on asking for it.

He bit down again, harder. Valerie’s hand came up to tangle in his hair. She tugged, just roughly enough to hurt. “Yes, yes, that’s good,” she chanted. “Not any harder than that.”

Marlon took that instruction to heart, making sure to do it that hard but not at all harder. He mixed the suction with softer licks, letting Valerie’s sensitive skin recover a little bit before he sucked against it again. Her moans increased in volume. Marlon felt very pleased about having achieved that.

He also felt very hard! His cock throbbed with need. Still, Valerie hadn’t said he could stop, or even that he could touch her anywhere else.

Moving on to her other nipple, Marlon repeated the actions. His pace was quicker this time. He was still soft and careful, but the harder suction and tugs followed at a good speed. He felt almost breathless, so focused on making Valerie moan louder and louder. Marlon wanted to run his hands over her sides, to tug her against him. But she had said he could only touch her breasts. Marlon wanted to prove to Valerie that he could follow instructions.

Her sighs of pleasure made Marlon want her even more. She rubbed her body against his, his hard cock pressing into the soft skin of her thigh. “Oh, god,” Valerie moaned. “Take my panties off, Marlon. I want to see how good your fingers feel between my legs.” She shifted forward, her breasts filling Marlon’s vision as his hands finally, finally skated down her sides.

Valerie’s skin was flawless. Marlon couldn’t get enough of the heat that poured off her. He appreciated every inch of her body. His hands settled snugly against the curve of her waist, then flared out to cover her gorgeous hips. Finally, he slid his fingers under the material of her panties and tugged them down her long, lean legs.

He couldn’t see much beyond Valerie’s breasts. She helped him, moving so he could pull the panties off and throw them to the floor. “Touch me,” she demanded.

Marlon’s fingers slid between Valerie’s legs. He moaned at how wet she was. His fingers practically slipped! He groaned when Valerie shifted more into him. Moving against her, Marlon bent his fingers to find which way Valerie most liked him to touch her. At the same time, he kept teasing her nipple, his lips returning to it.

Sucking hard, Marlon began to move his fingers in and out of Valerie’s pussy. He could hear how amazingly wet she was, not just feel it. She rocked against him. Marlon so wanted to taste how sweet her wetness was. Pulling back from her nipple, Marlon looked up at Valerie, taking in her breathless look. Her dark curls were falling over her bare shoulders so beautifully.

“Can I taste you? Can I make you come with my mouth?” he begged.

She rocked against his fingers, teeth digging into her plump lower lip. Marlon twisted his wrist, making Valerie’s mouth briefly drop open on a moan. “Mmm,” she hummed. “You did take my spanking beautifully. I think you’ve earned the right to put your mouth on me.” Marlon whined as she pulled her breasts away from him.

“Let me lie down,” Valerie instructed. As soon as Marlon made room for her, she stretched her body out against the mattress. Now that he could drink her in, she looked even more stunning out of her clothes than she had in them. Her breasts rose and fell, her nipples dark and wet from Marlon’s mouth. The muscles in her stomach quivered and her pussy shone with the wetness of her desire.

She pressed a manicured hand against Marlon’s shoulder, encouraging him to move down her body. Her legs parted, the sight and scent of Valerie making Marlon’s cock twitch in eager anticipation.

He brought his hand up to his mouth, licking Valerie’s wetness off his fingers. She tasted even better than he could’ve imagined! Marlon desperately wanted to get to the source of that sweet nectar. Leaning down, he pressed his mouth against Valerie’s thigh, tongue licking over the soft skin there. He didn’t tease for long. Marlon bit down on that softness lightly before moving further up.

The moment his tongue licked between Valerie’s legs, her hips bucked upwards, meeting his eager mouth. Marlon swallowed a moan so that he could focus instead on making her moan. With his tongue lapping up the sweetness of her, Marlon listened out for the noises Valerie made. He wanted to bring her over that edge, to show her how good he could be with his tongue.

Her hand returned to his hair, gripping hard as she dragged him against her. “Make me come,” she urged. “Use your mouth and your hands and anything else you like. If you can make me scream, I’ll let you fuck me.” The promise was like a bolt right to Marlon’s brain. He felt determination flood him. He would not only make Valerie come with his mouth, he would make her scream his name!

Draping one leg over his shoulder, Valerie rocked under his mouth. Her thigh was up around Marlon’s ear. He could feel the muscle tightening as he trailed his tongue over her clit. She cried out, the sound a welcome encouragement. Pressing a finger inside her, Marlon found her just as wet as she’d been before, her pussy clenching around him. “Yes, like that,” she urged. “Come on, Marlon. I want to come for you!”

The idea that she’d come for him made Marlon all the more eager to please. His fingers crooked, finding that sweetest of spots. It made her buck her hips upwards. Marlon used the opportunity to pucker his lips more so that he could suck against her clit. His free hand pressed flat against Valerie’s stomach. Not to hold her down, but to feel how tight her muscles became as pleasure cruised through her.

With her cries intensifying, Marlon focused on fucking his fingers in and out of Valerie’s wet pussy harder and harder. His tongue circled her clit until her moans were half-wails. Once he felt her tremble beneath him, Marlon licked even faster. He wanted to feel her orgasm around his fingers.

She tipped her head back and screamed! The sound was short and sharp. It raced through Marlon’s blood, setting him on fire from the inside. Valerie’s stomach tightened, her hips bucking as she ground herself hard against Marlon’s fingers. “Fuuuck!” Her chest heaved. Marlon felt her body seize, her orgasm crashing over her like a breaking wave.

He licked and sucked her through the last of her passion. Valerie’s body trembled, every muscle relaxing as the pleasure left her. “Fuck, that was good,” she breathed, giving Marlon a small push to move his head away from her sensitive flesh. “You deserve to fuck me after that,” she praised. “Just give me a minute.”

Waiting was agony. Marlon didn’t complain. He didn’t dare. His cock ached at the thought of actually being allowed to fuck Valerie. Slowly, she sat up, a smug smile on her face like the cat that had been given the cream. “Will you fuck me hard, Marlon?” she asked, her tone teasing.

His tongue licked over his lips, the taste of Valerie still on them. “If that’s what you want,” Marlon answered. It was true. He’d fuck her however gently or roughly she wanted. Marlon was interested in making Valerie feel good. That was far more important than how he might feel.

“Do you want it like this?” Marlon asked. His hand stroked over Valerie’s bare hip. He could easily pull her in closer, fuck her like this. But Marlon wanted Valerie to decide, to be the one who told him how to fuck her hard.

His question prompted a smile across her beautiful face. “Now that you mention it, no,” she decided. Even before Marlon knew what she intended, it thrilled him that she would take what she wanted from him. She would tell him exactly what that was. Marlon would be only too happy to obey.

He watched as Valerie turned over. The lean lines of her body made his mouth water. If he hadn’t just had his fill of her sweetness, he would’ve begged to be allowed to taste her. Instead, he waited, his breath caught in his throat to see what she would ask. “Fuck me from behind,” Valerie demanded, her hips swaying, making her ass dance in Marlon’s vision. “Make it hard! And don’t come without asking.”

“Fuck,” Marlon swore, breath catching in his throat. She looked so fucking good. No matter which way Valerie turned, her body made him want her. Her ass was plump as he reached out to stroke a hand over it, giving a squeeze to her softness. Aligning himself behind her, Marlon pushed forward, groaning at how hot her pussy felt.

His hands settled against Valerie’s hip. He pulled her back, enjoying the sound that her ass made as it slapped against him. Driving his hips forward once and then twice, Marlon took his time before he began moving harder. When he did, it was to do just as Valerie had asked. Marlon fucked her hard!

With fingers tight against her skin, Marlon slammed forward. The bed creaked under them as he fucked Valerie, his groans mixing together with the loud cries she gave.

She arched her back, pushing her ass harder against Marlon. Valerie rocked with him, adding to the rhythm that they built. “Harder,” she urged, her knuckles going white as she gripped the bedsheets. Marlon pushed himself, fucking Valerie even harder. His thrusts knocked the wind out of her, her breath coming out in gasps and strangled cries.

Marlon’s fingers gripped at Valerie’s hip, holding her tight against him. He ground forward, fucking into her hard and deep. Her muscles squeezed around him, her pussy welcoming his cock. He thought he saw stars, dancing just beyond his reach. His orgasm was not so teasing. Marlon could feel it building, racing up his spine. He gritted his teeth, trying to hold on. Valerie had said she wanted him to ask.

“Please!” Marlon half-sobbed. “Fuck, Valerie, let me come?” he begged. Despite how much he wanted it, Marlon did his best to hold back while still fucking Valerie just as hard as she wanted him to. Sweat rolled down his back. Marlon focused on not coming. The loud noises Valerie made were coaxing him closer and closer to that sweet edge.

His cock plunged into her, over and over. Her tight heat was nearly overwhelming. Marlon didn’t know how long he could hold back! The thought of how Valerie might punish him if he failed her only made it that much harder.

Finally, after a long groan, Valerie cried out his name. “Marlon! Fuck! Come for me. Now. Fill me up and fuck me until you can’t keep going.” They were words that Marlon wanted to live by. His orgasm thundered through him, lighting up every nerve-ending until his whole body tingled with pulses of electric pleasure.

When he came, it was with a loud scream. Not so loud that someone would hear through the wall, but probably only just. Marlon’s hands were so tight against Valerie’s hips that when he finally relaxed them, they left reddened imprints of his fingers. They were fading before he’d even pulled out of Valerie. Marlon didn’t worry too much.

He collapsed on the bed next to her, breath coming in small bursts. “Fuck, that was... fuck,” he sighed. It was a million times better than any of Marlon’s teenage fantasies could’ve imagined. “Worth waiting twenty years for,” he teased, reaching out to brush a hand over Valerie’s bare back as she relaxed against the bed.

She turned, lifting one leg to hitch over Marlon. Her hands trailed down his chest, appreciating the hard-won lines of muscle there. “Yes, I should think it was,” she teased. Her confidence made Marlon’s grin stretch even wider.

“I didn’t know, twenty years ago, how thrilling it could be to tell a man what to do,” Valerie admitted. “You’ve done much better by waiting.” Her chuckle was a warm, rich sound. “Though, I imagine you might not have enjoyed it as much twenty years ago as you did now.”

Marlon wondered how true that was. He had definitely taken a while to admit to himself that he loved having a woman tell him what to do. But back then, he also hadn’t known what to do without being told. A two-edged sword really.

“We’ve both done well,” he decided, leaning in to kiss Valerie softly. “Especially by leaving the reunion early,” he added with a grin. The one disappointment about no longer being a teenager was that Marlon’s recovery time was longer. But it didn’t seem like Valerie was kicking him out.

“Shall we order some room service? Regain our strengths and play some more?” he asked hopefully.

Her raised eyebrow looked impressed. Or maybe Marlon was just being hopeful. She hummed. “You did say something about teasing your tongue between my cheeks earlier,” she reminded him. Marlon flushed instantly with arousal. It wasn’t enough to get him hard again. Not quite.

“You rest,” Valerie decided, getting to her feet. “I’ll order some food and something to drink. It’s my turn to take care of you a little.” Marlon grinned, grateful for the offer. He liked the sound of letting Valerie take care of him, especially if it was so he could get his strength up for round two.


His Reward

Emma prided herself on giving excellent gifts. It was something that Ted appreciated. She loved to spoil him. Watching his enjoyment of her gift was so much more satisfying than receiving one herself. Of course, Emma was also very good at knowing exactly what she wanted.

As a birthday treat for herself, she’d sent Ted off on a one-day massage course. Not on the day of her birthday itself, obviously! They had spent that together. But the weekend after, Ted had dutifully gone off to learn how to put his beautiful hands to good use. Emma could hardly wait to experience the results.

After the week she’d had at work, Emma needed a massage. She left the office an hour early so that she’d arrive home first, with plenty of time to get everything ready. By the time Ted joined her in their apartment, the lights in their palatial bedroom were dimmed, the massage oils were waiting in warm water and Emma had spread their nicest, fluffiest towels over the bed.

She greeted Ted at the door, still dressed in her work clothes. The pencil skirt hugged her hips beautifully. She’d unbuttoned two buttons of her blouse to flash a hint of creamy cleavage. High heels brought her nearly to Ted’s full height. She smiled warmly at him while she helped him take off his coat.

“I have a plan for tonight,” she informed him, smirking slightly. “Will you do everything that I ask?”

“I always do everything that you ask,” Ted pointed out. Emma grinned, satisfaction uncoiling in her stomach. It was certainly true most of the time. On the rare occasion that Ted didn’t want to do what Emma asked, they were able to talk about it and make sure they were both comfortable. But he had been keen on taking the massage class. Emma couldn’t imagine that he would raise any disagreement to what she had planned.

Ted reached up to undo his tie, tongue running over his lower lip as he looked at Emma. “What have you got in mind?” he asked. “I assume I can take my work clothes off?” Most plans Emma had for them involved Ted out of his work clothes.

“You should take everything off, except your boxers,” Emma answered. “I want you to give me a massage. I’ll enjoy it much more if you’re nearly naked.” Emma enjoyed everything much more when Ted was nearly naked. He was gorgeous, all long, lean lines. Emma had explored each and every one of them with her hands and tongue in the past. She still wasn’t tired of doing so.

She watched as Ted discarded his tie, shoes, and socks, then stepped back. She loved the way that Ted followed her thoughts, even though she hadn’t said a word. He was so in tune with her. He knew to follow her down the hall and into their bedroom. Pulling Ted into a kiss, Emma ran her hands down his chest, feeling the warmth of his muscles through the fine fabric of his shirt. Her fingers were quick and nimble as she unfastened each of the buttons, leaving Ted with his shirt hanging open and his cock hard against the material of his work pants.

“Now the rest,” she decided.

He gave a small chuckle, but followed Emma’s instructions to the letter. His shirt came off first, revealing a smooth and sculpted chest that made Emma’s mouth water. Ted tossed it in the general direction of the dirty laundry basket. Emma knew he’d take care of it later. His pants followed. Before long, Ted stood in front of Emma in nothing but his underwear.

“Anything else you wish me to do?” he asked, licking his lips. “Would you like me to help you out of your clothes? The massage will work better if you’re not wearing a tight skirt,” he teased.

Emma laughed. She would never have allowed Ted to get massage oil over her favorite clothes, and he knew it. “Yes,” she confirmed, reaching out to brush her fingers over the skin of Ted’s stomach. “You can take off everything except my panties. Those stay on until I decide you’ve earned the right to touch my pussy.” Ted’s eyes widened. Emma loved how much it spurred him on whenever she made him earn his rewards. “It’ll have to be a very good massage, now that you’ve had proper training.”

She had no doubt that it would feel incredible. “You can take my clothes in any order that you like, though,” she teased. “I’ll leave it all up to you, and not even raise a finger to help.” She moved her hand from Ted’s stomach. That much, at least, she could do.

Ted grinned at her. He enjoyed undressing her. Having the power of deciding what order he undressed her in was fun for Ted, as well as for Emma. He took a step forward. Just as promised, Emma let him proceed however he wanted. Ted’s fingers reached for her blouse first, untucking it from her skirt and letting it hang loosely over Emma’s hips.

He proceeded to unbutton the blouse. The same way she had done with his, Ted left Emma’s blouse on. Briefly, his fingers brushed over her now-exposed bra, but didn’t linger for long enough that Emma would have to think about telling him off.

Rather than moving to take her blouse off, Ted’s hands settled against Emma’s hips. He turned her around gently. Ted reached for her zipper with just as much care, sliding it open slowly. Finally, he slid Emma’s skirt off, letting it drop down to her ankles. His fingers caressed over the outline of Emma’s ass in a way that Emma could only describe as loving.

But then he gave it a light slap, startling a gasp from Emma.

It was playful, not hard enough to really hurt. But the suddenness of it made the sting so much sharper. Before Emma could say anything, Ted moved on. His hands returned to her hips so he could spin her back around, facing him. Only then did he finally reach for Emma’s blouse.

Leaving her in only her bra and panties, Ted knelt down. It sent heat all the way through Emma. She loved seeing Ted on his knees in front of her. He reached for her shoes, lifting one foot to take the shoe off and then the other.

Looking up at Emma, Ted’s breath caught. “You’re stunning,” he complimented.

Emma’s answering smile was as warm as the affection that pooled around her heart. When he stood, Emma held her arms out, accepting Ted into them. She slid her hands around the warm, smooth skin of his waist, pulling him against her body. Her cheek rested on the hard muscle of his chest. Before Ted could sink too far into the embrace, Emma ran her nails in sharp lines down his back.

“Take my bra off, too,” she instructed, “and then look at the equipment I’ve laid out and let me know if there’s anything else you need.” Emma didn’t think there would be. She might not have attended the massage course, but she’d done enough research to know what Ted would want to have close at hand.

Ted’s fingers brushed against the lace, seeking out the clasp. He unhooked it, catching Emma’s breasts as they bounced free. His fingers teased against her nipples, making Emma’s breath catch in her throat.

But Ted didn’t focus on that. It hadn’t been included as part of Emma’s instructions to him. Instead, he pulled back, moving over to the bed so he could look at what she’d laid out. “This looks great,” he promised her, holding his hand out so she could come join him. Ted pressed a soft kiss against Emma’s lips. It was brief but he still did graze his teeth over her lower lip.

“Do you want to start by lying down on your stomach?” he asked. “I’ll do your back first, get you nice and relaxed.” There was a promise in his words that Emma appreciated. She fully trusted Ted that he was going to do exactly what he said.

Emma nodded, settling herself comfortably against the bed. The soft, fluffy towel brushed tantalizingly across her nipples, making the hardened nubs feel deliciously sensitive. Carefully, Emma folded her hands under her chin. She rested the weight of her head atop them in the hope that it would help her resist the urge to touch herself.

She was leaving all of the contact to Ted. “I trust you to make it good,” she assured. Ted would have listened well on the course. Emma was certain he’d imagined putting the skills he learned to good use in a situation exactly like this. “Show me how much you love my body,” she urged. “Every inch of it.” Emma knew that he did. She just wanted to feel the evidence in Ted’s own hands.

“Oh, I will,” Ted promised. The sheer confidence sent heat straight down to Emma’s pussy. She watched him reach for one of the oils, squeezing it out against her back. Ted started by rubbing it into her skin. His touch was gentle but hard. Once Emma’s back was covered in oil, he moved up to start with her shoulder.

Emma had had massages from Ted before. Already she could tell the difference. Even a one day course had given Ted a lot of skills. He massaged the muscles in her shoulders and she could feel them relaxing almost straight away.

Then, he made his way lower, carefully covering every inch of her. When he got down to Emma’s ass, Ted pressed his body down, chest hard against her softness. It startled a soft moan from her. He smiled, she could hear it in his question.

“How are you feeling, baby?”

“Ohhh,” Emma exhaled. “I feel amazing.” Her whole upper body felt weightless. Ted’s strong fingers had loosened knots that Emma had barely even known were there. She felt as though she were floating on a gentle cloud. Her awareness spread out, taking in the easing of every muscle. Slowly her focus narrowed to the ache between her legs. “And I feel horny,” she added.

Ted gave a startled laugh, making Emma grin. “I can’t help thinking about how good your hands are going to feel on the rest of me,” she informed him. Emma both wanted to tell Ted to carry on and demand that he fill her up with one sure, sudden stroke of his cock into her core. “Carry on,” she breathed. “Do my legs, then I’ll let you flip me over.”

She hardly needed to say it twice. Ted pulled back enough to slide his hands down Emma’s legs. He paused only briefly to get more of the oil. Emma was glad she’d put the towels down. She felt slick. And not just where Ted had put the oil. He massaged down her thighs and up to her ass, then back down, before moving on to her calves.

Finally, Ted reached Emma’s feet. He spent longer on those than he had on her legs. Ted massaged away any ache she had felt from spending the whole day in high heels. His fingers worked like magic and Emma felt equally relaxed and horny.

Ted’s hands slid back up, stopping when he reached Emma’s sides. “Time to turn over,” he told her, tugging against her side slightly so she would roll herself with his help.

The movement made Emma flush with heat, so aware of exactly how drenched her panties were. Ted was going to love the evidence of just how turned on she was. Making him wait would help Emma cultivate her own patience. The longer she waited before she gave Ted the order to fuck her the way that she wanted, the harder he would have to work.

“That lesson was worth every penny,” Emma praised, feeling Ted’s warm, slick hands press against the curve of her waist. His fingers smoothed over the swell of her stomach, up between her bare breasts. The movement jostled her already-sensitive nipples, making Emma arch up with a sharp ‘Fuck!’

Ted didn’t stop. Nor did he pause to pay attention to Emma’s breasts the way she might have expected. Instead, his hands swept over her shoulders, down her arms. The repeated rhythmic motions stoked a slow-burning fire under Emma’s skin.

When he was done with her arms, Ted reached for more oil. He squeezed it onto Emma’s tits. She realized that he, too, was making her wait. That knowledge sent a thrill through her. Emma knew he’d want to touch her, make her moan. Making them both wait because it’d be more rewarding was exciting.

Ted’s hands did then reach her breast. He was careful at first. Professional, almost. But it didn’t last very long. Once her breasts were oiled up, Ted’s fingers reached for her nipples. He rubbed both until the tips were fully hard before proceeding to move his thumb over them.

“How’s that, ma’am?” he asked, voice very serious.

Emma had to bite her lip to keep from laughing. The pleasure that radiated from each hard nipple was intense, making her squirm her slippery ass against the towel. Heat pooled in her stomach, every touch and tug adding fuel to the fire that burned inside her. “It’s so good,” Emma answered honestly.

She glanced up, fixing Ted with a playful smirk. “I don’t feel very relaxed. I think this massage might be making me even more tense.” Every nerve in Emma’s body felt like it was wound tight, like she’d fly apart at the slightest hint of pressure. “Can you feel how tightly my thighs are clenched?” she asked, doing her best to keep her tone and expression innocent.

“I can massage those, too, ma’am,” Ted promised. He pinched against Emma’s nipples, making her moan sharply. Before she could demand he do more, Ted was already sliding his hands lower. He didn’t spend a lot of time on her stomach, instead moving on to her hips and then - just as he’d promised - Emma’s thighs.

He pushed her legs apart, giving a hum. “Do you think that maybe the panties might be restrictive?” Ted asked. “I could help you out of them. To make your blood flow better, of course.”

Emma hummed, teetering on the brink of a decision. She wanted so badly to say yes, to urge Ted to rip the material off and feel how wet and desperate she was. But she had told Ted that he had to earn it. Him asking was not the same thing at all.

A flash of inspiration curled Emma’s lips into a smirk. “You can take my panties off now,” she purred, “but you’re not allowed to touch my pussy until after you finish the rest of the massage. So it’s up to you whether you think you can resist the temptation.”

“For you, anything,” Ted promised so easily that Emma’s breath caught. He reached for the soft material of her underwear, sliding it over her ass and then down her long legs. She glanced over to see him run his hand over it and give a soft groan. “So wet,” he commented but left it at that.

Ted’s hands returned to Emma’s skin. They were covered in oil, rubbing it carefully into her thighs. He did just as she’d instructed and massaged the rest of her before his hands moved back upward. Rather than going for her pussy straight away, Ted’s hands returned to Emma’s breasts, teasing her nipples between his fingers once more.

“Fuck!” Emma cried. Any pretense that this was a professional massage service was swept away by a wave of pleasure. Ted’s touch was skillful, carrying Emma quickly to a point where every tug against her nipple made her see stars behind her eyelids.

Running her hands along Ted’s arms, she appreciated the rough warmth of his skin beneath her fingertips. Hooking her fingers behind his elbows, she tried to pull him closer. He came obediently, kneeling between her spread legs so that his chest brushed against hers. Her nipples tingled at the contact, pleasure slamming through her in a rush.

“Make me come with your hands,” Emma demanded. She had no doubt that Ted could do exactly that. Emma felt ready to explode and he’d barely even touch her. How much more pleasure could he expose her to when he put his fingers against her most sensitive places?

“Yeah.” Ted nodded, his tongue darting out to wet his lips. His hands slid back down over Emma’s stomach. One settled against her hip and the other slid between Emma’s legs. She was already so wet that there was absolutely no resistance to Ted’s fingers as they slid inside her. Emma’s hips bucked upward, a loud moan falling from her lips.

Ted’s hand pushed her back down against the bed, but not very hard. He pressed another finger inside Emma, his thumb coming to tease her clit. With his hand moving faster, Ted fucked her with his fingers. Emma’s cries surrounded them as he teased her clit more and more, until she felt right on the edge of her orgasm.

She squeezed her pussy tight around Ted’s fingers. He thrust harder, faster. The feeling of him rubbing against her from the inside sent Emma soaring upwards. Her orgasm broke over her body in wave after wave of pure pleasure. “Ohhhh fuuuck,” she moaned, tipping her head back and surrendering to the sensations.

Her body clenched, then relaxed, leaving Emma feeling like a puddle of pleasure against the mattress. “God, Ted,” she breathed. “That was so fucking good. I don’t know if I can move.” Ted’s chuckle echoed in Emma’s ears, his fingers moving softly inside her. He knew how to draw the last shudders of feeling from her clit, pulling back just before Emma had to tell him to stop.

But they weren’t done yet! Emma found the pillows behind her, propping herself up, legs still spread apart. Ted’s gaze dropped to her pussy, his tongue darting out to wet his lips.

“Step back and take your boxers off,” Emma demanded. “I want to see if you’re hard for me.”

He didn’t hesitate to do just that. Emma smirked at the soft groan that Ted gave when he pushed the material off, letting his cock spring free. He was just as hard as she had assumed he would be. It thrilled Emma to know how much it turned Ted on to make her come. She could barely contain her excitement when she thought about how hard she was going to make Ted work before he was allowed to come.

Emma watched him lick his lips, Ted’s gaze traveling over Emma’s body. “What next?” he asked, not moving back onto the bed. She hadn’t told him he could.

Stretching luxuriously, Emma turned back onto her stomach. She lifted herself up, getting into position on all fours. Glancing over her shoulder, she watched Ted’s face as she arched her back, pushing her ass out towards him. His gaze lingered on her pussy, exposed between her spread legs, then moved over the toned curve of her ass.

“I want you to finger my ass,” she ordered. “If you’re careful and you don’t hurt me, I’ll let you follow your fingers with your cock.” Emma knew that Ted wouldn’t hurt her. They’d done this before. He was always deliciously careful until Emma told him he could really let go.

The thought of his hard cock filling her ass sent a tremor through every one of Emma’s muscles. She loved the feeling of being fucked from behind. She especially loved knowing that she was still the one in charge.

“Fuck,” Ted swore. Emma grinned. It was fun to be able to tell that this wasn’t what Ted had expected. He was still totally ready for it. “You’re so fucking sexy,” he told Emma, his mouth pressing soft kisses against Emma’s ass as soon as Ted was back on the bed. His hands caressed over her hips. Ted’s tongue teased briefly between Emma’s ass cheeks, making her give a sharp moan.

It wasn’t what she’d asked for so Ted didn’t keep doing that. Next time, perhaps Emma should request it. For now, she was perfectly happy to enjoy the way Ted circled one fingertip against her asshole. He reached for one of the oils she’d set out. He was gentle as he worked his finger inside her, stretching Emma out.

Heat spread through Emma’s muscles, turning her insides to molten liquid. The slow, sensual press of Ted’s finger made her ache, hungry for more. Ted didn’t rush. She had told him to be careful, not to hurt her. Emma enjoyed the tease of his finger breaching her. Her awareness narrowed, the whole world shrinking to just this bed, just their two bodies coming together.

“Ohhh,” she sighed. “Yeah, that feels so good.” She opened her mouth, ready to demand that Ted add a second finger, then stopped. She wanted him to prove how well he knew her body, that he could stretch her until she was ready for him to fill her up more. Biting down on her lower lip, Emma’s only motion was to roll her hips, taking Ted’s finger deeper.

He did do well at recognizing what she was asking for. Ted’s second finger joined the first at much the same speed. He took his time to let Emma’s muscles adjust around him before moving his fingers in and out more rapidly. Her cries echoed around them. Ted pressed his body against Emma’s.

The third finger joined the first two. Emma moaned loudly at how full it made her feel. With all of her other muscles so relaxed from the massage, it was easy to focus on only the feeling that Ted’s fingers sent through Emma’s body. He was just as careful as before. His pace became more steady, making Emma rock back more and more.

“Are you ready yet, baby?” Ted asked, pressing a kiss against Emma’s shoulder. “Want me to fill you up with my cock?”

Emma’s first response was a long, loud moan. Even the thought of Ted’s gorgeous, thick cock stretching her was enough to make her body light up with anticipation and pleasure. She squeezed her muscles around Ted’s fingers, choking out a cry at how big they felt. She deliberately tightened to increase the pressure they built inside her.

“Fuck, yes,” she decided. “You’ve done so well, Ted. Worshipped my body so thoroughly.” Every inch of Emma’s body felt alive and sensitive. “You deserve this. Deserve to fuck my ass however you want.” This was Ted’s reward for being so very, very good for her.

She glanced back over her shoulder, meeting Ted’s eyes. His expression was clouded with desire. Emma could only imagine how hard his cock must be throbbing. They’d neglected it for so long! Emma knew exactly how good it would feel when she finally gave him permission to satisfy his own needs.

“Go on,” she urged. “Put your cock in me. Fuck me however you want, but don’t come without asking.”

Ted reached for more of the oil, slicking his cock up before he moved to pull his fingers away from Emma. It caused her to give another sharp ‘ahh’. Before her muscles had enough time to truly readjust, the tip of his cock was pushing inside her. It felt so much bigger than his fingers had! Ted was careful, even though Emma had given him permission to do as he pleased.

Knowing that what pleased him was pleasing her made Emma’s body heat all over. Ted’s hands settled carefully against Emma’s hips as he pulled her tighter against himself. His cock inched inside her. Finally, she felt the press of his hips against her backside.

“Fuck,” Ted breathed. “You’re so fucking tight.” He rocked his hips forward, driving his cock deeper into her.

Emma arched her back, groaning appreciatively at the fullness in her ass. She loved how completely absorbing this was. Her focus tapered until Ted’s cock was all that she could think about. The sheets under her hands, the sound of Ted’s hips against her ass, all faded.

“God, I love this,” she moaned. “Love how big you feel, Ted.” She squeezed her muscles, just a little, just enough to bring a groan stuttering from Ted’s lips. It turned Emma’s insides to liquid warmth. Knowing the effect she had on him was thrilling.

She rocked back, giving a gasp as she felt Ted’s cock drive even deeper inside her. “Come on,” she urged. “Tell me how you want it, what you love.”

“I love you,” he answered, almost startling a laugh from Emma. His words turned much dirtier, just the way Emma had wanted. “I fucking love how tight your ass is,” Ted said slamming forward. “You feel so good, bent over like this for me. Letting me do this to you, fuck,” he swore.

Leaning forward, Ted drove his cock deeper. Emma felt one of his hands slide around her, easily slipping between her legs. “And your pussy is so wet. You want this so much! Fuck, I love knowing that, too,” Ted grunted before sticking two fingers inside her.

Emma screamed at the unexpected sensation of fullness. With Ted’s cock in her ass, even two fingers in her pussy felt huge. It sent a dirty thrill through her. She loved having both holes filled up with Ted. She rocked her hips, grinding against the fingers inside her, moaning as it increased the pressure of Ted’s cock in her ass.

Pleasure spiraled out slowly, unraveling piece by piece. Emma sped up, trying to squeeze more sensations from Ted’s fingers between her legs. Her orgasm danced, tantalizingly, just out of Emma’s reach. No matter how fast she moved, how hard she rocked against Ted’s cock, it wasn’t quite enough.

“Grrrr,” she growled. “Make me come, baby. Make me come on your cock and your fingers until I can’t remember my own name.”

Ted was nothing if not determined. Emma loved that. His thumb flicked up to find her clit and he stroked over it with every thrust. The sensations were everywhere. All of Emma’s muscles tightened as pleasure zapped through her at an increasing speed. A string of swear words joined the soft screams that Ted pounded out from her. Soon, Emma could feel her orgasm approaching rapidly.

There was no stopping Ted. He fucked her harder and harder, even as Emma screamed in pleasure. Suddenly, he pulled his fingers back, slamming his hips forward so much the bed creaked under them. The force sent Emma’s breasts bouncing hard.

“Fuck!” he cried, gripping her hips. Ted fucked forward faster and faster. Suddenly, Emma felt him come inside her ass.

The rush of hot cum made Emma’s breath catch in her throat. It felt so dirty, so messy. Especially with how slippery they both were from the oil. She pushed back, her ass grinding against Ted’s hips as she made sure to capture every drop.

“Did that feel good, Ted?” she purred. “Was it worth the hard work?” Emma had no doubt that Ted would count any orgasm with her as being worth whatever work she made him do. It was one of the things she cherished about their relationship. Ted loved her, just like he had said.

She loved him, too. She would show him that, as soon as either of them had the energy to move.

Ted moved off Emma gently, the emptiness so instant that it made Emma’s give a throaty sigh. He rolled over so he could cuddle into her side. An arm carefully made its way around Emma’s waist, pulling her in tightly. “You’re all oiled up,” he teased, stroking his palm over Emma’s side and up to her breast, urging a soft moan from her.

“Do you want me to wash you?” Ted asked. Just from his tone, Emma could tell that it was more a request than a question. She raised an eyebrow at Ted, making him laugh. “Yeah, I’d love to wash you,” he commented, leaning in to kiss Emma.

It would be nice to be free of all the oil, Emma’s fingers skated across Ted’s chest, so slick from being pressed against her that she couldn’t quite get a grip on him. Ted’s washing would be gentle, careful, thorough. It seemed like a good way for them both to wind down before they decided how to spend the rest of their evening.

“Well, since you asked so nicely, I could allow it,” Emma teased. She wanted to make clear that this was a request she was granting. “In the shower?” Their shower was large enough for two, as they’d proved many times in the past.

“Yeah.” Ted nodded. “Why don’t you go ahead, I’ll get this cleaned up and then join you?” he offered. That seemed like a good plan so Emma nodded. Her muscles still felt relaxed. She was sure they’d be like jello by the time she got out of the shower. It didn’t take Ted long to join her under the spray, kisses pressed against Emma’s neck.

His hands moved softly over her sides. “We’ll have to do this again,” he commented. “I hope you’ve very much enjoyed my newly acquired massaging skills,” he joked.

Emma moaned as one hand brushed across her ass. She couldn’t promise that every massage would lead to Ted’s cock in her, but she knew that they’d always enjoy each other. “Oh, I definitely intend to do this again. That massage course was an investment. I’m planning to make sure I get enough return to make it worthwhile.”

As Ted’s fingers moved up into her hair, Emma’s body seemed to practically dissolve into pleasure. While future massages might play out differently, Emma would make sure that there was always a very happy ending.


They Share Her

Willa was so excited. For her birthday, her girlfriend Nancy had told Willa she could pick anything she wanted. Nancy was always very good at making Willa’s birthdays something special. They’d been together for four years now and it was always something to look forward to. This year was the first time Nancy had let Willa choose what she wanted.

“Still time to back out,” Nancy said, her tone teasing. Willa knew that if she was to suddenly change her mind, Nancy would be totally fine with it. She was a great domme. She always looked out for Willa’s best interests and took care of her. Willa loved that about her.

That was precisely why for her birthday this year, Willa had asked to have a threesome.

Not just any threesome; one with a guy.

Both she and Nancy were bi, so that wasn’t an issue. It had been a long time since Willa had been with a man. And none of her past experiences had been with a male submissive. Willa enjoyed submitting, she did. But she desperately wanted to see someone else submit to Nancy.

Having them both serve Nancy was thrilling.

“I’m not backing out,” Willa told Nancy with a determined nod that made the brunette laugh. She pulled Willa in for a kiss, her teeth grazing over Willa’s lower lip teasingly.

“If you’re sure,” she said.

Willa was definitely sure. Her pussy was already wet even at the idea of what tonight would bring. That was why she was glad to hear the doorbell. He was here!

His name was Rhett and they’d found him on Tinder.

It was pretty cliche, Willa knew that. But they’d been upfront about what they wanted. He’d sent them some very risqué pictures. A week later, he was here, giving both women a somewhat bashful look as he held flowers out to Willa. It was her birthday, after all.

“Oh, thank you.” She blushed, taking the flowers from him. “You really shouldn’t have.” It was nice. And not at all what she’d expected.

Rhett shrugged his beautifully-shaped shoulders. “Every woman should have flowers on her birthday.” He looked up, his strikingly green eyes so earnest. It made Willa smile softly, an expression that brought a blush to Rhett’s cheeks.

“You’re both stunning.” His gaze flitted between Willa and Nancy. Willa saw his Adam’s apple bob as he swallowed. “What should I call you?” They’d already established that Rhett would be submitting to Nancy, helping Willa to serve her. The thought made heat pulse between Willa’s legs.

“Nancy is fine,” Willa’s girlfriend replied easily. It was so hot to see her so at ease with the idea of dominating not only Willa but this stranger, too. Willa was a bundle of nerves. They all eased the moment she looked at Nancy. Her confidence was amazing to watch, like a bright star.

Willa knew that Nancy had dominated others before her. That part of Nancy was what had originally attracted Willa to her. And then she had learned all the other parts. Yet, seeing it, even as light a touch as this was so far? It was just so hot!

“Willa, why don’t you go put those flowers in some water, hmm?” Nancy suggested. Willa nodded eagerly.

She left only briefly to retrieve a glass vase and fill it with water. When she returned, Nancy had offered Rhett a seat, taking one across from him. “Willa’s been really looking forward to this,” Nancy told Rhett. From the way a smirk settled against her lips, she could tell that Nancy, too, was looking forward to this.

“I have,” Willa nodded, seeing no reason to pretend otherwise.

She placed the flowers in the vase and set them down on the dining table. Far enough from the edge that nothing would get knocked over, just in case. Willa didn’t know exactly what Nancy had planned. She had gotten to choose the birthday treat, but Nancy got to choose how it was delivered.

When she returned to Nancy’s side, her girlfriend held her hand up before Willa could sit down. “I want you to kneel,” she told Willa. There was no hesitation in Willa before she dropped to her knees. Reaching out, Nancy petted Willa’s head. “Good girl,” she praised, making the familiar warmth settle low in Willa’s stomach.

Glancing over at Rhett, Willa licked her lips. She recognized the look he gave them both, pure jealousy at the display.

Nancy clearly recognized it, too. She grinned. “Go on,” she urged Willa. “I want you to crawl over. Tease him so by the time I make you strip him, he’s already hard.”

Willa nodded eagerly. Her gaze was fixed on Rhett as she crawled, slinking like a cat across the carpet. It was soft against her hands and knees, the light brush sending sparks of pleasure down Willa’s spine.

Rhett parted his legs, making space for Willa to settle between them. She ran her hands up his calves, making Rhett swallow once again. As Willa teased higher, a soft whimper passed Rhett’s lips.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “I’m not used to anyone being on their knees for me.” His fingers twitched, then flattened against his thigh. “Am I allowed to touch?”

Nancy hummed from behind Willa like she had to think about it. Willa was certain that she didn’t. Nancy never had to think about things like this, she just knew. It was sweet that she pretended to consider her answer.

“Well, I suppose it is Willa’s birthday,” Nancy commented. Even without looking, Willa could hear the amusement in her tone. “You may touch,” she confirmed. Willa grinned up at Rhett. She wanted to see what he’d do, how he’d do it. And to hear what Nancy would make him do when she wanted to.

But for now, Willa focused on the task she had been given. Her hands stroked over Rhett’s legs and higher until her fingers could brush against his cock. It was already half-hard. Willa grinned. She’d seen the pictures he’d sent, Willa knew he was well endowed.

Feeling it through the material was different. Willa hadn’t touched a cock that wasn’t made of silicone in years.

“He’s already half-hard,” she told Nancy, turning her head. “But I will make him fully hard, just as you told me to,” she added obediently.

Rhett moaned, the sound pouring from his throat and echoing off the walls. Willa had to shift, her pussy aching sharply. Rhett sounded so masculine. It was even hotter than Willa had expected it to be, knowing that Nancy was still totally in charge.

Nancy had given her permission and Rhett took advantage of it. He slid a hand into Willa’s hair, fingers tangling in the soft strands. He was careful, letting Willa’s hair slip through his fingers without giving the smallest tug.

He pushed his hips up, seeking more friction, more contact from Willa’s hand. “Please,” he breathed.

Just as Rhett had said it was novel to have someone kneel before him, it was novel for Willa to hear a ‘please’ aimed at her. She knew it was at her because it was her choice how she touched Rhett. And when. All Nancy had told her to do was to touch him. The method was totally up to Willa.

She felt a surge of power in a way that Willa wasn’t at all used to. She wondered if this was what dominant women felt when giving submissive men blowjobs. Yes, Willa might be the one on her knees but she still had control over the situation. It was... interesting.

Leaning in closer, Willa brushed her mouth over the outline of Rhett’s cock, making him groan loudly. Even through the material of his pants, he could feel the heat of her mouth. It had been so long since Willa had tasted a cock. She could hardly wait. But the waiting was worth it; it built anticipation for all of them.

Under Willa’s touch, she felt Rhett’s cock get hard. It barely took any effort at all! She grinned up at him. “Do you like it?” Willa asked. “Do you like having a woman on her knees in front of you? With someone else calling all the shots?” Because it was under Nancy’s orders.

Rhett groaned softly. His fingers brushed along the side of Willa’s neck, sending shivers of pleasure down her spine. “Yeah,” Rhett breathed. “Fuck, it feels amazing.” His gaze lifted, eyes clouding as he drank in the sight of Nancy watching them. Willa couldn’t see what she was doing, not while she was focused on Rhett’s cock. The not knowing only made her feel hotter all over.

“Thank you, Nancy,” Rhetta added. “Thank you for letting me touch Willa.” Willa pressed harder against his cock. Fuck, she loved him talking to Nancy about her, acknowledging that it was Nancy’s decision!

Rhett’s hand curled around Willa’s cheek, his thumb brushing against her lower lip. “I wish I could feel your mouth on me properly,” he said, looking down into her eyes.

Willa wanted that too. She glanced over her shoulder at Nancy, her expression pleading. The way Nancy gave a soft laugh implied to Willa that she knew exactly what Willa was wordlessly asking for.

“Go on,” she allowed. “You can take his pants and underwear off,” the brunette instructed. Willa grinned at the permission, turning back to Rhett. Behind her, Nancy spoke again. “And you,” she addressed Rhett. “Take off your shirt. I want you fully naked by the time Willa’s done.”

Rhett’s fingers flew across the buttons, each one revealing a new glimpse of his toned, tan chest. Willa was fascinated. It had been so long since she’d seen a man strip for her in person! And knowing that Rhett was doing so because he’d been ordered sparked heat deep inside her.

He lifted his hips up, wordlessly begging for Willa to free him from the clothes which held his cock so uncomfortably tight. As Willa’s fingers danced across his bulge, Rhett groaned. “Fuck, Willa. Please. Nancy said you could.” He didn’t press more, didn’t insist that Willa do what he wanted.

He wasn’t that kind of man.

That, too, was so different. Willa’s only experience was with dominant men or men who didn’t know what they wanted. Rhett was neither. He knew precisely what he wanted Willa to do, but he didn’t demand it. No, he only begged, pleaded for her to. It gave her all the power and he liked that. She knew he did; Willa recognized those feelings so well.

The desire to give what she was asked for took over Willa. She finally pulled Rhett’s pants and boxers off, letting his hardness spring free. His cock already glistened with precum, no doubt having left a wet patch against his boxers. Willa discarded the clothes to one side, her hands settling against Rhett’s inner thighs.

She licked her lips, mouth already watering at the thought of taking him into her heat. Looking up at Rhett, Willa smiled. He looked so good, on display for her and, more importantly, for Nancy.

Glancing over her shoulder, Willa grinned at her girlfriend. One of Nancy’s hands was stroking over her body, teasing up to her breasts and then back down. Willa knew how much Nancy liked teasing, even when it was delivered by herself.

“Can I?” Willa asked, certain that Nancy knew exactly what she was asking for.

“Yeah,” Nancy nodded. “You can. But slowly. I want you to tease him. Show him how nice and slow you do it on my cock.”

That was just the sort of instruction Willa wanted. She loved sucking Nancy’s silicone dick. She had learned so many new things by doing so. Willa was excited to try them on a real cock.

Just as Nancy had instructed, Willa moved slowly. She teased the very tip of her tongue up the shaft of Rhett’s dick. His body snapped to attention, holding perfectly still. Willa knew he didn’t want to buck up. He wouldn’t disobey Nancy anymore than Willa would. They were serving her together.

Rhett panted, his chest heaving as Willa’s tongue stroked nearer and nearer to the head of his cock. His fingers gripped the arms of the chair, flexing so hard it must have hurt. “Please,” he whined, the word drawn out slowly, Rhett’s voice getting higher at the end.

His gaze moved to Nancy, his teeth coming down to bite his full lower lip. “Fuck, she looks good, touching herself,” he narrated. Willa could picture it in her mind, even if she couldn’t turn around to see. “Are you turned on by us, Nancy?” he asked, voice catching in his throat.

“Yes.” The answer was quick and easy. Willa would’ve smiled had her mouth not been otherwise occupied. She knew that Nancy would enjoy this. Having two people who wanted to please her must’ve been exciting. Not that Willa didn’t find this exciting, too. Her tongue swirled against the underside of Rhett’s cock, making him groan.

It was a deep sound, coming from low in his chest. Willa loved it. She always enjoyed the sounds Nancy made; making someone else vocal as Nancy watched? It was new and fun.

“Go faster,” Nancy told her. Willa eagerly followed the instructions. Her head bobbed up and down Rhett’s cock, making his groans louder and more frequent. “And slow down again,” Nancy said. Once again, Willa did as she was told, slowing her movements and teasing her tongue around the tip of Rhett’s cock.

The sound he made was almost a sob. That was new and exciting, too! Willa could feel the tension in Rhett’s muscles. He held himself so still, working so hard not to buck up into the waiting heat of Willa’s mouth. “Fuck, you feel so good.” The praise brought a hot flush to Willa’s cheeks. She was used to hearing Nancy compliment her. But knowing she was pleasing both Rhett and Nancy was even better!

Willa moved her mouth slowly, drawing her tongue along the full length of Rhett’s cock. He squirmed under her, hips rocking from side to side but never pushing up the way he must have wanted to.

One hand moved from the arm of the chair, squeezing against Willa’s shoulder. It urged her forward, making her take Rhett’s cock deeper into the back of her throat. The taste of him was rich and salty, so different from the silicone that Willa was used to.

It amazed Willa how composed Rhett was. He didn’t try to ask Willa to do anything Nancy hadn’t specifically allowed. Nor did he disobey anything Nancy had said. No man Willa had been before had been like this. She liked it.

“Are you wet, Willa?” Nancy asked. Her voice was so much closer! Willa realized her girlfriend must’ve walked over. Not being able to answer in words, not when her mouth was filled with dick, Willa gave a hum of agreement instead. She was very wet.

That sound must’ve vibrated through Rhett. He moaned loudly in response. Nancy ignored that as she slid her hand down Willa’s back and over to her ass. Willa was wearing a loose dress; she hadn’t bothered with underwear. Nancy gave a soft moan as she discovered that for herself.

“Such a naughty girl,” Nancy hummed. It was definitely not a criticism.

Willa felt her push the dress up, exposing Willa’s perfect bare ass. Nancy landed a loud slap against it, making Willa whimper. “You can suck his dick harder,” Nancy allowed and smacked Willa’s ass again.

“Yes, yeah,” Rhett agreed, his eyes wide and dark with arousal. “You can definitely suck harder.” It would’ve made Willa laugh. Instead, she hollowed her cheeks, using her tongue against the underside of Rhett’s dick to add to the feeling. He cried out, his hips bucking up as his control gave the first sign of snapping.

His thighs tensed as he tried to hold himself down against the chair. When Nancy landed another hard slap against Willa’s ass, Rhett’s whole body jerked as if he could feel the impact for himself.

“What can I do for you, Nancy?” he asked, sounding so desperate to please. “I want to, want to make you feel good. Will you let me?”

Willa was curious as to what the answer was. She knew what she hoped to get out of tonight but she had no idea what Nancy might’ve planned for herself. Not knowing felt exciting, like an adventure all three of them were going on together. Except Nancy knew the path to wherever they were heading. Willa loved that, loved how she could just trust Nancy.

“What can you do for me,” Nancy drew out, as if tasting the words out in her mouth. “I suppose I should try your mouth before I let you put it on Willa,” she hummed. Willa gave an energetic grunt at that. Rhett’s hips didn’t quite buck upwards but it was a close call.

Nancy’s hands were against Willa’s hair then, tugging so she’d pull back. “Go get your favorite strap-on, Willa,” Nancy instructed. “And some lube.”

Pulling back, Willa looked up at Nancy, her lips no doubt red from sucking Rhett’s dick. “Yes.” She nodded obediently, pussy drenched at all the thoughts in her head.

“And you,” Nancy said, turning to Rhett. “Kneel.”

There was absolutely no hesitation before Rhett dropped to his knees. Willa stood, mesmerized. She watched as Nancy took the seat Rhett had been in, parting her legs. Like Willa, she had opted to go without panties, her beautiful pussy open and exposed to Rhett as her dress rode up over her thighs.

“Show me what you are going to do to Willa’s pussy,” she instructed. Her gaze moved up to Willa. “I gave you instructions,” she reminded. Willa nodded suddenly, snapping out of the daze she was in.

She was quick in locating both the strap-on and the lube. She wanted to get back as fast as possible; she wanted so desperately to see what Rhett was doing and how Nancy looked.

They both looked incredible. Rhett’s face was buried between Nancy’s thighs. Nancy’s head was tipped back, her breasts rising and falling with every breath. Rhett’s long-fingered hands splayed against Nancy’s legs, holding her open as he licked and sucked at her sensitive flesh.

Willa could hear the sound of his tongue moving. He slurped, lapping up Nancy’s liquids. She gave a soft moan. Not as loud as Willa could make her moan. But Rhett didn’t know her body as well, didn’t have as much practice.

As he leaned forward, Rhett’s bare ass lifted up, drawing Willa’s attention to the supple, toned muscle. He looked like he was practically inviting her to touch him. But Willa couldn’t. Not without Nancy’s permission.

Nancy must’ve noticed Willa looking. She grinned at the blonde. “The strap-on’s not for his ass,” she told Willa teasingly. That made Willa’s eyes widen as they snapped back up to Nancy’s face, a small ‘oh’ falling from Willa’s lips.

Her grip on the harness of the strap-on tightened. She was, of course, used to Nancy fucking her with it. But the idea that maybe she’d get to experience them both thrilled Willa. That wasn’t something she’d ever done before. It was good that her first time would be with Nancy.

She watched as Nancy’s hand moved to tug against Rhett’s hair. “He’s doing well,” she praised. “Not, of course, as good as you are, but good enough.” The moan that fell from her lips showed Willa just how good Rhett could be.

Willa’s tongue slipped out to wet her lips. She had no idea what she wanted more, to have Rhett’s mouth against her or to have hers against Nancy’s. It was a dilemma that Nancy recognized as it crossed Willa’s face.

“I want you to show her,” Nancy told Rhett, pulling his head back. “I want you to eat Willa out while she eats me out.”

And that, really, was the perfect solution.

Rhett looked fantastic. His lips and chin were damp, Nancy’s wetness dripping off him. Rhett’s tongue darted out, tasting it, like he couldn’t get enough. “Fuck, yes,” he agreed. His gaze lingered on Willa as she moved. She sank to her knees, crawling across the carpet until she’d replaced Rhett between Nancy’s legs.

Willa dropped the strap-on, focusing all her attention on Nancy’s wet pussy. She dipped her head, licking a hot stripe up to Nancy’s clit. Nancy cried out, her fingers tanging in Willa’s hair. Unlike Rhett, Nancy wasn’t careful. She tugged Willa’s face exactly where she wanted it.

Rhett’s fingers gripped Willa’s hips, guiding her down. She moaned as she settled against Rhett’s face, his tongue diving inside her. Willa loved the thought of Rhett moving from Nancy’s pussy to Willa’s, tasting the differences between them, learning what they both liked.

With her dress still on, Willa felt it slide over her hips, covering Rhett’s face. It felt extra naughty to have him like this, under her dress, licking her pussy. His tongue teased against Willa so perfectly, the soft moans that fell from her lips muffled against Nancy’s pussy. Willa wanted to make Nancy come, wanted Rhett to hear her come.

She worked hard, tongue circling around Nancy’s clit, urging the pleasure forward just how she knew Nancy liked it. At the same time, Willa rocked her hips against Rhett’s face. His tongue slid inside her, teasingly. She would’ve screamed, but Willa’s mouth was otherwise occupied.

“Fuck, yeah, Willa,” Nancy moaned. “Show me what he’s doing, I want to know if he’s eating you out right.”

The implication that maybe Nancy would have to do something about it if Rhett wasn’t made Willa moan. She moved to slide her tongue inside Nancy just as Rhett had done to her.

He responded beautifully to the challenge, fucking his tongue in and out of Willa’s pussy. Not hard, or fast, but at a pace that built the pleasure inside Willa piece by piece. Her body trembled, fingers gripping tighter against Nancy’s soft thighs.

Rhett’s hands bunched in the material at Willa’s hips, guiding her against him, making her rock down against his face. Obediently, Willa pressed her mouth closer to Nancy’s pussy, tongue fucking her steadily.

Nancy tipped her head back, a cry freeing itself from her throat. Rhett’s moan vibrated against Willa’s pussy, making her moan in turn. It was like a chain of pleasure, linking them together.

It was working, too. Willa felt the way Nancy’s muscles tightened. Knowing that she was bringing Nancy closer to orgasm by doing what Rhett did to her seemed to trigger Willa’s pleasure. She moaned again, rocking her hips more against Rhett’s mouth, trying to get even more friction.

He was good at following the clues offered, his tongue slipping up to Willa’s clit. She repeated the motion against Nancy’s clit, too. Both women moaned, Willa’s sounds of pleasure muffled by Nancy’s pussy.

“Yes, yes, just like that,” Nancy encouraged both Willa and Rhett.

Rhett’s tongue lapped harder, lips finally puckering around Willa’s clit. He sucked, making Willa’s orgasm crash through her like a tsunami.

“Yes!!” Nancy cried, her muscles, too, tightening as pleasure exploded through her. Willa knew the sounds of Nancy coming so well. She switched to doing everything to prolong that pleasure, driving the last of it through Nancy’s body.

Finally, Nancy pushed her back. Rhett’s mouth, too, slowed against Willa’s pussy. Nancy’s breath was coming in soft gasps. She urged Willa up so she could lick her own taste off Willa’s lips.

Turning her head, Willa glanced down at Rhett. He looked so good like that, face wet from her liquids, cock hard as it bounced against his stomach.

“I think it’s time he fucked you,” Nancy breathed. “Come on, I want you both in the bedroom. Show Rhett the way and then he can undress you fully.”

Rhett’s breath exploded in a moan. “Fuck, yes,” he agreed. “I want to see you. Both of you.” He ran his hands up under Willa’s dress, dragging his nails lightly across her ass. It didn’t hurt, but the sensation was sharp, in contrast to the looseness in Willa’s muscles post-orgasm.

Knowing how much Nancy loved to see her crawl, Willa didn’t get up. She prowled across the floor, trusting Rhett to follow. Glancing over her shoulder, she caught the desire in his eyes as he watched her ass sway ahead of him.

Beyond him, Nancy’s gaze was similarly fixed on Willa. She shuddered at the sensation of both Rhett and Nancy watching her.

“Should we bring the strap-on?” Rhett asked, just before they made it through the door.

“No, I’ll take it,” Nancy commented. She sounded surprised at having forgotten about it. Willa had to bite her lower lip not to grin. Nancy was always so in control, but orgasms had a tendency to make her a bit dazed. She regained that focus quickly, picking up the strap-on and the lube that Willa had set down.

She followed the two of them to the bedroom. Leaning against the doorframe as she watched Willa finally stand. Rhett followed her, hands already reaching out to tug at Willa’s dress. She loved that he wanted to see her naked. She could hardly blame him, she’d wanted to see him naked just as much.

Moving slightly, Willa helped Rhett slide her dress off.

His gaze dropped to her breasts, then lower. Willa could feel his eyes as they trailed over the curves of her hips. He swallowed. “You look even more gorgeous,” he praised. His hands followed the path his eyes had taken. He lifted each of Willa’s breasts, bending to press his mouth against them.

His tongue slid over her nipple. Willa sighed as pleasure shot through her. Despite her orgasm, she felt eager, greedy for more. Rhett’s cock pressed up against her thigh, painting a streak of precum across her skin.

“You said I could fuck her?” Rhett asked, turning his attention to Willa. “Now?” He made no effort to keep the desperation out of his tone. It made Willa feel so hot, so desirable! Rhett couldn’t keep his hands off her - but he would, if it was what Nancy demanded.

There was a soft laugh from Nancy as she nodded. “I did say you could fuck her,” she agreed. “We are both going to fuck her,” she added with a smirk. Willa gave a soft moan. Even the idea of having them both fuck her was so hot. Nancy crossed the room, reaching out to stroke a hand over Willa’s side. She looked over her shoulder at Rhett.

“Soon,” she promised. “First I want you to help me out of my dress, too,” she said, turning around to offer Rhett the zipper on the back of her dress. “You may touch me as you remove the dress,” she offered generously.

Rhett swayed toward Nancy like a magnet drawn towards her. Willa recognized that feeling. Despite how long they’d been together, she still found herself turning to Nancy in much the same way.

His breath caught as he drew the zipper down, revealing the smooth skin of Nancy’s back. His fingertips moved reverently, feather-light as he traced slow circles. Nancy sighed, shoulders relaxing into the touch.

Despite his obvious enjoyment, Rhett didn’t linger. He tugged Nancy’s zipper the rest of the way, sliding his palms under the material to guide it down Nancy’s hips. He groaned as her pert ass came into view, daring to cup his hand around one cheek.

Once Nancy stepped out of her dress, Rhett pushed it to join Willa’s in a puddle on the floor. “What next?” he asked, breathless with anticipation.

Nancy pressed her body against Rhett’s, pulling Willa closer so she’d be sandwiched between them. “Hmm,” Nancy hummed. “Get on the bed,” she told Rhett. “On your back.” Her hands slid over Willa’s sides as they both turned to watch Rhett do as he was told. He looked good, spread out on their bed, his hard cock bouncing as he laid down.

One of Nancy’s hands slid lower, giving Willa’s ass a squeeze. “Go on, get on his dick. I want you to ride him nice and slow while I put this harness on. I’ll get you ready then,” she said, smacking Willa’s ass as if to encourage her to move towards the bed faster.

Willa didn’t need the encouragement. Her pussy absolutely ached with the need to have it stuffed. She climbed on the bed, crawling up Rhett’s body with enthusiasm. Willa could hardly wait to feel him inside her.

Her fingers wrapped around his cock as she straddled him, leading the thick length towards her hot pussy.

Rhett’s hands rested against Willa’s hips, urging her up. Willa could feel the head of his cock brush between her legs and heard Rhett’s moan in response. She smirked, eager to discover how much louder he could be when he was properly inside her.

Neither of them had to wait long. Willa eased herself down Rhett’s length in one long, slick slide. Her breath caught as her ass came to rest against his thighs, her muscles stretching to accommodate Rhett’s girth. His mouth dropped open, every breath a ragged gasp. His hips snapped up, driving him even deeper into Willa’s hot core.

“Fuck,” he swore. “You feel so good, Willa. So tight.” One hand moved up to cup Wila’s breast, Rhett’s thumb teasing across her nipple. It made Willa’s pussy clench around him, getting even wetter.

Nancy moved behind them, her hands soft as they stroked over Willa’s ass. “Slow down,” she instructed. Both Willa and Rhett stilled. Willa wanted to ride him harder, to truly feel how great his dick was inside her. But she had to obey Nancy’s orders. And besides, they weren’t orders that had been given for no reason.

Soft, slick fingers slid between Willa’s cheeks, teasing against her asshole lightly. It made Willa’s breath catch in her throat. Her grip tightened against Rhett’s shoulder. He didn’t rock up into her, even if she was sure he wanted to. But Rhett kept playing with Willa’s nipple. It teased soft whimpers from her, as did the way Nancy pushed one finger inside her.

“Fuck,” Willa moaned. It was hard not to move, not to push back against Nancy’s fingers. But Willa didn’t. Now was not the time to earn a punishment.

Nancy teased another finger inside Willa, stretching her out slowly. “How does it feel?” she asked. Willa gave a soft ‘ah’ in response. It felt good. It felt like she needed more.

“I want you inside me,” Willa answered. “I want you both inside me.”

Nancy chuckled. She didn’t move any faster. Willa whined. Holding still was so difficult. Nancy’s fingers felt amazing, stretching Willa’s muscles out, making sure that Willa was ready to take the strap-on. Rhett leaned forward, closing the distance and catching Willa’s mouth.

He kissed her thoroughly, his tongue sliding against Willa’s, his teeth sharp against her lower lip. It wasn’t enough to distract Willa from the fullness in her ass, but it helped.

Finally, Nancy pressed a third finger past Willa’s tight ring of muscles. Willa groaned into the kiss. It only made Rhett kiss her harder, eagerly swallowing up all the sounds she made.

“You’re ready,” Nancy announced. Willa moaned in both excitement and pleasure. When Nancy pulled back, the feeling was a crass contrast as Willa’s muscles tightened. But only briefly. Before long, Nancy had positioned the tip of the strap-on against Willa’s opening. She was slow as she pushed in, inching the cock in bit by bit.

“Fuck,” Willa breathed. “It feels so tight.” She had had the silicone dick up her ass before, but never with another cock in her pussy, too! The two together made her feel so unbelievably stuffed. Pleasure was everywhere.

Finally, she felt Nancy’s hips press against Willa’s legs and ass. “You’re all full,” Nancy said. “Does it feel good?” Nancy’s hand slid around to tug Willa’s hair, making her tilt her head back. “Is this what you wanted for your birthday?”

Willa whined. Yes, fuck yes it was! “Want to get fucked,” she moaned.

Rhett’s hands tightened against her. “I want to fuck you,” he promised. “Fuck, your face looked so beautiful as you were taking Nancy’s cock.” The praise swept over Willa, leaving a tingling of desire all across her body in its wake.

“Can I?” Rhett asked, looking up at Nancy. Her breasts pressed against Willa’s back as she leaned forward, nipples hard points brushing against Willa’s skin. “Can I move?” Rhett added, his voice a whine of desperation.

Willa couldn’t see, but Nancy must have nodded. Rhett’s hips slammed up so fast that it took Willa’s breath away. He cried out, eyes closing as he savored the tightness of Willa’s pussy.

Nancy matched that rhythm, thrusting forward before she pulled back. It was only to slam forward again, fucking into Willa’s ass and making her scream. Her moans and cries of pleasure surrounded them, interjected by the grunts that fell from Rhett’s lips. Nancy, too, made such erotic noises, groaning as she fucked forward into Willa.

Being sandwiched between them, having both of them fuck her so well, made Willa’s body feel sensitive everywhere.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she chanted. “Oh, fuck, just like that, yeah!” Rhett gave it his all, fucking up into Willa harder and harder. Nancy matched those thrusts, making sure to keep Willa at a steady pace, ensuring Willa’s orgasm was building low in her stomach.

“Rhett, you can’t come until Willa does, understood?” Nancy said, fucking forward once again. “But I can tell you that she’ll come a lot quicker if you suck her nipples,” she advised.

Rhett chuckled, the laughter brief and bright. It was replaced almost instantly by Rhett leaning forward, capturing Willa’s nipple in his mouth. He stroked his tongue over and around it. The pleasure building in Willa’s stomach coiled tighter, inching her that much closer to orgasm.

When Rhett’s fingers caught at Willa’s other nipple, tugging hard, she cried out. Her body swayed between the two of them, first pushing back against Nancy’s cock in her ass, then forward onto Rhett’s hot length between her legs.

Sensations threatened to overwhelm her, pleasure rising up and filling Willa’s body from her head to her toes. Rhett didn’t relent. His teeth scraped across Willa’s nipple, making her scream as Nancy pounded into her from behind.

Willa’s whole body tensed, the pressure making her muscles tremble under her skin. Her orgasm exploded through her like a firework, making everything around her color brightly. “Yesssss!” she cried, letting Rhett and Nancy fuck her over and over again, use her the way Willa wanted to be used.

Their cocks were so good inside her, hard as they fucked her through her throes of pleasure. Rhett’s hips bucked upward. He didn’t come. Willa was sure he wanted to but Nancy hadn’t said that he could. Willa enjoyed knowing he needed permission.

“Go on,” Nancy said. “You can come inside her,” she allowed. “Show Willa how much you’ve enjoyed fucking her.”

Rhett honest-to-god growled, his teeth once more skimming across Willa’s nipple. The vibrations made her tingle deep between her legs. Rhett’s cock pumped up into her, filling her over and over again. It seemed to last forever!

Then, at last, Rhett pulled back, moaning as his orgasm overtook him. His whole face glowed with pleasure, his hips pushing up once, twice, then slowing. Willa could feel the hot rush of his cum, making her body tighten at the mere idea. It had been so long since she’d had someone come inside her!

“Fuck,” Rhett groaned, still pushing his hips up, fucking Willa through the last of his orgasm. “You’ve been so good, both of you,” he praised. “So hot.”

Nancy slammed her hips forward once, twice and then, she too, pulled back, leaving Willa feeling empty. She collapsed against Rhett, letting him take her weight. Willa’s body felt so good, spent in all the right ways.

“Yes,” Nancy agreed. “You have both been very good,” she praised. Willa turned her head to beam at her girlfriend. She felt good. Having Nancy tell her that she’d been good, too, made Willa glow. And Rhett, too! She felt like he deserved the praise.

Pulling back from the bed so she could take the strap-on off, Nancy smacked Willa’s ass. “Good birthday present?” she asked with a grin.

Willa’s smile widened even more. “Oh yes! I’ve had so much fun!” She really had. Willa felt thoroughly fucked out. When she voiced that, Nancy laughed.

“So fucked out you won’t want to get fucked again?” Nancy asked.

Willa’s eyes went wide. She hadn’t realized that was even an option. “Sure,” Nancy nodded. “If Rhett’s up to it?” she asked, glancing over to where the man was spread out on their bed.

Willa turned back to him, too. “Please, Rhett? I’d love for you to fuck me and to have Nancy fuck you this time.” Oh, she really would!

Rhett’s tongue darted out to wet his lips, clearly as turned on by the idea as Willa was. He ran a hand down his body, brushing his fingers over his softened cock. His gaze darted between Willa and Nancy. Willa’s body throbbed with anticipation. If Rhett said he didn’t want to, she’d be disappointed, but she’d have to respect it.

“I might need… a few minutes?” Rhett said, the words sounding like both an apology and a question. “But I’ll make it an enjoyable wait!” he promised. “I can make you come again. Either of you. Both of you.” His eagerness was so obvious. It warmed Willa to the core, proving that he’d enjoyed himself just as much as she had.

Nancy laughed at that. “I was going to give you recovery time,” she promised. “But I do like the sound of you making both of us come,” she hummed. “Why don’t you start with Willa and I’ll go get us some water?” she suggested.

Willa was very happy with that idea. She loved how Nancy was going to take care of both of them. All of them!

“Yeah,” Willa nodded energetically. “Why don’t you start with Willa,” she repeated, already reaching for Rhett’s hands. He’d made her come with his mouth and his cock, she wanted to see what those long fingers could do!

Later, Rhett would make her come again and again with both his mouth and his cock. As birthdays went, this one was pretty excellent!
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