

She Dominates Gently

A Male Submission Story

Henrietta Soto


Mailing list

Subscribe to Henrietta Soto’s Newsletter for updates and a FREE story!




http://henriettasoto.com


Whenever Scott had to travel for work, Daria made sure to stay in touch. Ever since their early days of dating, it had been clear to her how much Scott missed the comforts of home when he was away. Now that they were married, she knew Scott’s needs better than ever. After a long trip like the one he’d been on for the past two weeks, what he needed was a reminder that at home, Daria was the one in control.




He’d been living out of a suitcase, all of his attention focused on impressing his clients and making sure his colleagues were keeping on top of things. Daria knew just how to help him let that weight slip off his shoulders.




She started by feeding him a proper home-cooked meal, letting him vent about the various stresses of his trip. She listened attentively, paying attention to what Scott said but also to his body language. Sometimes, when he came home all he wanted was to sleep. Tonight, though, he seemed energized. That suited Daria.




She tidied away the plates, refusing to let Scott lift a finger to help. Tonight was about allowing him to relax. He would serve her, but in the ways that she chose. Ones that would bring them both pleasure.




“Are you ready to play?” Daria asked, once she was satisfied that the rest of the housework would keep until the next day. “The first thing I want you to do is take off everything you wore to work today. You can put a fresh pair of boxers on, but nothing else.”




Daria’s eyes followed the way Scott’s tongue darted out to wet his lips. Her question and her expectations weren’t a surprise to him. They knew each other well enough that Scott’s submission was never surprising. It was, however, always welcome. Daria loved showing Scott just how welcome.




“In the bedroom?” Scott asked. His hands were already working the buttons open of his shirt. “If you want me to put fresh boxers on, it’ll have to be the bedroom,” he added with a small grin.




Daria tutted, tapping the toe of her stiletto against the wooden floor. “Take everything off here,” she demanded. “I don’t want you taking anything from work into the bedroom.” She’d given Scott dinnertime to vent his feelings about work. Now, she was going to help him forget all about it. For one night,  at least.




She held out her hand, taking the shirt from Scott as soon as he’d slipped it down his long, lean arms. A smattering of chest hair peeked out from the rounded collar of his undershirt. Daria loved how masculine it looked. It made Scott’s submission to her that much more erotic knowing that he could overpower her physically without a second thought.




“Keep going,” she said, smirking. Her tongue dragged across her lower lip. She could feel wetness gathering between her legs. She loved watching Scott strip.




He knew it, too.




Scott took his time, hands sliding down his sides and to the fastening of his pants. He did tease, but not so much that he might earn a punishment. That was good. Daria’s plans didn’t involve punishing Scott. Not unless he wanted that, of course. It didn’t seem as though he did. Not the way he followed her instructions so beautifully, if a little slowly.




Before long, he was naked in front of Daria. His cock was half-hard already. Daria smirked at that. She could see the excitement rising as Scott’s breath caught in his throat. “Now bedroom?” he asked, waiting for her to give him permission rather than presuming. That, too, was very good.




“Go ahead,” Daria agreed. “I’ll meet you there. And watch you go.” Scott grinned at that, like he knew exactly what Daria was thinking. He probably did. She’d told him often enough how much she loved to watch his ass as he walked away. It flexed so beautifully, his powerful legs carrying him step by step across their house. He made sure to give his ass a wiggle before he disappeared.




Daria added Scott’s clothes to the washing machine. She’d run the load of laundry through tomorrow. Tonight, she had other things in mind. By the time she joined Scott in the bedroom, he’d changed into soft grey boxers, the material tenting over his half-hard cock. “You look so good for me,” Daria praised. “But I know what would make you look even better. Bring me your collar.”




This time Scott’s eyes did widen, most likely in excitement rather than surprise. He eagerly walked over to where the box with his collar sat, opening it carefully. Having endured two weeks without Daria’s touch was hard for Scott, she knew that. Reminding him how much he was hers with the collar would help pull him back into the world they shared.




He brought it to Daria, holding it out gently, like it was the most precious of jewels. “Would you like me to kneel?” Scott asked. She could see in his eyes that it was what he wanted. But he didn’t presume, didn’t risk overstepping the mark and doing something Daria didn’t explicitly allow.




She reached out, her fingers soft against his face. He’d shaved before dinner. She had no doubt that he’d done it for her. She liked to touch him. He knew that she preferred to do so when he was clean-shaven. Not to mention, Daria had no desire to have a beard burn on her thighs.




“Yes, kneel for me,” she agreed. Scott went instantly down, hitting the floor with a soft thump. Daria wiggled her toes, showing off how prettily she’d painted them for him. While he was looking down, admiring, she ran her hand through Scott’s thick hair, pushing it back off his face. Only then did she lower the collar, settling the soft leather carefully around his neck.




Daria took her time, running her finger along the padded interior to make sure it would sit comfortably. Finally, she clicked the collar closed and flicked the clasp. “You’re home now,” she said, her voice low. “I want you to forget all about work and focus on me. Can you do that?”




“Yeah,” Scott breathed. “I want that, too,” he added. His tone had already changed. Before the collaring, there might’ve been some teasing in his voice and approach. That seemed to have evaporated altogether. Instead, Scott bent his head, shoulders relaxing when Daria ran a soft hand over them.




He shifted in closer, nuzzling his nose against Daria’s hand. “I’m home now,” he repeated with a soft breath. “It feels good,” he told her, making Daria smile.




“It’ll feel better,” she promised. Just because Scott’s teasing had vanished, didn’t mean Daria couldn’t still indulge. And in more ways than one. “Stay here. I’ll be two seconds.” She stepped away, glancing back and feeling her body tingle. Scott looked so fucking good on his knees, head bent, waiting for her to tell him what she wanted. The sight of her collar around his throat made her stomach flip in anticipation.




When she returned, only a handful of seconds later, she carried a harness in one hand and a strap-on in the other. It was her favorite: thick and long, with ridges that she knew would make Scott scream when she fucked him.




She showed it off, loving the way his gaze seemed to skip between herself and the toy. “Oh dear,” she said, putting on an innocent voice. “My hands seem to be full. You’ll have to help me out of my clothes, baby.”




The humor was lost on Scott. He was too eager to do just as Daria told him to. He wanted to earn being fucked, even though Daria probably would anyway. It felt good to know that Scott wanted to do so well that Daria would reward him with the thing she already planned to give him.




His hands slid up her sides, finding the zipper on Daria’s skirt. He slid it down carefully. Rather than letting the skirt drop to the floor, Scott slid it down Daria’s legs. He helped her, his fingers wrapping around each ankle in turn, lifting her leg gently. Once he’d taken the skirt off, Scott moved it to one side, placing it on a chair so that it wouldn’t wrinkle.




When he turned back, it was to reach up for the shirt she was wearing. With Scott on his knees at Daria’s feet, it wasn’t the easiest thing to remove. Daria had to admire Scott’s determination.




He did have to stand up, but only briefly to help her out of her bra. As soon as her breasts bounced free, Scott was back down on his knees. His tongue ran over his lips as he looked up at Daria. “Your panties, too?” he asked.




The way he tipped his head to gaze up at her, Daria could feel the power coursing through her. The look Scott gave her was worshipful. It was thrilling. Excitement ran like molten liquid through Daria’s veins. “Everything,” she purred, letting her voice go throaty and seductive. She knew how much Scott loved it. His cock hardened against the material of his boxers, tenting them fully.




Despite that, he moved slowly, carefully. He touched Daria with reverence, like he was afraid she’d shatter if he handled her too roughly. Soon, Daria would prove that wasn’t true. For now, she would luxuriate in the soft brushes of Scott’s fingers as he eased her panties over her ass and down her long legs.




Daria kept her shoes on. She loved the extra height they gave her, the way she towered over Scott’s kneeling form. “Good boy,” she praised. “So good for me.” She smoothed her hands through Scott’s hair. “Now, help me into this harness.”




“Yes,” Scott nodded eagerly. “Good for you,” he repeated, reaching out for the harness. He lifted Daria’s legs just as gently as he had done while taking off her skirt and panties, sliding the straps up carefully. She could tell how focused he was, wanting to do just what she asked of him. Scott really was very good for her. The power that came with that sent a thrill down Daria’s spine.




When the harness was finally high enough, Scott adjusted the straps so it would stay snug against Daria’s hips. Finally, he leaned back, looking up at Daria. The silicone cock dangled next to Scott’s face. He didn’t attempt to touch it. Daria hadn’t, after all, given him permission to.




She stroked her free hand through Scott’s hair. This time, she tugged, loving the way his whole body trembled at the sensation. It was a gentle reminder of how good she could make him feel. After cupping his cheek for a moment, she let go, concentrating on the strap-on.




She’d had a lot of practice fitting the silicone cock into the harness. It only took her a matter of seconds before the cock was jutting proudly from between her thighs. Daria loved the way it looked. She shifted her position in her heels, tilting her hips so that the dick brushed Scott’s soft cheek. “Do you want to suck my cock?” she purred. “Will you show me how much you like it?”




Scott nodded eagerly. His hands stroked up Daria’s legs, settling against the straps of the harness on her hips. He didn’t need another invitation. He moved in, parting his lips and welcoming Daria’s dick between them. She gave a soft moan. There might not be any real feeling in her silicone helper, but the sight of Scott with her dick in his mouth looked amazing.




Through his lashes, he glanced up at her, watching Daria’s expression as he took the cock in deeper. One of her hands came down to curl around the thick leather of the collar. It encouraged him to go faster, to bob his head up and down the cock like he wanted to coax more moans from Daria.




She was happy to oblige, the sounds falling from her lips almost sinful.




Curling one hand around the back of Scott’s neck, Daria took a moment to appreciate the warmth of the satiny-smooth skin. Scott looked so perfect like this. His lips wrapped around the thick girth of the strap-on, his eyes soft and almost out of focus. His touch on her hips was delicate, holding her in place and demanding nothing.




Arousal swirled through Daria’s body, raising her temperature until she could feel sweat forming along her bare spine. “Take it deeper, baby,” she urged. “Make sure to get it nice and wet. I want to see you make a mess of it.” She tugged the hand around his collar, showing him how she wanted him to move.




Scott made a small gurgling noise, but he took the cock in further. When he pulled back again, Daria could see it glistening with saliva. Scott knew just how to please her. His head moved forward again. This time, he took the silicone in even further, moving faster as he did so. Daria’s pussy throbbed with desire, impressed by how dedicated Scott was to sucking her dick.




He didn’t stop either, speed picking up. She saw his tongue swirl over the tip. The cock disappeared back into Scott’s mouth. He sucked her cock like it was real. That always sent a thrill through Daria. He wouldn’t stop until she told him to, the silicone getting wetter and wetter with each movement.




Saliva dripped over Scott’s lower lip and chin. He looked so wanton, so needy and desperate. Daria knew that it helped him. All the focus on the physical let him leave his work self - his intellectual self - behind. With her, like this, Scott could be exactly what he needed to be in this moment.




“Look at you, such a greedy slut,” Daria said, her voice lilting to make the words sound like praise. “Do you think you’re ready for me, baby?” She stroked her fingers through Scott’s hair, tugging his mouth further towards the base of her cock. He swallowed hard, tears springing to his eyes. He didn’t resist. Daria could see the need that shone in his expression.




Giving a nod, she pressed a hand against Scott’s cheek, holding him still. For one indrawn breath, they waited. Then, Daria thrust her hips back, gathering momentum for the moment she started to fuck Scott’s waiting mouth.




He groaned against her. Daria could feel the vibration, even through the silicone. His lips parted and welcomed her cock inside. She loved how good he looked, how truly obedient and submissive. With his hands still on Daria’s hips, he could stop her or slow her down at any moment. But he didn’t, instead being a good boy and taking everything she gave him.




Daria’s hips snapped forward, her grip of Scott’s collar keeping him perfectly in place. She thrust hard and fast, rubbing the wet silicone over Scott’s lips until they were flushed a beautiful red. His cheeks were pink, water glistening on his long, black lashes as he looked up at her. His face was full of such acceptance, such peace. Daria moaned, letting the sound echo around them before she finally slowed.




After two more slow, deep thrusts, she pulled back. “Fuck, look at you,” she breathed. With the hand in Scott’s hair, she turned him towards the mirror, so he could see himself. “You look wrecked for me.” A fierce, possessive pride uncurled in Daria’s chest. “I missed you.” She really had. As much as tonight was about allowing Scott to release all his tension, it also served to bring them back together after an absence that had felt too long.




“You can stand up now,” Daria allowed. “Take your boxers off, then go and kneel on the bed.”




He struggled to make words happen. That was fine. Daria stroked a hand over Scott’s cheek as he stood up. His knees were a little wobbly, probably because of all the focus he’d given to that blowjob. The front of Scott’s boxers was wet with precum, showing Daria just how much he wanted her.




When he removed them, letting his cock spring free, Scott gave a soft groan. He didn’t hesitate to go and kneel on the bed, just as instructed. Daria could see the way his hands gripped the sheets beneath him. Glancing over his shoulder, Scott’s eyes were so clouded that Daria could almost see into his subspace.




“You’re beautiful,” she said, with affection and tenderness in her voice. Then, her grin turned devious. “And mine.” Daria was not a woman who would ever share. Scott was hers. In moments like this, he was completely and utterly hers, to do with as she wished. The collar was a physical symbol of that.




In that moment, what she wished was to fuck him hard. She fetched the lube, settling on the bed behind Scott. She ran a hand over his plump, perfect ass. Then she smacked it, the sound ringing out like the crack of a whip.




After such a long time away, Daria knew Scott would be tight. She slicked her fingers with lube, running them carefully over his asshole. “I need you to be patient for me,” she instructed. “Can you do that?”




It took him a moment. Scott nodded. “Yeah,” he promised. “Anything for you.” That sent warmth through Daria’s body. She knew he meant it. As a reward for being such a good sub, Daria smacked Scott’s ass again, making him groan. When she pressed a finger inside him, those sounds increased threefold.




“Fuck,” he breathed. But he didn’t rock back. Daria knew he wanted to. He was being good for her. Daria took her time, her finger moving slowly in and out of Scott’s ass. She wanted to make him hot with need. When the second finger joined the first, it earned Daria another loud cry from Scott.




She loved the sound of him! She savored the increasingly needy and desperate little whimpers as her fingers pressed deeper. She twisted them, helping Scott’s muscles stretch out to accommodate her. While she thrust steadily, the fingers of her other hand gripped at Scott’s hip. Her nails dug into the flesh, leaving red imprints to remind them both just how fully Scott belonged to her.




Finally, she wiggled a third finger in alongside the first two. Scott’s back arched into a fierce curve. He still didn’t push back. “So still for me,” Daria praised. “So patient.” Scott really was such a good sub. Daria wanted to fuck him so hard he’d forget everything but her.




A few more deep thrusts, then Daria pulled back. “You’re ready,” she decided. “I’m going to make you feel me so deep. Remind you of how good it is to get fucked.” Pleasure raced through her. Now that the preparation was done, they could both stop being patient.




“Do you want it like this?” Daria asked. “Or face-to-face?”




“I want to see you,” Scott breathed. “I want to watch you fuck me.” From how quickly the response came, Daria knew he really meant it. She nodded, her hands gripping Scott’s hips. She could definitely fuck him in a way that allowed him to see her. Leading his body towards the bed, Daria made him turn around. Scott settled on his back, head comfortable against the pillows.




He looked so good for her, chest rising with the deep breaths he took. One of Scott’s hands brushed over Daria’s leg, up to her ass. It wasn’t a hard touch. Scott was just seeking any contact he could. She’d give him plenty.




She leaned in, pressing a kiss against his lips, letting him feel the strap-on dig into the soft meat of his thigh. Daria ground down against him, providing just an instant of friction for Scott’s cock. The head was damp already, precum streaking across Daria’s thigh. She didn’t wipe it away.




Once she’d left Scott’s lips suitably bitten and red, she pulled back. His gaze never left her as she dragged a handful of lube down the silicone cock. She stroked it, as if she were jerking off, as if she could really feel it. Scott moaned, the sound lighting a dozen fires under Daria’s skin.




With a push, she flattened him against the mattress. His legs came up instantly, letting Daria nudge the dick against his hole.




“Oh, god, Daria,” Scott breathed deeply. He relaxed under her, taking the cock as far as he could without any resistance. She loved how willing and eager he was for her. While one of Scott’s hands was still against Daria’s hip, he brought the other up to gently brush his fingers over one of her nipples.




It sent a spark of pleasure through Daria, almost making her buck forward. She didn’t, instead pressing further in just as slowly as she’d begun. “Fuck, you feel so good,” Scott groaned. “I missed this so much. Missed being yours.” Of course, Scott was always Daria’s. But she knew what he meant. She, too, had missed being able to claim him like this.




“So mine,” she agreed, running one hand over Scott’s chest. She rocked into him, letting his body take her inch by inch. Even through the silicone, she could tell that he was still tight. Daria watched his face, making sure nothing caused any pain.




Scott’s expression looked rapturous, like Daria slowly fucking him was the best feeling in the world. Maybe it was. It felt amazing to be the one fucking him. Daria loved watching how open and accepting Scott’s expression was. “I missed you,” she breathed. “Missed how warm you are in bed every night, missed watching you go to your knees, missed having your cock fill me up exactly the way I tell you to.”




There was a loud groan from Scott. Daria wasn’t sure if it was in response to what she’d said or what she did. Or maybe both. She increased her speed, fucking into Scott with slow determination. The noises he made became louder, groans and moans mixing together. His fingers tugged against Daria’s nipple, making her moan, too.




“I want to,” he cried gently. “To fill you up, too,” Scott clarified. He brought his legs up more, whining at the change in angle. He still wrapped them around Daria, pulling her in closer. “Fuck, you’re so good. So deep.”




Daria leaned into his touch, putting the weight of her entire body behind every thrust. She loved dominating Scott like this. Taking him apart, making him feel her all the way down to his core. Her hips slapped against his ass, fucking the solid girth of the cock deeper into him. When it was fully sheathed inside him, Daria ground her hips, letting Scott enjoy the rub of the shaft against his sensitive rim.




“You will,” she promised. “I’ll let you fill me up, let you make me come, too.” Scott would love that. His pleasure was so tied to hers, he loved making her feel good more than anything.




Daria’s nails raked across Scott’s thighs, down to his ass until she could dig them into his skin. The pain wouldn’t be much. It served to highlight the pleasure she was giving. “Just last a little bit longer for me, baby,” she urged. “Stay hard for me, and don’t come yet.”




“Yeah, yes!” Scott nodded. Daria could see the concentration on his face. His legs tightened around her, pulling her in closer. He loved being fucked like this. The way Scott moaned, wiggling under her, made that so obvious. His breath came in small gasps. It thrilled Daria that every time she thrust forward, she could hear how much Scott enjoyed the feel of her cock.




Her thrusts didn’t become faster, but Daria did fuck into Scott steadily. Each time he groaned, making her pussy wetter and wetter. It was exciting to know that once she’d fucked him to her satisfaction, she could then ride him to the point of no return. Rolling her hips forward again, Daria leaned down to find Scott’s lips. She crushed her mouth against his.




He kissed her back eagerly, needily. Scott’s tongue slipped inside Daria’s mouth, searching out hers to meet it in a passionate dance.




Driving her hips forward, Daria loved the way that Scott’s moan spilled into her mouth. She worried his lower lip between her teeth. Not enough to hurt, but she knew it would make him more sensitive. When she soothed over the skin with her tongue, he gave a soft gasp that made Daria’s heart beat hard against her ribs.




She watched Scott’s cock bounce with every thrust of her hips. He didn’t move to touch himself, his hands still resting lightly on Daria’s breast and hip. As she pushed into that touch, she moaned, pleasure coiling low inside her.




Finally, she couldn’t take it anymore! The throbbing ache between her legs was too much, too powerful. She needed to feel Scott’s gorgeous cock inside her. After two last, brutal thrusts, she eased back. Wiggling the silicon free, she ran her hands over the back of Scott’s thighs, down to his ass.




“Stay there,” she breathed. “Tell me how you feel.”




With his breath still in his throat, it took Scott a moment to find words. “Good,” he answered. Daria almost laughed at that response. Scott sounded the way that he looked - well-fucked. She felt proud of herself for that. And there was still so much more she planned to do to leave Scott thoroughly fucked!




His hands reached for her. “You’re stunning,” he breathed. “So powerful, so gorgeous.” The way he looked at her, like she was the best thing he had ever seen, made Daria so fucking glad she had married him.




She took her time, enjoying the feel of Scott’s gaze on her. He looked at her like she deserved to be worshiped, and like he wanted to be the one to do it. Daria wasn’t going to stop him. Shaking her hips, she shimmied out of the harness. Arousal pulsed through her with every beat of her heart.




Slowly, she ran her hands over her body, cupping her breasts and teasing her fingers over her nipples. “I had to touch myself so often while you were away,” she teased. “It never feels as good as when it’s your hands on me.”




Returning to the bed, she gave Scott’s exposed ass one last smack, then helped him lower his legs to the mattress. His stiff cock was flushed and rosy, so ready for Daria to sink down onto him.




She didn’t hesitate. As soon as she’d straddled Scott’s body, she wrapped one hand around the base of his cock. He whimpered as she led him between her legs, letting him feel the wet heat of her pussy. “So ready for you,” she breathed. “You’re going to feel so good.”




“Yes,” Scott agreed. His hands settled against Daria’s hips, pulling her in closer. He groaned loudly as she sank down lower, taking Scott’s hard cock in. His fingers gripped her skin like he had to hold her so she wouldn’t disappear. Of course, Daria had no plans to disappear. Instead, she began to fuck Scott harder, riding him steadily.




Their moans and cries of pleasure mixed together. “Fuck, Daria! You feel so good,” Scott moaned, his hips bucking up to meet Daria’s heat.




Daria leaned forward, bracing herself against Scott’s chest as she worked her hips over him. She circled slowly, enjoying the thick feeling of his cock inside her. Fuck, she had missed this so much. “Play with my nipples,” she ordered. Scott obeyed instantly, cupping her breast in one big, warm hand. Pleasure lanced through Daria’s body at the soft pressure of his fingers.




“Fuck!” she cried, lifting herself up. Scott’s hand came with her, tugging teasingly against her nipple. The pleasure that built from his hand against her breast surged down to meet the sensations of his cock throbbing inside her. Daria dropped down, bouncing as her ass crashed against Scott’s hips.




Her moans filled the quiet room, only interrupted by the sounds of their bodies. “I want you to make me come,” Daria demanded.




Scott nodded. “Yeah, I want that, too,” he promised. One of his hands traveled from Daria’s hip up to her back and then to her shoulders. He pulled her in closer, leaning up to capture one of her nipples between his lips. The heat of Scott’s mouth in combination with the light way he grazed his teeth over it made Daria gasp.




His other hand slid down from Daria’s side and between her legs. His fingers were skilled in finding her clit so he could press them against it. Now, every time she came down on his cock, Daria’s clit rubbed against Scott’s fingers. It wasn’t long before she could feel her orgasm building low in her stomach. Scott sucked harder, sending sharp sensations through her.




Daria sped up her movements, coming down harder and faster. Her breasts bounced against Scott’s face, his teeth and tongue catching at her nipples in a way that made Daria keen. Pleasure rose like a tidal wave, gathering strength and speed. Daria squeezed her muscles tight around Scott’s cock. She wanted to make him feel good, too!




Inevitably, her orgasm crashed down over her. It carried Daria away with it, until all she could think about was the bright tingling feeling that overwhelmed every nerve-ending. She screamed: a wild, exultant sound that rang through the air. Finally, Daria came back to herself. Her body felt satisfied and slow, squeezing and rocking against Scott at a far more leisurely pace.




“Flip me over,” Daria urged, knowing that Scott could do so easily. He was so strong. “Flip me over and fuck me until you come, baby.”




Scott gave a low, almost primal groan. He wouldn’t last very long, but he still followed her instructions. Two strong hands gripped her hips before he flipped her, landing Daria hard against the mattress just the way she liked. Her breath caught. Scott didn’t hesitate to press into her deeply.




The change of angle brought a whole new sensation. Daria moaned. Unlike the slow and steady way she had fucked Scott, he slammed into her hard. Daria loved the contrast, her hands flat against Scott’s back as she held onto him. He fucked her once, twice. By the third hard thrust, she could feel his body trembling.




“Fuck!” Scott cried as he came inside her. Heat filled Daria as his muscles contracted, Scott’s hands holding her tight until he was spent.




Finally, he collapsed next to her, careful not to put any weight on Daria.




She wound her arms around him, pulling him close. She felt his cheek settle against her breast, his thick hair sticking up every which way as Daria tucked his head under her chin. “Fuck, that was good, Scott,” she breathed. Her body ached in all the best ways. Daria knew she’d be feeling it at least until tomorrow.




Stroking her hands over Scott’s back, she felt his ribcage expanding with every labored breath. He’d sleep well, now. “I’m so glad you’re home.” Scott’s body radiated heat. Daria tangled their legs together, wanting to soak up every bit of it.




Finally, she moved enough to get them both under the blankets, Scott helping as much as he could, given how thoroughly-fucked she’d left him. It felt good to have him home, to have his solid presence in their bed where it belonged.




Scott cuddled into her, one arm draped over the curve of Daria’s waist. The familiar scent of him made her heart skip a beat. She pressed soft kisses to the top of his head while his breathing slowed.




Daria couldn’t wait to wake him up the next morning and tell him all about the rest of her plans for the weekend.
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