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Imogen was excited. Corey had promised her a special night tonight. It was their third anniversary as a couple and the first they were spending living together. Imogen had told Corey that what she wanted was to take charge. He had hesitated, even after Imogen had sent him a long list of different research materials. Having Corey submit to her was something Imogen wanted to explore, but she also wanted him to want it.




Thankfully, when they had talked about it, Corey had admitted that the idea was hot, he just... wasn’t sure. But that was okay. Imogen planned to make him very sure! If he liked it, then they could do this more often than once a year for their anniversary.




So while, yes, Corey had promised Imogen a special night, he’d also given all the organization over to her, which was what she’d wanted. Imogen had gone out of her way to make tonight lovely. There had been a great meal, which she’d cooked from scratch. There were even candles. Of course, it didn’t in any way mask the fact that they both knew where this was heading.




When they got to the bedroom, Corey was visibly nervous. Reaching out, Imogen stroked a hand over her boyfriend’s arm. “I promise to be gentle with you,” she said softly, but also with a tinge of amusement in her tone.




It made Corey laugh, which was exactly what Imogen had hoped for. “You don’t have to be gentle,” Corey insisted, lifting his chin with a glint of determination in his eyes. “I’m not delicate.”




Imogen hummed appreciatively. Corey was right. The long, lean muscles that lined Corey’s arms were anything but delicate. Even so, he’d never done this before. Imogen didn’t want to throw him in at the deep end. Not right at the start, anyway.




“Do you want me to strip?” Corey asked, with hope evident in his tone.




Imogen licked her lips and gave a nod. “I do want you to strip,” she confirmed. Taking a seat at the bottom of the bed, Imogen crossed her legs. Having Corey stand in front of her, like he was on display just for her, was already hot as fuck. And Corey hadn’t even done anything other than ask her if she wanted him to strip!




“You don’t have to ask me,” Imogen told him. “I will tell you what I want,” she promised. It was... not what they normally did. Plenty of their sex life didn’t involve a lot of discussion, but not once they had established what the other liked. This was different in many ways!




A familiar frown appeared between Corey’s brows. It was the same expression he got any time they tried something new, the one that indicated he hadn’t quite made up his mind about it.




But Imogen was confident. She’d make submitting to her as much of a turn-on for Corey as it was for her! She knew what he liked, and she was sure he would like this, once he got used to it.




Instead of saying anything else, Corey lifted his hand to the buttons of the nice shirt he’d worn for dinner. Each one slipped open easily, revealing a swathe of smooth skin.




He was good at this. Imogen hardly ever asked Corey to strip for her, like a show. But it didn’t mean she didn’t appreciate it. In fact, not having this as something that happened regularly made it all the hotter to her. When Corey’s shirt came off, Imogen gave a wolf whistle that surprised Corey, if the way his eyes widened was any indication.




The blush that spread down from his cheeks to his shoulders was so fucking sexy. Imogen had to bite her lower lip not to moan softly at seeing it. “You’re doing great, baby,” she praised, hopeful that it’d encourage him to carry on and also tell him just how much she appreciated both him and his efforts.




He flashed her a grin, showing some of that confidence she recognized. His long, clever fingers slid down his stomach, making Imogen wet her lips. She wanted to follow the trail of that touch, let her tongue dance across Corey’s skin. But all of that would come later!




Shimmying his hips, Corey flicked open the button on his trousers, revealing a triangle of soft cotton. Without asking any further questions, he let the material drop lower, stepping out of it and giving a twirl so that Imogen could see the way that fabric hugged his ass.




He paused, hands on his hips as he waited for Imogen to make clear what she wanted.




“Take them off,” she didn’t hesitate to tell him. Imogen wanted to see all of Corey. And maybe especially his ass. Corey nodded, following the instructions. When he turned around to face her again, Imogen grinned. He wasn’t fully hard yet, but she hardly minded that. Imogen knew Corey was nervous and she planned to help with that the best she could. And Imogen had just the plan!




Standing up, she walked towards Corey, reaching out to brush her hand over his stomach. Imogen’s fingers moved up to Corey’s nipples, grazing over them lightly as she smirked. A shiver went through him.




“Lie down on the bed, head on the pillows,” Imogen instructed. She waited for Corey to do so and to focus his gaze on her. When he did, Imogen’s smile widened. She reached under her dress, pulling her panties off. “You’re going to make me come.”




Corey’s grin was immediate. “I love making you come,” he informed her. Of course, Imogen already knew that. It was exactly why this was the perfect way to begin! Corey shifted, all ready to prop himself up. Before he could, Imogen pressed a hand down against his chest.




She had ordered him to put his head on the pillows, and that was where she wanted it to stay. Recognizing the gesture for what it was, Corey’s lips parted for a moment before he nodded.




Wanting to reward him, Imogen climbed onto the bed, straddling Corey’s chest and leaning close so he could brush his lips over her breast through the fabric of her dress.




It wasn’t a very big reward, but Imogen was keen to have Corey earn a bigger one. All in good time! Hitching her dress up, Imogen moved higher on the bed until she could lower herself over Corey’s face. He was very quick on the uptake, tongue darting out to meet her pussy straight away. To show him how good it felt, Imogen moaned, eager to encourage Corey on.




She felt his hands come up to rest against her hips and Imogen slapped them away. “No touching until I tell you you’re allowed,” she instructed and was pleased when Corey’s hands instantly fell back down by his sides.




His groan of loss vibrated against her pussy, sending pleasure zinging through her. Imogen gripped the fabric of her dress, holding on tight as Corey’s tongue teased against her clit. He knew exactly how to touch her, exactly how to make Imogen moan.




Imogen felt herself getting wetter and wetter. She could imagine how her liquids would smear across Corey’s cheeks. He didn’t let it stop him, lapping hungrily until pleasure was all that Imogen could think about.




Well, pleasure and how good it felt to be in charge like this. The sensation traveled through her, stroking over every nerve-ending. Imogen rocked her hips, grinding her pussy against Corey’s mouth to increase the feelings of pleasure. Her orgasm was approaching fast! Imogen had no desire to stop it. She wanted Corey to feel how good he was making her feel, wanted to reward him with her cries.




“Yes, yes! Fuck, baby, such a good mouth,” she praised. “So skilled. Always making me feel good.” Imogen’s whole body pulsed as her muscles tightened. Her words made Corey lap faster; he could tell just how close she was. It didn’t take him long before Imogen tipped over that sweet edge, screaming as her orgasm claimed her.




Corey’s hands lifted, like he wanted to hold her through the throes of her orgasm. Without Imogen even needing to reprimand him, Corey remembered at the last second. Falling to the bed, he gathered up handfuls of the sheets, twisting them around his fingers to keep from touching anywhere he wasn’t allowed.




As Imogen shuddered through the last of her climax, Corey’s tongue kept moving over her pussy. At last, she gave a long sigh of satisfaction, moving back enough to see Corey’s face. Just as she’d imagined, the evidence of her arousal shimmered on his cheeks and chin, making him look naughtier than Imogen had ever seen!




“Was it good?” Corey asked, eagerly. “You sounded like you enjoyed yourself.”




Imogen gave a soft laugh, before nodding. “It was very good,” she promised, reaching out to wipe her wetness off Corey’s cheek. “You were very good. And I’m going to reward you for it,” she informed him. Sliding lower down, Imogen trailed kisses over Corey’s body, briefly stopping to dedicate extra time to each of his nipples.




Just as she’d expected, Corey’s cock was fully hard now, precum smearing against Imogen’s dress as she moved down against Corey. She hardly minded, the dress could easily be washed. Getting off the bed, Imogen smirked, reaching for the zipper on her dress so she could let it fall to the ground, exposing her body to Corey.




“Fuck!” His praise was instant, leaving Imogen with a warm flow that suffused her whole body. She’d picked out a bra that Corey particularly loved, and the way his eyes widened as he drank in the sight of her breast was exactly the result she’d wanted.




As she crawled back onto the bed, lowering her head to flick her tongue across Corey’s navel, she felt him shudder. “Can I touch you, Imogen?” he asked, his hands still twisting in the sheets. “I want to touch you so much. It’s so hard to keep my hands off you.”




Imogen smirked at the request. It was fun, this! Having Corey beg her for permission to even touch her. And it was especially fun when Imogen denied him. Shaking her head, she ran her hands over Corey’s chest and the muscles of his abdomen. “No, you may not,” she informed him. The way Corey whined went straight to Imogen’s pussy.




Reaching up to undo her bra, she let her breasts spill free, leaving them both equally naked. Lowering herself down, Imogen brushed one of her breasts over Corey’s face. Before he had a chance to catch her nipple with his lips, Imogen had already pulled back.




“I want to fuck you,” Imogen informed him. “And you’re going to let me, aren’t you, Corey? You’re going to let me show you just how good that can feel, hmm?”




Uncertainty and excitement warred on Corey’s face. It brought Imogen’s temperature up, seeing how willing he was to let her push his boundaries. This was outside his comfort zone, but he wasn’t saying no. 




And his body responded to her touch, just like it always did. Her hands swept down to his hips, pressing him against the mattress. She could see his cock twitch, his knuckles going white in their grip on the sheets.




“Yeah,” he muttered softly. “If that’s what you want…”




It made Imogen want to look after him, to reassure Corey. But it also made her want to fuck him even more. She wanted to see how his body would react. She wanted, of course, for him to enjoy it, and Imogen was confident she could get them both there. Corey’s willingness to try, because she wanted to, was part of what made it so incredibly hot.




“I got some toys for us to start easy,” she promised. Corey’s eyes widened. His gaze followed Imogen as she moved to pick up the box she’d placed the toys, the lube, and the strap-on that she eventually hoped to use in. Bringing it back, Imogen opened the lid. “You can touch them, see what they feel like,” she told Corey.




She wanted them to explore together and that meant letting Corey be involved, even if Imogen was still going to be the one to call all the shots.




He hesitated, until Imogen literally put one of the toys into his hands. Watching Corey’s whole face flush made Imogen shift, acutely aware of just how much it turned her on to watch. Slowly, Corey’s fingers stroked across the toy, learning its shape and the texture of the silicone.




Tongue darting out, Corey swallowed hard, whether from arousal or nerves, or the heady mixture of the two. “This is easy?” Corey asked, raising one eyebrow.




“What if I don’t like it?” She could hear the worry in his voice, the fear that by not liking it he might disappoint her.




“Then you tell me and we stop,” Imogen replied easily. “But I want you to give it a chance. It might not feel amazing straight away. That’s why I got the toys, we can work up in size, yeah? You will tell me when you’re ready to go up in size.” She’d bought three toys, increasing in size, and then the strapon was on the smaller side, even if bigger than the biggest toy.




Imogen was more than happy to take as long as they needed. She wanted to enjoy teasing Corey. And if he really didn’t like it, that’d be okay. Maybe a tiny bit disappointing, but Imogen wouldn’t be disappointed in him. There were plenty of other things they could do if this wasn’t something Corey liked.




Leaning in, Imogen pressed a kiss against Corey’s lips. “I will be gentle, I promise. No rushing.”




Corey nodded, letting the toy fall from his fingers. He reached up, ready to caress the curves of Imogen’s waist - then caught himself. “And I guess I’m still not allowed to touch?” It sent thrills racing down Imogen’s spine. How quickly Corey was learning! Even if he was still doubtful, she loved that he was making an effort for her.




“So, what do I do?” Corey asked, teeth pressing down into his full lower lip. He looked so sweet, nervous and hesitant. Imogen could hardly wait to make him bite his lip to hold back moans of pleasure.




“Lie back,” she answered easily. “Let me do all the work.” Because Imogen wanted to. She wanted to use her fingers first, to tease Corey, to get him to whimper softly just the way he did whenever she imagined them doing this. She knew what Corey liked; Imogen was certain she could use that knowledge to make him feel amazing now, too.




Corey did lie back, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed. “Part your legs,” Imogen told him. After a moment of hesitation, Corey obeyed. His cock was still hard, maybe not as hard, but Imogen knew she could get him there. Reaching out, she brushed her fingers softly over Corey’s inner thighs.




“I’m going to get lots of lube so it shouldn’t hurt, okay? And I’ll use my fingers first. I’m going to be slow, but you’re to tell me if it hurts. Or,” and there Imogen did smirk. “If you’d like me to go faster.”




The chuckle that rolled from Corey’s throat was familiar. It made Imogen smile to hear it, knowing that she’d made him laugh like that a hundred times before, and would a hundred times again.




Just like she’d read about, Imogen warmed the lube between her hands before squeezing it over her fingers. Corey tensed, just for a moment, then relaxed as she passed lightly and easily over his hole.




His thighs trembled, fingers twisting the bedsheets as Imogen waited for him to ease further into her touch.




She didn’t push in straight away. Instead, Imogen teased the tip of her finger against the nerve-endings of Corey’s hole. A visible shiver ran through him, like he hadn’t expected to feel what he did. Imogen took that as a good sign and repeated the action, only to be rewarded with a breathless gasp.




Taking her time, Imogen focused on making sure that Corey’s body relaxed more against her. When she finally did slip a tip of her finger past the tight ring, he was pushing back, almost asking her for it. Imogen went slowly, excruciatingly so. She wanted to make extra sure that Corey didn’t tense up again.




A groan reverberated from his chest, managing to sound half-surprised. The noise went straight to Imogen’s pussy, her own body shuddering in response. Fuck, she wanted to make Corey give her more groans like that!




His hole was tight and hot, squeezing around the tip of her finger. The lube slicked the way, allowing her to press deeper as Corey shifted his hips. His thighs shook, legs falling even further apart to give Imogen room to move.




“You can go faster,” Corey grunted, the words breathy and quiet.




A soft laugh fell from Imogen’s lips. “I can do many things,” she pointed out and then, just to show him how true that was, Imogen didn’t go faster. This wasn’t about what she could do. She’d been very clear that if Corey wanted faster he could ask for it, Imogen had no desire to stand for being told.




It drew a whiny sound from Corey, but he seemed too distracted to really think about her words. That was fine, too. Especially since it gave Imogen the opportunity to let another finger join her first one, stretching Corey’s hole out that bit more. This time, the sound he made was more of a cry, a low grunt. It made Imogen want so much more, but still, she went slowly, moving her fingers in and out.




“I’m going to try the smaller toy next,” she informed Corey.




Corey’s hands squeezed the sheets, his chest rising and falling as fast as if he’d been running. It was so hot to see him like this, all from Imogen touching him. She could hardly wait to see how he’d react to her actually fucking him.




But that would come in time. First, Imogen withdrew her fingers, biting back a moan at the way Corey clung to her. She squeezed out more lube, coating the smallest of the toys thoroughly.




When she pressed the tip against Corey’s hole, he gasped. “Oh! It feels different.”




“Yeah,” she murmured. It would do, it being a different material, a different shape. But also, the toy was a little bigger than her fingers. Even the tip, but not bigger than two of her fingers. Not at the tip at least.




With the extra lube, there was almost no resistance as Imogen pressed it inside Corey. She was slow, even slower than she had been with her fingers. Moving the toy in and out, she pushed slightly deeper with each thrust. Corey responded in kind, a string of soft moans filling the room.




“Mmm, good boy,” Imogen praised, the words falling from her lips so naturally it almost surprised her. But it felt good, she enjoyed being able to praise Corey, to tell him just how much she appreciated him submitting to her like this.




He whined, body shifting on the bed as if he was trying to get more. More of what, Imogen wasn’t sure, but in any case, she was only going to give him what pleased her. At least until he could find a way to ask.




Corey’s groans grew louder, echoing around the room as Imogen carefully pulled the toy back. Every thrust was slow, her fingers moving the silicone toy inch by inch as Corey’s body responded so beautifully.




“Please!” he cried. “Fuck, Imogen. Please, go faster.”




Now that was much better already. Begging Imogen was very glad to hear. To show Corey that he was doing well, she rewarded him by moving the toy faster and deeper. His body took it beautifully until the whole thing was in, his hole closing around the base before relaxing again to let Imogen pull the toy out and move it back in. Each slow thrust earned her a beautiful low groan.




“How does it feel, baby? Tell me. I want to hear you say how it feels.” She wanted to hear how good he said it felt, but Imogen was careful not to put words in Corey’s mouth. Not that, from the sounds he was making, she felt he had complaints.




“Uhh.” Even Corey’s groan of hesitation was music to Imogen’s ears. He was clearly enjoying it far too much for words to come easily. “It’s… weird. Full, but not in a bad way.” Imogen nodded, her free hand pressing Corey’s thigh down into the mattress as she twisted the toy slowly inside him.




Corey moaned, his eyes sliding shut as he gave himself over to the pleasure. “Fuck,” he breathed. “It’s a lot. Very intense.” His toes flexed against the sheets, muscles straining under the hand on his thigh.




None of those things were negative. Imogen rewarded Corey by moving the toy in and out a little bit faster. It made his breath hitch and, really, that made hers hitch, too. He looked so fucking good and they still had two more toys and a strapon to go! Pushing the toy in to its base, Imogen stopped, leaving it there for the moment.




She reached for the next one up, dragging the toy over Corey’s leg. “You’re doing so well, baby,” she praised. “I can’t wait to size you up.” A small grin played on Imogen’s lips as she said that, one that widened when so did Corey’s eyes. “I’ll be gentle,” she promised exactly the same way she’d done before.




He trusted her, she knew that. And that was part of what made this so hot.




Nodding, Corey offered Imogen a shy smile that made her heart pound harder against her ribs. “It’s a challenge not to touch you,” he admitted. “Or touch anything!” Corey’s cock stood hard against his belly. Imogen could imagine the temptation to wrap his fingers around it and provide himself some friction.




So far, Corey had done incredibly well at being obedient. As a reward, she gave the toy an experimental thrust, making Corey’s body shudder with sensation. “Fuck! But then you do that, and I can’t even think about touching things,” he added, making Imogen laugh.




“You sound so good,” she told Corey truthfully. “So fucking hot. Hotter than I could’ve imagined.” And that was true. Imogen had pictured this, had thought about how good it’d feel. But the reality was so much better. It was a little different, too. More real, seeing how Corey turned and twisted, how hot his skin felt under her touch.




Still, Imogen knew that there was so much more! And first, they were going to start by removing this toy and getting a bigger one. She was slow in removing it, careful, but it didn’t take her long before the second toy was ready. Lubed up carefully, Imogen pressed the toy against Corey’s opening.




“Be good for me, relax and let me show you how good a size bigger feels,” she told Corey, her free hand stroking over his side.




His hips tilted up, giving her a better angle to nudge the toy just past the rim of his hole. “Fuuuck,” Corey groaned, his thighs briefly coming together to clench around Imogen’s arm. “It feels so much bigger!”




That made Imogen slow down even further, giving Corey plenty of time to adjust. The tapered tip of the toy eased inside him, teasing such beautiful noises from between Corey’s lips.




They still had one more toy and the actual strap-on to go, so Imogen wanted Corey to get ready. Thankfully, they had plenty of time to get him used to the size before they went up again. Imogen focused on going slowly, but perhaps a little bit more steadily than she had the previous time. Corey could take it. After she squeezed more lube out, Imogen pushed the toy in deeper.




Corey’s whimper sounded like a mix of pleasure and maybe a tiny bit of discomfort but not in a way that made Imogen feel she should stop. She did slow again, letting him adjust before pulling it back out and then pushing it in once again. He took it like a champ, whining delightfully under her.




His cock was so hard, straining against his belly despite the lack of attention Imogen paid to it. She loved the power in that, how she was in total control of what Corey felt and how she touched him.




Her fingertips brushed his hole as she pressed the toy inside him, making him bite back a louder moan. “Fuck! It feels so good, Imogen,” he panted. “It’s not like anything I’ve ever felt before.” Urged on by that, Imogen let her fingertips explore, feeling how Corey’s hole stretched around the toy.




The thought made her shift, the ache between her legs getting more and more difficult to ignore. She was glad Corey had already made her come once, otherwise, she might not have lasted!




But as it was, Imogen wanted to focus on Corey. On the sounds he made, on how good his body felt under her. Imogen slid the toy in and out of Corey faster, watching the way he sucked his lower lip between his teeth with a gasp. She wanted to make that louder, so Imogen focused on her steady movements, the toy fucking in and out of Corey until he was a needy mess under her.




“Come on, baby, ask me for more,” she told him. “I want to hear you say it, I want to hear you ask for me to give you more. You want it, I know you do.” And fuck, Imogen wanted it too. Her pussy was so wet just from seeing how amazing Corey looked.




“Yeah, yes,” Corey babbled, more acknowledging that Imogen had spoken than responding to what she’d said. She watched, transfixed by his expression as he tried to focus enough to find words.




She didn’t slow. It was far too exciting to challenge Corey this way, to provide so much stimulation that splitting his attention to anything else proved genuinely difficult. “Uh,” he grunted. “Please, Imogen! Come on, please, give me more. I can take it.”




Corey looked so beautifully needy that Imogen could hardly wait to find out how much more she could get from him. She pushed the toy inside him to its base, letting it rest there. “Shift for me,” she told Corey. “A little bit, side to side.” When he did, the toy shifted with him, making him moan and, in turn, making Imogen moan, too. He looked fucking amazing! Imogen hurried to cover the next toy in lube.




Carefully removing the one that was inside Corey, she presented the tip of the largest of the toys against this hole. He was more stretched out now, but this would still push him even further. “I’ll go slow,” she repeated like she had done with the previous two toys.




He nodded, lips slightly parted as he pulled in breath after ragged breath. His body trembled as he held himself still, restless energy making itself known in the quiver of Corey’s thighs and the shifting of his hips.




The toy pressed in slowly, just as Imogen had promised. Every inch, Corey made a new noise, each of which sent Imogen’s temperature soaring. The grunt when her fingers touched his hole, the gasp as the toy reached the point of being the largest thing he’d yet had inside him.




“Ohhh,” Corey groaned. “Fuck. Wait. It’s so big!”




She did wait. Imogen watched Corey’s face, the way it was so flush, the shininess that saliva left against his lips. If he wanted time, she could easily give it. Imogen wanted to show Corey that he could trust her to stop when he asked. Or pause, as the case might be. So Imogen patiently waited until Corey gave her a nod.




Pressing the toy in deeper, Imogen did so carefully. She withdrew only to push it back in. The toy fucked Corey in slow strokes. Imogen loved being so in control of the whole thing. The noises got louder as she went, too, making Imogen bite her lip.




Before long, Corey was rocking his hips, matching the slow and steady rhythm that Imogen had set with the toy. She could easily imagine how he’d feel under her when it was the strap-on inside him!




But first, she had to get him there. She pressed the toy inside him, watching as his hole closed and clenched around it. Corey groaned, his knuckles going white again as he resumed his tight grip on the sheets.




Finally, the widest part of the toy pushed past Corey’s resistance, his whole body going taut as Imogen pulled her fingers away. She wanted to see, to know that the toy was held inside Corey by nothing but itself!




The way he shifted made the toy move, too. Imogen licked her lips at just how hard Corey’s dick was. It bounced against him, precum dripping over his stomach. She was tempted to lean in and run her tongue over it. Truthfully, Imogen feared it might just push Corey over the edge. And that was not what Imogen wanted. She wanted him to come with her inside him.




Moving the toy in and out of Corey again, Imogen gave another low groan. “Fuck, baby, you’re so hot,” she moaned. “I can’t wait to fuck you.” And that was certainly very true. “Watch me put this on,” she instructed, leaving the toy snug in Corey’s ass as she moved back to get the harness of the strap-on on.




With a loud moan, Corey propped himself up on his elbows. He brought his legs down, bending and straightening them in turn to loosen the muscles that had stiffened from holding them in position for so long. Every movement made his breath catch, the plug no doubt shifting inside him as he made himself comfortable.




“You look… turned on,” he said, giving Imogen a slow smirk. “And gorgeous.” His gaze followed Imogen’s hands as she tugged the harness up around her hips. “I didn’t know you’d look so good in straps of leather.” Corey’s tongue darted over his lower lip, wetting it in eager anticipation.




Imogen couldn’t help but laugh slightly. “Fuck, baby, I am so turned on.” She nodded. “My pussy’s fucking drenched.” And that was certainly true. She could hardly wait to get inside him, to make all those movements with her hips and watch Corey come undone under her. Even more undone.




Fastening the silicone cock in place, Imogen gave Corey a grin. “Let’s make you feel even better,” she said with a determined sort of grin before crawling back onto the bed so she could reach for the toy inside him. Sliding it out slowly, Imogen gave Corey’s hip a squeeze. “I’m going to fuck you so well.”




Corey nodded, teeth catching against his lower lip just the way Imogen had imagined. “Can I touch you? Please? While you fuck me?” His voice was so raw, so desperate. Imogen wanted Corey to enjoy this, and he certainly did love touching her! She nodded, laughing at the speed with which Corey’s hands darted up towards her body.




He didn’t grab the way he might have done on a more traditional night. Instead, he slid his palms softly up either side of Imogen’s hips. The warmth of his skin stroked over her, urging Imogen to lean in to prolong the contact.




“Fuck, your skin is so soft.” Corey’s voice was dreamy, as if being allowed to touch Imogen was all it took to put him into a sort of trance.




It was so amazing to watch the way his whole demeanor had changed by letting her dominate him like this. Imogen could hardly imagine ever not wanting more of this. But for now, Imogen’s main focus was to get Corey fucked. Albeit, gently.




She greased the strap-on, covering it in very generous amounts of lubricant. “Are you nervous?” she asked Corey, trying to establish how much getting fucked by the toys up until now had relaxed him. He seemed more at ease, but it didn’t mean that Imogen rushed any more than she would’ve done anyway.




Instead, she aligned herself against his body carefully. “As slow as you want, baby,” she promised.




A deep blush stained Corey’s cheeks and chest. “I am kind of nervous,” he said. “Not really of how it will feel physically.” His fingers caressed up the curve of Imogen’s waist, making up for all the time he hadn’t been allowed to touch her.




“I guess I wonder how it will feel emotionally,” he explained. “To have you fuck me. I don’t think you’re going to hurt me.” Imogen wasn’t. But she was going to dominate Corey. She could see how that might be worth a tinge of nervousness.




She leaned into his hands, smiling down and letting him see that she was still the same person. “You want me to enjoy it, right?” he asked, not quite meeting Imogen’s eyes.




“Oh, yes,” she answered instantly. “I want you to enjoy it a lot.” That was such an easy question to answer, too. Imogen wanted Corey to be hers, to give over to her, but through it all, she wanted him to love it. And Imogen felt confident that she could achieve that. He’d done so well with the toys, got so ready for her. Imogen wanted to reward it by showing him how amazing she could make him feel.




Shifting slightly, Imogen pressed the tip of the strap-on dick harder against Corey’s hole. She had to apply a bit more pressure. It felt different than with the toys, probably because it was her whole body in control of this rather than just her hand. When the cock finally pushed in, both Corey and Imogen inhaled deeply.




“Fuck,” she breathed. One of Imogen’s hands came down to grip Corey’s hip.




His chest heaved. Imogen imagined she could see how hard his heart was beating. She could certainly feel her own pulse racing! And she’d barely even begun. Corey’s hands stayed on her waist, his thumbs stroking softly over her skin as he adjusted to the thick strap-on stretching him.




“Ohhh,” he groaned, when Imogen experimentally nudged forward. “It feels so big!” The blunt head was certainly very different than the tapered tips Corey had taken for her so far. “It’s - good,” Corey added, making Imogen beam down at him. “Just, keep going slowly.”




Imogen did. She also leaned down to catch Corey’s lips with hers, her tongue licking into his mouth like a flame of fire. Her desire made it challenging to hold herself back, but Imogen was good at control. The way she pressed forward was slow, even if her kiss certainly wasn’t. Corey kissed her back. When their lips parted, they were both breathless.




“My good boy,” she hummed. “Taking it so well.” And Corey was! He looked so fucking good, lips red from her kiss and cheeks flushed from her cock. Imogen could hardly wait to see just how much more pleasure she could draw from him. Lowering her body, Imogen smirked when Corey’s cock brushed against her stomach.




He tensed, his nails scratching across Imogen’s waist as his fingers gripped reflexively. “Fuck!” But Corey didn’t come. And before he could worry about too much stimulation, Imogen rolled her hips forward. The silicone cock plunged deeper, making Corey’s body clench.




His ragged breaths were warm against Imogen’s neck as she pressed his hip down into the mattress. Straining to meet her, Corey’s thighs hitched higher, his cock rubbing hot against the smooth skin of her stomach. “Uh, uh,” Corey panted. “You feel so good!”




Imogen paused, letting Corey’s body adjust around her. “I’m going to fuck you,” she told him, just like she had before. With her cock inside Corey, Imogen had even more incentive. She pulled back slightly, not so much that the cock would slip out of Corey’s ass, but enough that when she pushed back in he gave a low groan.




Repeating the motion a few times, Imogen leaned in to kiss Corey again. “I’m going to go faster now,” she told him, before doing just that. He could take it, she knew he could. And more than that, Imogen could tell he enjoyed it, his cheeks so beautifully flush and lips parted.




She set a steady rhythm, enjoying the way her thighs met Corey’s ass when she pushed the cock all the way inside him. As her confidence grew, Corey’s noises got louder and louder. His moans echoed off the walls, urging Imogen on until she was fucking him with real force.




Corey’s hips rose to meet hers, fucking himself on the thick, hard cock. Thrills tingled down Imogen’s spine, her body electrified by the thought that she was completely in control. Fucking Corey into the mattress while he moaned eagerly for more!




“Yes, baby, mmm, fuck, so good,” Imogen moaned, rocking forward so their bodies could meet. “I want you to come like this for me,” she told him, the hand not against Corey’s hips sliding between them. Imogen’s fingers wrapped around Corey’s cock. As she thrust into him, her hand moved, letting their bodies join together so easily.




Corey’s deep groans were like music to Imogen’s ears. The ‘uhhhs’ and ‘ahhhs’ merging together with every thrust. “Ask me for permission,” she insisted “Ask me if you’re allowed to come!”




A sigh stuttered over Corey’s lips, his gaze snapping up to Imogen’s face. She nodded, confirming that he’d heard correctly. Her lips curved up, unable to resist smirking at his surprise.




It didn’t take long. Two more thrusts, two more loud moans from Corey, then his hands tightened against her waist. “Imogen!” he cried. “Please. Fuck. Please, can I come?” Her hand stroked even faster, making Corey writhe with pleasure under her.




The fact that she didn’t instantly say ‘yes’ gave Imogen such a rush of power. Corey had quite the opposite reaction; he realized that she could say ‘no’ if she wanted to. It almost tipped him over that edge. But Corey bit down on his lower lip and Imogen felt him grip her hips hard enough to bruise.




“Yeah, yeah, baby, you can come. For me, come on!” she finally told him, her fist stroking his cock faster. It hardly took any time at all before Corey’s cum spilled over her fingers, hot and wet. Imogen carried on rocking into him, her eyes absolutely fixed on Corey’s face and how good he looked as the ecstasy overtook him.




He shuddered, giving a long, broken moan as Imogen slowed down. She didn’t stop, enjoying the way his body seemed even more sensitive after his orgasm. His fingers stilled against her hips, not guiding or bruising but just feeling every deep, slow thrust.




“Fuuuuck!” Corey’s wide eyes followed Imogen’s movements. “I didn’t know it would feel like that.” His tongue darted over his lower lip, wetting it. He looked completely debauched, his hair rumpled and his chest heaving with every breath.




He looked well fucked, exactly as Imogen had wanted!




And knowing that she had been the one to do that? Fuck. It made this their best anniversary in her opinion. When she finally pulled out of Corey, it was slow and careful. Imogen’s muscles felt like they’d been through a solid workout. She pressed a kiss against Corey’s lips before moving off the bed.




The harness came open easily enough, dropping to the floor. Imogen would deal with that later. After telling Corey that she’d be right back, Imogen went to get a wet washcloth so she could clean Corey up. Once that was done, she crawled onto the bed next to him, pressing a line of soft kisses against Corey’s arm and up to his shoulder.




“You were so perfect,” she told him truthfully.




His arm wrapped around her, holding Imogen close so he could return those kisses with a string of his own. “Yeah?” His cheeks flushed pink, letting Imogen know he appreciated the praise, even if it wasn’t something he was used to yet.




“You were pretty perfect, too,” he added. “Well, you made it feel good, anyway. I don’t have anything to compare you to!” He chuckled, and Imogen laughed. She loved that she was the first - the only - person to have dominated Corey like that.




Cuddling into the curve of her body, Corey smiled. “We can do it again. Not just for anniversaries.”




That earned him a wide smile and Imogen leaned in to press a kiss against Corey’s lips. “Good,” she nodded. “I’d very much like to do more of this. Maybe experiment more, too. But we can talk about that another time. For now, I want you to rest.” It had been a perfect night; she wanted to conclude it with them cuddling up together.




“Happy anniversary, baby,” Imogen whispered as they both dozed off.
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