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Skylar wanted to be punished. For days, her need for it had been building. Ansel had been busy at work. While they still played, it wasn’t enough. She was, of course, careful not to distract him from working. Instead, Skylar pushed all her desires to one side, waiting for the right time. As the weekend rolled closer, she felt both of them could use some release.




Sometimes, Ansel got so focused on work that he needed her to step in. Skylar knew just the way to do it.




Usually, her choice would’ve been for sexy underwear, maybe some stockings that Ansel could leave on as he spanked her. Not today. Today required something different. Skylar had picked a light yellow dress that radiated against her olive-colored skin. Under it, she wore cotton panties. The kind that someone who didn’t intend to make their dom fuck them hard might choose.




In the years Ansel and Skylar had been together, she had learned that playing the innocent, cute girl was something that he didn’t always want. When she offered it, when she made sure to be innocent and perhaps sometimes unsure, he loved teaching her. Skylar was a rather good actress. Especially when she wanted to get punished, to be shown punishment.




It was Friday evening. Despite the fact that Ansel should have finished work, he was busy in his home office. He’d promised not to be busy, however, so Skylar knew she could interrupt. Any punishment that interruption would earn her would be more of a game than anything else.




She knocked against the doorframe, leaning into it. Not seductively, intentionally not that.




“Sir,” Skylar drew Ansel’s attention to her. One of her bare feet rubbed against her leg. “Sir, do you think perhaps it’s time to stop working?”




Ansel’s head jerked up. Skylar could see the irritated response die on his lips. His gaze moved slowly over her. Skylar felt sure he noticed every detail, from the dress she’d chosen to how she’d left her feet and legs bare.




He glanced back at the masses of paper spread across his desk. It was a busy time of year, Skylar knew. All the more reason why Ansel needed reminding to take a break and have a little fun.




“I have to finish this before the end of next week,” he said, gesturing to his work. “Didn’t I tell you not to disturb me?”




He had. Skylar just knew he’d been working on this non-stop since the morning. If it hadn’t been for the fact that they had someone come in to cook food, Ansel almost definitely wouldn’t have eaten. Besides, she had finished her work. Skylar wanted to play.




“Oh, did you?” she asked, catching her lower lip between her teeth in a show of fake-innocence. “It just seems that maybe you could use a break, sir,” Skylar commented. One of her hands ran over her side, as if she was straightening her dress. It drew attention to the curve of her hips. “A stress relief? You know what they say about all work and no play.”




Ansel briefly raised an eyebrow at that. From the way his gaze lingered on her body, Skylar felt sure that the idea of a break appealed to him. His reluctance was mostly for show. A game between the two of them.




“I’m quite sure I did,” Ansel replied, taking her innocent question at face value. “How am I supposed to get anything done if you can’t leave me to work in peace?” He sat back, rolling his broad shoulders under the jacket of his suit. “I should punish you so that you’ll pay better attention to my instructions.”




Yes, Skylar wanted to say. Being punished was precisely what she wanted. Where was the fun in saying that? She suspected that if Ansel was told she wanted it, he’d be all the less likely to give it to her. Oh, no, Skylar knew how to play this game better than that.




“How would you punish me, sir?” Skylar asked, teeth chewing her lower lip. She pulled against the hem of her dress, as if in an attempt to cover more of her legs. Mostly, she wanted to draw attention to them. And to her ass. She pressed her side against the doorframe more so her hip pushed out, showcasing her curves.




Ansel considered. It gave Skylar plenty of time to remember the ways he’d punished her in the past. She’d enjoyed each and every one of them, whether it was Ansel bending her over and spanking her ass until it glowed, or Ansel pushing her to her knees and making her beg for his cock.




When Ansel did speak, his voice was gravelly. “I’d bend you over and flip up that little dress you’re wearing,” he said. His eyes darkened with lust. Skylar knew he was imagining what she might be wearing underneath. “Then I’d tie your hands so you couldn’t push me away. I’d show you what bad girls like you deserve.”




“But have I been bad, sir?” Skylar challenged. “I only wanted you to have a break...” Skylar wanted a great deal more than that. She couldn’t deny that she had also wanted for Ansel to stop working. It wasn’t good for him to work so much. It was up to her to convince him of that. Luckily for them both, Skylar was excellent at convincing Ansel of things.




She walked across the room, hips swaying as she did so. Brushing her fingers against the edge of the table once she reached it, Skylar licked her lips. “I think I’ve been very good,” she insisted.




The chuckle Ansel gave at that was warm. It sent tingles of anticipation to Skylar’s core. As soon as she was close enough, Ansel reached for her. His hand settled against her waist, pulling her closer to him, her ass pressed against the edge of the table. “I bet I can make you want to be bad,” he breathed.




Ansel’s fingers flirted with the hem of Skylar’s dress, brushing against the skin of her thigh.




“You can make me do many things, sir,” Skylar commented. She parted her legs slightly more to let Ansel brush higher. “You can make me want many things.” Ansel was certainly excellent at making Skylar want. And beg. He knew her and her body so well. Skylar could always rely on him to make her feel great.




He’d mentioned tying her hands up. Skylar wondered what he might use. She loved the idea of being bent over the table for him. God, maybe he could bend her over, tie her up and then return to work. Skylar both didn’t want that and instantly got wet at the idea. Heat pooled between her legs. She shifted against Ansel's hand where it rested on her thigh.




She could almost feel the heat from his fingers radiating against the thin cotton that covered her pussy. He was right, she wanted him to touch her. She longed for him to tug her panties aside and slide his fingers inside her to feel how wet she was for him.




Instead, he scratched his nails across the soft skin. It sent shivers racing down Skylar’s spine. She had to bite her lip not to whimper as he pulled back, stretching his long legs out between them.




“Turn around and lift your skirt,” he ordered.




She obeyed, of course. There was a small temptation to refuse, to see how Ansel would make her. At the same time, Skylar also wanted to play up her role as cute and innocent. So she turned, hands against the hem of her dress. Skylar pulled it up, bunching the material in her hands. She parted her legs more, giving Ansel a better view.




The white cotton would look amazing hugging her ass, Skylar was certain. It was soaked from how wet she felt already and Ansel had barely touched her. Glancing over her shoulder at him, Skylar shifted from side to side.




“Do you like what you see, sir?”




She pretended not to notice the bulge at the crotch of Ansel’s trousers. He hummed as he considered her. The wait only made Skylar want him more. “I do,” he said, standing up from his chair. He ran a palm over her ass, giving it a light slap that barely even registered. Skylar knew he could hit her much harder.




“That doesn’t mean I’m not going to remind you to listen to me,” he added, moving to the front of the desk. “Hold your wrists together,” he ordered. One hand snuck up to loosen the knot of his tie.




Skylar let the dress fall back down. She moved to hold her hands up the way Ansel instructed. He was always so good at tying her up. It was a skill that Skylar both admired and appreciated. The way he looped the tie around her wrists was careful, calculated, yet also ensured that Skylar wouldn’t accidentally hurt herself if she pulled against the restraints. She tried anyway, of course, loving how her wrists stayed put.




Ansel was now so close that Skylar could breathe him in. She leaned forward a little, her body brushing against Ansel’s lightly. “Thank you, sir,” Skylar said, sure that Ansel would like it.




“Mmm, that’s good, too.” Ansel passed his tongue over his lower lip. His fingers moved from the tie, brushing through Skylar’s loose hair.




He didn’t immediately move to touch her again. Skylar had been so sure he was going to spank her. She was ready, she wanted it. Ansel clicked his tongue at her, almost disapproving. “Now, you’re going to stay just like that while I fetch some things from the bedroom,” he told her.




“Just like this?” Skylar repeated. She wanted... more. She wanted him to bend her over the desk, or his chair, or put her on her knees. Just standing like this felt frustrating. Skylar was sure that was the point. If she pushed he might punish her for that, too. That was hardly a bad thing.




With her hands tied, Skylar couldn’t run them over her ass like she might’ve done if they were free. She could bend, exposing more of her ass as her dress rode up.




Ansel’s reaction was immediate. Too quickly for Skylar to track the motion, he’d moved. His hand came down against her thigh in a stinging slap. The pain felt amazing. It radiated out across Skylar’s skin as though it was the first time Ansel had ever touched her.




“Did I not make it clear that this is about you learning to follow my instructions?” Ansel asked. “When I say ‘just like this’ that doesn’t mean move how you want.”




Straightening back up, Skylar sucked her lower lip between her teeth. It was tempting to see if he’d slap her again. Skylar didn’t want to push her luck too much. Pushing Ansel was a fine balancing game, one which Skylar enjoyed playing. It relied on knowing that if she pushed him too far, the punishment would end up being more of an actual punishment than something Skylar could get off to.




Luckily, she knew Ansel very well.




“I’m sorry, sir,” Skylar apologized. “I will follow your instructions and wait just like this, I promise.”




Her apology softened his expression, bringing the playful light back into his eyes. “Good,” he said simply. Then, without giving Skylar any further instructions, he walked away.




Waiting was both awful and electrifying. Even without being bent over the desk, Skylar loved knowing she was restrained. She couldn’t easily get herself free without Ansel’s help. She relied on him, trusted him. It made Skylar extra sensitive to every sound that might be Ansel coming back.




He seemed to take forever. Skylar knew it couldn’t really have been longer than five minutes. He’d probably timed it just to leave her in suspense.




Seeing how she hadn’t moved, Ansel gave an approving hum. He dropped a bottle of lube onto the desk beside her. Both hands roved slowly down Skylar’s sides, feeling her curves through the thin dress. She could feel Ansel’s cock, hard against her ass. “Bend forward,” he ordered.




Skylar more than happily followed that instruction. Her hands pressed tightly against her breasts and she thrust her ass back, rubbing against Ansel’s hardness. She wanted him to thrust forward more, to make her moan. Her pussy was so wet already. He hadn’t even properly touched her yet.




“Like this, sir?” Skylar asked, quite sure she was doing exactly what Ansel had told her to. “Do you like me like this? Bent over for you? I’m so horny, sir. Please.” The ‘please’ was very much to beg Ansel’s hands to return to her. Skylar would be delighted by more slaps if that was what Ansel wanted. She rocked against his cock again. That was what she preferred.




“I think you can tell how much I like it,” Ansel teased, pressing his cock harder into the cleft of Skylar’s ass. He was so big. It never failed to make Skylar’s muscles tighten just to think of him being inside her. He pushed her dress up, the hem and the cool air of his office tickling against Skylar’s sides.




He ran his palms over Skylar’s ass, fingers curling against the waistband of her panties. “Have you ever had your bare ass spanked, Skylar?” he asked. In one smooth movement, he tugged the material down, leaving Skylar bent and so deliciously on show.




She had, of course. Skylar thought it would be much more satisfying to lie. “No,” she shook her head. “Why, sir? Does it look like it would be good to spank?” Oh, God, she certainly hoped it did. Skylar loved having Ansel’s hands on her. She pushed her ass back against his touch, hoping that he’d... do something. Her pussy felt so needy and empty.




“Have you spanked many others before, sir?” she asked, glancing over her shoulder at him as much as she could from the position she was in. “Do you often have to discipline someone?” Skylar knew the answer. She was the person Ansel disciplined. He was very good at it, too.




“Fairly often.” Ansel smirked as he said it. It was true, he did discipline Skylar frequently. They both enjoyed it. “I don’t often have to discipline someone like you,” he said, running an appreciative hand over Sklyar’s ass. “A good girl who should really know better.”




He pulled back. Goosebumps exploded over Skylar’s skin, because she knew what was coming. Ansel’s hand slapped against her ass, the sound seeming to ring through the air around them. It hurt. The sharp pain blossomed and lingered.




The next blow landed on the other side, with enough force to push Skylar further over the desk. Her bare toes scrabbled against the floor, trying to keep her balance.




“It’s a lovely ass,” Ansel said, his voice low. “It makes me want to do more than just spank it.”




Skylar wanted him to do more to her ass than spank it, too. She wanted him to do more to all of her. “Like what?” she asked. Her eyes fell on the lube Ansel had brought through from the bedroom. Her breath caught a little. “Have you got plans for my ass, sir?” It wasn’t what Skylar had been angling for, but she had absolutely no intention of discouraging Ansel from taking her just the way he wanted to.




He pressed his palm tight against Skylar’s stinging ass cheek, squeezing hard enough to make her whimper. “Any man would have plans for your ass,” he growled.




“Especially after seeing it in those sweet cotton panties.” Said panties were still around Skylar’s ankles, adding to her innocent act.




Ansel teased a finger between Skylar’s open legs. He slid it into her pussy. Skylar could hear the wet sound it made. “It feels like you like the idea,” Ansel drawled. “I bet no one’s ever played with your ass. Not like I will.”




She pushed back against Ansel’s finger, unable to stop herself. Skylar’s pussy was so wet. One finger wasn’t enough, but it was certainly a start. Ansel didn’t add more. Not immediately, anyway. Maybe if she tried harder.




“But that’s so... naughty, sir,” Skylar proclaimed, rocking more against his touch. Pulling forward, Skylar swallowed a moan as she tried to fuck herself against the finger Ansel had pushed inside her. “Will it hurt, sir? Couldn’t we just do it... the normal way?” That last bit came out almost as a whisper. It was interrupted by another moan from Skylar as Ansel bent his finger inside her.




“You want that, don’t you?” Ansel asked. He pushed a second finger inside her, bending that too. It was the perfect angle, he knew her body so well. “You want my cock filling you up?” He didn’t wait for an answer. Skylar felt almost too breathless to give him one.




He withdrew his fingers, leaving Skylar’s pussy squeezing around empty air. “Punishment isn’t about what you want,” Ansel reminded her. His finger, wet from her pussy, dragged between Skylar’s cheeks. He circled it maddeningly around her asshole.




“If you’re good, and you don’t struggle, it won’t hurt,” he promised.




“I’ll be good,” Skylar promised. “So good.” She pushed back, moaning at the pressure it made Ansel put against her asshole. The very tip of his finger was teasing against the muscles. He wasn’t pushing it in. Instead, all of the nerve-endings there sent shivers down Skylar’s body. They didn’t do this often. Even if she wasn’t as innocent as she was pretending to be, it’d still be different.




Biting her lip again, Skylar exhaled heavily. “Will it fit, sir? You’re... your cock is so big.” It certainly was that. Ansel was right, Skylar would love to have it inside her pussy, filling her up and pounding her hard. This wasn’t about what she wanted. Ansel was very good at taking the things he wanted. Skylar loved that.




“Oh, it’ll fit,” Ansel promised. He wiggled his finger, making Skylar moan as the sensation danced across every nerve-ending. “It will be very, very tight, but it will fit.” Skylar knew it was true. The tightness was part of what Ansel enjoyed.




He stepped away. Glancing back over her shoulder, Skylar watched as Ansel stripped slowly out of his work clothes. He hung them neatly, the pants and shirt over the back of his desk chair and the socks in a ball in his pants’ pocket.




Down to only his boxers, Skylar could see the thick outline of his cock straining against the material.




She licked her lips, almost instinctively. Skylar loved having her mouth around that thick, thick cock. With her hands tied and trapped between her breasts and the hardness of the desk, Skylar could hardly move to offer. Besides, her pussy got almost as wet as her mouth did. She wanted to feel that thickness in her. Skylar was smart enough not to ask or, worse, demand. Beg, however...




“I’m sorry, sir,” Skylar whimpered. “I’m sorry for not being good and not doing as you said. Please, sir, don’t punish me. I don’t know if I can take it. You’re so big. Please, sir, just use my pussy instead. It’s so wet for you. So hot. I’ll make it so good for you.”




Ansel’s eyes darkened with lust. He pushed his boxers down. Skylar watched his cock slap against his stomach. He was so hard, he’d fill Skylar up so well. “You will take it,” Ansel told her. There was no room for argument in his tone.




He closed the distance between them. The head of his cock teased against Skylar’s pussy, then pushed inside. For a moment, Skylar thought he was giving in to her pleas. Then Ansel reached for the lube.




He squeezed it over his fingers, warming it before he spread it between Skylar’s cheeks. He pressed a finger against the muscle, relentless. Skylar’s body opened to accept him. With his cock filling her pussy, her ass felt even tighter.




Using her hands as much as she could for leverage, Skylar pushed back. It was hard to push onto Ansel’s cock more without also pushing against his fingers more. Her ass felt so tight, yet his finger pressed in. “Ah!” Skylar cried out. With the lube and the cock in her pussy, any discomfort was overcome by pleasure.




“Sir, it’s so tight,” she cried. She could feel her tight little hole squeeze around Ansel’s finger. His cock in her pussy twitched but he didn’t fuck her, no matter how much Skylar tried to encourage him to with her movements.




“I told you to stay still,” Ansel rumbled. His voice sounded so good, rich and warm. His free hand slapped lightly at Skylar’s ass, just enough to make her jiggle. It sent shockwaves of sensation through her.




Ansel pulled his finger back, plunging it slowly and carefully into Skylar’s hole. He could be so patient. He’d always told Skylar that pleasure was worth waiting for.




Finally, finally, her muscles loosened enough for Ansel to add a second finger. He sped up, thrusting them into her faster, grunting as he bounced his hips against Skylar’s ass.




The combination of his fingers in her ass and his cock in her pussy made Skylar cry out in pleasure. It felt so good. Her asshole was tight. Being stretched by Ansel’s fingers made Skylar feel every movement. She could hardly wait for him to do more. Not being allowed to move made things all the more challenging. Skylar held her hands together so she wouldn’t be tempted to use them to push herself back again.




“Please, sir,” Skylar begged. She wasn’t even sure what she was begging for. Probably for him to move. She wanted Ansel to fuck her, not to just tease her like this. To give her his cock but not let her move? It was cruel. She wanted more.




He rocked his fingers inside her, twisting them so Skylar could feel herself stretching even more. “Fuck,” he groaned, leaning forward so his cock pushed deeper into Skylar’s pussy. “You’re going to feel so good, Skylar,” he breathed.




He pulled back, setting up a rhythm of his cock sliding in and out of Skylar’s pussy, It was so slow, so controlled. It was almost worse than Ansel not moving at all. His fingers moved much faster, getting Skylar ready.




She gave a whine as Ansel pulled them free. “Let’s see if I’ll fit,” he teased, pulling his cock back even more slowly.




He slid it up and Skylar felt him squeeze more lube out. His fingers had felt big. They were nothing in comparison to how much bigger his cock was. “Oh my God,” Skylar breathed as he teased the tip against her hole. “Sir, it won’t fit!” she proclaimed. “Please, sir, it’s just so big. Isn’t my pussy enough? You can fuck it as hard as you’d like.” Skylar knew he did like.




With her hands still tied and trapped under her, she could hardly do anything at all. Even rocking forward was next to impossible. Rocking backward just pushed her more onto Ansel’s cock.




He groaned as her muscles started to stretch around him. “It’ll fit,” he promised. “You just need to relax.” One of his hands gripped Skylar’s hip, fingers tight enough to bruise as he held her steady. The other lined his cock up, fingers just brushing Skylar’s skin as he pressed into her.




His moan was so loud and deep that Skylar imagined she could feel it echoing inside her. “Fuck, you feel amazing,” he said, between breaths. He was panting. His solid, muscled chest heaved against Sklyar’s back. He pressed in slowly, giving her body plenty of time to adjust.




Ansel had promised her it wouldn’t hurt. It didn’t, but it still felt so much. It was almost overwhelming.




Skylar tried not to press back, letting him push it in slowly. It helped her body adjust around him, but it did nothing for how much Skylar wanted Ansel to just fuck her. She couldn’t even grip the table. Skylar moaned louder. “Sir, it’s so big!” she cried. It was. Ansel’s cock stretched her out and filled her up so well. Slowly, Skylar pushed back more, taking him in as much as she could.




It felt so good. Her whole body responded to his touch. Finally, Skylar felt him fully in. She whined loudly. The sound quickly turned into a cry of pleasure when Ansel moved back only to slam forward again. “Fuck,” she breathed.”Sir, please! Please punish me harder.”




The hand on her hip squeezed tighter, Ansel’s fingers digging in as he fucked into her over and over. Every thrust came with a quiet grunt, almost inaudible under the sounds of skin slapping against skin.




Ansel’s free hand slapped Skylar’s ass, hard enough to sting. The pain only added to Sklyar’s pleasure, making her moans even louder. “Do you like it?” Ansel asked. “Does my good girl like having a hard cock up her ass?”




“Yes, yes!” she cried. Skylar absolutely loved it. “It’s so big, you fill me up so much.” Skylar pressed back to meet Ansel’s thrusts. It felt amazing to know that she was there - spread across his table, her dress still on and her panties still around her ankles. With her hands tied and his cock up her ass. He fucked her harder and harder, making Skylar scream in pleasure.




She loved being treated like this, just taken however he wanted. Her ass stung from the slaps. The pleasure from him fucking her masked that easily. Skylar’s pussy was still so wet. She enjoyed this, especially because this was what Ansel had picked as her punishment.




“You’re so good, sir, so hard! It stretches me out so much, fuuuck!”




Now that she’d adjusted, Ansel’s thrusts were powerful. He almost lifted Skylar off her feet, rocking her against the desk. Her breasts dragged over his carefully-ordered papers, sending them into total disarray. Skylar loved that Ansel didn’t care. His attention had narrowed to her, to the two of them. She moaned as the desk swayed under her.




Pulling her tighter against him, Ansel reached between Skylar’s legs. His fingers skated through her drenched folds, glancing against her clit. It made Skylar throb with desire. “Do you want me to make it good for you?” Ansel asked. Skylar knew what he wanted. He wanted to hear her beg.




And she hardly planned to disappoint him.




“Please, sir!” fell from Skylar’s lips. She rocked back more. He fucked into her so hard that she didn’t really have to. Each of Ansel’s thrusts seemed even more powerful than the previous one. Skylar barely had enough breath left to beg. Still, she managed. “I want to feel good, sir, I want you to make me feel good,” she repeated.




His thrusts didn’t slow, driving Skylar forward with the force he fucked her with. Her words were replaced with screams. Having Ansel’s fingers against her clit meant that every time he fucked into her he rubbed it, sending waves of pleasure crashing through Skylar’s body.




His thighs slapped against her sore ass. It only reminded Skylar of how good it felt for Ansel to spank her, how much she’d wanted him to punish her. This was even better than she’d imagined.




Ansel crooked his fingers just right, the movement sending sparks out across Skylar’s skin. “Come for me, Skylar,” he ordered. He thrust even deeper. Skylar could feel his cock filling her, so big and thick. “Come for me. I want to feel you shake apart under me with how much you love this.”




She did love it. Having his permission to come, it didn’t take long before Skylar’s body was tensing up with pleasure. Ansel’s fingers moved in rhythm with his cock. Soon an orgasm was building. She pushed back as much as she could, meeting every one of Ansel’s thrusts. Screams filled the room as they fell from Skylar’s lips.




“Yes, yes, yes!” she cried. “Harder, please fuck me harder,” Skylar begged. Ansel did. Skylar’s orgasm burst across her body, making her tighten every muscle as she cried Ansel’s name, shaking with pleasure just as he had wanted her to.




“Fuck, Skylar,” Ansel groaned. He didn’t stop. Even as Skylar’s muscles trembled, Ansel fucked her through every pleasurable shudder. He let his weight push her down against the desk, her nipples rubbing against the wood through the thin material of her dress.




Ansel kept going. He thrust hard and deep, both hands on Skylar’s hips. She’d have bruises tomorrow. Skylar loved that, too. She knew how much it would turn Ansel on to see them, to know that she liked them.




His thighs slapped her ass one last time. Ansel bellowed as he buried his cock in Skylar’s ass. She could feel his orgasm, his hot seed pumping into her.




“Yes, sir, yes!” she encouraged. “I love it so much, you’re so good at punishing me.” She talked through his climax, thrusting back until finally, Ansel stopped fucking into her. Skylar’s breath was coming in sharp gasps as she collapsed against the desk. She felt thoroughly fucked out. Just, as she had no doubt, Ansel had intended her to feel.




Glancing over her shoulder, she smiled at Ansel. It was a satisfied sort of smile. “You’re so good to me, sir. Will you be returning to work now?” She hoped he wouldn’t be. Skylar really did think that Ansel needed a break. If he did... well, she could probably interrupt again in a little bit. The punishment then would be even more intense.




Ansel’s chuckle tickled against Skylar’s skin. “Now that we’ve fucked on top of all my important papers?” he asked. He didn’t sound annoyed. If anything, he sounded more relaxed than he had all week. “No,” he breathed. He shifted, his cock sliding free. Skylar whined, and Ansel ran a comforting hand over her ass.




“I’ll help you clean up,” he offered. “I could use a shower, too.” He stooped, pulling Skylar’s panties from around her ankles. “Then maybe we can have sex on the bed,” he teased. “The normal way.”




That made Skylar laugh. Once her panties were back on, she turned around so Ansel could untie her hands. “After dinner,” she told him. Now that she’d made sure he had stopped working, Skylar wanted to take advantage and feed him well, too. Besides, he’d need the energy to fuck her again.




“Shower first, though,” she agreed. Especially if that included Ansel joining her.
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