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Chapter-1: The Thirteen Protocol
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Dante was twenty-nine years old and 1.87 meters tall. However, what made him stand out in every room he entered wasn’t just his tall stature or broad shoulders; it was his athletic build, looking as if carved by a sculptor’s hand, given to him by years of physical exertion as an aircraft maintenance technician. The black and grey mechanical part tattoo wrapping around his muscular and prominently veined arms was almost a reflection of his passion for his profession and machines engraved onto his skin. His light tan skin, full lips, and the deep, piercing gaze in his hazel eyes that leaned towards green would instantly captivate anyone in front of him. Always paying attention to his appearance, Dante gave the impression from the outside of a highly elegant, cool-headed man who kept his every second under control. Yet, behind this unshakeable display window lay a completely different man that only Scarlett knew, a passionate man who secretly loved to let go of control and surrender, curious, brave, and unafraid to push the boundaries.

Scarlett, on the other hand, was twenty-eight years old, 1.68 meters tall, and a woman so mesmerizing that she could change the atmosphere of any room she entered with a single glance. Her flawless black bob hair, cut at jaw level, framed the contours of her face and brought her large brown eyes, which practically hypnotized people, even more to the forefront. With her fit body accentuated by her perfectly fitting clothes, her incredibly thin waist, and her strikingly curvy hips, she was the embodiment of both elegance and seductiveness. Just like Dante, she too always wore a controlled, aloof, and professional mask against the outside world. But the woman blazing like fire beneath that cool headed shell, overflowing with the desire to drop all her guards and completely surrender only to the man she loved, could be seen by no one in the world but Dante.

This unshakeable bond of theirs was no coincidence, their story traced back to their childhood years on the dusty streets of the same neighborhood. Those innocent years where they played hide and seek together and ran to each other first when they fell and scraped their knees, eventually turned into an inseparable bond over time. When they reached their high school years, the childhood friendship gave way to a much deeper emotion, an irresistible attraction. The very moment Dante first looked into Scarlett’s eyes in the high school corridor with that different feeling, he realized that she was the woman of his life and that he couldn’t take a single breath in this world without her. They had grown up together, becoming each other’s confidants, sanctuaries, and ultimately, life partners.

However, while destiny bound them together, their careers constantly scattered them across the roads. The fact that they both had to tour the world nonstop due to their jobs forced them to meet in the terminal of another country or the lobby of another city every single time. That is why every second they stole, every minute they spent together was a priceless treasure for them. Sustaining this long-distance love through a screen and cold messages for years had started to weary both of their souls. To put an end to this relentless longing, to experience their untamable love to the fullest, skin to skin, and to permanently unite their lives, it became inevitable for them to make the decision to get married.

Exactly nine months ago, in Greece, under centuries old olive trees, accompanied by a gentle sea breeze, they united their lives with a dreamlike rustic wedding. The two-week honeymoon in Thailand, which they went on with the time off they barely managed to tear away from their companies, was the most flawless period of their lives. Amidst the turquoise waters and white sands, in a paradise isolated from the rest of the world, they had been satiated only with each other. However, after those magical two weeks, the real world crashed down on their shoulders with all its weight. Both the expenses brought about by the marriage and the necessity to save up for the future required them both to work incessantly. Due to his expertise in his profession, he was constantly sent on temporary assignments to airports all across Europe, working day and night under the cold lights of the hangars. Scarlett, on the other hand, was struggling with the heavy responsibilities brought by her newly promoted senior flight attendant position, practically living above the clouds due to her intense schedule and never-ending transoceanic flights.

Time and distances were so cruel that even their last chance to see each other happened with the realization of a one in a million probability. Four months ago, in a transit hotel at Paris-Charles De Gaulle airport… For only a single night. Exactly four months had passed since that night, and the scent of each other’s skin, the warmth of their touch had slowly begun to turn into a mere illusion.

They missed each other so much that the video calls they made every evening without fail had ceased to be a consolation and turned into a torture. Looking into the eyes of the person you love through that tiny phone screen and touching only cold glass when reaching out left an incurable ache in both of their hearts. Whenever they saw an ordinary couple holding hands and hugging each other while walking down the airport corridors, their throats would knot up, their hearts aching as if squeezed in a vice. There wasn’t a single moment where they didn’t take a deep breath and wonder, “What is she doing above the clouds right now?” or “What is Dante thinking in that cold hangar at this moment?”

To keep that burning passion between them alive, they tried to suppress their longing by sending each other the most intimate, steamiest messages whenever they found the opportunity during the day. However, their time zones and work shifts were so inconsistent that the frequency of these messages barely reached three or four times a day. The beautiful two-bedroom apartment they had bought in the center of Vienna by taking on a huge debt just to be able to say “our home,” decorating every single corner of it with care and love, was all alone and dark. They both wandered from land to land due to their duties, leaving their exhausted bodies every night on foreign beds in soulless hotel rooms of yet another city.

These lonely nights in the hotels brought along a strange routine for them as well. The paper-thin walls of those standard hotels where the aviation industry accommodated caused them to frequently, if not every night, witness the passionate moments of the couples in the adjacent rooms. One night while video calling, upon hearing the moans and screams coming from the next room, they jokingly made a pact between themselves. This was a rule now: If the sound of intimacy came from anyone’s adjacent room during a video call, there was no hanging up the phones that night, they too would accompany each other through the screen.

At first, this rule was a passionate game that made them forget the distance. But this visual and auditory intimacy experienced over the phone was no different from feeding handfuls of salty water to someone about to die of thirst in the desert. Even though it provided a momentary satisfaction, when the phone hung up, a massive void was left behind, it never replaced the real thing, that warm skin, and it dragged the hunger and desire they felt for each other to an even more maddening level. After getting married, their addiction to each other’s skin had increased so much that these virtual intimacies had become their only salvation. They reached such a point that, even if there wasn’t a peep from the next room, they began to tell white lies just to be able to touch each other in the deep loneliness of the night.

“Dante… I think the ones in the next room started again,” she would whisper, both of them knowing full well that her room was in dead silence.

But over time, even these innocent lies lost their meaning. The familiar, mechanical routine of phone sex was no longer enough for either of them. The pixels reflected on the screen, the short breaths coming from the speaker, their own hands roaming over their own skin… None of it satisfied that relentless hunger. They both wanted much more. They needed something much more real, much more audacious, something that would tear down those thousands of kilometers of distance and make them feel each other to their very bones, feeling each other’s skin at the tips of their fingers rather than their own warmth. It was a suffocating and hot Tuesday morning. He was walking on the apron towards the aircraft where he would perform his final pre-flight maintenance, accompanied by the sharp smell of jet fuel filling his nose and the deafening roar of massive engines. He was in the middle of a long and exhausting shift. While his eyes were narrowed from fatigue, he witnessed a three wheeled baggage tractor with wagons just ahead of him make a sudden, harsh maneuver that defied the laws of physics. A fluorescent pink suitcase sitting at the very top, clearly stuffed to the brim with care by its owner, lost its balance and crashed onto the asphalt from the trailer. With the violence of the fall, the already strained zippers of the suitcase exploded like a bomb, and all the intimate belongings inside scattered onto the grey concrete. Among those belongings, a gigantic, realistic looking pink adult toy popped out and somehow turned on the moment it hit the ground. The device was moving on the cold concrete, vibrating around itself, bouncing around like a bizarre, dying creature.

He stood frozen right where he was. Then a giggle broke from his lips, and within seconds, this giggle turned into a belly laugh as he slapped his knees. He was getting cramps in his stomach from laughing, tears streaming from his eyes. He had completely forgotten how time was passing and that he was late for the aircraft he was supposed to go to. This absurd incident unfolding right in front of him caused a bright lightbulb to suddenly turn on in his mind: This couldn’t be just a coincidence. The universe must be giving him a message. To stoke that unquenchable fire, they suffered because of the distance between him and Scarlett, why shouldn’t he buy her an adult toy too?

As soon as his shift ended, he found himself in front of the computer. He had to find a special gift that would melt away that burning distance between them at least a little bit, taking advantage of the blessings of the digital age. Finally, he found it: a medium sized butt plugs in bright pink, with an elegant red diamond stone at its base. But this was no ordinary piece of silicone; its activation and vibration levels could be controlled over the internet, via a phone app, even from the other side of the world. It was the perfect weapon for long distance relationships.

When the package arrived at her hotel room in Vienna, she opened the stylish box with great excitement. Expecting an elegant Victoria’s Secret bra set to come out of it, she went into a minor shock when she was faced with the red diamond vibrating device. Her eyes were wide open, her cheeks burning like fire. This was a much crazier and more audacious gift than she had expected. Grabbing her phone, she sent Dante dozens of flushed faces and shocked emojis one after another. Deep down, she had been dragged into a sweet but fiery indecision about whether to use it or not.

But she was not a woman to be outdone. She refused to leave his move unanswered. If they liked playing games, she would set the rules a little herself. After doing short but targeted research on the internet, she ordered a black, curved toy specially designed for male anatomy, directly stimulating the p-spot when inserted, which could be remotely controlled just like hers. When the gift reached his hands a few days later, he confidently lifted the lid of the box upon coming home in the evening. However, the moment he saw what was inside, that crooked smile on his face froze. He couldn’t believe his eyes; his mind was completely confused.

Dante immediately called her.

“Babe, what is this? Is this… is this mine? Or did you accidentally buy it for yourself and send it to me?”

Her face appearing on the screen was as red as a beetroot, but there was a mischievous twinkle in her eyes.

“No, my love, that is entirely for you.”

He gulped. “You don’t really want me to use this, do you? You’re joking, right?”

Even though he vehemently rejected this idea at first, she played her final trump card: “If you don’t use it, then I will never use that red diamond gift you bought.” he was cornered; she had left him no other choice.

There were insurmountable walls in his mind against such toys. The classic, prejudiced male side of him, which thought this situation would make him homosexual or damage his masculinity, heavily outweighed everything else. When he shared this fear with her, she was prepared. Before buying the gift, she had consulted her best female friend, who was a urology specialist. She relayed her friend’s clear and medical explanations to him one by one: She explained that this had absolutely nothing to do with homosexuality and was a complete urban legend, that the true pleasure point for men was located there, and that a union taking place accompanied by pressure applied to that spot would give a man a climax more intense, deep, and earth shattering than he had ever experienced before. Faced with this cold blooded yet seductive truth of medicine, he was surprised; his surprise slowly gave way to relief. Not only was he starting to feel that there was no escaping this, but his curiosity had also been terribly awakened. She, with an affectionate but provocative tone of voice, whispered, “I trust you, my life,” stating that she was looking forward to this new experience.

In reality, there was absolutely no room for monotony in their bedroom. The nights they had previously tied each other with silk scarves and maximized pleasure by massaging each other with scented hot oils for hours were not few. No matter how distant and controlled she was in her daily life, she loved surrendering control entirely to his capable hands in bed from time to time. Obeying his wild desires gave her an indescribable peace; it both made her feel shy and carried the pleasure she received to the peaks. He, on the other hand, was a man who planned everything meticulously. Just like in every aspect of his life, he made detailed plans in his intimate world with her and stuck to this plan. Although she initially approached new things with prejudice, she always eventually surrendered to his safe and passionate directions. That night, a secret he had kept since their childhood and a dangerous game he wanted to propose to Scarlett came to his mind.

“Tonight’s the night,” he thought to himself, and started explaining:

“Scarlett my love… Do you remember our childhood? You know, that rusty biscuit tin where we both wrote our deepest secrets and hid in the hollow of the old fig tree in the neighborhood? Well, that habit of mine never changed. I have a secret box where I write and collect the lust filled intimacy stories that have come to my mind since I was a kid. Whenever I have a steamy dream about us being together, or whenever a dark fantasy that I want to try with you comes to my mind, I write them down on paper almost like a diary. I determine the roles of both parties and what they need to do in detail. There are more than ten pieces of paper in that box right now.”

As she held her breath listening to him, he continued:

“I want you to make a box in the exact same way and write down the fantasies you want to try in it. That way, one weekend yours, one weekend mine… Alternately, every time we meet, we will draw a piece of paper from the box just like drawing lots, and we will turn that fantasy into reality that weekend. What do you say?”

She thought for a few seconds. The idea had caused sparks to fly in her mind, and the plan made complete sense to her. “Okay,” she said, smiling slyly. “But I have only one condition. We both will not tell each other which numbered fantasy paper we drew that week. I want you to go crazy with desire for me the entire weekend, wondering, ‘What is she going to do to me?’”

That happiness and devilish smile brought about by her accepting this idea spread across him face.

“Scarlett, what you said goes both ways after all.”

To determine whose box the first fantasy night would be chosen from, they tossed a coin over the screen. Luck was on her side; she won. However, since they couldn’t physically draw lots due to the distance between them, they had poured their fantasy stories into a digital medium, saving them as Word documents and numbering them. Every number opened the door to another dark desire.

“I won,” she said, squaring her shoulders.

“Now, pick a number in your head between one and eighteen.”

Without any hesitation, he said,

“Thirteen.”

Thirteen, a symbol of bad luck for most people, had been his luckiest number his entire life. She swallowed. Trying to keep her voice steady, she said, “You will receive an email shortly for the details of fantasy night number thirteen. On our first date, you must obey what is written in the file to the letter” and without even reading its contents herself, she quickly pressed the send button and forwarded the file to him. However, the moment the email set off toward Dante, a massive fire fell into her heart. She briefly weighed the file numbers and their contents in her mind… Number thirteen. It contained the heaviest, most boundary pushing, most dangerous fantasies that neither of them had ever dared to try before. The fear inside her,

“I wonder if the thirteenth fantasy is too hardcore for our first date with him?” squeezed her heart. But she didn’t want to ruin the game right on the first night, act like a spoilsport, and kill him enthusiastic joy. She bit her lip; she had set up the game herself, and you reap what you sow. There was no going back now.

* * *


Chapter-2: Longing And Preparation

[image: ]

Four months… For two people bound to each other by soul and skin, this duration was not merely the shedding of calendar leaves, but a captivity where every second was seared with longing. Video calls were no longer enough; those pixelated images and the mechanical voices coming from the speaker were deepening that massive void inside them rather than filling it. The physical ache of not being able to touch one another had finally reached an unbearable dimension. Ultimately, they both played all their cards and managed to secure a three day “reunion leave.”

They were going to meet at their home in Vienna. To bring the passion between them to a boiling point, they made a radical decision two weeks before the meeting. All virtual intimacy during video calls was forbidden. Only short, scorching messages that clouded their minds and stole their sleep were allowed:

“I want to swallow you, baby…”

“When we meet, we will stand in front of that large mirror; I want you to watch yourself as our bodies unite…”

“Thinking about the moment those veins on your arms will roam over my skin leaves me breathless…”

These messages were the silent screams of an approaching storm.

When Dante arrived in Vienna on Thursday, he was exhausted, but the adrenaline inside him rejected sleep. The next day, the meaning of his life was coming. He set about preparing the house down to the finest detail, as if he were overhauling an aircraft engine. He thought of their childhood; he remembered the day they made that abandoned building in the neighborhood their “castle.” Even back then, before she arrived, he would sweep the floors and place the old cushions he found in the most comfortable corner. Now, that childish enthusiasm had merged with the deep passion of a grown man. He scrubbed the bathroom and toilet until they shined, catering to her meticulous soul. As he dusted the living room, he looked at their photos on the shelves and smiled. Finally, he moved to the bedroom, stripped off the sheets that had gathered dust for months, and laid down lavender scented, ice blue satin bed linens in their place.

By Friday morning, it was time for his own grooming. He looked at his reflection in the mirror. His broad shoulders and the tattoos on his muscular arms looked much more impressive on smooth skin. He was lucky he didn’t have much body hair, but knowing her passion for a “completely smooth man,” he got to work meticulously. He gave his face a clean, close shave, then made his chest and armpits flawlessly clean. However, the hardest part was just beginning. Shaving the flawless curves behind him. For this procedure he had never tried before, he got into acrobatic shapes inside the bathtub. His knees were aching, his back was bending, but “fantasy number 13” was cracking like a whip in his mind. That black invader she had bought him, and the words written in the fantasy text, made this smoothness mandatory. When the process was finished, he examined himself in front of the mirror. It was exactly the definition of “flawlessly smooth.” Right at that moment, lightning flashed in his mind. He found a crazy idea to add a little surprise to her ever planning and controlling side.

Around the same hours, Scarlett was in an airport hotel in Spain, trying to shake off the exhaustion of her final flight. Her body was drained, but the excitement of reuniting with him was coursing through her veins like electricity. She turned the hot water all the way up and filled the bathtub with bubbles. As she closed her eyes in the hot water, those first summer holidays of their high school years came to her mind. She remembered the very first moment his hand accidentally brushed her waist while they were joking around in that small neighborhood pool. They couldn’t have guessed back then that it would turn into such a massive passion.

When she got out of the tub and stood in front of the mirror, she began her grooming ritual. It was time for her most intranet area. She paused with the razor in her hand. Normally, she liked to be completely smooth, but she knew he loved that area slightly hairy, in its natural state. “I want to see you like an untamed, wild woman sometimes,” he had told her once. Staying true to his desire, she left a small triangle of hair on top while cleaning the rest flawlessly. Even though she feared this style she was trying for the first time might itch, she liked that wild yet inviting look in the mirror. Then, with the meticulousness of a surgeon and the help of the mirror, she made the flawless fullness behind her completely smooth as well.

When she stepped out of the bathroom, there was the smell of burnt hair and the crackle of the epilator in the room. After making her legs silky smooth, she poured herself a glass of heavy red wine to soothe the tension in her skin and put on some suffocating, sultry jazz music in the background. She had reached the most important detail: Cherry red nail polish. He adored the contrast that dark red created against her white skin. She put toe separators on, massaged her swollen feet, and painted her nails. Then she showed the same care to her hands. As the clock struck midnight, she lay down on the bed. Her hair was blow dried, her grooming complete. Just before her eyes closed, a notification popped up on her phone. It was the latest message from him:

“I am ready for number 13, my love. Don’t forget to pack your black garter belt at the very top of your suitcase. Tomorrow evening, when you step off that plane, you will begin the longest and most submissive night of your life.”

She smiled with the shiver this message gave her. There were only hours left to make up for the agony of four months. Exhaustion took over, and seeing his broad shoulders in her dreams, she fell into a deep sleep. Tomorrow was going to be a milestone where all boundaries were lifted for both of them.

On Friday morning, exactly at 07:00 AM, as Vienna’s grey morning light filtered through the curtains, Dante’s eyes shot wide open. Thanks to years of military discipline and heavy shifts in aircraft hangars, his body was wound up like a machine. He got out of bed, went to the kitchen, and prepared a simple breakfast to gather energy for the intense pace of the rest of the day: Two hard boiled eggs, a slice of hard cheese, and a few black olives. However, his mind was not on this simple spread, but on the woman who would be sitting at this table in a few hours.

As soon as he finished his breakfast, he got to work with the meticulousness of reassembling an aircraft engine. Today, he was going to make her favorite dish, Penne Arrabbiata, which was both hot and scorching, just like her soul. He lined up the ingredients he had freshly picked out on Thursday evening on the counter. While peeling the tomatoes, his mind drifted to their childhood; he remembered the days they secretly plucked tomatoes from the neighbor lady’s garden, and how he used to pick out the seeds back then so her mouth wouldn’t burn. Now, however, she personally wanted that burn, that scorching taste.

He finely chopped the garlic and sautéed it in extra virgin olive oil until it turned golden yellow. The slight burning sensation he felt on his fingertips while chopping the red chili peppers was like a preview of the fire the evening would bring. By the time he brought the sauce to the exact thick consistency he wanted, it was already 10:00 AM. Alongside it, he prepared a refreshing Mediterranean salad to balance the heat of the sauce; the salty taste of white cheese and the aroma of black olives met with the greens. When his work in the kitchen was done, he set his course for the living room. This wasn’t just a dinner; it was the penance for four months. He laid out the white silk tablecloth, ensuring not a single wrinkle remained. From her trousseau, he took out the gold leaf plates and heavy silver forks that she saved only for “truly special” moments from their boxes.

He placed the full-bodied red wine he had bought from Portugal, which had been waiting for this exact moment for ten years, into the fridge. While wiping the dust off the bottle, he imagined how the liquid inside would course through their veins that evening. He drew the thick velvet curtains all the way. He left the outside world, the noise of Vienna, and time itself outside. When he adjusted the dim red lights, the room was no longer an apartment, but a red cocoon belonging only to them. The dim light reflected on the ceiling, blurring everything like a dream sequence.

When he moved to the bedroom, that dark and devilish smile appeared on his face. He put the “flawlessly smooth” idea that had come to his mind while shaving into motion. He placed the mixture of coconut and sesame oil he had prepared on the nightstand next to the bed, along with a silk brush. This sweet yet sticky game was going to be included in the harshness of fantasy number thirteen. As he slowly closed the door behind him, the excitement inside him had reached an untamable dimension. As a final touch, he randomly scattered red rose petals starting from the threshold of the door all the way to the dining table. When the clock struck 15:00, he had put on his perfectly fitted black suit that made his shoulders look even broader. He looked at himself in the mirror; the man cooking Penne in the kitchen just moments ago was gone, replaced by the dominant man on his way to “take delivery” of his wife.

As he set off toward the airport, Vienna traffic had practically come to a standstill. This situation, which would normally make him angry, now turned into an internal reckoning. The hands gripping the steering wheel, the skin on those strong, veined arms, went entirely rigid as if he was gripping her skin rather than the leather seat beneath him.

“I haven’t missed her for four months,” he whispered to himself.

“I’ve starved for her for four months.”

His mind brought forth her authoritative, senior flight attendant stance on the plane. That woman who gave everyone orders, looking cold blooded and unreachable… But then, he thought about how she slowly knelt before him, how those large brown eyes grew misty. He gripped the steering wheel so tightly that his knuckles turned white. His veins bulged under his skin like mechanical parts.

“I will break her tonight,” said the wild voice passing through him.

“I will push her to her limits, but at the same time, I will make her feel that she is in the safest place in the world in my arms. She is mine. With every single cell, from those flawless, full curves to her most intimate secrets, she is solely mine.”

As the traffic slowly began to flow, he pressed harder on the gas pedal. Number thirteen was beginning, and the road back had long been closed.

* * *


Chapter-3: The Great Reunion
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Because Scarlett was on leave and a cabin crew member, she was flying home with a company discount for a ridiculously low fare like 1 Euro. Due to her controlling and dominant nature, she involuntarily couldn’t take her eyes off her colleagues. Then she noticed that they made a mistake during the pre-flight safety announcement, and she was torn about whether to warn them or not. Normally, she would be in the flight attendant’s seat taking control of the reins, but she later abandoned the idea because she wasn’t on duty; she was just a passenger. Besides, she didn’t want to risk it because under her black dress that reached down to her knees, she was wearing nothing but a garter belt, and she had put a lot of effort into her heavy, striking eye makeup.

After the pilot’s “cabin crew check” announcement, the plane took off. She couldn’t sit still from excitement; her heart was pounding like crazy, her head was spinning, and her hands had started to tremble. She fell into deep thought.

“Why is my heart beating so fast?”

“I haven’t seen him in four months… What if he doesn’t desire me like he used to?”

“What if I can’t surrender to him completely?”

She pressed her hands to her knees in excitement. From the outside, everyone saw her as a strong, confident, professional cabin crew member. But whenever she got close to Dante, that strong woman identity melted away. Surrendering to him, leaving the control to him, gave her a strange sense of peace. It was a shameful pleasure, and she couldn’t give it up.

When the plane touched down on the runway and made that jolting landing, luckily, they parked at a convenient gate and the plane was quickly evacuated. When she stepped off the plane, her steps were fast and confident. She walked tall in her cabin crew uniform. But her heart was beating like crazy. As her heels struck the ground, between her legs ached slightly. She had the strange sensation of the garter belt on her; she wore a sheer black lace thong over the garter, making her feel vulnerable, and imagining him seeing her like this aroused her in an indescribable way.

Her eyes searched for him among the crowd. And suddenly, she saw him.

Dante was standing tall at the edge of the arrival’s terminal in his black leather jacket. With his 187cm height, broad shoulders, and those hazel eyes tinged with green, he looked like a true dominant. As soon as his gaze found her, a slight, dangerous smile appeared on his lips. Her stomach melted. The space between her legs suddenly filled with a wet and warm sensation. God… just his look is enough. He approached with heavy steps. When he stopped in front of her, he placed one hand on her waist and slightly lifted her chin with the other.

“Hello, my love,” he whispered, his voice deep and controlled. Her knees trembled slightly.

“My love…” she murmured, her voice barely audible.

Without saying a word, he slid one hand past her cheek, tangled it in her hair, pulled her forcefully towards him, and kissed her lips hard. The kiss wasn’t gentle. It was hungry, possessive, and greedy. His tongue thrust deep into her mouth, exploring her, claiming her. Everyone at the airport was looking at them, but they couldn’t care less about the world. Their hearts were beating so fast from the kiss that pure adrenaline, not blood, was flowing through their veins. At that moment, time truly stood still; they didn’t care about the world or the curious stares of the people around them. Time had stopped, they had no sense of space; they could have laid down right there and had sex in the middle of the airport. She was about to moan, but he abruptly broke the kiss and whispered in her ear:

“We will talk in the car. For now, I’m just going to check how ready you are for me, how wet you’ve gotten for me behind those garters.”

Her cheeks and intimate core were burning with shame. In the middle of the crowd, right in front of everyone, his hand had slipped under her skirt. Even if no one noticed, she felt completely naked and vulnerable. When they got in the car, he didn’t even put on his seatbelt. He reclined her seat and immediately slipped one hand under her skirt. When his fingers felt the slick, warm wetness through her panties, he chuckled with a mocking smile.

“Well, well… you’re soaking wet before we even reached the door. Weren’t four months enough for you, my love?”

She bowed her head, shaking with a tremor mixed with shame and desire. Her voice was husky and full of submission:

“I… I missed you so much… My love.”

He slid two fingers in through the edge of her panties. The moment he touched her wet, warm, velvety depths, her back arched like a bow, and a muffled moan escaped her throat. He slowly moved his fingers back and forth, never taking his eyes off hers. Every movement of his fingers sent waves of electricity through her body.

“This wetness is mine,” he said, his voice deep and possessive. “This trembling is mine. This velvety depth is now entirely mine. Do you understand, my love?”

Her breath hitched. Her eyes grew misty.

“Yes… my love. Entirely yours.”

He withdrew his fingers and brushed them against her lips. She licked her own taste. It tasted slightly salty, tart, and was a warm wetness. Tasting herself aroused her even more, but she didn’t let him see it. He was still smiling as he started the car. Throughout the drive, her hand was glued to his leg. He also occasionally reached his hand between her legs, squeezing her thigh with his strong fingers, then pulling away. Every time, she lost herself, squirming slightly in her seat. Then it was her turn. Her hand went to his belt, unbuckled it, and slipped inside his pants. She took his already large and hardened manhood into her palm. She started moving her hand slowly up and down. When she felt the wetness leaking from the tip, she pulled her hand away and brought it to his lips. Without hesitation, he licked her fingers. As the car approached the house, her wetness felt like it was going to overflow from her panties. She shifted restlessly in her seat. When they arrived home, he parked the car. She moved to open the door, but he grabbed her wrist tightly.

“Not yet.”

She stopped, her heart pounding like crazy. He got out of the car, walked over to her side, and opened the door. As she stepped out, he grabbed her by the waist and pulled her forcefully to him. His lips crushed her lips in a kiss. One hand gripped her hair, tilting her head back.

“Before we go inside, you will put on this blindfold,” he whispered in her ear, his voice dangerous and seductive. “Understood?”

Her voice trembled:

“Yes… my love…”

As soon as Dante closed the door, he quickly lit the candles on the table. The dim yellow light slowly enveloped the room, soft shadows beginning to dance on the walls. Then he went to the television and turned on the jazz music he had prepared beforehand. Soft, emotional piano and double bass sounds filled the room. When the crackling fireplace video also kicked in, the atmosphere turned both warm and romantic. He came up next to her and slowly removed the blindfold. When she opened her eyes, she froze at the sight before her. She brought her hands to her face, her voice shaking:

“Oh my God… I can’t believe it… my love, the roses, the candles, did you prepare all of this?”

He murmured with a soft but commanding smile on his lips:

“Welcome home, my life. Now we can make up for those four months.”

Her heart was beating like crazy. The space between her legs throbbed. His deep voice, his strong hand, that dark dominance in his eyes… The last rational thought in her mind melted away. Now she belonged entirely to him.

He held her waist and gently guided her toward the living room. The flickering flame of the candles danced on the walls. On the table, a white silk cloth, red candles, gold leaf plates, and two glasses of Portuguese wine were waiting ready. In the middle was steaming Penne Arrabbiata with hot red peppers and a fresh Mediterranean salad. Rose petals were scattered from the edge of the table all the way down to the floor. He pulled out her chair. His voice was both soft and commanding:

“Sit down, my love.”

She sat down, trembling. He pulled his own chair right next to hers, their knees almost touching. The candle light illuminated her face in a soft, seductive way. He watched her silently for a while. His chest was rising and falling rapidly. He picked up the wine bottle, poured her glass first, then his own. They clinked their glasses. His voice came out deep and passionate:

“For four months… for four months I’ve been imagining you at this table, in this light. Now you are here. You are really here.”

She took a sip from her glass. The heavy, fruity taste of the Portuguese wine burst on her tongue. Her eyes locked onto his.

“Me too… I thought of you every night. On the plane, in the hotel room, even while talking with the flight attendants, my mind was on you. Your voice, your hands, your looks… nothing was enough.”

He picked up his fork, put some pasta on her plate, and offered it to her with his own fork:

“Open your mouth.”

She obeyed. He slowly fed the pasta into her mouth. While she chewed, he traced his finger along her lower lip, the tip of his finger slipping slightly between her lips.

“Four months… I haven’t been able to touch you for four months,” he said, his voice thickening. “I fell asleep thinking of you every night. Sometimes I got so hard that I would take myself in my hand and just want you. I thought only of you.”

Her eyes welled up. She took another sip of her wine.

“I too… I missed you every night, my love. Sometimes on the plane, I would close my eyes and imagine you. Your hands roaming my body, you pinning me against the wall, whispering ‘my love’ to me… I would get so wet that I had to squirm in my seat. But none of it was real. You weren’t there.”

He pulled his chair a little closer. His knees touched hers. One hand held her hand, while his other hand went to her leg. He stroked the lacy edge of the garter between his fingers. His touch was slow, persistent, and possessive.

“Now I am here,” he whispered. “And I will taste you slowly all night long, until morning. Every inch of you. Every moan. Every tremble.”

Her breathing quickened. His fingers were slowly tracing up the inside of her leg. She parted her legs slightly, involuntarily. He smiled.

“Look… you’re opening your legs while you’re still sitting at the table. Showing me how hungry and ready you are.”

She blushed with embarrassment but couldn’t take her eyes off him.

“It’s because of you… I only get like this because of you.”

He slid his fingers a little higher beneath the garter. Her skin was warm and soft. When his fingertips touched the edge of her panties, her body shuddered slightly. His touch was both gentle and controlling. The wetness rising from her intimate core smeared onto his fingers.

“This wetness is mine,” he whispered in her ear, his breath burning her earlobe. “This trembling is mine. This desire… is entirely mine.”

Her heart was beating as if it would leap out of her chest. The candlelight, the jazz music, the warmth of the wine, and his dominance… everything came together to prepare her to completely surrender. He picked up his fork again, this time offering her a piece of salad. When she opened her mouth, he slipped his finger between her lips. Her eyes were on his. In her gaze, there was both shame and deep desire.

Dinner continued like this. Every bite, every touch, every look slowly prepared both of them for the fire. The four-month longing was melting at the table, in the candlelight, in the wine glasses, and on each other’s skin. He leaned in and planted a slow, warm kiss on her neck. His teeth gently bit her skin. Her body shivered from head to toe, her breath hitched. He whispered in her ear, his voice deep and possessive:

“Stand up now. We are going to dance.”

He grabbed his phone. A heavy, sensual Bachata rhythm filled the room. The slow but seductive melodies elevated the passion with every note. He picked a single red rose from the table and placed it between his teeth. He held his hand out to her. She stood up. He pulled her to him by her waist. Their bodies pressed together. One of his hands was on her waist, the other holding her hand tightly. They started dancing in the candlelight.

They rubbed against each other with slow, winding movements. His hard chest brushed against her breasts, their hips locked together. The rose was between his teeth. Her hot breath hit his neck, burning his skin. They locked eyes. With every turn, every hip movement, her wetness was seeping from her intimate core into her garter. He pressed her tighter against him. His hardened manhood brushed against her stomach. He whispered through the rose:

“I’ve been dreaming of feeling you like this for four months… Your body pressing against mine… feeling your warmth, your wetness, your skin…”

Her hand went to the nape of his neck. She lightly dug her nails in and gripped his hair.

“Me too… I missed feeling you inside me. You filling me… claiming me… completely taking over me…”

The dance grew more heated. His hands cupped her buttocks, squeezing them hard. She pressed her hips toward him, increasing the friction. The rose passed from his lips to hers. They both bit down at the same time. Rose petals were crushed between their lips, spreading a sweet scent. They couldn’t hold back anymore. He grabbed her by the waist, lifted her into the air, and set her down on the edge of the table. The plates clinked softly. He slowly moved his hands from her hips up to her full peaks. He cupped them over her clothes, squeezing gently. Meanwhile, they continued to kiss wetly and sloppily.

She began to kiss even harder. She bit and pulled on his lips with her teeth, making them flush a deep red. When she slightly opened her eyes and saw his face, she realized her lipstick was smeared everywhere. This sight fired her up even more. With one hand pulling his hair as she bit his lips, she gripped his shoulder with the other, pulling him towards her. He placed both hands on her cheeks, then slid them to her back and slowly unzipped her dress. She whispered in his ear, her voice trembling and full of desire:

“Free me from this beautiful dress… I want to be completely yours tonight.”

He slipped the dress straps off her shoulders and pulled it down to her hips. She placed her hands on the table and lifted herself up; he pulled the dress down through her legs and tossed it under the table. She was left in nothing but a black garter belt and a patterned bra. He took a step back and watched her. His eyes were shining.

“I am the luckiest man in the world…” he murmured to himself.

She cast a flirtatious glance, bringing the nail of her index finger to her lips:

“What are you waiting for… take me! Come on…”

They continued kissing. This time it was her turn to attack. She slowly unbuttoned his white shirt, slipped it off his shoulders, and threw it to the other corner of the living room. Now their skin was bare. They could directly feel each other’s heartbeats, warmth, and tremors. Without stopping, he unhooked her bra clasp with one hand. With a swift motion, she pulled down the straps and threw the bra aside. Her nipples were rock hard from the kissing, bursting free from their confines. He whispered,

“Your hardened buds are poking into my chest almost like thorns…” Her head fell back. Her hands buried into his hair. While they continued to kiss with their bodies pressed together, a muffled moan escaped her:

“Ahh… my love…”

He lifted his head. His lips were glistening from her wetness. His eyes had darkened.

“Tonight is going to be long, my love… Very long…”

* * *


Chapter-4: Preparing For a Passionate Night
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Dante picked Scarlett up, gripping her by the hips as they kissed with her legs open on the table. Her feet were off the ground. Kissing with their lips still locked together, he carried her to the bathroom. Her arms were wrapped around his neck, her legs clinging to his waist. With every step, her wet intimate center rubbed against his hard manhood; they were both moaning. He turned on the bathroom light. When she opened her eyes, she froze at the sight before her. There was plenty of lubricating oil by the sink. Near the wall, two large, shiny adult narrow passage toys and a remote control stood ready. Her eyes widened, her heart pounding wildly.

“My God… Dante… did you… prepare these?” she whispered, her voice filled with both shock and arousal.

He slowly lowered her to the floor. His hands were still on her waist, his eyes dark and possessive.

“Yes, my love,” he said in a deep, controlled voice. “Tonight, I will make you mine from head to toe. First, let me clean you, my love… I will empty your inside completely so that my manhood and my fingers can easily enter your velvety depth.”

Her legs trembled. A fire, a mixture of shame and desire, spread down from her abdomen.

“Now… get in the tub,” he demanded.

Obeying, she got into the tub and lay on her back. She shivered as the cold ceramic touched her skin. He took warm water from the sink and made the tip of the hose shine with plenty of oil. He gently parted her legs and pulled her knees toward her chest. Her heart was beating so fast she could hear her own pulse in her ears. Her wet, warm sanctuary was fully revealed.

“Dante… please… apply a little more oil…” she said, her voice full of both fear and desire.

He oiled the tip a bit more and pressed it against the narrow passage where her buttocks met.

“Take a deep breath, my love… relax.”

At the first touch, her narrow passage contracted involuntarily. Despite the lubrication, there was a slight spasm. She gritted her teeth.

“Ahh…” she moaned.

He pushed slowly, millimeter by millimeter. With his other hand, he gently caressed her velvety depth.

“It hurts a little… but that pain makes you even wetter, doesn’t it? I want you to feel yourself swelling, filling up as it pours inside you.”

Once it was fully in, he slowly released the warm liquid inside her. A warm wave spread inside her abdomen. The pressure of the warm water and the feeling of fullness were incredible. Her eyes closed, her mouth parted slightly.

“Ahh… my inside… it’s filling up… warm… I’m swelling…” she moaned.

As he slowly withdrew his hand, a drop of water leaked from her narrow passage. Her legs were shaking. He leaned over and kissed her lips gently for a few minutes before saying:

“Now go to the toilet and empty yourself completely. Then come back, we will continue.”

She struggled out of the tub, her legs trembling as she went to the toilet. As she emptied her inside, she felt both shame and a strange arousal. The warmth in her abdomen still lingered. When she returned, he laid her back in the tub. This time, he opened her legs even wider.

“Second round…”

This time she was more relaxed; he released the warmth again. Her stomach bloated just a little.

“Oh… it feels good…” she moaned.

He was drawing circles by pressing his fingers against her intimate center.

“Look how beautifully you are filling up… your bloated belly, your wet sanctuary… they are all waiting for me.”

Her explosive breaking point was approaching. When she expressed this, he suddenly withdrew his fingers from her intimate center.

“I don’t want you to discharge the fire inside you too early… you must ask for my permission first…”

She got out of the tub and went to the toilet. As she emptied her inside, a sense of comfort brought by familiarity had now surrounded her. After cleaning up, she returned to his side. He took her in his arms and gently dried her.

“Now it’s my turn… but first, I will fill you with the silver invader.”

Her eyes sparkled. She looked at him with a look mixed with shame and desire. He took the silver invader in his hand. The toy was bright and inviting; the tip was thick, about two fingers in diameter at its widest point. At the back, a small, sexy heart shaped red diamond was glowing. He turned the invader in his palm, applying plenty of lubricating oil. As the oil spread over every inch, a squelching sound came from between his fingers.

She was lying on her back in the tub again, her legs open to the sides, her knees pulled to her chest. Her heart was beating so fast she could hear her own pulse in her ears. Her eyes were locked on the invader. He got into the tub and, while kissing her with one hand, he pressed the tip of the silver invader against her narrow passage with the other. The cold, slippery touch sent a shock like electricity through her body.

“Take a deep breath, my love,” he said, his voice both tender and firm. “Tonight, I will fill you completely.”

The moment the tip of the silver invader touched her narrow passage, her muscles contracted involuntarily. Although the oil was plentiful, a sharp burning sensation came in the first few millimeters. She gritted her teeth, her head falling back.

“Ahh… it’s so thick…” she moaned. Pain and pleasure were mixing with a warm pressure. He was pushing the silver invader slowly, millimeter by millimeter. The muscles in her narrow passage tensed, then gave way involuntarily. With every millimeter, her abdomen cramped, her breath hitching. He was slowly caressing her intimate center in circles with one hand.

“It hurts a little… but that pain makes you even wetter, doesn’t it? Look… how your intimate center is shining, soaking wet.”

Tears were streaming from her eyes, but the smile never left her face. Pain and pleasure were intertwined. When the thickest part of the silver invader pressed against her narrow passage, her body tensed.

“Now… take a deep breath and let yourself go,” he whispered.

She took a deep breath, and he pushed a little more.

Gulp!

The silver invader had entered her narrow passage on its own. It was as if the narrow passage had pulled the toy into itself and swallowed it. The heart shaped red diamond remained just outside her narrow passage. The invader was fully seated. Her belly bloated slightly. The fullness inside was incredible. The thick body of the silver invader stretched the narrow passage muscles, while the heart shaped diamond pressed gently from the outside. Her intimate center, on the other hand, was bulging even more outward due to the pressure created by the invader inside, wet and throbbing. With every breath, it strained her inside, putting indirect but powerful pressure on her G-spot.

Her mouth hung open.

“My God… so full… but… so good… it feels so good…” she moaned. Her body was trembling. With every small movement of the silver invader, the pressure inside her increased, desires leaking from her intimate center. He turned the silver invader slightly. Her hips rose involuntarily.

“Look… how beautiful the heart shaped diamond looks inside you,” he said, his voice thick and satisfied. “Now it’s my turn, my love.”

Her eyes sparkled. She looked at him with a look mixed with shame and desire. She wanted to take control.

“Now… you get in the tub, my love,” she said in a trembling but determined voice.

Dante smiled. He loved this game. He got into the tub and lay on his back. Scarlett made the hose shine with plenty of oil again. She parted his legs and pulled his knees toward him. His narrow passage was fully revealed. She pressed the tip of the hose against his narrow passage.

“Take a deep breath… my love,” she said in a teasing voice.

When it entered his narrow passage, he gritted his teeth. “My god… I’m a bit tense… but keep going…”

She pushed slowly. Warm liquid began to fill his inside. He felt a warm wave spreading inside his abdomen. The pressure of the warmth and the feeling of relief it created were incredible. His tool had risen hard.

“Ahh… my inside is filling up… warm… my stomach is bloating…” he moaned. His voice was full of both pain and pleasure.

As she withdrew it, water leaked from his narrow passage. She wrapped her fingers around his manhood and stroked it slowly.

“Your bloated belly looks so sexy… now go to the toilet and empty yourself. Then come back. I will fill you up too.”

He stood up with difficulty and went to the toilet. She was watching him from the door. This scene both embarrassed him and turned him on incredibly. When he returned, she laid him back in the tub.

“Second round… it will be easier this time, my love, prepare yourself for it.”

She pressed hard against his narrow passage. His muscles contracted involuntarily. As it progressed millimeter by millimeter, his teeth clenched, his neck veins becoming prominent.

“Oh my God… my inside is stretching…” he grumbled.

She continued to push resolutely. With one hand, she gripped his hard, veiny manhood tightly, stroking it slowly. The other hand controlled the hose. Warm liquid began to fill his inside. As the pressure spread to the depths of his abdomen, his breath was cut short.

He moaned with pleasure; his voice was full of both pain and pleasure. She pushed even further. As the warmth filled him, his belly bloated even more. His tool throbbed in her hand, a clear fluid leaking from its head.

“Look… how happy your belly is,” she whispered, her voice both sexy and dominant. “Your inside is full… your full belly looks so sexy for me, my love.”

His moans filled the bathroom. “So full… my inside is flowing… but this pressure… it’s driving me crazy… but it feels so good…”

She slowly withdrew it. A few drops leaked from his narrow passage. His legs were trembling. He went to the toilet, emptied his inside again, and came back.

Now it was time for the black invader. She took it in her hand. The toy was thick and specially designed with a curved structure to target his p-spot. She coated it with plenty of lubricant. She opened his legs even wider, oiling the surface once more and running her fingers over it until it was completely slippery.

“Take a deep breath… and let yourself go,” she said in a soft but firm voice.

When the tip touched his narrow passage, his muscles tensed. She began to push slowly, millimeter by millimeter. His breath was taken away.

“Ahh… so thick… it’s filling my inside…” he moaned.

She was turning the tension into pleasure by gently stroking his manhood with one hand. When the thickest part of the invader pressed against his narrow passage, his body tensed.

“Now… let yourself go, my love,” she whispered.

Gulp!

The invader was fully seated. The thick body completely filled his narrow passage. The special p-spot bulge was doing its job perfectly, pressing against his prostate. His belly bloated slightly, and his mouth hung open as a long moan escaped:

“My God… so deep… it’s pressing on my p-spot… as if… it’s throbbing… there’s so much pressure… it feels like my manhood is going to explode from the hardness…”

His manhood was hard as a rock, and clear love fluid dripped from its head. With every breath, the black invader pressed harder on his p-spot. The feeling of fullness was incredible, creating an intense, pleasurable pressure. His narrow passage contracted involuntarily, wanting to pull the toy even deeper. She gently pulled and released the ring of the black invader. His body shook.

“How do you feel, my love?” she asked, her voice both curious and triumphant.

His voice was trembling: “So full… my inside is completely full… with every breath the pressure increases… my manhood is about to explode… it gives so much pleasure… please… turn on the vibration mode…”

She took the remote and, pretending to turn on the vibration mode, looked into his eyes, holding his chin with her right hand and lifting his head up.

“No, it’s far too early to turn on the vibration mode,” she said.

She turned the invader slightly. His hips rose.

“Now… both of our insides are full, we are ready for tonight,” she whispered into his ear. “Now it’s time for the real game.”

After saying that, they began to kiss more intensely, their bodies glued to each other, tasting the mixture of rich wine, sweat, and pure excitement. The kissing turned into a fiery storm, their tongues licking, sucking, and biting each other like crazy. He squeezed her full buttocks with his hands, gripping her and moving her flush against him.

“I’m going to melt you tonight, I’m going to fill every part of you with my love… you won’t even be able to breathe from pleasure,” he said quietly into her ear. She closed her eyes and responded with a moan of pleasure.

“What are you waiting for, start already…” her voice rose in an impatient, pleading tone.

* * *


Chapter-5: The Long-Awaited Moment
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Scarlett bent down slowly. She took Dante’s rock-hard manhood into the palm of her hand, feeling its bulging veins and purpled head, swollen with pleasure. Wrapping her fingers around it, she gripped it tightly. As if holding a leash, she pulled him towards her by his shaft. His eyes rolled back, and a hoarse groan escaped his throat. Her fingers felt the searing heat of his member, the pulsing veins, the hard, throbbing tension. Her man’s core was so hot in her palm that her own womanhood throbbed in response.

“Come on then… my love,” she whispered, her voice both velvety and cruel. “This manhood is now your leash. I’ll lead you with it… with every step, the plug inside you will drive you mad, and with every breath, it’ll pound against your prostate.”

“Look… how rock hard you’ve become,” she taunted, her voice both degrading and arousing. “For your shaft to get this hard whilst the plug is inside you… what an obedient, hungry creature you’ve become. The plug inside you is driving you mad, isn’t it? Your prostate is throbbing like a pulse… I can feel it.”

His cheeks flushed crimson with shame, but his shaft throbbed even harder in her hand. Using his manhood like a leash, she dragged him towards the bedroom. With every step, the plug in his back door pressed against his insides, striking his prostate. She would occasionally pull the shaft slightly, listening with sheer pleasure to the moans rising from his throat. His eyes were half closed, his breath ragged.

My insides… my insides are completely full… the plug is pressing against my prostate… sinking deeper with every step… but this pain… this pain is turning into pleasure… my love… my love is dragging me like this…

When they entered the bedroom, she pushed him to the edge of the nylon covered bed. She could not believe her eyes; the bed was covered in a black nylon sheet, its edges securely tucked under the mattress. The pillows were encased in bin bags, sealed tight with packing tape. An old cloth had been spread on the floor by the edge of the bed, and on the bedside table sat a four-liter special oil mixture comprising sixty percent sunflower oil, thirty percent coconut oil, and ten percent sesame oil to further heat their bodies, contained in a deep glass salad bowl. The smell of nylon had permeated the room; she caught a faint whiff of plastic. Curiously, she released his manhood and reached for the oil filled bowl. When she lifted the cloth covering it, the rich scent of sesame and coconut filled the room. The moment she caught the scent of the oil; the whole picture clicked into place. She asked him, “Darling, what on earth is this?”

He replied, “I’ve prepared a special oil mixture just for you, my queen. I soaked the coconut oil in hot water until it liquefied, then mixed it with sunflower oil and added a touch of your favorite sesame oil.”

She adored the scent of sesame oil; the mixture was golden. When she dipped her index finger in to check the consistency, it was just like the slick love fluid dripping from her own core thick and viscous, almost like honey. The scent and texture alone were enough to arouse her. She turned to him and said, “I can’t believe you’ve prepared all this for us; it’s so much oil.”

He replied, “We’ll both find out tonight whether it’s too much,” a devilish grin spreading across his face.

She pushed him towards the edge of the bed, placing the oil mixture on the bedside table within easy reach. Opening her right hand, she submerged it into the oil up to her wrist. She began pouring the soft, warm liquid onto the bed from her palm. The golden, heavy oil flowed slowly, pooling on the nylon. The scent of sesame and coconut dominated the room. The oil spread with a slick, sizzling sound; every drop that hit the nylon landed with a soft plop.

“Now… I’m going to melt you completely,” she said, her voice thick and possessive. “I’ll cover every inch of you in oil… inside and out… I’ll make you entirely mine.”

She laid him face down; his body slid effortlessly into position on the oiled mattress. After he rested his head on the nylon pillow, she climbed on top of him, straddling his hips, and placed her full weight on him. She felt the oil she had just poured seep into her stockings. The slick touch of her oil-soaked stockings burned against his skin. She opened her palm and dipped her hand back into the oil up to her wrist, pouring the warm, viscous liquid over his hair. The oil cascaded down his locks like a stream, clinging heavily to his scalp. He felt delightfully crushed by the pressure of her sitting on him; he surrendered completely, placing himself entirely at her mercy. As the oil trickled from his hair, running between his eyebrows down to his nose and eyes, he felt both a tickling sensation and an intense spike of arousal. Blinded by the flowing oil, he had no choice but to keep his eyes shut.

She began to touch him with her fingertips. Light as a feather, she massaged his scalp with her slick hands, applying slow, methodical pressure. His scalp tingled with pleasure, then shivered; the warmth and scent of the oil penetrated straight to his brain.

“Your hair is completely mine now,” she whispered.

“I’ve coated every strand with oil…” His hair was sticking together, growing heavy… the scent and sensation made her insides flutter.

His manhood had swollen with pleasure all the way up to his stomach, but because of her weight, it was trapped tightly between his own body and the slippery nylon mattress. It had reached a hardness that could almost pierce the bed. As if she sensed this aching rigidness, she intensified the scalp massage, coating his face, eyes, and nose completely in oil. Her slick hands roamed all over his face, tracing circles, leaving not a single dry spot.

She placed the palm of her left hand over his mouth, filling it with the taste of coconut and sesame oil. With her right hand, she pressed down on his oil covered nose and leaned down slowly towards his ear, whispering, “Tonight you will be mine… you will surrender yourself to me… your only task tonight is to drive me wild with pleasure… Do you understand?”

He desperately wanted to say “Yes, my queen”, breathless under her weight, but with his mouth sealed by her oily hand, he could only grunt, “Mmm, mmm.”

This battle for dominance had evolved into a teasing game, a dance where they took turns arousing one another. His manhood felt as though it would burst after her whispered commands; it had grown so hard that the veins pulsed visibly. This hardness, this sheer intensity of pleasure, was bordering on agony. He was ready to beg just to release his seed into his woman. After whispering in his ear, she dipped her fingertips in oil and moved to his ears. Massaging the outer edges with her slick hands, she then turned his head to the side and draped the oil-soaked cloth over his face, leaving only his ear exposed.

A deep thrill of fear gripped him, but forbidden to speak, he could only muffle an “Mmm.” Feigning annoyance at his grunting, she grabbed a handful of his greasy hair, pulled his head back, and delivered a sharp, stinging slap to his bare buttocks.

“I don’t want to hear a sound from you tonight! Do you understand? Or else we’re going to have a problem!”

Startled by the burning slap and the electric jolt of pain, he began wriggling with all his might beneath her. From the outside, it looked as though she were riding a bucking bull. However, it didn’t take long for him to realize his struggles were futile. She was sitting firmly on his torso and had locked his arms in place with her legs. With a devilish grin, she purred, “Struggle all you like, you won’t escape! You’re only turning me on more when you fight me.”

He realized he was entirely trapped. As he wondered, what is this naughty girl going to do next? his face exposed during the brief struggle was covered once more by the oil-soaked cloth. Fear and curiosity flooded his mind. These emotions pushed his sexual urges to the absolute limit; his manhood, on the verge of erupting, sent waves of unbearable, exquisite tension through his entire body because he was denied release. For the first time, he felt so utterly drained and helpless that he thought he might die of sheer lust.

Then, she let two or three drops of warm oil trickle from her fingers directly into his ear canal. The sounds of the room instantly grew muffled. Nothing existed except his heart, pounding as if it were about to burst from his chest. She continued to massage the folds of his ear, and a profound wave of relaxation washed over him. After turning his head to the other side and dripping oil into the other ear, he was rendered almost deaf. Now, he strained just to hear the slick sounds of the nylon mattress beneath the heavy thumping of his own pulse. He had surrendered almost all his senses to his woman; he was pinned, rendered deaf, struggling to breathe under her weight, and blinded by the oil running down his face. He had never felt so helpless, so completely possessed by her. The utter surrender fueled an indescribable, blinding arousal.

She continued to massage his ears with oil, occasionally tickling him with her fingers, provoking him and making him squirm beneath her. She took visible pleasure in this, the devilish grin never leaving her face; he could just barely make out the sound of her low, melodic laughter. She grabbed him by his oil slicked hair, pressed his face firmly into the pillow, and leaned in close to his ear. She was so near that he could feel the heat of her breath, even as his senses were overwhelmed by the oil and the touch.

First, she bit down hard on his earlobe; a sharp wave of pain filled pleasure shook his body, and then she began to swirl her tongue deep within his ear. Her mouth was flooded with the heavy, sweet taste of coconut and sesame oil. She made long, wet, skillful licks, expertly tracing every crevice of his ear. He was writhing on the bed like a creature possessed by pure sensation. As his vagus nerve was stimulated, a current like liquid electricity ran down his spine. “Your tongue… it’s tickling me inside… my ears are throbbing… I’m going to come… just from my ear…” he thought, though the words were trapped in his throat.

She grabbed his hands as they tried to find purchase under the pillow, brought them to her hips, and pinned him face down, rendering him as motionless as a mummy. He tried to gasp, “Please, darling,” but the moment he opened his lips, her slippery, oil coated hand covered his mouth again. Her fingers slipped between his lips, spreading the heavy taste of the oil onto his tongue. She brought the index finger of her other hand to his lips and, with the clinical authority of a nurse, whispered: “Shhhhh… I’m forbidding you to speak now. Tonight, you will only moan… or you will remain perfectly silent.” Her voice was a lethal mix of tenderness and dominance.

He could no longer speak, move, or even breathe easily. His manhood was so engorged it felt as though it might burst; with every second he was denied release, the ache in his core grew sharper, like a knife. His heart was hammering so violently that every beat vibrated through the nylon of the bed. Her tongue continued its slow, wet glide along the folds of his ear. He was losing his mind to the pleasure, his nerve endings throbbing as if a constant electric current were surging through him. “I’m having an ear orgasm… her tongue is fucking my brain… this burning, oily taste… I’m ashamed, but… I don’t want it to stop…”

When her mouth filled with the taste of the oil and the intimate scent of his body, he flinched with a momentary flash of shame, but as the sweetness of the oil took over, he surrendered to it. “Making love is sweet and bitter… but this feeling of shame… it’s turning me on even more…” she thought, letting her own arousal wash over her. His writhing beneath her had ignited her too; the warm juices of her womanhood, mingling with the oil, spread across his lower back and hips.

Once she was certain there wasn’t a single inch of his head left dry, she sat up slightly, perched on his hips, and poured handfuls of oil onto his back. The liquid flowed down his spine like a golden flood, making heavy squelching sounds against the plastic. She began a deep tissue massage with her palms, pressing deeper with every rhythmic wave. His muscles felt as if they were melting; a warm fire was coursing down his spine. Slowly, she moved from his shoulders to his lower back and then to his glutes. The oil pooled between his buttocks, forming a heavy, slick puddle. She pressed her thighs against his and began rubbing her own oil slicked skin against him. Occasionally, she slid her hands between his buttocks, lightly grazing the plug that filled his back passage as if threatening to tear it open. A ball of fire rose within him, reaching all the way to his throat. He wanted to scream, he shuddered, but no sound could escape.

Suddenly, she delivered a sharp, stinging slap. The sound echoed through the room, and a shock like electricity burst through his skin. The sharp sting gradually melted into a warm, spreading glow. Another sudden slap landed on the other side. With every strike, his body jerked, sending waves of pleasure tickling through his insides. She slid her hands between her man’s buttocks; her oily fingers easily reached his back passage, checking the position of the device. She pushed the plug deeper inside him with a firm, commanding thrust. She picked up the remote and switched it to a powerful vibration mode. When he let out a muffled, desperate groan, she leaned in close to his ear and whispered:

“The night has only just begun, my love…”

She sat back down on his hips and began to slowly drag her red polished nails across his back, tracing deep lines. From his shoulders to his waist, his hips, his tailbone… With every stroke, her nails marked his skin, leaving a vivid trail of crimson behind. His entire back was soon covered in a crisscrossing web of red marks. His skin was burning, tingling; the pain was rapidly transmuting into a deep, intoxicating pleasure. He felt as though he might faint from the sheer sensory overload. His buttocks, flushed from the slaps, were now the same shade of deep pink as his back. Noticing this, she whispered:

“Your back and buttocks are now just the way I like them… a deep, bruised pink. By the end of the night, your whole body will be like this. Are you ready for this, my love?”

She positioned him on his back. As the bed sank under his weight, a pool of oil completely submerged his back passage and his manhood. The oil spread with a slick, sizzling sound. The sensation made him feel utterly naked and defenseless.

She took the blindfold and placed it on his oil slicked forehead but didn’t tie it yet. “Close your eyes, my love,” she commanded, and poured a handful of oil directly into his eyes; the warmth slowly filled his sockets. She quickly pulled the blindfold down over his eyes before the oil could run. He could feel the warm, heavy weight of the liquid pressing against his eyelids; he tried to blink, but he was trapped in a warm, golden darkness. The shame was driving him mad and arousing him in equal measure. He was both frustrated by her dominance and exhilarated that they were pushing their forbidden pleasures to the limit.

She stacked two nylon covered pillows, laying him so that his lower back and hips were elevated. His hips were suspended in the air, leaving his engorged manhood and the vibrating plug fully exposed, glistening under the red light. He was in the exact position she wanted. She spread his legs wide with both hands. Feeling the plug vibrating intensely, she began to push and pull it with her index finger. With every movement, the device applied deep, rhythmic pressure to his prostate, making his manhood throb with agonizing hardness. This gave her a new idea. She removed his blindfold. The oil trapped beneath the silk mixed with his tears, trickling slowly from the corners of his eyes. She wiped his face with a paper towel.

“You can open your eyes now, my love… I’ve changed my mind; I want you to see exactly what I’m going to do to you,” she said, a new spark of mischief in her eyes.

After coating her palms in fresh oil, she began to caress his rock-hard length. First, she massaged the head with just her fingertips, then she gripped his thick, veiny shaft in the center of her palm, wrapping her fingers around it. It was so thick that her hand could barely encircle it. She could feel the pulse of his blood beneath her skin. She continued with slow, agonizingly deliberate up and down movements. Sometimes she stroked him with deadly slowness, bringing him to the very edge of orgasm, only to pull her hand away the moment he was about to break, denying him his release.

It had become an unbearable torture for him. They communicated without words, gazing deep into each other’s eyes. He cast pleading glances, his eyes screaming, “Please… let me come now… I beg you…”

She, however, only smiled with predatory pleasure, her expression saying: “No! You will come only when I allow it.” She took immense pleasure in bringing her man to the precipice and leaving him there to dangle.

Every now and then, unable to withstand the flood of her own pleasure, she almost lost control. She would slide her own hand between her thighs, making circular movements, nearly swept away by the ecstasy. She reached the brink four times and held back, then noticed the tears streaming from her lover’s eyes. Sliding over him with her serpentine, oil slicked body, she licked the salt from his cheeks. They exchanged a long, fierce kiss. Running her hands through his greasy hair, she rewarded him with kisses on his lips, his eyes, and his nose.

“Do you want to come so badly?” she asked softly.

“Yes… I can’t hold back… my eyes couldn’t lie,” he confessed, his voice a broken rasp.

Hearing this, she smiled brilliantly. As their noses brushed, they locked eyes in the dim red light. Then he began kissing her so fiercely that she felt as though he might consume her. They thrust their tongues deep, biting each other’s lips to prolong the intensity, their greasy, sticky hair entangling as they pressed their mouths together as if they might fuse.

Dante was stunned; his eyes were wide. With every kiss, his mouth was coated with the taste of his woman, rich with coconut and sesame oil. He couldn’t recall them ever kissing with such raw, primal ferocity. She slid back slowly, like a snake, over his body. Her eyes locked onto his rigid manhood and the swollen, pink heat of his back passage. Everything glistened, pulsing like a second heart. She stretched out her hands and took his manhood into her palms. Gripping the thick, warm, vein swollen flesh, she began to massage the head with slow, circular rotations. Her fingers glided through the oil, stimulating his most sensitive spot with every turn.

He had been teased to the brink five times. The breaking point had long since passed. His body tensed, a hoarse, primal groan tore from his throat, and his manhood erupted with incredible force. The first spasm was so intense that the thick, warm release shot upwards, landing across his own forehead and eyes. She hadn’t expected such force; she smiled with a touch of genuine surprise.

“Wow… there you are, my love,” she murmured, her voice a mix of admiration and triumph. As the spasms continued, she didn’t release him, continuing to stroke the head slowly. The subsequent waves were slightly weaker, but a generous amount of warmth pooled at his navel. His entire body was trembling; his muscles contracted and relaxed involuntarily. This was the most intense, soul shattering orgasm he had ever known. His body was still throbbing, a slight ache remaining in his core, but it was rapidly being replaced by a deep, intoxicating sense of peace. He felt as though the weight of the world had been lifted, carrying him into the clouds. Every muscle turned to silk, and a dazed smile spread across his face. As the warmth that had splashed onto him slowly trickled down his cheekbones, he felt a strange, new spark of arousal. He caught a drop with his finger and wiped it away.

When Scarlett saw this, a look of both devilish amusement and mock anger crossed her face. Another dark idea had taken root. Her eyes darkened once more.

“Close your eyes…” she demanded, her voice dropping to a harsh, commanding tone.

He was taken aback, his voice airy and spent: “Why, darling?”

“Shut up. Don’t question me. Just do as I say, my love.”

He closed his eyes. Immediately afterwards, he felt her fingers plunging into the warm, sticky heat at his navel. The liquid trickled slowly from her fingers. She gripped his jaw tightly with one hand, taking full control of his head with her dominant hold. With her other hand, she smeared the essence onto his cheek. At first, he felt a surge of embarrassment and tried to struggle, but her weight and unyielding grip pinned him down. A devilish smile played on her lips.

They had agreed on a safe word to ensure neither would be truly harmed; since he hadn’t used it, she knew he was consenting to the intensity of the game. She heard him let out muffled “mm, mmm” sounds; he clearly felt the indignity of his own essence being spread across his face, but she had warned him twice not to resist or make a sound. She knew his struggle was part of the play.

“I warned you… now you’re in for it.”

“Close your eyes, darling!” she commanded. She gripped his chin even tighter while plunging two fingers back into the pool at his navel. The creamy warmth travelled from her fingers to his face. A sticky, warm sensation enveloped his eyelids, forming a heavy, warm layer. He writhed wildly beneath her, letting out muffled grunts of shame. Strangely, despite the humiliation, his manhood began to harden once more.

“Don’t bother grunting,” she said, her voice a mix of condescension and provocation. “The roles have reversed tonight. It’s your turn to learn what it feels like to have your face covered, darling.” Her tone carried an air of mockery.

The same thick warmth covered his other eyelid. Without realizing it, the words “This is humiliating…” slipped from his lips.

“I did warn you,” she replied with a laugh, her voice mocking. She dipped two fingers back into the warm pool at his navel, continuing to hold his chin gently with her other hand, and released the warmth from her fingers so it landed directly on his lips. The warmth spread slowly across his lips. His face contorted in a mix of shame and arousal.

Scarlett went a step further: “There’s no shame or sense of impurity in lovemaking… you said that yourself, didn’t you?” she mocked. She gathered the remaining liquid from his navel, brought her hand to her nose to catch the scent, and then released it onto his lips once more. With a fair amount of love fluid pooling on his lips, he froze for a moment. He held out for a few seconds, but the sheer absurdity and intensity of the moment made him sputter. A “Puupıpıpıpps” sound escaped his mouth. He couldn’t hold back, and as the urge to laugh overwhelmed him, he felt a wave of warmth. The inside of his mouth filled with a heavy, metallic taste. My own seed… inside my mouth… but why is it so arousing?

“That’s how it is, my darling,” she whispered, her voice both tender and cruel. “Now you know exactly how I feel. But we’re not done yet… we wouldn’t want any of this to go to waste, would we?”

After scooping up the last drops of love from her belly with her finger, she felt a warmth spreading across his cheeks. The warmth trickled down, in patches, from his cheeks to his chin. He continued to grumble softly, a dazed smile on his face. When no warm liquid remained on his belly, his face glowed as if covered in a thick layer of oil but it wasn’t oil; it was his own release. It was drying slowly, stiffening as it dried. They stayed like that for a moment. She pressed his rigid length against her navel and sat back. Although his shaft didn’t enter her, it pressed firmly against her rose like petals, creating incredible friction thanks to the slickness of the oil. Moving gently back and forth at a snail’s pace, she pleasured herself against him. Her nipples rubbed against his muscular chest, heightening her own pleasure even further.

Eventually, the slow friction wasn’t enough. Scarlett, writhing like a snake to get a closer look at the mask she had applied, leaned toward his face. With every movement, her breasts slid over his body, her nipples rubbing against his muscular abs, taking her to the peak of pleasure. He had completely surrendered. Being crushed under her weight was driving him mad with desire. The mask on his face had dried, pulling his skin taut and freezing his expressions. It was embarrassing, yet intoxicating. A few fresh drops began to seep from the tip of his stone hard member. Her warm breath fanned over his face. When her lips finally met his, she planted a short, wet kiss, her saliva softening the dried mask and granting him a moment of movement.

“You are my motionless baby, your face covered in our own love…” she whispered, her voice both loving and cruel. “Your expressions are frozen… wearing a mask that constantly begs me to take you. That’s enough for now. Now, it’s my turn.”

It was Scarlett’s turn to put on the blindfold. Dante took it from the bedside table, laying her on her back as if taking revenge for what she had done to him. He poured plenty of warm oil onto her eyes again; the oil heavily coated her eyelids, sticking her eyelashes together. He fastened the blindfold at the tightest hole at the back of her head and tightened the clasp. The weight of the oil and the pressure of the lather completely obscured her vision.

She stirred slightly, a smile on her face: “You’ve gone mad…”

Although he couldn’t quite manage to smile back at the woman’s smile due to the dried-up mask of love on his face, he adopted a devilish expression.

“It’s impossible not to go mad in the face of your beauty, my love,” he replied, his voice hoarse and raw with passion. He sat up, lifting her into his arms, and began to kiss her. His dry, unresponsive lips were moistened by her warm saliva as they kissed. With one hand, he pinched and rolled her hardened nipples between two fingers, pulling gently, while his other hand cupped her full breasts, squeezing the soft flesh. The scent of sweat and oil rising from her skin filled his lungs.

But these caresses were not enough to put out the fire. His hand began to slide towards her wet, warm core. The moment his fingertips touched her, she gripped his wrist tightly.

“Not with your hand…” she commanded breathlessly. “I want to come on your face. Find me the red ball, my love.”

He reached into the drawer, pulled out the bright red ball gag the size of a golf ball, and handed it to her. With her eyes still blindfolded, she felt around with her hand until she found the clips on the mask. She slipped it over his head and said, “Open your mouth wide for me.”

The ball was so large that he had to open his jaw as wide as it would go so wide it hurt to take it into his mouth. His jaw muscles strained, his tendons began to burn; they felt as though they might snap. She snapped the mask’s clips shut firmly, threading the clasp through the tightest hole. Now he couldn’t speak. His mouth was wide open; the red ball wedged between his tongue and the roof of his mouth. On his face and eyelids, his own dried essence had formed a sticky second skin; his eyelashes were glued shut beneath the blindfold. His ears, still filled with oil, made every sound feel distant and muffled. He was covered in oil, sweat, and the remnants of their passion ravaged and vulnerable. His hair was sticky and heavy, every strand clinging to the next. His body was covered in oil, sweat, and her essences, filthy and ravaged.

But the realization that the love of his life was doing this to him filled him with a deep, primal happiness: “I’m filthy… my face is numb, my jaw aches, I’m falling apart… but surrendering to her pleasure makes me the happiest man alive.”

Scarlett positioned two pillows to elevate his hips and laid him face down in that oil slicked environment. He sank into the pool with a heavy thud against the nylon. She sat on his chest. Her stockings, soaked in oil, clung to her skin. Neither of them could see the other, but their hearts were beating in unison, as if a single heart were pounding in the room. She picked up the remote and set both their devices to a variable vibration mode. Now both their plugs were in motion. Her plug was applying strong pressure to her G-spot from the back, creating a warm tingling sensation that spread throughout her body. Each wave of vibration radiated from her abdomen to her breasts and the tips of her legs, quickening her breath.

The oil bowl was still full. She dipped her hand in, scooped up a generous amount of warm oil, and slowly poured it over the red ball in his mouth. The oil flowed around the ball, trickling down his cheeks, neck, and into his hairline warm, heavy, slippery. Then she buried her hands in his greasy hair, thrusting her fingers deep inside, kneading, pinching, pulling roughly. The faint sting rising from his scalp and the sizzling sound of the oil filled the room. She thrust her greasy little finger deep into his ear canal, then pulled it out, twisting it, enjoying herself. Each time, he squirmed slightly beneath her, letting out muffled grunts.

She poured more oil over his face, dissolving the dried mask. He could finally move his facial muscles again as the fluid washed over him. That familiar taste of oil greeted him once more. He could now move his oily face and facial expressions. She shifted her weight, sitting directly onto his face. She positioned her core perfectly over the red ball gag. Gripping the headboard, she began to grind her hips. Slowly, without putting her full weight down at first, she began to move back and forth, as if gently teasing him. His jaw was stretched wide open by the toy, his muscles taut as if they were about to tear. As she quickened her pace, the warmth of her own arousal began to flow over the toy and into his mouth. Struggling to swallow, his mouth overflowed with a mixture of her essences, his own saliva, and oil, spilling over the edges and mixing into the oil-soaked bed. With every movement, wet, lustful, and arousing sounds rose up. A rhythmic, wet melody, constantly echoing, had enveloped the room.

Scarlett, her leg muscles tiring, slowly shifted her weight onto his face, increasing the pressure. He was being crushed; his neck ached, and his jaw muscles burned with unbearable pain. She quickened her rhythm, thrusting her hips harder and faster, pounding against him, the toy in her man’s mouth. The sounds grew ever louder and wetter. She was drawing ever closer to the brink of pleasure. The fire spreading within her stirred a desire to grind her womanhood faster and harder. She bit her lower lip, her moans growing louder and turning into sharp, gasping cries. Unable to withstand the rising wave of pleasure, she gripped his greasy hair tightly with one hand, thrusting his head back and forth to make the red toy press harder. Her heart was pounding as if it would burst from her chest, and every muscle in her body was tensing.

And the moment she had been waiting for arrived.

A violent tremor wracked her entire body, catapulting her to the absolute peak of her climax. This was the most intense, savage orgasm she had ever experienced. It was an unprecedented first. The climax detonated not just within her core, but throughout her entire being from her fingertips to the roots of her hair, from her spine to the soles of her feet. Every cell contracted, trembled, and melted all at once.

Time and space dissolved. The room, the heavy scent of oil, the wet, slapping sounds of their flesh, even his presence… it all faded into a white-hot void. There was only the eternal now, a tidal wave of pure euphoria. Suddenly, her body went completely rigid. Her thighs, hips, stomach, and breasts strained in total unison, and she tore a high pitched, hoarse scream from her throat.

She climaxed in sharp, violent spasms, and Dante was instantly hit by a searing heat. With the first contraction, the warmth splashed across his cheeks and oil slicked hair. The second and third spasms hit even harder; her liquid heat crashed over him amidst the wet sounds, overflowing the red ball gag and trailing down his neck. The sweet, musky, faintly metallic scent hung heavy in the air. Her body was still shuddering as she felt her own release cooling on his skin. He had been entirely unprepared for the sheer force of her climax. Feeling the sudden rush of heat, his eyes widened. A heavy, shameful, yet fiercely intoxicating scent flooded his senses. The warmth pooled between the red silicone of the gag and her lips, trickling directly into his mouth.

“This is degrading… so degrading… but God, why is it making me so hard?” he thought.

At the sensation, his shaft surged into a stone hard erection once more, thick drops of pre-come beginning to bead at the tip of his length.

Scarlett’s aftershocks rippled through her for several minutes. Her body bowed taut like a drawn string, her hips grinding involuntarily against Dante’s face, each spasm fueling the next. She gasped for air in short, trembling hitches. Finally, as the tidal wave of pleasure began to recede, her muscles went lax. Reality slowly seeped back into the room the rich aroma of oil, the slick squelch of the plastic sheeting, the heat of his skin beneath her. Exhausted but glowing with triumph, she slid her body up Dante’s chest until they were face to face, noses brushing, breathless.

The woman began to rain soft, tender kisses all over his face. His lips, his cheeks, his forehead, his heavy eyelids… she kissed every inch of him. Tasting the salt and musk of her own climax on his skin, she parted her lips, letting her tongue lazily lap up her own essence from his face. It was a sweet, slick, slightly salty taste.

“My own wetness on your face…” she whispered, her voice husky and drenched in lust. “The taste is almost filthy, yet so sweet… I love it. Seeing you covered in my release… it’s incredibly arousing, my love.”

Scarlett leaned in for a deeper kiss to catch her breath, but the ball gag was in the way. With slow, deliberate movements, she unbuckled the leather straps. As the red ball slipped free, Dante’s jaw clamped shut in an involuntary spasm of pain. His muscles throbbed, a fiery ache radiating from his jaw down to his ears and neck.

“Ahhh… fuck, I think my jaw is about to snap…” he groaned, his voice raw and raspy.

“Oh, I can’t bear to see my love in pain…” she murmured softly. She dipped her head, pressing gentle, soothing kisses along his aching jawline, tracing the strained muscles with the wet flat of her tongue. “Let me make it better… my brave, obedient love.”

She grabbed the remotes and powered down both vibrating plugs. A heavy, profound silence immediately swallowed the room. The only sounds were their ragged breathing and the faint crinkle of the nylon sheeting. They found each other’s lips again, but this time, the kiss was languid, gentle, and achingly slow. Their tongues engaged in a lazy, sensual dance. There, in that messy swamp of sweat, oil, and sex, they found a moment of peace. Pressed tightly together, they could feel the synchronized thumping of their hearts. Both were entirely spent; they needed this tender respite to catch their breath. After a few moments, Dante reached up and unfastened her blindfold. The mixture of oil and tears trapped beneath the silk slowly wept down her cheeks. He took a tissue and wiped her face with profound, loving care.

“You can open your eyes now, my love,” he whispered.

She fluttered her heavy eyelids, fighting to separate her oil slicked lashes. It took a moment, but she finally managed. Her eyelashes were clumped together, and her smeared makeup gave her the dark, bruised look of a wildly ravaged woman. Now, they could finally see each other clearly.

They took a moment to absorb the absolute devastation of the room. It was a war zone of pure lust. Fluids had splashed all the way to the walls, and the black plastic gleamed under a thick, chaotic glaze of oil, sweat, and sexual release. The towels had done their best, but it wasn’t nearly enough. Everything was slick, messy, and intoxicatingly fragrant.

Scarlett was the first to reach for the bottles of water and wine on the nightstand. She wanted to play their usual little game. She pressed the rim of the wine bottle to Dante’s lips, and he, hooking his arm through hers, tilted the water bottle to her mouth. They drank simultaneously, their arms intertwined, sharing a weary but fiercely affectionate smile.

His voice was a gravelly rasp when he spoke: “We’ve only just begun… you know that, don’t you, my love?”

Her eyes gleamed in the dim, crimson light. Her expression was a canvas of utter exhaustion and boundless, feral excitement. Her breathing was still shallow, her chest rising and falling in a slow rhythm.

“Yes… the night is ours,” she purred, her tone velvet and sin. “Until sunrise… just you and me. Nothing is going to stop us.”

They lay tangled together for a little while longer, their skin hot, slick, and sealed together by the oil. The thick, tropical scent of coconut and roasted sesame saturated the air. Every tiny shift against the nylon drew out a soft, wet squelch. Eventually, she sat up, raking her fingers through his oil drenched hair. She stood, stepping onto the towel by the bed, and walked over to the full-length mirror. Her hair hung in heavy, sticky tendrils. She stared at her reflection a beautifully ruined, glowing woman, deeply flushed with afterglow. Scarlett gathered her damp locks, securing them tightly with a clip so they wouldn’t fall during the long hours ahead. Then, she angled the mirror perfectly so they had a clear, unabashed view of the bed. Seeing their own slick, debauched reflection in the red glow sent a fresh spike of arousal through them both.

Turning back, she gracefully straddled Dante’s lap. Knees spread wide, her oil soaked, gartered thighs slid effortlessly against his slick torso. Their bodies were still a frictionless wonderland, gliding smoothly with every drawn breath. The liquid warmth of the red wine they’d shared at dinner still hummed in their blood. It was well past midnight. She grabbed the half empty wine bottle. Locking eyes with her man, she deliberately brought the glass to her lips and downed half the remaining vintage in a single, smooth pull. The heavy, tart fruitiness burned beautifully down her throat. She offered the bottle to him, her voice a low, wicked murmur:

“Your turn… you either finish the bottle… or you can figure out where else to shove it…”

Dante smirked, that familiar devilish glint flashing in his eyes. “Alright, my love,” he said, tipping the bottle back and draining it in one go.

The alcohol flared in his throat and rushed straight to his veins. They were both delightfully lightheaded now, their senses dialed up to an agonizing sensitivity. As he leaned over to grab the blindfold and the red ball gag, the wine betrayed his balance, and he slipped sideways off the slick mattress. Scarlett burst into a peal of musical laughter, throwing her arms open.

“Are you alright, my clumsy love?” she giggled.

“I’m fine… completely fine,” he huffed, breathlessly.

They locked eyes and descended into a fit of genuine, uninhibited laughter. The wine had loosened their limbs, stretched their boundaries, and set their joy completely free. Dante scooped her into his arms and captured her mouth. He gripped her hips fiercely, crushing her bare breasts against his own chest. The friction of her hard, pebbled nipples scraping against his skin stoked the fire back to a roaring blaze. One of her hands tangled at the nape of his neck; the other roamed through his slick hair. The kiss deepened into something brutal, all teeth and breathless hunger.

He trailed his wet kisses along her jawline to her ear. He caught her earlobe between his teeth, giving it a sharp nip, before plunging his tongue into the delicate folds. The hot, wet invasion hit her most sensitive nerves, sending a violent electrical shock straight down her spine. Her back arched, and a throaty “Aaaahhh…” tore from her lips.

“I want you to open wide and say ‘ah’ for me,” his voice was suddenly devoid of humor, completely authoritative.

She opened her mouth, but the ball was so massive she had to stretch her jaw muscles to the point of aching. As he secured the gag, the taste of clinical silicone, mixed with the faint musk of their earlier play, flooded her tongue. Swallowing immediately became a chore. Saliva pooled fast, slipping past her teeth and trickling in a slow, glossy line down her chin and onto her breasts.

Dante ignored the red ball for a moment, pressing clumsy, wet kisses to the corners of her stretched lips before returning to his task. He gripped the nape of her neck, tangling his fingers in her hair, and aggressively thrust his wet tongue back into her ear canal. He swirled it rhythmically, mapping deep, maddening circles. She writhed, whimpering helplessly around the gag, but his grip in her hair was ironclad. The harder she tried to squirm away, the harder he pulled, and the friction of that restraint was tipping her into a state of absolute delirium. It felt like his tongue was directly massaging her brain. She was losing her mind, teetering on the edge of a climax brought on entirely by the sensory overload in her ear.

Without warning, he jerked back and shoved her down. She hit the mattress flat on her back with a muffled “Oh!” Her ear was ringing, throbbing with frustrated heat; being abruptly cut off right on the precipice of ruin was driving her insane.

Now, Dante was completely in control. “Now it’s your turn in the dark,” he commanded, his tone icy and absolute.

Reaching into the bowl, he scooped up a heavy handful of oil. The viscous, honey thick liquid pooled in his palm. With agonizing slowness, he let it drizzle like hot silk over her closed eyelids. The oil seeped into her lashes, coating her vision in a heavy, impenetrable veil. Her lids felt leaden, and a delicious shiver racked her body as the liquid heat bloomed across her face. He grabbed the leather blindfold from the nightstand. As he slid the straps behind her head, his fingers dragged sensuously through her oil slicked hair. He settled the leather over her eyes and buckled it at the tightest possible notch.

Once it was secure, Scarlett’s world vanished entirely. Stripped of sight, her universe shrank to the frantic thud of her own pulse and the heavy, slick weight of the oil on her skin.

Dante sat back on his heels, straddling her thighs, drinking in the sight of her. Her jaw was stretched taut around the red ball. Blindfolded, dripping in oil, clad only in black garters, and glowing under the crimson lights, she looked devastatingly vulnerable and unimaginably seductive. A surge of possessive pride swelled in his chest. He leaned forward, sliding his chest slowly over hers, letting his breath ghost over her oiled ear.

“You look fucking exquisite right now… Having you like this makes me the luckiest bastard alive,” he whispered roughly. “But that doesn’t mean I’m granting you any mercy, my queen. I promised you revenge.”

Hearing that, her pulse spiked. She knew exactly what was coming and instinct took over; she began bucking wildly beneath him, feigning a desperate escape. Thanks to the frictionless slide of the plastic, her right arm whipped free and landed a surprisingly forceful slap square on his chest. The wet smack of oiled hand against oiled flesh cracked loudly through the room.

Dante blinked, a stinging heat blooming on his pec. His eyes darkened dangerously. “So, you want to play rough… naughty girl.”

He produced a pair of pink, feather lined handcuffs from the drawer. She thrashed, twisting her wrists away in a show of defiance that only poured gasoline on the fire between them. She giggled, letting out muffled squeals around the gag, fighting just enough to keep the game alive. But against his sheer size, muscle, and absolute resolve, she was hopelessly overpowered. He snapped the first cuff over the wrist that had struck him. A sharp, metallic click rang out as the pink feathers bit into her skin. He yanked her arm upward, securing it to the iron headboard. The second arm proved just as difficult, the cuffs pinging musically against the metal bars as she fought him. Finally, both wrists were chained to the headboard, her arms splayed wide and entirely defenseless.

Scarlett was completely immobilized. Arms spread eagled, sightless, gagged, and wearing nothing but oil ruined black garters, she lay trapped in a glistening swamp of sweat, massage oil, and her own slick arousal.

Dante hovered over her, his voice a lethal dose of affection and authority. “Are you going to behave? Or do I need to shackle your ankles, too?”

Blindly, she shook her head vigorously from side to side.

“Good girl,” he praised, a dark triumph lacing his tone. “Now, where were we? Ah, yes… revenge is a dish best served cold.”

He slithered his oiled body over hers, settling his hips just below her ribcage so he wouldn’t crush her lungs. With every panicked breath she took, her soft breasts dragged deliciously against his hard, slick abdomen. He paused, savoring the absolute picture of her surrender. Then, he slowly reached out and lifted the lid off the oil bowl. Trapped in the dark, Scarlett had to rely entirely on sound and sensation. Her heart hammered frantically against her ribs, her pulse deafening. A single, looping thought dominated her mind: “Please don’t let it be what I think it is… please… please…”

With gentle but uncompromising force, Dante gripped her chin, tilting her head sideways to expose her ear. He took the soft cloth he’d retrieved from the bowl and draped it over her face. The moment the oil-soaked fabric met her skin, it felt heavy, suffocatingly warm, and damp. She instantly realized what was coming. Frantic, guttural murmurs “Mmph! Nnnph!” tore from her throat.

Her stiletto clad heels began kicking violently at the mattress, the plastic squelching loudly with every strike. Her chains clattered and clanged against the iron headboard as she writhed in a beautiful panic. He leaned heavily over her, his voice a hypnotic whisper:

“Shhhhh… calm down, naughty girl.”

He cupped a pool of warm oil in his palm and hovered over her exposed left ear. Slowly, drop by agonizing drop, he poured the thick, honey warm liquid directly into her ear canal. It filled her ear completely. Her hearing was instantly smothered, the sharp sounds of the room drowning into a thick, underwater hum. The only sounds left were her own racing heart and the rushing of blood in her head. The cloying aroma of toasted sesame and coconut filled her lungs. Her heels continued drumming against the bed. She pulled her knees up and kicked out, fighting to keep up her desperate charade of resistance. Unfazed, Dante smoothly turned her head and filled her right ear with oil as well. Once both canals were submerged, her resistance melted away completely. Her world had collapsed into a profound, suffocating darkness. She couldn’t see. She could barely hear. The red ball gag choked her swallows, and the iron bedframe held her wrists hostage.

This absolute, inescapable helplessness was the most potent aphrodisiac she had ever known. Her body practically hummed with liquid fire. The bite of the cuffs on her wrists barely registered through the blinding haze of her arousal. Her core had never been so sensitive or so wet. Her nipples were tight, hard little pebbles begging for friction. The warmth of the oil mixed with her own slick wetness, running down to meet the plug still resting deep inside her rear. Her heart threatened to hammer its way out of her chest; she was thrashing, burning up from the inside out, silently screaming: “Please… fuck me now… I can’t take it… I need to feel you inside me… please…”

But her partner couldn’t hear her silent, desperate prayers.

Instead, his slippery fingers fumbled at the back of her head, navigating the tangles of her hair to undo the buckle of the blindfold. The moment the leather came away, a mixture of warm oil and frustrated tears spilled down her temples, matting her hair. The heavy sweetness of the oil hung thick in the air. Dante grabbed a clean tissue, his voice a beautiful blend of absolute authority and agonizing tenderness:

“I changed my mind… I want you to watch what I’m about to do to you, my love.”

He dabbed the tissue gently across her face, wiping away the worst of the oil and ruined makeup, leaving dark, smudged shadows around her eyes. Her hair was a wild, sticky halo. Scarlett fought to pry her heavy lashes apart. When she finally managed, her eyes shone glassy and feral in the red light.

Dante reached for the remotes and simultaneously cranked the vibration on both their butt plugs to their movement modes. Her entire body convulsed. Her eyes rolled back, and a guttural, choked moan hit the back of the ball gag. At the exact same moment, he, hands too slick to grip, tore open a condom wrapper with his teeth. Wiping his hard shaft quickly with a tissue, he rolled the latex down his impressive length. Her oiled, splayed body was trembling violently. Dante slithered down her torso, his slick skin sliding against hers, until he reached the lacy bands of her garters. He wanted to pry her thighs wider, but the straps held firm. He pulled back completely, manually forcing her knees as far apart as her restraints allowed. Her glistening, swollen sex was laid bare before him, vulnerable, dripping, and completely at his mercy.

He began by lightly tracing her engorged outer lips. He parted his index and middle fingers into a ‘V’, massaging the slick folds in agonizingly slow circles. Scarlett went slack, surprised by the gentle approach; there was no pain, no rough demand. Every touch was a smooth, warm tease. But then, without warning, the dynamic shattered. Dante pinched one of her tight, hardened nipples between his thumb and index finger, and gave it a sharp, calculated, punishing flick.

“Mmmph!” A muffled shriek tore through the gag. Tears immediately sprang to her eyes not from sadness, but from the searing, electric jolt of sudden pain. The shockwave radiated straight down through her entire body. Her muscles locked tight as she braced herself for a second strike. Just as the burning sensation on her left breast began to fade, he mercilessly flicked the right one. She bucked violently against her chains, entirely unprepared for the rapid follow up. A hot flush of exquisite pain washed down her chest. Then, his hands flattened against her breasts, abandoning the torture for a firm, heavy kneading. He squeezed her full flesh, his fingers sinking deep, forcing her breath to hitch rapidly. Pain and pleasure braided into a single, blinding sensation. He lowered his head, running his tongue straight up her slick slit, tasting the intoxicating mix of her salty arousal and the sweet oil.

Wasting no more time, he aligned his hips. He dragged his rock-hard length through her wetness, teasing her entrance with slow, agonizingly slick up and down circles. She began to thrash and whine around the gag. Her body convulsed with every teasing brush. As he continued to massage her, using both hands to spread her swollen lips wide open, Scarlett screamed repeatedly inside her own mind: “Enough… I can’t take it anymore… please, come inside me… take me… please…”

But the red ball gag in her mouth reduced her desperate pleas to muffled whimpers. Having been pushed to the precipice of climax countless times, her core was flushed, swollen, and agonizingly sensitive. She ached to feel his rigid length inside her. His fingers trailed down the slick valley between her buttocks. Skirting the vibrating plug secured in her rear, he gently, delicately stroked the slick folds of her sex. Her heavy wetness clung to his fingertips, sending a fresh jolt of pleasure through her with every caress.

Scarlett’s entire body was strung tight with anticipation. Her heart hammered against her ribs, her breath hitching in short, erratic gasps. She was completely enveloped by the sensory overload: the heavy, sweet scent of the oil, the wet slap of the nylon, the searing heat of Dante’s skin, and the slickness of her own arousal. Now, she craved only one thing: to feel him deep inside her.

“This is it…” Scarlett thought. His fingers gently parted her slick, swollen folds, baring her entrance, and her body gave an involuntary shudder. This tremor was so profound that even she, drenched in the heat of their play, felt it vividly. From the dark satisfaction gleaming in his eyes, the woman knew exactly how much pleasure her man derived from that quiver.

“Now…” Dante whispered, his voice deep and absolute.

He gently pressed the broad head of his shaft against her entrance. There was a brief pause. She held her breath, her muscles tensing in anticipation of what was to come. For a split second, nothing happened. Then, a wave of sensation more intense than anything she had ever experienced surged from the back of her thighs, rushing up her spine and straight to her brain. Her partner drove his length into her with a firm, controlled thrust. She was so overwhelmed she couldn’t even scream. A deep, muffled groan tore from her throat as her legs twitched involuntarily. The sudden, burning fullness stole the air from her lungs. In that exact moment, he reached up and gave her nipple a sharp, punishing pinch. The pain flared like a jolt of electricity. Her body arched like a drawn bowstring.

“Just you wait…” she thought fiercely, though even her defiance was drowned in sheer excitement.

The warm wetness spilling from her core and pooling down her thighs seemed to burn her skin. Scarlett braced herself for another pinch, her muscles locking tight. But he changed his tactic. He slowly withdrew, letting her pooling warmth spill over her skin, and then gently, teasingly, began to glide the head of his shaft over her slick folds.

Scarlett froze as she felt the simultaneous pressure on her entrance and the plug in her rear. For a moment, anticipating another strike, her body tensed. But Dante was infinitely gentle this time. He cupped her sex with his hand, stroking her wetness with his fingers, and began a slow, agonizingly soft friction with the tip of his length.

Lying in the oil slicked swamp, she moaned softly at the warm, grounding pressure from behind. She writhed helplessly, her gartered legs sliding aimlessly across the plastic sheeting. Her own body was betraying her, growing wetter and more swollen with every slide of his flesh. The lingering heat of the pain made her skin crave more. Trapped in the darkness of the blindfold, silenced by the red gag, she could vividly feel her arousal skyrocketing.

As he straightened up, he delivered a series of lighter, yet still stinging, slaps to the backs of her thighs. These strikes weren’t meant to snap her out of her haze; they were designed to push her deeper into it. She jumped slightly, a muffled moan escaping her lips with every smack.

Dante withdrew again, releasing the heavy warmth that had accumulated between them, and slowly positioned the head of his shaft in the agonizingly tight space between her slick entrance and the vibrating plug. Scarlett froze as the pressure built. Then came his warm, slippery touch. She let out a soft, whimpering moan. Simultaneously, he seized her breast with his right hand, his fingers sinking deep into her soft flesh as he squeezed. This touch magnified every sensation coursing through her. As the friction increased with every passing second, she surrendered completely to this new zenith of pleasure. Her body writhed, her handcuffed wrists clattering lightly against the iron headboard. Blocked by the red ball, she couldn’t beg, “Enough… I can’t take it anymore… please, come inside me…” Only wet, broken murmurs slipped past her lips.

He leaned heavily over her, his voice a low, commanding rumble: “Trust me, my love.”

She was burning with the desperate urge to clamp her legs together, but every time his length brushed against her, she accepted that such resistance was impossible. Pain and pleasure, shame and surrender they were hopelessly intertwined. She was lost in the rich scent of oil, the wet sounds of flesh on nylon, the heat of his skin, and the undeniable truth of her own desperate wetness. She was completely, utterly in his hands.

Scarlett was still reeling from the astonishing feeling of a lover who didn’t just touch her, but possessed her. Slowly, Dante pulled back. He pressed the warm, slick head of his shaft right at her entrance. But he didn’t plunge in. Her dripping wetness and his own pre-come mingled, making them incredibly slick and hypersensitive. This was exactly what he wanted: to slowly, patiently drive her to the brink of insanity, to prime her perfectly.

“Now…” the man whispered again, the word vibrating with control.

With agonizing slowness, he pressed forward. Millimeter by millimeter, he slid inside her, his free hand gently tracing her swollen, delicate lips. Heat radiated across her skin. The lingering sting from his earlier pinches, combined with this incredible stretching fullness, morphed into a dizzying cocktail of agony and bliss. She felt the sensation root itself deep within her core. His thick length parted her, filling her completely. Scarlett had never felt so stretched, so intimately claimed, and so masterfully controlled. With every inch he claimed, her slick muscles tightened around him in a desperate embrace. As he established a slow, agonizing rhythm, the friction drew a profound, unfamiliar pleasure from her. It was deeper, rawer, and more intimate than anything she had ever known.

With every sweep of his length inside her, her core trembled and clenched. Her entire body sparked with electricity. For a fleeting second, she felt the edge of an orgasm looming; her muscles locked, her breath hitched. Just then, Dante cupped her flushed breasts, burying his fingers in her flesh and squeezing hard. She moaned into the gag. He pinched her nipple sharply at the exact same moment. The shock of pain, colliding with the deep tremor inside her, made her back arch violently.

The man buried himself to the hilt. Every pinch detonated a new explosion inside her. Pain fueled the pleasure, pouring gasoline on her desire. He drew almost completely out and sank back in several times, each stroke impossibly slow, pausing at the deepest point. Scarlett’s core clenched frantically around his enormous size. She rolled her hips, chasing the friction, a desperate “Uhhhh” vibrating in her throat.

Then, he changed the tempo.

He pulled back swiftly and drove inside her with brutal force. His movements locked into a powerful, relentless, and dominant rhythm. She lifted her hips, offering herself up entirely to her man, taking every inch he gave her. As he bottomed out without encountering any resistance, a tidal wave of sweet, aching pleasure crashed through her burning body. She was drowning in it. She couldn’t have begged him to stop even if she wanted to; the pleasure was too absolute. The gag kept her jaw locked open, muffling her wild cries. This intense marriage of pain and ecstasy made her wetter and more frantic than ever. The frictionless glide of their oil slicked bodies slamming together in that chaotic nylon swamp was the pulse of this fiery moment.

Dante maintained his relentless pace, his dominance unyielding. His thick length was gripped tightly, greedily, by her internal muscles. They were both racing toward the precipice.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his voice a gravelly rasp of extreme arousal.

She could only manage a frantic “Hmm… hmm…” around the ball gag. She couldn’t possibly have imagined what he was going to do next. Her heart was trying to batter its way out of her ribs.

Suddenly, her partner doubled his pace. He began thrusting into her with fierce, punishing strokes. Every single thrust battered her G-spot, the deep, rhythmic pressure igniting a wildfire in her blood. Scarlett threw her head back, moaning helplessly into the darkness of her blindfold. The sounds tearing from her throat were feral, animalistic. His free fingers still lightly traced her folds, the mere presence of his touch acting as a catalyst for her climax. Her pleasure spiked into the red zone. Her body felt like it was going to shatter.

“If only he would stop… or just slow down…” she thought in a brief flash of panic. But she knew he wouldn’t stop; he was a force of nature, demanding more. He made it abundantly clear he had no intention of granting her mercy. Every thrust was a declaration of ownership. Her slick walls clamped down on him like a vice. She was fracturing under the weight of the pleasure. Beads of sweat broke out on her forehead, mixing with the oil and racing down her cheeks. Her core spasmed, twitching and milking his thick shaft with desperate intensity.

Without warning, the dam broke. Scarlett’s body gave way, and an earth-shattering orgasm swallowed her whole.

The climax hit her in violent, rolling waves, exploding from her core and violently shaking her entire body. The profound fullness she felt, paired with the relentless vibration of the plug in her rear, magnified the orgasm to a terrifying intensity. She had never experienced a release so deep, so absolute. Hot tears leaked from her blindfolded eyes as her body locked up, trembling uncontrollably. She was on fire. Pain and bliss melted together, entirely consuming her.

Dante didn’t stop. He kept thrusting, riding out the storm with her, drawing out her climax for as long as humanly possible. The violent contractions of her inner walls milking him pushed him over his own edge. With his final, brutal thrusts, he clenched his fists, squeezed his eyes shut, and came with a deep, guttural roar. As his hot release flooded her womb, he slowed his pace, grinding his hips to savor every last drop of his climax.

For a long time, they remained securely joined. As the final pulses of his release faded, she was still riding the aftershocks of her own orgasm. After finally catching his breath, he leaned down and whispered:

“That was your turn… and it’s over. Now, it’s time for the cherry on top.”

Dante slowly pulled out and stripped off the condom. It was heavy with his release. With one hand, he gripped her chin firmly, locking her head in place. She let out a questioning “Mmm” and tried to turn her head, but his grip was unyielding. Deep down, this thrilled her. She put up a token struggle, just enough to play her part. His absolute control fed her deepest fantasy of surrender.

“Be a good girl and keep your eyes closed,” he commanded, his tone dripping with dark satisfaction.

Scarlett felt a thick, sticky heat touch her cheek. A warm, heavy slickness was slowly smeared across her eyelids and forehead. As the creamy warmth was painted over her skin, her body gave a violent twitch. She whimpered, but the profound, forbidden degradation of the act sent a fresh spike of arousal straight to her core. Her body began to tremble, secondary contractions seizing her muscles. She let out wet, muffled moans, realizing that having his seed spread across her face was both humiliating and unspeakably hot. Her handcuffed hands clenched into tight fists as a secondary climax washed over her.

He gently caught a drop rolling down her cheek, smearing it back into her skin in slow, possessive circles. It felt like he was branding her. Her face glistened under the crimson lights. As the thick fluid began to dry, it formed a tight, shiny mask a second skin. It was the ultimate display of helplessness and surrender.

Once the mask had set, Dante leaned down and pressed a long, reverent kiss to her lips, right over the red ball. Then, his hands moved to the leather straps. He slithered up her oil-soaked body, finding the buckle. Looking down at her, he slowly, deliberately undid the gag and pulled the red silicone from her mouth.

She gasped, letting out a long, ragged “Aaahhhhh…” as the suffocating pressure vanished. Her jaw muscles screamed in protest, numb from being stretched for so long. She tried to close her mouth but couldn’t on the first try. A painful wave of relief washed over her as her jaw finally unlocked. She took a deep, greedy breath of air.

“I can’t even move my face properly… I’m like a doll… I could barely close my mouth…” she whispered, her voice raw, exhausted, but brimming with awe. “You, magnificent bastard… what have you done to me tonight… it was so beautiful…”

As he pulled back, the woman, still shackled to the headboard, strained forward out of the oil slicked sheets, arching her back to reach him. Her lips found his.

“I’ve never felt my own body so deeply before…” she whispered against his mouth, her voice trembling. “This is the best night of my life…”

She began to kiss him with feral desperation. He tasted the salty musk of his own release on her skin, and that alone was enough to stir his sleeping manhood back to life. Dante broke the kiss, his eyes darting to the clock on the wall. It read 03:35 AM.

“We have so many rounds left… did you forget?” he murmured, his voice heavy with exhaustion but laced with a dark promise. “We’re not stopping until the sun comes up.”

He reached up to the pink, feathered cuff on her right wrist. With a mechanical click, the metal released her. Despite the soft feathers, the skin of her wrist was flushed and slightly bruised. His brow furrowed slightly as he noticed. He unlocked the left cuff with the same gentle care.

As she rubbed her sore wrists, she thought, “how did they get so red so fast?”

Noticing her wince, he murmured softly: “Poor darling… Let me kiss it and make it better.”

He bowed his head and began to press soft, reverent kisses to her chafed wrists. She shivered as his lips grazed her sensitive skin. Neither of them had fully recovered from the explosive intensity of that first round; a beautiful, heavy lethargy was settling into their bones. The warm buzz of the wine was fading into a deep physical exhaustion.

The man reached for the bottle of wine on the nightstand. He sat back, resting against the headboard. Scarlett gracefully crawled into his lap, wrapping her arms around his broad shoulders and burying her face in his neck. Their bodies, still slick with oil, pressed seamlessly together.

They passed the bottle back and forth. They would take a sip, then lean in for a deep kiss. Occasionally, they would playfully pass the wine from mouth to mouth, laughing at the messy, sweet intimacy of it. The heavy, tart fruitiness of the vintage mixed with the tropical scent of coconut and sesame on their tongues. They had been beautifully brutal with each other. Their pulses still hummed, their muscles twitching randomly. For a long time, she simply rested her head on his warm, oiled chest, breathing him in. The rich aroma of the room and the steady thud of his heart anchored her.

Eventually, Scarlett lifted her head, her eyes shining like glass in the dim light. “I never want this night to end…” she whispered, capturing his lips in a long, devastatingly tender kiss.

The dynamic shifted effortlessly. Now, she was the one leaning back against the headboard, while he knelt between her spread legs. His tongue traced a slow, wet path across her face, starting from her cheek and dragging all the way to her ear. He wet her oil-soaked earlobe with his own saliva, then began to lick, suck, and gently nip the sensitive flesh. With every brush of his teeth, her nipples tightened into hard, aching peaks. Her breathing grew heavy. As his hot breath and wet tongue explored the delicate folds of her ear, a delicious shiver raced down her spine.

Dante paused, realizing he’d forgotten a crucial detail. He reached blindly for the nightstand and cranked the remotes, reactivating both of their vibrating plugs. The room was instantly filled with the low hum of the motors, the wet smack of his kisses, and the squelch of the nylon sheets. His hands roamed over her oil slicked, pale breasts. His fingers pinched and tugged at her hardened peaks, fueling the fire in her belly. He cupped and kneaded her flesh, treating her body like a delicacy to be savored. Every caress dragged her deeper into the undertow of her own lust.

His mouth trailed lower. He kissed down her throat, lingered at her collarbones, and finally laid claim to her breasts. He looked up, meeting her eyes with a wicked smirk. Then, he opened his mouth and gently bit down on one of her tight, pink peaks. She gasped, her back arching off the mattress as a sweet, melodic moan escaped her lips. She bit down on her own lip to ground herself. He immediately soothed the sting, bathing the abused nipple with the flat of his tongue, making up for the pain with exquisite tenderness. With every sweep of his mouth, her skin grew hyper sensitive; the pleasure was compounding, building upon itself. The heavy scent of the oil, the intoxicating taste of the wine, his hot breath, his slick tongue, and the sound of her own desperate moans… it all merged into a thick, intoxicating sensory fog.

Her body was fully awake once more. With every playful bite he delivered, pulling and stretching her nipples, she felt a jolt of electricity shoot down her spine. Her core swelled, growing flushed and dripping wet. After thoroughly worshiping her breasts, Dante softened his approach and began trailing wet kisses down her torso. His tongue mapped every inch of her smooth, slick skin. He left no territory unclaimed. He kissed, sucked, and tasted her with long, languid strokes, working his way down to her navel. When he plunged his tongue deep into her belly button and swirled it, she began to writhe, letting out breathy, helpless whines.

The moment they had both been waiting for had arrived.

He shifted, needing a better angle. He moved up quickly, planting a brief, bruising kiss on her lips. She opened her eyes in surprise. Her partner slid off the bed entirely and stood at the foot of the mattress. He planted his feet firmly, reached out, and clamped his hands around her oil slicked, gartered ankles. With one swift, powerful motion, he yanked her toward him.

Her body skidded across the oiled plastic with a loud, wet swoosh. She let out a startled shriek, but a thrilled, ecstatic smile broke across her face. Her legs were now dangling over the edge of the mattress. The sheer, unapologetic dominance of him manhandling her without warning sent a flock of butterflies erupting in her stomach. It was a raw display of power; she belonged to him, completely.

Dante wasn’t finished. He gripped her calves and pressed her legs together. Slipping his right arm beneath the backs of her knees, he lifted her effortlessly. With his free hand, he shoved a pillow securely under her lower back. Her hips were now perfectly elevated, presented to him. Her sex, totally bare, slick, and swollen with desire, was displayed at eye level. Her oiled skin, catching the crimson light, looked like a feast meant only for him.

The man dropped to his knees. Taking in her total exposure, she grabbed a second pillow, tucked it under her head, and whispered down to him:

“Watching you look at me… it makes me so wet.”

Feigning annoyance at her impatience, he smirked, a dangerous glint in his eye. “Fine… then I’ll make sure you get a good show.”

He placed his large hands on her thighs and gently parted her legs, the oiled skin sliding smoothly under his grip. She was totally at his mercy. The man began by pressing agonizingly slow, hot kisses to her inner thighs the most sensitive skin on her body. With every kiss, his mouth drew closer to her center, and her body shuddered in anticipation. Her core was on full display flushed, dripping, and throbbing but he intentionally took his time. He circled her completely, planting wet kisses everywhere but where she needed him most. Watching the woman writhe, seeing her eyes roll back and her teeth sink into her lower lip, gave her partner an immense sense of power. It amplified her vulnerability tenfold.

When she felt, she was going to shatter from the anticipation, he finally drew his tongue straight up her slick slit. A deep, guttural moan tore out of her. The man kept the tempo torturously slow, painting her soft folds with feather light, flat licks. He could taste her arousal spiking; her slickness coated his tongue, and the taste drove him wild. Her moans grew frantic. Her fingers clawed at the plastic sheets, finding no purchase in the slick oil. She bit her lip, her chest heaving. The sheer, overwhelming force of the pleasure was hijacking her nervous system. He moved one hand to her rear, pressing his palm flat against the vibrating plug. The added pressure forced the toy deeper, battering her G-spot from behind. She shrieked, her voice bouncing off the walls. With his other hand, he gently gripped the hood of her clit, parting her lips wide, and began swirling his tongue over her most sensitive bundle of nerves with relentless, wet precision.

Waves of ecstasy crashed through the woman. Her moans shattered into loud, shameless cries. Her partner was relentless. He coated two of his fingers in the pool of oil beneath her and slid them effortlessly inside her dripping core. As her hot, tight muscles clamped down on his fingers, he curled them upward in a ‘come here’ motion, hunting for her G-spot. It only took a few strokes. Her body instantly went rigid, convulsing violently. While his tongue continued to mercilessly assault her clit, his fingers pumped a fierce, rhythmic tempo inside her. Her screams filled the air; she balled her hands into fists, grabbed handfuls of his oily hair, and desperately held his face flush against her sex.

The climax compounded upon itself. She knew this orgasm was different darker, deeper, earth shattering. Her body shuddered violently from her toes to her scalp. The violent contractions dragged on for two solid minutes. Time ceased to exist. Her hips jerked and bucked, splashing the oil beneath her. She made feral, broken noises as her body convulsed and relaxed in a chaotic, beautiful mess.

As the aftershocks finally began to ebb, she peeled her eyes open. She immediately tugged on his hair, dragging him up the bed until he was hovering over her. He slid up the oily runway and crashed his lips onto hers. She kissed him with reckless abandon, tasting her own rich essence on his face, sucking his lower lip, biting him gently. Sharing the taste of her own climax threw another log on the fire between them.

They broke apart, chests heaving, clinging to one another. The adrenaline from the first round was completely resurrected. Looking deep into his dark eyes, she whispered in a voice thick with lust:

“My God… you are everything to me. I want to kiss you until the sun comes up…”

A wicked, dominant smirk touched his lips. His tone was mocking but velvet soft:

“What the fuck are you waiting for, then, my queen?”

A smile of pure defiance and raw hunger split her face. She shoved his chest hard, rolling him off her and toward the center of the bed. He landed flat on his back in the middle of the oily puddle. She immediately straddled him, pinning his hips with her knees. The sudden reversal of power sent a jolt of pure electricity through them both.

She dipped her head and closed her mouth right over one of his hard, oil slicked nipples. She pinched, rolled, and tugged the other with her fingers while her mouth worked magic sucking, lightly biting, and teasing the sensitive flesh with her teeth. She alternated between the two, granting them equal, agonizing attention. His eyes rolled back, deep, chest rattling groans rumbling from his throat. When he managed to look down, the feral hunger in her eyes sent all the blood rushing south, turning his length into a rigid pillar of steel. Her mouth trailed slowly down his torso, her tongue dipping into the deep cuts of his defined abs. She maintained eye contact with every swipe of her tongue. She used one hand to hold her heavy, oil-soaked hair back, making sure not to drag it across his skin. After worshipping his stomach with long, wet kisses, she slid off him entirely. Moving to the foot of the bed just as he had done to her, she wrapped her hands around his slick ankles.

With a sudden, violent yank, she pulled him. His heavy, muscular frame slid down the plastic with a loud swoosh. The aggressive, decisive move shocked him, but it also flooded him with a deep, intoxicating sense of surrender. His feet were now hanging off the edge of the mattress. She gripped his thighs and pushed his knees together. Mimicking his exact technique, she hooked her arm under his knees to lift his lower half, sliding a pillow securely under his lower back. His hips were elevated, presenting his thick, pulsing, veiny length in all its glory.

The woman dropped to her knees. She wrapped her hand around the base of his thick shaft and leaned her face in close. It was massive, hovering just inches from her lips. She stared at it with wide, genuinely awestruck eyes, then glanced up at him. Without speaking a word, her expression screamed, Jesus, it’s so big… She playfully tapped the heavy head against her cheek a few times before she began pressing hot, wet kisses from the base all the way to the tip. When she reached the soft, flared head, she traced the rim with agonizingly slow circles of her tongue. Then, parting her lips, she took him deeply into her mouth. She established a wet, rhythmic, up and down tempo.

The sloppy, obscene sounds of her mouth filled the room. He groaned, his pupils blown wide, his head dropping back against the mattress. As she picked up the pace, his groans fractured into desperate, breathy gasps. He involuntarily bucked his hips, trying to drive his length deeper down her throat; whenever he succeeded, his eyes watered from the sheer intensity of the pleasure. He writhed, his hands blindly grasping for her oily hair. She used her hand to stroke the base while her mouth worked the tip, pushing him to the absolute limit. He began to make guttural, animalistic noises. As the pressure in his groin reached the point of no return, he gasped out,

“Please, baby… stop… fuck, I’m gonna… Ohhhhh… My God…”

She slowed her pace, but she absolutely refused to let him out of her mouth. His length, slick and throbbing, began to violently pulse between her lips. She felt the hot rush of his release flood her mouth. He pumped into her ten, twelve times, strong, heavy contractions that finally left him breathless and completely spent. Without wasting a single second, she crawled up his slick body. Keeping his essence in her mouth, she smashed her lips against his. He felt a flicker of shock, followed by a massive surge of arousal, as she forced him to taste his own climax. For a long, filthy minute, they made out passionately, swapping the salty sweet nectar between them.

When their lungs finally burned for air, they broke the kiss, resting their foreheads together. They stayed like that, breathless, feeling the hot air ghosting between their lips, letting the violent, chaotic high of their orgasms slowly wash through their veins and begin to fade. She blindly reached for the nightstand and killed the power to both vibrating plugs. As the buzzing died, a profound, ringing silence claimed the room. She collapsed onto her man, resting her ear flush against his muscular chest. The heavy, booming thud of his heartbeat gently rocked her head.

“Your heart is beating so fast…” she whispered in awe.

He wrapped his heavy arms around her waist, his voice raw and achingly sincere:

“Because it beats for you, my love…”

A soft, radiant smile touched her lips.

“Oh… my love…”

* * *


Chapter-6: After Party!
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He glanced at his watch discreetly. It read 5:12 AM. The sun would be rising soon. They had spent the entire night awake, consumed by a frantic, feral intensity. His body felt heavy, his muscles aching with a deep, satisfying exhaustion, and his mind was still swimming in the passionate haze of the previous hours. He was slightly hungry. Over the last hour, the silicone invader still buried deep inside his rear had begun to make its presence known with a dull ache and a slight, throbbing pressure. He looked down at the woman, lying peacefully against his chest, her oil slicked hair tangled and wild. He slowly ran his fingers through her locks, the sticky, heavy texture of the oil clinging to his skin.

“What a night…” he whispered, his voice raspy, weary, and brimming with profound satisfaction.

She fluttered her eyes open, her voice sleepy and low:

“Wasn’t it? Like a fever dream… absolutely wild. I’ve never felt so alive, so utterly surrendered.”

The man smiled, lazily tracing the curve of her waist.

“The night isn’t over yet, my love. We’re still going.”

She propped herself up and looked into his eyes. That dark, fiery glint was still there.

“Then let’s keep it going. How about we go to sleep without taking our toys out?”

He paused. Just five minutes ago, he had silently complained that the plug was starting to make his lower back ache. He wanted to say no. But when he saw the defiant yet pleading spark in her eyes, his resolve melted. He couldn’t bear to deny his queen anything. To him, this was like a sweet game of mutual endurance.

“Alright, my love… whatever you wish,” he finally conceded, his voice a blend of resignation and soft devotion.

Truthfully, her own body was aching from the constant stretch of the toy. But this was her way of claiming a sweet, lingering dominance over him. She knew perfectly well that her man couldn’t say no to her after a night like this. They both lay back down in the glistening, slick mess of the bed. She cupped a handful of oil and massaged it slowly into his hair. He returned the favor, coating her shoulder length strands until they were heavy and saturated. The rich, tropical scent of coconut and toasted sesame flooded the room once more.

They settled into a spooning position. He slipped his arm beneath her, resting his large palm possessively over her breast, while she backed her body flush against his muscular chest. The blunt fullness and pressure of the plugs inside them was undeniably uncomfortable, yet it forged a strange, intensely intimate bond between them.

“Sleeping like this… it feels wicked, doesn’t it?” she whispered in the dark.

He pressed his lips to the nape of her neck.

“Yes… it aches a little. But… I love having you pressed against me like this.”

They managed to sleep for a few hours. It was 8:15 AM when the first pale rays of sunlight pierced the curtains. Both woke with a slight headache and the dry thirst of lingering alcohol. The toys, however, left a heavy, undeniable throb of fullness deep inside them, a physical reminder of the night’s madness. He slowly sat up, wincing slightly, and pressed a gentle kiss to her temple.

“Good morning, beautiful… How are you feeling?”

She blinked her heavy eyes open. Her body felt like lead; every muscle was sore, especially her lower back, and the persistent stretch of the plug left a burning, swollen sensation in her core. Despite the ache, she pushed herself up and captured his lips in a slow, morning kiss. She grimaced playfully as she sat back, rubbing her hips.

“Good morning, my love… I feel like the happiest, most exhausted woman on earth,” she murmured sleepily. “Last night was unbelievable. My entire body aches… especially my lower half. The toy has been reminding me of its presence with every single movement. But… it was incredible. I’ve never felt so free, and yet so completely yours.”

He pulled her into his lap, wrapping his arms around her waist. The oil still allowed their skin to glide effortlessly together. “I’m in the same boat. My jaw is still sore, and sitting down is definitely an adventure right now. But… I’ll never forget the fire in your eyes. The way you surrendered when you pulled my hair, those screams during your second climax… I felt you so deeply. It was like we shattered our own boundaries together.”

She rested her head on his chest, running her fingers through his slick hair.

“What was your favorite part?” she asked softly.

He thought for a moment, his tone turning utterly sincere:

“When you dragged me to the edge of the bed by my ankles… having your body completely exposed, dripping and waiting for me… and the look in your eyes when you said, ‘Watching you look at me excites me even more.’ I felt like a king, yet completely at your mercy. That level of surrender… it was breathtaking.”

She smiled, a faint blush creeping up her cheeks.

“I loved the way you took your time tasting me, driving me out of my mind… the way you curled your fingers inside me and found my spot perfectly. But most of all, the way you whispered, ‘Trust me, my love,’ even when it hurt. There wasn’t a single second where I didn’t feel completely safe with you. There was pain, there was exhaustion, but when it all melted into pleasure… it was indescribable.”

A comfortable silence settled over them. The room was a museum of their debauchery: gleaming oil stains, crumpled plastic sheets, discarded handcuffs, and the red ball gag resting on the nightstand. Yet, this quiet, honest conversation felt like the most beautiful crescendo to their wild symphony.

She squeezed him tighter.

“Thank you… for everything. To feel so utterly unhinged and yet so safe in your hands… it was the greatest night of my life.”

He kissed the crown of her head, his voice warm and resolute:

“Thank you, my queen. You are my entire world. And tonight… we’re doing it all over again. Maybe a slightly softer pace, but just as deep.”

She giggled, the sound bright in the quiet room.

“Deal… but let’s take it easy on the gags next time. My jaw and my back are still plotting their revenge. But… God, it was worth every second.”

They lingered in the embrace as the morning sun illuminated the room. The chaotic lust of the night had mellowed into a profound peace, a shared lethargy, and a fiercely deep love.

He slowly stretched, his muscles popping as he shifted on the slick plastic. He pulled her flush against him again, their oiled skin sliding seamlessly. Their lips met in a long, languid kiss while her hand lazily mapped the contours of his chest. As she sat up slightly, wrapping her arm around his waist to pull him closer, she felt something hard and unexpected press against her lower back. Turning toward him on the oil-soaked mattress, she trailed her hand down his stomach and curled her fingers around his thick, fully engorged erection.

“My love… look at you…” she whispered, her eyes widening in genuine surprise.

“I can’t believe this… after everything, you’re this hard already.”

She was deeply flattered. Waking up to his immediate, rigid readiness without even trying sent a fresh, powerful wave of arousal crashing through her. Shifting easily in the frictionless pool of oil, she climbed on top of him, straddling his hips. It was as if the oil itself was an aphrodisiac, fusing their skin and stoking the embers of their lust. A devilish spark danced in her eyes.

“I want you inside me…” she purred, her voice dripping with submission and raw desire.

The man needed no further invitation. They kissed with a sudden, renewed ferocity. She ground her slick center against his rigid length, while he reached up to cup her oil slicked breasts. He kneaded the soft flesh, rolling her hardened peaks between his thumbs and forefingers. With every pinch, a jolt of sweet, sharp pleasure shot straight to her core.

She couldn’t wait any longer. She adjusted her position, pressing her thighs firmly against his hips. Reaching for the glass bowl on the nightstand, she scooped up a heavy handful of the cooled oil and poured it generously over her own chest. The thick, honey like liquid cascaded down her body and dripped onto him. Half asleep, he shivered deliciously as the cool oil hit his face, pooling in his eye sockets and trickling down to his ears.

She reveled in the feel of his slick, muscular body. Her hands moved in broad circles over his chest, massaging deeply into his pecs. Her fingers traced the defined, hard ridges of his abs, watching his muscles twitch and jump under her touch. The visual alone made her own core throb and weep with fresh wetness. She scooped another handful of oil and poured it directly over his jutting erection. The liquid coated his thick shaft, pooling at the base near his navel. She wrapped her hand around him, establishing a slick, agonizingly slow rhythm. His moans deepened, rumbling in his chest. Her eyes were ablaze with triumph and hunger. This morning was the perfect epilogue to last night calmer, more intimate, but burning just as hot.

She grabbed the remotes from the nightstand and cranked the vibrating toys inside them both back to life. As the deep, internal buzzing started, she flattened herself against his chest. She angled her hips so that her slick folds ground directly against his thick shaft. Moving at a glacial pace, she began to slide her hips back and forth over him. Their bodies, having marinated in the rich oils all night, were incredibly slick; she didn’t even need to add more friction. With every slow grind, the broad, silky head of his length parted her swollen lips. She tipped her head back, squeezing her eyes shut in pure bliss. The sweet, toasted scent of sesame filled her lungs, and every slide of their bodies produced a wet, sloppy smack. He felt the searing heat of her dripping core sliding over him, sending electricity through his veins. The complete lack of friction made the sensation overwhelmingly intense. He gritted his teeth, fighting a losing battle against a premature release.

As she gradually picked up the pace, his groans turned frantic. Just as he felt the point of no return approaching, she abruptly stopped. She locked her hips against his and whispered breathlessly into his ear:

“It’s time… I need to feel you inside me.”

He was desperate for it, but he knew if he entered her now, he wouldn’t last a minute. To buy himself some time, he pulled her down into a bruising, soul stealing kiss. Their tongues tangled hungrily, sharing the sweet, musky flavor of the oil.

“Let’s use a condom,” he gasped against her lips.

She reached for a paper towel, tore off a piece, and carefully dried his shaft. They had learned the hard way that condoms and massage oil didn’t mix well if the latex couldn’t grip. Once he was dry, the woman expertly rolled the latex down his length. She then dipped her fingers into the bowl, generously coating her own entrance. Slippery and ready, she rose up on her knees. As the blunt head of his shaft pressed against her wet opening, she took a sharp breath. Slowly, agonizingly, she sank down. A soft, continuous moan left her lips as his thick length stretched and filled her completely.

The man gritted his teeth as her hot, tight sheath swallowed him. Even with the latex barrier, the sensation of fullness was staggering. She established a heavy, bouncing rhythm. With every downward thrust, his shaft hammered against her G-spot, filling the room with the wet, rhythmic sounds of their collision. The tempo accelerated. The vibrating toys buried in their rears amplified every movement, pushing their highly sensitized nerves into overdrive. Her moans escalated into melodic screams. His hands clamped onto her slick waist, guiding her hips, driving her harder.

The pleasure crested like a tidal wave. As her inner walls began to spasm and milk him, his control completely shattered. They climaxed together in perfect, violent synchronization. The orgasm was so intense, the muscular contractions so paralyzing, that they both froze mid thrust. Their slick bodies shuddered uncontrollably, their mingled cries echoing off the walls. The aftershocks rolled through them for a long, beautiful minute. Without dismounting, she collapsed onto his chest, sealing her lips over his. Her partner managed to reach down, carefully disposing of the condom. They kissed lazily, utterly depleted but ecstatically happy, tasting the salt, the oil, and the lingering high of their climax. She grabbed the remotes and killed the power to both toys. As the buzzing died, a profound silence enveloped them. She rested her ear flush against his chest, listening to the frantic drumbeat inside his ribs.

“Your heart is beating so fast…” she whispered in awe.

He wrapped his arms around her slick waist, his voice a low, sincere rumble:

“Because it beats for you, my love…”

She smiled against his skin.

“Oh… my love…”

They lay there, locked together in the quiet aftermath. As the adrenaline of the night and morning finally bled from their systems, the emotional bond tethering them felt utterly unbreakable. The man smiled up at her, his eyes heavy but warm.

“You know, my love… even though the night is technically over, we aren’t. We could keep this madness going… What do you say?”

A sweet, mischievous smile touched her lips.

“I’m game for absolutely anything with you, my love.”

Right on cue, a loud, undeniable rumble echoed from her stomach. She flushed a deep, embarrassed crimson and pressed a hand to her belly. He chuckled, the sound rich and warm.

“I think your stomach is trying to tell me you’re starving, beautiful. Shall we get something to eat?”

She gave a shy, hesitant smile.

“Food sounds heavenly, but we have a major logistical problem. We’re covered in oil, I’m still wearing my garters, we have toys inside us, and we are a complete mess. We can’t exactly sit down for brunch like this.”

He pondered for a moment. Then, that familiar, wicked glint returned to his eyes.

“Since this has been a night of breaking the rules… let’s keep breaking them. How about we do something completely unhinged and eat just like this?”

She hesitated, looking down at her glistening skin.

“I don’t know… We’re going to ruin the kitchen.”

His tone dropped, adopting that darker, dominant edge.

“The bedroom is already ruined, my queen. Besides, I’ll clean everything up later. Understood?”

She felt a delicious shiver run down her spine at his authoritative tone. It instantly threw her back into the headspace of the night before.

It was 11:00 AM. The man pressed a long, slow kiss to her lips, then pushed himself up from the ruined plastic sheets. He ran his hands over his body to squeegee off the excess oil, then stepped carefully onto the towel by the bed. Wiping his feet thoroughly with paper towels, he repeated the process for his partner. She gingerly stepped off the mattress, holding his outstretched hand for balance. As they stood upright, gravity made the toys inside them shift, reminding them of the blunt, stretching fullness. It sent a dull ache radiating through their pelvises, but strangely, the discomfort only stoked the lingering embers of their arousal.

He dropped to one knee. She held his broad shoulders for balance and lifted her leg. He tried to dry her foot, still encased in the black garter stocking, with the paper towels. But the nylon had soaked up hours’ worth of oil; it was a lost cause. His slick fingers traced her ankles, the arch of her foot, and her toes. The sensual, gliding touch sent shivers shooting up her legs.

Kneeling there, the man felt his own treacherous anatomy beginning to stir to life yet again. He tried to ignore it, but her sharp eyes caught the subtle shift in his groin. A wicked idea blossomed in her mind, paired with the shiver he had just given her, but she decided to keep it to herself for the time being. He asked her to step off the towel to test the floor. The moment her oiled heel touched the hardwood; she skidded as if stepping on black ice. She let out a yelp, nearly going down, but his lightning-fast reflexes caught her securely against his chest. The sudden, slippery collision made them both burst out laughing.

Leaning heavily against his arm, she giggled.

“Just surviving this oil swamp is an extreme sport.”

He wrapped his arm tight around her bare waist, pressing her flush against him so she wouldn’t slip. The heavy, sweet aroma of the massage oil was a cloud around them.

“Come here, my love,” he said, his voice soft but commanding. “Let’s get some food in you before someone breaks a hip. Then… we’ll figure out our next move.”

She saw the dark promise in his eyes and shivered again. The inferno of last night was far from extinguished. Even at this hour, covered in mess and exhausted, the magnetic pull between them was undeniable.

“Forget walking,” he declared. He hooked one arm behind her knees, the other around her waist, and hoisted her effortlessly against his chest. She gasped, throwing her arms around his neck, and laughed brightly.

“Just like carrying me over the threshold on our honeymoon, right?” he murmured affectionately as he carried her out of the bedroom and gently deposited her onto a wooden kitchen chair.

The second her weight settled onto the hard wood, she let out a sharp, breathless “Ahhhh…” Her face contorted. Sitting upright forced the toy deep against her sensitive nerves, significantly dialing up the pressure and the ache.

He frowned, immediately concerned. “What is it, baby?”

She managed a strained, knowing smile. “You’ll find out the second you sit down, my love.”

He chuckled and turned to the fridge. He quickly pulled out an array of breakfast items: cheese, olives, fresh tomatoes, cucumbers, and the leftover spicy red pepper pasta from their dinner. He flicked on the kettle and swiftly whisked together some crepe batter. Within minutes, hot tea, fresh crepes, and a chaotic breakfast spread were ready. The man carried his plate to the table and pulled out his chair. The moment his weight settled on the wood, he winced sharply, a low groan vibrating in his throat.

“Okay… now I completely understand, my love.”

It was the most surreal breakfast of their lives. They sat across from each other completely naked, dripping in massage oil, their skin glowing. Their hair was a slick, messy halo; they were both nursing mild hangovers, and they were trying to eat while dealing with the distracting, heavy ache of the silicone toys plugging them. Yet, this bizarre, filthy, intimate meal felt incredibly healing. The scent of coconut and toasted sesame mingled strangely with the aroma of hot crepes and steeping tea. With every bite, their oiled arms left slick marks on the table. The longer they sat, the more the toys pressed into them, creating a constant, burning fullness. It was a chaotic mix of savory food, sweet oil, and the persistent throb of their own bodies.

Halfway through the meal, he finally broke. He looked at her, his voice a mix of pleading and genuine curiosity:

“My love… don’t you think we’ve endured enough? Can we please take these things out?”

She looked at him, a devilish, teasing smirk playing on her lips.

“Does it hurt that badly?”

The man flushed, a rare look of embarrassment crossing his features, and simply nodded. Her smile widened, her eyes gleaming with the sweet satisfaction of her revenge.

“Now you understand exactly how I feel when you take me from behind, don’t you, my love?”

His expression softened into utter sincerity.

“I do. You’re right. I swear I’ll be infinitely gentler from now on. I promise.”

She reached across the table, taking his oiled hand in hers, and pressed a soft kiss to his knuckles.

“Last night… it was a revelation. It hurt, yes, but it dragged the most profound pleasure out of me. Pushing our absolute limits like that… I’ve never felt so wild, yet so incredibly safe.”

He leaned over the table, his eyes locked on hers. “I felt the exact same way. Watching you surrender, hearing your cries, the moments you took absolute control… it was perfect. But the best part of it all was waking up and finding you right beside me.” They ate in silence for a few moments. The kitchen was quickly becoming an oily disaster zone, but the wildness they had shared had forged something unbreakable between them.

She whispered softly:

“Alright… let’s go take the toys out. Then, a long, hot shower. We’ll scrub every inch of each other… and maybe just sleep until the evening.”

He grinned, finishing his tea.

“I agree to the shower, my love. But don’t forget… the day is young. We are far from finished.”

She held his gaze, her voice dropping into a sultry, seductive register.

“Well, now that you’ve learned your lesson about your sore spot… carry me back to our swamp.”

He laughed, sweeping her into his arms once more. She gasped in delight, wrapping her arms around his neck and rewarding him with a flurry of wet, enthusiastic kisses all the way down the hall. He lowered her gently back into the ruined bed. The plastic sheeting had practically formed a warm lake of oil, and their bodies were instantly submerged in that slick, heavy sensation all over again. They kissed deeply, their tongues tangling, trading the sweet taste of coconut and the lingering flavors of their breakfast. Then, she gently pushed him until he was lying flat on his stomach. She slid a pillow under his hips, elevating his rear and putting the toy on full display. For a long moment, she simply admired him, trailing her slick hands over the hard, oiled muscles of his glutes.

“Just relax, my love…” she whispered, her voice a perfect blend of tenderness and authority.

The man took a deep, shaky breath.

“Please be careful…”

She grasped the base of the toy and began to slowly, agonizingly withdraw it. His eyes rolled back as a deep, painful groan tore from his throat. When the thickest part finally popped free, the intense stretching pressure vanished, leaving behind a hot, pulsing ache. Seeing him wince, she smiled a look of pure affection laced with a tiny, wicked thrill.

“Aww… my poor baby. Did that hurt?”

He flushed but kept his mouth shut. She felt a brief pang of sympathy, but it was quickly overshadowed by the intoxicating rush of having the upper hand. It was her turn. She assumed the exact same position over the pillow. Her partner took hold of the base and slowly, carefully eased the toy out of her. She handled it better, stifling her reaction to a sharp wince and tightly clenched fists. The lingering ache was surprisingly sweet.

They were finally free. While she seemed unbothered, the strained, pained expression hadn’t entirely left his face. Noticing his discomfort, she crawled up beside him, her voice dripping with genuine concern.

“Does it really hurt that badly?”

He tried to brush it off with a shrug.

“Just a little…”

A look of deep tenderness, mixed with a very dark, very dirty idea, sparked in her eyes.

“Oh… I can’t have my big, strong man in pain. Let me kiss it and make it better.”

His eyes widened in shock. She pushed him gently back down onto his stomach and slid a pillow under his chest. She scooped a handful of warm oil from the bed and slathered it generously over his rear. The heavy, slick fluid coated his highly sensitized skin. The woman lowered her head. She began by pressing soft, soothing kisses to his cheeks, slowly working her way inward. Finally, she pressed her tongue to his most sensitive ring, swirling in wet, soothing circles. He gasped, his hips bucking off the bed as a chaotic mix of intense tickling, relief, and blinding pleasure short circuited his brain. He groaned loudly, laughing breathlessly into the mattress. His shaft was instantly rock hard, trapped against the bed. When he blindly reached down to adjust himself, she slapped his hand away and pinned his wrist to the mattress. Using her free hand, she reached beneath him and wrapped her oiled fingers around his thick shaft. While her mouth worshipped him from behind, her hand established a ruthless, rhythmic stroke on his length.

His sanity snapped. The sheer sensory overload was too much. His muscles locked, and with a guttural, feral roar, he climaxed hard, his hot release shooting across the oily plastic sheets. She ignored the mess. She crawled up his back, pressing her oil slicked body against his, and whispered into his ear:

“Now it’s my turn, my love… but we’re going to need the shower for this.”

She had an entirely different game in mind.

They painstakingly scraped the excess oil off their limbs and carefully navigated their way out of the bedroom. After wiping his feet, the man scooped her into his arms and carried her into the bathroom. She had smartly snatched up the leather blindfold on their way out. He gently set her down on the tiles. Her black garter stockings, ruined by oil, clung strikingly to her pale thighs.

“Your turn for the dark, my love,” she commanded, her voice vibrating with excitement.

She slipped the blindfold over his eyes and secured the buckle tight. His world went black. She grabbed his shoulders, spun him around, and pulled his arms behind his back. Using a short piece of soft laundry rope she’d grabbed earlier; she efficiently bound his wrists together. Taking him by the elbow, she carefully guided the blindfolded, bound man into the dry bathtub. He hissed slightly as his bare skin met the cold porcelain. Because he was coated in oil, he slid awkwardly, struggling to find his footing before carefully sitting back.

She climbed in after him. She straddled his hips, her warm, oiled core pressing directly against his stomach.

“Open wide,” she ordered.

He was entirely in the dark, his hands bound behind his back. He had no idea what she was planning, but he obeyed without question, parting his lips. He was completely at her mercy, too exhausted and too enamored to resist. She leaned back against the opposite end of the tub, her oily body sliding against the porcelain, forcing her to brace herself with her hands to keep from slipping. He waited patiently, his mouth open, his mind racing.

He was waiting for a kiss, a finger, a toy.

Instead, he felt the slick, oil-soaked nylon of her gartered toes press against his lips. Instinctively, the man grimaced and tried to pull his head back. Annoyed by his refusal, she reached down and took his semi erect shaft in a firm, provocative grip. He gasped, his mouth falling open again.

She smoothly pushed her foot past his lips. He froze, unsure of what to do.

“I want you to suck on them like they’re a popsicle. Do it,” she demanded.

Slowly, hesitantly, he began to suck and swirl his tongue around her oil-soaked, nylon clad toes. The taste of the massage oil was overwhelming, but he complied. With every wet suck, she bit her lip, driving her foot deeper into his mouth, pushing his boundaries. Using her free hand, she began to rapidly stroke her own clit, using his ankle for leverage to keep herself steady. Occasionally, she would switch feet, forcing him to service the other.

Watching her powerful, dominant man blindfolded, bound, and eagerly sucking her toes was the most visually intoxicating thing she had ever seen. The psychological thrill sent shockwaves of pure arousal straight to her core. The intensity of the sensation pushed her rapidly over the edge. She felt the overwhelming pressure build, the deep ache of a gushing climax demanding release. She tried to hold it back, to prolong the visual high, but the flood was unstoppable. While straddling his legs, she was swept away by a tidal wave of pleasure. Her screams bounced off the bathroom tiles. He felt a sudden, hot rush of liquid across his chest and stomach as her powerful release flooded over him and pooled at the bottom of the dry tub. As her violent contractions finally subsided, she slumped forward, gasping for air. She pulled her foot free and began to rain soft, apologetic, adoring kisses all over his face and neck, tasting the oil and her own release on his skin.

He remained perfectly still blind, bound, and entirely surrendered. It was the ultimate, filthy, beautiful conclusion to their night of absolute madness. When their heart rates finally settled, the adrenaline crash hit them like a freight train. Neither of them had an ounce of strength left. They felt as though they had just survived a brutal, glorious war. Their limbs felt like lead, their muscles screaming in protest, their minds beautifully blank. She sluggishly pulled him up, untied the rope around his wrists, and tossed it to the floor. She reached down and finally unhooked the garters from her own belt. She peeled the ruined, oil-soaked stockings down her legs and tossed them aside. Now, she was finally free of her restraints, too. She reached up, turned on the faucet, and plugged the drain.

As the tub filled with steaming hot water, she leaned back against his broad chest. She tilted her head up, pressing a soft kiss to his jaw, and rested her cheek against his shoulder. He wrapped his arms around her, kissing the top of her head. The contrast of the scalding water washing away the heavy oil was so incredibly soothing that, within minutes, both of them drifted into a deep, dreamless sleep right there in the tub. She was the first to stir. Noticing that her fingertips were severely pruned from the water, she gently shook him awake. The water had grown lukewarm. They pulled the plug and stood up, grabbing the loofahs. It took two intense rounds of shampoo to finally strip the sticky oil from their hair. They lathered each other up, scrubbing the slickness from every inch of their skin. Every so often, the intimacy of the warm water would overwhelm them, and they would pause to share long, slow kisses under the spray. Her ruined makeup was finally washed away, leaving her face fresh and radiant.

When they finally stepped out of the shower, they were completely purged of the physical evidence of their wild night. As she wrapped a plush towel around her hair, she ran a hand down her arm. Her skin was unimaginably soft, smooth, and deeply moisturized from marinating in the coconut and sesame oil for fourteen hours. She stood in front of the mirror, admiring the healthy, hydrated glow of her skin. Meanwhile, he had quickly towel dried his hair. While she was finishing up in the bathroom, he walked out to the living room. He arranged the kindling in the fireplace, lit a roaring fire, and put the kettle on in the kitchen. It was 2:15 PM. Outside, a cold, relentless rain battered the windows. The man dragged the plush living room sofa directly in front of the hearth, draped a clean sheet over the cushions, and piled it high with a thick duvet and fluffy pillows.

When he walked back down the hall to call her, she was just walking out, fresh, glowing, and ready to fall into his arms all over again. The woman exhaled a long, appreciative sigh, her fingers gliding over her own arm.

“My love… my skin has never felt this smooth. It’s like silk.”

Dante watched her with a proud, possessive smile.

“I spent weeks researching that oil blend just for you, my love,” he murmured, leaning in to press a lingering kiss to her bare shoulder. He caught her hand, his fingers interlacing with hers, and led her toward the living room.

When she saw the hearth glowing with a fresh fire and the sofa prepared with layers of soft bedding, her woman beamed.

“Oh, Dante… you really are the best,” she whispered, her eyes shining with affection.

They let their towels fall to the floor and slipped beneath the heavy duvet, their naked bodies instantly seeking each other’s warmth. They settled in to watch the dancing flames, the silence of the room filled only by the crackle of the wood.

Their bodies were heavy, aching with a beautiful, bone deep fatigue. The lingering delirium of the night’s intensity the madness, the oil, the successive waves of release had left them in a dazed state of pure relaxation. Wrapped in each other’s arms, they could feel the synchronized thrum of their heartbeats. As they talked quietly about the night’s events, he peppered her shoulder with soft, adoring kisses.

She let out a deep, shaky breath.

“Tonight… it was honestly the most unforgettable experience of my life. It was intense, it was painful at times, and it drove me completely out of my mind. But the surrender… pushing those boundaries with you… it was incredible. I’ve never felt so safe, yet so utterly cherished.”

He stroked her hair, his thumb tracing the line of her jaw. His voice was thick with sincerity.

“I felt it too, my love. Your surrender, your beautiful cries, the moments you took the lead… all of it. But the best part was waking up and realizing you were still right here, holding onto me. We’re never going to forget this night.”

They fell silent for a long moment. The rhythmic patter of the rain against the windowpane and the soft pops from the fireplace created a cocoon around them. As sleep began to pull at their eyelids, the bond between them felt more profound than ever. He pulled her tighter against his chest, tucking her head under his chin. He smiled into the darkness.

“What would you like to do differently next time, my queen?”

Her eyes sparked with a sudden, devilish light, her voice a mix of shy hesitation and mounting excitement.

“Next time… I think I’d like to keep those handcuffs on you a little longer. Maybe keep you restrained all night until I’ve driven you absolutely mad. And… I think it’s time we added some new toys to our collection.”

His breath hitched, a flicker of apprehension mixing with his dark curiosity.

“What kind of toys are we talking about, exactly?”

She smiled, her fingertips tracing the sharp line of his cheekbone.

“You know that our thing is exploring everything together, my love. I know exactly what it feels like to have you fill me… maybe it’s your turn to feel what it’s like to have your woman inside you. What do you think, my love?”

He went perfectly still for a heartbeat. He understood exactly what she was suggesting a role reversal he hadn’t fully prepared for, but one that ignited a sharp, unexpected thrill in his gut. The sparkle in her eyes and her determined tone made them both break into soft, knowing smiles. They squeezed each other tighter under the covers, the crackling fire and the rain outside marking the tempo of their shared anticipation. She rested her head back on his chest, her fingers idly tracing the muscles of his arm. The exhaustion was finally winning, but the fire ignited by her words lingered in their weary bodies.

“Thank you… for everything,” she whispered, her voice trailing off into sleep.

He tightened his hold, kissing her temple one last time.

“Thank you, my love. This was only the beginning.”

As the rain intensified outside, the fire in the hearth slowly crumbled into glowing embers. Intertwined and exhausted, they drifted into a deep sleep. The traces of the night remained on their skin, the memories were etched into their hearts, and the promise of a much wilder future lingered in the air between them.

This chaotic, beautiful night was only the first chapter of their story…

To be continued…

* * *




Thank You

Thank you so much for reading “Slick Submission”.

If you enjoyed Dante and Scarlett’s passionate night, I would be incredibly grateful if you could leave a short, honest review on Amazon.

Your reviews help independent authors like me a lot and motivate me to write more stories.

Review Link:

👉 https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0H1QZNWN5

(Just click the link and tap “Write a review”)

Thank you again for your support ❤️
I can’t wait to bring you more hot stories.

Messy Velvet
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