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The invite to Kathrine’s wedding had landed in Elissa’s inbox exactly four months before the big day. She had been excited, even if Kathrine’s generous +1 was somewhat misplaced. Elissa hadn’t been seeing anyone worth bringing to Kathrine’s wedding in quite a while and while Kathrine had said that, if something changed in the four months leading up to her wedding, Elissa could just bring whoever, by the time the day rolled around, Elissa was spectacularly single.




It wasn’t something that Elissa minded. Perhaps it would have been nice to have someone at the wedding who she knew, but in the grand scheme of things, Elissa was pretty good at talking to strangers.




Kathrine had, thankfully, placed Elissa at a table where most people were single or at least didn’t know that many of the other people there. Most were very friendly. Most.




For the past two hours, Elissa had been sat across from Paulo and Paulo most definitely was not nice. He was, from what Elissa had gathered so far, pretty arrogant. There was no denying that he was attractive, sure. But Paulo knew it very well and that gave him the sort of edge that Elissa wasn’t too sure she appreciated.




Elissa’s taste in men was pretty distinct. She liked her men confident, yes, but she liked her men submissive, too. Paulo was definitely not submissive. But he seemed to have taken Elissa on as some sort of a challenge.




There were two other women at the table, both of whom had flirted back with Paulo when he’d tried. It was almost definitely Elissa’s disinterest in him that had made Paulo more interested. His flirting with Elissa hadn’t lasted very long, though.




No, instead, it had rather quickly turned into mutual dislike. If Paulo had hoped for meek and responsive, he hadn’t received it. Elissa had made it pretty plain that just because he was attractive, she didn’t think she should care. It didn’t seem to be something Paulo got.




Yet, when the dancing started, when people began to mingle and change tables, chatting with the other guests, Paulo stayed at their shared table. His attention didn’t seem to move away from Elissa one bit. And while she rolled her eyes at that - and at him - Elissa didn’t leave either.




Maybe her disinterest in Paulo wasn’t completely genuine.




He was very attractive and the way he behaved put Elissa closer and closer to wanting to teach him how he should behave.




When the last of their tablemates had left, Elissa’s patience had finally worn thin enough to glare across the table at Paulo. “What is your problem?” she asked after yet another quip. “What do you want?”




The question lit up the whole of Paulo’s face and Elissa had to roll her eyes. She knew the answer already, the question almost redundant.




Except then Paulo surprised her with his answer. Or rather the question he shot back. “Do you ever submit to a man, Elissa? I mean sexually.” The question and its clarification were followed by a wiggle of Paulo’s eyebrows that told Elissa that his question was very much intended to shock her.




And maybe, if this was fifteen years ago and Elissa wasn’t even twenty yet, she would have blushed or at least looked away. But at thirty-four and with plenty of experience in the BDSM world, Elissa held Paulo’s gaze in a way that would have made most men uncomfortable.




But not him.




Because Paulo, Elissa realized, was a dom.




It went some way, she supposed, to explaining why they clashed. But maybe not as much to explain the sexual chemistry between them. Which was definitely there, Elissa wasn’t stupid enough to lie to herself that it wasn’t.




“No,” she answered truthfully. “I am not, ah, the submissive type.” And well, no, Elissa really wasn’t. She had thought about it but even the idea of submitting to someone else was unappealing. Elissa’s pleasure lay in being the dominant one, in being in control and deciding what and how much.




Paulo, unable to read Elissa’s mind, mistook her answer for a lack of experience. “I would be happy to show you,” he told her, making Elissa snort. “You’d enjoy it,” he promised. “I’m a very caring lover.”




Elissa didn’t laugh at that, but she was tempted to. The arrogance she’d seen from Paulo didn’t really convince her that if she was submissive it was Paulo she’d choose to submit to. But what the arrogance did do for Elissa was make her wonder just how bratty he’d be if she was the dominant one.




Standing up, Elissa walked over to the empty chair next to Paulo. The way his eyes followed her, sliding appreciatively over her body, made Elissa smirk. Sitting down, she reached out under the table, hand brushing up Paulo’s leg. He grinned back at her, at least for the moment convinced that he had the upper hand in this situation.




“How about I show you instead?” Elissa asked.




A small frown appeared between Paulo’s brows like her words didn’t quite make sense to him. When Elissa gave his thigh a rather harsh squeeze, Paulo’s eyes widened. “Oh.” Elissa almost laughed at how comical the expression of surprise that crossed his face was.




“So I guess I misread you,” he hummed. “You’re not just in a need of a good spanking.” The words made Elissa give a deep laugh, amusement spreading through her with such speed that it knocked her earlier annoyance out of the way.




Elissa wasn’t against a spanking, actually, but in general, she preferred to be the one to deliver it. “No,” she shook her head. “But I think perhaps you could use one.” It would at least push Paulo to contain his attitude, or well, that would be the aim. Elissa did enjoy a challenge.




Whether Paulo would let her was going to be pretty interesting to find out.




Elissa could practically see the thoughts rushing through his head. From Paulo’s behavior and his offer to her, Elissa was pretty sure he’d never submitted to anyone before. But while there were men out there who would definitely tell Elissa that no, thank you, this wouldn’t work for them... Paulo was entertaining the idea.




That made Elissa’s smirk tug even harder against the corners of her mouth. “I’d tell you I’d be gentle, but gentle isn’t really my style.” Elissa definitely had a style and hers was more... harsh.




She could tell that he was thinking about it, the way his eyes widened ever so slightly more. It felt thrilling in a way that Elissa hadn’t necessarily expected. Normally, the men she interacted with were quite sure that they wanted to submit to her. But with Paolo, it just made the situation more exciting.




Pushing her chair back a tiny bit, Elissa crossed her legs. Her skirt rode up a little bit, revealing the pale skin of her thigh. Paulo’s eyes lowered as he took the sight. His tongue darted out to wet his lips. Elissa followed the motion with great interest, imagining what else that tongue could do.




Paulo caught her looking, not that Elissa minded. If anything, it made her body heat up even more. There was something very engaging about the differences they shared. Elissa was quite eager to see just how far she could push Paolo's boundaries.




If, of course, he’d let her.




But Elissa thought her chances might be pretty favorable.




“You look like you might be interested,”  she observed with a smirk playing on her lips. In response, Paolo gave a small hum. Elissa supposed that was meant to be mysterious but it didn’t really build her anticipation the way Paolo had probably intended to. Rather, Elissa supposed that she could almost guess his answer.




“It’s not something I’ve done before,” he told her. That didn’t exactly surprise Elissa. The sort of arrogance that Paulo showed was a clear indication that no one had ever put him on his knees the way she planned to.




“So are you going to let me be the first?” she asked, an eyebrow raised.




Elissa could see the way Paulo’s pulse quickened in his neck. If anything, it made her smirk just widen. “I can tell that you want to.” Elissa knew he did. Any man in his position who hadn't wanted to wouldn't have let her hand slide as high up his leg as hers had. Not without trying to overpower the dominance she was putting forward, at least.




Paulo wouldn’t be the first man Elissa had ‘helped’ into submission, but he would be the first dominant man. Except, she supposed, he must have been at least a little curious about switching if he was considering her proposal.




Finally, when Elissa thought she was going to have to push for an answer, Paulo nodded. “Yeah, fuck, okay.” There was almost an excitement in his tone like he might not have anticipated this was how his attempts to flirt at the wedding would go, but that he was nonetheless interested.




“I am almost definitely not going to be the most willing of subs,” he informed, making Elissa snort.




“No,” she agreed. “I truly hadn’t imagined you would be.”




But she also wasn’t against the idea of beating any brattiness out of Paulo if she had to. For as long as they were clear on who was in charge, Elissa had plenty of ways to push him into that submissive space.




“So,” he swallowed but then, just as quickly, that air of arrogance was back. “You got a hotel room or something?” And sure, that might have been adequate but actually, Elissa was pretty pleased she lived close enough to take Paulo back to hers instead. A hotel room would not come properly equipped.




When she told Paulo as much, he laughed, but the glint in his eyes told Elissa that he was at least a bit curious. She was, too, about what kind of things he might have offered her if she’d been the submissive kind. Or at least as willing to give submission a chance as Paulo was with her.




It took them another hour before they could cry off, both having agreed that it might be better if they didn’t do so together. Kathrine might get to hear a bit about this after she returned from her honeymoon, but Elissa would prefer to see how the evening went first.




“You’ve done this before,” Paolo observed.




“Occasionally,” Elissa outright lied. Her true answer was far more than occasionally. Paulo seemed to know it, too, but in response, he just gave a soft nod. When they piled into the back of a taxi, Paulo’s hand came to rest against Elissa’s leg. He mimicked the way she’d brushed her palm up his thigh earlier.




It was interesting, Elissa thought to herself, the way his instinct was to dominate her. To take charge, to decide how to touch her. She wondered if her own submission would be similar if she had any interest in ever trying to submit. It was hard to imagine.




Elissa’s fingers wrapped around Paulo’s wrist, stopping the way his hand was making its way under her dress. “No,” she told him, her voice clear. It made Paulo’s eyes widen again like he’d been caught in a naughty act. And, Elissa thought with amusement, he somewhat was. But she also recognized that he hadn’t even intentionally thought about that, about how he wasn’t going to be the one to decide when and where to touch Elissa.




Pulling his hand back, Paulo chewed on his lower lip. “This is going to take some time getting used to,” he commented. “You know I could make you feel really good?” The question made Elissa laugh.




“Oh, don’t worry, you are going to do that,” she promised. “You’re just going to make me feel really good exactly how I tell you to.”




Elissa could tell that Paulo wanted to say something in retort, but he physically bit his lip not to. Elissa could hardly resist leaning in and biting it, too. Paulo moaned against her mouth, his hand briefly brushing over Elissa’s side but then snapping away.




“Good boy,” she praised pulling back. Despite the dim light in the back of the cab, Elissa didn’t miss the way Paulo blushed. “Hmm, I suppose no one’s ever called you that,” she commented. “Don’t worry, I’m an excellent teacher.”




“Oh, I don’t doubt it,” Paulo said with a soft groan.




The taxi finally arrived at Elissa’s house, not a minute too soon either, because she was beginning to wonder if she’d have to strip Paulo in the car. As soon as her front door closed behind them, Elissa pressed Paulo against it. Her hands roamed his body, sliding up his sides and tugging his shirt up from where it was tucked into his pants. Under her fingers, his muscles twitched.




“Fuck,” Paulo breathed. “It’s hard not to just turn us around and slam you against this door,” he told Elissa, making her chuckle.




“You’re doing well,” she assured. “But if you need me to show you your place...” She wiggled her eyebrows playfully at him and watched as Paulo swallowed. He was about to say ‘no’, she could tell, but Elissa brought a finger up to Paulo’s mouth. “Think about it first,” she advised.




He paused, seemingly actually to consider. It was almost like Elissa could see the way his brain was running over all the times he’d been the dom. Finally, Paulo gave a soft inhale.




“What can I do for you... ma’am?” The word was experimental but Elissa nodded, she was a big fan of ‘ma’am’. And she was an even bigger fan of having a man ask her what he could do for her.




“I’m going to strip you,” she informed him, her hand sliding into his so Elissa could lead him to the bedroom. She could have told him to strip himself, of course, but Elissa enjoyed the process of undressing someone. It felt a bit like unwrapping a present.




There was something very enjoyable about unbuttoning every button of his shirt, before pushing it open, fingers tracing the lines of his muscles. Elissa didn’t allow Paulo to dictate the speed at which they were going. In fact, when his hands briefly raised to brush over hers, Elissa swatted them away.




“Now, now,” she tutted. “I thought that we just agreed that you were going to be obedient.” Except, of course, they hadn’t agreed on any such thing. If anything, Elissa found the fact that she might need to introduce some sort of punishment quite appealing.




“You are going to follow my instructions,” Elissa told Paulo, but, maybe because she wanted to test him, she also knelt down, hands moving to undo Paulo’s shoes. She glanced up at him, a smirk playing on her lips, it felt a bit like a game to see how much she could challenge him. To Paolo, being a dominant, a woman on her knees must have sent quite mixed signals.




But Elissa had always enjoyed this position. Not for long, granted, but sliding her hands up Paulo’s legs, feeling the muscles under her palms shift, it was all part of the thrill. She got to his zipper, unbuttoning the button just above it first. His cock was already semi-hard and Elissa didn’t even try to resist the wish to reach out and brush her hand over it through the material of his pants.




“Uhh,” Paulo groaned, but he didn’t thrust into her touch. Elissa took it as a victory for him and rewarded it by giving his quickly-hardening cock another squeeze. She then moved on to get the pants and boxers off him, leaving Paulo gloriously exposed. His shirt was still on but unbuttoned and hanging loose.




Elissa stood, her nails scratching over Paulo’s stomach. “I’m going to enjoy you,” she hummed and he bit his lower lip again. Pressing her body against his, Elissa caught it between her teeth, giving a hard enough bite to make Paulo moan.




Her hands finally brushed his shirt off, leaving Paulo naked in the middle of her bedroom. He looked good, though perhaps still not enough to justify all of that arrogance. “Now you may go down on your knees,” she told him. But when Paulo didn’t, Elissa’s hand pressed harder against his shoulder, pushing down. “I’ll rephrase - get down on your knees.”




It wasn’t optional and Elissa fully intended to show Paulo that.




He did fall to his knees then, eyes glancing up at Elissa like he maybe might be able to read her mind, to figure out what she was planning next. “Strip me,” she told him. “Slowly and carefully. I am not your reward.” No, Paulo was hers.




It seemed to take him a moment to figure out how to proceed, as if he’d never undressed a woman slowly. Or, more likely, he’d never undressed a woman in this position. Elissa could easily imagine him ripping clothes off someone, but Elissa was not at all interested in that. She wanted this to be slow, for it to feel like he had to prove himself to her, because he did.




He began by taking her shoes off, fingers sliding over Elissa’s feet and then up her ankles and calves. The edge of her stockings, just under the hem of her skirt seemed to give Paulo a small pause but he then carried on, rolling each of the stockings down.




Palms sliding back up Elissa’s legs, Paulo’s hand disappeared under Elissa’s dress, making her raise an eyebrow at him. “You didn’t give me an order,” he pointed out and no, she supposed she hadn’t. So Elissa let him drag her panties down, shifting against Paulo’s touch to make it easier for the material to slide.




Elissa’s pussy was already wet, the sight of Paulo on his knees in front of her doing plenty to raise her temperature. But now, with her panties off, it felt somehow even hotter. Paulo ran his hands back up Elissa’s legs but, while she could tell that he wanted to explore more, he didn’t, knowing he’d get told off.




Instead, Paulo’s focus went to the zipper on Elissa’s dress. He couldn’t reach it from his position, so Elissa reached to drag it down enough to be accessible. It wasn’t a dress that lent itself to having a bra under it. When Paulo pulled her zipper down the rest of the way, the rest slid off Elissa easily, leaving her breasts to bounce free from it.




Paulo clearly hadn’t expected her to be naked so quickly because his breath caught.




One of Elissa’s hands fell to Paulo’s face, a thumb brushing over his cheek. “Good,” she commented. “Now you’re going to make me come,” she informed him. “Get on the bed and lie down.”




Elissa would bet good money it wasn’t a position Paulo had been in often, but that just made it all the more exciting for her. As she crawled onto the bed, Elissa dragged her nails over his legs and up, brushing over his hips and stomach before circling one of Paolo’s nipples until he gave a groan in response.




She pinched it, laughing when he whined. Oh, Elissa was definitely going to enjoy this. His cock was now fully hard, but Elissa could bet she could get him even harder.




Settling atop of Paulo, Elissa lowered herself onto his face. “Make me scream,” she instructed, one of her hands dropping down to Paulo’s hair so she could tug against it, pushing his face up against her.




At least he didn’t need to be told twice. Paulo’s tongue immediately licked over Elissa’s sensitive spot, making her give a soft moan. It was far from what she was sure Paulo could deliver - and if he couldn’t, she’d just make him try harder.




He didn’t disappoint Elissa, licking and lapping hard and fast. There was a determination to it like he wanted to prove himself to her. Elissa definitely appreciated the effort, rewarding Paulo by tugging against his hair even harder. She rocked against his mouth, fucking herself slowly.




“Mmm, yes, just like that, you’re doing very well,” Elissa promised.




Under her, Paulo groaned, the sound vibrating through Elissa’s body. His tongue slipped inside her, making a sharp ‘fuck’ fall from Elissa’s lips. He twisted and turned it, before returning to her clit. There was a lot of precision and Elissa couldn’t resist the way her cries became louder and louder. Her hips moved faster, too, rocking against Paulo’s face, positioning him just how she wanted.




“Yessss!” she cried loudly. It wasn’t quite the scream she’d demanded he get her to, but it was pretty fucking close. And Paulo didn’t stop there, sucking against her clit suddenly and sending Elissa’s orgasm exploding through her. “Fuuuuck!”




With one hand bracing against the wall, Elissa rocked even faster against him, enjoying the way each and every muscle in her body tightened with pleasure. When she moved to slide off Paulo, his hands wrapped around her legs, holding her in place as he began to lick even faster.




“Uhhh,” she whined. “No,” Elissa said, pulling back harder, her hands slapping Paulo’s away. “I decide when I’m done,” she reminded him, smirking down at the expression on Paulo’s face. She could tell that had never happened to him before and he hadn’t even heard what else she had in mind.




It was only fair to tell him, though. “I’m going to fuck you,” Elissa commented and Paulo grinned, licking his lips where they were wet with Elissa’s liquids.




“Yeah, that sounds good,” he agreed and Elissa laughed.




“No, no, I don’t think you follow,” she told him. “I am going to fuck you.” And this time when she repeated the words, something must’ve struck a chord in Paulo’s head because his eyes widened but this time more in uncertainty than anything.




Nothing was better to show an arrogant guy like Paulo his place than to fuck him up the ass and make him love it.




“I don’t... I’m not sure I want that,” he told her. Elissa smirked slightly. It was far from a ‘no’.




“Good thing I’m not giving you a choice,” she hummed.




Paulo swallowed, seemingly thinking about that. They both knew he could say ‘no’ but something told Elissa that he was rather curious about how it’d feel. And she was very eager to show him. Elissa loved the power that came from fucking a man the way she wanted.




After a moment, Paulo nodded. “But nothing too big?” he asked, sounding somewhat hopeful. It made Elissa laugh.




“Up until you ask for more,” she agreed. Elissa was sure she could get him to beg for a bigger dick, she was very confident in her fucking skills, after all.




Getting up from the bed, Elissa ran a hand over her side, glancing over her shoulder to give Paulo a grin. He still looked unsure, which only made Elissa more determined to show him just how good this could be.




Walking over to the wooden chest in which she held her toys, Elissa selected her favorite harness, making sure that Paulo was watching her as she slipped it on. She then brought out the biggest of her dildos, laughing at how comically wide Paulo’s eyes went.




“Not that one,” she promised, but the danger that had flashed across his face had been worth it. Elissa wondered if she could work him up to that, but possibly one night just wouldn’t be enough.




Still, Elissa was confident that she could get him up to a good size anyway. But they’d start slow. So, picking one of her smallest toys, Elissa brought that out instead. It didn’t actually seem to make Paulo more confident, but that was part of the thrill, too.




With a bottle of lube in hand, Elissa returned to the bed. “I’m going to keep you like this,” she told him. “On your back so beautifully. But I want you to spread your legs for me,” she said, one hand brushing over Paulo’s inner thigh. “There’s a good boy,” she praised when he did as he was told.




The way Paulo’s cock twitched at that made Elissa grin. “You like it?” she asked, or perhaps mostly observed since he clearly did. Still, Elissa wanted to hear Paulo admit to liking being called a good boy.




She could tell it was a bit of a struggle but then Paulo nodded. “I do,” he agreed. “I didn’t know I would but... fuck, it does feel good to hear you say that. To know you mean it, that I’ve been good for you.”




“I’ll make sure you’re surprised by how much you enjoy this, too,” she promised, attaching the dildo to her harness. Paulo gave a small grunt as he watched her, one that Elissa knew meant that he wasn’t all that sure.




She settled between his open legs, but Elissa didn’t plan to start with the silicone dick. That wouldn’t really make Paulo want more, she was sure. Fingers were a lot easier to start with, so once she’d covered them in lube, Elissa teased one between Paulo’s asscheeks.




He tensed at the touch, but Elissa gave a soft ‘shh’. “Just relax, I will be slow.” And she was, too. Elissa’s finger teased past Paulo’s rim but she did so almost excruciatingly slowly. The speed seemed to ease Paulo a little, but he still sucked his lower lip between his teeth, a harsh breath falling from deep in his throat.




Elissa didn’t stop, though. She didn’t ask him if he wanted her to, either. They’d come this far, she planned to take them all the way.




The second finger joined her first, stretching Paulo’s muscles further open. He gave a soft whine, making Elissa smirk. Paulo’s face looked so focused, almost like he was the one pressing his fingers inside himself. Except he wasn’t. This was all Elissa, her choice, her desire.




“Uhh, fuck,” Paulo groaned as Elissa moved her fingers in and out of him slowly. One of her hands came to settle against his hip, pressing him harder into the mattress. Each time she pushed her fingers forward, Paulo gave another groan. With a smirk, Elissa did it faster, and sure enough, the ‘uh uh uh’ matched the speed.




Paulo’s cock was practically leaking precum at this point and Elissa felt a sense of pride swirl through her. This was all her doing and they were only getting started! To show him that, Elissa pressed a third finger inside Paulo, his hips bucking up. But her hand pushed him easily back down into the bed.




“Now, now, be good at taking it,” she told him. Elissa moved her hand a little faster, parting her fingers slightly before pushing them back together. She wanted to stretch him out, to let him see how good it could feel. But Elissa also wanted to make Paulo beg. So she began to fuck his ass faster, her fingers never quite leaving but coming close before she drove them back inside him.




The grunts that fell from his lips became louder and louder and the expression on Paulo’s face turned almost blissful. Elissa could hardly wait to see how amazing he looked when she fucked him with the dick attached between her legs.




“Are you enjoying yourself, Paulo?” she asked, making his eyes snap open, focusing on her. “Hmm?” she hummed. “Tell me, I want to hear how good of a slut you are for me.”




Her words earned her a mix of a grunt and a whimper, like Paulo was internally fighting with himself as to which he wanted to give. Elissa enjoyed that, too, the way he didn’t want to admit that he loved being a good slut for her. Yet they both knew the truth because it was Elissa’s fingers in Paulo’s ass, making him wiggle and moan.




“Say it,” she repeated.




“Fuck,” Paulo whined. “Yes! Yes, I am enjoying it. Fuck, El-- ma’am! It does feel so fucking... different.” But Elissa recognized that it wasn’t just ‘different’ that he was expressing with that. It felt good. But he’d have to tell her.




“Different,” she repeated and then suddenly stopped moving her fingers in and out of Paulo, just letting them rest.




“Fuck! Don’t--ugh. It feels good. Ma’am.” Paulo’s words sounded like a struggle and Elissa gripped his hip harder to make sure he didn’t try to fuck himself against her fingers.




Running her tongue over her lips, Elissa grinned down at Paulo. “Come on, tell me what you want. You like saying what you like, no?” It was definitely very teasing and Paulo groaned in response, but then he nodded.




“I want more,” he moaned. “Fuck. Please, ma’am.” And Elissa couldn’t help but reward that. Not only had he not demanded - despite her offering him the opportunity to - but he’d begged and Elissa was definitely a sucker for a guy begging her to give him more.




Leaning forward, she drove her fingers deeper into Paulo as she sought out his lips for a harsh kiss, her teeth grazing that lower lip he’d been biting earlier. She began to move her fingers again, swallowing up the moans they produced from Paulo. Elissa’s cock pressed against Paulo’s inner thigh then, making him cry out with the knowledge of how much more she could do.




“Oh, you like that, hmm?” she grinned. “Want me to fuck you with it? I bet you do, you little slut. Come on, ask me nicely, ask me to fuck you and I’m going to do it so fucking well, Paulo, I promise.”




His breathing quickened, pulse visible against the skin of his neck. “Uhh, fuck,” he whined, resisting asking Elissa. But when she began to move her fingers even faster in and out of Paulo, he clearly struggled to not beg for more.




“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” he cried. “Ahh, ma’am, please. Fuck, I can’t believe... ugh. Fuck, please fuck me,” he begged and Elissa moaned at the words. It was exactly what she’d wanted to hear.




Pulling her hand back, Elissa wiped her fingers against the bedsheets. She hardly had to move far, only just to reach the lube. Squeezing some of it onto her hand, Elissa smeared it over the silicone cock. She made sure that Paulo could see her, to take in the sight of her.




“Mmm, going to get it nice and lubed up for you, baby,” she promised. Paulo swallowed but Elissa was confident that she’d prepared him well, his ass ready for her to fuck it over and over again, to make him scream.




Once ready, Elissa adjusted herself before pressing the tip of her dick against Paulo’s ass. She didn’t push in immediately, instead teasing and watching Paulo's face. She knew he wouldn't ask for it, not unless she told him to. But Elissa had already made Paulo beg, now her interest lay in making him enjoy getting fucked.




Finally, Elissa pushed forward. The sound that fell from Paulo’s lips was almost primal. It was such a guttural noise that it made wetness gather between Elissa’s legs. Her pussy was absolutely throbbing with arousal. And the way she wanted to satisfy it was by giving Paulo a good fucking.




So Elissa did. She slammed forward hard, driving the cock deep within Paulo’s ass. Over and over again, she made his moans fill the room.




“Yes, yes, yes,” Paulo cried, wiggling against the bed. “Uhhhh, fuck!”




His cries made Elissa fuck him even harder. She loved how he moved under her, she loved how he looked under her. Reaching between them, Elissa wrapped her fingers around Paulo’s cock. His hips slammed up, thrusting into her touch.




“No, no,” she muttered. “You’re going to be a good boy for me and wait.” But every time Elissa drove her hips forward, Paulo’s cock rubbed against her hand. His precum mixed with the lube she already had coating her fingers, making his dick slide so easily. Together with her fucking, it made Paulo cry out louder and louder. Elissa could see his restriction, could see him resisting the urge to come because she hadn’t told him to.




“Not yet,” she murmured. “Come on, Paulo, nice and fast, yeah, yeah, just like that.” And again, she fucked forward steadily. Over and over again until Paulo’s moans turned to whimpers, changing over to screams like music to Elissa’s ears.




Finally, she wanted it, she wanted to make him come. So she began to fuck him even faster, hitting that sweet spot inside him. “Come for me!” Elissa demanded. “Now!”




Much to Paulo’s credit, he did, spilling over Elissa’s fingers with a loud cry. But she didn’t stop there, fucking him steadily more and more. “Oh fuck!” Paulo cried, the noise sharp as he realized he wasn’t done getting fucked yet. Elissa did let go of his cock, she didn’t want to torture him, just to show him who was in charge.




Elissa gave quite a few more thrusts before finally slowing down. When she pulled out, it was to yet another deep whine. Smirking at Paulo and how fucked out he looked, Elissa reached to brush a hand over the wet mess on his stomach.




“I guess you quite enjoyed yourself?” she commented, her tone not quite mocking but perhaps a little close to.




Paulo’s eyes snapped over, focusing on Elissa. He bit his lip again like a retort almost fell from his mouth but he managed to catch it just in time.




“Ma’am,” he said instead.




“Yes, quite,” Elissa nodded.




Reaching to unclip the harness, Elissa let it drop down to the floor, she’d deal with it later. Or better yet, make Paulo deal with it.




But for now, Elissa planned for Paulo to deal with her arousal instead. “You’re going to make me come,” she informed him. “You’re going to make me come enough times to make you hard again because then you’re going to fuck me.”




The words seemed to work as a pretty good encouragement because Paulo nodded and then followed it up with a grin and another ‘yes, ma’am’.




It seemed that not bringing a plus one to Kathrine’s wedding was really working out quite well for Elissa.
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Pleasing Her: She Makes Him Take It

Filled For the First Time

Begging for Mercy

Obeying Gladly




Bundles




Men Taking It: A Bundle of Five Steamy Male Submission Stories




Whether he knows it or not, each man in this five-story collection has the same secret desire: to let a woman use him hard! Enjoy these explicit short stories of men who are excited by dominant women, and willingly take everything they have to give.




Making Men Submit




All five stories in this bundle star men submitting to the women in their lives. Kinks from exhibitionism to corporal punishment keep this set of scorching stories interesting. Readers who appreciate a woman in charge are bound to find something that hits that special spot!




Submit to Them




Five stories of men submitting to women in threesomes and group scenarios. Includes various BDSM elements and pegging, showing the kind of excitement that only multiple partners can bring!




Femdom Wedding Stories




Enjoy these five stories of male submission taking place at weddings! Whether it’s by the bride, the maid-of-honour or even all of the bridesmaids, these men get taken hard! Features pegging and group sex stories.




They Make the Rules




Five steamy threesome stories of men submitting to women! Includes BDSM and pegging. Guaranteed to get you hot and bothered, wishing for multiple partners to play with!




Bending Him Over




Five hot stories involving dominant women bending over submissive men and using them hard! Enjoy this pegging bundle!




She Dominates




Five steamy stories that will leave you satisfied! Includes BDSM, pegging and a good dose of punishment! Read of these hot women making men submit!




Yes, Mistress




Five steamy male submission stories filled with sexy, dominant women! Read of these men adoring their beautiful dommes, giving up their power and letting these women do whatever they want to them!




He Is Tied Up




Five hot stories in which he is tied up and she is in charge! Enjoy reading how well these women use their men once they’ve been restrained!
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