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Pleasing Her Hard

Wesley had never imagined that going back to high school could be fun. But then, he’d never imagined he’d be bringing a woman as hot as Sabrina with him. In the ten years since he’d graduated, Wesley’s life had changed more than he’d thought possible.

A good job straight out of college had been just the beginning. Once he had the money to hit the gym and buy clothes that fit him properly, his love life had exploded. It had still taken him time to find what he really wanted. To admit to himself that he was attracted to the kind of woman who towered over him and let him know his place.

Sabrina was as close to perfect as it was possible to get. And having her arm through his as he’d walked the campus of his old high school had made Wesley feel like a king!

Now that the reunion was over, it was his turn to make Sabrina feel like royalty. And Wesley couldn’t wait!

She’d barely closed the door of their hotel room behind them before Wesley was on his knees. “You were magnificent,” he praised, looking up her long, tan legs to where the hem of her skirt stretched so temptingly across her thighs.

“Can I show you how much I appreciate you, Sabrina? Please?”

The way she laughed made Wesley groan. It was a bit at him and that made it all the hotter. Sabrina didn’t hesitate to let her hand drop to Wesley’s hair, gripping it as she smirked.

“Oh? You want to be my little slut, Wesley?” she teased. And fuck, yes, yes he did! The whimper he let out in response told Sabrina as much. Her smirk intensified. “Mmm, I’m sure I can make that work.” Wesley was sure of it, too. Being on his knees in front of her was exactly what he hoped for, looking up at her as she stood tall, the heels making her even taller.

Wesley didn’t dare to put his hands on her; he hadn’t been told he could. Instead, he watched as Sabrina took a few steps back, running her hand over her side almost like she didn’t know his eyes were on her. Which, of course, she did.

“Perhaps I’ll make you watch while I appreciate myself,” she hummed.

“Nooo,” he breathed. The thought that Sabrina could, that she might genuinely choose not to let him touch her, stirred Wesley’s desire to impossible heights. “Please, Sabrina,” he groaned, lowering his head in submission. He couldn’t even see her as she glanced down at him. “I’ll do anything you like. Everything you like.” By now, Wesley was an expert in what it took to bring Sabrina to orgasm. He wanted to show off that knowledge for her.

Crawling a step forward, Wesley dragged his palms across the plush hotel carpet. “Do you want me to beg? I can beg. I’ll plead so nicely for you.” His tongue darted out to wet his lips, his eyes still not risking a peek upwards. “Or I could strip for you. You like watching me.” Especially when Wesley was dressed up smartly, like he was tonight. “I’ll take it all off slowly, piece by piece.”

“I do like watching you,” she agreed. That didn’t actually tell Wesley what to do. Waiting was torturous. But if that was what Sabrina wanted, then that was what she got! Wesley would give her anything that she wanted. He just hoped that what she wanted was for him to please her by touching her!

She began to pull her clothes off slowly, teasingly. It made Wesley swallow as he watched. He considered begging again, but Sabrina hadn’t said that he should. Instead, Wesley licked his lips, mouth watering at the thought of getting his lips on her skin.

“Come on then,” she laughed. “You can help me get naked. Everything but the shoes,” she instructed.

Wesley jumped up so fast it made her laugh again. He grinned, loving the musical sound of it, even if it was at his expense. He didn’t care, not as long as Sabrina was happy. And especially when Sabrina was letting him touch her!

His hands moved much more slowly than her own, sliding over the exposed skin of her stomach and up, under the fabric of her blouse. Until Sabrina tutted, reminding Wesley he was supposed to be helping, not merely enjoying himself.

Ducking his head, he pressed a kiss against her shoulder. “Yes, Sabrina.” He popped one button smoothly open, then another and another, until Sabrina’s blouse hung loose and he could push it backward off her shoulders.

The softness of her skin always surprised Wesley. It felt like warm silk, something so soft that he could hardly comprehend it. His fingers slid over Sabrina, gentle as they moved. She didn’t stop him, letting him explore the planes of her skin. Wesley leaned in to press another soft kiss against her stomach as he got back down on his knees to get the skirt off.

Opening the zipper was easy. Wesley was careful as he slipped the material off. The last thing he wanted to do was accidentally damage Sabrina’s clothes. He’d made that mistake once; his ass had paid for it for days after.

Once the skirt was off, Wesley leaned back on his heels to admire Sabrina. She smiled down at him, stroking a hand over his cheek. “The underwear, too,” she reminded gently. She understood that he just wanted to look but she was right, she had been pretty clear in her instructions.

Sliding his hands over Sabrina’s thighs felt like an act of worship. One Wesley was only too happy to perform. His fingers made slow progress up, until he could brush the lace that concealed Sabrina’s pussy from view. Carefully, he gripped the waistband, pulling it to stretch it down over Sabrina’s hips.

She lifted her legs, one after the other, leaving her in nothing but her heels and bra. Behind the layers of his suit, Wesley’s cock was hard enough to pound nails. Just looking at Sabrina, being allowed to serve her in these small ways, always had that effect on him.

Without waiting for further instruction, Wesley stood. One hand steadied Sabrina’s waist, while the other moved around her back to flick open the clasp of her bra.

He didn’t let her breasts just spring free, instead removing the material slowly. One of his hands cupped Sabrina’s breast, fingers quickly seeking out her nipple. He rubbed it gently, earning himself a soft moan. She didn’t tell him not to, didn’t stop him, but Wesley didn’t want to push his luck. He took a step back to remove the bra more easily.

“Get back on your knees now,” she told him. Wesley didn’t hesitate to oblige. The contrast of having Sabrina completely naked sans her shoes and him still fully dressed was striking. Wesley’s pants felt tight as they hugged his cock. But he didn’t even consider begging for any sort of release.

Instead, he watched as Sabrina moved over to the bed, sitting down and making herself comfortable. He swallowed as she parted her legs, giving him the perfect view of her pussy. Sabrina’s hand slid over her body, teasing her breasts and then slipping lower over her stomach. Finally, with her eyes on Wesley, she slid her fingers between her legs.

He pressed his lips together to stop a whimper escaping. His fingers splayed across the plush carpet, straining with the urge to touch Sabrina once more. Her gaze slid over him, absorbing every detail of how much Wesley wanted her. It must’ve made her feel powerful and desirable, all at the same time. Wesley hoped so. He wanted to make Sabrina feel good, even if it was just by kneeling motionless at her command.

She gave a soft sigh as her fingers explored her pussy, glistening with the wetness of her arousal. Wesley’s mouth watered, his longing so fierce that he could practically taste her even from this distance. “Do you want me to do anything?” he asked, making no effort to disguise how much he craved an order. If Sabrina wanted him only to watch, then he would, but he wanted to hear the words from her lips.

“You may undress,” she told him. “Slowly. I want to watch.” Not that Wesley had imagined she wouldn’t. Sabrina always loved watching him strip. “You can stand for it,” she added. He nodded. Getting to his feet, Wesley’s eyes didn’t leave Sabrina and her fingers that were slowly stroking through her wetness. He didn’t need to be closer to know she was wet, he could see the mouthwatering glistening from where he was.

Maybe if he stripped well then Sabrina would let him take over, let him play with her pussy instead! A soft moan fell from Sabrina’s lips when she ran her finger over her clit. Wesley knew that noise. He swore under his breath, moving to get his clothes off somehow fast while still doing it slowly.

His shirt fluttered to the ground almost before Wesley had thought of it, his bare chest earning a smirk from Sabrina. Just to please her, Wesley flexed the muscles in his stomach, showing off how hard he still worked at the gym. “I saw women watching me tonight,” he breathed. “Women who never gave me a second glance in high school.” And yet, Wesley hadn’t even thought about the possibility of taking any of those women up on their interest.

“You were more beautiful than any of them,” he promised sincerely. Knowing he had Sabrina, why would he ever look for anyone else? “Fuck, I want to worship you, show you how much you amaze me.” His fingers flicked the button of his pants open. Wesley’s groan at the relief of the pressure around his dick echoed off the walls.

He pushed his pants down but left his boxers on. Sabrina had wanted slow; that meant taking his time to get naked. She didn’t say anything in response to Wesley’s words. That was almost frustrating, but he wouldn’t complain. Wesley knew better than to complain. She would punish him for it just because she could.

So Wesley focused on stripping fully, letting his cock spring free as he pulled his boxers off. He was careful not to touch it. It was for Sabrina to touch, if she chose to. Once naked, he sank back to his knees, looked up at her hopefully. She looked stunning, splayed out on the bed, her fingers still stroking her pussy so temptingly.

“That was quite good,” she praised. “I suppose I might now let you beg to touch me.” Sabrina smirked. “Tell me how much you want it. Tell me how desperate you are for me.”

Bracing his hands against the floor, Wesley had to swallow hard. Words threatened to tumble from his lips without a single thought. But Sabrina deserved better than that. Slowly, Wesley licked his lips, eyes fixed on Sabrina’s fingers as they stroked the skin he so longed to touch.

“I am,” he confirmed. “I’m so desperate for you, Sabrina. I’ve wanted to touch you all night. I’ve wanted to get to my knees and look up at you. It was nice showing you off, but this is better. Serving you is better.”

Even if, right now, that service was limited to the words Wesley uttered. “Please, please let me touch you. I’ll make you feel so good, I promise. I know just what you like. And you can tell me if you want anything different. I’ll be so good!”

She gave a small hum, like she was thinking about his offer. His plea! Sabrina could still refuse, could tell Wesley that he was just to sit at the bottom of the bed and watch her please herself. And if she did then that would be what Wesley did.

But very luckily for him, Sabrina’s hum was followed by her pulling her hand back and presenting herself to Wesley.

“You keep your hands behind your back,” she instructed. “If you can make me come with your mouth, I will think about letting you touch me with them.” And yeah, he could definitely try to achieve that! Wesley was just grateful for being allowed to touch at all.

He wasted no time, shuffling across the carpet until he was close enough to breathe in Sabrina’s feminine scent. Fuck, he loved being allowed to touch her! To taste her! He wrapped his fingers around his wrists, hoping that would help him to resist temptation.

Leaning forward, he nipped at the soft skin of Sabrina’s inner thigh. Her breathy cry of pleasure was exactly the result Wesley had hoped for. He made sure to repeat the action, tongue flattening over the faint marks left by his teeth. Slowly, Wesley made his way higher, groaning as he got his first taste of Sabrina’s pussy.

She was so wet already! All Wesley wanted was to lap it all up. Thankfully, he could. His tongue slid through the wetness, gathering it up as he went. In response, Sabrina moaned louder. One of her hands came to rest against his hair. She didn’t pull, even though Wesley knew she could. Rather, Sabrina just moved her hand along with Wesley as he moved.

The sounds falling from her lips got louder and louder. Wesley knew he could make her come with just his mouth, God knew he’d had plenty of success before! But Sabrina enjoyed being teased, enjoyed being brought so close to the edge and then brought all the way back. Wesley focused on doing that, focused on the sounds and soft ‘yes’es that she gave.

Her thighs trembled, muscles tightening as Wesley brought her closer to climax, then relaxing again as he let her fall back down from that peak of pleasure. Wesley’s fingers gripped harder at his wrists, the twinge of pain a constant reminder not to let go. Just as Sabrina had demanded, Wesley used his mouth only. His tongue lapped across her clit, earning a keening wail that shivered along Wesley’s skin.

Pursing his lips, he suckled, applying suction to Sabrina’s most sensitive spot. She cried out, her fingers briefly tugging in his hair as her hand lifted to tug him closer. Wesley’s eyes slipped closed, all of his attention on the feast before him. Sabrina’s taste was intoxicating, making him want more and more as he worked his tongue through her liquids over and over again.

“Oh fuck!” she cried. Her grip on his hair tightened, but not by much. Sabrina shifted her hips against him, not quite grinding but coming close to it. Wesley might have used his hands to steady her but he had been told not to; he hardly wanted to earn a punishment. Instead, he licked harder, making sure to push Sabrina closer and closer to her orgasm.

This time, when she cried out, he didn’t slow, letting her tip over and groaning as he felt her muscles tighten. Her grip tightened, too, almost painful against his hair. But so fucking worth it! Wesley’s groan was muffled, overpowered by Sabrina’s cries.

When her body slowed, muscles relaxing again, he slowed, too. “Fuck,” Sabrina breathed. “Alright, I think that should earn you something.” She smirked, looking down at him. “Make me come again, but this time with just your hands,” she instructed.

Wesley groaned, his cock aching where it stood proud against his belly. But Sabrina deserved his obedience. If she wanted to come again, then Wesley would make her come again. Knowing that he’d brought those sounds and cries from her would make them all the sweeter.

Licking the taste of Sabrina off his lips, Wesley grinned up at her. One hand steadied her thigh, holding her open. The sight of her pussy, so wet and ready for exploration, made Wesley bite down on a cry.

He lifted his fingers to his lips, sucking them so they would slide easily through Sabrina’s liquids. He teased between her legs, brushing lightly over her clit before sweeping down towards her entrance.

She shifted her hips, angling her body just right to welcome his fingers inside her. The movement was joined with a loud moan. Wesley discovered that the benefit of not being allowed to use his mouth this time around was that he could watch Sabrina’s face. It shifted with pleasure as she sucked her lower lip between her teeth with another deep moan.

Curling his fingers, Wesley worked them in and out of Sabrina’s wet pussy, learning exactly what made her muscles tighten and her cries increase. This wasn’t something he was as used to doing as he was pleasuring Sabrina with his mouth; Wesley was very sure he could make her come all the same.

Her body responded so beautifully. The muscles in her stomach and thighs twitched and tightened in reaction to every movement of Wesley’s fingers. Sabrina even lifted one of her legs, resting the toe of her high-heeled shoe up by Wesley’s hip. The pressure so close to his cock made him ache. His focus was on the new angle Sabrina had given him.

His fingers pressed inside her, in and out so fast that it strained Wesley’s wrist. He didn’t care. The pleasure that glowed in Sabrina’s cheeks was more than worth it. Especially when combined with the whimper she gave as she pressed her lips together. Mouth watering, Wesley let his own groan rumble up from his chest. He wanted to taste Sabrina’s sweetness, to lick her the way he knew she liked. He held back. It was far more important to obey Sabrina’s orders than to satisfy his own desires.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” Sabrina cried louder. Her screams bounced off the walls in the hotel room; it gave Wesley a thrill to think that someone next door might hear just how much pleasure he could give Sabrina. But more than that, knowing it for himself felt fucking amazing.

She came hard and loud. Wesley’s name on her lips in the most beautiful of symphonies as Sabrina’s whole body contorted, muscles tight as she came against his fingers. When the pleasure seemed to finally cease, Wesley pulled back, looking up at Sabrina with so much lust he could hardly see.

“Mmm, good boy,” she praised, making his stomach flip. Fuck, it felt so good to hear her call him that. Like he’d earned the praise. And he had! Wesley knew she wouldn’t call him good unless she meant it.

His whole body bubbled with desire, eager butterflies fluttering in his stomach as anticipation built between them. His fingers stroked softly over Sabrina’s bare thighs, massaging at her taut muscles until he felt the relax under his touch. The sigh she gave made Wesley’s dick twitch.

So far, Sabrina had left him untouched, as was her right. The fact she could demand two orgasms from Wesley without even thinking about his pleasure made her so much more powerful in his eyes.

Settling back on his heels, Wesley brushed one hand lightly over his ribs. He felt his heart lurch as Sabrina’s eyes followed the movement, her lips curving into an appreciative smirk. “What shall I do for you?” he asked. “Anything?”

The way she laughed, Wesley worried that she might say he was now just to watch her. Sabrina wasn’t usually cruel but she certainly had had her moments! Luckily for Wesley, it didn’t seem that tonight she was in one of those moods. Rather than denying him, Sabrina sat up in the bed.

“I think that tonight I’d like you to fuck me from behind,” she hummed. Wesley instinctively groaned. Fuck, it was so rare she wanted that! He was definitely up for it. Before he could move, though, Sabrina held up a finger. “First, though,” she said, Wesley’s focus moving instantly to her words, “I want you to get your collar and lead from my suitcase.”

Wesley’s eyes widened. He hadn’t even known that Sabrina had packed him a collar! They were only away from home for two nights. Somehow, that just made it even more exciting. Sabrina wanted him collared so much that she hadn’t even been able to leave it home for three days!

“Yes, Sabrina.” Wesley’s voice was breathless, his lungs feeling tight against his ribs. Instead of getting up, he crawled across the floor to Sabrina’s suitcase. With careful hands, he popped it open, searching through Sabrina’s shoes and handbags for the familiar collar and lead.

His fingers brushed the leather, pulling it free. Wesley crossed the room as quickly as he knew how, holding the end of the lead up to Sabrina with a gesture that was almost reverent.

“Good pet,” she praised, reaching to run her hand through Wesley’s hair. It made his chest swell with pride. Earning praise from Sabrina always made him feel amazing. And especially so when Wesley knew that she was going to put his collar on him. He loved wearing it for her, loved the feel of it. With the lead, Sabrina could always tug, remind him she was there, making sure he was both good and well-behaved.

She didn’t make him wait long. Urging him closer, Sabrina put the leather around his neck, fastening the straps easily. “Mmm, you look nice like this,” she complimented before clipping the lead in place. “All mine,” Sabrina added, tugging against it lightly. And fuck! Yeah! Wesley definitely was hers.

“Yesss,” he hissed. “All yours.” He gazed up at her, heart pounding hard against his ribs. Belonging to Sabrina gave him the confidence he’d never had before he met her. He wanted to show her how much he appreciated that.

At a tug from Sabrina, Wesley clambered up onto the bed to join her. “You want me to fuck you from behind?” Wesley’s voice seemed to stick in his throat at the question, his cock achingly hard. Sabrina nodded, turning her back so she could get up onto her hands and knees.

She wiggled her ass, making Wesley moan as he watched the sensual movement of her hips. “Fuck. You look amazing. Can I touch you?”

“You can,” she allowed easily, glancing over her shoulder. It was so fucking sexy to see the lead from Wesley’s collar slide over Sabrina’s back and down to where she had the handle in her hand. Even like this, on all fours, Sabrina was the one in charge. She was hardly going to let Wesley forget it. Not that he wanted to be forgetting it.

Reaching out, he slid one hand over Sabrina’s ass, giving it a massage-like squeeze. She rocked back, making Wesley catch a low groan before it slipped from his lips. Hearing her like this was almost as good as seeing her, but not quite. She looked amazing, smirking at Wesley over her shoulder as she waited almost too patiently for him to proceed.

Sabrina’s skin was satin-smooth as Wesley let his hands explore the arch of her back. Kneeling up, he reached for her breasts, cupping one in each hand. His cock rubbed against the back of Sabrina’s thigh. Even now that he was allowed to fuck her, Wesley waited. It was more important to make sure Sabrina enjoyed herself.

She loved having her nipples played with. His fingers sought each hard point, tugging just enough to make Sabrina shudder. He moaned, watching her whole body tremble at the contact. The leather of his lead trailed across her back, swaying gently as Wesley bent to press a kiss against her spine.

Having her pull on the lead reminded him just how much he was hers. It made all of it even hotter. Sabrina rocked back, Wesley grunting as his cock pressed tighter into her ass. “Fuck, Wes, I want to feel you inside me,” she moaned. How could he possibly resist words so sweet?

Reaching between them, Wesley wrapped his fingers around his cock so he could lead it to Sabrina’s pussy. She was so fucking hot and wet. Knowing that it was because of him and for him made everything even better. When Wesley finally pushed forward, Sabrina’s pussy welcomed him so well. His hand tightened against her side, breath harsh where Wesley’s mouth was pressed against Sabrina’s shoulder.

“Oooh, fuck, yes!” she moaned under him, tugging on the lead once again.

Wesley groaned, feeling the leather tighten against the back of his neck. His ribs heaved, every breath like fire in his lungs. Slowly, Wesley pulled back so that he could thrust forwards and fill Sabrina all over again. He could hear the wet sounds that her pussy made, so tight around his dick as he fucked into her.

“Uh, uh, uh,” he grunted. Pleasure swept immediately through him, so strong that it made Wesley’s toes curl. His fingers massaged Sabrina’s breasts, earning him a low moan that echoed off the walls of their hotel room. “You’re so sexy,” he breathed. “So perfect.”

And Wesley wanted to be good for her! He pressed hot kisses down her spine, his hand tightening as she rocked back to meet him.

With their bodies moving together, both Wesley and Sabrina moaned in pleasure. Their sounds met just as beautifully as their bodies did. Wesley didn’t fuck Sabrina fast or hard - not yet! She hadn’t asked him to; instead, he pushed forward gently but firmly. His cock slid in deeper with every thrust and, in turn, that made Sabrina cry out louder as he fucked her.

She tightened her muscles, pussy clamping around Wesley’s cock tightly. “Yesss, fuck, yes, such a good boy,” Sabrina praised. “Come on, fuck me faster! Let me feel just how good that cock of yours can be.” And she hardly needed to tell Wesley twice! He wanted to show Sabrina just how good he could be for her!

Hearing how much Sabrina loved his cock was always a turn-on. Arousal shivered down Wesley’s spine, driving his hips faster and deeper. The curve of Sabrina’s ass slapped against Welsey’s thighs, his nails catching lightly across her skin. “Fuck, yes, yes,” he groaned. Sabrina’s pussy gripped his cock, squeezing another tidal wave of pleasure from deep within Wesley’s body.

Her nipples stroked across Wesley’s palm, prompting his hand to massage harder. He wanted nothing more than to make Sabrina cry out. “Sabrina!” When she moaned again, he switched to the other breast, giving it precisely the same treatment.

“Fuck, I’m so close” he groaned. “I want to last for you!” But Wesley didn’t slow down. He also wanted to fuck Sabrina exactly the way she wanted.

“Yes, yes,” Sabrina moaned. “I want you to last, too,” she confirmed. “Slow down as much as you need to, but don’t stop.” That pushed another deep groan from Wesley. It was followed by a string of thanks because if he didn’t slow, he would struggle to last. This way, Wesley could fuck Sabrina for even longer.

His movements, slower now, were still deep. Sabrina’s pussy felt amazing around him, warm and moist as it squeezed his cock. She pulled on his lead harder, making Wesley lean forward. “Mmm, mine,” she moaned. “Aren’t you? My little pet? Tell me how much you love being mine, Wesley.”

“Yeah,” he groaned. “Yes, I love being yours! I loved being yours tonight, everyone knowing who I belonged to.” His hips rolled forwards, grinding his cock into Sabrina’s sweet pussy. The friction was incredible, making him hiss out a string of swear words. He pulled his hand back from Sabrina’s breast, settling them both on her hips so he could guide her movements.

She arched her back, ass looking so fucking good as Wesley pounded into her. The bed creaked under them, the headboard thumping against the wall. “Fuck! I love the thought that people might hear us. Might know how good I’m being for you!”

“And you are! Such a good boy!” Sabrina cried, using her hands to push back harder against Wesley. “Come on, fuck me faster again, until you can’t take it any more and then stop all over again.” They were very clear instructions even if they did also make Wesley whine loudly. He wanted to come, of course, but he also wanted not to come so Sabrina’s wishes would be satisfied!

Wesley began to move faster, just as instructed. With her hands still braced hard against the mattress, Sabrina met Wesley’s thrusts making them even harder. “Fuck!” she screamed. “Uhhh, yes! Just like that, Wesley! Come one, fuck me harder, I want to feel your cock fuck me hard!”

Wesley poured all of his effort into the thrusts, his cock plunging into Sabrina’s pussy over and over again. The pleasure of it radiated through him, filling him until Wesley felt sure he couldn’t take it for one second longer! He slowed, careful not to stop. With his hands on Sabrina’s hips, he pulled her back to meet him, every thrust accompanied by a loud slap of skin against skin.

Her hair spilled over her shoulders and back, framing her face as Sabrina whipped her head round to smirk. That sight alone was almost enough to push Wesley over the edge. He bit his lip, the bright flare of pain holding his orgasm at bay. His nails cut deeper into Sabrina’s hips, his grunts louder than her moans as he did his best to be good for her.

“Mmm, such an obedient boy,” she praised. Wesley groaned, focusing so hard on not falling over that sweet edge. He didn’t want to come without permission, didn’t want to do anything Sabrina hadn’t specifically told him he could. She knew it, too; to tease him, Sabrina rocked back harder, making Wesley cry out as the pleasure ran through him.

He pushed back, in turn, getting a deep moan from Sabrina. She sounded so good as Wesley’s hands tightened against her sides. “Come on, then, fuck me fast again,” Sabrina insisted. “But this time, you may ask me to be allowed to come.”

The thrill that traveled down Wesley’s spine was like nothing he’d ever experienced before meeting Sabrina. The fact she’d given him permission to ask, rather than simply telling him he could come, was one of the things Wesley loved about her.

Leaning forward, Wesley put all of his force into fucking Sabrina as hard and as fast as he could. Her pussy gripped his cock, milking more and more pleasure from him. “Fuck, Sabrina! You feel so good.” Wesley’s muscles tightened, so ready to fly over that edge - but only if Sabrina would let him.

“Please!” he begged. “Please, will you let me come, Sabrina?”

When she didn’t reply straight away, Wesley gripped Sabrina’s hips harder. He wouldn’t come without being allowed to, but he had to really focus not to. Her pussy felt so good! Sabrina kept rocking back faster and harder. If she was seeking ways to punish Wesley, she’d find them very soon.

Thankfully, it didn’t seem like Sabrina was in a punishing sort of mood tonight.

“Yeah! Come on Wesley, come in me! Let me feel you fill me up, let me feel just how good my pussy is to you!” And with those words, Wesley came, a loud grunt falling from his lips before Sabrina’s name joined it. Wesley felt like everything went white for a moment, his climax throbbing through him.

“Uhhhh,” he groaned, tipping his head back, relishing the swirl of pleasure that moved through his whole body. His hips slowed, pushing his cock through his own cum in Sabrina’s pussy only a few times before he stopped. “That was amazing!” Carefully, he stroked his hands over Sabrina’s sides.

Her body glowed with power and pleasure, hair tumbling down her back. “Did I show you?” Wesley asked eagerly. “Did I show you how good you are to me?”

“Oh, yes,” Sabrina confirmed, tugging the lead in her hand so Wesley would come lie down next to her. She leaned in to kiss him, her fingers moving up to stroke over the collar around his neck. “You did very well.” The praise made Wesley smile with pride. He knew she meant it, too, especially with how Sabrina stroked the collar.

It was hers, after all - a way to show Wesley just how much he was hers. He loved it and her, nuzzling into her body and pulling Sabrina in closer. “Always such a good boy for me,” she hummed.

Stretching out, Wesley’s body felt sated and heavy. Sabrina’s hand moved to his hair, stroking softly through the short strands. “I like being good for you,” he confirmed. “It’s always so exciting.”

Sabrina’s soft laugh was like music to Wesley’s ears. Bringing Sabrina to his high school reunion had definitely made it an experience he’d look back on with pleasure and pride. As his eyes slipped closed, Wesley wondered how many of his former classmates would be able to say the same.


Taking Her Time

Letting out a long, breathy sigh, Claudia sank into her favorite straight-backed armchair. Skipper hurried down the stairs, pausing in the doorway of their shared home office. He’d clearly heard the door open and close, but was waiting to see whether Claudia would invite him inside. He was always obedient that way, letting her decide for herself what she wanted after a long day of work.

Claudia enjoyed the weight of Skipper’s gaze on her. Even in just her usual work clothes, he found her worth watching. Claudia wanted to reward that. Lifting a hand, she tugged the clip out of her dark hair, letting it tumble loosely about her shoulders.

“Ohh, that’s better.” She braced a thumb either side of her temples, kneading until the tension from reading fine print all day began to recede.

Skipper’s blue eyes watched her hands greedily, his tongue darting out over his lower lip. “You may come in,” Claudia decided. “Massage my feet for me.”

Without the slightest pause, Skipper fell to his knees in front of Claudia, reaching to take her shoes off carefully. His fingers pressed tightly into the sole of her right foot, making her give an instant moan. It felt so good, the tension immediately seeping from her. Leaning in, Skipper pressed a soft kiss against her stocking-clad thigh.

“Hard day at work?” he asked gently, his fingers never stopping in their massage of Claudia’s foot. He only paused to move onto the other one, giving it equal amounts of attention. “Do you want me to run you a bath? Or start on the dinner? We’re having fish tonight,” he hummed.

Both of those sounded absolutely lovely. Claudia would always appreciate Skipper’s skill in the kitchen. He even made sure that they ate appropriate amounts of colorful vegetables, something Claudia could never be bothered to plan. “It really was a hard day at work,” she answered, realizing that she needed some stress relief before she could properly relax into a bath.

“Entirely too many contracts, and not enough help.” If only the people at Claudia’s office could be as willing to assist her as Skipper always was! But of course, if there was more than one of him, he wouldn’t have such a very special place in Claudia’s life.

Flexing her toes, Claudia let Skipper’s fingers pull another moan from deep within her. “We’re going to play before dinner,” she decided. “Then I’ll let you run me a bath, and I can soak in it while you cook some lovely fish for me.”

Skipper smiled up at Claudia, giving a slow but happy nod. “That sounds good,” he told her. But Claudia knew that whatever she suggested would sound good to Skipper. He was always so eager to obey any instruction she might give. Claudia could already feel the heat spread through her, just at how willing Skipper was. Knowing that he’d do whatever she told him and enjoy it always got Claudia going. And that really was most of the time she thought about her boyfriend.

As his fingers kept massaging Claudia’s foot, Skipper shifted. “What sort of play do you want to do?” he asked. “Should I help you out of these work clothes?” The offer was so genuine, almost not sexual. Skipper’s desire to serve sent a spike of heat through Claudia, leading straight between her legs.

Reluctant to give up Skipper’s touch, Claudia slowly pulled her foot back out of his lap. “Yes, let’s take off all the clothes down here,” she suggested. “Then I’ll take you upstairs and we can leave work and everything else behind.” It was largely symbolic, of course, but no less appealing. Besides, Claudia loved walking naked and confident through her home. The way Skipper’s eyes followed her when she did was enough to take her breath away.

She got to her feet, offering a manicured hand to Skipper to help him up. “Start at the top and work down,” she instructed. Skipper’s fingers immediately lifted to the buttons of her blouse, sliding each one free. Claudia’s shoulders eased, tension melting out of her at Skipper’s loving touch. He knew just what she liked, exploring every new inch of skin he revealed before he moved on.

Once her blouse was off, Skipper moved on to the zipper of Claudia’s skirt with as much attention and care as he had given the buttons. Before long, the tight garment was sliding down her legs, leaving Claudia in nothing but her underwear and stockings.

Skipper paused to take in the way she looked. The confidence that gave her rolled off Claudia in waves. Knowing that Skipper loved her body was such a boost!

“You’re gorgeous,” he murmured before moving back in to help her out of the lacy bra she was wearing. He knelt briefly to roll each of the stockings off Claudia’s thighs before replacing the material with soft kisses against her now-bare skin. When she was left in nothing but her panties, Skipper stood again, carefully reaching to remove the last scrap of fabric, leaving her in the nude.

Licking his lips, Skipper smiled. “When you say all the clothes,” he began. “Do you mean mine, too?”

Claudia’s red lips curved up into a smirk. “Oh yes,” she answered, reaching out and pulling Skipper towards her. “But you’re not going to walk around the house naked. You are going to crawl.” She kissed him, tongue licking its way inside his mouth, feeling the heat that built between them. Skipper’s body trembled against her, already overwhelmed with sensation. And they’d barely begun!

Sliding her hands under Skipper’s shirt, Claudia let him feel the sharp edges of her nails. His muscles quivered, tensing and relaxing at the stimulation she offered. With a soft moan, Claudia whipped the material away. Skipper’s bare chest rose and fell as Claudia ran her fingers through the trail of hair that led down into his denim jeans.

He gave a soft groan, eyes wide as Skipper waited to see whether Claudia would undress him or if she’d make him do it himself. It was certainly tempting to tell Skipper to undress for her, but Claudia also enjoyed the power it gave her to slowly strip him of his clothes. Her fingers found the fastenings on his jeans, opening the button and then the zipper slowly, almost teasingly.

“Can I help?” Skipper asked. When Claudia nodded, he shifted so it’d be easier for her to get his jeans off without needing to actually kneel. His cock was only half-hard. Claudia was very sure she could quickly change that. In fact, when her fingers made it to the waistband of his boxers, Skipper’s dick twitched. But he didn’t do anything more, just waited for Claudia.

She drew the material forward slowly, revealing Skipper’s cock in its beautiful half-hard state. As he shimmied his hips to help her tug the boxers lower, it jostled slightly, making Claudia lick her lips with anticipation. Fuck, she loved watching Skipper go from soft to hard, knowing it was all because of her.

Once he’d stepped free of the boxers, Claudia ran her hand up his inner thigh, cradling his balls. Finally, she wrapped her fingers around his dick, squeezing gently. Skipper responded instantly, his mouth falling open in a moan and his cock hardening and lengthening in Claudia’s hand. She groaned, stroking until she felt Skipper’s erection twitch.

“Now,” she said, pulling her hand back. “Crawl upstairs for me. I’m going to watch.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Skipper responded, almost in trance. Claudia loved how his default was to address her as ‘ma’am’. The word sent waves of desire through her, pussy clenching at how hot it felt. He dropped to his knees, looking up at Claudia briefly before he began to crawl to their bedroom, just as she’d told him to.

She watched the play of muscles in his back, the plump curve of his ass shifting as he moved forward. His hands and knees left tracks in their carpet, tracks that Claudia was very happy to follow!

Skipper knew better than to stop and look back; he trusted that Claudia would follow because she had said she would. The confidence in that, how much faith he put in the words she uttered, made Claudia feel even hotter. Skipper only stopped when he reached their bedroom, kneeling by the door. Awaiting her permission to enter.

Stepping past him, Claudia opened the door, leading the way to their bed. “Come in,” she instructed, not turning her head to check whether her orders were being obeyed. She knew they would be. Besides, she had the more important question to answer of how she wanted to play with Skipper.

She lifted the lid on their ‘sex chest’, as it was affectionately known, considering the options spread out before her. Rope work was fun, but too intricate for the headache still vaguely pulsing in Claudia’s temples. Toys were always enjoyable, but the restless energy building in Claudia’s fingertips was too much to spend much time on preparation.

Instead, her fingers brushed over the handle of her crop. She did so love the whoosh and the flick as it cut through the air and landed on Skipper’s ass.

“Get on the bed on all fours,” she demanded, fingers closing firmly around the handle.

Obediently, he crawled onto the bed. Skipper glanced over his shoulder at Claudia. She hadn’t told him not to look, so there was no reason for him not to. Skipper enjoyed watching her, seeing how and what Claudia decided. His breath caught a little when he saw what she brought out of the chest. There was no objection, though. Not that Claudia expected any.

She had become very good at knowing what kind of things Skipper enjoyed. And more importantly, what sort of things she enjoyed. Skipper swayed his hips slightly, rocking gently forward and back on his arms and knees. His cock was very quickly getting harder. Claudia smirked at that, too.

“Mmm, you like this, don’t you?” she purred, her voice low and sweet as she crossed the distance to the bed. “You enjoy doing exactly what I say.” Claudia ran a hand over Skipper’s back, all the way down to his lovely, firm ass. She squeezed one plump cheek, relishing the whine that slipped from Skipper’s lips.

Clicking her tongue against her teeth, Claudia surveyed Skipper’s tanned, unmarked skin. It had been so long since they’d enjoyed any impact play. It was definitely time to change that! Pulling her free hand back, Claudia landed a light slap against Skipper’s ass. “Do you want to feel the crop against your skin, gorgeous?” she asked.

The way Skipper’s eyes widened a little, Claudia could tell that he hadn’t expected their playtime to include impact. But she could also tell, from the way his eyes darkened, that he certainly didn’t find the prospect unappealing. Skipper’s tongue slid out, lapping over his lips before he gave a nod.

“I want to feel you against my skin,” Skipper answered. “You decide, Claudia,” he breathed. “I’m yours to do whatever you want with.” And oh, yes! That was very true. The power Skipper gave Claudia was intense. She wanted to return the favor by showing him just how intense she could make him feel.

Leaving another light slap against his ass, Claudia’s whole body boiled up with desire. Fuck, yes. This was exactly what she needed after her long day of work: to be in charge of something immediate, something visceral. “Such a good boy,” she praised, loving the glow it brought to Skipper’s cheeks.

Shifting, Claudia took a moment to center herself, drawing in a deep breath and feeling the weight of her feet against the floor, the crop held loosely in her fingers. As she lifted the lovely leather-wrapped handle, she tightened them, feeling the rush of power that tingled all the way up her arm.

Like a flash, she brought the crop down. The end flicked against Skipper’s skin, landing with a noise like paper being torn.

His body stiffened. Claudia could practically see the route the pain traveled up his spine, until his shoulders tightened and he gave a beautiful sigh. Instead of asking, Claudia brought the crap down again, overlapping the spot she’d first marked with a new blush of red.

“Fuck!” Skipper inhaled sharply. From where she stood, Claudia could see how quickly his cock had gone from kind of erect to almost drippingly hard. Skipper rocked forward, the frictionless movement making his dick bounce. Claudia reached out to brush her fingers over the red lines she’d left on his ass, making Skipper’s breath catch all over again.

It was a good start. But it was just that - a start.

The next blow wasn’t harder. Claudia wasn’t aiming for hard. She wanted to be steady. She wanted to see Skipper’s ass change color from a beautiful peach to a rosy pink to a slowly emerging red. And Claudia knew exactly how to achieve it. She brought the crop down again, giving a soft moan in response to the deep groan that Skipper gave.

Slowly, she spread her blows across the curve of Skipper’s ass, each one bringing out a new little square of color. Skipper’s groans shook the walls, making desire vibrate through Claudia’s body. Standing with her legs apart, she could feel her pussy getting wet, her nipples aching to be touched.

And yet, Claudia focused all of her attention on the sight of Skipper before her. She let herself sink into the rhythm of her strokes, one after the other after the other. Skipper cried out, his knuckles white as he gripped at the bedsheets.

“Fuck, you’re so beautiful,” she breathed. “Tell me how much it hurts.” Not too much, she hoped. She didn’t want it to be unbearable - just intense.

Skipper groaned again, sucking his lower lip between his teeth briefly. “It doesn’t hurt a lot,” he answered honestly. “I mean, it does sting. Fuck. Like... it’s good.” And that made Claudia smile. Skipper had a fairly good tolerance for pain. It was something they’d played with before. Skipper didn’t love anything that hurt a lot. But that suited Claudia fine; her interest wasn’t in causing him too much pain.

What Claudia loved was hearing those soft whimpers, the mix of pleasure that Skipper experienced and the pain that mixed together with it. “It’s good,” he added. “I... fuck, Claudia. You make me feel good.”

The praise washed over her, easing away the last of the tension she’d carried home from the office. “Yes,” she agreed. “No one else can make you feel the way I do.” Claudia loved this, how she could feel empowered, desirable and yet generous all at once.

She was giving Skipper something that he liked almost as much as she liked it. She could see it in the proud jut of his cock and hear it in the tiny gasp Skipper gave between words.

Working her crop once more over his ass, Claudia cried out as Skipper’s skin finally turned that bright red she’d been so hoping for. Dropping the handle of the crop, she reached out to run her fingers softly over his skin. “Fuck, yes,” she groaned. “You look perfect for me. Just perfect.”

Her body ached with desire, a fire raging between her legs. “Shuffle back so I can get on the bed,” she urged.

Easily, Skipper did just that. When Claudia settled her weight on their plush mattress, she let her skin brush over Skipper’s. He felt feverish against her and she had no doubt that she felt warm against him, too. Her whole body was radiating heat. Arousal weaved through her as she reached out to stroke over Skipper’s back and down to the curve of his ass.

She used her palm to press into the marks the crop had left, sharp red lines paling against the pressure before the color returned as Claudia let go. Skipper moaned deeply, thrusting back just a little as if to seek out more of her touch.

With her hand on him, she pulled Skipper up so she could tug her body to his, his cock hard against her thigh. Suddenly, getting that beautiful dick inside her was all Claudia could think about. Her pussy pulsed with longing, needing to be filled up as soon as humanly possible!

Grabbing Skipper’s hair with her free hand, Claudia pulled his mouth against hers. She kissed him hard, smashing their lips together with bruising force. Emotions tumbled inside her, knocked around by the force of her desire.

“Fuck me,” she demanded. “Let me feel how hard I’ve made you.”

Skipper’s hands came to Claudia’s hips, the grip tight but not so tight it’d hurt. As she lowered herself onto his cock, they both moaned deeply. “Fuck, you feel amazing,” Skipper breathed. He thrust upwards, meeting Claudia’s body, hands holding her so he could pull her back down steadily.

Their bodies moved in perfect sync, Claudia’s nails scratching over Skipper’s back hard enough to leave marks. He thrust up into her harder and faster, making pleasure vibrate through Claudia, wave after wave.

Claudia rolled her hips, enjoying every inch of Skipper’s cock inside her. Her muscles squeezed tight around it, making him choke out a cry. “That’s it,” she purred. “Fuck, yes, that feels so good. You’ll make it last for me, won’t you, Skipper?” His nod came quickly, his lips brushing against Claudia’s cheek.

Sliding her hands further down his back, Claudia gripped Skipper’s ass, her fingers leaving pale indents against the dark blush that she’d created. She moaned, the skin so very hot against her hands. She had done that! And Skipper had let her, had enjoyed it.

“Don’t come,” she instructed. “Not until I tell you that you can.”

“Yes,” he nodded, breath catching in his throat. Skipper moved slowly, his movements still steady, fucking into Claudia over and over again. His hand slid over her side to make its way up to her breast, fingers teasing Claudia’s nipple. The other quickly ended up captured between Skipper’s lips, his tongue running over the hard nub and eliciting a low cry from Claudia.

The slowness of it all made her pleasure build, curling low in her stomach. Skipper’s hips rocked against her, mouth working so well to make Claudia moan louder and louder. When he pulled back with a wet pop, Skipper’s lips were red.

“You’re so hot,” he groaned. “You feel amazing. Can I make you come?” he almost pleaded.

Claudia could feel her orgasm building. It would have been so easy to say yes, to let Skipper push her over until her whole body filled with pleasure. Instead, Claudia shook her head. “Not yet.” She loved this, loved being the center of Skipper’s pleasure. As much as he wanted to focus on her, she wanted to focus on him! It was what made them work so well.

Setting her hands against Skipper’s shoulders, Claudia lifted herself up and let her body drop back down on Skipper’s cock. He cried out, the wordless groan making Claudia beam with joy. “I’m going to fuck you,” she informed him. “And you’re going to come when I tell you to.”

Skipper whimpered, but Claudia knew that he would try. He was so good at resisting the urge to orgasm, so good at waiting for her command. She could see the sweat beading along his hairline, his fingers tugging restlessly at her nipples as he tried not to let his own pleasure overwhelm him.

“Then I might let you make me come,” Claudia continued. “But only if you succeed at coming when I tell you to.” She leaned down, capturing Skipper’s mouth. She nibbled lightly at his lower lip, feeling his breath caress her skin as he fought to keep control of himself.

Finally, feeling that he’d done enough, Claudia quickened her pace. Her hips rose and fell, faster and faster, her pussy clinging to Skipper’s cock. His chest heaved, his eyes screwing shut as she made it harder and harder for him to resist.

“Come for me!” she ordered, nails digging into the breadth of Skipper’s shoulders.

“Oh fuck!” Skipper whined. For a moment, Claudia thought that perhaps he’d fail. And then she’d get to find a creative punishment for him! But the steady movements must have been enough. When Skipper came, it wasn’t long after her command to do so. Not long enough for a punishment, anyway...

He came hard, filling her up with his hot seed, spilling into her with groan after groan until finally, Skipper’s breathing returned to a steady pace. His softening cock slid out of Claudia, his mouth pressing against her neck. Skipper was careful not to let his body trap her. Instead, he pressed a gentle kiss against her jaw.

“Did I do well enough?” he asked hopefully.

Claudia purred in response, her whole body alight with desire. She loved watching Skipper come, knowing that all that pleasure was caused by her. She made him lose control, and that was something special.

“You did beautifully,” she agreed, climbing from Skipper’s lap so she could lie back against the pillows. His gaze followed her, lingering on the curve of her breasts as Claudia lifted a hand to tease one nipple. Despite his own orgasm, Skipper was still alert, still attentive. So ready to make sure she enjoyed herself.

Her free hand beckoned him to join her. “You can make me come,” she allowed. “But slowly. Start with my breasts and then kiss your way down.”

“Yes, ma’am.” He nodded eagerly. Despite the energy he put into agreeing, Skipper did go slow. He peppered kisses down Claudia’s neck and over her collarbone. Kissing his way down to her breasts, Skipper replaced Claudia’s hand with his own. He teased one of her nipples between his fingers, tugging on it just hard enough to make her gasp. As the sound escaped her, Skipper sucked her other nipple into his mouth hard.

It made Claudia moan and swear all in the same breath. She could feel the way Skipper would have smiled had it not been for his mouth being too busy. He spent a while sucking her nipple, teasing his tongue over it again and again until her body was vibrating with how good it felt. And then Skipper moved over to the other nipple, letting his fingers tease the wetness he’d left behind.

The teasing was right on that line between thrilling and excruciating. Claudia’s body ached with it. But still, she didn’t tell Skipper to go any faster. This slow ratcheting up of tension was exactly what she needed. It would make her release so much sweeter and more intense!

“Yes, Skipper, yes!” she cried, lifting her body so that Skipper’s free hand skimmed down her ribs. He held it there, refusing to go any lower, no matter how Claudia whined. Her pussy was drenched, wet with her own arousal as well as Skipper’s seed.

The thought of him putting his mouth on her made Claudia pant with desire. “Fuck, you’re doing so well,” she gasped. “Making me want you so much.”

And fuck, did she! Claudia’s whole body tingled with wanting and needing. Skipper’s tongue played with her nipple before he gave it a light bite, just sharp enough to make Claudia scream. His mouth was skilled.

But so were his hands. The touch of his fingers was firm as Skipper gripped Claudia’s hip, holding her in place. She could have wiggled free if she wanted to but Claudia’s desires were all about experiencing more of Skipper’s mouth.

He finally did kiss lower, teasing her even more. His tongue played with her navel, tormenting that almost as much as he’d teased her nipples. When he did kiss downwards, it was to bypass where Claudia truly wanted his mouth completely. Instead, Skipper focused on her thighs, tantalizing bites urging soft moans from Claudia.

Her hands went to Skipper’s hair, gripping hard. She could have pulled his head between her legs, could have demanded that he taste himself from her pussy. But Claudia had ordered him to go slow; Skipper was more than satisfying what she’d asked for.

As her body rocked beneath him, their bed creaked and crashed against the wall. Claudia tugged, earning a sharp whine from Skipper. She could feel it against her thigh, low and breathy and making her oh, so hot!

“Yes, fuck, tease me,” she urged. “I want to be wound so tightly that I can’t help but explode for you!”

Skipper gave a soft hum against her thigh, almost a promise. His tongue was soft as it licked its way over Claudia’s skin and up. When he finally reached the sweet spot between her legs, Claudia screamed in pleasure. A string of ‘oohs’ and ‘ahhs’ fell from Claudia’s lips as she rocked against Skipper’s mouth.

His tongue explored her, licking up the wetness and making sure to lap softly. Not too much, but just enough. It made pleasure cruise through Claudia’s body, every nerve-ending vibrating as Skipper licked her. The slow movements of his tongue made Claudia want so much more, but it was also exactly what she had demanded.

Following her orders so perfectly, Skipper’s tongue teased over her clit but left just as her orgasm began to build. Over and over again.

“Fuck!” Claudia’s breasts bounced, nipples hard as sharp pleasure shot through her body. After having Skipper’s beautiful cock in her, Claudia’s pussy felt so empty. It clenched against the air, needing something to fill it up.

Skipper’s tongue circled her clit, fire washing over Claudia in waves until all she could think about was the heat that blazed inside her. “Oh, oh, oh!” she cried, each moan louder and longer than the last.

Her thigh trembled, one of Skipper’s hands braced against it. “That’s it, that’s it,” she chanted. “Fuck, Skipper, use your fingers!”

Despite how much she wanted and how much pseudo-power she’d given Skipper by insisting he tease her, Claudia knew Skipper would still do exactly as he was told. That was as thrilling as the feeling of his wet mouth lapping at his own seed.

His fingers pressed into Claudia just as she’d demanded, two at once curling up to make her moans louder.

His tongue focused on Claudia’s clit, circling it over and over again. Once more, just as Claudia’s orgasm began to build, Skipper pulled back. Instead, his tongue joined his fingers inside Claudia. She rocked her hips as if to encourage him to return his tongue to her clit. Thankfully, Skipper did take the hint, licking his way back up.

Still, it was all so slow, making Claudia’s whole body vibrate with want and need. It was exactly what she had asked for, though!

A drop of sweat slid down her spine. Claudia could feel every inch of it, her attention drawn slowly and irresistibly to the building pleasure between her legs. It stole over her, spreading out from her pussy until it suffused her whole body.

This time, when Skipper stopped, Claudia gave an anguished cry. She’d been so close! The steady building of sensation made her heart pound hard against her ribs.

“Just like that,” she urged, fingers renewing their grip in Skipper’s hair. “Just like that, but make me come this time!”

She knew for sure that Skipper would do as she demanded. He might have teased her, he might have edged her closer and closer without giving her the release she wanted, but he listened to Claudia’s demands. So this time, his tongue against her clit didn’t stop. Skipper circled around it, steadily and without pause. His fingers moved in and out of Claudia, returning her to that edge all over again.

Picking up his speed, Skipper pushed Claudia’s orgasm closer. Her body felt so desperate for it, his teasing having made her feel like she might combust if she didn’t get. Thankfully, Skipper knew exactly how to make her come, just as he knew how to pull back at the right moment. But he wasn’t going to now, licking faster and faster until Claudia could no longer contain her pleasure.

She screamed, the high, bright sound echoing off the walls around them. Her back arched, hips lifting to ride Skipper’s fingers. Her knuckles popped as she pulled his mouth harder against her, feeling the heat of his tongue add to the already intense fire between her legs.

Pleasure swept over her, every muscle tightening and tightening until at last, they all seemed to release at once! Tension poured out of Claudia’s body, leaving her loose-limbed against the bed, with Skipper still pressing gentle kisses against her thighs.

“Ohhh, fuck,” she breathed, breasts rising and falling quickly over the beating of her heart. “Yes, Skipper, yes! That was exactly what I needed. You’re such a good boy.”

She pulled him up, letting him snuggle into her curves as she slowly rose out of the deep concentration on her own needs. She stroked a hand down Skipper’s back, palm resting on the still-warm skin of his ass.

“Mmm,” she hummed, slipping out from his arms. “Lie on your front, Skipper. I’m going to rub some cream into that ass for you.”

“Yes, ma’am,” he said gently, pressing one more kiss against her shoulder before shifting so he could lie on his front. Claudia could tell that he was finally letting the sleepiness take over his body, muscles relaxing before she’d even gotten her hands on him. Encouraging him to lean into that feeling, Claudia’s hands were soft when they did move to his skin, the cream gentle as she massaged it in.

“Thank you, ma’am,” Skipper murmured. “It’s always a pleasure to serve you.” And that made Claudia smile. She leaned down to plant a gentle, soft kiss on Skipper’s back. The pressure of her hands was light but firm. Claudia wanted to make sure Skipper knew she was there with him. For him. As much as she loved having him make her come so hard, Claudia also loved looking after Skipper.

He had promised her a bath, and dinner, but both of those things could wait. Even after the last of the cream had been absorbed by Skipper’s skin, Claudia kept her hands moving lightly. She stroked circles over his lower back, over his thighs, feeling his muscles shift subtly to follow her movement.

A little nap would do them both good. Claudia listened until Skipper’s breathing slowed, a small snort escaping from him as he finally gave in to sleep.

Her own body felt relaxed and lighter than air. The tension she’d carried home from the office had vanished completely, burned out of her by the intensity of her orgasm.

She shifted to lie beside Skipper, one hand on his back as she leaned in to press a kiss against his hair. “So good for me,” she breathed, even though Skipper was too fast asleep to hear.


Obeying Gladly

Nothing could compare to the thrill of singing for an appreciative audience. Nadia had never felt a rush like it, adrenaline zipping around her body at full speed. When she’d quit her boring day job to make a career out of her love for music, she’d had no idea how it would feel.

Honestly, it got her hot. Luckily, Nadia’s husband had been incredibly supportive of her change in occupation. And, now, they were both reaping the rewards!

Nadia slipped out of the venue without bothering to change out of her slinky figure-hugging performance outfit. She rushed straight into Shane’s waiting arms, pressing the length of her body against his and kissing him hungrily.

“Take me home,” she ordered. “I spent the last three songs picturing exactly what I’m going to do to you!”

Always eager to obey her, Shane opened up the passenger-side door and made sure Nadia was comfortable before settling into the driver’s seat himself.

On the way home, he told Nadia how much he’d loved watching her, how hungrily the crowd had cheered for every new song. It kept the buzz thrumming through Nadia’s veins, keeping her temperature up and her panties wet.

As soon as they reached home, Nadia slammed the door behind them and gestured to the floor. “Kneel for me.”

“Yes, ma’am,” Shane responded at once. He was down on his knees in a blink of an eye. It made Nadia’s stomach swoop to watch him obey her so quickly and easily. They’d been together for years now, married even! But it never got old to see how amazing Shane looked on his knees for her, expectantly looking up to see what she wanted from him next. And oh, Nadia wanted...

Shane would do exactly what she told him to. Now it was just down to choosing what she wanted the most!

Reaching out, Nadia ran her fingers over the curve of Shane’s cheek, thumb digging into the corner of his mouth hard. He winced, but didn’t pull back. “Such a good boy,” she praised. “So obedient.” She didn’t waste much time, her body crying out for some relief for all the energy pent up inside her.

Walking briskly away, enjoying the sound of her heels against their wooden floorboards, Nadia moved into the living room. When she returned, she held a black leather collar in one hand and a long lead in the other. “Unbutton your shirt,” she instructed.

There was no hesitation before the buttons on Shane’s shirt came open. He didn’t exactly rush, but probably only because Nadia would have punished him if he’d accidentally ripped a button off. Instead, Shane was careful. When his shirt fell open fully, he glanced up at her.

“Do you want it off?” Shane asked, but didn’t reach to push it off before he had received an answer. Instead, his tongue darted out of his mouth, lapping over his lips to leave a shiny line against them.

“Yes,” Nadia decided, circling closer so she could trail the end of the lead over the solid muscle of Shane’s shoulder. His gaze flicked straight to it, a shudder traveling the length of his neck. The sight of him like this, on his knees and obeying her every command, made Nadia feel impossibly even hornier than being on stage!

Once the shirt was off, discarded on their hallway floor, Nadia licked her lips. Shane tipped his head back to look up at her, exposing the line of his throat, the way his Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. Nadia’s hands dropped, fastening the collar tight around Shane’s neck.

As he watched, she brought the lead up, hooking it through the metal ring on the front of the collar. Smirking, she caressed the line where the leather collar met Shane’s skin. Looping her other hand through the end of the lead, she nodded towards the stairs. “Crawl up to our bedroom.”

Watching as Shane turned towards the stairs, Nadia gave a soft, pleased moan. Watching him crawl like this, with her lead against the bare skin of Shane’s back, it was impossible not to want him. His muscles shifted as he crawled up the stairs with Nadia close behind.

Reaching the bedroom, Shane headed for the cushion next to the bed, the cushion specifically there for him to kneel on. It was impossible not to reach out and pet his hair, he was such a good boy. So excellently behaved for Nadia. When he’d settled on the cushion, Shane raised his head again, looking up at Nadia with that expectant need in his eyes.

She leaned down, capturing his lips with hers, tasting that mingled lust and anticipation on his tongue. Nadia moaned into the kiss. Shane’s breath caught, his whole body leaning towards her for more. It thrilled Nadia to pull back, to pull away. The power was all hers! She could decide whether to satisfy Shane’s need to please her, or to make him wait.

“Hands behind your back,” she ordered, moving away. She didn’t need to watch to know that Shane obeyed. Browsing through their box of toys, Nadia clicked her tongue against her teeth. “The leather cuffs, I think,” she mused, as if she were talking only to herself. “They’ll look so good with the collar and the lead.”

When she returned, it was to catch each of Shane’s wrists in a broad leather cuff, holding his arms behind his back just as she’d instructed. She trailed her fingers carefully up his forearms, checking that the cuffs weren’t so tight that they would cut off circulation.

“Perfect,” she announced, her whole body warm from the inside out. “Now, you may turn your head to watch me undress.”

“Thank you,” Shane offered softly, his eyes focusing on Nadia. She could tell from the tone of his voice that he was already slowly slipping into subspace. Nadia fully planned to put him there. The power that came with being able to do that to Shane was such an amazing thrill for her. Nadia’s heart pounded against her ribs at the idea.

First, she was going to make sure Shane got a nice show as she undressed! The dress she was wearing was quite glamorous, showcasing her curves beautifully. It was a performance dress, so Nadia intended to perform in it for her husband!

Slowly, she pulled her hair out of the fancy up-do she always wore it in for performances. The mahogany curls tumbled around her face, tickling the tops of her shoulders as she swayed her hips to the music in her mind. “I want you to tell me when you get hard,” she instructed, smirking. She was curious how long it would take, without Shane being touched.

Finding the zipper, she pulled it down, twisting so that the flash of skin beneath was reflected in their floor-to-ceiling mirror. It opened with a hush, revealing the pale pink lace of her bra and panties. Shimmying, she worked the sparkly dress down over her chest, giving a soft sigh as her breasts fell free.

With the dress rucked around her waist, Nadia turned back to face Shane. His gaze lingered on her nipples, rosy red beneath the pink lace of her bra. Lifting one hand, Nadia tugged and squeezed until a moan bubbled up from deep within.

From how his cheeks colored, Nadia knew very well that he was enjoying her performance. The way his tongue darted out to lick his lips, before Shane spoke, almost as if he’d briefly forgotten how to. “I was already hard,” he admitted. “But fuck, you look so amazing, Nadia. And you did on the stage, too. I love how hot you look, how much everyone wants you but you... you choose me.”

That last part was breathless, like Shane couldn’t imagine anything better than being chosen by her. “You’re so hot, Nadia,” he told her with half a groan, hands straining against the cuffs.

The way the muscles in his shoulders bulged, showing the strength in them, made Nadia feel even more powerful. This was part of the reason she chose Shane, because she loved dominating a man who would be able to overpower her. It meant that every moment of submission was something Shane chose to do. That made it all the more exhilarating!

“I do choose you,” she agreed, reaching for the clasp that held her bra closed. It sprang open, making her nipples ache as her breasts heaved. Shane’s tongue peeked out, like he was imagining what it would be like if Nadia let him put his mouth on her. Maybe she would, but not just yet.

She hooked her fingers under the waistband of her panties. Instead of dragging them off, Nadia turned around, bending forward slightly to give Shane the best view of her ass. She teased the material down slowly, giving a whimper of need from how wet the panties were.

“Fuck,” he swore. Even without looking, Nadia could picture exactly the expression on Shane’s face. She was very accustomed to just how hot he looked for her. They were always so very in tune. It made it easy to trust Shane. Nadia knew it was the same for him. After all, there he was, sat behind her, hands cuffed and a collar around his neck.

All hers!

Turning around, Nadia smiled at her husband. She stilled long enough for him to take in her form, to let his eyes slide over Nadia’s perfect stomach and breasts, the way they shifted with every intake of breath.

“How may I serve you, Nadia?” Shane asked, hope in his voice.

Now, Nadia was ready to satisfy that expectation. She moved to the bed, spreading her legs so that Shane could see how ready her pussy was for him. It ached, longing to be filled. But first, Nadia knew she needed to take the edge off.

“Make me come,” she said, reaching to cup the back of Shane’s head. With his hands cuffed behind them, he would have to bring her to orgasm using only his lips and tongue. He was more than capable of it! She smirked down, loving the way his eyes widened. “I will help make sure you don’t suffocate,” she promised teasingly.

Lifting one leg, she hooked it over Shane’s shoulder. Her heel brushed the leather of the cuffs, sending a tingle of excitement zipping up her spine.

He pressed a kiss against Nadia’s inner thigh. “If I was to suffocate, this wouldn’t be a bad way to go,” Shane joked, before his teeth grazed over Nadia’s skin, making her give a soft gasp at the sharp shoot of pain. It was hardly a lot, but the edge was just right. Shane grinned, pleased to have earned such a response, before kissing his way higher.

At the first lick of his tongue, Nadia cried out. This was exactly what she had needed! Shane’s wonderful mouth making pleasure cruise through her. Nadia rocked against him, her hand gripping his hair tighter. Shane’s tongue slid up, circling her clit slowly, teasingly.

“Oh! Fuck!” Fireworks exploded inside her, each one lifting Nadia higher and higher. Shane’s tongue teased her just the way she wanted, letting pleasure build to a peak before he slowed down to explore more of her pussy. With one hand in Shane’s hair, Nadia’s other gripped at the sheets under her. She lifted her hips, silently urging Shane’s tongue downwards.

Following her lead, his tongue descended to her entrance, licking teasingly before he pressed inside her. His mouth was every bit as hot and wet as Nadia could want. “Yesss,” she hissed, body thrumming with arousal. Shane’s tongue fucked in and out of her, every thrust making Nadia cry out louder and louder.

“Make me come now,” she ordered. She was close already, needing to take the edge off so she could focus on making this a night for Shane to remember.

Looking down at him, seeing Shane’s face trapped so perfectly between her legs, Nadia couldn’t help but moan louder. He looked so good, shoulders tight as his hands were clasped behind him, held together with the cuffs. Shane worked hard to fulfill Nadia’s request, his tongue lapping faster and harder, clearly keen to do just as he’d been told. It was working, too, that edge of Nadia’s orgasm approaching fast but steady.

He groaned against her pussy, the sound vibrating through her. Nadia gripped Shane’s hair harder, still careful, but definitely on the verge of just letting her pleasure sweep over. Shane’s dedication finally paid off as pleasure shook through Nadia, every muscle in her body seemingly tightening as she came against his tongue.

He licked her slowly through the tingling aftermath of her climax. Nadia’s chest heaved, every exhale a satisfied sigh. “Yes, Shane! That was so good!” Pulling his head back, Nadia smirked at the way her wetness was smeared across his face. He gazed up, eyes shining with eager lust.

“Did you enjoy that?” she asked, wiping the evidence of her arousal from Shane’s cheeks. From the way his lips parted but no answer emerged, Nadia knew he was deep in subspace. She grinned. That hadn’t been her aim, but it was a very welcome reward nonetheless.

She gave him time to gather his thoughts, watching for his attention to dart back to her. “Did you enjoy that?” she asked again, beaming.

“Always,” he answered finally. The word seemed breathless as it fell from Shane’s lips. His eyes glazed over as he glanced up at Nadia, but a soft smile appeared on his lips. “I love making you come,” he told her gently. Nadia had absolutely no doubt that was true. Shane was very good at making her come, too, a skill he’d practiced a lot.

Glancing down at Shane’s crotch, Nadia smirked. His cock was so hard, tenting the pants he was wearing. She really should give him some release, even if it was just to be less uncomfortable in the clothes he was wearing.

Leaning back, Nadia lifted her leg off Shane’s shoulder. He swayed forward, as if trying to follow the contact with her body. She tutted. “I’m going to help you up,” she said, getting to her own feet so she could guide Shane up with a hand under his elbow. His bound hands brushed against her skin as she moved behind him, bringing a soft moan from his lips at the touch.

Wrapping her arms around his waist, Nadia pressed her body against Shane’s from behind. Her breasts pushed against the warm skin of his back, her nipples tingling as she shifted to enjoy the sensation to its fullest.

Skating her fingers down Shane’s stomach, Nadia unfastened the button of his jeans. Without touching his cock, she lowered them, helping to support him as he stepped out of them one leg at a time. “So hard for me,” she praised. “So very ready to fill me up, isn’t that right?”

Shane’s whimper was animalistic. Nadia’s pussy throbbed in response to it. She loved knowing how weak she could make Shane, how much she could make him want. Both to be hers, to have her, but also to submit to her. The way Shane tilted his head, exposing the collar around his neck, that, too, was hot. Nadia couldn’t help but reach out to stroke her fingers over it.

Such a clear mark of him being hers. “I’m always ready for you, Nadia,” Shane breathed. “Anything you want. Everything you want.” And Nadia knew that was true. She wasn’t a big fan of suggesting things that Shane didn’t also enjoy (though, perhaps sometimes there was a thrill in that too!). But luckily for them both, their tastes and wishes matched well.

And right now, both of them wanted Shane naked. Nadia’s fingers tugged at the waistband of his boxers, dragging the material down his hips. His cock slapped against his stomach, so hard for her! Precum gleamed at the tip, making Nadia’s mouth water.

Once the idea of tasting Shane crossed her mind, it was impossible not to satisfy the urge. Letting his boxers fall down his muscular thighs, Nadia helped him step out of them, kicking them out of the way with the pointed toe of her sparkly shoe.

“Turn around,” she urged gently, helping Shane to do just that. “And sit down. I’m going to kiss my way down your body.” Shane groaned, eager for her to do exactly that.

“Mmm, okay.” Shane nodded obediently. His eyes were still a little unfocused, but Shane did follow Nadia’s movements. He leaned back as much as he could, exposing his body to her, giving her the free reign that she wanted. Nadia took advantage of it, starting with the collar. Her tongue teased against the rim of it. She smirked as Shane’s pulse quickened under her touch.

Nadia made her way lower. Her teeth grazed over Shane’s collar bone, before she kissed her way down to his nipples. Her tongue teased over one, making Shane’s breath catch. “Fuck,” he breathed almost harshly, rocking his hips up to meet Nadia’s body, his hard dick brushing against Nadia’s side.

“That’s right,” she purred, her voice dark and intimate. Nadia knew how much she could affect Shane with just a word, how the way she said something was as important as what she was saying. “I want you to enjoy this.” Her words were a caress, dragging over Shane’s skin just the way her tongue did.

His whole body shuddered in response. Nadia moved lower, interrupting the hard, tight line of Shane’s stomach with light nips. He pushed up to meet her, back arching beautifully. Finally, Nadia knelt between Shane’s spread legs.

Her cheek brushed against his cock, earning her a shout that made her smirk upwards. Parting her lips, she took the head of Shane’s dick in, lapping it slowly with her tongue.

“Don’t come,” she breathed, pulling back for only a moment. “I’m going to need you to stay hard for me.”

“Okay, okay.” He nodded quickly, “I promise.” He would’ve promised her anything just then. Still, it was a promise that Nadia expected Shane to keep. Despite his horniness, Shane knew better than to make promises to Nadia that he couldn’t follow through. Nadia was especially interested in seeing how close to that edge she could get Shane.

When she let Shane’s cock into her mouth, his groan was loud enough that it echoed around them. He would be trying hard not to push up into her. Taking Shane in deeper, Nadia swirled her tongue against his cock, making those sounds that fell from Shane’s lips ever so much louder.

As her lips slid down the length of his cock, Shane’s whole body vibrated against the mattress. With his hands still trapped under him, he couldn’t reach for Nadia to guide her. All he could do was thrust up into her mouth. And beg.

The pleas fell from his lips, a continual stream that made Nadia’s heart pound harder in her chest. Speeding up, she flexed her fingers around Shane’s hips, nails adding sharp points of pain to the pleasure from her tongue as she lapped it over Shane again and again.

His moans surrounded her, sweat sliding down his neck as Nadia took him apart with her mouth. And then, hearing the catch in his breath that let her know he was close, she stopped.

“Fuck!” Shane whined. Nadia knew he was also grateful. If she’d carried on, not coming would be impossible. She was being nice, helping Shane keep his promise to her. And besides, Nadia wanted him to stay hard so he could fuck her, just the way she wanted. Her pussy was so wet, listening to Shane moan.

Licking her lips and thus the taste of Shane off them, Nadia smirked at him. Shane’s hard dick swayed as she moved away from it and Shane gave another soft whine. He tried to reach out for Nadia but the cuffs kept his hands in place.

“Please, Nadia, please. I want to touch you. Please let me?” But Nadia knew better than to just give in because Shane asked so nicely.

She kissed her way slowly down Shane’s leg, her fingers wrapping around his ankle to keep him still. Her tongue teased over his sensitive skin, making him kick out against her hold. “Patience,” she purred, nipping at the flesh of Shane’s calf. “If you keep still for me, I’ll take the cuffs off.”

Instantly, Shane’s body stilled. Only his chest heaved, every ragged breath sending sparks skittering down Nadia’s spine. She kissed all the way down, earning a low groan from above her. Then, smirking wickedly, Nadia kissed all the way back up the other leg!

Finally, finally, her head popped back up between Shane’s thighs. “So good,” she praised. “So obedient. Turn around for me, I’ll take those cuffs off, just like I promised.”

Despite his eagerness, Shane was careful not to knock into Nadia as he turned. His muscles were tight, arms so beautifully bent as they met at the wrists, covered in cuffs. Nadia removed the cuffs carefully, running her hands over Shane’s arms to massage the muscles that had been tense for too long. Shane knew she liked taking care of him like this; he didn’t rush to move his arms until Nadia nudged one to his side.

He stretched out against the bed. Nadia’s smirk intensified. Glancing over his shoulder, Shane licked his lips. “What now?” he asked, almost like he didn’t dare to move any further until Nadia told him exactly what to do.

Shuffling back off the bed, Nadia took a moment to appreciate the sight in front of her. Shane, sprawled out on his front, his dick no doubt still hard against the mattress. Even as he waited for her to answer, Shane barely moved. It must have been tempting to rock his hips, to give himself some friction after all of Nadia’s teasing. But he didn’t; he knew better.

She hummed, considering her options. Nadia’s pussy throbbed with how much she wanted to ride Shane’s cock. But at the same time, she loved teasing him, pushing to see how close she could take him to his limits.

Running a hand over his ass, Nadia gave it a light slap. “Lie on your back. Now that your hands are free, I shall let you explore me with them.” Her breasts, in particular, could use a lot more attention than they’d had so far!

“Mmm, thank you,” Shane murmured, rolling over. His dick bounced as he did so, making Nadia lick her lips with the memory of how great it’d felt in her mouth. It would feel as good, if not better, in her pussy. Nadia let her fingertips brush over Shane’s legs and then sides as she crawled up his body until she was in reach for him to touch.

He didn’t rush into it, the way she might have assumed. Instead, Shane’s touch was slow and careful, exploring Nadia’s skin inch by inch. They might be married, but the detail Shane put into touching Nadia always made her feel special. Of course, she also loved returning that same care, her hands stroking over Shane’s chest so she could tease his nipples.

She leaned in, a delicious thrill traveling down her spine as Shane’s big hand came to cup her breast. Impossibly, her nipple hardened at his touch, rubbing against his palm. A moan slipped from Nadia’s lips, echoing off the walls. Fuck but this felt good! She rocked her hips, grinding her pussy against his thigh.

Seeing how his eyes widened, Nadia knew Shane could feel her wetness. She grinned. That would make it all the more challenging for him only to touch her with his hands. She tugged at one of his nipples, bringing forth a deep grunt. “You sound so good,” she praised. “Almost as good as me.” She laughed, grinning as her heart started to pound harder.

“Hardly,” Shane disagreed, making Nadia’s smile wider. It was quickly replaced by her teeth biting her lower lip, when Shane repeated the way she tugged against his nipple but against Nadia’s. If anything, he was less gentle. He knew how much Nadia enjoyed just a touch of pain with her pleasure. Her eyes followed the way Shane’s tongue darted over his lips, like he could hardly resist leaning up and catching one of her nipples with his mouth.

But her instructions had been clear, so instead Shane played with her breasts with his hands. One of them didn’t stay there for long though, sliding down Nadia’s stomach and between her legs. Her eyes widened. She supposed this was still fair game since he was just using his hands!

When Shane’s finger slid over Nadia’s clit, she gave a loud moan. “You definitely sound better than me,” Shane promised her.

Pleasure pooled low in Nadia’s stomach, intensifying the ache between her legs. She smirked, rocking a little against Shane’s fingers. She had to hand it to him, he knew how to hurry her plans to let him fuck her! His hand felt so good, teasing waves of sensation that radiated over Nadia’s body.

Leaning forward, she kissed him, hard. Her teeth caught at Shane’s lower lip, delivering her own hit of pain. Not too much, not when Shane had no pleasure to take his mind off it. Something Nadia would fix before too long.

“Yess,” she hissed, encouragingly. “Feel how wet I am for you, baby!” Shane’s fingers did just that, exploring her as Nadia wriggled, her breath coming harsher and faster.

He slipped two fingers inside her at once, making Nadia give a loud ‘ahhh’ before she rocked against his touch. Curling them inside her, Shane shifted to let Nadia ride his fingers more easily. This wasn’t what she had planned for but she was hardly going to turn it down, Shane was, after all, very good at knowing how to touch her. His other hand kept teasing Nadia’s nipple, giving it a hard tug that made her inhale deeply.

“Can I please use my mouth?” Shane asked. “I want to... fuck, Nadia, I want to hear the way you moan when I suck your nipples,” he breathed. The tone alone would have made Nadia consider it, but especially when it was accompanied by that lustful look on Shane’s face.

Even so, she made him wait, one hand gripping his shoulder as she lifted herself up. As Nadia came down against his fingers, her breasts bounced with the movement, sending a pulse of sensation from each nipple directly between her legs. “Yes!” she cried, the word almost a scream.

Shane knew better than to try her patience! He leaned forward instantly, red lips caressing the tight bud of Nadia’s breast. Pleasure wound through her body, urging her on as Shane brought her nipple into the wet heat of his mouth. “Oh, fuck!” Her free hand flew to Shane’s hair, gripping hard to keep him in place.

Nadia kept fucking herself against Shane’s fingers, but this wasn’t what she wanted. No matter how good it felt. Reaching between them, she wrapped her fingers around his wrist, pulling his hand back slowly. Shane let her, clearly more than happy to follow whatever Nadia’s instructions were, even when they were physical rather than verbal.

Despite the movement, Shane didn’t pull back from Nadia’s breast. His tongue flicked over her nipple at the same time his fingers pulled the other one, sending yet another sharp shoot of pain through Nadia. Her cries increased. She could barely wait to just fuck Shane.

“Lie back,” she instructed shortly. With a reluctant whimper, Shane moved away from her breast, his eyes shining eagerly up at her. He settled on his back, fingers spanning the curves of Nadia’s hips. Anticipation fizzed inside her as she stretched above him. Nadia knew how good she looked. Even if she hadn’t, the desire in Shane’s gaze would’ve reassured her.

Pressing his shoulder down into the mattress with one hand, Nadia lined herself up against Shane’s dick. Her drenched pussy accepted him in easily, Nadia’s moan of pleasure vibrating through every atom of her body. She clenched, tightening her muscles around Shane’s beautiful cock before she lifted herself up once again.

“Fuck!” Shane cried. “Uhhh, Nadia! God, you’re so fucking hot.” His breath was ragged, catching in his throat. Nadia could tell that Shane was trying not to just thrust up into her. His hand did settle against Nadia’s hips, fingers tight as he held her. Nadia took a moment before starting to move, almost teasing Shane with her stillness.

But she, too, wanted this. She wanted to fuck Shane, to ride him until another orgasm crashed over her. Beginning to move, Nadia lifted herself up only to then drop down again. Scream of pleasure came from both of them, their ecstatic cries mixing together just as Nadia repeated the motion, starting to fuck herself faster and harder against Shane’s dick.

He felt so good inside her: his stiff cock filling her up just the way she had been desperate for. Nadia leaned forward, both hands on Shane’s muscular chest. Her hips rose and fell, her breasts bouncing with the movement. “Uhhh,” she groaned, pleasure sparking all the way to the tips of her fingers. “Fuck!”

Shane’s breath ghosted across her breasts, his gasps so warm against her skin that they felt almost solid. “Don’t stop using your mouth!” she demanded, leaning further forward so Shane could catch her nipple between his lips. He gave it a light nip, pulling a sharp gasp from Nadia’s throat.

She rode him harder, letting her eyes fall closed as she gave herself over to the different sensations. They melted together until Nadia could hardly tell where one ended and the next began.

“Yes! Yes! Come on, Shane, fuck me!” She needed that. Nadia wanted nothing more than to feel Shane pounding into her.

He thrust up to meet her. With Nadia continuing to pull back and drop down harder and harder, the two of them fucked so well. Shane’s cock filled her up. With her leaning forward, it wasn’t long before Nadia felt the pleasure building. It was especially enhanced by how amazing Shane’s mouth felt as it sucked her nipple harder, pleasure mixing with a sharp pain.

Nadia’s screams surrounded them. She felt the way Shane groaned. The sound vibrated through her but he didn’t pull away from her nipple. Instead, he just brought his hand up to the other one, rolling it between his fingers to give Nadia all the sensations.

Her back arched, hips driving down even harder against Shane’s cock. The bed creaked below them, the headboard slamming hard against the wall. It all pushed Nadia higher and higher. She could feel rockets zinging around in a silent explosion of pleasure. “Shane, yesyesyes!” she cried.

Her orgasm crashed through her, sensation hitting her everywhere at once. Her mouth fell open as she surrendered to the glorious tumult of pleasure and pain. Her pussy tightened, making Shane stutter out a groan that was drowned by her louder cries.

She rocked more gently, keeping up the pace as the tingling feeling ebbed. “Fuck, Shane! That was so good. Exactly what I wanted!” And oh, yes, Nadia’s body still felt good as she continued riding Shane’s hard cock.

“Come on,” she urged. “Come for me, Shane. You deserve it!”

And that seemed to be all she needed to say. As Shane’s hand tightened against Nadia’s hip, he pulled back from her breast with a loud groan. Nadia loved seeing him come, the way bliss took over every part of Shane. She also loved feeling him come, his hotness filling her up over and over again until he was finally so spent that all Shane could do was collapse against the bed. She’d done that! It felt great.

Shane’s breath slowed, his soft cock sliding out of Nadia and one of his hands stroked over her side gently. “Fuck, you’re so good,” he breathed. “Always so fucking horny after you perform, too,” he teased.

Giving a deep sigh of satisfaction, Nadia turned her body into the warmth of Shane’s arms. “Yeah,” she agreed, without a trace of embarrassment. “But I’m not horny now.” Shane’s obedience had filled every desire, leaving Nadia nothing but tired and happy! It was, she felt, a pretty good system. And one that they both enjoyed.

“Besides,” she added, poking Shane’s side with one finger, “you love it!” Even without waiting for a response, Nadia knew that he did. Shane’s whole body glowed, looking as relaxed as Nadia felt.

She stroked a hand over his shoulder, down one of his arms until she could lace their fingers together. “I wouldn’t be half so horny if I didn’t know you were in the audience,” she promised. “Knowing you’re watching… that’s what gets me so turned on.”

Her husband laughed, but it was a soft kind of laugh, one that made Nadia grin back. “It’s a bit of a loop then,” he teased. “I get hot seeing you perform, knowing how hot you get, and you get hot knowing I’m there,” he pointed out. “And knowing you get to take me home and do anything you want to me,” he added. That definitely was one of Nadia’s favorite bits.

Cuddling into Shane, Nadia yawned her agreement. Shane pressed a soft kiss against her forehead. “I’ll always be there for you to take home and do whatever you want to,” he promised. It was a promise that easily let Nadia fall asleep with a smile on her lips.


First Restraints

There was nothing Elsa enjoyed more than making Jerry feel special. While some couples only spoiled each other on Valentine’s Day and special anniversaries, Elsa wanted to make sure she and Jerry shared romantic moments together throughout the year.

Which was why she had e-mailed Jerry at work to let him know he should expect a night of indulgence.

But this was a very different kind of indulgence than they’d experimented with before. Jerry had admitted certain fantasies, ones that Elsa had gone away and researched. Now, she felt quite prepared to make those dreams come true.

By the time Jerry arrived home from work, everything was ready. They shared a candlelit dinner, letting the worries of their daily lives slowly slip away.

“There’s dessert in the fridge,” she announced, when they’d drained their glasses of wine. “But I thought we might leave it for later.” Raising an eyebrow, she felt sure Jerry would pick up on her meaning. If not quite what her plans actually involved.

Rising, she held out her hand. “Let’s go upstairs.”

Jerry grinned at that, giving a nod. “Sure.” It wasn’t as if Elsa had expected him to say ‘no’, but she was also curious if he truly knew what she had planned for them. The way she spoiled Jerry tended to vary. Sometimes it was simple things and sometimes it was much more complex. The not knowing, she was sure, was quite exciting for Jerry.

Still, he followed Elsa to the bedroom eagerly, tongue darting out to wet his lips when she looked at him over her shoulder. Once there, Jerry closed the distance between them, reaching out to run a hand over Elsa’s side.

“So what have you got planned?” he asked curiously.

Instead of answering, Elsa leaned in to kiss him. One hand lifted to the back of his head, fingers tangling in Jerry’s hair. She held his head still, taking charge of the kiss even as he whimpered against her lips. The sound went straight to Elsa’s pussy. Even if this wasn’t something she would have looked into by herself, she could hardly pretend that the idea had no appeal.

Pulling back, she grinned at the look of bemused lust that bloomed across Jerry’s face. “I thought I’d tie you up,” she answered.

Instantly, a blaze of heat came into Jerry’s eyes, his cheeks flushing with a mixture of arousal and embarrassment. That was okay; Elsa was going to make sure he knew he had nothing to be ashamed of.

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she asked, her voice practically a purr. “You’d like to hold still exactly as I tell you to while I wrap rope around your wrists?”

First, there was a deep exhale before Jerry nodded. “Yeah, definitely,” he agreed. Elsa could tell that he perhaps wasn’t 100% committed, but that was just nerves. It had been Jerry’s idea in the first place. Elsa did get that it actually happening might feel a bit much in the first instance. Still, Elsa also knew that Jerry trusted her. That was important for this kind of sexual play.

“How... um, where?... do you want me? The bed? Should I strip?” The questions and the uncertainty would have told Elsa that Jerry was a little nervous if she hadn’t already known.

Elsa shook her head, brown curls brushing against her shoulders with the motion. First, she wanted to give Jerry something to do that was familiar. More familiar than getting undressed for her. “Not yet,” she answered, tongue darting over her lips. Heat raced up her spine, her whole body tingling.

This was exciting for her, too. She let herself revel in the moment, enjoying this first time for what it was. “I want you to strip me,” she said, watching the way Jerry’s eyes widened.

He visibly swallowed but also nodded. “I’d love to,” he told her. There was no doubt in Elsa’s mind he meant it, too. Jerry definitely had stripped her before, but it was more perhaps in a frenzy of getting them both naked, rather than being specifically told to do so. Still, he certainly was up to the task. His hands moved to Elsa’s blouse, button by button coming undone.

The slowness was exciting to Elsa. She watched as Jerry’s tongue lapped over his lips again, leaving a shiny layer there. His focus on her was almost all-consuming, like nothing else existed at all. It made Elsa feel powerful in a way she hadn’t quite expected.

He drew in a breath as he parted her blouse, revealing the lacy bra that Elsa had brought specially. This was far more elaborate than her usual underwear: she wanted to look so good that it was a struggle for Jerry to keep his hands off her.

And clearly, it worked! Jerry’s palms lifted, coming so close that Elsa could feel heat radiating off him. “No!” she snapped, making him flinch back. “I didn’t say you could touch,” she reminded him, more softly.

Fuck, it was thrilling to give Jerry instructions and simply expect to be obeyed. “Keep undressing me,” she added. “Maybe, if you can follow my orders, I’ll let you touch me once you’ve taken everything off.”

She could see the surprise that flashed across Jerry’s face. But he nodded. “Yes.” It was such a simple agreement but it made Elsa feel powerful. Especially when she watched Jerry proceed, now much more careful about touching her. He was following the instructions so perfectly. Elsa wanted more of that!

Down came the zipper on her skirt and Jerry slid the material off her hips slowly. It revealed the matching panties Elsa had on. She saw Jerry’s eyes darkened with lust. “Would you like me to remove your underwear, too?” he asked, breath briefly catching in his throat.

She smiled broadly, reaching out to brush Jerry’s cheeks with her fingertips. “Such a good boy for asking.” He leaned into the touch, as if he craved the contact. That, too, sent a shiver of arousal down Elsa’s spine. Could one instance of not being allowed to touch her really make Jerry want to so badly? She hoped so! The idea of being somehow forbidden made Elsa’s heart race.

“Yes,” she added. “You may remove my underwear. You’re doing very well so far.” The praise brought a flush of pride to Jerry’s cheeks. If that was how good he looked after just a little compliment, Elsa was eager to see how he’d react to an actual reward for his good behavior.

He was definitely a quick study, too. When Jerry slid his hands up to get to the clasp of Elsa’s bra, he was careful not to actually touch her. She felt the heat of his hands, but didn’t lean into it, not wanting to make Jerry break the rules she’d set. He was gentle as he undid her bra, tongue darting out to wet his lips. He watched her full breasts fall free when the material came off.

“I want to taste you,” he murmured. But where normally he might have put his mouth on Elsa, now Jerry didn’t. Instead, he sank down to his knees in front of her, making Elsa’s breath catch in her throat. Jerry’s hands moved to the sides of Elsa’s panties, dragging them down slowly.

She lifted her legs, feeling cool air brush against her heated skin. Her thighs quivered. She was so tempted to just open her legs and let Jerry have her any way he wanted. But that wasn’t what tonight was about. Tonight, Elsa was going to give Jerry something more.

“Stand up,” she instructed. Though her voice was gentle, there was no flexibility in her words, no chance for Jerry to stay where he was. After a moment, he rose, holding his hands behind his back so he wouldn’t reach for her.

Stepping close, Elsa claimed his lips in a fierce kiss. “You may touch me anywhere above the waist,” she breathed, pulling back. “And when I’m nice and wet for you, then I’m going to tie you up!”

The permission made Jerry reach out, hands sliding over Elsa’s sides and up along her ribs. He cupped her breasts, a thumb teasing over one of Elsa’s nipples, making it harden under his touch. She gave a soft moan, more of an encouragement than anything. It worked, too, making Jerry give her nipple a light pinch.

The contrast between her being completely naked and him still fully dressed was interesting. Elsa would have expected to feel more exposed but, instead, she felt almost powerful. It was Jerry’s job to serve her and she would be the one to choose when he was allowed to take his clothes off.

He knew just how to touch her, his fingers firm as he rubbed and teased the tips of Elsa’s nipples. Each one hardened until Elsa could feel the pleasure racing down her spine, coiling in the pit of her stomach. “You can use your mouth, too,” she urged.

Instead of caressing her breasts as Elsa had expected, Jerry kissed her. His kiss was gentle, tongue easing Elsa’s lips apart and sweeping inside. Heat pooled between her legs, making her moan far more loudly against Jerry’s mouth.

When he pulled back, he had half a second to look satisfied before he dropped his attention to Elsa’s cleavage. He sucked one nipple into the heat of his mouth, tongue working around it to pull another low groan from Elsa’s lips.

In turn, Elsa moved one of her hands to Jerry’s hair. She gripped the curls tightly, enough to make him groan against her nipple. Elsa wanted to remind him that she was still in charge. She was giving him permission, but just as easily could take it away. It was her who decided, no matter what they did.

“Fuck,” Jerry breathed when she pulled his head back just because she could. “You’re so hot, Elsa,” he told her, his breath like fire licking over her skin. His mouth returned to her breasts, tongue lapping over one of the nipples to get her to moan again.

Her pussy was definitely wet now, Elsa could feel it. Her whole body tingled as Jerry’s tongue stroked hot and wet over her skin. “Yes!” she urged. “Fuck, yes, Jerry.” But instead of letting him carry on, Elsa jerked his head back from her breast.

As she moved away, leaving cool air between them, Jerry’s hands automatically lifted to reach for. “No.” The word was crisp and clear, passing deliciously over Elsa’s lips. “I want you to get undressed now.” She lifted a hand to her own breast, teasing her nipple just enough to continue the wave of feelings that Jerry’s mouth had started.

“I... okay, yeah.” He nodded, taking a step back. She saw the way his eyes focused on her, the way he needed a moment to even remember how to undress himself. It made Elsa’s body tingle with heat. Knowing how much Jerry wanted her and how much he wanted this, it  was certainly encouraging for all the things she had planned.

Taking a step back, Jerry swallowed visibly. Elsa had watched him strip plenty of times before. But not like this. Similarly to how it had felt to have him strip her, so purposefully, it felt a different sort of special to watch Jerry undress for her.

He wasn’t too slow with it, which was probably a good thing. His shirt and pants came off at about the same speed. Elsa could see the hard outline of Jerry’s cock against his underwear, a wet patch already forming from his precum.

Elsa’s fingers kept stroking over breasts, teasing her nipples to both send shoots of pleasure through her but also make Jerry want to touch her all the more.

“I’m naked now,” he told her, almost making Elsa laugh, because yeah, she could see that. Her eyes especially focused on just how hard his cock was, standing so proud and ready for Elsa.

She licked her lips, imagining the taste of Jerry’s cock. As much as Elsa loved going down on him, it wasn’t what she had in mind for tonight. “Good boy,” she praised, watching the mix of hesitation and desire that flushed Jerry’s face.

“Lie down, hands over your head.” Elsa didn’t watch to see if Jerry obeyed her. She lingered over her lingerie drawer, pulling out the soft fabric she had bought to use as rope. It slid easily through her fingers, fluid and frictionless. It would keep Jerry restrained, but there was no risk she’d hurt him.

Turning around, a smile bloomed across her face as she witnessed Jerry stretched out on the bed, just as she had ordered.

He looked delicious. His taut muscles quivered, his chest rising and falling with every breath. Glancing her way, Elsa could see the mix of desire and hesitation in his eyes. He was making himself so vulnerable, and it was all for her!

“You look so fucking good,” he told her. “Fuck, Elsa, I’m so hard just doing what you tell me to. I didn’t... I mean, I knew this would be hot, but like, it’s really hot.” That made Elsa grin. She definitely wanted Jerry to think this was hot. Elsa planned for it to get ever the hotter. She walked over to the bed, reaching out to brush her hand over Jerry’s leg and drag it up.

Her touch was soft but firm. Elsa avoided any part of Jerry she thought might lead to too much stimulation. Still, Jerry was very responsive, hips bucking up to meet Elsa’s touch. He didn’t try to indicate a direction, though.

Slowly, she dragged the fabric up Jerry’s other side, letting him get used to the way it felt against his skin. His body trembled, making Elsa wet her lips and inhale a soft breath. “You look good too, Jerry,” she murmured. “So vulnerable for me.” It was intoxicating. Elsa hadn’t known that having power over Jerry would make him seem so precious to her.

With one hand, she adjusted Jerry’s arms so that his wrists were crossed one over the other. He let her lift his limbs, not asking any questions about why or when she was actually going to start tying him up. “Good boy,” she praised.

Finally, Elsa wrapped the soft ropes around Jerry’s wrists. She’d practiced dozens of times, allowing her to move quickly and deftly, without any hesitation or confusion over what she was doing.

“How does that feel?” she asked, pulling away so that Jerry could test the strength of her knots. “Do you think you could get loose?”

It took him a moment to even move. Elsa couldn’t help but smile. He was clearly a little overwhelmed with his fantasy actually coming true. Elsa could hardly blame him for that. This wasn’t her fantasy, but since the time Jerry had first told her about it, she had become a lot more interested in it.

And now! Now that she was actually tying Jerry up, the feeling was almost overpowering. But also not. Because it was Elsa who was in charge. And she quite liked it.

Finally, Jerry pulled against the ropes, giving a small whimper. “It’s... ah, fuck. I think, yeah, if I tried hard enough I could get loose? But I won’t!” he promised. “Though, you could tie them tighter? It’d be okay. I... I think I’d like that.”

Elsa considered, keeping her distance while she thought through her options. Watching Jerry squirm against the bed made her feel even hotter, but she tried to put that to one side. Being the one in control meant she had to be the one who prioritized safety over desire. It was a role she felt surprisingly comfortable in. She wanted what was best for Jerry, even when that might not be what he wanted.

“No,” she decided, feeling a thrill travel through her at the surprise on Jerry’s face. “Next time, if we decide there’s going to be a next time. That will be soon enough to try the ropes tighter.”

For now, she wanted Jerry to be able to get away if he tried hard enough. It was a safety valve for both of them. Not one she thought Jerry would need, but one that it was good sense to make sure he knew he had.

Moving closer, Elsa trailed a finger up Jerry’s chest. She took her time, drawing idle circles around his navel and his nipples, watching the way his muscles jumped in response.

When he moaned, Elsa smirked. That was what she had been waiting for! Getting up on the bed, she straddled Jerry’s chest.

“Now, you’re going to make me feel good,” she informed him.

His tongue darted out to wet his lips and Elsa almost laughed. Oh, yes, she was very much intending for him to need to use that. Jerry nodded, pulling against the ropes. They held well and Elsa could tell that he enjoyed it. But she didn’t give him too much time for that, not when there were plenty of more useful things Jerry could be doing. Like making her feel good, just as she’d demanded.

Moving higher up Jerry’s body, Elsa maneuvered herself so she could lower her body against Jerry. He hardly needed to be given any more encouragement before his tongue licked up, sending a sharp thrill of pleasure through Elsa.

Leaning forward, she gripped the headboard of the bed, knuckles popping as Jerry lapped at her pussy. He started slowly, just the way Elsa liked, building up the ripples of pleasure that spread through her whole body.

Elsa was careful not to grind too hard against Jerry’s face. In this position, he couldn’t hold her back the way he usually did, so Elsa had to control the urge herself. She missed Jerry’s strong hands against her, but knowing he was helpless, doing exactly as she’d asked, was great, too!

She felt the way he tried to move his hands, the ropes twisting as he pulled. Still, they held perfectly. Perhaps if Jerry pulled a lot harder they’d come loose, but he didn’t. Giving in to the restraints, Jerry seemed to accept that his hands were off-limits. Instead, he focused on using his tongue to tease those soft moans from Elsa.

Knowing that he couldn’t touch her, that he was trapped under her until she chose to move off him, made Elsa’s pussy all the wetter. Thankfully, Jerry was right there to lap it all up. He was eager, she could tell, his tongue sliding through her wetness, seeking out her clit so he could circle it before sucking lightly against it.

Elsa’s fingers squeezed the headboard, her back arching as pleasure zipped from the crown of her head to the tips of her toes. “Fuck, Jerry. Your mouth feels so good!” Even if he couldn’t respond, praising him made Elsa feel even more powerful. She could imagine how her words would make him feel.

And then Jerry’s tongue lapped harder, faster, as if he was trying to earn even more compliments! Elsa moaned, the sound echoing around them. “Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted. “More! Come on, Jerry, make me come!”

He was excellent at making Elsa come, even if this wasn’t a position they were in normally when he was eating her out. Still, Elsa was definitely a fan. Especially with how much it felt like she was demanding that attention from Jerry. Which, of course, he did give rather gladly, his tongue lapping faster and sending those thrills through her.

When her orgasm exploded, licking against every nerve ending in Elsa’s body, she screamed, rocking her hips faster. Jerry didn’t stop, not until she pulled back - only a little, only enough to be out of his reach.

“Fuck, Elsa, you sound and taste so good. I want to make you come even more!” he told her, sounding breathless from under her.

Elsa shuddered. She could imagine exactly how that would feel: riding Jerry’s face as he made her come over and over again, until Elsa had to collapse with the exhaustion of so many orgasms.

Shuffling back, she bit her lip at the sight of Jerry’s face. Not only flushed with pleasure and arousal but also wet with her liquids. She reached out, brushing her fingers over his shining lips. Jerry caught them, giving a playful nip to one finger.

“I want to ride your cock,” Elsa said, trying to keep her tone aloof. Like what Jerry wanted hadn’t even crossed her mind. “But you can play with my breasts while I do.”

“Anything you want,” he promised so easily. It took Elsa’s breath away, her thoughts instantly rushing to think of all the possibilities. What else might she get him to promise? But right now, what Elsa wanted was to feel Jerry’s cock inside her. She wanted to ride him and have his mouth offer pleasure to her breasts. And she could have all of that because it was Elsa who was in charge!

Sliding down Jerry’s body, Elsa leaned forward, dangling her breasts tantalizingly close but not quite enough for Jerry to reach. When he gave a soft whine, Elsa laughed. A gentle ‘please’ fell from Jerry’s lips, like he couldn’t imagine anything better than to get his mouth on her again.

“Patience,” she chided gently. She ached to have Jerry’s cock inside her, a deep throbbing between her legs. As she dragged her body further down his, her pussy brushing over the head of his dick, she moaned. “Fuck!” The flare of pleasure burned inside her, making her heart pound.

Slowly, she wrapped one hand around the base of Jerry’s cock, angling it against her core. She lowered herself, taking his stiff dick inch by inch. Pleasure fizzed through her whole body, lighting up every nerve. Finally, with Jerry fully seated inside her, Elsa reached forward, allowing her breasts to swing over Jerry’s face.

He was eager to latch onto her nipple, teeth grazing it almost painfully. Jerry was quick to run his tongue over it, to make the feeling much softer. It made Elsa inhale sharply. But it was his cock inside her that earned Jerry a moan. She began to rock, moving up and down it slowly.

One of Elsa’s hands moved to Jerry’s shoulder, pressing him into the mattress. As she picked up the speed, so did he. Jerry sucked harder, sending sharp twinges of pleasure through Elsa. It mixed together with the sensation between her legs, making her slam down with even more force. Knowing that Jerry couldn’t do anything about it, that he had to just let her ride him as much as she wanted to, it felt good.

She squeezed her muscles tight around his dick, a stuttering moan passing her lips as pleasure throbbed through her. “Fuck! Don’t come, Jerry. Not until you’ve made me come again.” Elsa had never set Jerry a challenge quite like that. Power rose in her like a tide as she realized that she could.

Whether or not Jerry would achieve the goal she’d set for him, it would be up to Elsa to decide whether he deserved a reward or a punishment. The idea thrilled her. And, not wanting to come too soon, Elsa slowed down. She undulated her hips, lifting herself carefully up before letting gravity guide her back down.

Jerry pulled back from her breast with a sharp ‘fuck’ falling from his lips, but he moved on to Elsa’s other breast before she could tell him off for stopping. He mimicked the same actions with her other nipple, that tease with his teeth first before following it up with his tongue.

Elsa did notice that Jerry didn’t push up even if, every so often, he did seem to forget that his hands were tired, pulling against the restraints. But then he groaned against Elsa’s breast and she realized that he was more just reminding himself the restraints were there. That he was still tied up and that she was still the one in complete charge.

Fuck, that was so hot.

Leaning back, Elsa pulled her breasts back from Jerry’s reach. His lips were red from sucking against her. “Uhh,” he groaned. “Fuck, Elsa, I want you to come! Like this! Fucking me however you want. I won’t come, I promise.”

It was tempting to speed up, to fuck herself harder and faster on Jerry’s cock. Elsa was curious how he would take it, whether she could push him so far that he would fail. But her body hummed with pleasure, tempting her to continue her steady movements and let it all wash over her.

After all, failing and punishment could wait until next time! Elsa wanted tonight to be an evening of enjoyment. Something they would both look back on with excitement and arousal.

So she leaned forward again, giving a low groan when Jerry’s teeth grazed across the sensitive skin of her breast. Elsa worked her hips over him, her rhythm never faltering, letting waves of sensation build to their tipping point.

Had Jerry’s hands been free, he would have used them to help her reach the orgasm she desired. But somehow, knowing that he couldn’t because of her, that made Elsa feel pretty hot, too. There was such a power with it, of being in charge of him like this. Using his body to make her come, not letting him even entertain the thought before he achieved the things she wanted first.

With her hands still against his shoulders and her nipple between Jerry’s lips, Elsa began to move even faster. Her clit rubbed against Jerry’s cock every time she slid up and down it, the edges of her climax moving rapidly closer. Elsa focused on that, focused on her own pleasure and how Jerry was there to provide her with that because that was what she demanded.

Those thoughts seemed to be all she needed to finally push her over, muscles tightening as she came.

Tipping her head back, Elsa screamed. The sound rang off the walls around them, drowning out the slap of skin against skin. Elsa’s fingers pressed hard against Jerry’s shoulder. Her nails left pale indents to show where she had gripped him.

Slowly, the surge of her climax withdrew, leaving a pleasant feeling of floating in Elsa’s limbs. She didn’t stop, her hips undulating as she continued to ride Jerry’s hard cock.

“Oh, you’re so good for me,” she praised. “Not coming, staying so hard so that I can keep fucking myself against you.” She pulled back, her nipples shiny from Jerry’s spit. “Do you want to come?” she asked, squeezing her muscles once more around Jerry’s shaft.

“Fuck, yes, Elsa,” Jerry breathed. His hands once again strained against the ropes. He groaned at the reminder that he still couldn’t touch her. “More than anything. Please, Elsa. Fuck, please let me?” The begging sounded amazing to her, sending heat through her, reminding her of the orgasm that had just shaken her body.

Jerry looked so desperate. It was, Elsa thought, a very good look on him. Desperate because of her. Desperate for her. Her hips came down hard, taking his cock deeply into her wet heat. He groaned again, gripping the rope with his fingers. She could tell he was doing his best not to come without permission. That, too, was pretty fucking incredible.

She pressed her nails into his shoulder, watching as his lips parted in a sharp exhale of breath. “Fuck, you look so good,” she praised. “I didn’t know you could look so wild for me.” It was intoxicating. Especially as Elsa could see the enjoyment written across Jerry’s face.

Lifting up, her muscles squeezed around his cock before she let herself fall back down. The rhythm made her thighs ache in the best possible way. Every thrust brought a new sound from Jerry, a grunt or a groan or another whimpered ‘please’. Elsa carried on fucking herself until her legs felt almost ready to give out.

“Go on,” she urged. “Come for me. Fill me up!”

“Uhhh, fuck!” Jerry groaned, his hips bucking up. It was almost like he came just at her demand. That seemed to add to how powerful the whole affair made Elsa feel. She cried out, watching the way his face contracted as he came. Jerry’s cock spilled inside her and she met it with the slow grind of her hips.

When he was finally spent, falling lax against the pillows, Elsa slowed down. She leaned forward, letting Jerry’s softening cock slide out of her drenched pussy, finding his lips to bring them together in a deep kiss.

She swallowed up his groan of pleasure, raking her nails down his sides and feeling the way he shuddered under her. “Wow,” she breathed, pulling back. Jerry looked as awed as she felt, his eyes wide and his face still flushed with exertion. “That was amazing.”

Carefully, Elsa reached up to loosen the ropes around Jerry’s wrists. She examined the skin, looking for any signs that they’d been too tight or too harsh. There was a little redness from rubbing up against them, but not enough to really worry her. “How do your wrists feel? Do they hurt?” she asked, just in case.

Jerry seemed to think about it, moving his arms down so he could run a hand over Elsa’s back. “No,” he answered then. “My upper arms ache a bit, but not really in a bad way,” he explained, leaning in to press a kiss against Elsa’s lips and then give a soft sigh. “Fuck, that was really good. Like... thank you.”

Elsa grinned. It reminded her that this had been Jerry’s ask, his request. But she had definitely enjoyed it, too. Elsa felt that there were things she’d learned she liked from this that she would be very interested in exploring further.

Shifting, she pressed her body against Jerry’s, enjoying the warmth that radiated from his muscular frame. “You’re very welcome,” she answered, running a hand down his chest and over his stomach. Giving a soft sigh, she let Jerry wrap one arm around her to hold her close.

“And now I’ve got all these ideas for how we can experiment next time,” she said, feeling her own arousal stir once more as she thought of how they could build on the foundation that they’d made together.

But for right now, all Elsa wanted was to cuddle up against Jerry and listen to the regular rhythm of his breathing. “Tomorrow,” she promised, “I’ll do some more planning.” She’d look forward to it. More than that, she’d enjoy how much Jerry would look forward to it.


One Night Stud

It wasn’t very often that Enid went to pick guys up in clubs. In fact, she hadn’t done it in actual years. But as soon as Enid heard the music around her, the low beat of the base? She knew she could easily manage it.

Enid had worn her tightest black dress, which she was pleased was still as tight and not tighter than the last time she’d worn it two years ago. Her ass looked absolutely smashing. Enid knew it didn’t go missed from the way plenty of guys followed her with their eyes, and some of the women, too.

Tonight, though, Enid was definitely in a mood for a guy.

Her requirements were fairly specific but, thankfully, this wasn’t the first time Enid had done this. As her gaze traveled around the club, it finally settled on a tall, dark-haired guy. He was a few years younger than Enid, but definitely had a degree of confidence. This wasn’t his first outing nor did he appear to be unsure about the way he met Enid’s gaze.

With a smirk grazing her lips, Enid headed over to where the guy was stood by the bar. He watched her approach, not breaking the eye contact. It was, really, kind of hot. Almost a battle for dominance! Enid knew, of course, that she would win.

“Hi,” she greeted, raising her voice slightly to be heard over the music. “I’m Enid.”

He grinned back, giving Enid plenty of time to appreciate the strong cut of his jaw. The breadth of his shoulders was emphasized by a light shirt that seemed to cling to every line of muscle.

The stranger leaned close, his spicy cologne washing over Enid’s senses. It was subtle enough that Enid hadn’t been able to smell him from any great distance, which only added to her impression of him as a man who was confident in his own appeal.

Leaning close, his fingers brushed the curve of her waist as he rested his lower lip against her ear. “Major,” he whispered, the heat of his breath sending a shiver down Enid’s spine.

It almost made Enid laugh. If there was ever a name fit for a dominant, it was Major. But she planned to make this man beg to be allowed to submit to her before the night was over. And Enid was usually very good at achieving the things she set her mind to.

“Major,” Enid repeated. “And what brings a club like this to a boy like you?” she asked, her tone teasing. Enid didn’t stop herself from leaning into Major’s body. He felt solid as one of her hands came up to rest against his chest. Oh, yes, he’d be perfect for what she wanted, Enid had no doubt.

Major huffed, a pleased, inarticulate sound that added to the warmth pooling in Enid’s stomach. “Hopefully, the same thing that brought a woman like you,” he purred, one arm curling around Enid’s waist as he began to move to the music. He wasn’t quite grinding against Enid’s body, but there was definite potential for things to develop in that direction.

Pulling back a little, Enid smiled. Major straightened his shoulders, letting Enid cup the thick muscle under her palm. “I’m just looking for a good time,” Major added. “Maybe something different than I’m used to.”

“Well,” Enid grinned. “I’m pretty sure I’m nothing like what you’re used to.” She could, of course, be wrong, but Enid didn’t tend to be wrong. Letting her tongue slowly wet her lips, Enid watched the way Major’s eyes followed it. Enid doubted that he knew quite what he was letting himself in for, but she had every intention for both of them to have an excellent night.

Shifting closer, Enid looked up at Major. “Do you live far from here?” she asked, not particularly interested in beating around the bush. Why bother when she could just get to all the good bits pretty quickly?

Major made an effort to conceal his surprise, but Enid could still see it in the slight widening of his eyes, the way his breath hitched in his throat before he managed a response. If he wasn’t used to women being so forward, then everything else about Enid was certainly going to keep him on his toes. Enid just hoped he could adjust and keep up.

“Not far,” he answered, glancing over his shoulder at the door. “It’s about a ten-minute walk.” His expression curled into a grin, pulling Enid even closer to his body. She could feel the muscles shifting under his shirt. As the song came to an end, Major stopped swaying, taking an unconscious step toward the door. “Let’s go, then.”

The chilly air outside hit them both, but the way Major pulled Enid’s body against his certainly warmed her up plenty. Their conversation on the way back was mostly flirting, quick words and grins exchanged. And then, the moment they got inside, Major’s body was pressing Enid against his front door, his mouth on hers.

He kissed well, licking his way into her mouth. Heat traveled through Enid, until she could hardly take it. With a palm against Major’s chest, Enid pushed him back. “You want to play a game?” she asked with a grin.

Again, Major’s eyes widened a little, the light from his overhead bulb glittering in them. Enid hadn’t even had time to look around his apartment, but she didn’t care. All that mattered to her in this moment was whether Major was willing to go along with what she suggested. To encourage him, she rolled her hips against his, pulling a low groan from Major’s throat.

“Sure,” he agreed, the word slipping breathlessly from his lips. “What kind of game? I’ve got cards if you want to play strip poker.” He raised one dark eyebrow at her, making Enid bite back a laugh. That wasn’t exactly what she’d had in mind.

“No, not poker.” She shook her head. There was, of course, plenty of fun they could have with that, too, but Enid tended to get pretty competitive. It would be easier if they started on a game that quite quickly got them naked. Or at least, got Major naked.

Pushing him back so he’d let her away from the door, Enid walked into the apartment more fully. It was nice. Clean and tidy. A big couch faced the window that in turn overlooked the city. Certainly, a view to enjoy and Enid had a pretty good idea just how she could enjoy it even more.

“Are you familiar with Simon Says?” Enid asked, the grin never leaving her lips.

Major hovered in the doorway, his gaze still glued to the way Enid’s dress hugged her hips. “Yeah, of course I am,” he answered, looking as if he hadn’t given it much thought. “I haven’t played it since my brother was a kid.” He shifted, tongue moving over his lips to wet them. “You want to tell me what to do?” he suggested, making Enid give a throaty chuckle.

“Oh, I most certainly do,” Enid confirmed, completely unashamed. She knew that there were plenty of women who enjoyed being told what to do, being used even. But not Enid. No, Enid was much more interested in telling her partner what to do. “Have you ever had someone tell you what they want you to do, Major?”

If Enid had to guess, she’d say probably not. Though, there were always surprises! What she was quite sure of was that she’d convince Major to do what she wanted whether he had tried such things before or not.

From the fresh interest in Major’s appreciative gaze, Enid would guess that he was intrigued. That boded well for things working out between them. “Not really anyone telling me what I should do,” he answered. “More… suggesting.” Enid nodded. That was pretty common, judging by other men Enid had spoken to. Luckily, the ones that took suggestion well also tended to respond nicely to outright instruction.

Moving closer, Major grinned. “So, what is it that you want me to do, Enid?” he asked. His hands stroked over the front of his shirt, drawing Enid’s attention to the play of muscles under it.

She knew better than to rush in with too much. Small first steps would do them well. So Enid paused, almost theatrically, to show that she was thinking about what her answer might be. In reality, Enid knew exactly what she wanted Major to do next. But it wouldn’t do for him to think that she had pre-planned it. Not yet, at least. Later on, that might seem more of a turn on.

“Strip,” she told him, taking a seat on the couch so she could watch him. “Hmm, maybe first put on some music. For the mood, not to strip to,” she added. Enid had no real desire to watch Major strip to music and more felt it might create a nice atmosphere. She was willing to watch him get naked in silence, too.

The speed with which Major selected some music to put on made Enid bite back a laugh. She would be willing to bet he had a special ‘sexy music’ playlist that he used often. She didn’t call him on it, instead letting her gaze focus on Major as he turned around to deposit his phone and wallet on a nearby table.

That done, he turned to face Enid once more. His fingers grazed slowly up his chest, tugging the buttons open one by one. His skin was tanned, even under the fabric. From the definition in his abs, it was obvious Major spent time working out. Enid swallowed, her mouth watering at the sight as Major dropped the shirt behind him.

He was being intentionally sexy, of course. But that wasn’t what turned Enid on. What turned her on was the way he did what she’d told him to. He might not recognize the extent of the submissiveness in his actions but she’d show him.

“Turn around,” Enid instructed, she saw the small flash of surprise at being given further instructions. Still, Major obeyed. “Mmm,” she hummed. And then, almost teasingly added, “Good boy.”

Even though she couldn’t see his face, Enid could read the markers of surprise in the way Major’s spine straightened and his weight shifted slightly. He didn’t say anything, but Enid really didn’t need him to. All she needed was for Major to keep following her orders. The sound of his pants’ zipper being dragged down made her smirk to herself.

Quickly, Major pushed his pants down off his hips, stepping out of them and kicking them away. He pulled his socks off, too, leaving him in just a pair of black boxers. They hugged his ass, drawing Enid’s attention to the perfect curve of it. Major’s hands hesitated at the waistband, then began to push the material down, all without turning around to face her.

“You can turn back,” Enid commented. It wasn’t an order like the previous one had been. This was a choice. From how Major hesitated, she could tell that he knew it, too. But after whatever thoughts had traveled through him, Major did seem to decide to take her offer up, turning around, eyes dark with lust.

From how Major’s boxers tented, Enid could tell he was at least semi turned on. She fully planned to get him all the way there. “Go on,” Enid encouraged when there was a small pause. The words seemed to jerk Major back into action. He nodded before pushing his boxers down fully.

The sight of his cock made Enid lick her lips. Even half-hard, it was thick enough that Enid’s breath caught in her throat as she imagined how it would fill her up. Major’s hands rested against his sides, fingers opening and closing like he wasn’t quite sure what to do.

“Are you going to get undressed, too?” he asked, hope obvious in his tone. “I could help, if you like.” The way he offered, clearly eager to be of service to her, was very encouraging. As was the fact that he didn’t rush to act without Enid’s permission.

Still, Enid shook her head. It was very tempting to tell Major that she planned to stay dressed the whole night and he would be able to do nothing about it. But... but Enid didn’t want to stay dressed the whole night.

“I think I will let you earn undressing me,” she told him, parting her legs slightly and then smirking at Major. “Do you think you might be able to achieve that?” One of her hands dropped to Enid’s thigh, fingers brushing over the skin exposed by the short dress.

She could practically feel the weight of Major’s gaze, the air sizzling between them. He didn’t step closer, even though Enid could tell that he wanted to. “Yeah,” he breathed, nodding his head sharply. His cock twitched with interest, one hand straying towards it before Major caught himself and snatched it back.

“Earn it... how?” he asked. The question made Enid chuckle. Someone more experienced than Major would certainly have been able to guess. She liked that he was new at this, that she could tell him exactly what she wanted him to do and know that he hadn’t learned any habits that she didn’t like from previous dommes.

And it was precisely why Enid went out to pick up random guys. Major was, as she had predicted, turning out to be a great choice. Enid could tell that he was curious about the whole thing but also slowly learning to enjoy doing things right for her.

“First,” she said, that smirk never leaving her lips. “I want you to bring me a tie. Or a rope if you have one. Handcuffs perhaps. I’m going to tie your hands behind your back so you have to earn it with your mouth, how does that sound?”

Major’s lips parted, his indrawn breath catching in his throat. Enid smirked, loving how clearly the idea of being restrained was turning him on. That was exactly what she had hoped for. “That sounds… amazing,” he said softly, Adam’s apple shifting as he swallowed. “I think I have a set of joke handcuffs somewhere. Or a tie, I definitely have those.”

Before Enid could even voice an opinion, Major had darted off. The sound of his footfalls overhead allowed Enid to track his movement to, presumably, his bedroom. It took some time, and the sound of much rummaging, before Major returned. Breathless, he held out, just as advertised, a set of handcuffs and a tie. “I thought I’d let you pick,” he explained.

The handcuffs were flimsy but Enid took them anyway. She could very easily tie the tie in a way that Major couldn’t release himself, but the cuffs, if he truly tried, he could probably break. As far as being tied up by a stranger went, Enid was going to make that choice for Major. It wouldn’t be very fun if he panicked midway through earning the right to undress her.

Taking out the key and placing it on the table, Enid grinned up at Major. “Turn around then,” she instructed. He did so without hesitation, his hands coming together perfectly for the cuffs. Enid locked then in place before giving Major’s ass a pinch since it was right there. His startled whimper was the perfect reward.

“Face me and get on your knees,” she told him.

Major hesitated more than an experienced sub might have done. Clearly, dropping to his knees was somewhat new to him. Enid sat back, watching as he worked out how to lower himself without having his arms free to balance. She gave him a grin when he managed it, her stomach doing a flip with arousal at the sight of him being so obedient.

“What next?” he asked, gaze dropping to where Enid’s skirt exposed a flash of her thigh. The way his tongue moved over his lips made it quite clear what he wanted to happen next. But he didn’t push for that, didn’t try to give Enid any suggestions. He was letting her choose and that, in itself, was worth at least a small reward.

Parting her legs more, Enid slid her hand higher up her thigh, pushing the dress up enough to expose her panties to Major. “First,” she told him. “I will give you the chance to get my panties off.” If he wasn’t successful, Enid would help him, but she wanted to see him try first.

The way Major swallowed indicated that he wasn’t too convinced he could succeed. Enid raised an eyebrow at him, almost challenging him to tell her that he felt he would fail. But Major didn’t. Instead, he got this very determined look, before his tongue darted out to wet his lips and he nodded.

Enid gave a sigh of pleasure as Major leaned forward, his chin and cheeks brushing against the sensitive skin of her thighs. She could feel the heat that radiated off him, making her even hotter. The cuffs rasped against one another with the sound of metal on metal, making Enid smirk at the image in her mind of Major pulling against his restraints.

He didn’t let it slow him down. Instead, she felt the warmth of Major’s breath against her panties. The fabric was damp already, clinging to Enid’s pussy. Major’s lips brushed against her through the fabric. Enid gasped as she felt him open his lips, closing his teeth around the material before he pulled backward.

It wasn’t the easiest way to get her panties down, they both knew that, but there was something incredibly hot about Major trying anyway. As he pulled the material away, he gave a small groan, like the fabric was personally offending him. Enid could hardly resist dropping her hand down to his hair, tugging it lightly.

That made Major groan again and Enid lifted her hips slightly to help a bit with pulling the material of her panties off. It still wasn’t very easy, though, and she gave a small sigh. “You’re doing very well,” she promised Major, encouragingly.

His cheeks flushed pink, but Major didn’t look up to receive Enid’s compliment. He was too focused on doing just as she had instructed: getting her panties off without using his hands. The material snagged between Enid’s skin and the tightness of her dress. Major’s grunt was animalistic, making Enid’s pussy throb for attention.

He continued to pull back, tugging until Enid’s panties finally dropped down to the floor. Major grinned up at her, so triumphant that he’d almost forgotten there might be more to do after he’d accomplished his task. “Fuck,” he breathed. “You’re so hot, just sitting there.”

Enid laughed gently, her fingers giving Major’s hair another tug. “You did exceptionally,” she informed him. Truthfully, Enid hadn’t expected him to succeed and surprising her wasn’t always very easy. She wanted to reward that, wanted to show him how this would work. If he did what she wanted, then there were going to be rewards.

“Make me come,” she demanded, parting her legs enough to give Major a perfect view of her pussy. “I enjoy hearing the noises you make, so feel free not to be quiet about it either.” She smirked.

A look of embarrassment crossed Major’s face, like nobody had ever encouraged him to make noises before. He hid it well, diving back between Enid’s legs. This time, he didn’t rush. Peppering her thighs with kisses, Major made his way higher and higher. His teeth caught her skin in a light nip, sending a thrill of pleasure through Enid’s body.

As he neared her pussy, Enid’s fingers tightened in his hair. Major struggled against her hold for a moment, pulling back. Enid could feel the moment he gave in, allowing her wishes to overwhelm whatever plan he’d had. She tugged his mouth between her legs, breath catching in her throat at the first brush of Major’s hot, wet tongue against her clit.

She heard, more than saw, the way he pulled against the cuffs. It made Enid grin. Major clearly wanted to use his hands, too. He was probably used to holding onto the woman’s hips or maybe stroking up to her breasts. But he couldn’t. And that realization struck him, making him groan.

It wasn’t a very loud groan, but Enid enjoyed it anyway. She moaned encouragingly instead. The sound was sudden enough that it made Major pause but then he ran his tongue over her clit again, making Enid repeat the sound. It felt almost like, now that he’d discovered he could do that, Major wanted to make her moan louder and more.

It was something that Enid was definitely very open to.

Major’s tongue continued lapping at her pussy, circling her clit before he slid lower so he could tease the tip around her entrance. Enid’s hips bucked, her wetness no doubt brushing across Major’s cheeks. There was nothing he could do about it, except pull back. And from his grunts of appreciation, it seemed he had no interest in doing that.

His shoulders strained as he leaned forward, trying to get as close to Enid as humanly possible. His tongue made lewd, wet noises against Enid’s pussy. That only made her even hotter, squirming against the seat and spreading her legs wider. Pleasure coiled slowly in the pit of her stomach, tightening with every movement.

“Fuck! Yesss,” she moaned. “Come on, uhhhh.” Her orgasm was nearing, making every one of Enid’s nerve-endings respond so eagerly. Her muscles tightened and Major, much to his credit, lapped faster. He focused on figuring out exactly what felt good for her as Enid’s cries of pleasure got louder and louder.

She gripped his hair again, her other hand dropping down to grasp the material of the couch. Rocking forward faster and faster, Enid gave in to that pleasure. “Yes!” she cried. “Ahh, fuck! Yes, Major, mmm, just like... oh fuck!” And just like that, Enid’s orgasm crashed over her, shivers running through her.

Major’s tongue moved more softly, avoiding Enid’s clit. She could hear the noises as he licked up the flood of wetness her orgasm had brought, pulling back only when a tug to his hair made it clear that was what Enid wanted. Major’s grin at having made Enid come was even more triumphant than he’d looked over getting her panties off.

“I did it!” he informed her, shoulders shifting as he readjusted the way the cuffs held his arms behind his back. “All without using my hands.” His enthusiasm was so genuine that Enid had to laugh. But he wasn’t wrong: he had succeeded, even when Enid hadn’t necessarily thought that he would.

“You did well,” she agreed. Reaching out, Enid ran a thumb over Major’s cheek, before bringing it up to her lips and licking her own wetness off it. The way it made his eyes darken was definitely pleasing. “The question is - do you want your reward to be undressing me or would you prefer if I undressed myself and left your hands tied up?”

Enid was pretty sure she knew which one she’d prefer, but giving Major a choice wasn’t necessarily a bad thing This was, after all, his reward.

He hissed out a breath through his teeth, like this was the hardest decision that had ever been asked of him. His furrowed brow made Enid lick her lips, still able to taste herself against her tongue. “Uh.” He paused, eyes dark and intent. His shoulders moved again, as if he were testing exactly how much the cuffs limited his movement.

“I think I’d like to keep them on,” he said slowly. “As long as you still get undressed.” Enid chuckled, not surprised that getting her naked was Major’s number one priority. “What do you want?” he asked, the question catching Enid a little bit of guard. She hadn’t expected it from Major, not when this was all still so new to him.

But then, she supposed he had been very good at following her orders, so if he didn’t know what to do the best thing was to ask. “I want you to sit down,” she answered. “You can watch me undress,” she added with a grin. Major sat easily, tongue licking his lips and thus the taste of Enid off them.

Taking a few steps back, Enid reached for the zipper on her dress. It came open but she still had to tug against the dress to actually get it off, the tight fit hugging her in all the right places. Brushing the material off her shoulders, Enid revealed the black bra she was wearing under the dress.

When the material finally did fall to the ground, it left her in nothing but the black lace and her high heels. After only a short moment, Enid reached for the clasp of her bra, letting her breasts spill free for Major.

His groan of appreciation was so loud that it echoed off the walls. “Enid,” he breathed, eyes dark with lust. Enid could feel the heat of his gaze on her, traveling down her body in one intense, focused sweep. She shivered, her nipples hardening even before she’d given Major a chance to play with them.

“Fuck,” he moaned. “I want to touch you. Or put my mouth on you. Or -” He stopped, gaze dropping down to where his cock strained forward, thick and fully hard at last. Enid had no doubt that Major wanted to put his cock in her, even if he thought better of saying so in so many words.

She dragged a hand over her body, teasing her fingers over one of her hardened nipples. “Do you, now,” she drew out slowly, but it was hardly a question. Enid knew he wanted to. Especially with the way he tugged against his restrained wrists, as if forgetting they weren’t free. But then, that lust seemed to darken Major’s eyes even more, the realization returning rapidly that he still couldn’t do anything Enid didn’t allow him to.

Moving closer to the couch, Enid grinned down at Major. “I’ll let you play with my breasts,” she informed him. “And the wetter you get me with that, the more I’ll consider sucking your cock until you beg me to fuck you.”

Major’s groan trembled in the air between them, vibrating from deep within his chest. Enid sat down, draping her legs over his lap so that her body was lined up against his. She could feel the muscles in his body shift against her.

She didn’t have to wait long. Major nuzzled forward, cheek rubbing against the curve of her breast. He licked slowly over the skin, letting the wet stripe he left behind cool in the air of the room. He repeated the action, inching closer and closer to Enid’s nipple. Finally, he took it between his lips, the heat of his mouth overwhelming everything else for a moment.

Like he had been eating her pussy, Major was very dedicated to learning what exactly made Enid moan. He nipped lightly, lips tight around her nipple. That rather did the trick, making Enid whine as she sucked her lower lip between her teeth. Bringing her hand up to Major’s hair again, she pushed her fingers into his curls, pulling him tighter against her breasts.

“Mmm, that’s good,” Enid moaned. Major took it as a sign that he could move on to do exactly the same to her other breast. He was very focused on her pleasure, Enid appreciated that. But between them, she also felt Major’s thick cock press against her leg, the wet of his precum smearing against her skin.

He groaned, pushing himself forward to get more of that sweet friction. Enid smirked, enjoying the knowledge that all Major’s pleasure came from her, that she could take it away at a moment’s notice. Not that she was going to, not for as long as Major’s mouth against her nipple sent waves of pleasure through her.

The stiff heat of Major’s cock against her leg brought Enid’s attention to how her pussy throbbed. She longed to let Major fill her up, his girth stretching out her muscles so beautifully. But putting it off would make the feeling even more intense, so Enid just tugged harder at Major’s hair, directing his attention back to her nipple anytime he drifted.

He gave her nipple a hard suck, making Enid moan loudly. “Fuck!” she cried. “Ahh, yes!” Pleasure shot through her in waves and her pussy definitely was wet. But then, so was her mouth, watering at the idea of tasting Major. And, maybe even more, at hearing the sounds that Major would make as she ran her tongue over his cock.

Taking a step back, Enid laughed when Major whined at the loss of her tit. “Don’t worry,” she promised. “You won’t complain about this.” She then sank down to her knees, moving in between his legs and offering Major one more grin before her tongue darted out just as she had wanted, licking up the precum dripping down his cock.

His whole body jerked, as if the sensation had struck him like a bolt of lightning. Enid grinned, her hands going to his hips to hold him steady. He glanced down, whining a little. “Fuck, yeah,” he muttered. “God, why is it hot that you can hold me when I couldn’t hold you?” Though it was a question, Major clearly didn’t expect an answer. Instead, Enid brushed her lips along the length of his cock, making Major whimper even louder.

Her fingers gripped his hips, nails leaving little imprints to show exactly where she’d had her hands on him. Tongue darting out, Enid traced a vein up the side of Major’s dick, following it all the way to the base. Once there, she let her breath ghost warm across Major’s balls, which jostled as he shifted his weight.

With each movement she made, Major reacted more and loudly. It was certainly very incentivizing to then lick her way back up his cock before finally welcoming the head between her lips. Enid was rewarded with the most beautiful and sexy groan. Swirling her tongue around his cock, she took it deeper into her warm mouth, before moving up and then down again.

She was slow, taking almost excruciatingly long between her moves, but that was exactly what Enid wanted. And this was all about what she wanted. Enid was going to enjoy it and in doing so, she was going to get Major to beg her for more.

His shoulders strained as he pulled against the handcuffs, the muscle tensing and releasing as Major tried to fight his way free. From the groans that echoed around them, Enid felt certain that the restraints were only making him feel hotter. “Fuck,” he whined, his voice pleasingly desperate. “Uggh, Enid!”

She pulled back, curling her tongue against the sensitive spot on the underside of Major’s dick. He squirmed, writhing above her in a way that made Enid’s whole body flush with the power she had over him. His lips parted, a moan slipping from between them. “Please!” he groaned. “Fuck, Enid, please don’t stop!”

Except that was exactly what she did. Pulling back with a wet ‘pop’, Enid grinned up at Major. “Mmm, you do taste delicious,” she told him like he was the best ice cream on the hottest summer’s day. Major whined at the loss of contact, giving an attempt to thrust his hips up. Enid easily held him in place.

“No, no,” she shook her head. “I decide.” And those words seemed to be enough to keep Major in his place. If anything, he seemed to get even more turned on at hearing them. Smirking, Enid stood up again.

“I’m going to fuck you now,” she informed him. “And if I don’t come, you won’t come, understood?”

Major’s eyes widened, his body going completely still for a moment. When he finally moved, it was to give an eager nod of his head. “Yeah, fuck, yes. I’ll make  you come, Enid, I promise.” She settled a hand on each of Major’s shoulders, feeling the play of the muscles under her weight as she lifted herself up.

Enid’s breasts brushed Major’s chest, her nipples rubbing against his skin. They both groaned, making Enid almost laugh. She lifted herself up, straddling Major’s thighs and settling herself in his lap. She was so close she could feel the heat of his cock, and yet she didn’t move. Major whined. “Please,” he begged. “Please, Enid. I promise.”

That did make her laugh, but Enid also reached between them to lead Major’s cock inside her. This time, the sound they both made was much louder - a kind of deeply satisfying moan. Major’s cock felt even better than Enid had imagined it would, stretching her out just like how she had known it’d do.

For a moment, neither of them moved and then both of them moved. Thankfully in the same direction, with Major pushing up and Enid coming down to meet his body.

“Oh fuck!” she cried and then began to ride Major’s cock even faster.

He leaned forward, kissing his way clumsily over the curve of her breasts. It took him a moment to match her rhythm, finally capturing her nipple between his lips. Major’s mouth was just as hot and wet as it had been earlier, sending pulses of pleasure through Enid’s entire body.

Her nerve-endings sang out, tingling with sensation as she rode him faster. Her hands on his shoulders pushed Major back against the couch, making it bang against the wall with every thrust. He pursed his lips, swirling his tongue around Enid’s nipple just the way she’d done to his cock. When her pussy tightened in response, Enid felt Major’s moan vibrate against her skin.

Despite his restraints, he still angled himself fairly skillfully. Every thrust made his cock rub against Enid’s clit, sending shoots of pleasure all the way through her. She cried out louder and louder, a sharp whine falling from her lips when Major sucked her nipple between his teeth, nibbling it lightly.

It was all it took for her orgasm to explode through her. “Yes!!” Enid screamed. “Fuck! Ahhh!” The waves swept through her over and over again until she could hardly take it and still Major fucked her. She could tell that he was close, too.

“Ask me for permission!” Enid demanded.

His lips parted, Enid’s nipple falling free. The absence of his heat made her whine, but she didn’t regret it. Hearing Major ask her - maybe even beg her - for permission to come would be so worth it. Her whole body tingled as the aftershocks of her orgasm cruised through her.

Major groaned, his hips still pounding up and making Enid bounce against his body. “Fuck,” he muttered. “Uh. Enid.” It took him a few false starts, the words tripping off his tongue uncertainly. Finally, Major met Enid’s eyes, determination and desperation equally mixed in his expression.

“Please,” he started, his voice barely more than a breath. “Enid, please. Can I come?”

With one of her hands coming up to Major’s hair, she tugged hard. “Yes! Come for me! Let me see how you look when you come!” And it was all that she needed to say; Major’s body tensed, lips parting in ecstasy as his climax rocked them both. Enid could feel him coming inside her, filling her up.

“Mmm, yes, Major!” she moaned. “Fuck, you look good! Such a good boy for me.” The praise seemed to make his face contort even more as he sucked his lower lip between his teeth before Enid leaned down to catch it instead.

His lips parted instantly, letting Enid lick her way into his mouth. She kissed him as they both rocked through the last shudders of sensation. Enid ran her hands over Major’s shoulders, down over the skin of his arms until they went behind his back. He groaned, his hips fucking up into her once, twice, three more times before he stilled.

When Enid pulled back, Major looked dazed. His lips were red from kissing, his eyes glazed like he’d had the best orgasm of his life. Enid smirked. She certainly hoped that it had been! “Mmmm,” he hummed, blinking her back into focus. “Fuck, I feel good.”

Laughing, Enid nodded. “Good,” she hummed. She very much enjoyed making sure her partners had a good time. Getting off Major, Enid found the key to his handcuffs, using her hand against his shoulder to turn him enough for her to unlock them. She was careful as she moved his arms forward, running her hand over to make sure that his circulation was fine.

“So, are you going to show me the bedroom now?” Enid grinned. “I’m sure I can find some other things for you to do there, too.” And oh, could she!
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