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Tia smirked as she shimmied her way across the crowded nightclub. Her tight silver dress drew every gaze. But there was only one pair of eyes Tia was interested in. Sawyer had been watching her all night, from the moment they’d left their apartment. He loved the way her ass looked when she wore heels.




Making sure to give him a twirl, Tia parked herself on Sawyer’s lap. His strong arm came round her instantly, making Tia feel secure. She wiggled appreciatively, knowing just what she was doing to her boyfriend with the movement.




“Will you come and dance with me?” she asked, making sure to be ever so polite. “Please?” she added. In case that wasn’t enough incentive, she wiggled again. “One dance, and then you can take me home.”




She’d been waiting for Sawyer to take her home all night. Tia was willing to wait just a little longer.




“Oh, can I?” Sawyer asked. He was already getting up to lead them to the dance floor. It wasn’t their first night out and would hardly be the last. Tia loved the memories it brought back of how they had met. And she always enjoyed having Sawyer take her home.




The music was loud and Sawyer pulled Tia in close against him. His hands slid down to her hips. One then moved lower to cup Tia’s ass. Pulling her close, Sawyer leaned in to press a hot line of kisses against Tia’s neck, clearly not at all bothered by who might see them.




“I have many plans for what I’m going to do to you when we get home,” Sawyer told her.




The words sent a thrill down Tia’s spine. Sawyer’s plans never failed to leave her completely spent after at least one mind-blowing orgasm. She turned around, his hands still gripping her hips. Swaying to the beat of the music, she rubbed her ass against Sawyer’s crotch.




He wasn’t hard for her. Not yet. Tia intended to change that.




In her heels, she was nearly his height. She tipped her head to one side, swinging her long dark hair back to expose the side of her neck for more kisses. “Tell me about these plans,” she urged, tipping her head back so he could hear.




Sawyer’s mouth returned to Tia’s neck. He ran a hot, wet tongue over her skin. The sensation went straight to Tia’s pussy, making her instantly wet. God, she loved Sawyer’s touch. The harder he gripped her hips, pulling her close, the more she could imagine him fucking her. One of his hands slid lower, to the edge of Tia’s dress. He slid it up a bit. Her breath caught as he ground against Tia’s ass harder.




“First, I’m going to strip you down to nothing but your heels,” Sawyer told her, breath hot in her ear. “Then, I’m going to whip your beautiful ass. Not hard, but hard enough for you to beg me for more.” That made Tia swallow. She wasn’t very into pain, but Sawyer was so good at walking that line with her.




He pushed his hips forward. This time, Tia could feel his cock hardening as the music around them blared. “And then, if you’re lucky, I’ll reward you by bending you over and screwing you until you can barely take it anymore.”




She bit her lip, not wanting to moan in front of a whole club full of people. She was glad it was dark. No one could see the way her cheeks had flushed, or the way Sawyer’s fingers stroked higher over her thigh.




She swayed, letting Sawyer’s muscled chest support her. She ground her ass against him in slow circles. She wanted to tease, wanted to make him as desperate for her as she’d felt for him all night.




The beat of the song was slow and steady. Tia worked her ass to the rhythm. Finally, when the DJ mixed in the next song, Tia turned, wrapping her arms around Sawyer’s neck and kissing him hard.




He kissed back, matching the force and passion she put into the kiss. Sawyer’s teeth grazed over Tia’s lower lip, teasing it between them for a small bite. It wasn’t painful, but it did make Tia’s imagination fire up with thoughts about what it might be like later. His hand returned to Tia’s ass, giving it another squeeze as he rocked his semi-hard cock into her thigh.




When Sawyer pulled back they were both breathless. Tia was so horny she could hardly wait to get home. Sawyer seemed to sense that. He smirked at her, his other hand brushing over Tia’s breast. “I’ll call us an Uber, shall I?” he said with a smirk.




Tia felt her nipples harden, and her cheeks flared crimson at the thought that anyone who looked at her might see. Her dress was far too thin to really provide any cover. She could have turned against Sawyer’s body, used him to hide behind. Instead, she stood a little straighter, almost showing her body off.




Her panties were going to be completely soaked by the time they got home. Luckily, it didn’t take very long for their Uber to arrive. Tia plastered herself against Sawyer’s side, one hand inching slowly up his thigh. She had just brushed her fingers against the outline of his cock when the car turned into their block.




Tia practically jumped out, leaving Sawyer to follow. She turned to watch as he approached up the driveway, looking so impossibly handsome in his tight shirt and jeans. “You’re going to whip me?” she asked, tongue darting over her lips.




“That is what I said.” Sawyer hummed. As soon as they were inside, the door shut behind them, Sawyer pressed Tia up against the nearest wall. His mouth came down against Tia’s neck, a bite followed by a soft kiss. Then another. This time, the kiss wasn’t as soft. Sawyer’s hands slid down Tia’s sides, pulling her dress up so he could slide his hand between her legs.




She moaned when his fingers brushed over the wetness of her panties. “Such a good little slut, already so wet for me,” Sawyer praised, pressing harder against the material. “Take them off,” he instructed before taking a step back so he could watch.




Tia felt like his slut, with her dress rucked up around her hips and her nipples hard enough to cut glass. She hooked her fingers in the waistband of her soaked panties, but didn’t immediately pull them down. Instead, she made Sawyer watching worth it. She swayed her hips from side to side, dragging the scrap of lace down inch by inch.




Just before she exposed her pussy to Sawyer’s hungry gaze, Tia turned. She arched her back, thrusting her hips towards Sawyer. She tugged the panties over the curve of her ass, then let them drop to the floor. Glancing over her shoulder, she could see Sawyer’s cock hard against the front of his pants.




“Am I your good slut, sir?” she asked, making her eyes go wide.




He licked his lips, a hand coming down to rub over his cock. Even through the material of his pants, Tia could see how hard he was. Moving forward, Sawyer ran his hand over Tia’s bare ass. “You always are.” Tia beamed with pride. She was a good slut and she loved the praise.




Sawyer pressed against Tia’s back, grinding his cock against her and making her moan. Before she could push back the way she wanted to, Sawyer had pulled away again. The loss of his body against hers made Tia whine. Sawyer was very good at ignoring her disappointment when he wanted to.




“I want you in the bedroom, kneeling on the bed,” he told her.




It was an order Tia had no trouble following. Even the thought of being obedient for Sawyer made Tia’s pussy even wetter.




“May I take my dress off, sir?” she asked. Sawyer had said he wanted to strip her down to nothing but her heels. Tia wanted to be naked for him, exposed in every way.




He gave another hum, a hand sliding over Tia’s side. “I will take it off for you,” he told her and then slapped her ass. It wasn’t hard or anything, but it still made Tia’s breath hitch. “In the bedroom,” Sawyer added urging her along. Tia went with excitement in her step. She loved having Sawyer undress her.




Tia stopped before the bed, glancing over her shoulder to watch as Sawyer approached. His hands were slow as they moved over her body. Tia moaned, wanting more of the touch, wanting to feel it against her bare skin.




She didn’t have to wait too long. Sawyer’s fingers moved against the zipper on Tia’s back, sliding it down slowly. He pushed the dress off one of her shoulders. Leaning in to kiss it, Sawyer scraped his teeth over the soft skin there in a light bite. His hands then pushed the dress off Tia’s other shoulder, too.




Finally, Sawyer let the material drop to the floor, leaving Tia in nothing but her shoes, just how he’d wanted it. His hand slapped her ass again, making Tia moan.




“Now kneel on the bed.”




She moved slowly, putting on a show for Sawyer as she hitched first one knee and then the other onto the mattress. She knew how good her tanned skin looked against the pale sheets. With her ass pointing directly at Sawyer, Tia crawled into the center of the bed, hips swaying.




Licking her lips, she positioned herself on all fours. With her legs spread and her back arched, she gave Sawyer a great view of her pussy from behind. She was already so wet for him, he must be able to see it.




“Like this, sir?” she asked, arching her back even further as she fisted her hands in the sheets.




Sawyer was still fully dressed. It made Tia feel even more exposed. Sawyer could see everything, could touch her anywhere. Her nipples hardened in anticipation of his fingers playing with them.




“You look good,” he commented, making Tia give a soft moan. She knew she did, but it was still great to hear him say it. Sawyer pulled his shirt out of his pants, giving Tia a peek at a line of his muscled stomach before the shirt covered it again. It made Tia’s mouth water. She loved running her tongue over those muscles, teasing Sawyer until he demanded more.




But now was not the time for it. Now was time for Sawyer to crawl behind her and stroke a hand over Tia’s ass. “You want me to whip you, don’t you? Want me to make you so hot and needy and then take you?”




Tia did. The thought of Sawyer’s thick cock inside her made her tingle all over. “Yes, sir,” Tia moaned. “Yes, I want you to whip me and then fuck me hard.” Sawyer was so strong. Tia loved that he could use that strength to make her body feel things that she’d never dreamed of.




She pushed her ass back, practically rubbing herself against his hand. Tia felt so hot, like flames were burning her up from the inside out. She bit down on her lip, trying not to beg Sawyer to hurry up. Knowing him, that would only make him drag this out longer.




Leaning forward, Sawyer pressed a kiss against Tia’s back. He moved away then and Tia pouted dramatically, making Sawyer laugh. “It’s going to be hard to whip you without a whip,” he teased. She watched him kick his shoes off as he walked over to the box they kept toys in. Tia hardly had to wait long before Sawyer returned, a smirk playing on his lips.




He dragged the whip over Tia’s skin. She could feel her pussy getting hotter. Just the anticipation was enough to keep her on edge. She knew Sawyer was going to hit her. Not knowing exactly when a blow might come was thrilling. It made Tia want. The pain was never too much. She trusted Sawyer fully.




When the whip did smack across her ass Tia cried out loudly. It wasn’t hard but it still stung.




She swore she could feel each individual strand landing on the soft, unmarked skin of her ass. They didn’t do this often. Not nearly often enough for Tia to develop any kind of tolerance. Every time Sawyer whipped her felt like the first time. Tia loved it.




“Fuck, sir, it hurts,” she said honestly. The sharp sting lingered. Tia had to lock her elbows so that she wouldn’t try to sway forward, out of the range of the whip. She knew she would warm up in a few more strokes. Sawyer could make her want it so much she pushed back towards the whip.




For now, she would stay still. “Will you do it again, please?” she asked, oh-so-politely.




Sawyer brushed a palm over Tia’s ass, pressing against the marks he’d left there. That, too, made her whimper. It didn’t stop Tia from wanting more. She rocked into his touch. Before she could get much more from it, Sawyer had pulled back again. She didn’t have to wait long. The whip returned to her skin, sending another sharp sensation of pain through her.




Rather than whipping her once more, Sawyer pulled back. Tia turned slightly to ask for another stroke but was distracted by Sawyer pulling his shirt off. She moaned almost inadvertently, earning a smirk from Sawyer.




“You want to get on your knees down here and help me get out of these pants?” he asked, an eyebrow going up in question.




Of course Tia wanted that. Her mouth watered at the thought of being so close to Sawyer’s cock. He loved when she went to her knees for him. It would turn him on even more, and that would hopefully make him fuck Tia harder.




“Can I, sir?” she asked, just in case Sawyer’s question hadn’t been an invitation. When he nodded, Tia crawled off the bed towards him.




Setting her ass back on her heels made her give a hiss of pain. Sawyer had barely begun, and already Tia knew she’d feel it tomorrow.




Fingers brushing against Sawyer’s muscled stomach, Tia unbuttoned his pants, pulling them down and holding them while he stepped free.




The outline of Sawyer’s cock against his boxers made Tia’s breath catch. “Please,” she begged easily. “Can I make you feel good?”




Looking down at Tia, Sawyer licked his lips. His hand came to stroke Tia’s cheek, thumb brushing over the softness of her lower lip. She parted her lips to allow him to slip a finger in. Eagerly, she ran her tongue over the pad of it. Sawyer gave a low groan. Tia wanted to hear more of those, to make him make those sounds for her.




“You can,” Sawyer allowed. Tia didn’t waste any time. She pushed his boxers down, letting his thick, long cock spring free. It already glistened with precum. Tia couldn’t wait to get her mouth on it.




Tia leaned in, dragging her tongue over the deep lines between Sawyer’s muscles. She loved the sound he made, the way his free hand clutched at her shoulder. The masculine scent of him went straight to Tia’s pussy. She nuzzled her cheek against his cock before pulling back.




Slowly, she ran her tongue around the head, lapping up every drop of precum and making Sawyer moan in the process. He sounded amazing, so hungry and eager. Tia parted her lips, bobbing as far down Sawyer’s dick as she could go.




She loved everything about having him in her mouth. The taste, the hardness of his cock against her tongue, the way it made her feel. Her pussy was soaked. Tia had to squeeze her hands around Sawyer’s thighs just so she wouldn’t touch herself.




He pushed forward, fucking into her throat. It wasn’t fast or hard, but it was definitely there. Tia swirled her tongue around, moving her head forward and then back, in order to develop a rhythm. Sawyer’s fingers tangled in Tia’s hair, tugging against it. It urged a moan from her, muffled around Sawyer’s cock.




“You’re so good,” Sawyer groaned. “Such a wet and hot mouth. Want me to fuck it harder? Want to be a good little slut for me? Let me use your mouth?” Each question was emphasized by Sawyer pushing forward more.




Tia didn’t need to answer in words. She tipped her head back, pulling against Sawyer’s fingers in her hair. She moaned, keeping her mouth tight around Sawyer’s cock. The angle let him push deeper, slide all the way to the back of Tia’s throat. It sent a hot pulse of desire straight between Tia’s legs.




She loved letting Sawyer use her like this. Being good for him, so obedient, made her whole body heat up. Sawyer moaned as he pumped his hips, his rhythm still steady. He was always so good at not giving Tia more than she could handle.




Using her hands on his thighs, Tia tugged. She wanted Sawyer to go faster, use her harder. She could take it. She wanted to.




He knew her limits well. Sawyer fucked into her throat harder. The speed and force made tears spring to Tia’s eyes. They were hardly unhappy. She loved this. Loved being such a great slut for Sawyer. He pumped his cock into her mouth a few more times before pulling back. Looking down at her tear- and saliva-covered face, Sawyer smiled.




“Fuck, you look so good,” he breathed. “You’re a great slut. I’m going to reward you for it,” he informed Tia. Her stomach felt like flipping, the idea of a reward making her rock forward. “Get back on the bed, back on your hands and knees.”




This time, Tia’s movements were far from slow and graceful. She scrambled onto the bed, spreading her legs even wider apart. It put her pussy and her ass both on show, making Tia feel even more like Sawyer’s slut. He could fuck her any way he wanted.




“Please, sir,” she begged. “I want you inside me. Please fuck me. I’ll be so good, so tight.” Her hands curled around the pillow and she lowered her chest to the bed. She knew how good she looked. It was something she loved, making Sawyer want her so badly. Yet he never lost control. He was always in charge of her, making Tia so horny she could hardly stand it.




“Oh, I know you will be,” Sawyer agreed. He took his time. Now that he was naked, he moved onto the bed slowly, hands coming to slide over Tia’s sensitive ass. The marks he left were going to be gone by the morning but right now they were sore to the touch. She loved the way it sent shivers of pain through her.




He pressed a kiss against her back again and then began to kiss lower. When Sawyer reached Tia’s ass, he gave one of the cheeks a bite. Tia cried out at the unexpected sensation. Before she even had time to think, Sawyer’s mouth moved again, this time licking between her cheeks.




Tia’s mouth dropped open in a gasp. Surely, Sawyer was only teasing? He’d fucked her ass before, and Tia loved it, but he’d always prepared her with his fingers. She squirmed, feeling a flush spread down her neck and over her breasts. Sawyer’s hands tightened against her, holding her still.




She couldn’t help but moan. His control over her, holding her exactly where he wanted, made every nerve-ending feel so much more sensitive. When Sawyer’s wet tongue flicked out against her asshole, Tia moaned.




It felt like nothing she’d ever experienced. So hot and soft. Sawyer’s tongue teased around her rim, sending sparks of sensation straight to her core.




“Please,” Tia begged. She wasn’t even sure what she was begging for. All she knew was that Sawyer felt amazing and she didn’t want him to stop.




Sawyer’s tongue teased against her hole more. Tia moaned even louder. She could feel the touch through her whole body. Everything felt sensitive. Tia’s cries increased in volume. She pushed back against Sawyer’s tongue and his hands came to steady her. Gripping Tia’s hips tightly, Sawyer licked faster.




The sensation just increased how loudly Tia was moaning. She had to hold the sheets tightly, knuckles going white in pleasure. It felt amazing, especially with how hard Sawyer’s hands held her.




When his tongue slipped inside her, Tia screamed. It felt so different. Tia was used to Sawyer’s fingers pressing into her, making her ready for his cock. Sawyer’s tongue couldn’t open her up like that, but Tia could feel it everywhere. She moaned again and again as her tight little hole clenched, trying to drag Sawyer’s tongue even further into her.




“Oh my god,” Tia breathed, letting her head droop onto the pillow. It pushed her ass up. She rocked her hips as much as she could in Sawyer’s hold, practically riding his face as he licked and fucked her with his tongue. “Oh, fuck, Sawyer,” she cried. She needed more. Tia was sure she would explode if Sawyer didn’t fuck her soon.




She swore under her breath, breasts swaying with her movements. Her nipples brushed against the sheets, adding even more electric tingles to everything else Tia was experiencing.




“Please,” she begged. “Sawyer, I need something, anything, please.”




He was so good at teasing her but Sawyer was also good at giving Tia what she asked for. Even when she didn’t know exactly what it was she was begging for. Sawyer’s tongue didn’t move away from playing against Tia’s hole, but one of his hands did move from her hip.




Sliding it down over her ass, Sawyer gave a squeeze, reminding Tia how the marks from the whip were still there. Then, Sawyer pressed a finger inside Tia’s wet pussy. The cry she gave in response was so loud it seemed to echo around them. The mix between having Sawyer’s tongue licking her asshole and his finger pushing into her pussy was fantastic. Sawyer showed no desire to slow down, especially when he pushed another finger inside her.




Tia’s chest heaved as she pushed her hips back. Sawyer’s fingers stretched her, making her pussy ache to have something even bigger. His tongue lapped against her, making Tia squirm with need. She’d never dreamed that this could feel so good.




Sawyer pressed both fingers deep inside her, twisting them in a way that made Tia thrash and scream. His thumb rubbed against her asshole, not pushing in. The pressure still gave Tia a rush of pleasure. It seemed to build inside her, higher and higher but with nowhere to go.




“Please, sir,” she said, almost sobbing. The feelings were just so much. Different kinds of pleasure plus the pain of the marks on Tia’s ass, all swept through her. “Please, I want to feel you. I want to be your good slut. Will you fuck me? Please?”




“I guess since you asked so nicely,” Sawyer said with a chuckle. His voice sounded so unbothered, like he wasn’t still pumping his fingers in and out of Tia’s pussy, making her scream with pleasure. She wanted him to fuck her so badly, but she also rocked back against the fingers. He was so good at it.




Then, suddenly, Sawyer pulled back.




It made Tia whine loudly, wanting him back inside her instantly.




“Shh,” he hummed, caressing her ass. “I need some lube so I can fuck you.”




The words sent pleasurable shudders down Tia’s spine. Sawyer didn’t often fuck her ass. Every time he did, it amazed Tia how big his cock could feel. Gripping the sheets, Tia tried to hold still. She watched over her shoulder, admiring the muscles in Sawyer’s legs as he climbed off the bed.




He looked like every woman’s wet dream. Tia spread her legs for him, wanting to show him how wet she was, how ready for him to use her. Her asshole felt wet too, the air of the room cool after Sawyer’s mouth had made her so hot.




She sighed in pleasure as he settled behind her. His warm, strong hand brushed up her thigh before he pulled away to uncap the bottle.




“Are you going to fuck me hard, sir?” she asked, wiggling in a way she hoped was tempting.




“I am,” Sawyer confirmed easily.




Tia’s breath caught when he squeezed some of the lube out and between her ass cheeks. It was cold but quickly warmed up against Sawyer’s touch. He rubbed the tip of his finger against Tia’s puckered hole, teasing it in. She already felt so sensitive down there, his tongue having prepared her.




When the second finger slid in, Tia bucked forward. Sawyer’s hand returned to her hip to hold her in place. “It’s okay, baby, I know you want it. You can have my cock soon, just need to stretch you out,” he hummed. All it did was make Tia want him even more.




She closed her eyes, trying to focus on anything but how much she needed Sawyer’s cock in her. His big hand held her still. Tia loved how strong he was. Even with only one hand, Tia couldn’t buck her way out of his hold. Not that she’d want to. His fingers pressed deeper, sliding in and out as Tia’s muscles relaxed. She whined, pushing her face down into the pillow to keep herself from begging.




After the soft touch of his tongue, Sawyer’s fingers felt hard and huge as they thrust steadily into her ass. It was nothing compared to how big Sawyer’s cock would feel. Tia loved knowing that he was as excited as she was. His dick must be throbbing with the need to bury himself inside her.




“I want it,” she echoed, twisting the sheets around her fingers. “Please, Sawyer. I’m ready, I’ll take it.”




“You’ll be ready when I say you are,” Sawyer instructed. It made Tia whine. She loved being ready for Sawyer. But she also loved letting him tease her, letting him make absolutely sure that she was ready. He didn’t stop her from pushing more against his fingers, the loud moans increasing.




Finally, finally, Sawyer decided that she was ready. He pulled his fingers away. Before Tia could muster a complaint, they were replaced by his cock. The tip brushed against her opening before Sawyer pushed in. He was slow, letting Tia’s muscles stretch around him. But slow also meant that she could feel every inch coming in.




Tia moaned. She felt more sensitive than she could ever remember. Sawyer’s cock felt impossibly thick and long. It filled her up completely, until Tia was sure she couldn’t take any more. Sawyer paused. His hips rubbed against Tia’s ass, the lines of pain making her cry out even louder.




Sawyer let her adjust. Tia’s breath came harder and faster as she pushed her ass up, trying to urge him to move. “Come on, Sawyer,” she begged. “Please, please, I need you to fuck me. You feel so good.” So good, and yet Tia needed more. She needed Sawyer to thrust and fill her over and over again.




When he did pull back, Tia whimpered as anticipation coiled in her stomach. Sawyer’s cock pushed forward, taking her, owning her, until he was all that Tia could think about.




His thick cock. The way he pushed in. The way he pulled back.




Quickly, all of Tia’s thoughts were overcome by how good it felt to have Sawyer fill her up like this. He began to fuck into her harder. Tia’s moans came loud and hard. She clenched the bedsheets, knuckles whitening as she screamed in pleasure. Sawyer pushed forward hard, his whole cock filling Tia up.




“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he groaned. Sawyer’s hands gripped Tia’s hips, pulling her in to meet his thrusts every time. The bed began to shake under them with how hard Sawyer was fucking her. Tia’s screams surrounded them as she thrashed, wanting to get more and more.




“Yes!” she cried. “Fuck, yes. I’m tight for you, Sawyer. All for you.” His cock slammed into her, the bed knocking against the wall. Tia lifted her hips, trying to take Sawyer’s cock even deeper. Her pussy was drenched. Every thrust sent a bolt of pleasure straight through her, making her moan louder and louder.




She rocked back, meeting Sawyer’s hips as he pounded her from behind. “Please, sir, please touch my pussy,” she begged. “I want to come for you, like this.” If Sawyer would just let her grind against his hand while he fucked her, Tia knew she would. She wanted to, wanted to show Sawyer how much she loved it.




“Touch yourself,” Sawyer told her instead. “I want you to put your fingers inside your pussy. Fuck yourself while I fuck you.” The words made Tia moan. Her hand quickly moved between her legs. It wasn’t what she had asked for but it still felt great. As Tia’s fingers slid inside her wet pussy, she could feel Sawyer’s cock. It made her moan even louder, thrusting back as much as she could.




With only one arm to hold her up, every movement of Sawyer’s hips was magnified. Every thrust pushed Tia forward, her fingers sliding through the wet folds of her pussy. She cried out, pleasure already building between her legs. Her hand moved faster, fingers pumping in and out in time with Sawyer’s cock plunging into her ass.




“Oh!” she gasped. “Oh, fuck. I’m so full, Sawyer. It feels so good.” Tia brushed her thumb over her clit, wailing at the pleasure that threatened to overwhelm her. “Can I come for you, sir?” she begged. “Please. Please, let me come for you.”




“Yes! Come for me, scream my name,” Sawyer demanded slamming forward. Tia hardly had to be told twice before her fingers worked against her clit. Pleasure rolled through her in waves. It wasn’t long before the muscles in Tia’s stomach tightened. The steady rhythm with which Sawyer fucked her harder and harder pushed her over the edge just as he’d known it would.




“Sawyer!” Tia screamed, her voice hoarse. Sawyer’s cock filled her again and again. Every muscle in her body shook, sending Tia shuddering through her orgasm. Her arm gave out, sending her sprawling across their sheets. Only Sawyer’s hands on her hips held her upright.




He kept fucking her, grunting and swearing as he thrust into Tia’s tight ass. She moaned, eyes watering from the pleasure that sparked across every nerve-ending. “Please,” she begged. “Please, Sawyer, come for me. I want you to. I want to feel it.”




Her urging seemed to be enough. He pounded into her harder and harder until finally Tia heard his groans crack. “Fuck,” Sawyer cried as he pushed forward, filling Tia up so fully. His seed spilled inside her. Sawyer thrust forward until he had almost no strength left. Leaning into her, he pressed another kiss against Tia’s back and then pulled away, leaving her suddenly so empty.




“God, you’re great, Tia,” Sawyer praised, falling on his back against the bed, looking spent and so fucking beautiful.




Tia crawled over him, feeling sore and used and completely happy. She curled against his side, running her hand down his muscled chest and resting her cheek against his shoulder. “You’re great,” she replied. “You make me feel things no one else ever has.”




She loved it. Sawyer made her feel completely his. Tonight had been beyond Tia’s wildest dreams - but she could hardly wait to do it all over again. “Sleep now,” she urged Sawyer, pressing a kiss against his shoulder. “And tomorrow, we can stay in bed all day.” Tia already had plans for precisely how she was going to keep Sawyer there with her.
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