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He Gets Disciplined

Tiffany’s job often took her traveling. It meant that when she did get to have a vacation - and it really wasn’t very often - Tiffany preferred to have it at home. She owned a small beach house, which after much consideration had become the place she lived rather than one she visited. With traveling so much, Tiffany saw no reason why she shouldn’t just spend as of her free time on a beach as possible. Or at least near a beach when the weather wasn’t very nice.

It was raining heavily as Tiffany made herself comfortable on the couch with a book she’d planned to read for ages. The rain was pretty soothing and Tiffany had almost gotten into a nice sort of headspace when the music started.

The booming sound traveled through her walls and seemed to resound everywhere. This was one of the main problems living in a beach house. The neighbors were rarely people who realized that someone might be next door even during a season when it wasn’t very sunny. It was also fairly frequent that the neighbors were there only for a vacation, something that Tiffany found frustratingly common thanks to AirBnB.

Setting her book down, she gave a frustrated sigh. The music was most definitely unlikely to go away. So finding a sweater to go over the loose top Tiffany was wearing she pulled on some shoes and headed out into the rain.

The first knock against her neighbor’s door went unanswered, but then Tiffany had hardly expected them to hear it through the ridiculous music. She knocked again and then again, until finally, the door opened, revealing a tall man, his shoulders broad and hair disheveled in a way that Tiffany would’ve found very attractive if it hadn’t been for the annoyance she felt towards him and the loud music.

“Your music is too loud,” she informed him, using her best - and very well practiced - stern voice.

With an exaggerated look down his long, straight nose, the man glanced at his watch. “It’s the middle of the day,” he pointed out, as if that made his decision to plague the neighborhood with noise somehow more understandable.

He swept his gaze over Tiffany, lingering on the curves which were hardly hidden by her sweater. “You do look a little as though I woke you up,” he conceded, with an expression dangerously close to a sneer. “Do you work nights? My host didn’t tell me there was any restriction on playing music during the day.”

The tone as much as the question instantly put Tiffany on edge. She had been perfectly happy to be reasonable and to just ask the man to turn it down a bit, but this sort of attitude was hardly going to be helpful. “My walls are shaking,” she pointed out. “I’m not particularly interested in what your host might’ve told you, no one needs music to be this loud.” It was, Tiffany was quite sure, a perfectly valid point.

“And unless you’re trying to sleep, you don’t need the music to be quieter,” the man pointed out, “so it’s really a question of what we both want, and whether we can come to some kind of mutual agreement.”

He took a step back, sweeping one arm down the hallway of the house behind him. “Why don’t you come in?” he suggested. “You might find you can enjoy the music a little better from here. I’m Rick, by the way.”

Tiffany was very quite sure she wouldn’t enjoy the music more if she was closer to it, but nonetheless, she hesitated only briefly before following Rick into the house. “Tiffany,” she offered, since it seemed only polite to at least introduce herself. Tiffany figured that if she tried for nice, she’d feel more justified when he turned out to be someone who didn’t deserve nice.

“It’s still too loud,” she told Rick, the point emphasized by how much Tiffany had to raise her voice to be heard. When Rick finally did turn the music down to a reasonable level, Tiffany looked around. There were a lot of scattered papers, like she’d interrupted him from working. How he had managed to work in such noise was beyond her.

Turning back to look at Rick, Tiffany was once again struck by how tall and broad-shouldered he was. “How long are you staying here, Rick?”

He gave Tiffany a broad smile in response to her question, which only made him seem more attractive. “Only a week or so,” he assured her. “I’m putting together a business proposal, and I wanted to get out of the city, really focus on the thing.” He gestured to the scattered papers and even moved to tidy some off one of the couches, though Tiffany chose to ignore the implied invitation that she should sit down.

“What about you?” he asked, leaning in slightly closer. “What do you do, when you’re not complaining about the noise levels of your neighbors?”

“I’m an international spy,” Tiffany said, the way she always did. She allowed for the smallest of pauses, long enough to make sure that Rick had to wonder. “I’m not. I work in insurance.” Which sounded a lot less fun but wasn’t really. Tiffany’s job involved insurance fraud investigations and that was always quite fun.

Now that the music wasn’t blaring so much, Tiffany found it easier to focus on Rick. He really was very attractive. “So are you here on your own?”

Rick’s smile widened, evidently pleased that she had asked, and he nodded. “Yes, I didn’t want to bring any distractions down with me,” he told her. “And I haven’t got one to bring along just now, even if I had wanted to.” He chuckled, a rich, warm sound that almost made Tiffany like him.

“And you’ve no big strong boyfriend to send over to deal with the neighbors for you?” he asked, tilting his head slightly. “Or are you the kind of woman who prefers to take matters into her own hands? You look as though you might be.” From the way Rick was looking at her, Tiffany wondered whether he could really suspect just how much she did prefer to be the one in charge when it came to the men in her life.

“I’m certainly the sort of woman who can take matters into my own hands,” Tiffany commented. She was very much someone who liked to take charge of things. But then she also enjoyed having men who submitted to her but no one else. Rick, in many ways, seemed like the sort of man who didn’t give control up easily - it was very much in line with the type that Tiffany normally went for.

She brushed a hand over her side, giving Rick a thoughtful look. “And what kind of a man are you, Rick?”

Meeting her eyes, Rick appeared to give her question some thought, though he could just as easily have been drawing out the anticipation before he answered. “Adventurous,” he answered, looking quite self-satisfied. “I’m a man of action - I don’t like to sit around waiting for things to come to me when I could go out and make something exciting happen.”

He took a step, standing close enough that Tiffany could smell the subtle spice of his cologne. Like everything else he was wearing, it seemed expensive, and she wondered whether he’d be quite so confident stripped down to bare skin. “I’m also stubborn,” Rick admitted. “I like to have things my own way.”

He reached out a hand, fingertips brushing against Tiffany’s waist through her sweater as he moved to pull her towards him.

Tiffany didn’t resist, but mostly out of curiosity. And a little bit because he really was very attractive. She was doubtful, though, that Rick quite understood just what he was signing himself up for. Then again, Tiffany still wasn’t sure he’d be interested in the kind of things she liked. “So do I,” she told him. “I also like having things my own way.”

It was certainly true and Tiffany was curious to see what his response to that would be. “How about if you don’t blare any more loud music, I invite you over for dinner tonight?” Tiffany offered, figuring that Rick might respond better to rewards than requests.

Rick hummed, his fingers lingering against Tiffany’s waist. “It sounds like a very good deal,” he agreed, but Tiffany didn’t miss that he hadn’t actually accepted it. He pulled her even closer until she could feel the heat of his body through his shirt. “You’re here now,” he pointed out, his hand moving to Tiffany’s back, sliding down to rest just short of her ass.

“Like I said, I’m a man of action,” he reminded her. “Why wait until tonight?” He bent his head, clearly intending to kiss her, confident that she wouldn’t push him away.

Tiffany leaned in slightly, just enough to be teasing before she pulled back. “Because waiting teaches patience,” she informed Rick. “And you know what they say about good things coming to those who wait.” Mostly, Tiffany just wanted the upper hand and making Rick not get what he wanted was definitely going to give her that. Tiffany had little time for what men wanted unless it was purely to please her.

Taking a step back, she smirked at Rick. “I live next door,” she told him waving her hand towards where her house was. “Bring a bottle of red,” she added.

To give Rick what credit he deserved, he didn’t whine, or pout. Instead, he gave Tiffany another of those smiles that made her almost eager to get him into her house where they could really explore just how much she liked to get her own way.

“Your wish is my command,” Rick teased, giving her a mock salute. “I’ll be over promptly at dinner time, and I won’t turn the music back up the moment you’re gone.” Though his tone was playful, Tiffany suspected he had been thinking about doing exactly that, and it pleased her to think that her reward had actually been effective.

Tiffany gave a pleased hum, before leaning in again, almost as if to kiss Rick but pulling away at the last moment, teasingly. “I’ll see you tonight. Seven pm sharp.” It was his first task, to show up on time. Tiffany was looking forward to seeing just how good Rick could be when it came to following instructions.

◆◆◆

She wasn’t disappointed when at exactly seven that night her doorbell rang. The rain had stopped a few hours ago and Tiffany had replaced her comfy clothes for a tight black dress, showing off her curves in all the right places. It was accompanied by black heels and her blonde curls fell freely over Tiffany’s shoulders. She was certain she looked stunning and wasn’t disappointed at the look Rick gave her when she opened the door.

Taking the bottle of red he was carrying from him, Tiffany let him in. “The dinner’s going to be a bit longer, so shall we start with a glass of wine?” She said leading him through to the kitchen and while it had been phrased as a question, she didn’t wait for an answer before setting the glasses down and opening the wine, letting it breathe.

Rick’s gaze moved briefly around the room, before returning flatteringly to the expanse of leg left bare under Tiffany’s dress. “I can think of other things I’d like to do while we wait,” he offered, his voice low. Tiffany gave him a look, and she had to admit that while he’d been attractive earlier, Rick looked even more dashing now. He’d clearly gone to some effort to look good for her, which boded well. It was always nice to see a man who was eager to impress.

“Things like what?” Tiffany asked. She took her time pouring the wine out, pushing one of the glasses towards Rick before taking a sip of her own. It was a very good choice, and Tiffany appreciated that Rick most likely had had to go out to pick the wine (or alternatively, her neighbors were making some terrible choices in what wine they left behind for the people renting their house).

Moving to pick up the glass, Rick also took a sip, his tongue chasing the taste across his lower lip in a way that was definitely supposed to be suggestive. “Picking up where we left off?” he suggested, his gaze dropping to Tiffany’s mouth. “You said you like to have things your own way - why don’t you tell me what you hope will happen tonight, apart from dinner?” His tone was such a mix of confident and challenging, sure he would get what he wanted, and urging Tiffany to play along.

It was hardly Tiffany’s first time encountering a man with as much confidence as Rick had, but it was no less attractive. There was just something very hot about making a man like Rick submit to Tiffany’s whims, especially because more often than not, they didn’t anticipate that. Having Rick ask so forwardly, though, meant that Tiffany had to answer, it would’ve been unfair to skirt around it, not when she knew precisely what she wanted.

“What I hope will happen is that you’ll go to your knees for me,” Tiffany answered. “Have you ever done that, Rick? Submitted to a woman?” He might’ve done, of course. The bravado was something that wasn’t in any way tied to his preferences in bed, but Rick had also been fairly dominant in his attitude, so Tiffany was curious. It was rare that she met a man unwilling but it did happen, the same way she was never going to submit to a man.

Judging by the way Rick’s eyebrows climbed up into his hair, it certainly seemed he hadn’t been expecting such an answer. He paused, taking another sip of his wine, whether for courage or to wet his mouth before speaking it was hard to tell. “Not in the way I suspect you mean,” he finally answered. “When I’ve been on my knees it’s always been… temporary, not something that lasts the whole night.” And he was right, Tiffany would expect his submission to last however long they were together.

“Like I said,” he carried on, his voice building in confidence, “I enjoy new experiences.” He did cast a somewhat dubious look at the floor, clearly uncertain whether Tiffany was expecting him to put words into action immediately. “Somewhere more comfortable?” he suggested.

That made Tiffany laugh. She had to admit, though, that she liked the ease with which Rick had agreed. “The kneeling can be metaphorical,” she promised. Not that Tiffany would discourage it if Nick wanted to go on his knees for her, but in general she was more interested in what her partners wanted to try. “But my bedroom floor is much more suited to kneeling,” she promised with a smirk.

Rick’s eyebrows lifted briefly at that, but there was no obvious judgment in his expression, merely curiosity, which Tiffany was going to take as a good sign. The more Rick wanted to know about what was in her bedroom, and what might go on there, the more obedient she could rely on him to be.

“What does metaphorical kneeling consist of?” he asked, setting his wine down and holding out both hands. “I’m ready to be instructed.”

“Well, that very much depends on what sort of things you like,” Tiffany answered easily and confidently. Her experience was very varied, but Tiffany quite enjoyed this, enjoyed learning what a new playmate liked. It was always a little bit thrilling when those playmates didn’t quite know themselves what they might like. Tiffany got the impression that Rick had far more often been in the dominant role, though she was curious about just how dominant that was.

Sliding a finger over her glass, Tiffany bit her lower lip lightly. “Are you into pain?” It was perfectly fine if he wasn’t, or if he didn’t know, but it was always best to ask first.

Rick smiled, eyes following the movement of Tiffany’s hand. “I’ve enjoyed pain when it’s been a part of sex,” he answered openly. “I can’t say I’ve tried pain as foreplay.” He smirked, and added, “At least, not on the receiving end. I’m not so naive that I haven’t tried it at all.”

After a small pause, he carried on. “I like a whip, there’s something hot about the sound of it, on top of all the noises it can get a person to make.”

“Truly,” Tiffany agreed with a nod. “What about bondage?” It was certainly tempting to tie Rick up. His shoulders so wide, arms muscled. He was athletic in all the right sorts of ways. Having him let Tiffany take control, to restrain him and use him, it did sound rather delightful. There were a lot of things she could think of doing as foreplay that Rick probably had never even considered.

Rick chuckled and shook his head slightly. “I have tried it, but it was never very effective bondage,” he answered. “I managed to get my hands free almost as soon as I put any effort into it, but I did quite enjoy the feeling of having something tight around my wrists from them on.”

Giving Tiffany an assessing kind of look, Rick licked his lips. “I imagine that if you tied me up, I’d actually stay that way until you chose to let me go.” From his expression and the tone of his voice, Rick wasn’t at all against the idea of Tiffany being more successful than whoever he’d tried it with before.

“If you’d like,” she said nonetheless. Tiffany could easily do weak restraints, something that wouldn’t actually stop Rick from getting loose if he wanted to. “I am very good with ropes.” Because, yes, on the other hand, Tiffany was very skilled in tying someone up in a way that they couldn’t get loose unless she chose to let them. Rick’s willingness so far told Tiffany a great deal about the sort of risks he was interested in taking and that was pretty thrilling.

Taking a sip of her wine, she gave him a thoughtful look. “What are your hard limits?” He had implied that he had an awareness of BDSM, so Tiffany took that to mean he would know what hard limits were, even if maybe he wouldn’t be able to tell her what his were (though, most people in her experience had at least some idea).

Rick took longer to consider his answer than Tiffany had expected, but she didn’t rush him. This was too important, and she wanted to give Rick whatever time he might need. “Nothing messy,” he decided, “and no photographs or recording equipment. If you tie me up, you have to stay in the room while I’m restrained. And no gags.” That seemed particularly fair, given they were strangers.

“I think that’s it,” Rick added, giving a devil-may-care shrug of one of his broad shoulders. “If I think of anything else, I’ll let you know.” He shifted his weight, his body language almost seeming restless to get going.

Tiffany, however, was in no rush. She took another leisurely sip of her wine, fingernail tapping against the glass lightly. “We’re going to have dinner first,” she informed Rick. “You’ll need the energy,” she added with a smirk. Certainly for what Tiffany had in mind, having the energy would be very important. She could tell that it wasn’t what Rick wanted but it was nonetheless what she was going to give him and that in itself was pretty thrilling.

The food Tiffany had prepared was ready and she led Rick through to the dining room, presenting him with a freshly made plate of an Italian dish Tiffany’s friend had taught her. Tiffany enjoyed being able to take care of someone she wanted to submit for her and providing food for them definitely fell into that category.

Rick, to give him credit, didn’t object and even complimented Tiffany’s cooking. Their conversation over dinner flickered between learning about each other and shamelessly flirting. The more Tiffany watched Rick, the hotter she could feel her own body getting. The images of what she’d do to him, how she’d touch him, how she’d make him beg her for more, it was all making heat pool between Tiffany’s legs.

Finally, the dinner was over, and she gave Rick a grin across the table. “How ready are you for dessert?” Tiffany asked teasingly.

Draining the last of his wine, Rick smiled back. “Oh, I don’t think I could possibly eat dessert yet,” he answered. “I’ll definitely need to work up an appetite first, possibly do some very strenuous exercise to work off that delicious meal.”

He met Tiffany’s eyes, his expression pleasingly eager. Making him wait was very likely to pay off excellently. “What should I do to pass the time before we can eat?” he asked.

Tiffany laughed, shaking her head, “The dessert was not food.” It was true that she had rather meant to imply something very different. Still, now that Rick had mentioned it, perhaps Tiffany would take some time, later on, to feed him a slice of cheesecake from her fridge. For now, though, she had far greater ideas for what Rick could use his mouth.

Standing up, Tiffany walked over to Rick, her heels still not making her tall enough to kiss him without pulling Rick down a bit. He came easily, and Tiffany bit his lower lip teasingly, before licking her way into his mouth. He kissed back hard, eagerly and just the way Tiffany enjoyed.

She let him pull her in closer momentarily, before taking a step back. “Follow me,” she said, leading him to her bedroom.

It was, at first glance, just a perfectly normal bedroom, but Tiffany took very little time in pulling out the box under the bed - a box filled with ropes, whips, canes and all sorts of delightful things.

“Quite a treasure chest you have there,” Rick observed, and though he was clearly aiming to sound relaxed, Tiffany could tell his excitement from the way his breath had started to speed up, not to mention the way he ran his tongue over his lip to chase the taste of her.

Moving his hands to the buttons of his expensive shirt, Rick asked, “Shall I undress before I go to my knees?” Tiffany watched closely and was pleased that Rick didn’t pop the first button without waiting for her answer.

When she gave a nod, his fingers worked fast. Button by button revealing the smooth, muscled chest under the shirt. He really was very attractive and Tiffany could hardly wait to get her hands on him. Still, she could wait long enough for him to be naked when she did get her hands on him. “Take everything off,” she instructed, smirking slightly at the way there was the smallest of hesitations in Rick.

He didn’t actually question her instructions, though. Not even when Tiffany turned away to get one of the ropes. When she turned around, Rick was naked, his cock long and beautiful, standing to attention. Tiffany licked her lips without even thinking about it. Oh, she’d definitely enjoy him.

“Now you can kneel.”

Tiffany had watched a lot of men go to their knees, and while some had been quicker or more graceful than Rick, she still appreciated the sight. The way he moved showed an awkwardness of unfamiliarity, but that was exciting in its own way. Being the first person to whom Rick would submit had a definite thrill to it. He shifted his weight, trying to get comfortable on his knees, and then looked up at Tiffany where she was standing over him.

“Good choice,” he said, nodding at the rope she was running between her fingers. He couldn’t quite keep a mix of nerves and excitement out of his tone, but she appreciated that he still sounded positive.

With the rope still in hand, Tiffany walked around Rick. She reached out with one hand to drag a finger over his broad shoulders. There was the smallest of shivers she could see run down Rick’s spine at the touch. Anticipation was building, and Tiffany was looking forward to showing him just how much fun they were about to have.

“Put your arms up behind you as high as you can,” she instructed and when Rick did so, Tiffany looped the rope around his wrists. “If at any point you want to stop, just tell me, okay?” It was important to her that he knew they could. “I only want to do things you enjoy.” And sure, some of those things might be to hurt Rick, but as long as there was mutual agreement and enjoyment, that was fine.

“I will,” Rick promised, sounding as confident as he had about everything else. Tiffany didn’t doubt that he’d speak up about anything he wasn’t enjoying, and that was exciting, too, because it meant she could focus on their enjoyment, without worrying about Rick feeling too shy or too embarrassed to stop her.

He held his arms still while Tiffany knotted the ropes tightly. “Feels good,” he told her, and she watched as he tested the strength of the bonds, the ropes rubbing against his wrists in a way that made Rick’s breath catch. His cock was still hard, though now, of course, he couldn’t reach to touch it.

“Put your elbows together,” Tiffany instructed and then, when he did, she laced the rope between his arms, securing them against each other. She did use a rather elaborate technique, almost as if to show she could. After Rick had said no one had done it well enough for him not to escape, Tiffany wanted to show him what well-done bondage could feel like.

By the time she was finished, Rick’s arms were so well tied that it would be impossible for him to do more than move his hands. Walking around so she would be stood in front of him, Tiffany ran a finger over Rick’s shoulder, enjoying how the rope made it curve back.

“How are you feeling?”

Rick swallowed, and Tiffany could see that his eyes had gone dark and slightly wide. Not, she was sure, with fear. He passed his tongue over his lips, tilting his chin up to look at her. “Securely tied,” he teased, with a smile, “and very curious about what you’re going to do with me next.”

He shifted his weight as if he’d been about to move, and Tiffany could almost see him reassessing his options. With his hands tied so securely, he really was dependent on her to act. That was, of course, how Tiffany wanted it, but she imagined it was rather a new sensation for Rick.

She waited, letting that realization truly set in. It was interesting to watch the way his expression changed, but at no point did he look like he was going to ask her to stop. So Tiffany didn’t. Instead, she moved back to the box. Running her fingers over some whips, Tiffany finally settled on a riding crop, bringing it out. With its leather slapper attached, it wouldn’t be as painful to be hit with, but it would still leave a notable sting.

“Objections?” Tiffany asked, dragging the leather end over Rick’s chest, watching the way the leather bent against Rick’s skin. She certainly wanted to, but it was Rick’s call.

He moved almost as if he were going to lean into the touch, and Tiffany could see the moment he realized that without his arms for balance, it was better to not. He made a soft sound of surprise, his breath coming more audibly. “No objections,” Rick did finally remember to say, his head turning to watch Tiffany.

“Fuck, you look hot like this,” he said, his muscles tensing and releasing in anticipation. “Not that you didn’t look hot before,” he added, still managing to smirk at her. “It’s just… surprising.”

That made Tiffany chuckle. It was certainly an interesting compliment and she was very tempted to ask if it was surprising because Rick was so used to taking the dominant role, but she had a world of other things she wanted to do instead.

“Crawl forward and lean over the bed,” Tiffany instructed. She got a pillow so Rick could rest his head on that, making sure he was comfortable and not likely to restrict his own airways before Tiffany reached out to run a hand over his now exposed ass. It was a very beautiful ass and Tiffany had so many things she wanted to do to it. First, of course, was to leave marks against it.

Without any further waiting, Tiffany brought the riding crop down. The smack was quickly drowned out by the loud intake of breath Rick gave.

Rick’s arms gave a quick jolt, like he’d tried to move them only to find them restricted, and before he could settle them again in their comfortable position, he moaned. “Yes,” Rick cried out, shifting as much as he could against the bed so that his ass was even more exposed.

“Do it again,” he said, and though he might not have meant it, his tone was very much one of command. Even if he hadn’t said so, Tiffany could have guessed just from that that he was used to having things go his own way.

That, of course, mostly just meant that she needed to teach him that that was not how they’d play. “No,” she responded. “You don’t ask and you certainly don’t demand.” The tone of her voice sounded very different, Tiffany made sure that there was just the right amount of intonation implying that she was the one in control and Rick was most certainly not going to tell her what to do.

“Ask me nicely.” And by that, Tiffany very much meant that he should consider begging for it, but a ’please’ for now would also work. She was sure she could teach him to beg yet, the night was, after all, still young.

There was definitely a hesitation, and Tiffany let it pass without comment. The wait only made it more exciting that Rick might eventually adjust his attitude, and of the two of them, Tiffany felt quite sure she was the more patient. Rick shifted again, his cock rubbing against the bed, making him whine.

“Please, Tiffany,” Rick said, the words sounding so needy that it had definitely been worth waiting for. “Please, will you do it again? It felt so good.”

“Good boy,” she praised and as a reward brought the crop down against Rick’s skin again. It was just as sharp, but his moan was even louder. It went straight between Tiffany’s legs and she fully intended Rick to know exactly how much. But not before she got to a point where he begged her more and perhaps differently.

Tiffany hit him again, the crop slightly lower as it kissed against Rick’s thighs. The next blow returned to his ass, leaving another beautiful red mark against it. The sharpness of the intake of Rick’s breath told Tiffany that he was now feeling the pain all the more. She hit him again, but this time the crop landed weaker, still hard enough to hurt but just not as hard, and then Tiffany paused, to see what Rick would ask for.

She watched as the muscles in his thighs relaxed, and then tensed again in case of another blow. As well as the marks on his ass, Rick’s cheeks were flushed red, and his lips looked as if he’d been biting them. He opened his mouth to speak, then closed it again, and Tiffany could feel anticipation building as he seemed to consider what it was he wanted to say.

“Keep going, please,” Rick said, his voice quieter than it had been, though no less confident. “I can take more. I can take harder, too.” Rick licked his lips, craning his neck so he could look at Tiffany as he added, “Please, don’t stop.”

Now that was not what Tiffany had expected, she rather had assumed Rick might ask her to stop. The thrill of bringing more pain into this made Tiffany’s pussy even wetter. She certainly wasn’t going to turn down the opportunity to inflict more pain onto Rick.

The next blow with the crop was similar to the previous one, but then the following one landed harder. The base just above the slapper caught Rick’s skin, breaking it ever so lightly. That made Tiffany pause. He hadn’t put a hard limit on her breaking skin but it was still only polite to make sure she wasn’t crossing boundaries he didn’t want crossed.

“You’ll feel it for days,” she commented, running the leather over the marks she’d left, almost lightly enough not to be felt.

Rick’s moan was probably more in response to her words than her touch, though maybe it was a little of both. “Fuck, that sounds good,” Rick swore. “Thinking of you while I’m cooped up inside trying to work on a business proposal.” He chuckled, shifting his weight so that his legs were further apart, his ass tilted up into Tiffany’s touch.

“What else are you going to do to me?” he asked. Then, more respectfully, he added, “Please, I hope you’re not going to stop there? It hurts so good.” Tiffany could see that the ropes around his wrists were leaving their own red marks, and as she watched, Rick rubbed against them, giving a hiss that was full of pleasure as much as it was of pain.

Tiffany chose not to answer that, not when Rick had so beautifully begged her for more pain. Instead, she let the crop slap his ass again, this time not hesitating when the mark left a red line just above where the leather ended. The next blow was aimed to criss-cross the marks she’d already left. By the time Tiffany was satisfied, Rick’s ass was almost completely red, and his body trembled against the bed.

Reaching out, Tiffany ran a palm over his sore skin, her touch gentle as she did so. “Such a good boy,” she hummed, bending down to press a kiss against the nape of Rick’s neck. “Pull back until you’re on your knees,” she told him. “You can sit down on your legs if you want to see how that feels.”

Rick was quiet as he moved, at least until he did sit down on his legs and gave a cry of mingled pain and pleasure. He looked wonderful, his cheeks and lips flushed, and his hair dark with sweat from taking the pain so beautifully.

“I didn’t think I’d like being called a good boy so much,” he admitted, looking up at Tiffany with a smile that was still confident, but very different from the smirks he’d been giving her all evening.

“Will you let me touch you?” he asked, tongue running over his lower lip. “Please?” he added, and it was thrilling to think he was learning his lesson. “I want to make you feel good, too.”

“I will,” Tiffany confirmed. She set the crop down, considering to use it later, but done with it for now. Walking in front of Rick, Tiffany sat down on the bed, parting her legs. Her dress was short enough for Rick to be able to now tell that Tiffany hadn’t bothered with any underwear. With his hands tied, he could hardly just reach out and touch her, and Tiffany took her time before reaching to pull her dress up more.

Moving the pillow that Rick had rested on closer, Tiffany pressed it against her lower back so the angle would be easier for her to watch Rick. Reaching out to run her hand through his hair, Tiffany gave him a smirk.

“Show me how much you are a good boy,” she told him, leading Rick’s head between her thighs.

Even muffled by his position, Rick’s moan was loud, and he moved his mouth eagerly to Tiffany’s pussy. His tongue explored her slowly, lightly circling her clit before he leaned further forward, pursing his lips around it and sucking gently. It sent bolts of pleasure shooting straight up Tiffany’s spine, and whatever noises she made, Rick must have interpreted them as encouragement, because he only sucked harder.

When he pulled away, giving a groan as he settled his weight against his legs, it was to slide his tongue teasingly lower, pressing it inside Tiffany at an almost unbearably slow pace.

Her fingers tightened in his hair, tugging in a way that must’ve been at least to a degree painful. Rick gave another moan that vibrated straight through Tiffany, making it clear that he liked the way it must’ve hurt. His tongue didn’t cease pleasuring Tiffany. The licks varied in pressure, and she could tell he knew how to do this well. Leaning more back into the bed, Tiffany moaned when Rick’s tongue licked over her clit again.

She enjoyed how while dedicated, Rick was also slow in bringing her to an orgasm. He teased in all the right ways, making pleasure cruise through Tiffany’s body in slow waves. “Fuck, you’re doing so well,” she breathed. “Come on, lick a bit harder,” she told him, keen to have even more pleasure from his mouth.

She was pleased with how quickly Rick obeyed, his tongue applying more pressure as he licked up and over her clit, then down again. His pace was steady, and every movement intensified the pleasure Tiffany was feeling. She could feel the waves getting stronger and stronger, her orgasm so close.

Rick didn’t stop or slow down, but he didn’t speed up, either, just kept working his mouth relentlessly against Tiffany’s pussy. He gave a moan, pausing briefly to swallow Tiffany’s liquids that had gushed over his tongue, then picked up exactly where he’d left off.

The pace could’ve increased, but Tiffany actually enjoyed how much control Rick was showing over his own actions at not increasing it because she hadn’t told him to. That and Tiffany liked how slowly her pleasure was building, increment by increment. Her moans increased in volume, letting Rick know that he was doing well. More than well, really, because Tiffany’s orgasm edged in.

“Fuck, yes, just like that,” Tiffany cried, rocking her hips against Rick’s mouth. When her orgasm did crash over her, it made her muscles tighten, her whole body hot in response. “Yes!” She screamed fingers even tighter in Rick’s hair. “Don’t stop,” she instructed. “But go slower.”

The moan Rick gave in response seemed to vibrate through Tiffany’s core. He tugged against her fingers in his hair as he pressed forward, driving his tongue deeper into Tiffany’s pussy. He fucked it slowly in and out of her, before giving a slow, hard lick over her clit.

Rick’s hips were moving, rocking his cock against the air, but he made no attempt to disobey Tiffany so that he could ask for some attention. Instead, all his focus was on her, and even when his breath caught whenever his ass rubbed against his legs, he didn’t lose concentration.

“Oh, yes, yes, just like that,” Tiffany moaned. She was more sensitive now, so it wasn’t going to take long before Rick could lick his way into giving her another orgasm. Tiffany didn’t tell him to speed up, though, enjoying how much attention he was paying to doing it at just the right pace. She also loved how he seemingly intentionally leaned back every so often, his pain mixing with her pleasure so well.

With her hand against his head, Tiffany pressed her thighs tighter together, trapping Rick’s head between them. The soft cries of pleasure from him told Tiffany that he liked it and she pushed her hips up more so his tongue could slide even deeper inside her.

“So good, yes! Fuck, you’re doing so well. Such a good boy.” The praise made Rick’s tongue lap more energetically and before long, the second orgasm made its way through Tiffany’s body, making her scream as it hit her.

Rick didn’t stop, though, not until Tiffany parted her legs and pushed him back. “That’s enough,” she told him. “You’ve done well.” He really had, her body felt great.

He grinned, licking Tiffany’s liquids off his lips. With his hands still tied, he couldn’t do anything about the wetness smeared across his cheeks and chin, but he hardly looked as if he minded.

When Rick spoke, his voice was rough, reminding Tiffany how little he’d used it while he’d been bringing her to two orgasms. “Please, Tiffany,” he begged, his eyes wide as he looked up at her. “I’m so hard it hurts. Will you touch me? Or let me touch myself?”

He sounded so eager, and yet Tiffany could see in the way he watched her that he knew she could say no, that she could demand more from him before she allowed him any relief.

It was very tempting to make him wait longer, to show him how much more there could be before she let him reach his climax. “Sit down on the bed,” Tiffany instructed. She did help Rick get up, a hand against his elbow in case he needed to center himself. Once he stood, Tiffany licked her lips at the sight of how Rick’s beautiful cock stood to attention. She was very much looking forward to using it as she pleased.

When Rick sat down, Tiffany reached for the riding crop again. “Part your legs,” she told him. The way Rick’s eyes widened was exciting and Tiffany smirked at him, certain that the pause she left gave him plenty of time to imagine exactly what she was planning to do.

She watched as the hesitance in his expression melted away, and Rick leaned back against the pillow Tiffany had left on the bed, spreading his legs nice and wide. It gave Tiffany perfect access to the soft skin of his inner thighs, and his sensitive balls, as well as his thick cock.

Supporting himself as much as he could with his bound hands, Rick looked from her to his own body, the muscles in his stomach tensing beautifully. “Please, Tiffany,” he begged. “Don’t make me wait anymore.”

“Oh, but I will,” she said dragging the leather down across Rick’s stomach and over his hip. She intentionally avoided his cock, even when he tried to shift slightly as if to catch her attention. For that, Tiffany brought the whip down, leaving a sharp, red line against the top of Rick’s leg. The pain that sent down his body made Rick moan ever so pleasantly, and Tiffany grinned.

She repeated the action against Rick’s other leg. Seeing how his cock twitched at both the blow and the pleasure made Tiffany’s body heat up. “Do you like it? Do you enjoy the pain?” She knew the answer already, but Tiffany wanted to hear him say as much.

Though the muscles in his thighs shook, Rick made no attempt to close his legs, leaving himself on display for Tiffany’s enjoyment. “I do,” he confirmed, his voice sounding so desperate. “It hurts so much, but the pain feels good, and you look so hot.” He looked up at Tiffany, still fully dressed and wielding the whip, like he’d never seen anything look better.

“Please, do it again,” he begged, his hips tilting up as it to present himself even more conveniently. “Do something.”

Skillfully, Tiffany brought the crop down against Rick’s inner thigh, managing to avoid everything but just the soft skin there. The way he cried out - a mixture of pain and pleasure - was music to Tiffany’s ears. When the crop hit Rick’s other thigh, his whole body flinched and Tiffany could tell that the line between pleasure and pain was getting ever thinner.

“Such a good boy,” she praised, reaching out to cup Rick’s face. Leaning in, Tiffany ran her tongue over his lips, pulling back just before he had a chance to kiss her. “Watch me,” she told him, taking a step back and reaching to undo the zip on her dress. When it dropped to the floor, it exposed her breasts, her nipples standing erect from how aroused she was.

For a moment, Tiffany stood there, letting Rick take in the sight of her. She was naked, apart from the heels, the riding crop still tightly in her hand.

He tried to speak, but Tiffany raised the crop, pressing the leather against Rick’s lips lightly. “Shh, don’t speak.” That shut him up immediately, and his eyes followed Tiffany as she parted her legs, moving to straddle Rick. “I’m going to ride you,” she informed Rick, reaching between them to lead his cock inside her.

He had to bite down on his lip to keep from crying out, and the groan he repressed seemed to rumble through his chest. He flexed his hips, as if to push up and thrust his cock deeper, but Tiffany could see the moment that he stilled.

It was a sign of how far he had come, obeying Tiffany’s orders without her even needing to remind him of them. She could see his muscles trembling from the effort of holding still for her.

He opened his mouth, perhaps to beg, but shut it again with an audible click of his jaw.

Tiffany didn’t make him beg, instead, she began to move up and down on Rick’s cock. Slowly at first, but her pace increased once she’d adjusted to how thick and long his cock was, stretching her out so well. With one hand against Rick’s shoulder, Tiffany brought her other behind him, the crop still in her hand. Once the speed with which she bounced on Rick’s cock increased, Tiffany brought the crop down against Rick’s back.

The leather slapper licked against his upper back as the lower end of the riding crop cut tightly over the skin of his arms that was left exposed by the rope. His sharp intake of breath told Tiffany that he enjoyed it, and if that hadn’t, the way he also drove his hips up would’ve done.

“Fuck,” he swore, then caught his lower lip between his teeth again. Tiffany could see the battle he was fighting for control. He was trying so hard not to talk, to stay still and let Tiffany use him, but he wasn’t quite succeeding. His hips snapped up, and though he bit off his moans, Tiffany could still hear the beginnings of her own name, and pleas.

He pressed his ass down against the bed, trying to plant himself more firmly, and his breath hissed out of him as his sore skin rubbed against the sheets. “Fuck,” he swore again. “You feel so good, so hot around my cock. You’re amazing.”

Tiffany had been very intentional in the marks she’d left against both Rick’s ass and his legs, because now that she was riding him, harder and harder, she knew that the pressure against both was sending sharp twinges of pain through him. She didn’t tell him off for pushing up, but Tiffany did bring the crop down against Rick’s back again, loving how he couldn’t even help but push up more in response to the pain.

“Next time I hit you, I want you to come,” she told Rick, but rather than bringing the riding crop down again, Tiffany began to move up and down Rick’s cock faster and faster, edging him closer. Every time she heard his moans increase, felt him get closer to his own climax, Tiffany slowed down.

She could see how hard his chest was heaving with every breath, sweat rolling down his back between his shoulder blades. He rocked his hips, trying to match his pace to Tiffany’s, though he struggled to slow down as much as she did. His thrusts got harder and harder, and Tiffany knew she’d be feeling this tomorrow too.

“Please,” Rick begged, with a choked-off moan that was almost a sob. “Please, hit me again, Tiffany. I want to come. I want you to hurt me.” He sounded so desperate, and Tiffany loved how he couldn’t ask for pleasure without also asking for pain. “Hit me hard,” he urged. “I know you can. Please.”

The begging made her want to, and when Tiffany wanted things, she got them. So she did bring the crop down hard against Rick’s skin, sure that it’d leave a pretty mark wherever it landed. The pain was enough to send him off over the edge and Tiffany felt him come inside her, filling her up as she rode him through his pleasure. She slowed down only when Rick looked like he couldn’t take much more - at least for now.

Once she’d regained her breath, Tiffany got off Rick, his cock sliding out of her. He looked utterly spent. Leaning in to press a kiss against his lips, Tiffany smiled. “You were a very, very good boy,” she told him.

Rick chuckled, but Tiffany could tell by the spots of color on each cheek that he was still pleased by the praise. He ran his tongue over his lower lip, looking up and seeming to drink in Tiffany’s nudity all over again. “That was… unlike any other sex I’ve had,” he admitted. It pleased Tiffany to think she’d been the first to take him that way, to really tie him up and make him obey her.

“It was worth waiting for,” he assured, shifting his weight slightly. “You’re very good at what you do. I have no doubt I’ll have the marks to remind me for the rest of my trip.” With Tiffany’s help, he stood up. “Can I see?” he asked. “You must have a mirror around here.”

“I am very good at what I do,” Tiffany agreed, pressing lightly against Rick’s shoulder so he’d turn for her. Tiffany worked the knots open, loosening the rope against his arm. She took care to do so slowly and when his arms were finally free, Tiffany moved one slowly. “Don’t move too sharply at first,” she advised, not wanting him to overwork the muscles after they had been stretched and strained from their activities.

Getting back up from the bed where she’d knelt to undo the ropes, Tiffany walked across the bedroom to bring out a full-length mirror. Turning it to Rick, she held her hand out. “Come see.”

He moved his arms slowly as he walked, bringing them in front of him to admire the red rings the ropes had left against his wrists. He reached for Tiffany’s hand, giving it a squeeze before he turned his back to the mirror, craning his neck over his shoulder.

Tiffany had already seen the picture she’d made of his ass and thighs, but it still made her wet her lips. He looked so good, all that muscle contrasted with the sharp crisscrosses left by the riding crop. Rick’s breath caught, and he moved a hand to rub against one of the marks, a deep groan rumbling through his chest. “Fuck,” he swore. “Do you like what you see?”

“Yes,” she didn’t hesitate to answer. Tiffany always loved leaving marks against a beautiful skin, a beautiful man. Rick was definitely very stunning, even more so now that he was covered in red lines left by Tiffany. She reached out to brush her hand over them, pressing against the marks a little to get a sharp hiss from Rick. “You sound good,” she told him.

Moving her hand down, Tiffany gave Rick’s ass a squeeze. “I’m going to feed you some cheesecake and then I’m going to fuck you again.” It wasn’t at all posed as a question. It was simply a statement of intent.

“You shan’t be getting dressed,” she added. Tiffany herself did find a black robe to throw over her shoulders but didn’t bother with anything else, before waving her hand towards the door so Rick could lead them back to the kitchen. The night was, after all, still very young.


He's Hers to Touch

Brooke was always threatening to spank Nelson’s ass if he didn’t follow her instructions. Today, Nelson wanted to see if she would follow through. She’d woken him up by kissing her way down his chest, getting Nelson hard and aching before she slipped away to have her morning shower.

Nelson had whined and begged her to let him come. Brooke had just laughed. She’d told him to wait for her without touching himself.

It wasn’t a difficult instruction. Being with Brooke meant Nelson was a master of self-restraint. Usually. He was when he wanted to be good and obedient. Today, he had something else in mind.

He waited until he heard the water shut off. Sliding a hand down his bare chest, the sound of Brooke’s bare feet against the wooden floor made his breath catch. He wrapped his fingers around his cock, tipping his head back and moaning theatrically.

When he opened his eyes, Brooke was standing in the doorway. Wrapped in nothing but a towel, she watched as Nelson’s palm stroked slowly up and down his dick.

Nelson’s eyes met Brooke’s almost as if to challenge her.

Or perhaps, exactly to challenge her.

He licked his lips, tongue wet against them. He gave a loud moan. Brooke’s pupils dilated. She definitely liked seeing him like this, legs stretched out and his fingers wrapped around his thick, hard cock. But Nelson saw how she frowned. The realization that he had done the opposite of what she’d wanted struck her after the lust did.

“Didn’t I tell you not to touch yourself?” Brooke asked. They both knew what the answer was. Nelson still enjoyed that she asked.

He didn’t stop. His hand felt so good after Brooke’s teasing, he didn’t want to stop. He brushed a thumb over the head of his cock, making sparks of pleasure fly up his spine. “Fuck,” he grunted. “Yeah, yeah, you did tell me.”

Knowing he was being disobedient made Nelson feel even more turned on. It wasn’t often he ignored Brooke’s instructions, even accidentally. “What are you going to do about it?” he asked. Even the question made his cock twitch.

Brooke’s eyebrows went up in surprise. She liked the idea of him challenging her. When it came down to it, Brooke didn’t often have to punish Nelson. He liked behaving. There weren’t often any reasons for Brooke to discipline him. It made this feel all the more... fun. Sexy.

“Well, first of all, I’m going to have to tie your hands to stop you from touching yourself. You clearly can’t be trusted,” Brooke observed. She walked over to where they kept the cuffs, ropes and other things they used when restriction was required or desired.

Nelson watched, slowing his movements but not stilling completely. He didn’t want to end this before it began. Brooke’s towel slipped as she bent over the drawer, giving Nelson a flash of tanned thigh. “God, you’re so sexy when you’re being strict with me,” he said.

Brooke turned, a set of cuffs in one hand and a length of rough rope in the other. Nelson swallowed. “Which are you going to use?” he asked, dragging his palm over the head of his cock in a way that made his hips buck up off the mattress.

“I’m going to use both,” Brooke informed him easily. She set the rope down on the bed and then moved to pull Nelson’s hands away from his cock. He didn’t resist. He was eager to see just what Brooke’s punishment would entail. She cuffed one of his wrists and then looped the cuffs through the slant on the bed frame. Nelson’s other hand joined the first, cuffed to the bed. His cock, if possible, stood even harder to attention.

Brooke’s hand traveled down over Nelson’s stomach to his cock. His hips bucked up the moment Brooke’s fingers brushed over it. But then she reached for the rope. Nelson’s eyes widened, unsure what she planned to do.

“I’m going to tie your balls,” she told him, clearly sensing he had no idea. “Tight enough that you won’t come like some horny teenager.”

Nelson almost came right then, his eyes going wide as he looked up at Brooke. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. This wasn’t at all what he’d expected. Excitement raced through him. He tugged his wrists against the cuffs just to feel the padded lining rubbing against his skin.

He spread his legs, toes curling against the sheets. His tongue darted out over his lower lip. “Yes,” he agreed. He wanted there to be no doubt in Brooke’s mind about whether he wanted this. Nelson definitely did. “I deserve it,” he added. “I deliberately disobeyed you.” He tried not to smirk.

“You do deserve it,” Brooke agreed. She took the rope, sliding it over Nelson’s legs and up to his balls. The friction sent a thrill down Nelson’s spine, as did the anticipation. He had to stop himself from thrusting into Brooke’s touch. She worked the rope around the base of his cock and tightened it around his balls.

Nelson groaned, biting his lower lip to stop himself from begging. Once Brooke had secured the rope, she moved back, inspecting her handiwork. “I should leave you like this,” she told Nelson. “As punishment. I’ll have to leave you like this every time I go to have a shower.”

Shifting against the bed made the rope rub against Nelson’s balls. He cried out at the unexpected friction. “You could,” he agreed. Nelson gave Brooke that power over him willingly. He loved seeing the different things she did with it. “You could tie me up like this and leave me, without even telling me how long you were going to be.” The thought of waiting, unable to free himself until Brooke finished whatever she was doing, made Nelson’s chest heave.

“That wouldn’t be a punishment now,” he pointed out. “You’re already showered.” Brooke was hardly going to go shower again just so she could make her point. At least, Nelson didn’t think she would. He didn’t want her to leave. At the same time, it thrilled him that there was nothing he could do about it if she did.

Brooke raised her eyebrow at him. Nelson’s words were definitely daring, to suggest that what Brooke had proposed wouldn’t be a punishment now. He wanted a punishment now. They both knew it.

Brooke slid a finger over Nelson’s bare leg. With her free hand, she pushed the blankets off the bed so Nelson would just lie there exposed. “And what would be a punishment now?” she asked. “I can tell that that’s what you want. You know how I feel about things you want.”

Nelson did know. Brooke enjoyed giving him the things he wanted, but not if he demanded them.

Nelson’s imagination filled with images. There were so many ways Brooke could punish him now. She could tease him, making him watch as she touched herself, not giving him any release until she’d reached her own orgasm in her own time. She could whip him. Nelson would love the sharp lines of pain across his thighs. He swallowed as Brooke walked around him, surveying him from every angle.

“You could use me,” Nelson suggested. “Ride me until you’re satisfied, without letting me touch you. Or you could order me to make you come with just my mouth, and keep me tied up until you feel I’ve made it up to you.” He bit down on his lower lip, trying to hold back a moan.

“I’ll love it,” he promised. “Whatever you decide. I’ll take it for you beautifully.”

“Oh, I know.” Brooke laughed and that, too, sent heat through Nelson’s body. He loved having her be so in charge. Tying him down and restricting his ability to come. Whatever she decided, Nelson loved knowing it could be anything.

He watched as she moved away from the bed again. She let the towel drop to the floor. Her naked curves looked so good, Nelson wished he could put his mouth on her skin. But right now he couldn’t do anything she didn’t explicitly tell him to. That was great, too.

His eyes followed Brooke as she walked over to the drawer where their sex toys were. Nelson couldn’t see what she was doing in it but when she pulled back, he saw the whip in her hand.

“I feel that your punishment should involve pain. Something that you’ll remember for days yet to come.”

Goosebumps pebbled over Nelson’s bare skin. The mere suggestion of pain was enough to make his body react. Brooke had used the whip on him before. Nelson always loved it, the sharp sting of pain that mixed so perfectly with pleasure. It had never been a punishment before. Imagining how it might feel different, Nelson swallowed again.

“Yes, Brooke,” he agreed, a smile curving one corner of his mouth. Nelson wasn’t very good at pretending to meekly accept punishment. Especially not punishment that he wanted. “Make me remember,” he urged. “Make it so that next time you’re in the shower, you’re all I can think about.”

She dragged the leather strands of the whip over Nelson’s leg. The teasing felt amazing, the anticipation building. Brooke knew it, too. Nelson could see it written all over her face. She loved teasing Nelson. Knowing that he wanted the punishment probably just made her tease him more.

Then, suddenly, Brooke brought the whip down. Sharp pain shot through Nelson. He cried out, hands gripping against the handcuffs. Brooke hardly waited before she hit him again, the strands of the whip licking over his exposed thighs.

“How does it feel?”

Nelson’s chest heaved, rising as he pulled in a quick intake of breath. “Fuck,” he answered, meeting Brooke’s eyes as she stood over him. He loved it, knowing she was in total control of what he felt, and how much. “It hurts,” he answered honestly. “Stings, but then fades.” He knew it wouldn’t always be that way. Brooke knew how to make the sensation last. By the time she was finished, Nelson would feel it for days.

“It’s good,” he added, then smirked. “It’s what I deserve.” They both knew it was Nelson’s way of saying it was what he wanted. He might not have predicted this, but he was fully on board now that it was happening.

“Are you going to do it again?” he asked, glancing down at his thighs. As yet, there were no marks on them. Nelson wondered how long that would last.

“I am,” Brooke confirmed. She brought the whip down again. Whether intentionally or not - and Nelson assumed it was, because Brooke was very good at being intentional - the whip crisscrossed the lines already on his skin, making the feeling so much sharper. Nelson didn’t hold back on the cries that fell from his lips. He knew Brooke wanted to hear them.

Her eyes darkened with lust. She brought the whip down again. When Nelson shifted, the rope around his balls tugged, reminding him of its presence.

“I want you to turn over,” Brooke instructed. “Push your ass up, do not let your cock rub against the bed.”

Eagerly, Nelson nodded. Turning over while handcuffed to the bed frame posed something of a challenge. Doing it without letting the rope constrict uncomfortably around his balls was more difficult. Nelson moved slowly, loving how on display he felt. Brooke didn’t move to help. She stood back with her arms crossed and watched. Nelson couldn’t hold back a moan as he finally got his knees under him.

He glanced over his shoulder, pushing his ass up as high as he could. His thighs splayed, his cock hanging heavy between them. He held himself up, keeping his hips off the mattress. His stomach clenched, turning over as delicious anticipation settled within him.

“Like this?” he asked. “Is this how you want me, baby?”

“Yes, just like that.” Brooke nodded, but it didn’t escape Nelson how she didn’t praise him. The lack of praise almost ached. This, too, was part of his punishment, he knew that. Rather than saying anything else, Brooke brought the whip down again. The strands were sharp against Nelson’s skin. She wasn’t holding back.

When she whipped him again, Nelson cried out loudly. It was quickly moving from pleasure into pain, edging on the very line of being too much. But Brooke knew that as well. She brought the whip sharply down once again.

“Are you going to touch yourself without permission again?”

Nelson licked his lips. He didn’t want to lie. If he promised not to do it again, Brooke might ease up on him. It just wouldn’t be a promise Nelson planned on keeping. “Not this week,” he quipped, knowing it wasn’t what Brooke was expecting him to say. There was a thrill in that. Nelson wasn’t often bratty. He quite enjoyed it when he was.

He tightened his fingers against the pillows, prepared for Brooke to hit him again. He pushed his ass up, thighs splayed. It sent shudders through him to think the strands of the whip might lick against the sensitive skin there.

The pain that radiated from the leather when Brooke did bring it down once more was even better. She wasn’t gentle. Nelson didn’t know if she had intended for the whip to hit unmarked skin, but it felt great. He was certain it would leave marks, make his ass sore to sit on for days. It was exciting to think that he’d remember this, remember his punishment, for ages after it.

“Not this week,” Brooke repeated and hit him again. Nelson’s cry echoed around them, the sharp pain making him thrust forward. She’d been very specific about his cock not touching the bed, so Nelson did his best not to. “I guess that will have to do,” Brooke said. While her tone wasn’t happy, Nelson could tell she wasn’t against the idea of punishing him again.

The whip came down once more, Nelson’s sharp cry doing nothing to stop the pain. Finally, he heard Brooke set the whip aside. “Turn back over,” she instructed.

Nelson shimmied his hips, groaning when that made the rope tug against his aching balls. His heart was pounding, exhilaration and adrenaline flooding through him. He turned carefully, keeping his hips lifted so his cock wouldn’t drag against the mattress.

When he settled, the marked skin of his ass scratched against the sheets, sending tingles of pleasure-pain dancing across Nelson’s body. “Fuck,” he moaned, glancing down at himself. His cock was wet with precum, still hard. He wiggled again, crying out as it intensified every sensation.

“I’m sorry, Brooke,” he said, looking up to meet her eyes. “I’m sorry I touched myself. Will you let me make it up to you?” He wanted to touch her so much.

“I will let you try,” Brooke informed him.

She dragged a hand over Nelson’s legs, nails scratching over the marks she’d left there with the whip. Brooke made her way up Nelson’s body. He felt the heat of her against his cock, giving a loud whine. But before he could even think of asking for more, she was already crawling higher up.

Brooke’s fingers tangled in Nelson’s hair as she positioned herself above him. “Make me come with your mouth and I’ll think about removing the rope from your balls.” She lowered herself onto his face, moaning in pleasure the moment Nelson’s tongue darted out to meet her.

His cock swelled at how turned-on Brooke sounded, making him shift against the bed. No matter how he moved, there was no relief from the rope. It made Nelson even more determined. He moved his tongue in long, slow licks, gathering up Brooke’s wetness. She tasted amazing. Nelson loved knowing it was all for him. She’d enjoyed the whipping as much as he had.

As Brooke rocked against him, Nelson stiffened his tongue. He drove it in and out of Brooke’s pussy, doing his best to fuck her with it. He knew exactly what Brooke liked, but she hadn’t said there was a time limit. He wanted to tease her, at least a little. Nelson moved his head, practically nuzzling his face against Brooke’s clit. Her fingers tightened in his hair, holding him still. Only able to use his tongue, Nelson did his best, dragging it up and down through Brooke’s folds until he heard her breath catch in her throat.

“Fuck, yes, just like that!” she encouraged. Nelson followed through, the tip of his tongue licking over Brooke’s clit before disappearing inside her again. He was rewarded for his efforts with a string of loud cries. Brooke rocked her hips faster against him. The wetness from her pussy mixed with Nelson’s spit, dripping down his chin. He loved how much of a mess she made him look.

When Nelson’s tongue returned to Brooke’s clit she moaned loudly. “Yes! Come on, Nelson, make me come, I want to come.” And Nelson definitely enjoyed giving Brooke just what she wanted. His tongue began to move faster, applying pressure just right until he could feel the way her body trembled above his.

The hand that Brooke didn’t have in his hair, went up to press against the wall so she could steady herself. Her orgasm came quick and hard. “Fuck!! Yes!” Brooke screamed. Nelson didn’t stop until she pushed his head back, softer moans replacing the loud screams.

Chest heaving, Nelson dragged in a breath, and then another, and another. His whole body felt warm, his pulse racing from the excitement of knowing how much Brooke had enjoyed using him. “God,” he breathed, tipping his head to look up at her. “You’re so fucking hot, baby. I love it when you ride my face.”

Nelson’s cock throbbed. Now that he wasn’t focused on Brooke, the desperation to have her touch him slammed back into his body. “I’m so hard for you, Brooke,” he said, his tone not quite pleading. “Please, let me keep making it up to you. Ride my cock, too. If you untie my hands, I’ll make you come again.”

Brooke slid down lower, running her tongue over Nelson’s lips so she could lick her own taste off them. Her hands, too, moved lower, nails scratching over Nelson’s sides. He moaned as her breasts pressed into him. He wanted nothing more than to touch her, to tug against those hardened nipples.

“You’re going to make me come with your hands still tied,” she told him. It wasn’t a question or a bargain. It was just a statement. This was what would happen.

Nelson’s hips bucked upward when Brooke’s pussy slid over his cock. She smirked at that. This was exactly what she had wanted. That somehow made all of this even hotter.

Reaching between them, Brooke led Nelson’s cock inside her. The noise that fell from him was almost animalistic. Her pussy felt so good. So hot and so wet, Nelson couldn’t stop himself from pushing into it more.

With the rope still around his balls, it felt like a mix of pain and pleasure all rolled up in one.

As his muscles flexed, his ass rubbed against the sheets once more, bringing a different kind of pain. Nelson could feel Brooke everywhere. He thrust his hips up, loving the way it made her breasts bounce. “Fuck, fuck, Brooke!” he cried. He tugged against the restraints, feeling the padded lining of the cuffs as he jerked against them. He narrowed his eyes, trying to focus on what Brooke had said. If he made her come like this, maybe, maybe, she would give him some release.

“Please, Brooke,” he begged. “Help me. Help me make it good. Tell me how you want it,” he urged, slowing his hips. He thrust up into the heat of Brooke’s pussy. He focused on the rhythm he knew she liked, wanting to build the pleasure up inside her until she couldn’t take it anymore.

Rather than touching herself and helping him make her come that way, Brooke leaned forward. The angle would let his cock rub against her clit more. That was the most she was going to give him. An opportunity.

Her moans began to come more steadily. Nelson whined at how good she looked. His cock in her pussy and her breasts bouncing at every thrust. Then, perhaps to help him even more, Brooke moved up a bit, her breasts directly above Nelson’s mouth.

“You can suck them,” she allowed.

Nelson didn’t waste any time. He pushed himself up as much as his bound hands would allow. He moaned at how good Brooke’s breasts felt as he pressed his face between them. Tenderly, he kissed over the soft skin. His tongue was hot and wet. He loved the way Brooke gasped when he teased just the tip around her nipple. Lapping delicately, Nelson carried on teasing her. He circled her nipple exactly the way he’d circled her clit earlier, knowing he was bringing back good memories.

He kept thrusting his hips up, his cock plunging in and out of Brooke’s soaked pussy. He shuddered as her muscles clenched around him. Finally, when Brooke was moaning almost continuously, he pursed his lips and sucked her nipple fully into his mouth. Brooke screamed. Nelson didn’t stop, pulling as hard as he could without hurting her, tugging at her nipple and letting her feel the slightest graze of teeth.

“Yeah, baby, just like that,” Brooke cried. Her hips began to slam down against Nelson harder and faster. His own moans were muffled by Brooke’s breast. He did his best to keep sucking on her nipple, making her cry out louder and louder. “Yes! Fuck!” Brooke screamed. Nelson felt the way her muscles tightened around him as she came.

He was certain he would’ve come then, too, if it wasn’t for the rope around his balls. It hurt almost too much. It was thrilling to know that Brooke was still in charge of deciding what happened next.

When she pulled back, getting off Nelson, he instantly whined at the loss of her. Brooke smirked at that. “Now, let’s try this again,” she said. “Are you going to touch yourself without my permission?”

Her tone so strict, Nelson felt it like a physical heat against his skin. “No, Brooke,” he answered, meeting her eyes so she could see that he genuinely meant it. “I promise. I won’t touch myself without your permission.” He wanted to give Brooke that. He wanted to show her that her punishment had worked.

“Please,” he added, pulling against the handcuffs. “Please, will you take the rope off?” It hurt, the friction a constant pain across Nelson’s nerve-endings. He loved it, loved how he couldn’t escape it without Brooke’s help. “I promise, I’ll be good,” he added, as an extra incentive.

“And if you’re not, next time the punishment will hurt a lot more,” she told him seriously. Nelson was too distracted by the idea that she’d take the rope off now to really worry about what might be next time. After this, he’d think about it. Right now, Nelson just wanted Brooke to touch him.

Brooke moved down, her hands much softer as they slid over Nelson’s legs. She reached for the rope, slow and careful at undoing it. Once free, Nelson groaned at how good it felt, the blood flow suddenly so sharp. “You’ve done well in taking the punishment,” Brooke told him, the first real praise she’d offered.

Bending down, Brooke pressed her lips against Nelson’s hip, kissing her way over to his cock. Her mouth felt amazing. Nelson’s knuckles whitened as he tried not to thrust his hips up seeking that sweet release.

“Fuck, Brooke,” he moaned. The pleasure and pain mingled together, so intense that Nelson struggled to form words. “Go slow,” he begged, “or tell me not to come. Something. Otherwise -” He didn’t even need to finish his sentence. Brooke brought her hands to Nelson’s hips, her weight pushing him down against the mattress. Nelson groaned in relief.

With his hands still cuffed to the bed, Nelson could only watch. Brooke’s mouth slid slowly down his cock. Her tongue swirled around the head, sending pulses of pleasure up into Nelson’s stomach. Not being able to move, knowing it was fully Brooke’s choice exactly how much she took him in, made it even hotter.

Brooke knew exactly what Nelson liked. Her mouth was so hot. Her tongue swirled around him again and she took him in even deeper. Her head bobbed up and down at increasing speed. Faster and faster, until the groans from Nelson all seemed to melt together.

Just as he was so close Nelson thought he’d have to beg to come, Brooke pulled back, smirking up at him. He wanted to come so badly, yet it was totally Brooke’s call. With his hands tied, Nelson couldn’t touch himself. Just as Brooke had wanted.

“Perhaps I’ll go for another shower now,” she hummed.

The idea made Nelson tug harder against the restraints, trying to sit up. He wanted to wrap his arms around Brooke, hold her close so she couldn’t leave. He couldn’t. From the way Brooke smirked at him, she knew he couldn’t. It made her look even more impossibly sexy.

“Fuck, you could,” Nelson agreed. “You could leave me here, with no idea how long another shower would take. You could touch yourself, so that I could hear you moaning. I wouldn’t be able to do anything about it.” He loved the idea of Brooke leaving him there, tied up for her to return to whenever she wanted.

Nelson’s eyes met Brooke’s. He tried to work out from her expression what was going on in her mind. “Do you want to?” he asked. “Would it make you hot to leave me here?”

She seemed to think about it, licking her lips as she took in the way Nelson looked. His legs were spread, his cock so desperately needy, hands cuffed. She nodded, making Nelson whine.

“I do want to,” Brooke decided. “I’m going to go make myself some coffee, maybe read a book, see how I feel,” she said with a smirk, brushing her fingers over Nelson’s leg. He wanted to beg her not to. He also wanted her to leave him like this. To only come back when she wanted. It was the punishment he deserved. Not being allowed to touch himself yet wanting to so badly.

Brooke didn’t bother with clothes. That was hot, too. She left the bedroom naked. Soon after, Nelson could hear the coffee machine downstairs come on.

Waiting was agony. Nelson needed to come so badly that it was all he could think about. His cock and balls throbbed with it, pounding relentlessly in time with Nelson’s heartbeat. Knowing Brooke was getting on with her own morning, without him, made the arousal so much more intense. Nelson wanted to know if she was thinking about him, if she was feeling as wound up as he was.

The smell of coffee floated up from downstairs. Nelson tried to count how long a cup of coffee would take to cool. It was impossible to even know how time was passing. He closed his eyes. That only brought him images of Brooke, naked and riding his cock for her own pleasure. Nelson groaned.

He could have shouted for Brooke to come back. He could have begged. Nelson didn’t know whether either would have helped. He bit his lip to keep himself quiet. He wanted this to be Brooke’s decision. Knowing that she would only come when she had decided he’d had enough was worth all the pain.

For long stretches of time, there was nothing to hear. Occasionally, Brooke would move, or he would hear her murmur something to herself.

Finally, after what felt like hours, Nelson heard her footsteps on the stairs.

“Are you still hard for me?” Brooke asked when she appeared in the door. She was still naked. If Nelson hadn’t still been hard, that definitely would’ve helped to get him there. “Have you been waiting?” she teased. Nelson was so eager to have her touch him that when she did, he cried out loudly. Having been starved of touch now made all the touches so much more.

She traced her fingers up his arms, leaning in to press a kiss against Nelson’s wrist, just before the cuffs. “I’m going to untie you now,” she told him. “And then you’re going to show me how sorry you are about misbehaving.”

Nelson nodded sharply. He had to consciously remind himself that pulling against the cuffs wouldn’t speed things up. He made an effort to be patient. “I will,” he agreed. “I’ll do anything you want me to, Brooke.” His breath came in shallow gasps, broken by a moan when the cuffs finally clicked free.

His hands were on Brooke before either of them could blink. Nelson ran his palm over her side, up to cup her breast. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. “You are so incredible, Brooke. All I could think about was you, the whole time you were gone.”

He tugged, pleased when Brooke let him pull her closer. “What do you want?” he asked, barely pulling back enough to speak. “What can I do for you?”

She laughed at that. The sound was so delightful. Nelson loved hearing it and it made him want to do just as Brooke wanted. Her hands stroked over Nelson’s back and then lower to his ass, teasing over the marks the whip had left there earlier.

“Flip me over and fuck me,” she told Nelson. “I want you to fuck me as hard as you can.” They both knew that after how long Nelson had been wanting to come, he wouldn’t last very long. But then, Brooke hadn’t asked him to.

His body surged up under hers, easily flipping Brooke to the bed. He kissed her, teeth catching her lower lip and sucking it into his mouth. As much as Nelson wanted to immediately bury himself in Brooke’s tight heat, he made himself wait. He circled his tongue around each of Brooke’s nipples, then licked a stripe all the way down to her belly button.

Brooke parted her legs, inviting Nelson to carry on. He kept going, sliding lower and lower until he could lap at Brooke’s pussy. Despite the break, she was wet for him. The taste of her danced across Nelson’s tongue, making him groan his appreciation.

Finally, Nelson kissed his way back up Brooke’s body. He pressed his cock against her, teasing her for just a moment before he thrust. He plunged into her wet folds, crying out at how fucking amazing she felt.

Nelson didn’t wait. He fucked Brooke hard, just as she’d instructed. His hands dropped to her hips, hitching her ass up so he could pound into her even more deeply.

“Fuck, yes, yes!” Brooke’s cries surrounded them. She rocked back, meeting each of Nelson’s thrusts. “Harder, baby, fuck me as hard as you can,” she encouraged. Nelson’s hips slammed forward, his hard cock driving inside Brooke’s wet pussy with such force that it knocked the breath out of her.

Her body moved under his, the bed shaking the harder Nelson fucked her. Brooke’s screams sounded amazing. The way she moved against him was quickly pushing Nelson closer and closer to the edge of climax.

“I want you to come,” Brooke moaned. “Fill me up, show me how much you want to!”

Nelson really, really did. His hands tightened against Brooke’s ass, crashing their bodies together. One last thrust was enough to send Nelson straight over the edge. He screamed Brooke’s name. The orgasm tore through him like nothing Nelson had ever experienced. His balls throbbed with pleasure and relief as his cum flooded Brooke’s pussy.

It seemed to last forever. Brooke’s legs wrapped around his hips, her body rocking gently through the throes of Nelson’s orgasm. He could hear the wet noises their bodies made as they slowed. Every jet of cum took a little more of Nelson’s strength, until he had to lower his body to the bed, one arm still thrown over Brooke’s waist.

“Fuuuck,” he breathed, turning his head to brush his lips against Brooke’s shoulder. “That was amazing, babe. I hope you don’t expect me to move.”

The laugh that Brooke gave in response was like music to Nelson’s ears. She stroked her hand over his back, a gentle touch as he curled into her side. It felt so good to be able to just touch her, to relax against Brooke’s naked body and pull her in closer.

“You don’t have to move,” she promised. “But I hope you’ll rethink disobeying me and touching yourself next time,” she hummed. It would be easy to remember this. Nelson just wasn’t sure it was the sort of discouragement Brooke had intended it to be. Or maybe this was exactly what she had intended it to be.


Desperate for Pain

Every domme at Jake’s first sex party looked like she’d walked right out of a wet dream. He stood by one of the windows, swallowing hard as his gaze swept across the large living room. A woman in a leather corset lashed a whip casually against her thigh-high boot. Another tickled the end of a riding crop against her sub’s bare ass.

The woman at the very heart of Jake’s attention stood perfectly still. She was the center of a circle of men, all on their knees. Every one was begging for her attention. Using her cane as a pointer, she indicated for one of the men to rise.

He held out his hand, the muscles in his back stiff with barely-concealed tension. The cane whistled through the air, striking his palm with a noise like a gunshot. Jake’s cock hardened so fast that he didn’t even have time to notice the yelp of pain before it was bitten off. The sub fell back into the circle, his eyes shining.

Jake wanted nothing more than to be the man she picked next.

He bided his time, watching as she amused herself. His pulse raced with every new lift of the cane. She delivered blows to each of the men in turn until they’d had enough. When she was finally alone, Jake strode forward.

His tight shirt highlighted the muscles in his chest, while his smart slacks allowed him to go easily to his knees.

“It seems like no one’s had the stamina to match you, yet,” he said, smirking up at the beautiful domme’s stocking-clad thighs. “I bet I can change that.”

She tilted her head curiously, like Jake was a creature to be inspected before she made any decisions about him. “You’ve been watching me,” the domme observed. Her eyes travelled down Jake’s body to the visible line of his cock, hard against his pants. She smirked. “And enjoying yourself.” Which, yeah, Jake definitely had.

“And how exactly do you imagine you might be what I’m looking for...” she let that drift off, giving enough pause for Jake to give her his name. “Jake,” she repeated. It sounded so fucking sexy on her tongue. “I’m Belle,” she told him. “But you can call me Mistress.” Jake had to swallow at that. He’d never met a woman who’d let him call her Mistress.

“Yes, Mistress.” The words sent a frisson of energy along Jake’s spine. For years he’d been observing the BDSM scene. He’d had girlfriends who were willing to play the part, but none who’d really known what they were doing. Putting on a pair of heels and smacking his ass a few times wasn’t enough.

Jake wanted more. Belle looked like she could certainly deliver. Slowly, Jake ran his tongue along his lower lip. Under his calm, confident exterior, the wheels were turning frantically. He wanted to show Belle that he knew what he was doing. He didn’t want her going easy on him because he was new.

“I don’t get distracted by pain,” he said. “I won’t let it put me off serving you the way that you deserve.”

The way Belle hummed didn't really tell Jake if that was enough. But she hadn’t told him to fuck off yet. He took that as a good sign. Raising the cane in her hand, Belle dragged it over Jake’s shoulders and down his chest. His breath caught. Even the image of her hitting him with it was so hot. Finally, she pressed the very end against his cock, making Jake whimper with need.

“So you like pain,” Belle observed. Jake nodded eagerly. Yeah, yeah he did. He so wanted her to bring him pain. “What will you do to earn it?” she asked, pulling the cane away and teasing it back up over his shirt.

Jake’s gaze dropped from Belle’s piercing stare to the full, round breasts that were barely contained by her shirt. The lace pattern of her bra was just visible through the sheer fabric. Jake longed to run his tongue along it, drench the fabric over her nipple, then nip and suck until he showed Belle why she should play with him above everyone else.

“I’ll make you come with my mouth,” Jake offered. He knew he had skills. None of his girlfriends had been able to resist for long, not once Jake got his tongue between their legs. “Or with my mouth and my hands. I’ll worship your pussy and your breasts, if that’s what you want.” Anything, as long as Belle agreed to play.

“I suppose I am willing to see how good you are,” Belle commented. “And if you’re good enough, you will earn me hitting you.” It was very different than any experience Jake had had before. He’d had to beg his girlfriends to hurt him; the idea of earning that was novel. He felt both willing and able to work for that. He wanted to work for it.

Walking to one side, Belle sat down in the armchair in the corner. It had high sides, but left plenty of room for her. From where she was sitting, Belle could see across the room easily. “Go on then,” she told Jake, parting her legs slightly. “Just your mouth. I will tell you if I also want to experience your hands.”

Her voice dripped with authority. Jake was glad he was already on his knees. He wasn’t convinced they would have held him upright as lust spiraled through him. Without taking his eyes from Belle’s gorgeous curves, Jake crawled across the floor towards her. He could feel her gaze, appraising and assessing every movement.

Dipping his head, Jake pressed a kiss against the toe of one shiny stiletto. He didn’t linger. Impatience spurred him on. He ran his hands roughly up the outsides of Belle’s calves, over her knees until he reached the hem of her skirt. Pushing it up, his cock jerked against his zipper at the sight of Belle’s bare pussy. He shouldn’t have been surprised. The way his mouth immediately watered caught him off-guard.

He hurried to drop his head between Belle’s thighs. Hot, wet kisses scattered the soft skin there as Jake made his way higher. He flicked his tongue out, moaning at his first taste of Belle. She leaned back, making just enough room for Jake to go to work. He licked eagerly, gathering her liquids and swallowing them down like nectar.

Knowing that they were out in the open, with anyone who wanted to watching? It sent spikes of pleasure straight to Jake’s cock. His tongue lapped over Belle’s heat faster. When she rewarded him with the first of her moans, Jake considered it an achievement. Pleasing a stranger like this, so publically, was hotter than Jake could’ve imagined.

If he did it just right, he might see even bigger rewards.

“Go faster,” Belle instructed. One of her hands came down to tug against Jake’s hair. She wasn’t gentle, tugging hard enough to make pain soar through him. Jake groaned, the sound vibrating against Belle’s pussy. He followed her instructions, lapping faster to tease more moans out of her.

Belle moaned even louder. It must be drawing attention to them. Jake loved the idea that people could see him like this, on his knees and giving a woman so much pleasure. It was exactly what he had dreamed of.

Except that Jake still wanted it to hurt. The cane rested against Belle’s thigh, ignored. Jake could sense it, his attention drawn back to it every time Belle loosened her grip enough for Jake to take a breath.

Feeling bold, Jake slid his palm along Belle’s thigh. Without waiting for permission, he sank two fingers into Belle’s tight heat. Her pussy was so wet! Jake’s fingers slid in easily. He thrust them hard, his lips pursing around Belle’s clit to intensify the feeling.

If he had hoped that she might use the cane to punish him for such a naughty action, Jake was thoroughly disappointed. The speed at which Belle pushed him off her was startling. “Did I tell you to use your hands?” she asked. It wasn’t quite a bark, but Jake still felt it roll down his bones.

“I am not interested in this sort of bratty behavior,” Belle informed him. “If you want to earn punishment, I can work with that. I won’t dish it out just because you feel like misbehaving is going to get you somewhere.”

Leaning back into the chair, Belle gave Jake a serious look. “Are you going to misbehave or are you going to follow instructions?”

The fire in Belle’s eyes burned so brightly, drawing Jake in. He shifted forward, trying to find a position where his cock didn’t ache with how badly he needed to feel Belle’s cane against his skin. He bit back a groan. Belle looked incredible. Jake wanted to make her feel good, to hear how loud he could make her. He wanted the sharp sting of the cane just as much.

“I’ll follow instructions,” he said, making his voice sound eager and submissive. If being obedient was what it took to earn the reward he wanted, Jake could do that. He pulled his hands back, bracing them against the sides of Belle’s chair. He gripped the hard wood, determined not to give in to the temptation of touching her.

Glancing up, Jake hesitated. “Can I put my mouth back on you?” he asked. “Can I show you that I’ll be good?”

“Yes,” she confirmed. “But if you don’t follow instructions again, there will be no rewards or punishments.” She sounded very certain. Jake knew better than to push his luck. He was determined to show Belle that he could do just as she told him to without straying. He returned his mouth between her legs, tongue lapping against Belle’s wetness even more energetically.

Jake circled her clit, getting louder and louder moans in response from Belle. He let that wash over him, focused on it. Making sure that Belle enjoyed herself was easy to immerse himself in. Especially when Jake felt the way her body trembled under his touch.

“Use your hands now,” Belle instructed.

Releasing his grip on the chair, Jake brought a hand up, sliding a finger into Belle’s tight heat. Her moan rang in Jake’s ears, easily blotting out any other thoughts. He thrust into her, fucking her with first one finger, then two. All the while, he kept teasing her clit. His tongue alternated gentle licks and harder pressure, keeping Belle’s grip in Jake’s hair tight.

Twisting his wrist, Jake crooked his fingers inside Belle’s pussy, exploring. He kept thrusting, seeking out new territory with every inward stroke. Finally, he felt Belle’s thighs tighten either side of his ears and knew he’d found the right spot. He kept up a gentle pressure on it, pursing his lips to suckle at Belle’s clit.

She hadn’t told Jake to make her come. He worked hard, trying to keep her balanced as close to that edge as possible without tipping her over. Not until she gave the command.

From both the tension in her muscles and the sounds she made, Jake knew that Belle was close. When she finally gave him the order to push her over that sweet edge, he began licking faster, his fingers moving with even more determination - if that was possible.

“Oh fuck!” Belle cried from above him. Jake felt the way her pussy tightened around his fingers. He licked against Belle’s clit until the last throes of her orgasm, until she pushed him back - gently this time. His face must’ve been covered in her liquids, but Jake didn’t care. He watched the amazing post-orgasmic glow spread across Belle’s chest with pride. He had caused that.

When she regained her breath, Belle gave Jake a smile. “You did well,” she praised. He was surprised by just how good that praise felt. “Come on then,” she told him, standing up. When he tried to stand, though, Belle placed a hand against Jake’s shoulder. “No, don’t stand, I want you to crawl.”

Unbidden heat spread across Jake’s cheeks. Even though he’d been on his knees making Belle come, it felt so different to actually crawl after her. As if he didn’t even deserve to stand! The thought shouldn’t have made his cock twitch eagerly, but it did. He moved slowly at first, keeping his head down so he didn’t see the people watching.

Belle didn’t slow to accommodate him. She walked ahead, without even looking back, clearly expecting Jake to keep up. As he crawled faster, he felt the ache in his cock get stronger with every step.

Leading the way to one of the private rooms, Belle waited by the door until Jake had crawled through it. She closed it behind him with a soft click. Jake took an easier breath, feeling anticipation tighten in his stomach.

This was what Jake’s whole night had been leading up to. His gaze drank in the way Belle stood, the cane still firmly gripped in one manicured hand. Jake swallowed, waiting.

“So you want pain,” she commented. “What are your hard limits?” Belle’s question made Jake frown. He didn’t know what that meant. His confusion seemed to be enough of an answer. “Alright.” She nodded. “I’ll see how far I can push you, but I will not draw blood.” Jake hadn’t considered that blood might be an option. Maybe he would want that, but it seemed fine for the first time not to get pushed that far.

He watched as Belle moved across the room, bringing forward a stool for him to kneel on. “Take off your clothes,” she instructed. “All of them. You may stand for that.” The instructions were so clear; Jake couldn’t imagine not following them

Belle had clearly done this before. That, above everything else, was why Jake had chosen her. He wanted someone who knew what they were doing. Someone who didn’t need to ask him whether they should spank his ass or not. None of Jake’s girlfriends had ever taken the initiative. Coming to a sex party was finally give him the chance to indulge in real pain.

He stood up, tongue darting over his lips. Belle tapped the cane against the stool, impatience obvious in every gesture. It spurred Jake to strip quickly, efficiently. He let the clothes fall to the floor in a heap. He only slowed when he’d stripped down to his boxers. He inched the material down his hips. He knew his cock was impressive; he wanted to show it off.

Finally, with the air of the room caressing his bare skin, he settled with his knees against the stool. Bending over, making his ass such a vulnerable target, added fuel to the lust already roaring in his veins.

The anticipation built inside of Jake so quickly that his breath caught. He glanced over his shoulder, then looked away just as fast. He didn’t want to see the cane coming. He just wanted to feel it. And he didn’t have to wait long! The first blow of it landed half across his back and half across his ass.

A sharp pain rushed through Jake’s veins. He gave a low groan. Even this one blow felt so much more intense than any of his exes had managed in their attempts to give him what he asked for. The second blow landed more against Jake’s ass. His hips bucked forward. This time, when he groaned, there was a soft moan from Belle, too.

The sound sent a pulse of arousal through Jake, so startling and hot that he nearly lost his balance. He glanced over his shoulder, eyes widening at the look on Belle’s face. Her commanding presence hadn’t changed. The sight of her still had Jake willing to fall to his knees. But there was something new in her expression.

“You’re enjoying this,” Jake breathed, feeling as though all the air had been knocked from his lungs. Fuck, the fact that Belle liked hitting him made everything feel so much more intense. Jake flexed his fingers, gripping the sides of the stool hard. A shudder traveled across his spine as he let his head fall forward once more. “Please,” he said, voice quiet. “Do it again.”

She did, sending another shock of pain through Jake. “I do enjoy it,” Belle commented almost casually. “Being in charge of how you feel, it’s a good feeling for me.” Jake really hadn’t considered that. For him, it was the opposite. She struck him once more, this time across his back.

“Give into the pain,” Belle said. “Let me show you how much further I can take it.” The cane stroked over his back gently. The sudden mix between the pain and the pleasure was amazing. Jake whimpered, nodding in agreement. He had no idea how to truly do what Belle asked, but he was more than willing to give it a go.

Even from the few strokes Belle had already delivered, Jake’s back and ass felt like they were on fire. Heat seared through the skin, raising Jake’s temperature from the outside in. The air of the room felt cool in comparison, brushing against Jake’s awareness. Consciously, he loosened the grip of his fingers, tried to relax his muscles into submission and obedience.

Slowly, he exhaled. The pain danced across his skin. Jake wasn’t sure what it would mean to give in to it. He knew that he wanted more. He wanted Belle to moan again. Moan just from hitting him, from the sight of his ass and the sounds that he made.

He groaned, pushing his ass back against nothing, so eager for it. “I feel - fuck.” Words had fled. Jake’s mind was empty of everything except sensation. “It hurts, but it’s good.”

“I bet you do,” Belle drew out, her tone so sultry that if Jake’s cock hadn’t already been rock hard, it would’ve gotten there in seconds. She didn’t hesitate to deliver another blow against his ass. It stung, much more than the previous ones had. Jake could feel the way it crisscrossed with the marks already there. It left Jake feeling so sensitive. And yet, it was still pleasure over pain that he was feeling.

That wasn’t for long! In quick succession, Belle hit twice more against his ass. The sharpness of pain that had turned into pleasure in Jake’s body changed, replaced by pain with an undercurrent of pleasure. His groan mixed with a whine.

Yet, that didn’t discourage Belle.

She hit him again and again, until the pain was far more prominent than any pleasure. Jake felt the tears spring to his eyes, his hands gripping the bed in front of him so hard his knuckles whitened.

“Tell me how it feels,” Belle instructed.

The first noise to escape Jake’s mouth was a low sob. He should have felt embarrassed. Sex was supposed to be about pleasure! But here was Jake, getting off on the sheer intensity of the pain. None of Jake’s girlfriends had ever been able to give him this! The fact that Belle could, that Belle wanted to, made Jake feel as though his brain was melting into pure feeling.

He glanced over his shoulder again, drinking in the sight of Belle. She barely even looked winded. It was as if taking Jake closer to the barrier between pleasure and pain than he’d ever been was a walk in the park.

“Impressed,” he groaned. That startled a laugh out of Belle. Jake’s chest swelled with pride. He’d promised that he wouldn’t be distracted by the pain. He was starting to see how that might have been too grand a promise.

Sensing that Belle wanted more words, Jake tried to force his mind into the right shapes. “It feels… sharp. And not just in my ass. I can feel it everywhere. Feel you everywhere.”

His toes curled where they were suspended over the floor. “Is that what you want me to feel?”

“I want you to feel whatever you feel,” Belle answered easily. It surprised Jake. It would be easier to focus on how she wanted him to feel. The idea that Belle just wanted him to feel was novel. She dragged the tip of the cane over the streaks she’d already left on Jake’s skin.

Then, she brought it down sharply once more, making Jake scream. “Good boy,” Belle praised. That, too, felt amazing. To have her praise him for taking it, for letting her hurt him. Jake was shocked at how easily his mind gave in to that. “Five more. I want you to count,” she told him. When the cane landed, it truly hurt, pain chasing away any remnants of pleasure.

Jake’s knuckles creaked from how tight he gripped the bed. “One,” he breathed, voice shaking slightly. Every muscle tensed, trying to prepare for that same all-encompassing sting of pain. It didn’t come. Not immediately. Belle’s tongue darted over her lips as she surveyed the mess of red streaks across Jake’s back and ass.

He loved the idea that she might like it. That the sight of him, his patience and obedience, might be making Belle hot. It was something he’d never even know he was allowed to hope for.

The pain ebbed. Slowly, it muted from a white-hot fire to a dull ache. Even that was more pain than Jake’s girlfriends had been able to give him.

“I’m ready,” Jake urged. “I can take another one.”

“You can,” Belle drew out. Jake could hear the pride in her voice. Like she was proud of just how well he could take the pain. It shocked him how good that felt. He’d never pleased anyone with wanting to be hurt. That sense of amazement mixed with how sharp Belle’s next blow was. It cut across Jake’s skin but not into it. Belle had said she wouldn’t do that.

She waited for Jake to breathe out a deep ‘two’ before she hit him again. It was almost too much. The pain was instantly so sharp! But the afterglow felt like everything Jake had dreamed of.

“Only two more,” Belle commented. Jake appreciated that she didn’t ask him if he could take it.

His chest heaved with every breath. Sex had never felt like this - and Belle hadn’t even touched Jake’s cock. He realized with a start that he didn’t care whether she did or not. Her self-control and her ability had already brought Jake more pleasure than he could have hoped for.

“Will you let me do something for you, after that?” Jake asked. “I want to. I want to make you feel good.” Jake knew he’d already made Belle come once, but that had been a test. This, if Belle allowed him, would be something that Jake did for her, to serve her. Simply because he wanted to.

“Oh, I will insist on it,” Belle answered. That sent a very different kind of thrill down Jake’s spine. The pain still radiated from the marks she’d left against his skin. It joined this new, excited feeling perfectly. And there were still two more blows to go!

The cane came down against him again. It was just as sharp, reaching the bits of skin still unmarked. Jake cried out in pain before managing a strained ‘four’. He was almost glad there was only one more to go. Equally, Jake was curious about how much more there could be. He’d have to beg Belle to consider showing him. But first, there was one more hit yet to come.

Knowing it was the last one, Jake prepared himself, focusing on the sting of pain as much as he could. Belle finished by lashing the cane across his ass, no doubt leaving a mark that would sting for days. The last, pained, ‘five’ left Jake’s lips as he sagged against the stool.

“Good boy, good boy,” Belle praised. “Now, go lie down on the bed. On your back.”

Jake’s ass and back throbbed with pain. It was hard to even know how to get up. But Belle expected it of him. Jake wanted to please her, to do whatever it was that she ordered. He’d never felt so completely willing to hand himself over to another person’s control.

Belle made it feel safe, in a way Jake hadn’t even known that it could. He pushed himself upright on trembling legs. A glance at Belle revealed her watching him, her eyes clouded with a desire so fierce it almost sent Jake swooning to the floor.

He took the few steps towards the bed, turning so he could keep his eyes fixed on Belle. “Fuck, you look good.” Belle had looked good before; something about her expression now was even more alluring.

Jake had to will himself to actually rest his sensitive ass against the sheets. They rubbed against the marks Belle had left, distracting Jake with a whole new wave of pain.

“What can I do for you, Mistress?” Jake asked. This time, he didn’t need to try to have his voice come out submissive and eager.

“Watch me,” she answered. There was a playfulness to her tone. Jake was so turned on, his hard cock bouncing against his stomach. Jake doubted he could’ve pulled his eyes away from Belle even if he tried. Not that he planned to. She was stunning, still wearing the black leather dress that hugged her curves perfectly.

Belle’s hand traveled over the material until her fingers reached the zipper resting just between her breasts. She hooked her finger into the loop, sliding it down slowly. As the dress parted, it let her breasts spill out. Jake’s breath caught in his throat. If she was stunning with the dress on, she was absolutely fantastic without it.

The dress opened fully, revealing Belle’s beautifully tanned body underneath. She slid the leather off easily, letting it drop to the floor. The heels stayed on as she walked to the bed. “I will ride you,” she informed Jake. “And if it pleases me, I might consider letting you come.”

A wordless groan poured from Jake’s throat almost unbidden. His hands came up instinctively, wanting to frame the narrow curve of Belle’s waist. Shifting forward eagerly, he rubbed the cane marks on his back and ass against the sheet. Jake hissed at the pain, but he didn’t fall back. He wanted it to hurt.

“Can I touch you?” he asked, his hands hovering, not quite making contact. Belle’s smooth, tanned skin was so tempting. Jake wanted to cup her breasts, to roll her dark nipples between his fingers. He wanted to feel how wet she was from hurting him.

But not without her permission. Jake was starting to understand that, now. Giving control over to Belle was different than he had expected - but the rewards were so much greater! “Please, tell me how you like to be touched,” Jake begged.

“You may touch me,” Belle allowed as she crawled up over Jake’s body. She took one of his hands leading it to her side. “I like being touched like you’ve never touched anyone as hot as me,” she told him with a smirk. That was definitely something Jake could achieve. Belle was so fucking hot both in appearance but so much in her attitude. Her hand still holding his led it up to her breasts, pressing Jake’s palm against one of them.

He moaned at how hard her nipple was, wanting nothing more than to suck it between his lips and tease his tongue over it. “Go on,” Belle told him, the smirk still playing across her mouth. Eagerly, Jake reached up. His lips captured the nipple not against his fingers. The soft moan that Belle gave in response was the best reward in the world.

Straddling Jake’s hips, Belle moved her hands down to his chest. Her nails scratched over it - lightly enough not to leave marks but hard enough to leave a trace of pain in their wake. “Put your cock in me,” Belle demanded, lowering herself enough for the tip of Jake’s cock to feel how wet she was already.

Nothing Jake had ever imagined had felt as hot as this was. His brain short-circuited, unable to process so many different sensations at once. It should have made Jake’s thoughts race.

Instead, Jake’s focus narrowed. Belle absorbed all of his attention. Her body, her orders. It was easy to do exactly as she had asked. Jake wrapped the fingers of one hand around his cock. “Ahhh!” Pleasure exploded through Jake’s system. He’d neglected his dick for so long, every touch felt more intense than ever before.

Slowly, Jake pushed up, burying his cock in the unbelievably tight heat of Belle’s pussy. Her muscles clung to him, squeezing with the rhythm of Belle’s movements. “Fuuuuck,” Jake groaned. “It feels incredible.”

He wanted - needed - to give Belle as much pleasure in return. His lips pursed against her nipple, bringing the tight bud further into the warmth of his mouth. Jake circled his tongue around it, making sure to lap at it from every angle.

The way Belle cried out, her voice echoing around them, was mesmerizing. Like a siren’s song, it drew Jake in. With his mouth back against Belle’s breast, Jake used one hand to play with Belle’s unattended nipple. He couldn’t help but give a muffled groan when she began moving. Not only did her hot pussy feel amazing around his cock, tight and wet, but every time Belle came down, she pressed Jake’s sore ass against the mattress.

With the friction that the action caused, the streaks Belle had left against his skin with the cane sent shivers of pain through Jake. It was so hard not to just give into the pleasure! Yet Belle’s wants were easy to focus on. This was like no experience Jake had ever had. The pain mixed so beautifully with pleasure.

Even in the past, when he’d asked his girlfriends to hurt him, none had done this. Riding Jake like this and forcing the marks to send wave after wave of fresh pain through him to join the sensation of Belle’s tightness around him.

The harder Belle rocked, the more Jake felt himself letting go. Belle was in charge of making him feel exactly the way she wanted him to feel. The crests of pleasure and pain, the way they crashed together and sent unexpected tremors through Jake’s body, were all Belle’s doing.

All Jake had to do was let the feeling carry him. He gave himself over to it, his mind quieting until all his thoughts were focused on Belle. Lightly, carefully, he grazed his teeth across her nipple. She moaned a long ‘ohhh’ of satisfaction. The sound chimed through Jake’s body, adding to his pleasure.

As soon as Belle caught her breath, Jake did it again. He bit down gently, following his teeth with a hot, wet stroke of his tongue. In response to a shift of Belle’s body, he moved his mouth across to her other breast, sucking that nipple hard into his mouth.

She increased the speed at which she was riding him. Rather than concentrating on that, Jake found himself more interested in Belle’s pleasure. He had expected it to be his pleasure that dominated, but knowing how good he could make Belle feel felt so much more important.

With a hand against his shoulder, Belle pushed Jake down against the mattress. It meant he had to stop sucking Belle’s breasts. In turn, Jake got to watch them bounce as Belle rode him harder. All of his attention was on her, his muscles tensing as his hands settled against her hips. She was so fucking stunning! Her cries of pleasure washed over them.

“Use your fingers to make me come,” Belle told him. “Come on! Be a good boy for me!”

The words sent a wave of heat crashing over Jake’s body. Fuck. He had never wanted to be good for a woman before. He’d never felt that her praise and her pleasure were more important than his own. Belle made it easy. Jake’s fingers tightened against her hip, nails catching against her skin as he let her dictate the pace at which she slammed down against him.

“Yeah,” he breathed. One hand slid down, across Belle’s ass. The other teased against her pussy. His fingertips slid through her wetness, brushing against his own cock. The shock of sensation didn’t distract him. Jake closed his eyes, letting Belle’s moans and the movements of her body be his guide. He remembered what she’d liked before, tried to repeat the same techniques.

He was rewarded by her muscles tightening, a wild cry tearing from Belle’s lips. The sound only made Jake hungrier. He wanted more. Not more pleasure for himself, but for Belle. “Is it good?” he asked. “More? I’ll do what you want. Anything you want.”

“Yeah, just like that,” Belle encouraged. “Move your fingers against my clit. Yeah, come on! That’s good, go on.” Her words spurred Jake on. He did just as he was told. The way Belle’s loud cries increased, he knew he was doing a good job. And if he hadn’t, Belle’s words would’ve told him so. Jake concentrated on not changing what he was doing. He could feel her body tighten, her pussy was so hot. Belle began to slam her hips down even faster.

His own breath caught in his throat. Jake knew he wouldn’t last long. He had to make her come first. His mouth reached up to catch one of Belle’s nipples between his lips again, sucking hard. It seemed to be the missing touch. Belle screamed as she came.

“Fuck! Yes, yes yes!” she chanted. “Come on, join me, fill me up! I want you to come inside me!”

Jake’s hips bucked immediately off the bed. He brought his hands to Belle’s ass, gripping tight as he pulled her body down against his. She rode him through her orgasm, her pussy tightening. Jake fucked up into her, using all his strength. He drove his cock deep into her pussy. Once, twice, and then one last time.

Jake roared as he came. The world vanished, disappearing into a haze of pure sensation. It was all Jake could do to hang on. He tugged Belle’s body against his, feeling the brush of her breasts against his chest.

The cane lines across his back burned hot against the sheets, pain combining with the pleasure as it washed through Jake’s whole body. His ribs heaved as he tried to suck in enough oxygen.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “I’ve never come that hard. I didn’t know it was possible!”

Belle’s breath was coming in equally harsh intervals until she slid off Jake, licking her lips as she took in how he looked. Jake was sure he looked thoroughly-fucked. It was certainly how he felt. Belle stroked a hand over his leg. “You did very well,” she praised. “I want you to roll over now,” she told him.

The request surprised Jake. He followed it nonetheless. Over his shoulder, he watched as Belle moved towards one of the cupboards in the room. She returned with a tube of cream. “It’s for your bruises,” she explained. “I haven’t cut the skin, but this will help them heal better.”

Crawling back on the bed, Belle straddled the back of Jake’s legs. He gave a soft moan at how good the position felt. It instantly filled his head with a whole new set of thoughts.

His mouth went dry as he imagined Belle’s hands working over his back, brushing teasingly against his ass. If he hadn’t been so sore, he might have worked up the nerve to ask Belle if she were into other kinds of domination.

Her hand stroked the cream over Jake’s back, her touch cool and comforting. It grounded Jake, bringing him back to himself in a way he hadn’t realized he needed.

“You were amazing, Mistress.” He groaned as Belle’s strong hands pushed a groan out from deep within his chest. “It’s never been like that with anyone else.”

Jake wanted to know whether they could do this again. Or something different. Anything, he realized, for as long as he got to see Belle pleased with him and satisfied. “Is there anything else I can do for you?”

“Not tonight,” Belle answered. Jake swallowed his disappointment. Especially since there was an implication that he could do more for Belle another day. Or so he hoped. Her fingers were soft as they worked over the lines until she finally set the cream aside. “I’ll give you my number. I want you to let me know how you get on,” she told him before getting off Jake.

He watched as she walked to pick her dress back up, pulling the zipper up as slowly as she’d brought it down. It made Jake’s breath catch. She looked so good, the black leather suiting Belle so well.

“And,” Belle added, the corners of her lips turning up into a smirk. “You are welcome to ask me to play with you again.”

“I will,” Jake agreed. The words slipped from his mouth without a second’s hesitation. He’d had a taste of what it was like to submit to someone who truly wanted a man to serve her. Jake knew it wouldn’t be long before he wanted that again. Needed that again.

Getting to his feet, Jake retrieved his clothes. He dressed gingerly, loving the way every movement reminded him of Belle’s cane or the feel of her hands. She took down his number, then gave Jake hers once he’d made himself presentable.

“Thank you, Mistress,” Jake said. The gratitude that flooded his voice was heartfelt. This night had been more than Jake had ever known he wanted.

As he walked out, Jake lingered, gaze drawn to the other dominant women. This time, he didn’t just see the whips in their hands and the collars around the necks of their submissives.

He saw something he hadn’t known to look for in their expressions. The women took responsibility, balancing what their submissives wanted with what they could handle. The men, by contrast, looked at peace.

Even the men who writhed in pain, or had their jaws spread wide around a gag. Every one of them looked serene.

That, Jake realized, was what he had been looking for.

It was what Belle had given him. Even without Jake knowing it was something that he wanted.

He could hardly wait to see what Belle would do to him next time he chose to submit to her.


Claiming the Rockstar

Raquel had been a fan of the Ice Cold Reapers since very early in their career. She’d encountered them on the club scene first, their music standing out to her as something special. Since then, the band had grown hugely, with their most recent single sitting comfortably at the top of the charts for weeks now.

As a fan, it was exciting for Raquel to see, even if the ticket prices for their shows had definitely gone up. Still, she didn’t mind, not when it meant they kept producing such amazing music.

What Raquel hadn’t expected was for her Friday night to lead to her being chatted up in a club by Penn Black, the lead singer of Ice Cold Reapers. She recognized him straight away. Penn still introduced himself as Raquel smiled back.

The truth was, as much as she enjoyed the prospect of banging one of her favorite musicians, Raquel had also seen Penn hit on a lot of women over the years. She didn’t think the sort of things she was interested in were what Penn was looking for.

“I’m flattered,” Raquel said. “I really am. I’ve been a fan of your band since you played Ruby’s in Seattle, but... I think the sort of things I’m into might not quite float your boat.” It was, of course, a guess. Truthfully, Raquel was confident that most men could enjoy a female-dominated encounter but...

The type of bravado that came with Penn’s demeanor didn’t scream submissive.

What she hadn’t accounted for was how much Penn would take her words as a challenge.

“You can’t feed a man a line like that and not follow up,” Penn chided. “Would you leave me in suspense forever, wondering what it is that you’re into?” When he put it like that, Raquel could see his point.

The idea of always being a woman of mystery, especially to a man she’d admired for so many years, held a definite appeal.

“What makes you so sure you know what floats my boat, anyway?” Penn challenged.

That was a fair question. Raquel thought about what the answer was. She loved a good sub and it was true that you couldn’t necessarily tell what made a good sub just from interacting with someone in the vanilla way. Still, from what Raquel had seen of Penn, she wasn’t convinced submission was quite his style.

“I’ve seen the way you hit on women. Hell, I’m feeling the way you hit on women,” Raquel said, grinning at Penn. There was no reason to pretend that he wasn’t interested in her. “Your approach is very... dominant.” That, Raquel felt, was a pretty accurate description of how she saw Penn with women.

And, being dominated - or even just having vanilla sex - was not something Raquel was interested in.

“I don’t do submitting,” she shrugged.

Penn raised one dark eyebrow. But he didn’t back down. If anything, that proved Raquel’s point. Penn’s posture, the way he leaned towards her, sure of an eager audience for whatever he might say next, was that of a man who was used to being listened to.

“You don’t do submitting,” Penn repeated, tongue darting out as if he could taste the words leaving his lips. “But I didn’t ask you to submit.” He hadn’t. Not directly. Raquel felt that it had been implied.

Shifting his weight, Penn rested one muscled forearm against the bar. “What do you do instead, then?”

Raquel almost laughed at the question. The answer should be pretty obvious, but maybe because of the sort of experiences Penn had had, he didn’t consider what the opposite of her not submitting might be.

Moving in closer, Raquel lifted a hand to brush it down from Penn’s shoulder, over his arm and then let her fingers wrap around his wrist. The grasp wasn’t tight but it was definitely noticeable. With her body just inches away, Raquel’s breath brushed Penn’s ear as she whispered.

“I take charge.”

She watched his eyes widen. Raquel might have imagined it, but she thought she felt a fine tremor run through Penn’s body. That was… interesting. Penn didn’t pull away, didn’t yank his hand out of Raquel’s grip. He definitely could have. Raquel was fit, but she didn’t have the upper body strength that Penn obviously did.

His tongue peeked out, wetting the curve of his lower lip. “That doesn’t sound so bad.” There was still bravado in his tone, in the swagger of his shoulders. But it was a bravado covering up curiosity, not fear.

At least, if Raquel was any judge.

It was tempting, she had to admit. These days, Raquel much preferred men who willingly came to her, who were desperate to kneel for her and let her do whatever she pleased. But there was some attraction to demanding that, to teaching someone how good it could feel to submit. Whether Penn truly wanted that remained to be seen.

The question, really, was whether Raquel was willing to take the chance on him.

“There is punishment for misbehavior,” Raquel informed Penn, pulling back so she could see him better again.

He smirked. It was such an arrogant expression that it made Raquel want to put Penn on his knees right there and then. Let everyone in the club, all his adoring fans, see him submit to her! The fantasy flooded her body with a rush of heat.

She wouldn’t really do it. Unlike so many men, Raquel had enough self-restraint to lead Penn away from his gaggle of admirers.

“Lead the way,” he urged, his gaze caressing the full curves outlined by Raquel’s bodice and skirt.

Was she really going to do this?

Well. It was hard to resist the idea that she could bed Penn Black and make him do what she wanted. Raquel was willing to take the risk of needing a fair bit of punishment before Penn did just as she pleased. As long as he understood the rules, Raquel could play.

Her house wasn’t far from the club, which was one of the reasons she tended to frequent it. The brisk spring evening sent a shiver down Raquel’s spine as they walked. Thankfully, it didn’t take long before they were at her front door. Letting them in, Raquel put the lights on. Dim enough not to be overpowering, but plenty of light to see.

She considered having Penn strip right there in the hallway. Perhaps they needed to ease into it a bit more. So instead, she led him up to her bedroom, smirking at Penn once they were there.

“I want you to strip,” she informed him.

The smirk settled on Penn’s lips again as he swayed his hips to music that only he could hear. “If all your instructions are like this, I won’t misbehave.” He promised. He bent down, tugging his feet out of his black boots. His sock-clad toes tapped against Raquel’s wooden floor.

She said nothing, merely raising an eyebrow. Penn seemed to get the message. His belt slid through the loops with the soft ‘ssss’ of leather against denim. The buckle clattered against the floor beside the boots.

Slowly, Penn drew his shirt up his muscled abdomen. Raquel had seen plenty of topless posters, but Penn Black in person was a different thing entirely. It wasn’t just the chiseled abs or the tempting ‘V’ of his hips. There was a magnetism to his confidence, the way he moved.

He chuckled as his hands dropped to the button of his jeans. “Like what you see?”

Raquel rolled her eyes. There was no need to respond, he knew what he looked like. And besides, it wasn’t what he looked like that she was interested in. Raquel wanted to see how he behaved. “Keep going,” she told him instead of offering an answer. It made Penn chuckle. He carried on, pushing his jeans off and standing in front of Raquel in nothing but his boxers.

“All the way,” she told him. His cock was already half-hard, pressing into the material. Raquel appreciated that. She hadn’t even taken her shoes off yet. But she had plans for that.

Watching as Penn finally stripped fully naked, Raquel did a very good job of not actually paying any real attention to his naked form. He could earn that, too.

“Get on your knees.”

Her voice left little room for argument. She still saw the thought flit across Penn’s face. Whatever he said about his tastes not being obvious, Raquel would bet he’d never been ordered around so bluntly - in the bedroom or out of it.

Penn glanced at the floor, then up at Raquel. When she met his gaze, his grin was full of bravado. “Whatever you want,” he teased. He lowered himself to his knees, with far less grace than other men Raquel had known.

“What shall I do now that I’m down here?”

“Put your hands forward, wrists together,” Raquel answered in the same tone she’d told him to kneel. She didn’t entertain the way Penn behaved. As much as Raquel didn’t prefer dealing with brats, she still had plenty of experience. And it was going to be harder for Penn to be a brat once she tied his hands.

It was interesting watching how Penn weighed up whether to trust Raquel or not. In the end, it was his cock who led that decision. Penn held his hands out just as instructed. “Good boy,” Raquel praised.

Walking over to what she affectionately referred to as her sex closet, Raquel opened it to reveal a selection of paddles, whips, ropes and a huge selection of different toys. She had to bite her lower lip not to smirk at the surprise that flashed across Penn’s face.

“I know what I like,” she commented easily, selecting leather cuffs to go around Penn’s wrists.

There was a new respect in his gaze as he watched her cross the room. Raquel liked that. It made her sway her hips more sensuously, loving the way Penn’s eyes followed her movement. His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed, holding his wrists out to close the small distance between them.

“That much I’d guessed,” he said, while Raquel fastened the first cuff. It was tight enough that Penn would be unable to escape, but nowhere near restrictive enough for Raquel to need to worry about his blood flow. “You’re only going to hit me if I misbehave, right?” he asked. Behind the confidence was the slightest tremor of anxiety.

This time, Raquel gave a soft laugh, almost in surprise. There were so many men who would beg her to reward them with pain. It showed her how inexperienced Penn was when it came to this sort of thing. That was thrilling. Being the first to show Penn any variation of femdom was exciting, knowing he’d always remember her. Raquel fully intended to be memorable.

“I will only hit you if you misbehave,” she repeated. “Or if you ask me to,” Raquel added with some amusement. She could easily imagine that to Penn such a thing might seem impossible. Raquel was interested in seeing whether she could change that. If he didn’t like pain, then she wouldn’t play with pain. There were plenty of other things they could do.

Once Penn’s hands were securely restrained, Raquel took a step back, letting him lower them. “Undress me,” she told him.

Penn’s frown made Raquel give a smug smirk of her own. She saw the moment that her expression registered. Penn’s whole face seemed to change from confusion to determination. He might not know how she expected him to undress her with his hands tied, but he was certainly going to figure it out.

He shuffled forward, fingertips skating across the fabric of Raquel’s skirt, tugging it so that the button and zipper were front and center. Having his hands so close to her pussy, even separated by layers of fabric, was enough to make Raquel’s heart beat harder against her ribs.

The button surrendered first, then Penn worked the zipper down quickly. Raquel helped by lifting her feet out of the skirt as Penn slid it down her legs. He licked his lips, so close that Raquel could feel the heat of his breath against her panties. Tipping his head back, Penn looked up at the tight bodice that remained. “Can I stand up?” he asked.

“Yes,” she nodded. Raquel wasn’t cruel enough to make him truly struggle. She even reached out to hold Penn’s arm and help him get to his feet. His cock was fully hard now. As he took a step closer, the wetness of it brushed against Raquel’s leg. A soft groan of appreciation fell from Penn’s lips, but he didn’t focus on that. Raquel had to give him kudos there.

Instead, Penn’s restrained hands came up to begin undoing the buttons on Raquel’s shirt. He was, she felt, doing pretty well. When the shirt fell open to expose the red bra Raquel was wearing under it, she heard Penn’s breath catch.

“Fuck, you look good,” he praised. His fingertips skimmed across her stomach, exploring the warmth of Raquel’s skin. His hands tugged against the cuffs as he tried to separate his hands. He groaned, frustrated that he couldn’t grip her hips and pull her close.

He took a step to the side, his fingertips trailing over the band of Raquel’s bra. Actually unfastening it was more difficult. Raquel could hear the low ‘grrr’ of frustration as the clasp eluded Penn’s fingers.

Finally, he released the catch, the bra springing open and exposing Raquel’s breasts to the warm air of the room.

“And your panties, while I’m back here?” Penn asked.

Raquel gave a soft laugh, like somehow her underwear was going to be easier to remove from behind. But, sure, she had no issue with Penn doing what he wanted for as long as it was within the parameters of what she’d instructed. “Go ahead,” she allowed, moving her hips to help him slide the material off.

She also generously shrugged her bra off, throwing it to one side. Lifting each leg in turn, Raquel helped Penn get her out of her panties. He had to go back down on his knees to get the material off completely. It left Raquel in nothing but her heels, with Penn by her feet.

“I’ll keep the shoes on for now,” she told him. “Stay down.”

When he didn’t resist the order, Raquel walked over to the bed, sitting down at the foot of it, smirking at how Penn’s eyes followed her every movement. Parting her legs, Raquel slid a hand over one of her thighs.

“Make me come.”

Penn started forward so quickly that Raquel knew it had been an instinctive response. He only made it a pace and a half before he stalled, catching himself. The realization that he was crawling for her blossomed rapidly across Penn’s face. His cheeks flushed, his chin jutting upwards as he forced himself to meet Raquel’s gaze.

She noticed that his cock stayed hard. It jutted between his legs, just shy of his crossed wrists. He shifted, leaning forward as he tried to discover a casual way of shuffling forward on his knees.

There wasn’t one. Penn stilled, his brows drawn stubbornly down. “How am I supposed to make you come if I can’t use my hands?” he asked.

Raquel raised her eyebrow. She was pretty sure Penn could give a good go at making her come with his mouth. In fact, she felt like even with their hands restrained, some men would give a good go making her come with their hands too. “Not my problem,” Raquel shrugged.

She leaned more back into the bed, parting her legs even more. “Make me come,” she repeated. “I won’t ask the third time.” And no, Raquel did not plan to. If Penn needed instructions as to how he could make a woman come with his mouth, Raquel had seriously underestimated his sexual prowess.

Penn’s eyes narrowed. Raquel could see the emotions warring across his face. It was a fascinating way to pass the time. Raquel didn’t mind how long it took Penn to come to a decision. She waited, tapping one toe against the floor.

Glancing at Raquel’s closet, Penn surveyed the array of toys with which she could hit him if he disobeyed. But it was curiosity and the urgings of his dick that seemed to win out, not fear.

Well, maybe just a little fear.

Shuffling inelegantly forward, Penn dropped onto his bound hands to bring his face level with Raquel’s pussy. He groaned, scraping his stubble across her thigh, teasing her by not putting his mouth to work straight away.

Raquel let him, mostly because she was curious. And, truthfully, really turned on! Not only did Penn look hot, but he was someone Raquel had been a fan of for years. Well, his music, but Penn and the Ice Cold Reapers were pretty much one and the same. Having him like this, between her legs, mouth so close to her pussy? Fuck was it hot!

“Go on,” she said. It was more an urging than a demand. If Penn wanted to take his time and tease her, he could. Raquel had told him to make her come, she hadn’t specified how long he might have to do so. At least, not this time.

Penn looked up at her through dark, spiky lashes, his lips tilting into a smirk. Finally, he shuffled even closer, his tongue darting out to tease against Raquel’s pussy. The instant his mouth hit her wetness, Penn moaned, the sound vibrating through Raquel’s nerve-endings. He lapped against her, gathering up the evidence of her arousal with soft, hot strokes of his tongue.

He pushed his face between Raquel’s thighs, driving his tongue inside her and groaning even louder! Raquel couldn’t keep her eyes off him. He looked so good on his knees, obeying her orders. Penn avoided her clit, fucking his tongue in and out of her in a rhythm that quickly built to fever pitch.

Raquel didn’t resist the noises that fell from her lips. She moaned louder and louder, rocking her hips forward. Penn’s mouth felt amazing against her. One of her hands gripped against the sheets on the bed. The other moved over to Penn’s hair. Sliding her fingers through it, Raquel tugged, hard enough to make Penn give a soft groan. She didn’t let him pull back, leading his mouth higher up to her clit.

When his tongue finally circled it, Raquel gave a low moan. “Ahh, fuck.” It felt great, the pleasure cruising through her veins. “Yeah, just like that. Fuck, Penn, that’s good,” she encouraged. As much as Raquel wanted to get off, she also wanted him to hear her do so, wanted Penn to know how good a job he was doing. Not having played like this before, Raquel didn’t imagine he had often received praise during sex.

It seemed to spur him on. Penn’s tongue moved faster and harder, learning what movements made Raquel’s fingers tighten in his hair. He repeated those, until Raquel knew she had to be hurting him with how hard she was tugging. Despite his anxiety over Raquel hitting him, he didn’t complain. If anything, he moaned against Raquel’s pussy, the sound barely audible over how loud Raquel’s noises had become.

Bringing his bound hands up, Penn managed to tease a finger against Raquel’s pussy. He slipped it inside her, replacing his tongue while his mouth focused on her clit. He pursed his lips, sucking hard enough to send a tingle all the way up Raquel’s spine.

Penn certainly seemed determined, his mouth moving tirelessly between Raquel’s legs while his hands urged her closer and closer to her peak.

And then, like fireworks, Raquel’s orgasm exploded through her. “Oh fuck, yes!!” she screamed, hips bucking hard. Penn kept licking her clit, making sure to push every last bit of pleasure through Raquel. “Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted until finally her body was spent, muscles relaxing. It was tempting to see if Penn would bring her another orgasm, but...

She’d only demanded one. And Raquel wanted to do so many more things with Penn.

With her hand still in Penn’s hair, Raquel tugged his head back. “Good boy,” she praised easily. Reaching out with her other hand, Raquel smeared her wetness from Penn’s chin up over his cheeks. Her pussy throbbed in response. He looked so fucking good, face wet from her.

“That wasn’t too bad, was it? Would you like me to reward you?”

She could probably guess the answer.

For a moment, Penn seemed dazed, like he was struggling to process what Raquel was asking him. “It was good,” he confirmed. “You sound amazing. And fuck, it hurt when you tugged my hair, but I liked it.”

He reached his hands up, making a brief effort to wipe Raquel’s wetness from his cheeks. It did little good. Even so, Penn brought his fingers to his mouth to lick them clean, making Raquel’s pussy ache with lust.

“Reward me how?” Penn asked, an eager grin spreading across his face.

Raquel smirked at the question. She was quite certain that her answer was not the one Penn was expecting. Yes, Raquel definitely planned to fuck Penn, but that was still far off what she wanted to do.

“I want to show you that getting hit isn’t a punishment,” she told Penn. “I’d love to paddle your ass.” She would like quite a lot more with Penn’s ass, but Raquel felt like she should take it easy on him. A bit of paddle play would do well for now. If Penn let her. She’d seen how anxious he’d seemed at the idea of being hit, but being hit really didn’t have to be a bad thing.

“If you don’t like it, we can stop,” she promised. Raquel had no interest in doing something her partner didn’t like. But she felt confident that, if given the chance, Penn would enjoy getting his ass slapped.

The uncertainty flashed only briefly across Penn’s face. Raquel watched him master it, that same cocky bravado reappearing as if he’d never felt anything different. In a way, it was impressive. But Raquel wanted to strip that mask of confidence away. She wanted to see what Penn Black of the Ice Cold Reapers really felt.

Overwhelming him with sensation was one way to make that happen. “Okay,” Penn agreed, smirking up at Raquel from his position on the floor. “I’ll try anything once. What do I do?”

“Get on the bed,” she answered. “Face the wall, hands against the headboard, ass out.” This was not Raquel’s first rodeo. It was tempting to just bend Penn over her knee, but she wanted to give him more room than that. And besides, if he was on the bed already, she’d not waste any time in fucking him once she chose to.

While Penn did as he was told, Raquel walked back to the closet that the restraints had come out of. She had a variety of paddles. Raquel picked a nice leather one. It was wide enough not to cause too much pain unless she chose for it to.

Returning with it to the bed, Raquel smirked at Penn. “You look good like that,” she complimented him. Reaching out, Raquel brushed a hand over Penn’s ass. “Got a great ass, too.” He really did.

“Got a great everything,” Penn replied. The smile he shot over his shoulder was softer than the smirks he’d been giving Raquel while he tried to chat her up. Raquel enjoyed it; she liked seeing a different side of Penn. She could hardly wait to see how much further the arrogant act would slip before she was finished with him.

As she watched, Penn’s knuckles tightened around the rails of the headboard. With his wrists bound, he could only grip with one hand, the other five fingers curled across his forearm. His shoulders straightened as he let his head hang forward. Waiting. The sight made Raquel’s breath catch in her throat.

Her hand ran up from his ass over Penn’s back. That, too, was exquisite. Then, Raquel stroked back down to his ass, giving it the lightest of slaps. “Relax,” she told Penn. Raquel could understand why that might be hard. Still, when she brought the paddle up against Penn’s ass, it was to softly pat it, letting him adjust to the feel of the leather.

Only then did Raquel bring it down harder. It made Penn give a soft grunt. Raquel doubted it truly hurt. When the paddle came down against his ass again, it was harder. Blood rushed to the surface of the skin, tinting his ass a soft pink. The third slap was about as hard, strong enough to be felt, leaving Penn’s cheeks rosy.

Penn panted, every breath sounding ragged around the edges. He wasn’t yelling, hadn’t asked Raquel to stop or said that this wasn’t a good reward. As Raquel waited, giving him time to process, she watched his ribs expand and contract as he fought to suck in enough air.

The muscles in Penn’s shoulders visibly relaxed. A tremor passed over his body, wiggling his ass just enough to spark Raquel’s desire to hit him again. Before she could, Penn gave a low groan. “It’s… different,” he breathed. “But it’s not bad.”

“Good,” Raquel said. She hardly wanted him to feel bad, but Raquel hadn’t expected it to. “I’m going to hit you harder,” she told Penn. “I want you to just relax into it. Focus on how good the sting feels.” Whether he could or not, she supposed they’d find out.

The next slap with the paddle was harder, but not by much. And then Raquel properly went to work. The paddle hit Penn’s ass with a loud smack, startling a whine from him. But he didn’t ask her to stop, so Raquel didn’t. She hit him again and again, until his ass was crimson and his breath was coming in bursts. Penn’s groans got louder, too, filling the room around them.

Finally, she stopped, reaching out to run her hand softly over the irritated skin. “How’s that?” she asked, giving Penn plenty of time to gather his words.

“Ahhh,” he breathed, like he’d been holding in the sigh. The muscles under Raquel’s hand felt relaxed. Penn’s posture on the bed had far less tension in it, his shoulders slumped and his spine dipping down towards his scarlet ass.

He didn’t move to look at Raquel as he answered. She didn’t need him to. Even quiet, his voice was so familiar to her that she could pick out the words easily. “It aches,” he answered, the word trembling slightly. “But it’s a sweet ache. Like -” He paused, lost. “Like nothing I’ve ever felt before.”

With a groan, Penn pushed his body back against Raquel’s hand. “I can see how this is a reward,” he admitted.

That made Raquel grin. “Do you want more?” she asked. It really was up to Penn how much he wanted to try the pain. She could certainly do worse than a bit of paddling, but Raquel could also do more with said paddle. After having Penn feel so worried about pain, she wasn’t interested in pushing his boundaries too much. Only a little bit.

“Would you like to try something else?” she offered. “A whip maybe?” That would allow Raquel to leave some beautifully crisscrossed marks against Penn’s back. She couldn’t lie and say that didn’t seem like an arousing prospect.

A deep groan shuddered through Penn’s body. It seemed to wash over him, sweeping down whatever resistance he might have felt. Part of him, Raquel was sure, wanted to give in to this. To give in to her. And that was such a beautiful sight!

“Yeah,” Penn answered, nodding his head. He repositioned his hand against the headboard, glancing over one tanned shoulder at Raquel. “Please.” The word slipped from him at the sight of her, as if he hadn’t meant to say it. His eyes widened. For a moment, Raquel expected all his bluster to return. It didn’t.

Instead, he gave another, smaller nod. “Yes, please. Let’s try something else.”

She rubbed a hand over Penn’s sore ass. “Good boy,” she praised. It was well-earned praise, especially since Penn was giving in so willingly. It thrilled Raquel to know that she had done this, that she was the reason why Penn’s opinion on pain was shifting so rapidly.

Taking her time, Raquel let Penn’s eyes linger on her as she walked over to the closet. She picked a whip that wasn’t going to be too much for him. It would still leave marks against his skin. Walking back, Raquel swallowed a soft moan as she took in how Penn looked. Kneeling on her bed, hoping she’d hit him. Fuck. Her pussy was so wet! But she’d satisfy that need later.

Dragging the whip over his back, Raquel ginned. “So obedient,” she hummed. “You deserve to be rewarded,” she told him before the whip smacked across Penn’s back, making him groan loudly.

She saw the shock of it travel through Penn’s body. His hips bucked, his cock rubbing against empty air. He swayed forward as much as he could, leaning his weight on the headboard. “Fuck!” As quickly as he’d snapped forward, Penn pushed back, his whole body arching towards Raquel.

The pale line of the whip stroked across Penn’s skin, just where Raquel had wanted it. Penn moaned, the sound of it almost musical. “I didn’t know it would feel so different,” he marveled. “Fuck, everything throbs. Even where you haven’t hit me.”

Raquel could well imagine how much Penn’s neglected cock must be aching.

But all in good time.

She brought the whip down again, at the same intensity, letting it cross over with the previous blow. Already Penn’s back was beginning to match his ass in its color. And the way he pushed back into her hits was so nice to see. He wanted more. And Raquel wanted to give it to him.

The whip licked across Penn’s back once more and then again, again until Raquel could hear nothing but groans of pleasure coming from Penn. Finally, she ceased, dropping the whip on the floor.

Getting up on the bed, Raquel pressed her body against Penn’s back, her hips against his ass, teasing the sore skin. She could so easily imagine how good it’d feel to fuck him like this, to ram a cock into his ass and watch him come apart.

Maybe another time.

“Turn over and sit down,” Raquel told him instead. “I’m going to ride you so fucking hard.”

Despite the cuffs around his wrists, Penn flipped with an ease that would have made a gymnast envious. Raquel got to watch his eyes widen as he pressed his ass against the mattress. “Fuck, that hurts!” He sounded so surprised. Raquel had to stifle a laugh. Penn really hadn’t done this before.

Raquel liked the way he jumped feet first into things. Apparently without pausing to think about the fact that pressing his ass down against even a soft mattress was going to make it hurt so much worse.

It didn’t diminish Penn’s erection. His cock stood proudly upright, thick enough to make Raquel’s mouth water. He was going to stretch her out so well.

“Please,” Penn said, this time with a trace of his familiar smirk. “Help me take my mind off my sore ass.”

“Oh, I plan to do quite the opposite,” Raquel promised. She was going to put more pressure on it by straddling Penn’s hips. He whined, but it was quickly replaced by a moan when Raquel reached between them to wrap her fingers around Penn’s cock. She led it between her legs, her pussy so wet and ready for him.

Just as she had expected, his thickness stretched her out, making Raquel groan. “Fuck.” He was big but she was so wet that there was almost no resistance. Once he was fully inside her, Raquel brought her hands to Penn’s shoulders. “Suck my tits,” she demanded, one hand moving to the back of Penn’s head so she could lead it down to her breasts.

He didn’t resist. His lips parted, catching Raquel’s nipple and sucking hard. The sensation spiraled through Raquel’s body, forcing a fresh moan from her throat. Penn’s tongue stroked across her nipple, a wash of heat that tingled across her skin. He pulled back, cool air rushing in to replace his warm mouth. Raquel’s nipples hardened instantly.

Penn made the most of it, sucking against her other breast with all his might. His hips rocked up, his cock rubbing inside Raquel in the most pleasurable ways. He didn’t thrust, not quite, but he didn’t stay still. Raquel could feel his body, hear the catch in his breath every time his ass and back slid against the sheets.

Tugging against Penn’s hair, Raquel began to move faster. She enjoyed the soft groans and whines that Penn gave, the pain obviously mixing together with pleasure as she sped up. With his hands still restrained, there wasn’t much Penn could do but take it. To let Raquel fuck him as much as she wanted to.

His cock felt great inside her as Raquel rode Penn hard. “Ah, fuck,” she breathed when he gave her nipple a light bite. The spike of pain shot through her and straight to Raquel’s pussy, meeting the pleasure Penn’s dick offered there. She felt her orgasm build steadily and leaned into Penn, making sure that her clit rubbed against him just the right way.

“Oh, yes, yes!” she cried. Raquel’s muscles tightened. “Fuuuck!” And with that one last scream, she came, pleasure exploding across her whole body. But Raquel wasn’t done. She rode Penn harder, chasing those last few breaths of her orgasm.

Tugging his hair again, Raquel pulled Penn’s head back so she could look at him, his face a mix between pain and pleasure, his lips red from sucking her tits. “Come on, you can come,” she urged.

Penn’s eyes snapped open, acceptance of Raquel’s orders washing over his expression. It was beautiful to see how far he’d come, how differently he took her words now than when they’d started.

His fingers skated across her thigh, trying and failing to find purchase with his wrists still cuffed. Finally, he bucked his hips, bouncing Raquel on top of him. She held on, her grip on Penn’s hair tight enough to be sure that he felt her.

With every thrust, a deep groan poured from Penn’s mouth. He’d be hoarse tomorrow. The thought made Raquel grin. She had been the cause of that! Her and the pleasure she had delivered.

Penn fucked her as hard and fast as he could. She saw the moment that his orgasm overwhelmed him. His whole face went slack, his body tightening for one last push. He wailed as he came, then fell back against the bed with a satisfied sigh.

As he softened, Penn’s cock slid out of Raquel and she gave a soft moan. Getting off him, Raquel knelt down next to Penn’s naked form. She smirked at him. He definitely looked very well-fucked.

“You were much better behaved than I anticipated,” Raquel commented. Honestly, it was a pleasant surprise. She would’ve put Penn in his place if he hadn’t been. But Raquel preferred to play with playmates who didn’t demand that she force them into things. To each their own and all that, but this had suited Raquel well.

And, she couldn’t deny, having Penn learn to enjoy being hit was thrilling.

Reaching out, Raquel brushed her hand over the cuffs. “You want me to take these off?”

Penn’s mouth quirked like he was thinking about protesting Raquel’s description of him as obedient. The expression softened, melting into pleasure at her praise. Raquel could see the hunger in him, the desire for more.

He held his hands out without a word. Raquel gave one arm a squeeze, reaching past him for the key on the nightstand. By the time she’d unlocked the cuffs, Penn’s voice seemed to have come back to him.

“That was a lot hotter than I expected,” he admitted. “You really have sex like that all the time?”

Raquel laughed. “Not always always,” she answered truthfully. “But yeah, a lot of the time.” Raquel saw no reason to lie. She liked dominating men, it got her hotter than anything else. Vanilla sex was alright, some of the time. Raquel couldn’t imagine a world in which she couldn’t play the way she wanted.

Brushing her hand over Penn’s bare stomach, Raquel hummed. She could definitely see herself playing with Penn again if he was interested. And she did rather feel like he would be.

“There’s a lot of other things we could give a go,” she told Penn with a playful glint in her eyes.

He laughed, the corners of his eyes crinkling with genuine happiness. “Well, I can’t imagine asking anyone else to show me,” he admitted.

Reaching out a hand, Penn pulled Raquel closer. His superior upper body strength had her leaning against his broad, bare chest in a heartbeat.

“What do we do now?” he asked.

“Now we have some water,” Raquel told him, pressing a quick kiss against Penn’s lips. It quickly turned into a much deeper, dirtier kiss. When they pulled apart, both were breathless. Raquel ran her tongue over her lower lip, tasting Penn on it. “And maybe some food,” she added.

Getting up from the bed, Raquel glanced over her shoulder at Penn, a smirk gracing her lips. “You’re going to need the energy for what I’m planning to do to you next.” Oh, he really would do.

Penn, to give him credit, seemed more than eager to find out.

Perhaps Raquel would teach him what punishment actually was.


Begging for Her Whip

Heidi’s career didn’t often leave her time to frequent the BDSM-specific sex parties that she loved. It had been easier when she’d been younger. She’d had fewer demands on her time then. She’d made fewer demands, too. She’d still been learning, experimenting to figure out exactly what she liked — and what she loved.

These days, Heidi had a much clearer idea of what she wanted. It had been months since she’d had a gorgeous man at her feet, begging her for more. It gave her a rush of power like nothing else. Tonight, that was exactly what she was looking for.

She strolled slowly through the public party rooms, pausing to enjoy the sights of her fellow dommes whipping their men into shape. In some cases, quite literally. Her eyes scanned the crowd, looking for nobody in particular.

Heidi would know him when she saw him. Someone eager, maybe younger than her. Heidi didn’t mind a little inexperience.

It didn’t take long. She spotted a tall, broad-shouldered man standing alone. Even in her heels, he would tower over her. But not for long.

“You look like you’re enjoying the show,” Heidi purred as she neared him. “Is it only watching that you’re interested in?”

His eyes widened. He hadn’t expected to be spoken to. The tip of his tongue slipped over his lower lip, wetting it lightly. “Um, no,” he shook his head. “I mean, I have enjoyed the watching, but it’s not all that I’m interested in.” There was a certain awkwardness to how he spoke, how he held himself. Like he didn’t quite know what the appropriate response to Heidi’s question was. She enjoyed that.

“I’m Burke,” he told her. “It’s my first party.” The admission hardly came as a surprise. “So I guess, I know I’m interested in more than watching but not really... what that more is.” That was a fair comment. Heidi appreciated the honesty.

She swayed her hips, loving the way Burke’s gaze dropped to watch her. Being desired was another form of power. One that Heidi was quite used to using. “The ‘more’ can be a lot of things,” she said, leaning closer.

Heidi would love to help Burke discover exactly what activities would spark that desperate desire inside him. She held out her hand, smiling at Burke when he reached for it. “I’m Heidi. Why don’t I take you somewhere more private? I’m sure we can find something you’ll enjoy.”

“Yeah,” Burke nodded. “I’d like that.” Heidi smirked before she turned to lead. Burke followed. He was already doing well at showing how submissive he could be. Heidi was curious to see how many things she could introduce to him.

As he followed, Heidi saw Burke’s eyes stray to the couples - and groups - around them. But every time his gaze returned to her. And more specifically, her ass. She knew it looked great in the black dress she’d chosen to wear tonight.

“So what sort of things do you like?” Burke asked.

Spotting an open door, Heidi led their way towards it, glancing back at Burke as she considered his question. “Well, we have one thing in common,” she teased. “I’m definitely an ass woman.” If men could describe themselves as ‘a leg man’ or ‘a tits man’, there was no reason Heidi couldn’t do the same.

She hadn’t seen Burke’s ass yet. But from the sculpted appearance of his arms, Heidi hoped she was in for a treat.

“I like to hear a man beg,” Heidi added. “And that means that I have to find out what he likes. What he wants more of. And then I… withhold it. Until he pleases me.”

She saw the way Burke swallowed. His eyes almost instantly glazed over, no doubt images of just how he could please her filling his head. Burke nodded. “Yeah, that sounds... that sounds really good,” he told Heidi. His tongue darted out over his lips once again, like he needed to wet them.

“What do you... um. Do you want me to strip?” Burke asked. “Or... how can I please you?” It seemed like he couldn’t quite settle on the right question. But Burke was certainly giving it a good go.

Closing the door behind them, Heidi took the time to glance around the room. The bed in the center dominated, drawing her eye. But she took the time to note the chest - no doubt, full of toys - and the two chairs against one wall.

“Take off your shirt,” Heidi purred. She leaned against the wall, watching as Burke fumbled with the buttons in his eagerness to get them open. “There’s no rush,” Heidi added. “If I want you to be quick, I will tell you so.”

She saw the way Burke settled. As if hearing her instruction took the pressure off him to guess what she wanted. And that was exactly what Heidi had intended.

“You look good,” she purred, gaze dragging up and down Burke’s chest as it was revealed. “Do you work out?”

With his shirt off, Heidi saw the way blush spread from Burke’s shoulders all the way up to his cheeks. “I work out,” he nodded. “I’m glad you like it,” he added. And yeah, she definitely did. Even if he hadn’t worked out, Heidi would have approved of the delightful curve of Burke’s shoulder and the way he leaned into her touch as much as he could.

“You look good, too,” Burke added. “Your dress is so pretty on you, it hugs all the right places,” he commented. “I want to...” he began but then stopped, dropping his gaze. “Am I allowed to say what I want?” He sounded so unsure that it was adorable.

“Absolutely,” Heidi urged. She wanted to hear what Burke wanted. “I don’t promise I’ll always give it to you right away,” she added. From the gleam in Burke’s eyes, he didn’t find the idea of being refused all that off-putting. “But you’re always free to tell me.”

Shifting, Heidi wrapped her fingers around Burke’s wrist, tugging him over to the chest. “Tell me what you want,” she echoed. Then she would get Burke to have a look inside and tell her if any toys caught his fancy.

“I want to touch you,” Burke replied straight away. “Your body looks so good, I’d love to be able to explore it with my hands. And undress you. I want to put my mouth on you and learn all the sounds you might make. To feel you tremble against me as I make you come. Fuck, that would be amazing.”

Heidi grinned, pleased that all of the things Burke listed were things he wanted to do to her rather than anything he wanted her to do to him.

“I want you to touch me, too,” she promised. Heidi really did. His hands looked strong and capable. She longed to feel his fingers cup the curve of her breast, tease between her legs, toy with her nipples. All under her instruction.

Lifting the lid of the chest, Heidi propped it up with her hip. “But I think you came to this party to do a little more than touch a woman,” Heidi pointed out. Burke was handsome. If he wanted to find a woman to touch, he hardly needed to have gone to all the trouble of getting himself an invite.

“Do you see anything in here you’d like to play with?” she asked eagerly.

He approached the chest slowly, looking at the things inside it with wide eyes. She wondered if he’d ever played with toys. The way he looked at them rather implied that he had not. “It’s a lot of choice,” Burke breathed and looked at Heidi.

“What are your favorites?” he asked. “Maybe knowing that would help me pick?” She could understand that the choice felt overwhelming. Still, Heidi saw the way Burke’s eyes kept returning to the toys. “I’ve never... I’ve not tried toys on me,” he admitted, again not causing much surprise.

Sensing that Burke was overwhelmed, Heidi laid a hand against the small of his back. She leaned close, peering over his shoulder into the chest. Though she knew what she expected to find, Heidi took her time, brushing her fingers along various items to draw Burke’s attention to them.

Finally, Heidi pulled out a whip with short, fat strands. One that would spread the impact over a larger area, mitigating the sting somewhat. “I love the sound of a whip,” she purred.

Setting it on the nearby chair, Heidi went back into the chest, pulling out a riding crop. “This is much more precise, so each impact hurts a little more, but it won’t make someone’s whole ass sting.” That, too, she placed on the chair.

Last, Heidi picked a neon strap-on, slim enough not to be too intimidating.

“Does any of those interest you?” Heidi asked. “You can pick one or two, but not all three.”

Burke swallowed. Whether at the choice or at the specific items she’d laid out. He didn’t show any instant dislike of her suggested items. “Maybe the whip,” he said, pointing at the first one she’d picked out, the one that wouldn’t hurt as much. There was a silence. Heidi expected him to stop there.

But Burke reached out to brush his fingers over the strap-on. “I’ve never tried something like this,” he told her. “I... it’s a bit frightening but also... hot? Imagining you fucking me, fuck, it’s... it’s really hot.”

Heidi nodded, letting her nails scratch lightly across Burke’s back. “It is hot,” she purred. It would also be very intense. Especially if it was Burke’s first time. Heidi pressed her thighs together, her clit throbbing at the image of Burke bent over, his ass all ready for her to pound into. But she wanted Burke to enjoy what she would do. They couldn’t start with hard and fast.

“Take off the rest of your clothes,” Heidi instructed. “Let’s see how you feel about pain.” If this was Burke’s first time at a party, Heidi assumed he hadn’t done anything quite like this before. “I’ll start slow,” she promised. “And I’ll check in a lot, to make sure you’re still enjoying yourself.”

Burke nodded. Heidi appreciated how much trust he was putting into her. He took a step back. When he stripped, it was slowly, just as Heidi had told him before. There was no rush. If she wanted him to rush, she’d tell him. Instead, Heidi turned so she could watch Burke.

He slid his clothes off, stilling only before his boxers came off. Looking up at Heidi, Burke licked his lips, waiting for her to nod before he pushed the last piece of material away. His cock sprung free, already so hard. Burke swallowed a soft groan at the release.

“Can I help you with your clothes?” he asked hopefully.

Heidi was eager to feel Burke’s hands on her. She nodded. “You can take everything off except my panties,” she answered. Let stripping her out of the very last of her clothes be something that Burke had to wait for. Work for.

Burke closed the distance between them, his hands skimming down Heidi’s sides. Once again, he took his time. His fingers brushed over each of Heidi’s buttons, like he was learning where they were, before he started actually slipping them free.

He moaned as he revealed Heidi’s cleavage, her breasts practically spilling out of her tiny bra even before he opened the clasp. Heidi helped, tugging the clothes off and letting them fall onto the top of the chest.

“Leave my shoes, too,” she added, as Burke knelt to find the zipper on her skirt.

“Yeah,” he nodded. His fingers didn’t fumble but they slid over the zipper a few times before he finally pulled it down. Burke was slow in getting Heidi’s skirt off. He admired every inch of her skin as it was revealed. One of his hands tentatively brushed over Heidi’s bare leg. When she didn’t object, Burke slid it higher.

He didn’t try to slide it between her legs or anything, but he was gentle, almost teasing as his fingers explored her skin. When her clothes were all off - apart from her panties, just as she’d specified - he leaned back on his heels, head tilted back to look up at her.

“You’re so hot,” he breathed.

“Thank you.” Heidi ran her fingers through Burke’s hair, tugging just enough for him to feel it. Burke’s appreciation made Heidi grin. She loved feeling so desirable. And the way Burke looked at her, the way his cock bobbed between his legs, arousal must be pounding through his veins.

She reached for the whip, smirking as Burke’s eyes widened. “Even hotter now?” she teased. Standing tall, back arched to push her breasts out, Heidi let Burke gaze his fill. Finally, she dropped the hand in his hair, giving his shoulder a light push.

“Turn around,” she instructed. Burke was still on his knees, which was just where Heidi wanted him.

Burke did, shuffling on his knees so he could turn his back to Heidi. He glanced over his shoulder, tongue licking over his lips. When Burke turned away again, he let his head drop, exposing the top of his neck to Heidi. The submissive pose made her pussy instantly wet, knowing that he was offering himself to her like this.

Without looking at Heidi, Burke had no idea when a first blow might come. Heidi could see the tension in his shoulders. But he hadn’t asked her not to. Or even to be gentle. He just offered himself up to whatever Heidi chose to do.

Heidi lifted the whip, letting it come down across Burke’s back. The strands landed with a sharp thwack. Burke started, his intake of breath loud in the otherwise quiet room. “Fuuuuck,” Heidi moaned. She loved this. Burke was so trusting, so vulnerable. He was letting Heidi hurt him.

Even if it wasn’t very much. Heidi had been careful. She wanted to warm Burke up, to keep the pressure light until he begged for more. “How did that feel?” she asked, her voice low. “Did you like it?” If Burke hadn’t liked it, Heidi would stop. They’d find something else fun to do.

The way Burke groaned in return made Heidi think that he did like it. It took him a moment to respond in words. “Yeah,” Burke said, breath catching in his throat. “It feels good,” he added. “It doesn’t... hurt that much.” Whether that was an invitation to hurt him more, Heidi wasn’t quite sure.

She brought the whip down again, this time a bit harder. Burke moaned loudly. It was a deep sound, going all the way through his chest. “Fuck, Heidi,” he breathed. “That’s... it feels everywhere.”

Smiling, Heidi nodded. “It does,” she agreed. It had been a long time since Heidi had felt the bite of a whip against her skin. She’d enjoyed it. But she much preferred introducing other people to the pleasure and pain she could create with it.

When the whip landed for the third time, Heidi had aimed it lower. The strands licked across Burke’s bare ass. The muscles tensed, making Heidi swallow another moan. Fuck, Burke looked good. “I want you to tell me if it’s too much,” she breathed. “Or even if you think it might be too much.”

Smirking, Heidi flayed the whip across Burke’s ass again. “Or you can tell me it’s not enough,” she added, her voice lower.

“It’s not too much,” he rushed in to answer. Then there was a small pause. “I don’t know if it’s not enough,” he admitted. Heidi admired that. He could’ve easily begged for more despite not knowing what more meant. But he was honest.

Glancing over his shoulder, Burke looked up at Heidi. She could see pure lust in his eyes. “I want to earn more,” he told her. “You said you’d make me work for it. Please let me work for it?” he begged.

Heidi flicked the whip lightly, enjoying the way Burke’s gaze followed it. But she didn’t let it touch his skin. Instead, she took a step to the side. Reaching for the strap-on, Heidi held eye contact with Burke as she slipped herself into the harness.

She stepped back, until her knees hit the plush mattress of the bed. Taking a seat, Heidi met Burke’s eyes as she spread her legs. She ran a hand over the front of her panties, moaning at how wet the material felt beneath her fingertips.

Wrapping the fingers of one hand around the base of her new silicone cock, Heidi used the other to beckon Burke closer. “Come,” she urged. “Show me how much you want to get closer to my pussy.”

Burke did, crawling over to the bed and kneeling before Heidi’s legs. He looked up at her like she was the best thing he’d ever seen. His tongue darted out once more, wetting Burke’s lips. “How?” he asked keenly. “Please tell me. Do you want me to... I can worship your breasts? God, your breasts look so good.”

Again, his tongue lapped over his lips, like his mouth watered at just the idea of being allowed to play with Heidi’s tits.

“You can start with that,” Heidi agreed. She patted the mattress beside her. “You may get on the bed. After that, I don’t want you to stand unless you ask me for permission first. Understood?”

Burke nodded, climbing up onto the mattress. He pressed his body against Heidi’s side, letting her feet the heat that radiated off him. Burke lowered his head, lips brushing softly over the curve of Heidi’s breast. Her nipples stiffened in anticipation of his lips or tongue.

Setting a hand against Burke’s back, Heidi let her nails rake across the light marks left by the whip. Burke trembled at her touch. “Good?” she asked, repeating the action.

He took a breath, head moving in a soft nod. “Yeah, it feels... I enjoy feeling where you’ve left marks,” he commented. They were going to fade by the morning, but Heidi enjoyed that, too. She pressed against them again, urging another groan from him.

Then, Burke leaned down to catch one of Heidi’s nipples between his lips. His mouth was gentle and slow, just like he had been when he undressed her. Burke lapped his tongue over it, wetting the nipple before he sucked against it. That, too, was soft. One of his hands stroked over Heidi’s side, drawing her in closer against him.

The silicone dick brushed against his thigh. Heidi watched as he glanced down, surprised. She chuckled. But at least Burke wasn’t pulling away. That was a good sign. Heidi tangled her fingers in his hair once more, tugging his mouth down against her nipple. His tongue was warm and wet and soft. But Heidi wanted more.

“Suck harder,” she demanded. Burke obeyed instantly, his cheeks hollowing as he worked his tongue faster over Heidi’s nipple. The suction sent sparks chasing one another down Heidi’s spine. Her pussy ached behind the layer of cotton.

Moaning, Heidi arched to push her breasts up. “Fuck, it feels good,” she praised. “So good, Burke. Don’t stop. Use your hands, too.”

He didn’t need to be told twice. Burke’s hand came up to play with Heidi’s other breast. His fingers teased her nipple, tugging against the hardened nub. The touch wasn’t gentle, but it could be harder. Heidi shifted back, forcing Burke to tug against her nipple. When she moaned, he seemed to recognize the wordless request.

Having learned she liked it, Burke did it more intentionally. He groaned against Heidi’s breast when she gave another soft moan. When he pulled back, it was with a wet pop, hungrily moving onto her other nipple. Burke’s fingers played with her wet nipple, teasing it over it until Heidi cried out again.

“Fuck!” Pleasure slammed through Heidi so hard. Burke glanced up, his eyes shining. “You like that?” Heidi teased, tugging at his hair enough to watch the fine tremor that ran through his muscles. “Like making me moan for you?”

He did. She ran a hand down her stomach, wrapping her fingers around the strap-on and nudging it against Burke’s thigh. “Do you think I look hot like this?” she purred. “Hot with a dick between my legs to fuck you with?”

And Heidi wanted to fuck Burke. “Will you get it wet for me?” she asked sweetly.

Burke’s eyes widened. He glanced around like he was looking for what she wanted him to wet it with. The realization dawned on Burke and he licked his lips. “It is hot,” he told Heidi gently. “It’s... I’ve never known I could find it hot but yeah. You look... fuck, I can’t stop imagining how it might feel, how you might feel.”

With his hands brushing over Heidi’s sides, Burke kissed down her body. His tongue teased over her belly button before he moved lower. First, it was Burke’s chin that brushed against the silicone cock as he looked up at Heidi.

Keeping her eye contact, Burke moved lower. His tongue slipped over the silicone strap-on. It was slow, like he was checking what it might feel like. Whatever the sensation was, Burke seemed to decide it was fine. He took the tip in, letting Heidi decide when to push in more.

She groaned, her chest heaving. “You look so good, baby,” Heidi praised, lacing her fingers through Burke’s hair. She didn’t push his mouth further down. Not yet. She rubbed her thumb softly over his lower lip, marveling at how good he looked with his mouth stretched around the tip of the shaft.

“So good for me. Come on, a little closer. I won’t thrust.” Burke tried to nod, his eyes widening when he realized he couldn’t really. Heidi murmured soothing, wordless noises. Slowly, Burke slid lower. Heidi could feel the vibrations when the tip of the cock nudged against the roof of his mouth.

She pulled back, letting Burke follow, taking the dick even deeper. “How does it feel, Burke?” she asked. “Do you like it?”

He pulled back to answer, revealing the silicone cock already covered in his saliva. It shined under the lights. “It’s... different,” he answered. With his hands splayed against Heidi’s hips, Burke swallowed. Looking up at her, he took a soft breath. “You’re so powerful. I want to do... whatever you tell me, including this.”

That was a good answer. Heidi rewarded it by shifting against Burke, her leg brushing over his hard cock. Burke gave a low ‘uhh’, clearly wanting to thrust back but stopping himself.

“Will you fuck me?” he asked hopefully. “I... fuck, Heidi, I’m so hard for you.”

Heidi felt her pussy tighten at the words. It made her feel even more powerful than the dick between her legs. “I will,” she promised. “But you have to earn it a little more first. Come on, see how much of my cock you can take.”

Burke nodded, his lips parting once more to wrap around the silicone. Saliva dripped down the length of it, followed by Burke’s mouth. He tried to take her deep, swallowing as the head brushed against the back of his tongue. Heidi fisted her hand in his hair, making sure he didn’t choke himself.

Finally, Burke’s lips brushed the base of the strap-on between Heidi’s legs. The light tease of friction made her cry out. “So good for me, Burke,” she praised. “Don’t stop. Get your fingers under my panties and feel how wet I am.”

The movements were so eager. Heidi could hardly blame him. Her panties were soaked with how wet she was for him and for this. Burke groaned around the silicone cock in his mouth when he felt it. His fingers brushed under the material, sliding between Heidi’s legs so easily. She cried out in pleasure, making Burke seek out the most satisfying parts even more.

With the tips of his fingers brushing over Heidi’s clit, her hips bucked upwards, pushing the cock deeper down Burke’s throat. He had to pull back, but he tried to keep his fingers still teasing her under the strap-on.

“Fuck, I want to make you come so much. Will you let me? After you fuck me?”

Bucking her hips gently, Heidi nodded. She watched the silicone cock slide over Burke’s lips. Knowing he was new to this made the image so much hotter. Heidi wanted to make him beg her for more. And she knew just how to do that.

Pulling back, she cupped Burke’s jaw, helping him slide off her. “Kneel on the bed, facing the headboard,” she ordered. As she got to her feet, she adjusted her drenched panties, covering her pussy once more.

There was plenty of lube in the chest. Heidi brought a bottle of it back to the bed. Burke had settled exactly as she’d instructed. Heidi rewarded him with a hand stroking lightly over his spine. “Good boy. You’re going to love this,” she promised. "And if you don’t, we can stop.”

But Burke would. Heidi’s stomach flipped as she spread the lube over her fingers. Burke made a small noise of surprise once she teased them between his cheeks. She circled them over his asshole, applying gentle pressure.

A soft groan fell from Burke’s lips. A mix of pleasure and surprise. Heidi smirked and used her free hand to brush her fingers over the red marks that were left from the whip. It sent a shiver through Burke. Heidi moaned when she saw the lightest of goosebumps grace his skin.

Heidi pushed one finger past the tight ring, teasing Burke as she entered him. “Oh fuck,” he groaned. “Uhh, that feels, fuck.” His breath was already coming in shorter bursts. “Heidi,” Burke cried when she pressed another finger inside him. “Oh, god! That feels... uhhh.” The words were hardly making sense. But that was precisely what Heidi wanted.

She wanted Burke to give in to the pleasure.

She twisted her wrist, making Burke grunt as her fingers stretched him even further. “You look so great,” she breathed. “I love hearing you, hearing how much you like it.” The noises were intoxicating, especially knowing that this was Burke’s first experience.

Sliding one hand under Burke’s hip, Heidi reached for his cock. Her fingers wrapped around it, feeling how hard he still was. “Good boy,” she praised. Burke’s hips rocked, pushing his dick further into her hand. When he pulled back to go again, it pushed him onto Heidi’s fingers, making Burke give a deep groan.

“Do you want more?” Heidi asked. “Do you want to feel my cock inside you?”

“Fuuuck,” Burke breathed. He tried to get more friction from her hand again, but Heidi’s other hand stopped him, fingers parting teasingly. “Yesss!” Burke cried. “Fuck, yes, Heidi, please. I want to... I want you inside me. I want to feel how good it is to get fucked,” he begged.

Another groan fell from Burke’s lips when Heidi stretched her fingers and pressed them back together. He tried to rock against her fist around his cock, but it meant also fucking himself on her fingers. Something that made Burke whine loudly. “God, it feels so good already. I can’t... show me, Heidi, please.”

The words were exactly what Heidi wanted to hear. Her pussy throbbed, heat pooling low in her stomach. “Fuck, yeah,” she agreed, pulling her fingers free. “I love this, showing you so many different things” The whip, her fingers, making Burke suck her cock.

And now this! After lubing it up, Heidi pressed the silicone head against his hole, sliding her hips forward inch by inch. Burke’s body opened for her, adjusting around the girth of the dick. It was bigger than Heidi’s fingers. Not by a lot, but enough that Burke would feel it.

“Is it good?” Heidi asked, squeezing her other hand around Burke’s stiff dick. “Do you like it?”

Burke groaned, low and deep. He thrust forward into Heidi’s fist before pushing back a lot more slowly. “Fuck,” Burke breathed. “It’s... it’s a lot,” he sighed, but it sounded pleased. When Heidi rocked her hips, Burke whined sharply. “Oh god! Fuck.” But again there was no complaint. She ran her free hand over his back, urging his muscles to relax.

“I do like it,” he answered finally. “It feels... fuck, it feels good. Do you like it? Do you love having your cock inside me?”

Heidi leaned forward, putting the weight of her body behind every thrust. She moved slowly, enjoying the way Burke’s body reacted to hers. “I do,” she purred. “Fuck, I love the sounds you make, how good you look.” She raked her nails across the marks left by the whip, making Burke whimper yet again.

The hand around his cock squeezed, wringing pleasure from the movements. “Do you want to come like this, or with your cock inside me?” Heidi asked. Smirking, she pushed her hips forward again. “Do you think you can last that long?”

“Fuck,” Burke moaned again. He slowed down thrusting back against Heidi. “I want... ugh, both. Fuck. You choose, please, Heidi,” he begged. “I won’t come if you tell me not to,” Burke promised. But Heidi wondered if he could really keep that promise. She also wondered if she could push him to challenge it.

Burke’s hands tightened against the bedsheets. When Heidi rocked her hips forward again, he moaned. “Uhh, yeah,” he groaned. “Whatever you want, Heidi,” Burke muttered. “Anything, please.”

Shifting the hand not on Burke’s cock, Heidi took a firm grip on his hip. Using her leverage, she slammed her hips forward harder. The grunt it pushed from between Burke’s lips was ample reward. Changing the angle, Heidi pounded into him harder, deeper.

“Don’t come,” she urged. “You have to ask me for permission first, Burke, okay?” Sweat gathered along Heidi’s spine as she put all her energy into fucking Burke the way she wanted to. His body arched towards her, ass out. She could feel his cock twitch in her hand.

“Uhhh,” he groaned under her. The noises kept coming, increasing as Heidi fucked Burke harder and harder. “Fuuuck,” he cried, gripping the sheets tightly. But he didn’t ask yet. He wanted Heidi to keep fucking him. So she did. Heidi’s hips slammed forward hard, fucking into Burke with all the strength she had.

The noises grew louder, Burke’s breath catching in his throat. Heidi’s moans sharpened. Having so much power made her so fucking hot. Knowing that she was doing this to Burke, that she would always be the first one to have done it to him.

“Please, Heidi! Fuck, please I can’t take it much longer. May I come? Please let me come?” The words fell from Burke’s lips in a rush.

“No.” Heidi stopped, loosening her hand around Burke’s cock. She’d wanted to push him, but he could help him along, too. She pulled back, slowly, loving the whimpers that poured from Burke’s throat. “Sshh,” she comforted. “I’m going to let you fuck me. Turn over.”

Burke’s limbs moved uncertainly, giving Heidi plenty of time to shimmy out of the harness and her panties. Once Burke lay flat on his back, Heidi swung one leg over him. His dick was flushed and red, glistening at the tip.

With a wild cry, Heidi sank herself down onto Burke, his cock filling her up so wonderfully. “Ahhh!” she screamed, a noise of utmost satisfaction. “Make me come,” she urged. “And then I’ll give you permission.” Lucky for Burke, Heidi’s body was already thrumming with arousal.

“Fuck,” he breathed. Burke’s hands came up to settle against Heidi’s hips. His touch was light. “I’ll try,” he promised. Heidi saw the concentration on his face. The focus not to come right then. “But fuck, you’re so hot and your pussy feels so good,” Burke commented. One of his hands slid down her leg and between their bodies.

He sought out her clit, thumb brushing over it. Another groan fell from Burke’s lips when Heidi moaned. “I want to make you come,” Burke moaned. “Fuck me, please, Heidi. Fuck yourself on my cock and let me make you come!”

Heidi was very, very happy to give Burke what he wanted. She leaned forward, her hands braced against Burke’s chest as she lifted herself up. Crashing down on his cock, she could hear the wetness of her pussy as she slammed him into her. Every thrust lit Heidi up from the inside, pleasure ringing through her like a siren.

Lifting his head, Burke’s lips fastened around Heidi’s nipple. She screamed as his warm, wet tongue added to the sensations shooting through her. “Fuck, yeah! Come on,” she urged. Burke’s thumb pressed harder, making Heidi’s hips buck uncontrollably.

She fucked herself harder, more insistently. Burke’s cock felt so great filling her up. She loved the way his eyes shone up at her, so willing and obedient. His mouth sucked harder. Heidi tumbled over the edge. All her muscles clenched tight, squeezing every last drop of pleasure from Burke’s mouth and hand and cock.

“Ohhh,” she sighed, slowing her hips but not stopping. “Fuck, that felt good. Come on, Burke. Fuck me and fill me up!”

“Yesss,” he cried, before his mouth returned to Heidi’s breast. Sadly not for long. Burke had to pull back again to groan as she fucked him harder. Their bodies met in an aggressive dance, both of their cries of pleasure filling the room.

Burke’s body seized upwards, his hand gripping tightly against Heidi’s hip.

She felt him come, hot and fast inside her. Burke’s eyes squeezed shut as he breathed hard, thrusting up into Heidi once, twice and then finally collapsing against the bed, muscles relaxing. “Fuck, Heidi,” he breathed. “You’re amazing,” he told her, pulling her closer against him so he could seek out her lips for a kiss.

She licked slowly into his mouth, savoring the taste of him. Burke’s softening cock slid out of her, leaving Heidi feeling empty but satisfied. She shifted, stretching out on her side and pressing her body against Burke’s. Her fingers teased idly over his nipple.

“You were amazing, too,” she promised. “Exactly what I wanted.” And Burke had been! Heidi could still hear his noises ringing in her ears. He’d begged, exactly the way Heidi had wanted. He’d made her feel so desirable. Burke still was, the way his hand moved over her skin.

With a soft sigh, Heidi let her gaze travel over Burke’s body. “How do you feel?” she asked. “Any aches?”

“No aches,” Burke answered straight away. He bit his lip. She watched as he shifted, clearly pressing the marks the whip had left on his skin against the sheets. “No bad aches,” he corrected with a grin. Burke’s hands slid over Heidi’s body, exploring what it felt like now that he wasn’t in the throes of passion.

His tongue slipped out to wet his lips. “I feel content,” Burke said. “And relaxed. I feel like... It feels good. Thank you. I... I had hoped it might feel like that. Thank you for showing me.” His thanks was so genuine that Heidi couldn’t help but smile.

“I enjoyed it,” she promised, shifting under Burke’s hands. “You were just what I was looking for tonight.” Burke grinned, pleased with her praise. His fingers skimmed lightly across her breasts, avoiding her nipples for now. The touch sent a pulse of heat racing down Heidi’s body.

She pressed her lips against his, tongue sliding into his mouth. By the time she pulled back, Burke was breathless. Heidi smirked. “Will you show me how good you can be with your mouth?” she purred. Burke’s eyes widened.

But he didn’t need to reply with words. He kissed his way eagerly down Heidi’s body. Tangling her fingers in his hair, Heidi tipped her head back. She had no doubt that Burke’s mouth would feel very, very good!
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