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Sun streamed through the wide-open windows, the breeze carrying the scent of a freshly-mown lawn and the pleasant trill of the birds. Randall glanced up from his work, a pang of regret making his stomach turn over itself.




If he had been good yesterday, he and Justine could’ve been out enjoying their back yard. But Randall had come without permission. He needed to be punished. He wanted to be punished, to show Justine how good he could be for her.




He just wished his punishment could’ve fallen on a less perfect day to be outside.




Warm, soapy water washed over Randall’s hands as he submerged another of their extensive collection of sex toys. They cleaned them after every use, but Justine had ordered Randall to clean them again. Every single one of them!




The task had taken him most of the morning. And the more time he spent running his fingers or a damp washcloth over the toys, the more turned on he became.




He couldn’t help it! Thinking about where the toys had been, where they might still go, was enough to keep his cock permanently hard.




At a soft sound from the doorway, Randall turned his head and felt his heart leap up into his throat. Justine stood watching him, her low-cut dress revealing a flash of breast and bra.




“I’m almost done,” he told her quickly, despite the fact she hadn’t asked. “Just two more to go.”




She gave a soft hum, running her hand over her side in a motion that drew Randall’s eyes to Justine’s curves. “Good, because I’m getting bored,” she informed him. It was usually Randall’s job to make sure that Justine wasn’t bored and, really, it was one of his very favorite jobs. So Randall forced himself to turn back to the sink, washing the two toys still left carefully. It wouldn’t do to rush.




Randall could feel Justine’s gaze on him. She waited almost too patiently. It just made Randall’s cock get even harder. He almost gave a cry of victory when he finally finished, but managed to contain himself. Instead, he turned to tell Justine he had completed the task she had set for him.




Suddenly she was there, pressing him against the counter.




“You look like you enjoyed your punishment,” she commented, hand sliding down Randall’s chest and to his cock, rubbing it through his pants to make him groan.




The strangled cry that flew from Randall’s lips was neither yes nor no. His tongue darted out, flicking against the corner of his mouth. “But enjoying it just made it feel more like a punishment,” he pointed out.




“You didn’t give me permission to touch myself, so I just had to… ignore it and focus on washing. Which just made it worse.” But in the best way! Randall’s whole body hummed with restless energy. He longed to do something, to act on his desires.




But it was all up to Justine. And that was just the way he wanted it. “Can I entertain you?” he asked eagerly. “Would you like that?”




“Oh yes,” Justine hummed. “I’d very much like that.” Reaching for Randall’s hand with her free one, Justine wrapped her fingers around his wrist. She brought it closer, pressing her lips against Randall’s knuckles and then lowering the hand to brush over the outline of her breasts. “Are you going to make me scream, Randall?”




Her other hand kept stroking him through his pants, his cock so hard that being trapped under the material actually hurt. “Gonna use your mouth and make me come right here in the kitchen? Please me on that kitchen table?” she smirked, nodding behind them to where the wide thick oak table sat.




His brown eyes widened, tongue darting out to leave a tiny wet patch on his lower lip. By pure instinct, his hand shifted to cup Justine’s breast through the silky material of her shirt. His thumb circled teasingly over her nipple, making Justine’s breath catch in her throat.




“If that’s what you want,” Randall agreed. His hand was still slightly damp, a droplet of water sliding down his finger until it splashed against Justine’s blouse, leaving it translucent enough to see the lace of her bra beneath.




His free hand lifted, pausing on the buttons of Justine’s shirt. “Can I undress you?” he asked.




Briefly, Justine leaned into Randall’s touch, but then took a few steps back. “Yes, yes you can,” she nodded with a grin. A couple more steps back, Justine’s ass met the dining table. She sat up on it easily. She ran a hand over her side, the blouse riding up a little but not so much that Justine untucked it from her skirt.




“First, though, I want you to get naked,” she informed Randall. “Let me watch how well you can strip for me. Show me how hard you are from thinking of me!” The last part she added with another smirk. Fuck, he was so hard for her already and Randall had barely had the opportunity to get his hands on Justine.




With his mind racing to all the things Justine had said they might do, it was hard to concentrate on the present moment. Still, Randall tried, twisting the hem of his t-shirt between his fingers. He dragged the material up, inch by inch. Justine’s gaze never moved from the skin that he exposed.




Sweat beaded down Randall’s back, his muscles shifting under the skin as he tugged the shirt higher and higher. Conscious of putting on a show, he stroked two fingers over his nipple as soon as it was revealed.




Finally, he whipped the shirt over his head, sandy hair falling into his eyes before he dropped the garment to the kitchen floor. He swayed his hips, imagining a beat as his fingers crawled towards the button of his jeans.




The way Justine’s gaze followed his hands made Randall’s body heat all over. Her eyes were dark with lust. He loved that she looked at him like he was the best thing she’d ever seen. It gave Randall a surge of confidence. Undoing the fastenings on his jeans, he pushed the material down, loosing a soft, unintentional groan as the material stroked over his cock.




It was only his boxers left. Justine’s hand slid over her body, teasing that nipple he’d touched through the material of her clothes. It made Randall groan again, this time deeper. He wanted to touch her so much, but her rules had been clear - first he stripped, then he could remove her clothes.




Randall’s fingers trembled, aching to squeeze his cock through the fabric just to give himself some relief. But Justine hadn’t said he could. Randall focused on his boxers, pulling the waistband away from his skin. As he shoved his boxers down to his knees, the warm air of the kitchen kissed his cock, making it jerk.




Justine smirked, enjoying the show just as she had promised she would. Letting his boxers fall the rest of the way, Randall kicked them away from his feet, reaching down to tug his socks off too.




“So hard for you, Justine,” he promised. “I’ve been hard for hours washing all those toys. Thinking about how we might use them.”




“Oh yes?” Justine hummed. “Tell me,” she instructed. “I want to hear exactly what you have been thinking about. Tell me while you take my clothes off.” With that, she held her hand out to Randall, pulling him in closer and reaching to take one of his hands. She led it to her side and then up to the breast he’d teased earlier.




Justine parted her legs so Randall could move in closer, settling easily between them. He was careful not to press his cock against her, not wanting to smear his precum against her clothes. Not that she had told him he couldn’t but Randall still felt it was probably good manners not to.




His fingers slid across the fabric of her blouse, seeking out the tiny little buttons that Justine loved so much. Working from the bottom up, Randall opened them one by one. Each button revealed a new inch of skin, radiating heat against Randall’s hands. He didn’t touch more than he had to, Justine hadn’t given him permission to linger.




“Fuck,” he breathed. Justine knew what he’d been thinking about. But she loved how pink Randall’s face flushed whenever she instructed him to talk about it. “I was thinking about you fucking me. How good it feels, how easily you can make me lose control.”




Randall’s heart beat hard against his ribs, his cock crying out for the attention it wasn’t going to get until Justine was fully undressed.




Despite dating for years, Justine could still make Randall blush by making him talk about the things they did together. He didn’t expect it ever not to make him blush. Especially when Randall knew how much Justine enjoyed it. It was a vulnerability that Randall was happy to show her. He enjoyed being vulnerable for Justine, showing her just how much he was hers.




“Yeah?” she hummed, turning to help him slide the blouse off her shoulders. “And you like that? Me fucking you?” Of course, Justine knew the answer to that, too. Knew exactly how much Randall liked that. “Tell me,” she repeated. “I want to hear you tell me all about how you love having me fuck you.”




Randall’s tongue darted out, his cheeks flaming. “Of course I do,” he admitted. It was hard to put into words exactly why he liked it. “It feels amazing. Not just physically.” Though the physical sensation of being fucked did always make Randall’s knuckles tighten. Even thinking about it made him bite back a soft groan.




“I love you being over me. Having power to do whatever you want. It’s so fucking sexy!” Before Justine, Randall had never met a woman who actually wanted to dominate him. He knew how lucky he was to have someone who did it so beautifully. “You’re so good at it, at knowing exactly what I can take. You never push too hard.” It always felt just right. Just perfect.




Pulling in a sharp breath, Randall took a moment to enjoy the sight of Justine, her breasts spilling out of her bra. His mouth watered, so eager to take her nipple between his lips and lavish it with all the attention she deserved.




But first, Randall had to keep undressing her.




His hands smoothed over Justine’s sides and to the zipper resting against her hip. He slid it open easily. This wasn’t Randall’s first time getting Justine out of this particular skirt. She lifted herself up a little to let him pull the material down. Randall’s breath caught when he realized that, under the skirt, Justine wasn’t wearing anything.




“Yes,” she hummed. “I was thinking about how obedient you are for me, taking your punishment so well. And I just had to take my panties off. My pussy was so wet for you, they were getting drenched!” Justine commented. It made Randall’s heart skip a beat. Both the idea of making Justine so wet she had to take off her panties but also just hearing her talk about it. She made the words sound so fucking hot!




If his mouth had been watering before, that was nothing compared to now. The sight of Justine’s bare pussy made Randall ache to fall to his knees at her feet. He wanted to worship her, if only she would let him!




“Please,” he breathed. “Please, Justine. Will you let me put my mouth on you? I want to taste you. I want to clean up all that wetness with my tongue and know it was all for me. All because of me!”




Randall’s hard cock was practically dripping. But he would leave it neglected if only it meant that Justine would let him eat her out. “Once I’ve finished, of course,” he added, letting his hands caress Justine’s sides. He flicked the catch of her bra open, pulling the fabric gently off her body.




Her breasts spilled out, making Randall groan. He wanted to touch them, wanted to tease Justine’s nipples to hear her moan. But he didn’t, not before he had the permission to. The way Justine smirked made him wonder if she might not let him. But luck was clearly on Randall’s side. Justine reached to run her hands through his hair, gripping it so she could pull his face in closer. Tilting her head back, Justine let him kiss her.




When they broke apart, their breaths were coming in short gasps. “You can lick your way down,” she told him with a grin. “Make me moan before you reach my pussy and I’ll let you eat me out until I come.”




The words electrified Randall. He bent so quickly that his joints popped, dropping his face into the creamy curves of Justine’s breasts. His tongue worked greedily over her skin, circling until he felt the hard bump of her nipple. With one hand, he cradled her breast, drawing the tip into his mouth so he could purse his lips around the hard nub.




Justine hummed, but didn’t moan. Not yet. Randall’s free hand settled on her waist, holding her body steady as he lapped his tongue over her nipple. The bud hardened even more, stiffening to a point as Randall worshipped it with his mouth.




Just as Justine leaned into him, Randall pulled away, moving to the other breast to repeat all the same tricks. When he caught her nipple this time, it was to give it a sharp tug with his teeth.




“Oh, fuck!” she gasped. It still wasn’t quite the moan he’d been searching for. Randall knew he could make Justine cry out in pleasure. He was skilled in just what to do to Justine to make that happen. With his tongue circling one nipple, Randall brought his other hand up so he could equally tease the other until it was rock hard against his touch.




Sucking harder, Randall gave the nipple under his fingers a tug, the combination of the two sensations together finally earning him that moan he’d been looking for. Justine gave another loud ‘fuck’ but then cried out, pleasure so evident in her tone that it made Randall’s cock even harder.




Now that he’d secured his reward, Randall moved more swiftly. He reluctantly left Justine’s nipples, giving each a last light suck. His tongue trailed over her smooth skin, sliding all the way down to her navel. He teased it gently, earning a soft tug at his hair.




He smoothed his hands over Justine’s hips, falling to his knees between her spread legs. He had to kneel upright, his chest just above the level of the table. He drew Justine’s ass forward, until she was balancing on the very edge.




“Can I make you come with my mouth now?” he asked eagerly. Justin had said that he could, if he made her moan.




“Yes, yes, you may,” Justine allowed, leaning up on her elbows so she could grin down at Randall. He spent little time kissing his way over her inner thighs. It wasn’t as much teasing as it was just him showing Justine how much he loved her body. When his mouth finally met her pussy, Justine gave a sharp moan that seemed crossed with a whine. Her hips rocked forward. Randall easily held her in place with his hands.




Justine could, of course, have pushed his hand away. The power was hers. But she didn’t. Instead, she gave Randall the chance to decide what speed he went at, to explore her and lick up her wetness just as he had desired. His tongue teased inside her, eliciting more soft moans from Justine.




The taste of her was so sweet against his lips. Randall wanted nothing more than to keep exploring Justine’s pussy, to work his tongue over every inch until she was gasping his name. Her thighs trembled as he tightened his tongue into a point, circling it round and round her clit without ever quite touching.




Justine’s fingers tightened their grip in his hair, the light tug sending a shiver of sensation all the way down his spine. Obediently, he moved in even closer, dipping his tongue down to her entrance and letting her feel the broad strokes of it.




He pressed hard on her hips, pinning her to the table with as much power as he could muster. Justine rolled forward, seeking more friction, more connection. But Randall wanted to give it to her himself, wanted to push his tongue deeper inside her so it would make her scream.




Thankfully, he knew just how to do that. As his tongue slid in and out of Justine’s pussy, Randall felt her muscles vibrate with pleasure. He lapped harder and faster, wanting nothing more than to make her fill their kitchen with moans. The sharp intake of breath and the loud ‘oh fuck!’ that Justine gave were pretty good indications that she was getting closer and closer to coming.




Randall fucked her with his tongue a few more times before licking back up to her clit. His tongue moved over it repeatedly, steady strokes that made Justine cry out even louder. Her fingers tightened in his hair and then her muscles tightened just as much.




“Oh! Yes! Yes!” she screamed. “Fuck, Randall, yes! Make me come! Yes!” Her hips rocked against him at an almost maddening speed. He matched it well with his tongue.




Pressing his tongue against her clit, Randal stroked steadily over the bundle of nerves. Justine’s thighs clamped around his ears, the trembling muscle nowhere near enough to drown out the loud scream that reverberated around their kitchen.




Randall recognized that scream. Justine came apart over and under him, her whole body thrashing against the unforgiving wooden surface of the table. Randall licked her through every twitch, enjoying the way she slowly relaxed.




One thigh slipped over his shoulder, propelling him even further forward, until his chest was right up against the rigid edge of the table that still supported Justine’s weight.




He groaned, pausing his lapping so he could look up and see her face shining down at him.




“Fuuuck,” she groaned deeply. Justine’s hand loosened in Randall’s hair, her other hand coming to stroke over his cheek. “Such a talented mouth,” she hummed, fingers reaching his lips. She smeared her wetness over his cheek. The smile that played on Justine’s lips made it all the more worth it. Randall loved being the reason she looked so satisfied.




She tugged only slightly, parting her legs to release Randall so he could stand up again. One of his hands was still against Justine’s hip; Randall gave it a small squeeze. He waited for whatever she wanted next, so sure that she would just tell him. His cock was throbbingly hard, but Randall hardly cared.




“So those toys,” Justine said with a smirk, glancing over Randall’s shoulder. “Pick your favorite, so I can fuck you with it,” she instructed Randall.




Electricity zapped down the full length of Randall’s spine. He stood up straighter, his body instantly attuned to Justine’s order. “Yes, Justine!” It was an instruction he was only too happy to follow.




He hardly needed to even consider his options. Having spent all day with his hands on their collection of toys, Randall knew which one he wanted.




It wasn’t their biggest, but it had enough girth to stretch him beautifully. He brought it to Justine, holding it out with his heart in his throat.




“Good choice,” she praised, making Randall beam. She reached to take the toy from him, fingers wrapping around the silicone cock and making Randall’s breath catch. Noticing it, Justine smirked. “You want me to fuck you with this, hmm? Want me to put it on and fuck you deeply?” And yeah, fuck! Randall definitely wanted that.




Using her foot against Randall’s hip, Justine pushed him away from the table so she could get off it. “Help me into a harness, then,” she instructed. “And then I want you to get this cock nice and wet with your mouth. Show me just how well you can treat it, earn being fucked by it.”




Randall’s mouth watered instantly. He pressed his lips together, swallowing hard as he gave Justine a sharp nod to acknowledge her instructions. He had to race upstairs to their bedroom for the harness, carrying it down carefully, cock jostling with every step.




He was so hard it hurt, but Randall didn’t care. His fingers stroked softly over Justine’s skin as he helped her slip the harness up around her hips. The buckles settled snug against her, holding the leather straps perfectly in place.




Going to his knees, Randall accepted the silicone cock from Justine’s hand, slotting it into place with a soft whine. “Fuck,” he breathed, looking up with wide eyes. “You look so sexy, Justine! That big thick cock between your legs.”




“I do,” she agreed. Turning her hips, Justine made the cock sway as she grinned down at Randall. “Go on, then, show me how much you want it,” she encouraged. Randall hesitated only for a moment before parting his lips to take the cock in. He was slow, teasing his tongue over it first. This was something Randall had done for Justine before, but it still felt different. A kind of different that Randall didn’t know if he liked.




But that was part of the point. He didn’t do this because he liked it, he did it because Justine told him to. It was easy to give in to the feeling that whatever she wanted, he did. Easy enough to just hand himself over to that sensation.




It was freeing, letting Randall’s spirit soar to new heights. He sealed his lips tightly over the silicone cock, sucking hard, just as if Justine could actually feel what he did. She certainly saw the way his cheeks hollowed, her fingers brushing against either side of his face as he bobbed eagerly up and down her dick.




Steadily, the strap-on got wetter and wetter, sliding all the more easily in and out of Randall’s mouth. Justine could have fucked him with it, pressing the head down against his tongue. But she left Randall to do it all himself, to show her just how willing he was to obey her, whatever she ordered.




His fingers crept up her thighs, holding her legs apart as he took the cock deeper. His nose brushed against the base, the leather of the harness rubbing against Randall’s cheek as he tilted his head slightly to get a better angle.




“Mmm,” she hummed softly. Justine’s hand kept stroking over Randall’s cheek, every so often pressing harder so she could feel the outline of the dick. It was mesmerizing to do this for her. Randall’s mind easily switched into sub-mode, thoughts flying out of his head to leave nothing but the deep desire to please Justine.




As Randall carried on, he put as much effort into it as he could. “Good boy,” Justine praised, making Randall’s face heat. “Such a good little slut for me,” she added. “I’m going to reward you so well, fuck you so deep. Right here on this table. I’m going to bend you over it, take you hard. You’d like that, wouldn’t you, baby?”




Oh, fuck, yes, Randall wanted that more than anything. But he couldn’t take his mouth off Justine’s cock to actually say so. Instead, he groaned, the sound vibrating along the length of the dick in his mouth. He pressed forward, taking it even further, until he could feel the brush of the head against the back of his throat.




Eyes watering with the effort, Randall nonetheless kept his gaze locked on Justine. Her fingers brushed the moisture from his cheeks as she smiled down. Slowly, Randall pulled back, working his tongue over every inch of the silicone.




His mouth slipped off it with a soft ‘pop’, Randall drawing in a deep breath. His heart thundered against his ribs. “More?” he asked, his voice hoarse.




She gave it some thought, but shook her head. “No, that’s enough,” Justine told him. “Get me some lube,” she instructed instead. Luckily, this time Randall didn’t have to go all the way upstairs. They were quite good at having lube around the house just in case. And the case right now seemed to be that he was going to get fucked on their dining table! Something that Randall was both perfectly fine with and looking forward to.




Returning with it, Randall obediently handed it over to Justine. The smile she gave him felt like a reward in its own right. But perhaps not as much as getting fucked by her would do. Justine moved in closer, tiptoeing to press a kiss against Randall’s lips. Their cocks pressed together, making Randall groan hard.




He shifted, letting the sturdy table support his weight as Justine pinned him against the surface. His body hummed, every muscle vibrating with desire. His tongue darted out over his lips, still tingling from Justine’s kiss.




Glancing down at the curve of Justine’s breasts, he had to bite back a groan. She really was the most beautiful woman. Somehow, she looked even sexier and more powerful with a cock between her legs.




“You want to bend me over?” he asked, half-turning.




Justine ran her hand over Randall’s side, nails scratching lightly over his back when they reached it. “Mmm, yes, yes, I do.” She nodded. Justine gave his side a small shove, not that she needed to, Randall was turning around for her already. Eagerly, even. He wanted to be bent over the table for Justine’s pleasure, to feel her fuck him deeply.




Bending over, he was careful not to press his cock against the table. Justine would definitely not want him to stain it with precum! “Spread your legs,” she told him. Randall obliged easily. Hearing the bottle of lube open made Randall’s breath catch and the anticipation built low in his stomach as he waited for Justine to touch him.




At the first brush of her fingers, Randall cried out. He shifted back slightly, not wanting to demand more but also wanting to show how much he loved Justine deciding just how to touch him.




Her fingers felt good, so sure and strong as she teased them in small circles around his hole. One of Randall’s hands gripped the edge of the table, his knuckles cracking with the tightness of his hold. His toes curled against their kitchen tiles, reminding him how dirty it was to be fucked right there, right in the middle of their kitchen!




Justine pressed in, making Randall’s hole clench around her. Fuck! The sizzle of electricity darted all the way from his head to his bare feet. “Yes!” he groaned, fighting to hold his hips still. “Please, Justine!” He could feel the silicone of the cock, hard against his thigh. The thought of Justine driving it inside him made him ache.




But she’d take her time. Justine always took her time. She’d tease him slowly until his body was positively begging to get fucked. Her finger was gentle but steady as she moved it in and out of his ass. All Randall could do was grip the sides of the table. He didn’t want to rock back, didn’t want her to find a reason to stop. So instead, he whimpered and groaned, taking anything Justine wanted him to.




A second finger finally joined the first, Randall’s muscles stretching around it and his breath catching. Justine was just as slow with two fingers. Every so often, she parted them to stretch Randall out even more. It felt so fucking good! But it’d be nothing in comparison to the size of the cock he’d picked for her to fuck him with.




Desire swelled inside him, leaving no room for anything except how much Randall wanted Justine to fuck him. He tried to bend himself further over, giving Justine a perfect target, but still, she took her own sweet time.




Being hard for so long left an ache in Randall’s balls, a heat that made him feel as though his whole body was warming by degrees. Justine’s knuckles brushed between his legs, sending sparks of pleasure all the way up his spine as she stretched him open wider and wider.




She pushed one more finger past Randall’s rim, a movement that he met with a loud cry. He could hardly muster any words, all ability to speak being replaced by whines and sounds. Justine’s fingers prepared him so well. When she did pull back, it was to more whines from Randall. He wanted her to keep going, to fuck him with her fingers just like she had been doing.




But Justine had only pulled back so she could replace her fingers with the dick between her legs. “Shh, baby,” she said soothingly. Her hand stroked over Randall’s back. “I’m going to fuck you so well, promise.” Her tone of voice was calming, but Randall’s breath still caught in his throat when he felt the tip of the strapon press against his asshole.




Justine inched it in slowly, skillfully, every press so intense that it took Randall’s breath away. The strapon he’d chosen was thick, even thicker than three of Justine’s fingers. His hole stretched around it, bit by bit, until Randall could hardly concentrate on anything but how big it felt inside him.




“Fuuuuck,” he whined. Justine chuckled, recognizing the cry as one of enjoyment. Randall loved getting fucked, loved how Justine knew exactly how to slide her cock inside him so that all his muscles shook. His chest heaved, tight against the wooden table under him. He rocked his hips, just a fraction, just enough to grind his cock against the empty air.




“Mmm, good boy,” she praised. “Taking my dick so well. I’m going to fuck you so hard, going to make this whole table shake,” Justine promised. Randall groaned deeply, wanting nothing more than to take whatever Justine would give him. Especially if what she gave him was a hard fuck!




She knew it, too. Justine began to move slowly, still giving Randall’s body the chance to adjust around the cock in his ass. But she didn’t stay slow for long. Soon, Justine’s movements became faster and harder, each thrust being met with a low groan from Randall.




“Come on, baby, scream for me, show me how much you love getting fucked by me. Show me how much you need it!” she encouraged.




The table creaked loudly, rocked by every one of Justine’s thrusts. But Randall’s groans were even louder, echoing off the tiles as Justine’s dick slammed into him. She paused, strapon fully sheathed inside him. Randall whimpered as she ground forward. He could feel the bones of her hips digging into the curves of his ass.




Randall cried out, breath catching in his throat. Just as he started to feel giddy from the lack of oxygen getting to his brain, Justine pulled back. She pounded into him, her rhythm steady and constant. When the hard cock glanced against his prostate, Randall screamed.




“That’s right, baby,” Justine moaned. “I want to hear you! I want to hear how much you love getting fucked by me.” Each word was punctuated with another thrust. Justine fucked Randall deeper and faster, hitting that sweet spot almost every single time. She must have known it from how energetically Randall responded with cries and moans and screams, because Justine leaned forward, her fingers wrapping around Randall’s cock.




His knuckles went white at how hard he gripped the table, struggling not to just come all over it that very instant. Thankfully for him, Justine knew that, too. “Beg me to,” she demanded. “Beg me to let you come!”




The words raced like fire through Randall’s veins. “Please,” he began immediately. “Please, Justine. Let me come, I want to so badly!” Justine didn’t respond right away. Her fingers twisted around Randall’s cock, but didn’t speed up. Her thrusts pounded into him at the same steady pace.




Randall knew what it all meant. Justine wanted to hear more. And he wanted to give her more! “Fuuuck, Justine,” he breathed, every thrust pushing a panting breath between his lips. “You feel so good, fucking me so deep. I love your fingers. In me, around me, holding me down.”




Glancing over his shoulder, Randall saw the grin on Justine’s face. It made him feel a flush of pleasure all the way to his toes. He loved knowing he was making her happy. “Please,” he begged, more and more frantically. “Please, Justine.”




He had come too early last time and been punished for it. This time, he was going to hold out.




Luckily, Justine didn’t want Randall to fail again; she let him thrust against her fingers a few more times before answering. “Yes, you can come. Come on, baby! Come for me, show me how much you love getting fucked by me!” Justine’s hand tightened, her hips slamming forward faster and harder, hitting Randall’s prostate with every single stroke.




Even if he’d wanted to, Randall couldn’t have stopped himself. But having her permission - demand even! - felt so fucking good. His whole body shook as Randall came, spilling across Justine’s fingers and the table under him.




A groan poured out of him, seeming to hang in the air. Time slowed, all of Randall’s attention on the pleasure that swept through his body. Justine didn’t stop, thrusting a few more times to pull needy, over-stimulated whimpers from Randall’s throat.




Finally, she pulled back, the cock slipping free of Randall’s body. He shivered, twisting so he could watch the smile on Justine’s face. Her hands smoothed soothing circles across his back, centering him and bringing him back up from his sub-space.




“That was amazing,” he breathed. “Are you - Do you want me to do anything?” Randall’s limbs felt heavy, like moving would be an effort. But he doubted Justine wanted him to doze off bent over the hard wooden table. It felt good now; it was unlikely to be as comfortable after another twenty minutes.




“I don’t want you to do anything just yet,” she told him gently. “Let me clean you up and then we’ll go cuddle on the couch, yeah?” The suggestion was so soft, her tone light and caring. It made Randall’s body relax. He knew she’d take care of him no matter what, which made relaxing so much easier, just giving in to the feeling.




Randall gave a soft groan when he felt a wet cloth between his cheeks, Justine was gentle as she cleaned him up from the lube and then did the same to clean up his cum. “Come on now,” she urged gently. “Cuddles on the couch for you, you’ve been very good for me.”




It settled something inside Randall. He’d wanted to make up for his failure to obey Justine’s orders. Now, he knew that he had. He’d performed Justine’s punishment and now he’d earned her praise. It meant all was right between them.




Knowing that, it was easy to cuddle into her arms, letting her soft hands stroke over his skin until Randall hardly knew where he ended and Justine began. She pressed a kiss against his hair, the rise and fall of her chest lulling Randall down into a different kind of submissive space.




As he let go of conscious thought, Randall was left with a smile on his lips and a heart full of affection for his smirking, beautiful domme.





Other works by Henrietta Soto that you will enjoy:




Shorts




Taken by His Bride: Wedding Night Male Submission Story

Shared Experience: She Takes Him For The First Time

Following Her Orders: He Submits On Top

She Takes Him Hard: A Male First Time Submission Story

Wife’s Desires

She Ties Him Up: He Gets Used

He Gets Stuffed

Pleasing Her: She Makes Him Take It




Bundles




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




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




Making Men Submit




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




Submit to Them




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




Femdom Wedding Stories




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




Bending Him Over




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




She Dominates




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




Yes, Mistress




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




He Is Tied Up




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