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She Spoils Him

Spending two weeks on a tropical island was everything Blanche had dreamed of. Knowing that it was her hard work that had paid for such a luxurious vacation made it even better. Blanche loved treating her husband, and she knew she was lucky to find a man who actually appreciated being spoiled.

Their cabin on the beach was beautifully secluded, with only the crashing of the waves and the calling of the gulls for company. Most nights they drove to a nearby resort for a delicious dinner, but sometimes Nolan cooked in the cabin’s small kitchenette.

Today, Blanche had no plans for going anywhere. First thing after their morning shower, she’d ordered Nolan not to get dressed. She wanted to enjoy the sight of his sun-kissed skin every time she glanced up from the novel she was reading.

Nolan was always handsome. But two weeks of uninterrupted sunshine had bronzed him into a Greek god, a trail of dark hair leading to his gorgeous cock.

After a few hours, Blanche could tell Nolan was getting restless. Putting her book to one side, she stretched her legs out so her feet would nudge against Nolan’s bare thigh. Like the good boy he was, he immediately pressed his thumb against the arch of one foot, drawing a low moan from Blanche’s lips.

“Would you like me to give you some challenges?” Blanche asked, raising one eyebrow. Nolan knew her well enough to know that challenges usually involved sex.

There wasn’t an immediate response. But that didn’t imply he didn’t want it. Rather, Nolan enjoyed pretending he didn’t want her challenges. They both knew that he loved having Blanche give him precise instructions, letting him earn rewards.

“Yes, I would like you to give me some challenges,” he finally replied, using the full sentence to ensure he responded to her question exactly. “Whatever you want,” he added but perhaps somewhat unnecessarily since Blanche already knew he would do the things she asked of him.

And she already knew exactly what those things would be. But that didn’t mean she was going to tell Nolan all of them at once. She flexed her foot, giving another moan as Nolan’s clever fingers continued stroking and massaging. Her whole body relaxed, practically melting into the chair before she finally pulled her foot free.

Getting to her feet, Blanche smoothed a hand down her light summer dress. “First, you’ll need to get me naked,” she teased lightly. That would hardly be challenging. Nonetheless, Blanche loved having Nolan help her strip.

“I want you to make me moan once for every item you remove,” she decided.

“Yes, of course,” he nodded and then looked around, tongue running over his lips when his gaze returned to Blanche. “Here?” Nolan asked, sounding a little uncertain. Their little cabin was very secluded; Blanche didn’t imagine they’d be interrupted. But there was some small thrill at the idea that perhaps they would be!

So she nodded. If Nolan objected to her wish of exhibitionism, he would have told her as much. As it was, Nolan just nodded once more. His hands slid up over Blanche’s calves and then to the hem of her dress. It was hardly the first time that he was helping her out of this particular garment.

Nolan knew just where to tug and how to slide it up and then off Blanche.

A gentle breeze brushed across her bare skin, warm and tasting faintly of salt as Blanche inhaled. From the chair beside her, Nolan dropped easily to his knees. The thrill of seeing him submit like this, outside in the open, was almost enough to make Blanche moan.

And then Nolan shuffled forward, his hands sliding up the backs of her thighs. He leaned in, kissing his way up until his lips brushed the front of her panties. The light, tickling pressure brought the first moan to Blanche’s lips. “Ohhh, yes, that’s good,” she praised.

That was one. She still had two pieces of clothing to go.

But Nolan was in no rush. Something about that was incredibly hot. The way he took his time. They were, after all, on vacation. His hands toyed over Blanche’s skin, sliding up until he could brush the underside of her bra. While doing so, Nolan leaned in, pressing a kiss against her stomach. It was just as soft as his touch, tongue dipping in and out of Blanche’s navel, making her give another soft moan.

His fingers found the clasp of Blanche’s bra, undoing it easily before he pulled the material off her, letting Blanche’s breasts spill free. At the sight, Nolan gave a gentle groan. His hand moved up, cupping each of Blanche’s breasts in turn. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, gentle but firm.

Blanche sighed softly, reaching out to run her fingers through Nolan’s hair. Where his touch was gentle, hers was more demanding, tugging enough to make Nolan cry out. She knew he liked the pain, wanted it just as much as she wanted his fingers soft against her skin.

“You’re doing so well,” she breathed. “My panties are going to be drenched before you take them off.” That was thrilling. Blanche would need to get Nolan to help clean her up before they moved to the next stage of her plan.

His fingers brushed against the fabric clinging to her ass. Blanche shifted, lust pounding through her. But she didn’t insist that Nolan hurry up. If he wanted to take his time exploring her, Blanche was going to let him.

All it did was make anticipation and desire build inside Blanche. Every part of her body responded to Nolan’s touch. When he finally made it to her panties, Blanche was so ready for them to come off! Nolan’s fingers tugged against the material softly before pulling it down.

Blanche moved so that he could get the panties off, turning to make it easier. Nolan took advantage of her movement, leaning in to land a soft bite against the softness of Blanche’s ass.

“You’re naked now,” he grinned. “Time for me to make you moan.”

Blanche’s nipples stiffened at the words alone! Smoothing her hands over her body, she teased each nipple until she had to bite her lip to keep from moaning too soon. “Yesss,” she breathed. “I’ll leave it up to you how you want to do that.”

Putting herself in Nolan’s hands showed how much she trusted him. But it also challenged him more than simply telling him what to do. He had to pick how he would touch her, how quickly he would make her moan.

The quicker he acted, the sooner they could move on to other challenges. But the longer he took, the more turned on Blanche would be. That was never a bad thing.

Nolan pushed Blanche’s legs apart, leaning in to press kisses against her calves. He kissed his way up, tongue teasing over the back of her knee, sending soft shivers through her. He didn’t stop there, instead moving higher until he could bite Blanche’s inner thigh gently. It wasn’t painful, but teetered just on the verge. Blanche responded with a light whine.

She watched as Nolan glanced up, grinning at her. He looked so determined, so eager to fulfill Blanche’s instructions. And Nolan was very skilled in making Blanche moan. He moved up, until he could lick his way between her legs. She was already so wet! Nolan licked it all up easily.

Her knees threatened to give way. Taking a step back, letting the rough wall of the cabin take her weight, provided some much-needed stability. Parting her legs as far as she could, Blanche tangled her fingers in Nolan’s hair. It would have been so easy to tug him to exactly where she wanted him most.

But Blanche had promised to let Nolan take the lead. She wasn’t going to go back on her word. Not yet. Nolan’s tongue brushed over her entrance, teasing without ever quite pressing inside. It intensified the ache between Blanche’s legs, making her bite down on her lower lip.

When he licked upwards to her clit, Blanche couldn’t help but cry out. “Ohhh,” she moaned. “That’s good, baby!”

In response, Nelson moaned, sending the sound vibrating through Blanche. He didn’t stop, instead letting his tongue circle Blanche’s clit and then licking back down to her entrance. Slipping it inside her, Nelson fucked her gently, earning even more soft cries from Blanche. He moved back to her clit, a lot more determination in his movements.

It left Blanche breathing harsher, moans joining together as her hand gripped tighter against Nelson’s hair. He took it as encouragement, licking and lapping faster and faster. It didn’t take long before Blanche felt that pleasure coil low in her stomach, threatening to spill all through her at only a few more licks.

Her toes curled against the sand-strewn floor, every muscle tightening in preparation. Nolan’s hands were soft against the backs of her thighs, stroking her skin so gently that it sent shudders all the way up Blanche’s spine.

Focusing all his attention on her clit, Nolan’s determination to make her come quickly paid off. Pleasure swept through Blanche in one swift, sweet rush. Her moan rose like the cries of the gulls, breaking into a breathless scream as she tugged hard on Nolan’s hair.

Her breasts heaved, breath slowly returning to normal. Leaning against the wall more heavily, Blanche grinned. “Fuck, yes,” she murmured. “That was an excellent start.”

And it was only the beginning. It took Blanche a few minutes to recover from the intensity of her orgasm. As soon as she felt able, she stepped forward, urging Nolan up with a hand under his chin.

“Now, come inside.”

Compared to the blazing heat of the beach, the interior of their cabin brushed cool against Blanche’s naked skin. Bending over a chest of drawers, she came up with a very familiar harness of black leather.

“Help me put this on.”

“Yes,” Nolan agreed instantly. Blanche saw the way his pants tented already, which was certainly a good start. Having him still dressed with her completely naked was thrilling. Especially knowing how much power she had over what they were doing. Just as instructed, Nolan knelt before her to help her into the harness.

His fingers were skilled in looping the straps through their appropriate holes. Before long, the harness sat snugly against Blanche’s skin. Nolan looked up at her, eyes filled with lust. His tongue came out to wet his lips.

“What next?” Nolan asked eagerly.

Raising a challenging eyebrow, Blanche used her foot to hook the drawer open even further. Waiting inside was a strap-on that she’d slipped into their luggage when Nolan had been out.

It wasn’t a new toy for them, and putting the harness on must have given Nolan a hint as to the direction their play was going, but the way his eyes widened sent a thrill of satisfaction through Blanche.

“You’re going to get this nice and wet for me,” she instructed. “But first, I want to see you.” She gestured for Nolan to stand, smirking at how his Adam’s apple bobbed eagerly.

Another soft ‘yes’ died on his lips in favor of getting up quicker, fingers working to get off his t-shirt. He tossed it to one side before pushing down the shorts he was wearing. It left Nolan in nothing but his boxers. And those didn’t last very long either. His eagerness to get naked made Blanche grin.

Once he was done, Nolan did a little spin for her, making Blanche give a delighted laugh. “You wanted to see me,” Nolan said, almost like he needed to defend it. He truly didn’t. This was perfect. It certainly gave Blanche a very good view of Nolan.

Her nails left pale pink lines as she raked them down Nolan’s chest. The slight sting made his nipples pebble instantly, as Blanche had predicted it would. Knowing Nolan’s body so well was one of the benefits of how long they’d been together. A few well-placed touches and Blanche could have Nolan eagerly sighing her name.

Her other hand pressed down on Nolan’s shoulder, taking the time to appreciate the bulge of muscle there as he went back to his knees. He looked so good, naked and hard against the floor of their cabin.

“Go on,” she urged, gesturing to the strap-on.

Nolan swallowed but did reach out for the silicone cock. It took him a moment to figure out how to insert it into the harness so it’d stay in properly. When Nolan had, he looked up at Blanche with honest-to-God pride in his eyes. That only lasted for a moment. Blanche shifted her hips, making the cock bounce and reminding Nolan that she’d told him to get it nice and wet for her.

There was only a moment of hesitation before Nolan leaned in closer. He didn’t take the cock into his mouth straight away. No, instead, Nolan ran his tongue over it. Despite how slowly he went, Blanche’s pussy still responded, throbbing at the sight of her husband on his knees in front of her and licking her cock.

His tongue was such a beautiful shade of pink against the strap-on. The sight went straight between Blanche’s legs, reminding her of exactly how good that tongue had felt against her clit. Once more, her hand settled in Nolan’s hair, more softly this time, a gentle pressure as he explored the strap-on with his mouth.

“Ohhh,” Blanche groaned. “You look so perfect down there. So good at giving me pleasure with your tongue.” Even if she couldn’t feel Nolan’s touch like this, lust still raced through Blanche’s veins at the sight.

And just knowing that he was doing this because she told him to made Blanche’s body heat up. It wasn’t something Nolan would choose to do, to give a blowjob to a silicone cock. But he did so because Blanche wanted him to. He was the perfect, obedient sub. Blanche fully intended to reward him for his good behavior.

All in good time, anyway.

Using her grip in his hair, Blanche pushed the cock against her husband’s lips. Nolan parted them slowly. It was enough for her to take the opportunity to press the cock inside. Around the silicone, Nolan gave a soft groan. It took him a moment to adjust. When he did, Nolan took Blanche’s cock even deeper into his mouth.

Fuck! Seeing his lips stretched around her cock made Blache nearly dizzy with lust. It took all of her restraint not to order Nolan to the bed right then and there. Luckily, Blanche’s self-control was admirable. She knew how much better it would be for both of them if she waited.

Steadily, she pumped the strap-on in and out of Nolan’s mouth. His cheeks hollowed beautifully as he sucked, a trail of saliva dripping down the length of the toy. Blanche’s free hand stroked across her body, light haphazard touches that kept her nerves on edge.

“That’s it,” she breathed. “Come on, go a little faster for me.”

Nolan gave a soft gurgling noise but he did start bobbing his head faster. The dedication was about as hot as actually seeing him suck her cock so well. He wanted to show her he could be good. Her hand eased in Nolan’s hair, petting it instead of pulling it. The softness of her touch made him give another light moan.

Glancing up at her through his lashes, Nolan took the cock in even deeper. It might not be as fast, but Blanche could see the effort he was making. He wanted her to feel good, like what he was doing actually made pleasure cruise thought her. In a way, it definitely did, even if it wasn’t from the cock itself.

Once the silicone cock was liberally streaked with saliva, gleaming in the light that filtered through the big ocean-view windows, Blanche pulled away. “Such a good boy,” she praised, stroking her fingers through Nolan’s hair. His grin made her heart jump in her chest. Having the power to make him look so satisfied with sucking cock would always be a thrill.

“Alright, get on the bed on all fours.” Now the fun could really begin. As much as Blanche had loved watching Nolan on his knees, this would be even better. Preparing him to take her cock always produced such delicious sounds!

Nolan didn’t hesitate to follow her instructions, crawling onto the bed and making himself comfortable. That, in itself, pleased Blanche. She always wanted her husband to be comfortable. Knowing that he knew that, too, felt very good. She walked towards the bed, reaching out to stroke her hand over Nolan’s ass as soon as she could reach it.

“Mmm,” he groaned. “Fuck, Blanche.” Nolan’s breath caught in his throat. She knew he was excited, but there was also a tension in his muscles. It was tension that Blanche was sure she could ease with the prospect of pleasure.

“I’m going to make you feel so good,” she promised, the mattress sinking slightly beneath her weight. Her hands stroked over Nolan’s sides, across the jut of his hips and down to that lovely ass. As he’d done to her earlier, Blanche leaned in to press her teeth into the temptingly plush curve of one cheek.

Nolan’s sharp intake of breath echoed in her ears. “You’re going to make such lovely sounds for me, out here on our own private seafront.” Living in the city, Blanche was always aware of how closely their neighbors lived.

But being on vacation was different. There was nobody to hear them but the gulls. Teasing her fingers between Nolan’s cheeks, Blanche tutted. “I forgot the lube. Be an angel and reach into my bedside drawer to get it for me.”

“Yes, of course.” Nolan nodded eagerly. Blanche knew that it wasn’t just because having lube was going to make this whole experience that much easier, but rather that Nolan loved following whatever orders Blanche gave. He shifted to reach the bedside table, opening it to retrieve the lube.

Turning slightly, Nolan handed the tube over to Blanche. She praised him, making him smile. Nolan responded to praise so well! Gently, she ran a hand over his back before opening the bottle of lube and squeezing some out on her fingers.

Stroking the cool lube over Nolan’s asshole produced the most beautiful whine, his hips rocking back and his hard cock bobbing beneath him. Desire blazed through Blanche like a fire, almost making her hand tremble. But she carried on carefully, spreading the lube thoroughly over Nolan’s hole.

He groaned, his thighs quivering as he fought the impulse to push back for more. “That’s it,” Blanche breathed. “I’m going to give you everything you want.” Maybe she’d draw the process out a little more than Nolan would have wished for. It was for his own good. Blanche wouldn’t hurt him, no matter how impatiently he moved.

Slowly, she pressed one finger inside him, moaning herself at the hot way his muscles clung to her, welcoming and dragging her further in.

“Ah, fuck,” Nolan breathed. “God, Blanche, that feels good,” he moaned. She moved her finger in and out a few times, getting more and more soft sounds from Nolan. Once she felt he was ready, Blanche inserted another finger, smirking when he whined at that, too.

With two fingers stretching Nolan’s muscles out, Blanched focused on making sure that the sounds he gave were steady, just as her movements were. She fucked in and out of him, watching how the muscles in Nolan’s back contracted, trembling under his skin so beautifully.

“Uhhh,” he whined. “Please. Fuck, Blanche, please, more.”

“So greedy,” she teased. There was no bite to her tone. The fact that Nolan wanted this was one of the truest pleasures of their married life. His pleas were so genuine, nobody could ever think that he was doing this only for her.

Giving Nolan what he wanted always made Blache’s heart pound. So, without missing a beat, she slipped another finger past his stretched rim. His head jerked back, pleasure rippling down his spine. Twisting, Blanche could make him call out exactly the way she wanted to.

“Are you ready for my cock yet?” she asked, rocking her free hand against Nolan’s hip to remind him of what was still to come.

There was another deep cry but it was followed by a nod. “Fuck yes, fuck. Blanche, I want to feel you fuck me, I want you to... God, just use me however you want.” The words tumbled from Nolan’s lips, making Blanche grin. Yeah, she fully intended to do just that.

Hearing him so desperate for her made Blanche’s pussy throb with need. Seeing her husband like this was fucking hot.

He rocked back against her fingers, fucking himself against them. She didn’t stop him, enjoying that he wanted it so much he was trying to fuck himself. Despite Nolan’s hard cock rocking under him, he made no effort to reach for it. Which was good, because Blanche had zero intention of letting him. It was hers to play with, after all.

Finally, feeling he was as ready - and as desperate - as he was likely to get, Blanche slid her fingers free. The emptiness brought a whimper from Nolan’s throat, which Blanche soothed with soft sounds under her breath. “I’m going to fill you up, don’t worry,” she promised. “Just scoot to the side for me.”

Nolan made space on the bed, which Blanche easily slipped into, her own silicone cock bobbing between her legs just like Nolan’s. It was a little smaller, of course, but still ample! Stroking her hand over it, she refreshed the wetness Nolan had left with more lube.

“Come here.” She beckoned, waiting while Nolan took control of his quivering muscles to come straddle her legs so they were face to face on the bed.

“Mmm,” Nolan moaned. They didn’t often fuck with him on top. Still, it was a vacation; they should spice things up! And she loved watching him. Giving him the ability to choose the rhythm was her reward to him for having been so good, such an obedient little slut.

As he sank down on her cock, Nolan groaned deeply. He took it slow, because that’s how she’d want him to take it. Nothing too much and too fast. No, just slow movements, taking the cock inside him inch by inch until Nolan was reduced to nothing but whimpers.

“Fuck, that’s such a beautiful sight,” she breathed. “You whimpering on my cock, loving it like that. And so hard for me!” Nolan was truly beautiful, making Blanche’s pussy throb in time with the pounding of her heart.

Reaching out, she flicked lightly against one of Nolan’s nipples. Just enough to make him inhale a sharp breath. Hurting him wasn’t what Blanche wanted, but catching him by surprise made him look even better.

“Go on, ride me,” she urged. “Let me see how good my cock feels inside you.”

“Oh, fuck,” he breathed. But he did exactly as Blanche had told him to do. First, it was soft movements, hips rolling forward and Nolan’s own cock bouncing as he moved. Blanche reached to settle one of her hands against his hip, the other still teasing Nolan’s nipple. He groaned again, even deeper this time.

Then, once he’d adjusted to the cock in his ass, Nolan began to move a bit faster. He didn’t come down against her cock hard. From the sounds he was making, the angle he was fucking himself on her dick was pretty perfect.

Taking her time to enjoy the picture Nolan made, Blanche trailed her fingers down the length of his chest. His flat stomach jumped under her touch, muscles flexing and tightening like a ripple on water. Lower, lower, Blanche tested the edge of her nail against Nolan’s hip.

His breath caught, almost as if he knew what she was going to do. Carefully, Blanche wrapped her fingers around the thick girth of Nolan’s beautiful dick. A moan stuttered from between his lips, sounding so wrecked already!

“Mmm. Gorgeous,” Blanche praised. “Don’t stop. If you stop moving, I’ll stop touching you.”

There was another groan, a whine almost, but Nolan didn’t stop. He tried to manage the pleasure between her cock in his ass and her hand around his cock. Every thrust sent him fucking into her hand. The combination earned her even more delicious cries.

“Fuck, Blanche, please,” Nolan cried. “I won’t, fuck, I won’t last long,” he warned. Yet, despite it, he didn’t ask to come. Nor did he stop doing exactly what she’d told him to and fucking himself on her cock faster.

Blanche’s fingers tightened around Nolan’s shaft, twisting slightly at the head the way he loved. “That’s fine, keep going.” Her breasts heaved as she breathed in and out faster, electricity shooting across her skin. The visual feast before her was almost too much.

“I want you to come,” she said, her voice soft and encouraging. “I want you to come on my cock and from my hand. I want to see how much more beautiful you look with cum streaked over your stomach and your chest.”

Nolan whined, his thighs trembling as he lifted himself up so that he could drop down harder, faster. Blanche rocked her hips, helping to nudge the silicone against the most sensitive spots inside him.

“Fuck, please,” he whined. His hand came to rest against Blanche’s. He didn’t slow her down or even try to squeeze his cock harder. No. Instead, he just turned it more towards him. Blanche realized it was so he could ensure that when he came it was only on him. His stomach and his chest, just as she’d demanded.

To reward such considerate obedience, especially when Nolan kept fucking himself on her dick, Blanche began to move her hand faster. The mix of the speed and Nolan still fucking himself on her was all it took.

With a loud groan, and Blanche’s name on his lips, Nolan came. The spurts of cum splashed across his stomach and chest, just like Blanche had wanted, only the few drops staying on her fingers.

It was the most erotic sight Blanche had ever seen. And she’d seen Nolan in plenty of compromising situations! Cooing, she reached up to trail her fingers between the splashes of cum. “God, Nolan. You look so naughty for me!” She hardly needed to ask if Nolan had enjoyed himself. The smile on his face was exactly the expression Blanche loved to put there: satisfied and relaxed.

Her hands moved softly, one curling around Nolan’s hip while the other wrapped around the base of the strap-on. “Help me lift you off,” she murmured. It took both of them to lift Nolan’s weight, the cock sliding slowly out of him.

Shifting, Blanche made room for Nolan to settle beside her, petting his side gently. “Do you have enough energy left to make me come again?” she teased.

“Always,” he answered instantly. Really, Blanche hadn’t expected it to be any other answer. Even at his most tired, Nolan would make her come if she told him to. But he wasn’t that tired just yet. Maybe later, she’d exhaust him fully.

As it was, Nolan eagerly moved closer, peppering kisses against Blanche’s neck and then moving lower. He stopped just short of her nipple, looking up at Blanche. “What do you want me to do?” he asked, awaiting further instructions.

“Mmmm.” Blanche drew the sound out, her whole body quivering as she teetered on the edge of giving Nolan instructions. The array of possibilities dazzled her, as did the power that rushed through her veins. She could tell Nolan to do anything! Anything that would bring her closer to that sweet edge.

Guiding one of his hands between her legs, Blanche groaned as his fingers slid through the wetness of her pussy. “Touch me here,” she urged. “And use your mouth on my breasts. You know what I like.”

“I do,” Nolan commented. The genuine pleasure in his tone almost made Blanche’s breath catch. This was precisely why she’d married him. Nolan loved knowing how to please Blanche and how to make them both feel amazing. There was no hesitation as his mouth settled around one of her nipples, tongue working eagerly to make the little nub harden.

At the same time, his hand moved further between her legs, fingers caressing through Blanche’s wetness. She heard the soft moan that Nolan gave, probably at the knowledge of just how turned on she got from fucking him. Fingers slipped inside Blanche, carefully curving to find the most pleasurable spot inside her.

She groaned, tipping her head back so that every sound of her pleasure would echo off the wooden walls. Her back arched, body undulating upwards to meet the brush of Nolan’s tongue. His fingers stretched her, twisting so that she could feel her pussy adjusting around him.

“Ah, yes, yes!” Blanche cried. “Make me come, baby, come on. I know you can.” Pleasure swirled through Blanche’s body, carrying her higher and higher as Nolan focused all of his attention on making her scream.

He sucked her nipple harder, letting go of it with a loud pop. The air around them might have been hot, but it was colder than Nolan’s mouth was. The change in temperature made Blanche gasp. Not as loudly, though, as Nolan’s mouth moving to her other breast did.

With his mouth working to get more moans from Blanche, his fingers began to slide in and out of her faster. Blanche wiggled against him, pushing her hips down to meet Nolan’s hand. She was so close! Nolan knew it. He fingered her harder and faster, before letting his teeth nibble Blanche’s nipple, sending a sharp shoot of pain through her.

The combination of pleasure and pain flooded Blanche’s system, washing from the crown of her head all the way to the tips of her toes. “Yes!” she cried, feeling herself rise over that sweet cliff. The last push she needed came from Nolan’s thumb, brushing over her clit in a burst of pleasure.

“Yesss!” Blanche shrieked, nails digging into Nolan’s skin as she came. Wave after wave, her climax pounded over her. She clung on, body tossed as Nolan’s hand and mouth teased the last of her orgasm from her body.

With a hugely satisfied sigh, Blanche pushed Nolan’s fingers away from her throbbing clit. “Fuck, that was lovely,” she breathed. Sweat dripped down her spine, making her want nothing more than to stretch out and close her eyes.

First, though, she’d make sure Nolan was happy. The way he grinned at her certainly implied that he was. Shifting up in the bed, Nolan reached to kiss Blanche, a slow, lingering dance of lips and tongues. When he pulled back, that smile had widened. There was an edge of submissiveness in his eyes that Blanche just loved.

“You spoil me,” he told her. But it was hardly a complaint. Blanche brushed a hand over Nolan’s back, nails scratching over it lightly. She definitely enjoyed spoiling her husband. Knowing that he loved it was even better.

Humming softly, she let Nolan nuzzle against the sensitive skin of her jaw. “That’s because I like spoiling you,” she assured. It was what Nolan deserved, in Blanche’s opinion. But it was more important to both of them that it was something Blanche enjoyed.

Stroking her hand through his hair, she pulled Nolan away just enough that she could slip off the bed. “Stay there,” she ordered gently. “I’m going to clean us both up, and then we can have a siesta.”

By the time the sun sank below the horizon, Blanche was sure their energy would’ve returned. Her whole body tingled at the possibilities for what else they could do!


Filled and Claimed

The end of the year was always busy. When it came to deciding on next year’s schedules, the buck stopped with Nash. He could be a bit of a perfectionist about it, wanting to make sure that everything got done efficiently so there would be no missed deadlines to stress about when the time came.

But that perfectionism meant a lot of work, and a lot of late nights. Nash had stayed at the computer in his home office until past ten every day this week. By the time he’d grabbed food and watched a bit of something on the TV to wind his brain down, Kira had already fallen asleep alone in their bed.

It was a bad habit to get into. But every night, Nash really believed this would be the night that he finished. And once everything was perfect, he’d be able to give Kira the attention she deserved.

Of course, Kira might have something to say about having to wait so long!

When Nash finally finished sending out deadlines on Friday evening, he found Kira in the living room. His stomach flipped with excitement at finally having the time to spend with her - but also with guilt over having neglected her.

“I finally finished,” he said, his tone cautious.

“Congratulations! I hope it’s good, you’ve worked very hard,” she said. Nash couldn’t help but smile. It had been hard work and even if Kira didn’t quite get it, he knew her praise was genuine. She trusted that he was busy doing something that mattered. Not that it negated the fact that he definitely owed her some attention.

She looked good, too. Her own work was easily done in cozy lounge clothes since she didn’t have any video calls. But Kira still always made the effort. She dressed for work, even at home. The only thing she didn’t bother with now that working from home was a thing were her heels.

Nash didn’t mind that. He liked the way she seemed both at home but also professional.

Today, she wore a black pencil skirt and a pinkish blouse. It made her dark hair stand out so much more. All Nash wanted to do was forget about the week and give himself over to Kira. If she’d have him, of course.

“So do I get you to myself now?” Kira asked as if reading his thoughts. She was always very good at that.

Nash smiled, feeling tension ease off his shoulders. He hadn’t even noticed he was holding any stiffness there! And yet Kira was so good at making him relax and give in to the good feelings.

“You do,” he confirmed. “I’m sorry that I haven’t been a very good boyfriend this week.” Going to bed separately was rare for them, and even though it had felt necessary at the time, Nash wanted to make up for it.

“You’ll just have to make it up to me.” Kira smirked. “Why don’t we start with something simple, hmm? How about a foot massage?” It was a question and she even wiggled her toes, but they both knew it wasn’t actually a request and rather just Kira’s way of informing Nash that this was what she wanted him to do.

He was, of course, more than happy to oblige. Walking over to Kira, he waited for her to take a seat on the couch so he could drop to his knees next to it. “Mmm,” she hummed. “I do love seeing you like this, before me.” She even reached out to run a hand through Nash’s hair, instantly making him lean into her.

Her fingers brushed cool against the warm skin of his temple. Kira always seemed to have cold hands, no matter how warm they kept the house. It made lust shiver down Nash’s spine just to think of where else she might put those nice, cool fingers.

For now, he sat back, taking her foot between his two hands and warming it up for her. “I love being here like this, before you,” he echoed, his thumbs gliding along the curve of her instep. Her toes wiggled, making Nash chuckle under his breath. “Do you want a slow foot massage?” he asked, curious how much time he was allowed to take.

“Yes,” she confirmed. “I want you to be slow and gentle. Take your time,” she instructed. “Since we now have time, I want us not to rush.” It was sweet and Nash smiled. Kira’s fingers stroked over his neck and he leaned in to drop a soft kiss against her knee. He’d missed this a lot, being able to just sit by Kira’s feet and relax.

Of course, he did also focus on rubbing her feet like she’d told him to. That was part of making him feel more hers. When Nash had to work, it was easy to focus on that, but it was things like this that reminded him just how good it felt to be under Kira’s rule.

He pressed his thumbs firmly against Kira’s skin, knowing where she might have knots that needed more pressure. Of course, now that she didn’t wear heels, her feet hurt her a lot less, but that just meant she could enjoy Nash’s touch. He covered every inch of her sole, methodically working his way from the tips of her toes to the curve of her heel.

As he worked, Nash felt his thoughts sinking deeper. Everything work-related vanished from his mind, leaving so much more room for Kira. Arousal stirred in the pit of Nash’s stomach, not urgent, but nonetheless making itself known. He wanted to see her undressed, wanted to be allowed to touch more than her feet. But all those wants could wait until Kira decided she was ready.

Letting himself focus on her, Nash’s other thoughts seeped away. Kira’s touch was soft as she kept stroking her fingers through his hair. Nash massaged her foot until he felt the muscles loosen enough that he could move onto the other. The only interruption to their calm arrangement was the way Kira moaned softly when Nash hit just the right spot.

With his mind almost blank, it surprised Nash when Kira told him to stop, saying that it had been over ten minutes. Time disappeared so easily when he focused on nothing but serving Kira.

“There are other things you can do for me.” She smiled softly. “Why don’t you strip for me, hmm?”

“Yes, Kira,” Nash intoned. He didn’t need to ask whether he was allowed to stand up. He knew Kira’s orders well enough to know that it was implied. But he waited, staying on his knees while he unbuttoned his shirt. The cool air of the room brushed against his chest, raising his nipples to little peaks. Nash didn’t touch them, even though he knew how a touch would tingle against his skin.

Standing, Nash unbuckled his belt, sliding it free of his work pants in one smooth movement. The leather hissed against the belt loops, raising goosebumps on Nash’s bare chest. He dropped his clothes to the floor, tugging off his socks and standing before Kira in nothing but his boxers.

Already, his cock strained against the material. Nash tucked his thumbs under the elastic waistband, glancing up at Kira’s face to check she wanted him to continue.

Rather than saying anything, Kira reached out. Her fingers brushed the base of Nash’s stomach, making his breath catch in his throat. The softness of her touch didn’t stop a shiver running through Nash. He wanted to lean into that touch some more, but also didn’t want to push whatever Kira wanted.

Instead, he waited.

Nash didn’t have to wait for very long. Kira’s hand slid lower, fingers hooking in the elastic of his boxers. She slid them down slowly, revealing Nash’s skin inch by inch. When his cock sprang free, Nash gave a deep groan. He was getting harder with every breath he took, especially with Kira’s fingers so close.

Without needing to be asked, he stepped free from the boxers, biting back a groan when Kira held them dangling from two fingers. He balled his hands into fists, resisting the urge to touch himself. With how late he’d been working, he hadn’t had any time to pleasure himself, either. His cock was making that neglect felt now.

He ached to run his fingers along his cock, but he wouldn’t move until Kira gave him permission. This was, after all, about her, and about making it up to her that he’d been too busy to join her in bed.

“What else can I do for you?” he asked, voice a little breathless.

Parting her legs, Kira smirked. “You can help me out of my panties,” she told him. Nash dropped down to his knees straight away, his fingers traveling from Kira’s feet up her legs and then between them. He pushed the skirt up as he went, leaning in to press another kiss against Kira’s knee. It wasn’t too presumptuous, he hoped. Kira let him, which Nash took to mean that it was fine.

He didn’t dare to try his luck with another one, though.

Making his way over Kira’s hot skin, Nash found the fabric of her panties, soft against her hips. He slid his fingers under them, pulling down gently. Kira lifted her hips to help him get the material off.

“Good boy,” she praised, her fingers stroking through Nash’s hair. “Now replace them with your mouth,” she instructed.

A moan bubbled up from Nash’s chest, his face flushing with embarrassment at how eager he sounded. But he didn’t really mind. For Kira, he was eager; he wanted her to know it! He smoothed his hands under her thighs, pulling her forward to the very edge of the couch. Her legs spread so invitingly, making Nash’s cock ache with desire at the sight.

He leaned forward, licking his way up the sensitive inside of Kira’s thigh. She only sighed, a quiet sound that lit a fire inside Nash. He would make her moan before he finished, he was determined. His mouth reached her pussy, tongue sliding easily through her wetness. Nash knew what Kira liked, how to start slow and soft, avoiding her clit until she gave some sign that she was ready.

But that hardly meant that he couldn’t make her moan. Nash’s tongue slid inside Kira before he twisted it and licked back out again. He loved the taste of her against his tongue, so sweet and hot. As his tongue moved, Nash settled his hands under Kira’s ass so he could pull her against him. Her fingers never left his hair, tugging just enough to remind him that she was in charge.

As if he’d forget! Nash very much wanted Kira to be in charge. He wanted to serve and to make her come. Or at least moan with how good he made her feel. His tongue worked faster against Kira until a deep moan rumbled through her.

“Ahh, fuck, that’s good, baby,” she praised. The pride at doing so well made Nash even more dedicated.

He alternated between light, playful strokes of his tongue and more powerful plunges into Kira’s wet heat. She rocked her hips against him, spreading her wetness over his chin while her fingers twisted in his hair, pulling hard against his scalp. Nash’s nails left little imprints in the smooth skin of Kira’s ass as his fingers flexed with his desire to pull her even closer.

He felt her thighs tense, clamping down on either side of his head, pinning Nash in place. He didn’t mind. In all the world, there was nowhere he would rather be than trapped between Kira’s legs. She moaned above him, the sound echoing off the walls. As she dragged his head higher, Nash took that as the permission he needed to focus his attention on her clit.

“Ooooh, yes!!” Kira cried out instantly. Her hips rocked against Nash, rubbing her pussy all over him. He didn’t try to stop her, his grip on her ass loose enough to permit whatever movement she wanted.

His tongue lapped faster and harder, pressing against the sensitive spot to make Kira moan even louder. Nash teased her over and over until he could feel her muscles vibrate with how close she was to orgasm. He didn’t want to make her wait, steadily carrying on until Kira screamed.

“Ahhh, yesyesyes,” she chanted, her whole body bucking against Nash.

He gentled his movements, licking more softly and slower, until Kira used the hand in his hair to push him back. The taste of her lingered on his lips, and Nash ran his tongue over them to savor the sweet flavor. He could feel her wetness clinging to his cheeks and chin, but didn’t raise a hand to wipe himself clean. He loved knowing she could see his dedication to her shining all over his face.

“Fuck, that was good,” he said, his breath catching in his throat. “I love the way you sound. So eager.” And knowing he had done something for her, made her come hard enough that Nash could still hear her scream ringing off the walls, settled a weight inside him. But it still wasn’t enough, not after his work had absorbed so much of his attention for so long.

Looking up at Kira, Nash smiled. “Can I help you take off the rest of your clothes?” he asked. He hadn’t paid Kira’s breasts any attention in ages! And Nash loved them so much.

“You can.” Kira nodded. She lifted one leg briefly, her foot pushing against Nash’s shoulder so he’d move back a bit and let her stand up from the couch. He enjoyed the way Kira just moved him when she wanted. Despite being smaller than Nash, she had a way about her that made him feel small in the best sort of way.

Standing before him, Kira turned slightly so Nash could access the zipper at the side of her skirt. He slid it down carefully, not wanting to risk getting her blouse caught. Once open, the skirt fell to the ground easily, the blouse covering Kira almost modestly. She stepped out of the material before turning towards Nash so he could start on the buttons of her blouse.

His fingers lingered on the soft material, the heat of Kira’s body radiating through it. Each button revealed a splash of mocha skin. Nash longed to run his hands over Kira’s body, feel the curve of her waist and the weight of her breast in his hands. But she had only given him permission to undress her; that was what he concentrated on.

Her blouse slipped from her shoulders, joining the puddle of her skirt on their floor. It always gave Nash a thrill to undress Kira somewhere other than the bedroom. It would be his job, later, to come and collect up all the clothes, reminding him of how they’d been too impatient to wait! Finally, he eased open the clasp of her bra, dragging the cups down and off to reveal Kira’s hardened nipples.

As much as he wanted to reach up and touch, Nash didn’t. He knew his place and that was on his knees in front of Kira, awaiting her instructions. She looked stunning, of course. Her dark hair curling just slightly above her shoulders. Her skin radiated heat. Nash looked up at her with such eagerness. A hand returned to Nash’s hair, light as it stroked it.

“I can tell you want your mouth on them,” she commented with a tone of amusement. “You may,” Kira allowed. Taking a step back, she sat back down on the couch. “Make me moan with just your mouth against my breasts and I’ll consider letting you do more.”

Nash grinned, dropping back down to his knees and shuffling forward to close the distance between them. He almost smoothed his hands up Kira’s sides, then caught himself, remembering that she’d said he was only to use his mouth against her breasts. Nash wasn’t about to get it wrong before he’d even started!

Instead, he rested both hands on the couch, nails catching against the fabric. It was a good reminder to keep his hands where they were. He leaned forward, his tongue sliding hot and wet down the column of Kira’s throat. Her skin tasted so good, sweet and salt all at the same time. Nash dropped lower, his mouth rubbing lightly over Kira’s breast until he could take her nipple between his lips.

From his position, balancing was a challenge, but it just gave Nash even more of a thrill. His tongue teased over the tip of Kira’s nipple as his lips tightened around it. One of Kira’s hands returned to Nash’s hair. She didn’t tug, but he still couldn’t help but give a soft groan against her breast. Kira responded by pulling him in closer.

Nash could feel the heat radiating off her. He sucked her nipple, tongue flicking over the hard bud faster. Had he been allowed, Nash’s other hand would come up to cup Kira’s free breast, but as it was, he pulled back with a wet ‘pop’, so he could move onto the other one and repeat his actions there.

“Mmm, that’s a good boy,” Kira praised.

The praise sent shivers of delight down Nash’s spine, his cock throbbing with desire. He had to clench his hands, fingers digging into the fabric of the couch, just to keep him from lifting them to touch Kira’s beautiful body. Kira had promised that if he made her moan, she might allow him to do more; Nash was determined to prove that he could!

He pursed his lips, sucking hard against Kira’s nipple. Her back arched, pushing her breast against his face, making Nash tilt back for a moment before he caught his balance. Kira’s breath caught, but she still didn’t moan. Nash pulled back, switching back to the nipple he’d already teased and letting his teeth graze lightly over it.

“Ah, fuck,” Kira snapped but it wasn’t a moan. Not yet! Nash put all of his effort into teasing her nipple, tongue lapping faster before his teeth gave it another light bite. And then, finally, Nash heard Kira moan. It sent such a thrill through him, to know that not only had he made her moan but that he’d made her moan when he’d actively set out to do that.

Nash pulled back, eagerly looking up at Kira to see what she might allow him to do now. She laughed, clearly understanding his expression. “You may also use your hands now,” she informed him. “I’d quite like it if you did.”

Nash sucked in a breath through his teeth, his throat tightening with arousal. Fuck, he loved it when Kira admitted the effect he could have on her! Not wanting to keep her waiting even for a second, Nash lifted both hands to her waist. The curve of her guided his fingers up, until he could cup both breasts, feeling the warm weight of them against his palm. “You’re so sexy, Kira,” he breathed, lowering his head to nuzzle at the valley of her cleavage.

She shifted, legs parting slightly. Nash slid one hand down, back over the planes of her stomach and down over her hip. He paused, fingers brushing lightly over her thigh, waiting to see if she would say he was allowed to carry on.

Rather than telling him not to, or even just pushing his hand away, Kira shifted towards Nash. “As long as you don’t forget about my breasts,” she teased, surely knowing that nothing was going to distract Nash from Kira’s boobs.

While two of his fingers slid between Kira’s legs, into the wetness he knew he’d caused, Nash’s lips returned to Kira’s breast. His tongue teased over her nipple just as his thumb pressed against her clit.

“Ah, fuck!” she cried, no longer bothering to keep any moans back, much to Nash’s delight.

Her hips shifted, urging Nash on as he pressed his fingers gently inside her. His other hand cradled Kira’s breast, fingers reaching for her nipple and tugging lightly until he heard Kira give a soft gasp. Her lips parted, cheeks flushed with desire as Nash sucked harder against the nipple in his mouth.

The more Kira moved against him, the harder Nash’s cock throbbed, desperate for some attention. But Nash did his best to ignore it, preferring to focus on Kira. He still had a lot of nights absorbed in his work that he needed to make up for. His thumb circled her clit, pressing just hard enough to make her hips buck against him. He could feel her muscles tensing and relaxing as pleasure swept through her.

“Yes! Fuck! Yessss,” Kira cried, her muscles tightening under him. Nash sucked her nipple harder, his fingers relentless, making Kira’s body thrash against the couch. It wasn’t until she reached to push his hand away that Nash slowed down. He pulled back, lips no doubt red from the contact.

Kira brought a hand down, running it gently over his cheek. “Good, good,” she praised. “You’re being very good for me.” Pride swept through Nash. He did love being good for Kira. “Go upstairs and wait for me on the bed,” she instructed. “On all fours.” The last bit was said with a smirk on her lips.

Nash bit back a groan, scrambling up with his eyes glued to Kira’s body. She looked so good, practically glowing with pleasure. Nash loved knowing he had done that, and he wasn’t even finished yet! “Yeah,” he breathed, forcing himself to turn and walk away.

He climbed the stairs quickly, his cock bouncing against his stomach with every step. Their bedroom was perfect, warm and welcoming. Kira had probably known they would end up here. The thought that she might have planned this all out sent heat cruising down Nash’s spine.

Clambering onto the bed, he positioned himself exactly as Kira had requested, his hands and knees sinking into the plush blankets, making the mattress give under him.

His breath caught waiting for Kira. The anticipation built. Nash had no idea how long she might choose to take. Hopefully, not that long. But he’d wait patiently; Nash enjoyed waiting for Kira. It gave him a nice sort of buzz, not to mention that his cock absolutely ached for touch.

Nash wouldn’t dare to touch himself. He hardly wanted to earn a punishment. Whatever Kira wanted, he was going to do.

When she did come into the bedroom, Nash glanced over his shoulder. She was still naked, looking so beautiful in the dim light.

“Mmm, that’s a nice welcome,” Kira commented. “You look good, baby.” And Nash was sure that she meant it, too! Walking over to him, Kira reached out to run a hand over Nash’s ass. “I’ve missed playing with this,” she informed him. “So I think I’ll do that.”

Nash’s stomach clenched as desire rolled through him in a wave. “Fuck, yes,” he groaned. He loved it when Kira paid attention to his ass. He couldn’t quite say that he’d missed it, not while he’d been so absorbed in work, but that did nothing to lessen the force of wanting it now that Kira had brought it up.

Spreading his legs a little wider, Nash arched his back, pushing his ass back into Kira’s touch. Her hand was warm, stroking over the skin in circles that made Nash’s throat squeeze tight with the anticipation. “Please,” he begged, the word slipping from his lips before he even had a chance to think about stopping it.

Kira laughed, but Nash knew it was at his eagerness and desperation. He didn’t mind. Knowing that she wanted him to want it made Nash feel a lot more relaxed. Besides, he was so fucking horny! His cock was practically dripping precum, more so now when he knew that Kira wanted to play with his ass.

“You make a good toy, baby,” she informed him. Nash gave a deep groan. Oh, he wanted to be Kira’s toy, definitely! When she pulled her hand back, Nash whined. “Shh,” she urged. “I’m just going to get some lube and some toys.”

It didn’t take Kira very long and that, even more, made Nash think that she had planned this. He glanced at the toys she set down next to him on the bed. A prostate massager followed by a butt plug.

He groaned, squeezing two handfuls of the sheets as he rocked back, so eager for Kira to get started. She didn’t disappoint, resting one hand on his ass while the other teased between his cheeks. The breath stilled in his lungs as she spread the lube over his hole, warm from her hand and lighting up a dozen nerve-endings at once.

Kira pressed one finger gently past the ring of muscle while a moan poured from Nash’s throat. Fuck, it always felt so much better than he remembered it! His concentration narrowed to the feeling of Kira gently getting him ready, taking her time so that she wouldn’t cause anything but waves of pleasure.

Nash gave little grunts in response to Kira’s movements. She knew just how to twist her fingers to get the sharpest sounds from him. Her touch was gentle, but her fingers were quite determined. The second joined the first to earn Kira a deep cry from Nash. He tried to rock back, but Kira stopped him with a hand against Nash’s side.

She didn’t tell him not to, but the movement was clear.

Instead, Kira moved her fingers in and out of Nash faster. It made him groan even louder, clutching the sheets so hard that his knuckles went white.

“You’re taking it so well,” Kira praised. “Let’s see how well you can take this prostate massager.” She smirked, Nash could hear it in her voice. Pulling her fingers back, Kira reached for more lube. Before long, Nash could feel the tip of the massager pressing against his asshole.

Nash cried out, fighting to keep his hips still. Even the tip of the massager was thicker than two of Kira’s fingers, stretching him out with a dull ache that seemed to race up Nash’s spine. “Ohhh,” he groaned, Kira’s hand still gentle against his hip as she held him steady. The other hand pushed the toy inside him, relentless but oh, so sweet!

“Fuck, fuck,” Nash grunted as the toy inched deeper and deeper inside him. It rubbed against him in ways Kira’s fingers never could, lighting up his nerve-endings from the inside out. Kira paused, pulling it back a little only to thrust it in even further, until Nash could feel the base of the toy rubbing between his cheeks.

And then she did it all again. Each thrust made Nash’s breath catch and a deep groan rumble up from him. He shifted slightly, only as much as Kira’s hand on his ass would permit. She knew what she was doing and she also clearly knew what she wanted to achieve. Kira moved the massager faster, in and out, twisting it just the right way until all Nash could do was moan.

“Mmm, you sound good, baby,” she praised. “Such a needy, whiny, wanting boy for me.” And yes, yes! Nash was! Fuck. It felt amazing the way she drove the massager in and out of him. And then, when Nash didn’t think it could feel any better, Kira pressed the button that brought a vibration along the length of the toy.

Nash squeezed his eyes shut, seeing a shower of sparks against the sudden darkness. The vibrations danced along every nerve, shuddering and shaking until Nash swore he could feel them right down inside his bones. His ass clenched around the toy, which only made its rumble even more intense, urging a long, raw moan from Nash’s throat.

As Kira pressed the toy in deeper, Nash had to consciously remind himself to breathe. His ribs heaved, chest expanding and contracting with every lungful of oxygen that he pulled in. Finally, the toy glanced across his prostate, milking a primal scream from deep within Nash’s chest.

His screams echoed around them as Kira stroked her free hand over Nash’s ass. “That feel good?” she asked but it wasn’t a question she at all required an answer to. Not the way Nash was moaning for her. Just as he felt pleasure building and building, Kira switched the vibration off. She didn’t pull the massager out but she did keep fucking Nash’s ass with it slowly.

When he felt like he was back down from that sweet edge, Kira switched it back on again, making Nash moan all over again. Kira repeated this a couple of times, until Nash was practically on the verge of begging her to stop.

She must have known, too, because while Kira did tease, she didn’t do so for very long. Instead, Kira pulled the massager out.

“Time for the plug,” she informed Nash.

Nash whined, desire for an orgasm mixing with the need to do exactly as Kira said. His body vibrated from how close he’d come to his climax. With every second that passed, the feeling ebbed, leaving Nash’s skin deliciously sensitive to any touch.

“Yeah, yeah,” he breathed, when he finally felt he could take more stimulation without it being too much. “Fuck, Kira, I’ll be so good for you,” he promised, his voice thickening as Kira teased the tip of the plug against his hole.

Despite its size, it slipped in easily, Nash’s muscles already stretched by the massager and Kira’s fingers. It settled inside him, the base a comforting weight reminding Nash that it wasn’t going to go anywhere.

“Oh, I have no doubt,” Kira hummed. Kira gave Nash’s ass a light slap, making the plug shift but quickly resettle in place. Nash rocked back; now that Kira’s hand wasn’t resting against his ass, he could. It felt good, the way the plug settled in his ass. It wasn’t as amazing as having Kira fuck him slowly with the massager, but it still felt amazing.

When she slapped his ass again, still lightly but with a notable impact, Nash groaned. “Get on your back,” Kira instructed. “But don’t touch your cock. That’s for me, you know that.” And fuck, yes! Nash definitely knew that.

He turned slowly, enjoying every shift of the plug inside him. As he stretched out on his back, his fingers twisted to grip the sheets, holding his hands in place. His cock strained against his belly, wet at the tip from just how turned-on Nash was. He groaned as his gaze came to rest on Kira, still naked, her body almost as flushed with desire as Nash felt.

“It is for you,” he agreed, not even glancing at his cock as he spoke. Instead, he watched Kira, curious to see what she was going to do with his cock. Her breasts bounced lightly as she moved, making Nash’s mouth water at the sight of her hard nipples. “Can I make you feel good?” he asked, eagerly leaning forward.

“In fact, I will insist on it,” she grinned.

Kira moved up, straddling Nash’s body as one of her hands reached for his cock. He groaned deeply when she wrapped her fingers around it, giving it a few slow strokes. “I’m going to fuck you nice and slow, baby. Make sure that you remember just how good it feels. I’ve missed your cock a lot this week.”

Groaning again, Nash did his best not to thrust up into Kira’s touch. She led his cock between her legs, the heat practically engulfing Nash before she’d even slid him inside her.

When he felt her ass bump against his thighs, Nash cried out her name. “Ahh! Fuck, it does, it does feel good, Kira!” Pleasure swept through Nash in one great rush, leaving him panting against the sheets, gazing up at Kira. She rocked, lifting herself up slowly, slowly, until only the tip of Nash’s cock remained in contact.

Kira sank back down, wet heat sliding over Nash’s cock, turning his knuckles white as he gripped the sheets. The bed bounced under their combined weight, pushing Nash back up. “Can I thrust up?” Nash asked, his tone already laced with desperation. “Please, Kira, it feels amazing!”

She gave a soft laugh but then also a nod. “You can,” Kira allowed. “You may put your hands on me, too,” she added with a smirk. Nash took up both of those offers, one of his hands against her hip as he pushed deeper into her. The other traveled up to Kira’s breasts, cupping one of them just as a low groan escaped Nash’s lips.

“Come on, baby, show me how good it feels to have your cock in me. Show me how much you’ve missed being able to fuck me,” Kira demanded, rocking her hips back and forth.

Nash’s eyes went wide, his hands tightening their grip on Kira’s body. Every thrust made pleasure roll along his spine, breath leaving his lips in harsh gasps. He groaned, tipping his head back as he snapped his hips up, trying to show Kira with the force of his movements how good she felt around him!

As he moved, the plug shifted in his ass, making every muscle in Nash’s body tense and then relax. “Feels amazing,” he breathed, “with you around me and inside me and everywhere!” He tried to match the rhythm of Kira riding him, his fingers teasing lightly against her nipple just to hear the way it made her breath catch in her throat.

One of Kira’s hands settled against Nash’s chest as she leaned forward. Their bodies moved in perfect sync. Every time Kira came down onto his cock, it pressed Nash harder against the mattress. In turn, that made the plug shift in his ass, reminding him just how amazing it felt to be so full up. It was what Kira had wanted and how she’d left him. That knowledge just made everything feel even hotter.

“Fuck me harder,” Kira demanded. “I want to feel you.” And Nash was more than happy to oblige! He let his hand drop down from Kira’s breast and to her other hip so he could pull her harder against him as he fucked up into her.

He drove his hips up with as much force as he could muster, enjoying the way that Kira braced a hand against his chest. Their thrusts knocked the headboard against the wall, a rhythmic pounding that added to the grunts and cries falling from their lips. Kira moaned when Nash’s cock hit the perfect place inside her, making her muscles squeeze tighter and tighter around him.

Nash groaned, his teeth catching on his lower lip. He could feel his orgasm building once again towards that sweet, sweet edge. “Fuck, Kira,” he breathed. “If I keep going like this, I’m going to come!” She’d teased him so much already, taking him so close to his climax. He didn’t know if he could resist much longer.

With the plug fucking into him every time Kira pressed down, Nash knew he’d hardly be able to stop himself. He would try if she told him to, but Nash hoped that she wouldn’t. The way Kira fucked him, faster and harder, it surely couldn’t be her intention for him to stop? He really hoped not.

“Make me come first,” Kira insisted. “Then I will let you. But only if you make me come first!” Nash didn’t hesitate to let one of his hands slide between her legs, fingers quickly seeking out Kira’s clit so he could move against it with every thrust their bodies made.

The hand on Kira’s hip gripped harder, holding her somewhat steady as his fingers continued to tease between her legs. Having found the spot inside her that made her moan, Nash did his best to angle his thrusts towards it, the head of his cock rubbing against the wall of Kira’s pussy.

From the way her face flushed and her nails raked across Nash’s chest, he knew that she was close. He bucked his hips harder, thrusting into her deeper and faster. Nash could feel the sweat sliding down his spine, disappearing into the sheets beneath him.

His ass squeezed around the plug, sending waves of sensation through Nash’s whole body. He had to fight not to come just from that, had to make a conscious effort to concentrate on moving his fingers to Kira’s rhythm.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she cried. Nash’s eyes focused on Kira’s face. He loved seeing her come! Especially when he was the reason for it. Her pleasure washed over her, muscles tightening around Nash’s cock. It took all of his willpower not to come with her, not to just spill into her. Instead, Nash bit his lower lip so hard he could taste blood.

He could wait. She’d said he could come if he made her climax first. Kira was always good to her word.

Her body rocked harder and faster against him. She leaned back, her breasts bouncing as she moved. Kira’s nails scratched over Nash’s skin again as she came down, pressing him into the mattress and making the plug in his ass push up into him. The sensation made it impossible not to cry out in pleasure.

“Come now, come for me!” Kira demanded.

Nash bucked up once, twice! That was all it took before pleasure radiated out from deep within him. He came so hard that stars danced behind his eyes. His hands gripped Kira’s body, trying to pull her against him so that they could feel each other everywhere. Her pussy blazed so hot around him as he filled Kira up, just the way she’d demanded!

He rocked slowly, trying to prolong the sensations that tingled across his nerve-endings. Every breath came hard and fast, his chest rising and falling as if he’d run a marathon. Blinking his eyes open, Nash gentled his hands against Kira, still wanting her close but able to release her enough that she could make herself comfortable.

“Fuck,” he breathed. “That was amazing.”

Kira laughed, lowering herself so she could lie down next to Nash. He instinctively reached out to run a hand over her back. Moving, though, made him groan; the plug was still sitting cozily in his ass. Kira knew the source, because she smirked but then leaned into Nash’s touch.

“I’m going to leave that in until you’ve given me at least another three orgasms,” she informed him, sounding very serious in her demand. It was, of course, one that Nash was more than happy to oblige.

“Three!” He whistled, because that did sound like an awful lot. The thought of holding the plug in his ass for long enough to make Kira come three more times sent waves of heat down Nash’s body.

But he’d been very neglectful all week, focusing on his work instead of on Kira. Besides, he had no doubt she’d make the experience just as enjoyable for him as it was for her. “Yes, Kira,” he answered playfully. “You deserve that.”

So Nash rolled over, covering Kira’s body with his and kissing his way down to her breasts. As long as she didn’t stop him, he might as well get started right away!


Under Her

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.


She'll be Gentle

Imogen was excited. Corey had promised her a special night tonight. It was their third anniversary as a couple and the first they were spending living together. Imogen had told Corey that what she wanted was to take charge. He had hesitated, even after Imogen had sent him a long list of different research materials. Having Corey submit to her was something Imogen wanted to explore, but she also wanted him to want it.

Thankfully, when they had talked about it, Corey had admitted that the idea was hot, he just... wasn’t sure. But that was okay. Imogen planned to make him very sure! If he liked it, then they could do this more often than once a year for their anniversary.

So while, yes, Corey had promised Imogen a special night, he’d also given all the organization over to her, which was what she’d wanted. Imogen had gone out of her way to make tonight lovely. There had been a great meal, which she’d cooked from scratch. There were even candles. Of course, it didn’t in any way mask the fact that they both knew where this was heading.

When they got to the bedroom, Corey was visibly nervous. Reaching out, Imogen stroked a hand over her boyfriend’s arm. “I promise to be gentle with you,” she said softly, but also with a tinge of amusement in her tone.

It made Corey laugh, which was exactly what Imogen had hoped for. “You don’t have to be gentle,” Corey insisted, lifting his chin with a glint of determination in his eyes. “I’m not delicate.”

Imogen hummed appreciatively. Corey was right. The long, lean muscles that lined Corey’s arms were anything but delicate. Even so, he’d never done this before. Imogen didn’t want to throw him in at the deep end. Not right at the start, anyway.

“Do you want me to strip?” Corey asked, with hope evident in his tone.

Imogen licked her lips and gave a nod. “I do want you to strip,” she confirmed. Taking a seat at the bottom of the bed, Imogen crossed her legs. Having Corey stand in front of her, like he was on display just for her, was already hot as fuck. And Corey hadn’t even done anything other than ask her if she wanted him to strip!

“You don’t have to ask me,” Imogen told him. “I will tell you what I want,” she promised. It was... not what they normally did. Plenty of their sex life didn’t involve a lot of discussion, but not once they had established what the other liked. This was different in many ways!

A familiar frown appeared between Corey’s brows. It was the same expression he got any time they tried something new, the one that indicated he hadn’t quite made up his mind about it.

But Imogen was confident. She’d make submitting to her as much of a turn-on for Corey as it was for her! She knew what he liked, and she was sure he would like this, once he got used to it.

Instead of saying anything else, Corey lifted his hand to the buttons of the nice shirt he’d worn for dinner. Each one slipped open easily, revealing a swathe of smooth skin.

He was good at this. Imogen hardly ever asked Corey to strip for her, like a show. But it didn’t mean she didn’t appreciate it. In fact, not having this as something that happened regularly made it all the hotter to her. When Corey’s shirt came off, Imogen gave a wolf whistle that surprised Corey, if the way his eyes widened was any indication.

The blush that spread down from his cheeks to his shoulders was so fucking sexy. Imogen had to bite her lower lip not to moan softly at seeing it. “You’re doing great, baby,” she praised, hopeful that it’d encourage him to carry on and also tell him just how much she appreciated both him and his efforts.

He flashed her a grin, showing some of that confidence she recognized. His long, clever fingers slid down his stomach, making Imogen wet her lips. She wanted to follow the trail of that touch, let her tongue dance across Corey’s skin. But all of that would come later!

Shimmying his hips, Corey flicked open the button on his trousers, revealing a triangle of soft cotton. Without asking any further questions, he let the material drop lower, stepping out of it and giving a twirl so that Imogen could see the way that fabric hugged his ass.

He paused, hands on his hips as he waited for Imogen to make clear what she wanted.

“Take them off,” she didn’t hesitate to tell him. Imogen wanted to see all of Corey. And maybe especially his ass. Corey nodded, following the instructions. When he turned around to face her again, Imogen grinned. He wasn’t fully hard yet, but she hardly minded that. Imogen knew Corey was nervous and she planned to help with that the best she could. And Imogen had just the plan!

Standing up, she walked towards Corey, reaching out to brush her hand over his stomach. Imogen’s fingers moved up to Corey’s nipples, grazing over them lightly as she smirked. A shiver went through him.

“Lie down on the bed, head on the pillows,” Imogen instructed. She waited for Corey to do so and to focus his gaze on her. When he did, Imogen’s smile widened. She reached under her dress, pulling her panties off. “You’re going to make me come.”

Corey’s grin was immediate. “I love making you come,” he informed her. Of course, Imogen already knew that. It was exactly why this was the perfect way to begin! Corey shifted, all ready to prop himself up. Before he could, Imogen pressed a hand down against his chest.

She had ordered him to put his head on the pillows, and that was where she wanted it to stay. Recognizing the gesture for what it was, Corey’s lips parted for a moment before he nodded.

Wanting to reward him, Imogen climbed onto the bed, straddling Corey’s chest and leaning close so he could brush his lips over her breast through the fabric of her dress.

It wasn’t a very big reward, but Imogen was keen to have Corey earn a bigger one. All in good time! Hitching her dress up, Imogen moved higher on the bed until she could lower herself over Corey’s face. He was very quick on the uptake, tongue darting out to meet her pussy straight away. To show him how good it felt, Imogen moaned, eager to encourage Corey on.

She felt his hands come up to rest against her hips and Imogen slapped them away. “No touching until I tell you you’re allowed,” she instructed and was pleased when Corey’s hands instantly fell back down by his sides.

His groan of loss vibrated against her pussy, sending pleasure zinging through her. Imogen gripped the fabric of her dress, holding on tight as Corey’s tongue teased against her clit. He knew exactly how to touch her, exactly how to make Imogen moan.

Imogen felt herself getting wetter and wetter. She could imagine how her liquids would smear across Corey’s cheeks. He didn’t let it stop him, lapping hungrily until pleasure was all that Imogen could think about.

Well, pleasure and how good it felt to be in charge like this. The sensation traveled through her, stroking over every nerve-ending. Imogen rocked her hips, grinding her pussy against Corey’s mouth to increase the feelings of pleasure. Her orgasm was approaching fast! Imogen had no desire to stop it. She wanted Corey to feel how good he was making her feel, wanted to reward him with her cries.

“Yes, yes! Fuck, baby, such a good mouth,” she praised. “So skilled. Always making me feel good.” Imogen’s whole body pulsed as her muscles tightened. Her words made Corey lap faster; he could tell just how close she was. It didn’t take him long before Imogen tipped over that sweet edge, screaming as her orgasm claimed her.

Corey’s hands lifted, like he wanted to hold her through the throes of her orgasm. Without Imogen even needing to reprimand him, Corey remembered at the last second. Falling to the bed, he gathered up handfuls of the sheets, twisting them around his fingers to keep from touching anywhere he wasn’t allowed.

As Imogen shuddered through the last of her climax, Corey’s tongue kept moving over her pussy. At last, she gave a long sigh of satisfaction, moving back enough to see Corey’s face. Just as she’d imagined, the evidence of her arousal shimmered on his cheeks and chin, making him look naughtier than Imogen had ever seen!

“Was it good?” Corey asked, eagerly. “You sounded like you enjoyed yourself.”

Imogen gave a soft laugh, before nodding. “It was very good,” she promised, reaching out to wipe her wetness off Corey’s cheek. “You were very good. And I’m going to reward you for it,” she informed him. Sliding lower down, Imogen trailed kisses over Corey’s body, briefly stopping to dedicate extra time to each of his nipples.

Just as she’d expected, Corey’s cock was fully hard now, precum smearing against Imogen’s dress as she moved down against Corey. She hardly minded, the dress could easily be washed. Getting off the bed, Imogen smirked, reaching for the zipper on her dress so she could let it fall to the ground, exposing her body to Corey.

“Fuck!” His praise was instant, leaving Imogen with a warm flow that suffused her whole body. She’d picked out a bra that Corey particularly loved, and the way his eyes widened as he drank in the sight of her breast was exactly the result she’d wanted.

As she crawled back onto the bed, lowering her head to flick her tongue across Corey’s navel, she felt him shudder. “Can I touch you, Imogen?” he asked, his hands still twisting in the sheets. “I want to touch you so much. It’s so hard to keep my hands off you.”

Imogen smirked at the request. It was fun, this! Having Corey beg her for permission to even touch her. And it was especially fun when Imogen denied him. Shaking her head, she ran her hands over Corey’s chest and the muscles of his abdomen. “No, you may not,” she informed him. The way Corey whined went straight to Imogen’s pussy.

Reaching up to undo her bra, she let her breasts spill free, leaving them both equally naked. Lowering herself down, Imogen brushed one of her breasts over Corey’s face. Before he had a chance to catch her nipple with his lips, Imogen had already pulled back.

“I want to fuck you,” Imogen informed him. “And you’re going to let me, aren’t you, Corey? You’re going to let me show you just how good that can feel, hmm?”

Uncertainty and excitement warred on Corey’s face. It brought Imogen’s temperature up, seeing how willing he was to let her push his boundaries. This was outside his comfort zone, but he wasn’t saying no. 

And his body responded to her touch, just like it always did. Her hands swept down to his hips, pressing him against the mattress. She could see his cock twitch, his knuckles going white in their grip on the sheets.

“Yeah,” he muttered softly. “If that’s what you want…”

It made Imogen want to look after him, to reassure Corey. But it also made her want to fuck him even more. She wanted to see how his body would react. She wanted, of course, for him to enjoy it, and Imogen was confident she could get them both there. Corey’s willingness to try, because she wanted to, was part of what made it so incredibly hot.

“I got some toys for us to start easy,” she promised. Corey’s eyes widened. His gaze followed Imogen as she moved to pick up the box she’d placed the toys, the lube, and the strap-on that she eventually hoped to use in. Bringing it back, Imogen opened the lid. “You can touch them, see what they feel like,” she told Corey.

She wanted them to explore together and that meant letting Corey be involved, even if Imogen was still going to be the one to call all the shots.

He hesitated, until Imogen literally put one of the toys into his hands. Watching Corey’s whole face flush made Imogen shift, acutely aware of just how much it turned her on to watch. Slowly, Corey’s fingers stroked across the toy, learning its shape and the texture of the silicone.

Tongue darting out, Corey swallowed hard, whether from arousal or nerves, or the heady mixture of the two. “This is easy?” Corey asked, raising one eyebrow.

“What if I don’t like it?” She could hear the worry in his voice, the fear that by not liking it he might disappoint her.

“Then you tell me and we stop,” Imogen replied easily. “But I want you to give it a chance. It might not feel amazing straight away. That’s why I got the toys, we can work up in size, yeah? You will tell me when you’re ready to go up in size.” She’d bought three toys, increasing in size, and then the strapon was on the smaller side, even if bigger than the biggest toy.

Imogen was more than happy to take as long as they needed. She wanted to enjoy teasing Corey. And if he really didn’t like it, that’d be okay. Maybe a tiny bit disappointing, but Imogen wouldn’t be disappointed in him. There were plenty of other things they could do if this wasn’t something Corey liked.

Leaning in, Imogen pressed a kiss against Corey’s lips. “I will be gentle, I promise. No rushing.”

Corey nodded, letting the toy fall from his fingers. He reached up, ready to caress the curves of Imogen’s waist - then caught himself. “And I guess I’m still not allowed to touch?” It sent thrills racing down Imogen’s spine. How quickly Corey was learning! Even if he was still doubtful, she loved that he was making an effort for her.

“So, what do I do?” Corey asked, teeth pressing down into his full lower lip. He looked so sweet, nervous and hesitant. Imogen could hardly wait to make him bite his lip to hold back moans of pleasure.

“Lie back,” she answered easily. “Let me do all the work.” Because Imogen wanted to. She wanted to use her fingers first, to tease Corey, to get him to whimper softly just the way he did whenever she imagined them doing this. She knew what Corey liked; Imogen was certain she could use that knowledge to make him feel amazing now, too.

Corey did lie back, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed. “Part your legs,” Imogen told him. After a moment of hesitation, Corey obeyed. His cock was still hard, maybe not as hard, but Imogen knew she could get him there. Reaching out, she brushed her fingers softly over Corey’s inner thighs.

“I’m going to get lots of lube so it shouldn’t hurt, okay? And I’ll use my fingers first. I’m going to be slow, but you’re to tell me if it hurts. Or,” and there Imogen did smirk. “If you’d like me to go faster.”

The chuckle that rolled from Corey’s throat was familiar. It made Imogen smile to hear it, knowing that she’d made him laugh like that a hundred times before, and would a hundred times again.

Just like she’d read about, Imogen warmed the lube between her hands before squeezing it over her fingers. Corey tensed, just for a moment, then relaxed as she passed lightly and easily over his hole.

His thighs trembled, fingers twisting the bedsheets as Imogen waited for him to ease further into her touch.

She didn’t push in straight away. Instead, Imogen teased the tip of her finger against the nerve-endings of Corey’s hole. A visible shiver ran through him, like he hadn’t expected to feel what he did. Imogen took that as a good sign and repeated the action, only to be rewarded with a breathless gasp.

Taking her time, Imogen focused on making sure that Corey’s body relaxed more against her. When she finally did slip a tip of her finger past the tight ring, he was pushing back, almost asking her for it. Imogen went slowly, excruciatingly so. She wanted to make extra sure that Corey didn’t tense up again.

A groan reverberated from his chest, managing to sound half-surprised. The noise went straight to Imogen’s pussy, her own body shuddering in response. Fuck, she wanted to make Corey give her more groans like that!

His hole was tight and hot, squeezing around the tip of her finger. The lube slicked the way, allowing her to press deeper as Corey shifted his hips. His thighs shook, legs falling even further apart to give Imogen room to move.

“You can go faster,” Corey grunted, the words breathy and quiet.

A soft laugh fell from Imogen’s lips. “I can do many things,” she pointed out and then, just to show him how true that was, Imogen didn’t go faster. This wasn’t about what she could do. She’d been very clear that if Corey wanted faster he could ask for it, Imogen had no desire to stand for being told.

It drew a whiny sound from Corey, but he seemed too distracted to really think about her words. That was fine, too. Especially since it gave Imogen the opportunity to let another finger join her first one, stretching Corey’s hole out that bit more. This time, the sound he made was more of a cry, a low grunt. It made Imogen want so much more, but still, she went slowly, moving her fingers in and out.

“I’m going to try the smaller toy next,” she informed Corey.

Corey’s hands squeezed the sheets, his chest rising and falling as fast as if he’d been running. It was so hot to see him like this, all from Imogen touching him. She could hardly wait to see how he’d react to her actually fucking him.

But that would come in time. First, Imogen withdrew her fingers, biting back a moan at the way Corey clung to her. She squeezed out more lube, coating the smallest of the toys thoroughly.

When she pressed the tip against Corey’s hole, he gasped. “Oh! It feels different.”

“Yeah,” she murmured. It would do, it being a different material, a different shape. But also, the toy was a little bigger than her fingers. Even the tip, but not bigger than two of her fingers. Not at the tip at least.

With the extra lube, there was almost no resistance as Imogen pressed it inside Corey. She was slow, even slower than she had been with her fingers. Moving the toy in and out, she pushed slightly deeper with each thrust. Corey responded in kind, a string of soft moans filling the room.

“Mmm, good boy,” Imogen praised, the words falling from her lips so naturally it almost surprised her. But it felt good, she enjoyed being able to praise Corey, to tell him just how much she appreciated him submitting to her like this.

He whined, body shifting on the bed as if he was trying to get more. More of what, Imogen wasn’t sure, but in any case, she was only going to give him what pleased her. At least until he could find a way to ask.

Corey’s groans grew louder, echoing around the room as Imogen carefully pulled the toy back. Every thrust was slow, her fingers moving the silicone toy inch by inch as Corey’s body responded so beautifully.

“Please!” he cried. “Fuck, Imogen. Please, go faster.”

Now that was much better already. Begging Imogen was very glad to hear. To show Corey that he was doing well, she rewarded him by moving the toy faster and deeper. His body took it beautifully until the whole thing was in, his hole closing around the base before relaxing again to let Imogen pull the toy out and move it back in. Each slow thrust earned her a beautiful low groan.

“How does it feel, baby? Tell me. I want to hear you say how it feels.” She wanted to hear how good he said it felt, but Imogen was careful not to put words in Corey’s mouth. Not that, from the sounds he was making, she felt he had complaints.

“Uhh.” Even Corey’s groan of hesitation was music to Imogen’s ears. He was clearly enjoying it far too much for words to come easily. “It’s… weird. Full, but not in a bad way.” Imogen nodded, her free hand pressing Corey’s thigh down into the mattress as she twisted the toy slowly inside him.

Corey moaned, his eyes sliding shut as he gave himself over to the pleasure. “Fuck,” he breathed. “It’s a lot. Very intense.” His toes flexed against the sheets, muscles straining under the hand on his thigh.

None of those things were negative. Imogen rewarded Corey by moving the toy in and out a little bit faster. It made his breath hitch and, really, that made hers hitch, too. He looked so fucking good and they still had two more toys and a strapon to go! Pushing the toy in to its base, Imogen stopped, leaving it there for the moment.

She reached for the next one up, dragging the toy over Corey’s leg. “You’re doing so well, baby,” she praised. “I can’t wait to size you up.” A small grin played on Imogen’s lips as she said that, one that widened when so did Corey’s eyes. “I’ll be gentle,” she promised exactly the same way she’d done before.

He trusted her, she knew that. And that was part of what made this so hot.

Nodding, Corey offered Imogen a shy smile that made her heart pound harder against her ribs. “It’s a challenge not to touch you,” he admitted. “Or touch anything!” Corey’s cock stood hard against his belly. Imogen could imagine the temptation to wrap his fingers around it and provide himself some friction.

So far, Corey had done incredibly well at being obedient. As a reward, she gave the toy an experimental thrust, making Corey’s body shudder with sensation. “Fuck! But then you do that, and I can’t even think about touching things,” he added, making Imogen laugh.

“You sound so good,” she told Corey truthfully. “So fucking hot. Hotter than I could’ve imagined.” And that was true. Imogen had pictured this, had thought about how good it’d feel. But the reality was so much better. It was a little different, too. More real, seeing how Corey turned and twisted, how hot his skin felt under her touch.

Still, Imogen knew that there was so much more! And first, they were going to start by removing this toy and getting a bigger one. She was slow in removing it, careful, but it didn’t take her long before the second toy was ready. Lubed up carefully, Imogen pressed the toy against Corey’s opening.

“Be good for me, relax and let me show you how good a size bigger feels,” she told Corey, her free hand stroking over his side.

His hips tilted up, giving her a better angle to nudge the toy just past the rim of his hole. “Fuuuck,” Corey groaned, his thighs briefly coming together to clench around Imogen’s arm. “It feels so much bigger!”

That made Imogen slow down even further, giving Corey plenty of time to adjust. The tapered tip of the toy eased inside him, teasing such beautiful noises from between Corey’s lips.

They still had one more toy and the actual strap-on to go, so Imogen wanted Corey to get ready. Thankfully, they had plenty of time to get him used to the size before they went up again. Imogen focused on going slowly, but perhaps a little bit more steadily than she had the previous time. Corey could take it. After she squeezed more lube out, Imogen pushed the toy in deeper.

Corey’s whimper sounded like a mix of pleasure and maybe a tiny bit of discomfort but not in a way that made Imogen feel she should stop. She did slow again, letting him adjust before pulling it back out and then pushing it in once again. He took it like a champ, whining delightfully under her.

His cock was so hard, straining against his belly despite the lack of attention Imogen paid to it. She loved the power in that, how she was in total control of what Corey felt and how she touched him.

Her fingertips brushed his hole as she pressed the toy inside him, making him bite back a louder moan. “Fuck! It feels so good, Imogen,” he panted. “It’s not like anything I’ve ever felt before.” Urged on by that, Imogen let her fingertips explore, feeling how Corey’s hole stretched around the toy.

The thought made her shift, the ache between her legs getting more and more difficult to ignore. She was glad Corey had already made her come once, otherwise, she might not have lasted!

But as it was, Imogen wanted to focus on Corey. On the sounds he made, on how good his body felt under her. Imogen slid the toy in and out of Corey faster, watching the way he sucked his lower lip between his teeth with a gasp. She wanted to make that louder, so Imogen focused on her steady movements, the toy fucking in and out of Corey until he was a needy mess under her.

“Come on, baby, ask me for more,” she told him. “I want to hear you say it, I want to hear you ask for me to give you more. You want it, I know you do.” And fuck, Imogen wanted it too. Her pussy was so wet just from seeing how amazing Corey looked.

“Yeah, yes,” Corey babbled, more acknowledging that Imogen had spoken than responding to what she’d said. She watched, transfixed by his expression as he tried to focus enough to find words.

She didn’t slow. It was far too exciting to challenge Corey this way, to provide so much stimulation that splitting his attention to anything else proved genuinely difficult. “Uh,” he grunted. “Please, Imogen! Come on, please, give me more. I can take it.”

Corey looked so beautifully needy that Imogen could hardly wait to find out how much more she could get from him. She pushed the toy inside him to its base, letting it rest there. “Shift for me,” she told Corey. “A little bit, side to side.” When he did, the toy shifted with him, making him moan and, in turn, making Imogen moan, too. He looked fucking amazing! Imogen hurried to cover the next toy in lube.

Carefully removing the one that was inside Corey, she presented the tip of the largest of the toys against this hole. He was more stretched out now, but this would still push him even further. “I’ll go slow,” she repeated like she had done with the previous two toys.

He nodded, lips slightly parted as he pulled in breath after ragged breath. His body trembled as he held himself still, restless energy making itself known in the quiver of Corey’s thighs and the shifting of his hips.

The toy pressed in slowly, just as Imogen had promised. Every inch, Corey made a new noise, each of which sent Imogen’s temperature soaring. The grunt when her fingers touched his hole, the gasp as the toy reached the point of being the largest thing he’d yet had inside him.

“Ohhh,” Corey groaned. “Fuck. Wait. It’s so big!”

She did wait. Imogen watched Corey’s face, the way it was so flush, the shininess that saliva left against his lips. If he wanted time, she could easily give it. Imogen wanted to show Corey that he could trust her to stop when he asked. Or pause, as the case might be. So Imogen patiently waited until Corey gave her a nod.

Pressing the toy in deeper, Imogen did so carefully. She withdrew only to push it back in. The toy fucked Corey in slow strokes. Imogen loved being so in control of the whole thing. The noises got louder as she went, too, making Imogen bite her lip.

Before long, Corey was rocking his hips, matching the slow and steady rhythm that Imogen had set with the toy. She could easily imagine how he’d feel under her when it was the strap-on inside him!

But first, she had to get him there. She pressed the toy inside him, watching as his hole closed and clenched around it. Corey groaned, his knuckles going white again as he resumed his tight grip on the sheets.

Finally, the widest part of the toy pushed past Corey’s resistance, his whole body going taut as Imogen pulled her fingers away. She wanted to see, to know that the toy was held inside Corey by nothing but itself!

The way he shifted made the toy move, too. Imogen licked her lips at just how hard Corey’s dick was. It bounced against him, precum dripping over his stomach. She was tempted to lean in and run her tongue over it. Truthfully, Imogen feared it might just push Corey over the edge. And that was not what Imogen wanted. She wanted him to come with her inside him.

Moving the toy in and out of Corey again, Imogen gave another low groan. “Fuck, baby, you’re so hot,” she moaned. “I can’t wait to fuck you.” And that was certainly very true. “Watch me put this on,” she instructed, leaving the toy snug in Corey’s ass as she moved back to get the harness of the strap-on on.

With a loud moan, Corey propped himself up on his elbows. He brought his legs down, bending and straightening them in turn to loosen the muscles that had stiffened from holding them in position for so long. Every movement made his breath catch, the plug no doubt shifting inside him as he made himself comfortable.

“You look… turned on,” he said, giving Imogen a slow smirk. “And gorgeous.” His gaze followed Imogen’s hands as she tugged the harness up around her hips. “I didn’t know you’d look so good in straps of leather.” Corey’s tongue darted over his lower lip, wetting it in eager anticipation.

Imogen couldn’t help but laugh slightly. “Fuck, baby, I am so turned on.” She nodded. “My pussy’s fucking drenched.” And that was certainly true. She could hardly wait to get inside him, to make all those movements with her hips and watch Corey come undone under her. Even more undone.

Fastening the silicone cock in place, Imogen gave Corey a grin. “Let’s make you feel even better,” she said with a determined sort of grin before crawling back onto the bed so she could reach for the toy inside him. Sliding it out slowly, Imogen gave Corey’s hip a squeeze. “I’m going to fuck you so well.”

Corey nodded, teeth catching against his lower lip just the way Imogen had imagined. “Can I touch you? Please? While you fuck me?” His voice was so raw, so desperate. Imogen wanted Corey to enjoy this, and he certainly did love touching her! She nodded, laughing at the speed with which Corey’s hands darted up towards her body.

He didn’t grab the way he might have done on a more traditional night. Instead, he slid his palms softly up either side of Imogen’s hips. The warmth of his skin stroked over her, urging Imogen to lean in to prolong the contact.

“Fuck, your skin is so soft.” Corey’s voice was dreamy, as if being allowed to touch Imogen was all it took to put him into a sort of trance.

It was so amazing to watch the way his whole demeanor had changed by letting her dominate him like this. Imogen could hardly imagine ever not wanting more of this. But for now, Imogen’s main focus was to get Corey fucked. Albeit, gently.

She greased the strap-on, covering it in very generous amounts of lubricant. “Are you nervous?” she asked Corey, trying to establish how much getting fucked by the toys up until now had relaxed him. He seemed more at ease, but it didn’t mean that Imogen rushed any more than she would’ve done anyway.

Instead, she aligned herself against his body carefully. “As slow as you want, baby,” she promised.

A deep blush stained Corey’s cheeks and chest. “I am kind of nervous,” he said. “Not really of how it will feel physically.” His fingers caressed up the curve of Imogen’s waist, making up for all the time he hadn’t been allowed to touch her.

“I guess I wonder how it will feel emotionally,” he explained. “To have you fuck me. I don’t think you’re going to hurt me.” Imogen wasn’t. But she was going to dominate Corey. She could see how that might be worth a tinge of nervousness.

She leaned into his hands, smiling down and letting him see that she was still the same person. “You want me to enjoy it, right?” he asked, not quite meeting Imogen’s eyes.

“Oh, yes,” she answered instantly. “I want you to enjoy it a lot.” That was such an easy question to answer, too. Imogen wanted Corey to be hers, to give over to her, but through it all, she wanted him to love it. And Imogen felt confident that she could achieve that. He’d done so well with the toys, got so ready for her. Imogen wanted to reward it by showing him how amazing she could make him feel.

Shifting slightly, Imogen pressed the tip of the strap-on dick harder against Corey’s hole. She had to apply a bit more pressure. It felt different than with the toys, probably because it was her whole body in control of this rather than just her hand. When the cock finally pushed in, both Corey and Imogen inhaled deeply.

“Fuck,” she breathed. One of Imogen’s hands came down to grip Corey’s hip.

His chest heaved. Imogen imagined she could see how hard his heart was beating. She could certainly feel her own pulse racing! And she’d barely even begun. Corey’s hands stayed on her waist, his thumbs stroking softly over her skin as he adjusted to the thick strap-on stretching him.

“Ohhh,” he groaned, when Imogen experimentally nudged forward. “It feels so big!” The blunt head was certainly very different than the tapered tips Corey had taken for her so far. “It’s - good,” Corey added, making Imogen beam down at him. “Just, keep going slowly.”

Imogen did. She also leaned down to catch Corey’s lips with hers, her tongue licking into his mouth like a flame of fire. Her desire made it challenging to hold herself back, but Imogen was good at control. The way she pressed forward was slow, even if her kiss certainly wasn’t. Corey kissed her back. When their lips parted, they were both breathless.

“My good boy,” she hummed. “Taking it so well.” And Corey was! He looked so fucking good, lips red from her kiss and cheeks flushed from her cock. Imogen could hardly wait to see just how much more pleasure she could draw from him. Lowering her body, Imogen smirked when Corey’s cock brushed against her stomach.

He tensed, his nails scratching across Imogen’s waist as his fingers gripped reflexively. “Fuck!” But Corey didn’t come. And before he could worry about too much stimulation, Imogen rolled her hips forward. The silicone cock plunged deeper, making Corey’s body clench.

His ragged breaths were warm against Imogen’s neck as she pressed his hip down into the mattress. Straining to meet her, Corey’s thighs hitched higher, his cock rubbing hot against the smooth skin of her stomach. “Uh, uh,” Corey panted. “You feel so good!”

Imogen paused, letting Corey’s body adjust around her. “I’m going to fuck you,” she told him, just like she had before. With her cock inside Corey, Imogen had even more incentive. She pulled back slightly, not so much that the cock would slip out of Corey’s ass, but enough that when she pushed back in he gave a low groan.

Repeating the motion a few times, Imogen leaned in to kiss Corey again. “I’m going to go faster now,” she told him, before doing just that. He could take it, she knew he could. And more than that, Imogen could tell he enjoyed it, his cheeks so beautifully flush and lips parted.

She set a steady rhythm, enjoying the way her thighs met Corey’s ass when she pushed the cock all the way inside him. As her confidence grew, Corey’s noises got louder and louder. His moans echoed off the walls, urging Imogen on until she was fucking him with real force.

Corey’s hips rose to meet hers, fucking himself on the thick, hard cock. Thrills tingled down Imogen’s spine, her body electrified by the thought that she was completely in control. Fucking Corey into the mattress while he moaned eagerly for more!

“Yes, baby, mmm, fuck, so good,” Imogen moaned, rocking forward so their bodies could meet. “I want you to come like this for me,” she told him, the hand not against Corey’s hips sliding between them. Imogen’s fingers wrapped around Corey’s cock. As she thrust into him, her hand moved, letting their bodies join together so easily.

Corey’s deep groans were like music to Imogen’s ears. The ‘uhhhs’ and ‘ahhhs’ merging together with every thrust. “Ask me for permission,” she insisted “Ask me if you’re allowed to come!”

A sigh stuttered over Corey’s lips, his gaze snapping up to Imogen’s face. She nodded, confirming that he’d heard correctly. Her lips curved up, unable to resist smirking at his surprise.

It didn’t take long. Two more thrusts, two more loud moans from Corey, then his hands tightened against her waist. “Imogen!” he cried. “Please. Fuck. Please, can I come?” Her hand stroked even faster, making Corey writhe with pleasure under her.

The fact that she didn’t instantly say ‘yes’ gave Imogen such a rush of power. Corey had quite the opposite reaction; he realized that she could say ‘no’ if she wanted to. It almost tipped him over that edge. But Corey bit down on his lower lip and Imogen felt him grip her hips hard enough to bruise.

“Yeah, yeah, baby, you can come. For me, come on!” she finally told him, her fist stroking his cock faster. It hardly took any time at all before Corey’s cum spilled over her fingers, hot and wet. Imogen carried on rocking into him, her eyes absolutely fixed on Corey’s face and how good he looked as the ecstasy overtook him.

He shuddered, giving a long, broken moan as Imogen slowed down. She didn’t stop, enjoying the way his body seemed even more sensitive after his orgasm. His fingers stilled against her hips, not guiding or bruising but just feeling every deep, slow thrust.

“Fuuuuck!” Corey’s wide eyes followed Imogen’s movements. “I didn’t know it would feel like that.” His tongue darted over his lower lip, wetting it. He looked completely debauched, his hair rumpled and his chest heaving with every breath.

He looked well fucked, exactly as Imogen had wanted!

And knowing that she had been the one to do that? Fuck. It made this their best anniversary in her opinion. When she finally pulled out of Corey, it was slow and careful. Imogen’s muscles felt like they’d been through a solid workout. She pressed a kiss against Corey’s lips before moving off the bed.

The harness came open easily enough, dropping to the floor. Imogen would deal with that later. After telling Corey that she’d be right back, Imogen went to get a wet washcloth so she could clean Corey up. Once that was done, she crawled onto the bed next to him, pressing a line of soft kisses against Corey’s arm and up to his shoulder.

“You were so perfect,” she told him truthfully.

His arm wrapped around her, holding Imogen close so he could return those kisses with a string of his own. “Yeah?” His cheeks flushed pink, letting Imogen know he appreciated the praise, even if it wasn’t something he was used to yet.

“You were pretty perfect, too,” he added. “Well, you made it feel good, anyway. I don’t have anything to compare you to!” He chuckled, and Imogen laughed. She loved that she was the first - the only - person to have dominated Corey like that.

Cuddling into the curve of her body, Corey smiled. “We can do it again. Not just for anniversaries.”

That earned him a wide smile and Imogen leaned in to press a kiss against Corey’s lips. “Good,” she nodded. “I’d very much like to do more of this. Maybe experiment more, too. But we can talk about that another time. For now, I want you to rest.” It had been a perfect night; she wanted to conclude it with them cuddling up together.

“Happy anniversary, baby,” Imogen whispered as they both dozed off.


Filled for the Holidays

For Terry, spending Christmas with Beth’s family was always overwhelming. Her siblings were all incredibly sweet, but there were just so many of them! As an only child, Terry had grown up in a household where a ‘big’ meal was five or six people. For Beth, that was just a normal weeknight.

Living in her parents’ huge house for two weeks, Terry had to push himself to be outgoing, to join in the festivities so that nobody would think he wasn’t having fun. And he did enjoy himself!

He was just grateful to finally get back to their cozy little house on the other side of town, where the only person Terry had to interact with was his girlfriend.

Terry had spent all day settling back in. He’d unpacked both their suitcases, watered all the plants, even put a load of laundry through the machine. Slowly, as he surrounded himself with familiar sights and sounds, Terry felt his body start to relax.

But there was still something off, an itch under Terry’s skin that he couldn’t quite scratch. He knew exactly what it was, and exactly who would help him.

Beth was in their living room, on the phone catching up with the local friends she hadn’t seen since before the holidays. Once he had finished all his self-appointed chores, Terry moved to join her.

Instead of taking a seat next to her on the couch, Terry went to his knees, hands clasped behind his back. Even before she acknowledged him, he felt a wave of peace wash over his body.

From the sound of it, Beth was wrapping up her call. Terry smiled, tipping his head to glance up at her, waiting for a moment of her attention.

Luckily for him, Beth didn’t make him wait very long. While her phone was still in one hand, the camera pointed at her face as she chatted away, Beth’s other hand came to stroke through Terry’s hair. He had to bite back a soft moan. They hadn’t had a lot of chances for this when they’d been staying at her parents’ house.

Terry and Beth had dated for long enough to find smaller ways for him to show his submission to her, but it just wasn’t the same. This felt very much like home, especially when Beth tugged against Terry’s hair.

“Yeah, we’ll definitely catch up,” Beth confirmed into the phone. “I’ll speak to you soon.” And just like that, the call was over and all of her attention turned to Terry. “Have you missed being a good little boy for me, baby?” she hummed gently.

A whine bubbled up in Terry’s throat. “Yesss,” he answered, drawing the word out. “I’ve missed it so much.” He had no fear that Beth would misunderstand. She knew him too well to think he was complaining. She had asked a question, and Terry’s role was to give her an honest answer.

“Please,” he said softly. “Will you play with me tonight? Something more than we could do while we were away?” If Beth said no, if she had other plans, Terry would be disappointed. But he would also trust her. Beth knew what was best for him, and he could count on her to give him exactly what he needed, even if that was different from his own ideas.

Still, when Terry heard Beth’s ‘of course’, relief flooded his system. Playing with Beth grounded Terry in a way he couldn’t even explain. And he knew that she felt similarly, even if perhaps in a very different way.

“What are you in a mood for, hmm?” Beth asked. “I bet our toys have missed us. Do you think you might want me to fuck you tonight? Nice and slow? Remind you that you’re mine?” While Beth’s words were phrased as questions, they both knew they weren’t really. Beth would do what she wanted and Terry would love it.

Terry’s tongue darted out to wet his lower lip, his eyes going wide. The idea of Beth fucking him settled like a hot coal in the pit of his stomach, spreading warmth through every inch of his body. “I never forget that I’m yours,” he pointed out, smirking slightly. Beth knew that, of course. “But that doesn’t mean I don’t like being reminded…”

Beth’s fingers curled in Terry’s hair, making him shift under her as he tried to follow her touch. “I like it when you fuck me, or when you whip me, or paddle me. Anything. I’ll do anything you want. You just have to tell me what it is.”

“I know,” Beth hummed and there was such assuredness in her tone that Terry instantly relaxed into it. It was a soft kind of acknowledgment that he was hers but Terry was hardly going to object to her showing him, too.

Letting her fingers trace lower, Beth stroked the back of Terry’s neck. “Go be a good boy and get the bedroom ready for us. I want you to get the toys out, pick my favorites.” A task Terry could definitely do. Some of their favorites overlapped, mostly because Terry’s favorites tended to be whatever were Beth’s favorites.

It was hard to force himself back to his feet, leaving Beth’s gentle touch and reassuring words behind. Fortunately, Terry liked a challenge, especially when he knew good things would come of it. He offered Beth a smile just before he disappeared through the open door.

Their bedroom was tidy, if a little cold. The room felt like it had been neglected, and it warmed Terry’s heart to know that soon, they would replace that hollow emptiness with moans and groans of pleasure. Picking three of Beth’s favorite toys, plus plenty of lube, Terry set them out in a line along the bed. Beth hadn’t told Terry he could strip, so instead he drew the curtains and turned on the lamps, filling the room with a soft glow.

Beth hadn’t really told Terry what to do once he was done so, after a short hesitation, he knelt down next to the bed. Terry wasn’t sure how long had passed but when Beth walked into the bedroom, he almost snapped out of a trance-like state of mind.

“Mmm, you’ve done well, baby,” Beth praised as she approached him, her hand instinctively reaching out to brush over the back of Terry’s head as she inspected the toys he’d laid out. They went up in size, just the way Beth liked, finishing off with a strap-on that was something they both loved.

Leaning down, Beth pressed a soft kiss against Terry’s forehead. “Such a good boy,” she praised, making Terry’s whole body relax. “I’d like you to undress me and then undress yourself,” Beth told him.

“Yes, Beth.” The words fell so easily from Terry’s lips, sending him deeper into the state of mind where obedience was almost automatic. He stayed on his knees, running his hands up the sides of Beth’s skirt. The fabric felt smooth and soft against his fingertips, until he reached the zipper. Dragging it down, he helped Beth step out of the material, making no effort to hold back his groan at her skimpy lace panties.

Instead of taking them off right away, Terry rose to his feet. His fingers slid under Beth’s top, gathering it up with him as he moved. Lifting her arms, Beth let him pull it off and drop it onto the floor to join her skirt. “Should I take everything off?” he asked, licking his lips with anticipation.

The way she smirked, Terry could tell she’d expected the question. It sent a thrill through him that she knew him so well. That she knew he’d ask! Her tongue slid out to lick over her lips slowly and Terry’s eyes followed its every movement.

“Yes,” Beth answered finally. “You may take everything off.” With the permission given, Terry proceeded to undo the clasp on Beth’s bra, carefully pulling the straps down and letting her breasts fall free. He wanted to lean in and trace the outline of them with his tongue, but she’d told him to strip her and then himself. Terry wanted to follow those instructions.

Sliding back down onto his knees, Terry reached for the material of Beth’s panties. She stepped out of them easily for him, making his mouth water as he glanced up at her naked form. She looked stunning, skin lightly tanned, curves so perfect Terry could barely resist reaching out to brush his fingers over them,

But he didn’t want to get punished, so instead, Terry stood up again to get his own clothes off.

He pushed aside the urge to rush, knowing that Beth enjoyed watching when he took his time. Her gaze moved lightly over his arms as he lifted them. Terry tugged the back of his t-shirt, pulling it up inch by inch to reveal his chest. Beth gave a soft sigh of satisfaction. The sound made lust pound through Terry’s veins, leaving him almost dizzy with desire.

Eagerly, he dropped his hands to the buttons of his jeans, popping each one open. He groaned, relief rushing through him as he released the pressure on his cock. He wasn’t quite hard, not yet, but he doubted it would take long. He pushed his jeans and boxers down in one movement, stepping out of them and whipping his socks off along the way.

Finally nude, he straightened, letting Beth enjoy the sight of him. “What should I do for you?” he asked, eager to be told.

“Get back down on your knees,” Beth instructed. Terry obeyed straight away. She wouldn’t need to tell him twice! Once he was on his knees, Terry’s gaze followed Beth as she walked to the side of the bed, carefully not disturbing the toys that Terry had laid out at the bottom of the bed.

Sitting down, Beth ran a hand over her leg and then between them, pushing her thighs apart. “Come make me wet,” she told Terry. There was no other instruction but Terry hardly needed it. Eagerly, he crawled over to where Beth was. She hadn’t specified that he wasn’t to use his hands, so Terry reached out to run them up Beth’s soft skin.

Her thighs parted even further, making Terry’s mouth water at the sight of her pussy. He loved seeing her like this, so exposed and unguarded. Nobody else was allowed this close, and Terry wanted to make sure that he earned that privilege. Lowering his head, he licked intricate patterns along the inside of Beth’s thigh, the ticklish feeling making her squirm against him.

Terry’s fingers ventured further ahead, dragging their way slowly across Beth’s pussy, the touch light enough to make Beth ache for more. Quickly, Terry followed that promise up with his mouth. His tongue teased across Beth’s clit, then dove lower, sliding inside her to gather her wetness.

She gave a soft moan in response, before leaning back on the bed. This was something they’d been able to do even at her parents’ house, but Terry would never turn down an opportunity to go down on Beth. He loved making her give gentle moans, ones that grew louder as he increased the speed with which his tongue moved against her.

“Mmm, yes, that’s good,” Beth moaned, her hand returning to Terry’s hair, tugging lightly. At the same time, Beth’s thighs closed around Terry’s head. She held him in place, rocking against his mouth. “Yeah, just like that,” she encouraged when Terry’s tongue circled her clit. “Oooh, fuck, yeah, come on.”

Carefully, Terry lifted one hand, sliding a finger into Beth’s pussy as his tongue dipped down to meet it. She groaned, her thighs clenching on either side of Terry’s ears, muffling out everything except the sounds that carried through her body. He could still feel her moans, the vibrations of them as her body shook with pleasure.

Terry’s tongue pressed harder, pushing against Beth’s clit until her muscles clenched around the finger inside her. Terry loved this, loved knowing that he was making her body react. He lapped faster, harder, letting Beth grind against his face and taking his cue from her rhythm.

Knowing her body so well came with certain benefits. Terry knew exactly how to recognize the signs of Beth nearing her orgasm - and how to stop just in time. He wanted to tease her, knowing that Beth enjoyed being brought close but not tipped over that sweet edge straight away. Still, it was a careful game that Terry had to play if he didn’t want to be told off for taking too many liberties.

Inserting another finger, Terry moved his hand slowly, letting Beth fuck herself against his fingers and mouth until he felt her muscles tense again. “Fuck,” she sighed, her grip tightening in his hair. “Don’t stop!” she moaned, rocking faster. “Ahh, fuck, yesyes!” The cries rose in volume but Terry didn’t stop, just licking more and faster until he heard Beth scream as she finally fell over that edge.

Her body arched, pussy grinding against Terry’s nose and chin. Terry licked her through her orgasm, helping the pleasure sweep over her body until it was too much! She pushed him back, fingers moving automatically to his cheeks. She gathered up the wetness spread there, pressing her fingers into Terry’s mouth and letting him lick them clean.

With a soft sigh, Terry tilted his head to look up at Beth. She lounged against the bed, sweaty but otherwise still immaculate. Terry grinned, excitement exploding in his chest. He loved being the reason for Beth’s orgasms. And after so long, it felt incredible to know he’d made her come at her command, just the way they both liked it.

“You’re stunning,” he said, the corner of his mouth quirking up into a grin.

Beth grinned at the compliment. “So are you,” she smirked. “All wet from making me wet,” she teased. “I’m going to make you so much wetter, too. Going to get you nice and ready with the toys and then fuck you so slow and deep.” The words made Terry groan, rocking against nothing, his cock now fully hard.

“Get up,” Beth told him. Terry obeyed instantly. “Be a good boy and get on the bed for me, on your back, I want you to watch me as I get you ready, want you to see just how much I enjoy fucking you.”

“I know you do,” Terry breathed, but he had no intention of arguing with Beth’s instructions. They were orders he was happy to obey, stretching out on his back on the bed, his head propped up by pillows. Giving a little shiver, he sighed. “The sheets are cold. But we’ll warm them up fast.” His body was burning up already, lust raging in the pit of his stomach.

Beth’s hands moved slowly over Terry’s skin, pushing him down against the mattress. The contrast between her warm hands and the cool sheets at his back made Terry whimper. His whole body felt attuned to every move Beth made, from the hand that pinned his hip to the fingers that circled down, down, heading ever closer to his cock.

But she moved past it, nails scratching lightly against Terry’s thigh. It made him whimper and he just about managed to stop himself from rocking up into Beth. She would want to decide when he was allowed to be touched, Terry knew. Not only that, but he also loved giving that control over to Beth. It was thrilling, making his cock throb with desire.

“Part your legs for me, baby, knees up,” Beth instructed, pulling back. Terry swallowed but followed the instructions. It was a position that made him feel both exposed and vulnerable, but more than that, it was hot. As he watched, Beth reached for the lube and one of the toys as she grinned at Terry.

“We’ll start easy, I know it’s been a while,” she hummed and of course she knew, it was Beth who’d been there with him last time something had gone up Terry’s ass.

He watched, eyes wide, as Beth stroked the lube over her fingers, warming it to that there’d be no sudden shock of cold. Terry gave a soft moan, always so turned on by the amount of care Beth took with everything that they did. “It’s gonna feel so good,” he said, swallowing as Beth’s fingers brushed teasingly between his cheeks.

As Beth’s touch moved closer and closer to his hole, Terry let himself cry out with desire. Beth loved to hear him, and Terry enjoyed making noise for her. It was something they hadn’t been able to do while they’d been away from home. Terry was going to make sure he made up for it tonight! A moan rolled past his lips as Beth’s finger pressed inside him, the lube easing the way even as his muscles tensed at the unfamiliar sensation.

Of course, Beth was gentle. Almost too gentle if anything. Terry wouldn’t have been against her going a bit faster or even a bit rougher. But Beth had said she wanted to be slow and slow she was. Her finger moved in and out of him with such determination, yet it was still torturous.

Bringing her free hand up, Beth pressed it against Terry’s hip, pushing him into the mattress. The angle made her finger curl and Terry whined loudly. All he got in response to that, though, was Beth smirking before pulling her hand back and then driving two of her fingers inside him again.

He groaned, the sound coming from deep within his chest. Pleasure rippled through his body, creeping slowly higher and higher as Beth’s fingers fucked in and out. Terry’s toes curled, his fingers grasping at the sheets as he fought not to rock down onto Beth’s hand as she pressed deeper inside him.

“Fuck,” he breathed, tipping his head back before remembering that Beth had wanted him to watch. Terry’s eyes snapped open, gaze focusing instantly on Beth’s face. She looked so intent, a crease of concentration between her brows as she twisted her fingers in a way that made Terry see stars.

“Mm, you sound good,” she complimented, making Terry’s cheeks redden. He felt so exposed but also totally at Beth’s disposal. It made him moan louder, especially when she moved her hand again. But just as Terry was about to beg Beth to go faster, to give him more, she stopped, pulling her hand back.

Terry whined but Beth just laughed. “Patience is a virtue, darling,” she teased. But despite her words, Beth reached for the first of the toys that Terry had laid out. Picking it up, Beth was slow. She covered it in lube, smirking at Terry as his gaze followed her hand.

“You ready for me, baby? Going to make all the sweet sounds?”

Again, the scalding heat flashed into Terry’s cheeks. “Yeah,” he said, keeping his eyes fixed on Beth. “I’ll do anything you want, Beth.” And she didn’t need to ask twice. As soon as Beth pressed the tip of the toy against his hole, Terry keened, the sound so loud that it seemed to echo around them. He felt utterly wanton, unable to help doing exactly what Beth wanted!

The toy stretched him relentlessly, pushing inside inch by glorious inch. Terry’s toes curled against the sheets, wiggling deeper into the mattress in an effort to stay somewhat still. Beth leaned forward, her body hot against Terry’s as she pressed the toy in even deeper. Terry’s body welcomed it, a moan bubbling up from the pit of his stomach.

Just like she had been with her fingers, Beth was slow with the toy. She took her time, moving the silicone cock in and out of Terry with care and precision. Each thrust forward earned her a gentle groan. Beth knew just how to work Terry’s pleasure. Her gentle thrusts were joined by her free hand coming up, stroking over Terry’s hip.

When Beth’s fingers wrapped around Terry’s cock, his hips practically snapped up, fucking into her touch. “Slow,” Beth repeated. “If you rush, I’ll stop.” It was a threat that Terry didn’t want to witness coming true!

He bit down on his lower lip, the pang of pain making it easier not to get overwhelmed by pleasure. But Beth’s fingers around his cock felt so good! She stroked them slowly, squeezing at the base just enough to make Terry whine with need. As he watched, Beth’s eyes narrowed in concentration. Terry was the focus of all of her considerable intensity, and he loved it!

“Fuck!” he cried out, twisting against the sheets as he fucked himself slowly against the toy. This was only the smallest, he still had so much more to earn! “It feels good,” he breathed, wanting to share with Beth just how amazing it was to have pleasure coiling through his entire body. “Fuck, it feels really good!”

Terry tried to watch Beth but the pleasure made it difficult to keep his eyes focused. She sped up just a touch, almost teasingly, before slowing down again. Her fist tightened around Terry’s cock, moving up and down it at that same slow pace. It was borderline excruciating, Terry’s whines becoming harsher and sharper.

Once again though, just as Terry was ready to beg for more, beg for Beth to go faster, she pulled back. It was almost like she could read his mind. But in reality, it was far more likely that she was able to read his body.

“Going to go a size up, baby,” Beth told him with a soft hum. “Nice and slow, stretch you out more so you’re ready for when I fuck you.”

“Beth!” Terry whined. He was ready now, so ready. He could hardly stand the slow pleasure that burned inside him, spreading out to every nerve-ending in wave after wave of sensation. But Terry pressed his lips together, making every effort not to beg for more, for faster. Whatever Beth wanted was what he wanted, too, even if he didn’t know how he was going to bear it!

She pulled the toy free, leaving Terry achingly empty. His muscles clenched on nothing, his cock throbbing as Beth let go so she could have both hands on the next toy. Holding Terry’s hip down with one palm, the other hand guided the thick silicone cock between his legs. Terry groaned, trying to push himself up, make himself more open.

He could instantly feel how much bigger the toy was. It stretched Terry’s muscles around it slowly but steadily. Beth was so good at this, too, making sure she got every last sound from Terry. Her hand moved slowly as it pressed the toy inside him. When Terry finally felt the base of the toy against him, he gave a low groan.

“Mmm, you sound so good, baby,” Beth moaned. Hearing her like that, hearing her enjoy fucking him, made Terry’s cock twitch with want. He watched the way Beth smirked, like she knew what her own sounds were doing to him. With much delight, she pulled the toy back a bit before driving it back inside him.

The pleasure that exploded through him pushed all the air from Terry’s lungs. He lay there on the bed, genuinely winded from how good it felt to have Beth fuck him. His fingers twisted in the sheets, a desperate effort to keep himself grounded. He watched Beth, her gaze entirely focused on him, enjoying every shift and twist of his body as she pulled the toy out once more.

“Beth! Oh, my God, that feels good!” Terry moaned, hips rocking despite his best efforts to stay still. Beth was so gentle, teasing the toy against his hole before she pressed it all the way back in. Terry’s cock ached, desperate for Beth to touch it. But he knew that if she did, it would be that much harder to keep himself from coming. He didn’t want to blow his load too early. It was Beth’s decision when he should be allowed to come, and Terry wasn’t going to take that from her.

“If you should be allowed to come,” Beth corrected, making Terry’s eyes widen as he realized he must’ve said it out loud. His surprise made Beth laugh and drive the toy in and out of him a little faster. “Maybe if you’re good,” she hummed. “And you like to be good for me, don’t you, baby?”

And fuck, yes! Terry loved being good for Beth. In response he whined loudly, rocking slightly against the toy. “You ready for me to fuck you? Ready to watch me drive my cock inside you nice and slow? Fuck you until you scream?”

“Yes, yes,” Terry chanted, his muscles clenching as he tried to hold himself completely still. Beth pressed the toy in and out of him one more time, Terry’s eyes rolling back as pleasure overwhelmed him. “I’ll be so good, scream so loud for you, Beth,” he promised. He didn’t doubt it for a moment. Beth could make him do anything she set her mind to.

The toy slipped free, leaving Terry to focus on the sudden, intense emptiness of his hole. His fingers clutched the sheets under him. They were no longer cool, instead heated by the warmth of Terry’s body. He could feel sweat slide down his spine, disappearing into the fabric as he wriggled, trying to entice Beth into fucking him, just as she’d described.

She gave a soft laugh at his attempts, one hand stroking over Terry’s inner thigh. “Watch me put this on,” she instructed. Terry’s gaze snapped to her. Beth stepped off the bed to pull the harness on, fastening the straps over her hips. The silicone cock between her legs bounced and Terry practically groaned at the idea of getting fucked by it.

Beth took her time, moving slowly as she reached for the lube, squeezing it out on the cock before rubbing it all over it. It shone with wetness and Beth smirked at Terry again. Then, she moved onto the bed, crawling between his legs slowly, almost teasingly.

His tongue darted out to wet his lips, a moan bubbling from his throat as Beth dragged her breasts across his stomach. “Can I touch you?” he asked, lifting his hands almost before Beth managed to nod. He stroked his fingers gently over her skin, welcoming her with every inch of his body.

Finally, she stopped, one hand wrapped around the base of the silicone cock. Terry groaned, lifting his legs to hitch them over Beth’s hips. It gave her an even better angle, the tip of the toy resting lightly against his hole. “Please,” Terry begged. Beth rewarded him, nudging the tip deeper. Terry cried out in pleasure, anticipation coiling in the pit of his stomach.

It was even bigger than the toys had been, but it was also attached to Beth. It felt different than just having her fuck him with a toy in her hand. This allowed Beth to press her weight against Terry, to rock her hips into him slowly. It made him groan even louder and Beth took the opportunity to crush her lips against his.

She licked into his mouth, her tongue meeting his just as Beth pushed forward, the cock entering Terry even deeper. He could hardly contain the sounds that muffled against Beth’s lips, legs parting more and coming up to wrap around Beth. He wanted to pull her even closer, but it was for Beth to decide how much she wanted to give him.

His hands slid greedily over her skin, mapping the ridges of her spine and the smooth expanse of her shoulders. She felt so soft and hot, his fingertips exploring every inch of her that he could reach. Beth chuckled as one palm stroked down over the curve of her ass, squeezing briefly as she inched forward.

Terry could feel his muscles stretching, welcoming the girth of the toy inside him. He groaned, tipping his head back but keeping his eyes open so his gaze remained fixed on Beth. She looked so good between his legs, teasing his opening with every rock of her hips.

“Mmm, fuck, you look so good,” Beth breathed. “Letting me fuck you. I’ve missed seeing your beautiful expression, hearing the way you groan with every thrust.” And Terry didn’t even have to try! When Beth pushed forward, it was hard enough to knock the wind out of him, to make him moan with pleasure.

Between their bodies, his cock twitched. Beth must have felt it, because she smirked at him. “You like getting fucked, baby? Like how good I treat you?” Each question was concluded with another slow but hard thrust.

Terry beamed, nodding enthusiastically. “Fuck, yes, Beth. God, I’ve missed this so much. Missing watching your face as you fuck me.” Beth always looked so supremely in control that it would have been a turn-on even without the pleasure that cruised through Terry’s body in waves.

His hands moved to Beth’s breasts, taking the weight of them in each palm, feeling the hard nipples as they rubbed against his skin. She moaned, the sound echoing off the walls and making Terry’s cock twitch even harder. He wanted to hear that sound again, to know that he had been the reason for it. His fingers tugged at Beth’s nipples, pinching lightly.

“Ooh,” she moaned, rocking forward harder. It made Terry lean forward more, sucking one of her nipples between his lips, tongue teasing over it. He groaned around Beth’s breast as she slammed into him. Then, almost impossibly Terry’s pleasure rose even more as Beth reached between them, her fist tightening around Terry’s cock.

She fucked forward in a steady rhythm, making Terry’s groans resound around them. “Come on, baby, come for me, let me see how amazing you look as you come from getting fucked so well!”

Beth hardly needed to ask twice. Terry’s whole body seemed to shudder on command, pleasure breaking over him like a tidal wave. He sucked harder on Beth’s nipple, lips pursing around it as he gave himself over to the sensation of Beth’s thick cock pounding his ass over and over again.

He came, muscles tightening even as the headboard of the bed thumped loudly against the wall. His cries were muffled by Beth’s breast, but still audible, loud enough to ring in Terry’s ears. Beth kept fucking him, the cock plunging inside him as Terry’s legs gripped harder at Beth’s waist.

“Fuck!” He finally pulled back, every nerve-ending tingling with the force of his orgasm. “Fuck, Beth,” he sighed. “That felt amazing!”

The way Beth moved was still so measured. She pulled out of Terry almost teasingly slowly, her fingers stroking his cock enough to make Terry whine before she let go. “Mmm, I had missed this,” Beth told him, leaning in to press another kiss against Terry’s lips.

It was then that she got off the bed, easily unclipping the harness and letting it fall to the floor. “You can tidy up later,” she told Terry, crawling back in the bed and pressing her body against his. “I’ve missed falling asleep next to you after a good fuck, too.” She grinned.

Terry shifted, turning towards the heat of Beth’s body like a flower towards the sun. He loved this part, where everything felt soft and dreamy, almost unreal in how perfect it was. “You look after me so well,” he praised, tucking his head into the curve of Beth’s shoulder. “You always know what I need.”

And after a long Christmas away, Terry had needed this. His whole body felt relaxed and satisfied, the craving inside him finally put to rest by the intensity of his orgasm.

“We can fall asleep,” he agreed, “but I’ll make sure you come, too, later.” It was a promise Terry knew that he could keep. And, more than that, it was a promise he would enjoy getting to fulfill.
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