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The winter evenings grew darker and darker with every passing day. Patrice had never liked turning on the main overhead light; she preferred a selection of lamps dotted around the room. It gave the house a cozier feeling, in her opinion. This year, now that she was living with Will, she’d invested in several candles. Candles were, after all, supposed to be romantic.




Patrice wasn’t altogether sure that the candles added much to the romance of their relationship. While they did have dinner together, and curl up most nights in the same bed at the same time, they’d always done those things. At least, for the last four months since Will had moved in.




But Will’s reaction to the candles was different than Patrice had imagined. He seemed almost mesmerized by them, his gaze drifting to the flickering flames whenever he wasn’t occupied with something else.




And knowing what she did about Will’s appreciation for pain, Patrice couldn’t help but start scheming.




She’d done a lot of research, not wanting to suggest anything to her boyfriend that she wasn’t absolutely sure they could do safely. Fortunately, there were plenty of beginners’ guides on the internet, and Patrice and Will knew and trusted each other enough to play with something a little more extreme.




One night, once the candles were lit but before they’d turned on the television, Patrice turned to Will, laying a hand on the bare, warm skin of his forearm. “Have you ever tried wax play?” she asked, seeing no reason to mince her words.




Patrice had to bite her lip not to laugh at the look of surprise on Will’s face. He thought about it, digging through his memories as if that would somehow reveal that he’d tried wax play before but had forgotten about it. Patrice certainly didn’t intend for Will to forget.




“No.” He shook his head finally. “It’s... I mean, I have obviously heard of it, but other than like accidentally burning myself with some hot wax from one of your candles, I haven’t given it much thought?” That was about what Patrice had expected. When Will followed it up with a soft ‘why?’, she smirked.




“I thought we might give it a try,” she answered, squeezing the hand against Will’s arm slightly, her nails scratching across his skin. “You like pain.” And Will responded to it with such arousing noises. Patrice loved whipping or paddling him, taking him right up to that border where the pain was almost too much. It gave her a rush of control like nothing else.




She shifted, trying to read Will’s expression. His surprise was still there, in the slack muscles around his mouth and the widened pupils. But arousal was there, too. “Besides, you can hardly look away from those candles when I’ve got them lit,” Patrice observed. “Think how much more mesmerizing they’d be if you knew how it was going to feel to have hot wax dripped over you.”




Will did blush at that. Patrice was sure that she could make him blush even more. As well as moan, hopefully. “I guess I get a little mesmerized by fire, but doesn't everyone?” And yes, Patrice supposed people did. “Not that I’m not interested in what you’re proposing, too!” Will rushed in to add.




Sucking his lower lip between his teeth, he gave a small shrug. “Is it not a bit dangerous?” That was a very fair question. Pride made Patrice’s heart swell that Will was asking it. She always wanted him to be careful and that included questioning things she proposed if he wanted more information.




“It can be,” she said. “But I’ve done a lot of research over the last couple of weeks. I’m confident that we can try it out and I won’t do any damage. We wouldn’t have to do a lot the first time, just enough to see how it makes you feel.” After all, there was a risk that Will wouldn’t even like it. Patrice didn’t want to set up a whole session without at least one practice run.




She smiled, leaning in to brush a kiss against Will’s lips. “It will feel very different from what we usually do,” she said. “A different kind of pain. I want to start out gently, not pushing you as far as you can go, not at first.”




Leaning back, Patrice appreciated the way Will’s gaze followed her. “If you have any specific questions, you can ask me. Or I can give you some time to do your own research. We don’t have to do it tonight.”




Will chewed his lip and Patrice waited patiently. “You’ve researched it over the past few weeks?” he repeated and she nodded. “Wow, you’re always so well prepared.” The compliment made Patrice smile. “I do want to try it,” Will promised. “I trust that you have researched it, of course.”




Moving across the room, Will's gaze settled on the candles there. “It’s not... these candles, is it?” Patrice couldn’t really blame him for asking that. She, too, had accidentally burned her skin before. “I mean... It is exciting. You know that I like pain, obviously. I just... wow. Yeah.”




Patrice almost laughed. The words stumbling out of Will showed his nervousness but at the same time also excitement.




“It’s not these candles, no,” Patrice assured. “I ordered special ones, had them delivered to the office so it wouldn’t ruin the surprise.” If Will hadn’t wanted to try wax play, Patrice earned enough that wasting the money really wouldn’t be a problem.




She gave Will her most confident smile, pleased with his enthusiasm so far. “I’m not going to burn you. I tested it on myself, of course.” Will’s eyes darkened at that, as they always did when Patrice admitted to having tried the things herself that she then asked him to do. The idea intrigued him, especially because Patrice had never allowed him to watch.




“We’re not going to jump right into playing with candles,” she said, her voice taking on a commanding edge. “Why don’t you kneel for me?”




“Yeah, yeah, that’d be good,” he exhaled, almost instantly dropping to his knees. Patrice instantly wanted to reach out and run her hand through Will’s hair. His submission made them both relax a lot more. His trust was so evident and Patrice wanted to show him how worthy she was of it.




Will crawled forward, turning his head so he could rub his cheek against Patrice’s hand. “Anything you want,” he promised, pressing a soft kiss against her palm. “I know you’ll take good care of me.” And Patrice certainly planned to do that.




She petted Will’s hair, drawing her fingers through the strands. Her panties were soaked already, and it was tempting to order Will to eat her out before they even began. But though she wanted Will in subspace when they started playing with candles, she didn’t want him so far under that he might not register when the pain became too much.




It was a delicate balance to strike. Luckily, Patrice considered herself very skilled at pitching things just right. So she got to her feet, letting her hand lift from Will’s hair. “Follow me up the stairs,” she instructed. Her shoes rang out against the floor as she moved off.




“Yes, ma’am,” Will murmured, making Patrice glance over her shoulder at him with a soft smirk. She did enjoy his obedience oh so very much. Turning back, she led her way upstairs, certain that she had no need to look back at whether Will was following her. He enjoyed following her as much as Patrice enjoyed him doing so.




When they reached the bedroom, Will stopped just behind Patrice. “What... um. Where do you want me?” Will asked, looking around as if he was seeing the bedroom for the first time. New experiences were exciting just from the point that they didn’t have so many of those these days, having tried many things together.




“I want you to undress, first of all,” Patrice said, her voice practically purring. “Take off everything except your boxers, put it all in the laundry hamper, then you may lie down on the bed.” Her temperature was rising, desire heating her up from the inside. Knowing what they were going to do, what Will was trusting her with, made even those simple instructions so much more arousing than usual.




Will nodded, pulling his shirt off over his head. He clutched the fabric to his chest as he moved towards the hamper. Patrice let him hear her sounds of appreciation as soon as he straightened up, bare chest gleaming in the bright overhead light. “Keep going,” she reminded, bringing Will’s attention back to the task at hand.




“Yes, ma’am,” Will nodded, making Patrice smile. His hands were quick to get his pants off. Even through his boxers, Patrice could tell that he was half-hard already. Will paid no attention to his own arousal, though. Instead, he followed the clearly-given instructions, placing all of his clothes in the laundry hamper before he resettled on his knees, ass resting against his heels.




His hands dropped by his sides and Patrice recognized the submissive pose. When she raised an eyebrow at him, Will blushed slightly as if he only then remembered the rest of the instructions she’d given him. Moving onto the bed, Will lay down on his back, tongue darting out to wet his lips.




“Like this?” he asked.




“Perfect,” Patrice praised. She moved closer, running her hand appreciatively over Will’s torso. He was strong, the muscles shifting under her hand as he tried to press himself up into her touch. Knowing that made the idea of hurting him all the more exciting. It would only be possible through Will submitting to her, letting her do what she liked, and what she thought would bring him pleasure.




Granted, that pleasure would be laced with pain. “I’m going to take off my dress but not my underwear,” Patrice narrated aloud. “You may watch.” She stripped efficiently, dropping her own clothes on top of Will’s in the hamper. Though she could feel his gaze on her, she didn’t tease or indulge his attention. Instead, she fetched the candles she had ordered from where she’d hidden them.




“We’re going to test one candle first,” she said, making her voice soft, wanting to lull Will into that space where he had to do nothing but obey and react.




Patrice saw Will visibly swallow and then give a nod. “That sounds good,” he commented. It reminded Patrice of when they’d tried spanking for the first time. It hadn’t been the first for either of them but having that first together had still been special. This, however, would be something that they did share as each other’s firsts. Patrice did rather expect that Will would enjoy this in a similar way.




When she lit the candle, Patrice couldn’t help but smirk. Just like Will’s eyes had been drawn to the candles around their living room, his eyes focused on the flame now, too. It’d be fun to see what his next reaction would be.




“I’m ready,” he promised her. “I... it’s quite exciting? A little nervous, but mostly exciting.”




Patrice smiled, holding the candle carefully so she would be sure not to spill any of the wax before she was ready. “Good.” She wanted Will to be excited. She didn’t even mind him being a little nervous. He was allowed to be. “I’m excited, too.” Unlike Will, there was no thrum of nervous energy running through Patrice. After all, she was the one in control.




“Okay. I’m going to leave this burning where you can see it,” she said, setting the candle down on a table. “And then I’m going to run some oil into your legs. That will help get any wax off you when we’re done, without it sticking to your hairs.”




Just as she’d described, Patrice poured a little oil into each of her hands, massaging it into Will’s legs and over his arms. “How does that feel?” she asked, wanting to keep him with her.




“Like I’m being well taken care of,” Will answered, making Patrice smile. It was, of course, what she wanted him to feel. Patrice always wanted Will to know she was there to look out for him. “I hadn’t even thought about getting the wax off,” he admitted. “But I don’t need to. Because you think of things for me.”




Patrice certainly tried. She did still encourage questions, of course, but Patrice also aimed to always have the answers. She was mostly able to achieve that.




“I do,” she agreed. In truth, Patrice might not have thought of it if she hadn’t researched how to safely attempt wax play. But that was part of why she did such thorough research, so that she would, as much as possible, have everything thought of and taken care of before Will ever needed to worry.




Finishing with the oil, Patrice continued to stroke her hands over Will’s body for a few more minutes, letting him simply relax, enjoy her touch, and watch the candle flame as it flickered and danced. 





After it had been burning for twenty minutes, Patrice moved to the candle. Her pulse raced, excitement building up inside her. “Okay, I’m ready,” she said. “Are you? I’m going to start on your leg, just one drop at first, and I want you to rate out of ten how much it hurts.” Patrice had tried the wax on herself, but her pain threshold was very different from Will’s. She needed him to let her know how it affected him. 




“Okay.” Will nodded.




He didn’t tense; Patrice almost paused to praise him for that. He’d come so far since that first time they’d played with pain. Even though he was nervous, Will relaxed into it. She knew it’d help them both enjoy it more.




So finally, Patrice tipped the candle forward. She’d titled it back before the first drop of the wax even had a chance to hit Will’s skin. When it did, he gave a sharp moan that went straight to Patrice’s pussy. Hearing him make those sounds was always so enticing.




“That’s... fuck,” Will breathed. “It feels good. Um. A... six, maybe? It’s... kind of the opposite of a whip. The pain is instant but then it just evaporates. I... I do like it a lot,” he assured her easily.




Patrice smiled, running a hand over Will’s other leg. His gaze darted between her and the candle. It brought a smirk to Patrice’s lips to think that she was as mesmerizing to her boyfriend as the flickering flame.




“A little higher up, now,” she said. “Your thigh should be more sensitive.” Once more, she allowed the candle to tilt so that a drop of wax fell through the air. It landed on the outside of Will’s thigh, his moan this time even louder.




Patrice licked her lips, swallowing hard as her mouth started to water. “How was that?” she asked. “More painful?”




From the way his body twitched in response, Patrice assumed it had been, but she still wanted to hear Will say it. He nodded, exhaling. “Yeah, that was more painful,” he confirmed. “Not too bad, but... sharp?” The explanation made Patrice smile. She liked that Will was trying to explain it to her, even if she was never going to experience it the same way that Will did.




“It’s a little hard to focus on answering your questions and not just giving in to it,” Will admitted and Patrice smiled at that, too. It was a very honest comment.




“I know,” she said, “but you’re doing so well, baby.” Will turned his face towards her, a flush glowing on each cheek at her praise. It had been important to establish a baseline, and Will had allowed her to do that, earning the compliment she’d offered.




Stepping closer, Patrice lifted the candle higher. Wax falling from a greater height would mean it cooled more on the way down, which should make it hurt less. “I’m going to let you give in to it now,” she said. “But I want you to tell me if it hurts too much.” She had to trust Will to be aware of that, and to tell her, just as he trusted her not to take things too far.




In all the time they’d played together, Will had never given Patrice a reason to doubt him. While he liked handing himself over to Patrice like this, letting her choose and decide, he also made sure to tell her if something wasn’t working. So far, the wax seemed to be quite a good idea.




Will’s eyes focused on the flame, the fascination still clearly there. Patrice wondered how much, next time he watched one of the candles in their living room, would Will’s mind come back to this.




When she tilted the candle, more than just a small drop of wax fell. Patrice moved the candle a little, too, leaving a trail of wax against Will’s skin.




“Ahh, fuck,” he breathed deeply.




Patrice bit back a moan, her pussy getting even wetter at the beautiful sounds Will made. A pulsing need grew inside her, but Patrice was an expert at pushing it down, making herself wait until the moment was right.




Skipping over Will’s boxers, Patrice let the wax fall in spots over his stomach. The sensitive skin there jumped, muscles flexing and releasing at the sudden sensation. It was the first time Patrice had let the wax fall without a warning - and from the hard line of Will’s cock as it tented the cotton of his boxers, it had clearly worked.




“Where do you want to feel it next?” she asked, curious as to what Will would choose. Of course, whether she gave him what he wanted was all up to her.




It took Will a moment to come up with an answer. Patrice didn’t mind waiting. When he did, his eyes moved from the candle to Patrice and then back. Sucking his lower lip between his teeth, Will chewed it slightly.




“My chest? Or my shoulders,” he answered. “The lower stomach was nice, too. Um, it felt sharper, I think. Fuck, Patrice. It does feel good. So hot and harsh but also so quick at passing. It doesn’t feel sticky either, but I can feel it if I shift or when my skin twitches.”




Patrice hummed appreciatively, shifting the candle to hold it straight as she smiled down at WIll. “You’re doing so well, telling me how it feels,” she praised. It made her so hot to hear how Will described his experience, her heart pounding hard beneath the lace of her bra.




Just as Will had requested, Patrice let a few drops splash against his chest. She watched the wax harden, gleaming slightly in the light of the flame. Will sucked in a breath, looking so impossibly turned on that Patrice had to repeat the motion. He cried out, possibly because the wax falling once had made his skin more sensitive.




Curiously, Patrice reached out, brushing her fingers over the dried wax on Will’s stomach.




The sound that Will gave in response was almost guttural. It wasn’t one of pain but Patrice recognized it well - the sound of Will being turned on, of just loving to feel her touch. It made her tilt the candle again, to reward such beautiful noises.




“Fuck, Patrice,” he sighed. Another drop of wax made Will whine. “Uhh! It feels more intense, like it keeps building. Can I touch you?” She saw the way his hands rose to brush over Patrice’s legs but Will knew to stop and wait patiently until he’d been given permission.




“Wait.” Patrice let the word drop crisp and clear. With satisfaction, she watched Will draw his hands back, setting them down by his sides. Just as she’d instructed, he would wait until she allowed him to touch her.




She straddled Will’s stomach, careful not to let any of the wax spill on him as she moved. Her breasts bounced lightly in her bra, making her glad she had chosen to keep it on. Finally, she shuffled up close enough for Will to touch, his chest and shoulders still available to tease with the wax.




“Now you may touch me.”




“Yeah,” he breathed, genuine relief in his tone, like being allowed to touch was all he’d ever wanted. Will’s hands slid over Patrice’s legs, gentle but firm as they did so. He loved exploring her body any way she allowed him to, Patrice knew that well. It always added to how powerful she felt, how much in charge she was.




With the lit candle in her hand, that feeling was greatly emphasized. Almost out of curiosity, she tipped the candle forward, letting the wax hit Will’s chest again. His grip on her legs tightened briefly and a low groan fell from Will’s lips. It was mesmerizing to watch. And to feel.




As she leaned forward, Patrice’s drenched panties rubbed across Will’s stomach. The friction made pleasure jump across Patrice’s nerve-endings, as if fire was burning her up from the inside. She let her groan echo around the room, wanting Will to know that she, too, was enjoying herself.




His body arched upwards, trying to give Patrice more of what she wanted. “Careful,” she breathed. “You don’t want to knock me and send all this wax splashing all over you.” But the suggestion made Will catch his breath. Maybe next time, Patrice would try a bigger candle.




For now, she let the wax fall across one of Will’s shoulders, his eyes widening at each new drop.




With his cheeks flushed and lips parted, Patrice found herself almost as mesmerized as Will was every time he stared at a flame. The intakes of breath made Patrice want to tease him even more, but she also felt so fucking hot from what they’d already done. Shifting atop of him, Patrice smirked when Will’s breath hitched. His cock, she knew without looking or touching, was rock hard at this point.




“You’re so sexy,” he told her. “Fuck, I love it when you hurt me.” And yes, they both knew that to be very, very true. Patrice was glad she’d decided to try this. It was proving quite a fun activity.




As Will’s fingers pressed against her thighs, Patrice felt an ache between her legs. She could hardly wait until it was time to fuck Will, sure that after all this stiumulation it would be a challenge for him to last very long. A challenge that he would give his best effort to achieve, as he always did for her!




Leaning back, she let the wax drop in a line down the center of Will’s chest, all the way to his stomach. He shifted, making every drop fall in a slightly unexpected place. It was beautiful, in a strange kind of way.




“Shall I leave the wax on while I fuck you?” she asked, grinding her pussy down against Will’s crotch. “Let it be a reminder of how it felt to have me sitting over you, dropping wax on you?”




“Fuck, yes,” Will moaned. His grip tightened against her but only just. “Uhh, Patrice. It’s... do you think you could maybe dribble some more wax on me while you fuck me?” he asked curiously. “It’s... we don’t usually do that and the pain, you know?” And yeah, she did know. It was challenging to whip Will and fuck him at the same time. She had thought about it, though.




Patrice bit back a moan, forcing herself to sit back and think. It would certainly be easier than whipping and fucking at the same time. The biggest risk would be spilling too much wax, but Patrice thought she could control that, especially at the beginning.




“Yes,” she breathed. “I think I could manage that. But you have to be good and stay very still for me right now.” With an eager nod, Will confirmed he’d heard. Slowly, Patrice shifted off him, setting the candle down once more where he could see it.




After a moment’s hesitation, Patrice reached to unclasp her bra, letting her breasts bounce free as she discarded the garment on the floor. “Take off your boxers,” she ordered, smirking slightly. “Show me how hard you are.”




“Yes, ma’am,” Will nodded eagerly, shifting to push his boxers down. His hard cock practically throbbed as Will bit back a moan. With his eyes moving from the flame to Patrice’s breasts, she almost laughed. It was as if he couldn’t quite decide what he was more interested in, but he did seem to finally settle on her breasts.




“May I?” Will asked. His hands slid up from Patrice’s legs to her hips, but he didn’t dare to move them higher without her permission.




“You may,” Patrice allowed. She gave in to a long moan as Will’s fingers curled under the waistband of her panties, dragging them down and exposing her pussy to the air and to his gaze, all at once. Patrice could feel how wet she was. She enjoyed it, and she knew that Will, too, would appreciate knowing how hot he’d made her with his noises and his writhing against the bed.




Stepping out of the panties and kicking them away, Patrice took a step closer to the bed. “Go on,” she urged, wrapping her fingers around Will’s wrist to guide his hand back up the inside of her thigh. “Feel what you’ve done to me, how much I’ve enjoyed hurting you like this.”




His hand didn’t hesitate to slide higher. They both moaned when Will’s fingers made contact with Patrice’s pussy. She was both wet and hot and it was all because of Will. He ran his tongue over his lips, hand sliding through her wetness until he could brush a finger over her clit.




It sent electricity pulsing through Patrice, but Will didn’t linger too long, instead sliding his fingers back down until he could slip two at once inside her. Patrice couldn’t help but rock forward, riding Will’s fingers a bit.




“You’re so hot,” he breathed again.




She smiled, happy to accept Will’s compliments, especially when his eyes were dark with lust. His fingers in her pussy made the ache between her legs grow even more intense, until Patrice could barely bring herself to focus on anything else.




But, because it was for Will, she would, returning her attention to the candle that still burned on the table beside the bed. “Stop now,” she said, giving a soft sigh as Will’s fingers slipped free.




She didn’t waste time before she straddled him, grinding her wet pussy against his thigh. Will’s hands went to her hips, holding her steady as Patrice lifted herself over him.




Will gave himself over to her so willingly. He didn’t thrust up, but he did bite down another moan. The wax splashed across his chest seemed to glisten, a reminder of Patrice’s actions. She reached to drag a finger over the wax, smirking when Will groaned. It wouldn’t hurt now, but it was enough to refresh the memory that it had hurt.




His gaze shifted, returning to the candle and then to Patrice. “Fuck,” Will breathed, biting his lower lip. “You feel great,” he told her. “So fucking hot and tight.” Patrice rocked her hips, taking Will’s cock in deeper and moaning gently, both at the sensation and at the way Will’s eyes darkened.




She rode him like that, softly, not wanting to risk building Will’s orgasm before she was ready. Every thrust made the bed bounce under them, a rising and falling rhythm that made Patrice’s whole body flood with heat. Will’s cries grew more and more urgent, more and more broken by the need to gasp.




His fingers slid across Patrice’s hips, up over the curve of her waist. At her nod of permission, he cupped both breasts. Her nipples brushing against Will’s palms made Patrice groan, head falling forward so that her hair tumbled over her shoulders.




Only then did she reach for the candle once more.




In turn, Will lowered his hands. She was tempted to demand that he return them to her breasts, but Patrice also understood that this would be easier if she had more access to Will’s chest. His eyes focused on the candle and Patrice grinned. The fascination that Will had with the flame was clearly only growing now that he knew to associate it with pleasurable pain.




“Please, Patrice,” Will begged. “I want to... please let me. Please.” Begging was something that they both enjoyed. Patrice loved hearing the desperation, the pure want and need in Will’s voice. How could she possibly not reward that?




She lowered the candle, choosing a spot on Will’s chest that was already splattered with wax. When the drops fell, some would land on sensitive skin while others would splash against the build-up of wax already there, deadening the impact. The contrast between the two ought to be interesting.




So Patrice tipped the candle, letting several drops fall on the area she had chosen. Will’s immediate cry was mingled gratitude and delight, followed by a hiss of pain that made Patrice’s muscles clench around his cock. She rose and fell, knowing she was adding to the pleasure with every movement.




One of Will’s hands came up to stroke over Patrice’s thigh. It was a gentle touch. Will didn’t thrust up into her, though she was sure he’d like to. Instead, he waited for the rhythm that Patrice set. Slow movements kept them both going, Will’s cock feeling so good inside her.




Lowering the candle, Patrice let the wax drip once more, giving a moan when Will’s grip on her leg tightened. It was hard not to just fuck him harder, but Patrice wanted to take her time, to let them both enjoy this as much as they could before she fucked him as hard as she wanted.




“Tell me how it feels,” she urged, riding Will’s cock so slowly it was almost painful. Patrice’s whole body ached with desire. Watching Will like this was enough to start the pleasure coiling slowly in her belly. Every thrust added fuel to the fire raging inside her, kept just barely under her control.




The flame flickered in the light, drawing Patrice’s eyes as surely as it drew Will’s. He seemed to be thinking, slowly gathering the words he needed to describe the twin sensations. Patrice didn’t push, riding him slowly through it until he could give her an answer.




“Amazing,” he breathed. “It feels so good. You feel so good. Just, ah, fuck!” Will whined, the groan echoing around them. “Fuck, Patrice! It’s... hard to put in words.” That would have made her laugh had Will’s cock not hit a spot inside her that made Patrice’s whole body tremble.




He seemed to realize it, too, because Will thrust up - slowly - making her moan even louder. Still intentionally but with slightly less focus, Patrice dripped more wax onto Will’s skin, making him hiss and thrust up harder.




She had to press a palm against his chest to slow him down just so she could lean and put the candle down. It was time for her to focus all of her attention on fucking Will.




Their moans wrapped around each other just as their bodies came together. Patrice felt sweat slide over her spine as she screwed her hips down onto Will’s cock. He thrust up to meet her, his hands tightening around the jut of her hipbones.




Will followed her movements as Patrice rose up and let herself fall back down. She groaned, her nipples stiff and aching with anticipation. Harder and faster she moved, riding Will into the mattress.




The wax shone on his skin, flickering like the flame of the candle, and nearly as mesmerizing. “Fuck!” Patrice cried, bracing one hand against Will’s chest. She could feel the wax under her fingers, tight and hard.




One of Will’s hands slid higher until he could cup Patrice’s breast again. His fingers teased her nipple before pulling it lightly. The sharpness of the feeling made Patrice moan as she began to fuck Will’s dick even harder. The bed under them shook. Even the candle on the bedside table wobbled.




“Fuck!” Will cried. “Uhh, Patrice!” His hand squeezed her breast, hips pushing up so hard that Patrice’s breath was knocked out of her. They moved in a perfect rhythm, getting closer and closer to their climaxes. They both knew it, she was sure. Will was clearly determined to make her come first. Patrice was hardly going to fault him for that.




Will’s cock rubbed against that spot inside that made Patrice see stars behind her eyelids. She screamed, letting the pleasure wash through her, rising like a wave until it crashed over her completely. Patrice came, her muscles squeezing tight around Will’s dick, his fingers rubbing at her nipples to add even more to the sensation.




She kept riding him, moving slower but no less insistently. She felt flushed and triumphant, her body glowing with satisfaction. “Fuck, yes,” she breathed. “So good at making me come, baby.” She gazed down, watching the smile that spread over Will’s face. It contrasted beautifully with the desire still shining from his eyes.




“Come on,” Patrice urged, circling her hips down against Will’s cock. “Come for me.”




Will’s hands tightened against Patrice’s hips as she focused on his face. He always looked so fucking good when he came; she didn’t want to miss that. The way he screwed his face up, lips parting to let a deep moan out.




“Patrice!” Will cried, hips snapping up. His cock buried deep inside Patrice. She felt him come as much as she saw it flash across his face. “Uhhh!” he moaned, fingers bruising her skin. “Fuck!”




And then he collapsed against the pillows, looking completely spent and used. Patrice loved knowing that it was she who made him like that, it was she who pushed him to his very edges.




Slowly, she lifted herself off Will’s cock, giving a soft sigh at the loss of him inside her. Stretching, she let her body come to rest against his, fingers gliding over the hardened pools of wax. “Fuck, you look so good like this,” she breathed.




It almost seemed a shame to clean up, but Patrice knew it was for the best. Besides, she could make aftercare just as enjoyable as playing with pain. Getting to her feet, she blew out the candle, bending to press a kiss to Will’s lips.




“Stay here, I’ll be back before you can count to fifty,” she promised. It didn’t take long to fetch what she needed. And Will was so obedient and easy to maneuver when she returned. She rubbed ice over the specks of wax, hardening it enough that she could peel it off and collect it up in a bowl to be thrown away later.




Finally, Patrice massaged a moisturizing ‘after sun’ lotion into Will’s skin, breathing in the pleasant scent of it as she worked. “So, how was that?” she asked, smirking slightly. “Did you enjoy it?”




She could tell from the way his eyes dropped shut and open again, sleepily, that the sex and the aftercare were pushing Will deeper into his subspace. Still, he did nod. “Yes, very much so,” Will answered. “It was... nothing like what I imagined but I'd love to do it again. If you wanted, of course.”




And yes, Patrice did rather think she would want.




“I’m sleepy now,” Will sighed, like he felt bad for it, like he wanted to be awake for Patrice.




Wiping her fingers on a towel, Patrice cleaned off the last of the lotion. Once that was done, she shifted up the bed, encouraging Will to lay his head down against her breast. “I know,” she agreed softly. “You can sleep. I’ve tired you out, baby.”




Will nuzzled against her, Patrice’s fingers brushing softly and rhythmically through his hair. Knowing she’d used up all his energy for her own enjoyment made pride uncurl in the pit of Patrice’s stomach. Now, it was up to her to look after him. Luckily, Patrice enjoyed that almost as much as the sex.




She hummed, feeling Will’s steady breath across her skin, waiting until the moment that he fell asleep. Only then did Patrice lean back against the headboard, closing her own eyes and focusing on the feeling of contentment that spread through every fiber of her being.





Other works by Henrietta Soto that you will enjoy:




Shorts




Tied By a Bridesmaid: She Makes Him Submit

He Gets to Watch: His Wife’s Lesbian Submission

He's Hers to Touch: Punished for Breaking the Rules

Filled and Waiting: He Submits Outside

She Dominates Gently: A Male Submission Story

Desperate for Pain

Begging for Her Whip

He Serves

The Way She Wants It

She Leaves Marks

Hurting Him Well




Bundles




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




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




Making Men Submit




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




Submit to Them




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




Femdom Wedding Stories




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




They Make the Rules




Five steamy threesome stories of men submitting to women! Includes BDSM and pegging. Guaranteed to get you hot and bothered, wishing for multiple partners to play with!




Bending Him Over




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




She Dominates




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




Yes, Mistress




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




He Is Tied Up




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