

Wearing Lace

Five Steamy Stories of Male Submission While Dressing Up

Henrietta Soto


Dressing Him Up

After three years of living together and another two of dating before that, Zara was thrilled when she thought of something new for her and Tanner to try. His submission was always amazing. Zara enjoyed seeing how much further she could push Tanner’s limits. It was a game that she found fascinating to play. And the way he never let her down - whether by playing up or by telling her that it just wasn’t for him - made her want to play even more.

Today, it had led to Zara excitedly waiting for Tanner to get home from work. Her schedule was much more lax, allowing Zara to work from home often and also use that time to go out shopping whenever she wanted. This was what she’d done today. The excitement bubbled low in her stomach as she waited to show Tanner just what she’d bought.

“Hey, baby,” Zara greeted, sure that Tanner knew something was up the moment he saw her. Still, he had the good grace not to point out how she positively glowed with what she had planned.

Instead, Tanner pressed a kiss against Zara’s lips, letting her deepen it easily, before he pulled back. Zara grinned at him. “I hope you’re ready to play,” she told him, but again, there was never a time Tanner wasn’t ready to play.

He rolled his shoulders, still dressed in the suit he always wore to the office. Zara could practically see him slipping out of his work persona and into the Tanner that was all hers. She waited, giving him the time to reorient himself to their special kind of game.

“I’m always ready for you,” he confirmed, rocking his hips forward. He wasn’t hard. Not yet.

Smirking, his gaze dropped to Zara’s breasts where they practically spilled out of the casual blouse she was wearing. “May I take my suit jacket off?”

“Yes,” she confirmed. “Take off your jacket and your shoes, and socks. Everything else will follow.” And oh, would it just! Zara positively beamed at what she had planned. Tanner gave her a suspicious look, like he sensed something was up. He still went about doing just as he’d been told.

Once his jacket, shoes and socks were all gone, Tanner returned to Zara’s side. Despite his suspicion, Zara could tell that Tanner was excited, too. He loved playing with her, even when he suspected there might be trouble ahead.

Moving to the shopping bag she’d set to one side, Zara produced a box for Tanner. It was slim, a black ribbon delicately wrapped around it. And inside it, there were the most beautifully lacey panties Zara had ever seen. She could hardly wait for Tanner to open the box.

“Go on,” she encouraged.

He smiled. Even if he didn’t know what was coming, he still enjoyed Zara’s excitement. That sent a warm pulse of affection through her, making her lift her hand to squeeze Tanner’s arm. Only when she pulled away did Tanner finally reach for his gift.

Carefully, he tugged the ribbon loose, pausing for a moment before tucking it into his pocket. Zara appreciated that he didn’t drop it on the floor for them to worry about cleaning up later.

Tanner’s breath caught in his throat as he opened the lid, his fingertip brushing across the delicate lace. Putting the box aside, he lifted them up, turning his hands this way and that so he could examine the panties from every angle.

After a moment, he lifted them to his nose, making Zara giggle. “I wasn’t sure if this was a very elaborate way of telling me you had nothing on under that skirt,” he defended, grinning. “They’re beautiful, Zara. Do I get to put them on you?”

She grinned at the question, having very much expected it. “No,” Zara shook her head. That was why she was so excited. It wasn’t something they’d played with before, it wasn’t even something they’d talked about before. But that just made it more thrilling for Zara. She wanted to see the surprise in Tanner’s eyes. And then she wanted to see his submission.

“They’re for you,” she told him, her tone of voice absolutely dripping with deviousness. “I want to see how sexy the lace looks against your skin.”

Just as she’d hoped, Tanner’s blue eyes went wide with shock. It wasn’t often that Zara truly managed to surprise him. She drank the feeling in, committing it to memory even as her pussy throbbed.

“Oh.” He sounded so shy. But Zara knew he wasn’t, really. She and Tanner had played a lot. More than enough for her to know how to push his limits without shoving past them.

His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. “That’s what you want?” he asked, gaze darting to her face.

That excitement that had been bubbling inside Zara seemed right at the edge of boiling point. The tint of blush coloring Tanner’s cheeks made her grin even wider. Knowing that she was presenting a challenge, something that he wouldn’t think of himself? That felt rewarding in its own right. But it was nothing to what it’d feel like to see Tanner wear that soft lace.

“That is what I want,” Zara confirmed. “I want you to strip, I want to watch you. And then, I want you to put on the panties that I bought you. I want to see how sexy you look in them, how obedient.” With that, Zara reached out to brush a hand over Tanner’s cheek. Despite being much taller than her, Zara definitely felt dominant over him.

He tilted into her touch, a look of bliss stealing across his face. God, Zara could hardly wait to see him in a scrap of lace and nothing else. He was going to look so pretty. Tanner licked his lips, pulling away just enough that he could nod.

“Of course,” he agreed. “Anything for you.” The words made Zara tingle from her head to her toes.

But that was nothing compared to the pleasure that swept through her as Tanner’s fingers slid the knot of his tie loose from his neck.

Taking a step back, for a better view, Zara let her eyes follow his movements. There wasn’t any hesitation. But then, Tanner had stripped for her plenty of times before. Her tongue ran over her lips, wetting them. She always enjoyed watching him strip. Always, but tonight was even more special! Once he’d stripped, he was going to redress for her.

After his tie, his shirt followed and then his pants. It left Tanner in nothing but his boxers, tightly clinging to his cock. It still wasn’t hard, but there was definitely some filling out. It made Zara smirk, knowing that despite how humiliating this might be, there was some enjoyment still in it for Tanner.

He stilled, muscles tense in a way Zara had seen before. She knew he was pushing himself. He was pushing his boundaries for her. And that made it so much hotter. He hadn’t even asked if there was a reward. Tanner was going to do as she had asked, and his only reason was because she had asked for it.

With an audible gulp, Tanner hitched the boxers down. His cock slapped against his thigh with a sound of skin-on-skin. Tanner’s fingers trembled as he reached for the lace. He did hesitate, long enough that Zara wondered if she needed to step in.

Before she could, Tanner gave her a ghost of a smile. It took him a minute to work out the right way. Zara watched, excitement zinging through her as Tanner finally, finally pulled the black lace panties up his tanned, bristly legs.

His hand cupped his cock, adjusting it into the crotch of the panties. When he let it fall, Zara was treated to the image she’d been fantasizing about ever since she passed the shop.

The lace hugged Tanner’s ass perfectly. Zara was always a fan of seeing how nicely his underwear clung to him, but this was something else entirely. He looked pretty in a way that she had absolutely no doubt made his cheeks and shoulders tint with blush. And that was something Zara could definitely appreciate.

“You look nice,” she told Tanner, choosing her words carefully. “Pretty. The lace looks so lovely on you.” Reaching out, Zara brushed her hand over Tanner’s bare back, enjoying the shiver that seemed to send through him. “How do you feel?” she asked, wanting so desperately to hear him talk about wearing the panties.

The words seemed to come slowly. Much more hesitant than Zara was used to. And that just made her so much more eager to hear him. “A little embarrassed,” Tanner admitted. He half-turned, so he could look at Zara over his shoulder, his eyes bright. They made a delicious contrast with his red cheeks.

“I don’t feel pretty,” he added, a slight self-deprecating chuckle in his voice. Tanner was a confident man. Zara appreciated how very convinced he was that he looked good naked. But this was something altogether different.

With her hand on his shoulder, Zara urged Tanner to turn around and let him see the rest. He resisted, enough that Zara knew it was genuinely difficult.

“Come on,” she urged, gently for now. If Tanner didn’t comply, they both knew there would be punishments to be dished out. But luckily for them both, he did. Punishing Tanner was not something Zara desired to do right now.

Zara gave a soft moan at seeing how good Tanner looked. He was wearing the lace for her, she knew that, and that was what made it so fucking hot.

She traced a finger up Tanner’s chest and to his shoulder. Zara’s grip tightened once she reached it, pressing down lightly. Tanner knew exactly what the gesture meant and he dropped to his knees much easier than he had turned around.

“Good boy,” Zara praised, her hand moving to Tanner’s hair, stroking through it. “Now, crawl around the room so I can see just how good you look.”

Easily, Tanner brought his hands to the floor. His back arched, ass pushing out just the way Zara loved. He knew exactly how to move for her, his shoulders sliding back and forth like liquid silver. His grace took Zara’s breath away - and he looked even better in the black lace than he did naked.

As he crawled, Zara admired the lace clinging to Tanner’s muscular ass. The panties didn’t make him look feminine. But they made his masculinity prettier in a way that was unlike anything Zara had ever seen before.

“Do you like it?” he asked, glancing over his shoulder. “Is it living up to your expectations?”

“Oh, it’s better than I could have expected,” Zara told Tanner truthfully. Her own panties were already soaking wet just because of how great he looked. How obedient. Running her tongue over her lips, Zara shifted, as if that would somehow make her pussy feel less needy. It didn’t. If anything, it seemed to make her want more.

Walking over to the armchair next to the couch, Zara sat down, parting her legs enough for Tanner to get a glimpse of the lace between her legs. “Come help me out of these,” she instructed.

Giving Tanner a task was always a good way to get him to relax. Watching him turn towards her, Zara could see the tension sliding from his shoulders. The blush dimmed and Tanner instantly seemed more comfortable in his own skin.

He hurried over, only pausing when he was close enough to touch. His fingers were gentle as they stroked up the back of Zara’s calf. His tongue darted over his lips, eyes opening wider. “Oh, it feels… different when my cock gets hard,” he said. He sat back a little, not taking his hand from Zara’s skin but letting her see the way his dick tented the black lace.

It made Zara swallow. She really couldn’t have imagined just how turned on she’d be by the whole affair. Seeing Tanner like this, showing himself off for her? Fuck. Zara had known he’d be embarrassed. She appreciated that he’d told her as much, but right now? This wasn’t embarrassment. Maybe curiosity, if not quite pleasure.

Pushing her foot out, Zara ran it over the lace and Tanner’s cock. She smirked at the sharp intake of his breath. “Feels good,” she commented. “I want you to see just how good it feels for me,” she added, before nodding at him. “Take my panties off.” This time the words were more of a demand.

Tanner dipped his head, looking abashed. “Yes, Zara,” he agreed, his tone so eager and so willing. His fingers crept higher. Despite the demand in Zara’s tone, Tanner was taking his time. He touched her reverently, exploring the creamy expanse of her thigh. Tanner knew just what she liked. Pleasure coiled in her veins, ready to be ignited.

When Tanner reached the lace of her panties, Zara sighed her contentment. Fuck, there was something electric about watching Tanner touch her while he was wearing panties. He moaned, the sound rich and vibrant. Zara could see his focus narrowing in on her. And yet he was still aware of the panties. Zara could see it in the way his hips swayed.

His fingers hooked under the fabric, tugging it down over Zara’s hips. She lifted up, letting him draw it away. “Can I touch you?” he asked, eagerly. “Can I make you moan?”

It was certainly a tempting offer. “First, I want you to see how wet they are,” she encouraged. Tanner didn’t hesitate, running his fingers over the crotch of them and then groaning at just how wet they were. “Yeah,” Zara nodded. “That’s all for you. Seeing you so obedient, so willing to do as I say, it makes me so fucking hot, baby.”

And truly, it did.

When Tanner’s eyes returned to Zara, she could see just how clouded with lust they were. “You can touch me now,” she said. “I want you to lick up all that wetness your pretty ass has made. Make me moan for you.”

“Uhhh,” he groaned. “Fuck, Zara.” His excitement was palpable. “I’d do anything to make you hot. I don’t care what it is.” Zara knew that it was true. Tanner might have hesitated, but he really would do anything she asked of him.

He grinned, pressing a kiss against her knee. Then higher, lips brushing her thigh. Zara bit her lower lip, trying to hold in the noises. She knew she’d lose eventually, but she loved making Tanner work for it. And he was so willing!

Tanner’s tongue brushed between her legs, his moan muffled against her pussy. Zara let her legs fall further open, inhaling sharply as Tanner took advantage of the extra room to move in closer.

Sliding her hands over the skirt of her dress, Zara hitched it up so she could watch Tanner at work. He looked so good, face full of her pussy, muscles twitching in his back. And then that ass, covered in beautiful lace. It made Zara groan, biting her lower lip hard.

Tanner’s tongue worked eagerly to make those noises from Zara get louder and louder. The muscles in her stomach tightened, pleasure cruising through her so well.

“Fuck,” Zara breathed. She rocked forward, enjoying how Tanner took it to mean that she wanted him to lick faster. His tongue swirled around her clit, sending those enjoyable vibrations through her so well. “Uhh, yes, baby,” she moaned. With fingers tangled in Tanner’s hair, Zara gave it a tug. “Make me come well and perhaps I’ll fuck that pretty ass of yours.”

Tanner’s groan vibrated through Zara’s pussy, adding to the pleasure that was building fast. His hands splayed against her thighs, holding her open, making Zara feel deliciously exposed. She tugged at Tanner’s hair, simply for the pleasure of hearing his whine.

As his tongue circled her clit, Zara rocked her hips faster, urging Tanner on with her noises. Fuck, she was getting close! Tanner knew it. He recognized the signs and lapped faster. Finally, he pursed his lips around Zara’s clit, surrounding it from every angle and making her whole body shake.

“Yes, yes yes,” Zara chanted as the pleasure overtook her. She shook under Tanner’s touch, giving a string of soft moans. Rocking against him, she loosened her touch in his hair until Tanner could finally pull back. The last throes of pleasure shot through Zara as she grinned down at her boyfriend.

His lips were covered in her wetness and those panties he was wearing were definitely a lot tighter now. “Did my promise to fuck your ass excite you, baby?” she teased, sure that it would have done. Tanner loved getting fucked!

The blush returned to his cheeks. Even so, Tanner met Zara’s eyes, lifting his chin like he refused to let himself be entirely embarrassed. “It always does,” he answered, his voice a low purr. Zara grinned. She loved proving just how well she knew Tanner and his desires.

He sat back, spine straight, the trail of hair that disappeared into the waistband of the panties drawing Zara’s gaze down and down. His thick cock tented the lace beautifully. Zara could even see a glimmer of wetness where the head rested. “Eating you out gets me so hard,” Tanner added, smirking slightly.

Glancing towards the door, the muscles in his neck shifted. Zara could barely resist the urge to run her tongue over the corded lines. “Do you want to watch me crawl upstairs?” he asked.

They both knew exactly what the answer to that was, which was why Tanner offered so freely, rather than waiting for Zara to tell him what she wanted him to do. When she nodded, reaching out to brush her hand over Tanner’s cheek once more, he leaned into her touch. Once she’d let go, Tanner turned to crawl towards the stairs. And then up them.

He didn’t pause to check whether Zara was following him, knowing that she would. He wasn’t wrong. Zara rose, following him slowly and then leaning against the railing at the bottom of the stairs so she could enjoy the way his ass swayed as he moved.

“Such a good boy,” she praised once she’d walked up the stairs, too. “Go kneel by the bed,” she instructed.

Tanner gave a soft sigh. Zara watched as he settled his weight, getting himself comfortable on his knees. Or at least, as comfortable as it was possible for him to get while still wearing the panties. Zara had to stop to admire them. They were the perfect size, stretching to accommodate Tanner’s cock without becoming uncomfortable. She’d picked them very well!

Under her watchful eye, Tanner’s tongue darted out across his lips. “What can I do for you?” he asked, always so eager to please. He didn’t move, his hands clasped loosely behind his back, looking up at Zara and simply waiting for her to tell him what she wanted.

“For now, you can watch me,” she answered. Zara reached for the zipper on her dress, sliding it down slowly so she could make sure that Tanner’s eyes followed each of her movements. She saw him grip his hands harder, like he had to physically stop himself from reaching out and touching Zara.

She smirked, but didn’t move in closer to give him the ability to. Instead, she let her dress drop to the floor, stepping out of the material. In no way did Zara feel shy about her already half-naked body. It was only the bra left to take off so she reached up for the clasp on her back.

Tanner groaned when the bra slid off her, letting her breasts bounce free. “Now you can help me,” Zara told him. “Get the strap-on from the cupboard and put it on me like a good little slut, yeah? Strap me in so I can fuck you just how you like it.”

A tremor passed over Tanner’s body, rippling the muscles in his stomach and making him bite back a groan. “Fuck, yeah,” he agreed, falling forward onto his hands and knees without hesitation.

Zara watched, one hand idly toying with her breast as Tanner prowled, cat-like, around their bedroom. He knew precisely where everything was. In no time at all, he’d fetched the harness and the strap-on. He’d even brought the lube, making Zara smirk. He was eager to get fucked!

His hands were steady as he lifted the harness, buckling it securely around Zara’s hips. Swallowing, his gaze dropped to the strap-on bobbing between Zara’s legs. “May I get it wet for you?”

“Oh? You want to suck my cock?” she asked, a smirk playing on her lips. The question made Tanner’s cheeks tint red, but he didn’t deny it. “You may get it wet for me,” she allowed. “Show me how much you love my cock. The better you do, the harder I’ll fuck you with it,” Zara promised.

She watched as Tanner leaned in. He started softly by licking over the silicone, wetting it before he parted his lips to take it in fully. Zara was tempted to push forward, but she resisted. For now, at least. Instead, she brought her hand to Tanner’s hair, running her fingers through it.

“Such a good boy,” she praised.

Gazing up through his lashes, Tanner looked sexy and pretty enough to take Zara’s breath away! His pink mouth stretched around the silicone dick, saliva gleaming in his wake. He moaned, remembering Zara’s instruction to show her how much he loved it.

Tanner’s lips wrapped around the head of the cock, then slid quickly towards the base. He didn’t quite take the full length into his throat, but Zara knew he was trying. He bobbed quicker, Zara’s hand cradling the back of his head as it pumped up and down and up and down.

Knowing that Tanner was so dedicated to pleasing her, to showing her how much he loved her cock just so she’d fuck him with it, made Zara wet all over again. Her pussy throbbed with need. But that want was going to have to wait. Because first of all, she intended to peel that lace off Tanner’s ass and then fuck him like she’d promised.

“That’s enough,” she told Tanner, tugging his hair so he’d pull back. When he did, she smirked. “Lie down on the bed on your back. I’m going to fuck you like the slut you are! You’re going to watch me pound into you hard and deep.”

Tanner’s eyes went wide, his lips pressing firmly together as he gave a sharp nod. “Yes, Zara,” he agreed. She loved hearing him voice his obedience like that. But what she loved even more was watching his pretty lace-clad ass as he scrambled up onto the bed.

Stretching out on their mattress, Tanner’s hand curled against his stomach. Zara could see him fight the urge to touch himself. Even through the lace, she could see the rosy red of his cock as it strained against the fabric. And she hadn’t even touched him yet!

“Please,” he added when Zara didn’t immediately move to follow him. “I want to be your slut, Zara, really.”

“Oh, I know you do,” she promised, tracing her hands over Tanner’s legs, fingers teasing as they brushed up to his knees and then his thighs. When Zara reached the fabric against his hips, she stroked over it. “Wearing these panties for me like such an obedient boy,” she praised. “I love seeing you be so much mine.” And she truly did.

Hooking her fingers under the material, Zara slid it off. She loved seeing it move over Tanner’s cock and hearing the whimpers he gave in response. He sounded so fucking hot and she still was only barely touching him.

Once she’d pulled the panties off, Zara set them to one side carefully before reaching for the lube. “Get your legs up, so I can prepare your sweet ass to take my cock,” she instructed.

Tanner grinned, pulling his knees up to his chest and holding them there. There was no trace of a blush for this. Zara had put Tanner in this position so many times it was second nature to him now.

He groaned, long and loud, as Zara slicked her fingers with the lube and stroked it between his cheeks. His chest rose and fell, nipples hardening as his mouth fell open. “Fuck,” he panted. “It feels good. I want you to fuck me, Zara. I’ll take it so nicely.”

And Zara knew he would. She teased, one finger pressing lightly against his hole and staying there. Despite the temptation, Tanner didn’t rock forward to take more of her in.

She pushed her finger past the rim, biting her lower lip with a soft moan at the sound that Tanner gave in response. It was a deep, rumbly sort of groan. And she had barely gotten started. Zara didn’t take long before she let another finger join the first one. She wanted to get him ready quickly, but still safely.

Hearing those sounds increase as she moved her fingers made Zara’s pussy throb. The cock between her legs bounced as she put in more speed at moving her two fingers in and out of Tanner. Before long, she pushed a third in. Tanner’s whole body shivered in response.

“Good, you’re doing great, baby,” she hummed. “Almost ready to take my dick.”

His own cock bobbed. Tanner had to curl his hands against the sheets to keep from touching it. Zara knew how badly he must want to. But not as badly as he wanted to take her, to obey her. He was such a good little slut.

“Yes, yes,” Tanner chanted, his muscles quivering as he tried to hold himself still. “Fuck, I want you so bad, Zara.” He told her, but he didn’t try to do anything about it, make Zara smile proudly down at him.

Her fingers pushed inside him, twisting to open him up still further. Tanner whined, high and desperate, toes curling against empty air.

He was nice and stretched now, ready for Zara’s cock. She told him as much, soft little mumblings as she leaned down to catch his lips with hers. It was a kiss that was almost gentle. After all, he was being so good for her, wearing nice panties for her. The least Zara could do was be gentle with him.

Pulling back, Zara withdrew her fingers, much to Tanner’s dismay. “Shh,” she said. “Got to take the fingers away so I can put my cock in you,” she told him. And this time, the whine that Tanner gave had a very different edge.

Reaching for the lube, Zara covered her silicone cock in it before pressing the tip against Tanner’s hole. She loved watching his face, the position perfect for that.

“Such a good little slut,” she praised. “Gonna let me fuck you slow and gentle, just like the pretty slut you are.” And then he was going to let her fuck him hard and deep, too.

He rocked his hips, not to urge her forward but because he couldn’t help it. He looked so sexy, angling his whole body for maximum contact. As Zara pressed her cock into him, Tanner’s eyes flew open, lips parting on a whimper. “God, it feels so big!” he cried.

Tanner’s body slowly relaxed, letting Zara nudge forward slowly and gently, just like she’d promised. As her hips drew closer and closer to Tanner’s ass, Zara leaned her body down to meet his. Her breasts brushed against his chest, both their nipples equally hard.

“Uh, uh,” Tanner panted. “Please, Zara. More.”

She did give him more, not because he asked but because she wanted to. Zara wanted to fill Tanner’s beautiful ass and fuck him nice and slow. And then she wanted to fuck him nice and hard. So she pushed forward, filling him up and listening to those beautiful groans that he gave in response.

Just as she’d said she would, Zara fucked him slowly. She made sure to thrust her body into Tanner’s, her stomach close enough that every so often his cock brushed against it when it jutted up. With one of her hands against his legs, Zara ran the other over Tanner’s stomach, just not low enough to get to his cock.

“So beautiful,” she praised.

He tipped his head back, his throat working as Zara slid the silicone cock inside him. She leaned even further forward, licking up a line of sweat, moaning at the burst of salt against her tongue. Tanner lifted both hands, fingers framing Zara’s hips. He didn’t pull her, just let his touch sizzle across her skin.

“Fuck, fuck, it feels amazing,” he breathed. “Please, Zara. Please.” His voice was wrecked, so desperate for more, and yet Zara just kept holding it back. She wanted to hear him beg. “Please, please, I’ll be so good for you,” he added. His hard cock bounced against Zara’s stomach, painting her skin with a stripe of precum.

“Oh, I know,” she hummed, the rhythm of her hips still slow as she pushed in and out of Tanner. But then, perhaps to reward just how good he had been, she began to go faster. Tanner’s cries filled the room around them and Zara slammed into him harder. She loved how well he took it, crying out with every thrust.

Zara dragged the hand that had been against Tanner’s stomach lower, fingers wrapping around his cock. “Come on, baby, I want to feel you come as I fuck you,” she told him, thrusting forward more forcefully. “Show me how much you’re my pretty little slut.”

“Uh, I am,” Tanner cried. His cock was hot and heavy in Zara’s hand, and he responded so beautifully when she stroked her fingers over the head of it. His hips bucked up, his fingers tightening their grip on her. Zara leaned into it, fucking him deeper and really letting him feel it.

His whole chest flushed red, his ribs rising and falling with every breath. “I want to be, need to be your slut, Zara,” he panted. Every thrust made the bed creak under them, the headboard knocking against the wall. And yet Tanner’s cries were still louder, ringing in Zara’s ears as she twisted her fingers just the way he liked.

“Come on then, come for me,” she urged, her hand moving as fast as the cock she was slamming into Tanner’s ass did. She knew he was close, recognized the tremble of his body as he neared his climax. She wanted to feel it, wanted to have him come for her.

Moving faster and faster, Zara made the bed under them shake. “Let me feel it, baby, go on, let me push you over,” Zara moaned, fucking Tanner as hard as she could.

It was like that was all Tanner needed to hear. His whole body tensed, his hips snapping up as his cock jerked in Zara’s grip. “Ahhhhh,” he wailed, tipping his head back as he came in spurt after spurt. Zara could feel his cum, hot against her fingers and her stomach.

And still, her cock pounded in and out of Tanner’s ass. He groaned, twisting his body this way and that. But he didn’t pull away or ask Zara to stop. He lifted his hips, sending his cock pulsing through her fingers one last time. She milked his orgasm from him, loving the proof of just how much she’d turned Tanner on.

Finally, and only when she was ready, did Zara pull back. She let the silicone cock slip out of Tanner and enjoyed how he whined at the loss of it. Easily, Zara reached behind her to undo the clasps designed to quickly get her out of the harness. She let it drop against the bed, they could deal with it later.

Lowering Tanner’s legs, she moved up his body, legs straddling his hips. “You did so well,” she praised, reaching out to brush a hand over Tanner’s cheek. “Such an obedient little slut, taking all of me.”

Tanner smiled, a soft contented smile that sent thrills running down Zara’s spine. She loved knowing she could do this to him, satisfy all his needs so thoroughly. “It felt good,” he told her, as if Zara couldn’t figure that out from his expression. “I love when you fuck me hard. Or soft.” He smirked. “And especially both.”

His hands skimmed over Zara’s waist, urging her to lean closer. “Do you want me to do anything else?” he asked, so willing to carry on despite the way his limbs seemed too heavy to move much.

Zara did lean in, catching Tanner’s lips with hers in a soft kiss. “Not yet,” she told him. “I want you to rest a bit. And then I’ll have some more plans,” she promised. Her pussy definitely was keen for them to do more and perhaps for Tanner to fuck her soft and then hard. But for now, she was happy for Tanner to regain his strength and work up to that.

Shifting off him, Zara cuddled against Tanner’s side. “So beautiful,” she sighed happily. “So obedient.” And Tanner was certainly both, so she had no doubt he’d do just as she asked later on.


She Loves Him in Lace

Raymond’s whole body tingled, anticipation coursing through him so hard that he felt dizzy with it. Ever since he’d mentioned his fascination with women’s underwear to Zoe, it was as if every slightest thing they did together was charged with electricity.

This morning, she’d sent him out by himself specifically to pick up some panties. Whatever he thought was prettiest, those had been her instructions. And the choice had been overwhelming!

A bag knocked against his thigh, containing the two pairs of panties he’d bought. Both were pale blue, Zoe’s favorite color. Raymond hadn’t even known there would be so many different choices all in the same color!

Both pairs of panties were pretty enough to make his heart pound. Raymond didn’t know how he was going to pick between them, if Zoe asked him to. Maybe he could wear both on different days!

At the door to Zoe’s apartment, she greeted him with a soft smile, gaze darting to the bag which showed he’d successfully followed her orders.

“I did it,” he breathed in a rush. “I bought some.”

Next was actually trying them. The thought was enough to make Raymond’s cock ache.

The thrill of knowing that not only was this something that Raymond wanted but also something that Zoe wanted was overwhelming. He could never have imagined finding someone like Zoe, someone so willing to experiment and try new things. He loved her for it, along with a list of other things.

A list that definitely included the way she grinned at him, her tongue running over to wet her lips. That look was always the start of something great for Raymond.

“Come on then,” she urged, leading them through to her bedroom. Not even bothering to pretend this wasn’t exactly what she’d invited Raymond over for! “Show me what you bought,” she instructed. “But first, tell me what it felt like to go and buy them.”

The question no longer caught Raymond by surprise. Zoe was always interested in how things felt for him. It actually mattered to her, and she used whatever he told her to tailor their experiences precisely to what he wanted. It was a level of attention and care that Raymond hadn’t even known was possible before he’d met Zoe.

“Scary,” he admitted, a spot of blush touching high on each cheek. “Like, a ball of nerves sitting in my stomach. I jumped whenever someone moved close to me, in case they were going to ask me what I was doing.”

No one had asked. Zoe had promised that they wouldn’t, unless he looked like he needed something. Raymond had done his best to look like he knew exactly what he was after.

“But it was exciting, too,” he carried on. “There were so many!” Obviously, Raymond had seen the variety of Zoe’s underwear, but it had still felt amazing to see all those different cuts and styles laid out for him to choose between.

She laughed softly at that, but it was in amusement rather than mockery. Raymond grinned at her, loving that he was so confident in being able to tell the difference. Zoe wasn’t interested in mocking, even if their play did sometimes border on humiliation. Like now. The panties were sitting in the shopping bag, awaiting further instructions and actions. It made Raymond’s breath catch.

“That’s good,” she told him, reaching up to brush a hand over Raymond’s arm and up to his neck. “I’m very proud of you for doing this.” And yeah, Raymond knew that was true, too. Pride blossomed deep in his chest. He loved making Zoe feel good, especially when that feeling was because he’d done something well.

Of course, she hadn’t seen the panties yet. Glancing down at the bag, Raymond licked his lips. He wanted to show Zoe what he’d bought. Thankfully, she was very good at sensing exactly what Raymond was thinking.

“Go on, then, I want to see,” she promised.

Gently, Raymond placed the bag onto the bed, both of them facing it with eager interest in their eyes. Each pair of panties was separately wrapped in delicate tissue paper, which made pulling them out to show Zoe feel like some kind of amazingly kinky Christmas morning.

When both pairs were displayed on their open nests of frothy tissue paper, Raymond reached out a hand, brushing across the flurry of ruffles and frills.

“I didn’t know what you would like on me,” he said, swallowing hard against the lump in his throat. “They had more plain ones, but you told me to get something pretty.”

“These are very pretty.” Zoe nodded. Raymond’s heart felt like it was going to skip another beat. He could have never imagined that the idea of wearing women’s underwear would arouse him, but fuck, it really did. Knowing that this was for Zoe, that she wanted to see him in it, it was just the hottest thing ever. And to hear her praise him, to tell him he’d picked well? That made Raymon’s pride bubble over, too.

She reached out, stroking her finger over the material of one pair of panties. If that wasn’t the hottest thing Raymond had ever seen, he didn’t know what was. “I like both of them,” she told him. “But these ones especially. Such a lovely color, too. Did you pick blue for me?”

The spots of color returned to Raymond’s cheeks. “Yes. I wanted you to like them.” Even though Zoe had reassured him, Raymond still felt a little hesitation that she would really enjoy the sight of him in panties.

Panties were pretty, Raymond could accept that. And Zoe had proved time and time again that she found him attractive. But Raymond had never seen a man in panties and thought it was pretty. Or hot.

The ball of nerves tightened in his stomach. He didn’t want to look silly! Turning, he caught a reassuring smile as it appeared on Zoe’s face. “I trust you,” he said, reminding them both. “I know you’re not going to laugh at me.”

“I’m really not,” she agreed easily. Taking a step closer, Zoe ran a hand over the small of Raymond’s back. “I want this,” she reminded him. “Seeing you wear this soft lace, the way it’s going to curve over your ass, and knowing it’s all for me. It’s all because of me? That’s so hot. I promise I’ll let you see just how hot.” And yeah, Raymond trusted that, too.

He nodded, leaning into Zoe’s touch. With her support, Raymond could do anything. Especially when she told him how hot it made her. He wanted to please her. That included wearing panties for her.

“I want to see,” Zoe encouraged. “Please.” And yeah, fuck, that really did do it! She never asked him for things like this.

Raymond’s tongue darted out over his lips, glancing at the two pairs of panties spread across the bed. Reaching to run his fingers over the pair Zoe had preferred, he gave a sharp nod. “Yeah, Zoe. Anything for you.”

Without even hesitating, he turned, hands gripping the hem of his shirt. Zoe’s eyes darkened, her gaze following the movement as he pulled it over his head. The muscles in Raymond’s stomach flexed, almost instinctively. He tightened them further, loving the way it made him feel to see Zoe watching him.

“Shall I change here?” he asked. “Do you want to watch?”

She paused to think about that. Raymond loved that she never gave a rushed answer. Zoe took the time to decide if she did want to watch. Maybe she’d just want him to model the underwear once it was on. That, in its own right, was pretty hot. But then, so was getting naked in front of her and putting the panties on. In the end, Raymond was glad when Zoe seemed to choose both.

“I want to watch you get undressed,” she confirmed. “But then, I won’t watch as you put them on. I want you to do that in the bathroom, let yourself be the first person to see how amazing they look on you. Once you’re ready to show me, you can come out. I’ll wait for you.”

The way Zoe described it, like each step was something thrilling and sexy, made Raymond’s breath come faster and harder. “God, you make it sound amazing.” The ball of nerves had definitely shrunk, dissolved by the way Zoe looked at him.

Flicking the buttons of his pants open, Raymond pushed the fabric slowly down his hips. His cock was half-hard already, stretching out the soft cotton of his boxers. He swallowed, swaying his hips slightly as he toed off his shoes and stepped out of his pants.

Pulling his socks off, Raymond watched Zoe’s lips part slightly, her breasts rising and falling with every breath. He loved that she was staying dressed, at least for now. The contrast between her modest skirt and blouse and his increasing show of skin made him give a soft whimper in his throat.

Before long, Raymond stood in front of Zoe in nothing but his boxers. And then, even those came off. His cock stirred again, but Raymond ignored it. Instead, he gave Zoe a grin, one which she returned. She reached for the panties, holding them out to Raymond.

“Take your time,” she advised. “I’m not going to be in a rush. I want you to enjoy this but I also want you to explore it, okay? This is what I want, I promise, so don’t worry. Just... give in to it, yeah? Be good for me and do as you’re told,” she said with a smirk. And yeah, Raymond could do that. He loved being good for Zoe.

Zoe’s en-suite bathroom offered plenty of privacy, and also a big mirror. Closing the door behind him, Raymond gave his reflected image a determined nod. He was going to do this, both because he wouldn’t disappoint Zoe but also because he honestly wanted to.

The idea of himself in women’s panties was so intriguing and so naughty. Knowing that Zoe wanted this, to be a part of it, gave Raymond all the confidence he needed.

Carefully, he tugged the flimsy pale blue lace up his legs. His whole body ached with desire as he stretched the fabric over the muscles of his thighs. Finally, he pulled the delicate panties over his stiff cock, somewhat obscuring it behind a layer of feminine prettiness.

Turning, he swallowed hard at the sight of his ass carefully covered in lace. Fuck. He didn’t look silly at all!

With trembling fingers, Raymond adjusted his cock, groaning at the feel of the fabric against the very evidence of his manhood. His gaze snapped to the door, wondering if Zoe had heard.

He paused, one hand on the door handle, taking in one last deep breath. Then, heart pounding wildly against his ribs, he swung it open so Zoe could see.

She turned her head towards him slowly. Despite the dim light in the room, Raymond instantly saw the way her eyes darkened. If he had worried that she might laugh, he was so far off the mark it was almost laughable in its own right. He knew that look, had seen it before when she looked at him. When she wanted him. And especially, when she got him down on his knees for her.

That was the look of pure lust.

It made Raymond’s breath catch. Fuck, having Zoe look at him like that just made him even harder, the material of the panties tugging around his cock that had gone from semi to fully hard within seconds.

“You look sexy,” Zoe told him. “Fuck, Raymond, you look really sexy. Turn around for me, baby? I want to see how amazing your ass looks in that lace.” And having already seen it in the mirror, Raymond knew that the answer was very.

Without a word, Raymond turned around. He felt almost too stunned to speak. Zoe had only been looking at him for a matter of seconds, and yet this experience was already even more intense than he had ever imagined.

He wanted Zoe to rake her nails down the hard muscles in his back, to stop at the edge of the lace that rose over the swell of his ass just to admire how the fabric clung to him.

But more than anything, he wanted to do whatever would please Zoe.

“So gorgeous,” she breathed. Raymond heard her get up from the bed. She walked over to him, her heels clicking against the floor. And then, as if she’d known, Zoe did reach out, nails light as they moved over his back. Raymond’s muscles flexed as a soft groan fell from his lips. It all felt so fucking good and he wasn’t even doing anything!

When Zoe told him to turn around again, he did, glancing down at how his hard cock pulled at the material of the panties. He had no need to touch it, feeling perfectly content to just stay hard for Zoe.

“Undress me,” she instructed. “Everything, including the shoes. Then I’ll let you see how fucking wet I am from just seeing you like this.”

Raymond’s groan moved through the air between them. He dropped instantly to his knees. “Fuck,” he breathed. “The panties hold my cock so much tighter than boxers.” Despite his sudden movement, there’d been no room for his erection to slap against his stomach the way it usually would. The difference was totally hot, reminding Raymond just how far outside his usual comfort zone he had gone.

His fingers slid softly over the leather of Zoe’s shoes, unfastening each tiny buckle in turn. That done, she lifted her feet, helping Raymond slide the shoes off. He put them carefully away, tucked under the dressing table where Zoe always left them.

Her stockings felt smooth as silk as Raymond slid his hands up the backs of her calves. Tugging, he slipped the material off, bending so he could press a kiss against each bare foot.

Somehow taking his time seemed even sexier than usual. From the way he was kneeling, Zoe could see the panties hugging his ass. Before, Raymond might have worried about how it’d make him feel insecure but now, it did nothing but empower him. Knowing that she liked it and that she was going to show him just how much, that was so hot.

The material shifted as Raymond moved. He only noticed because he was so focused on it. One of Zoe’s hands stroked over his shoulder and she gave a soft moan. “You look great,” she praised as Raymond’s fingers slid up her legs to reach for the zipper on Zoe’s skirt, breath catching when it was her panties he revealed next.

Hers were fucking sexy - far skimpier than anything Raymond would’ve bought for himself. But they suited her, making Raymond lick his lips at the thought of feeling how wet Zoe’s pussy was.

Instead of peeling them off, Raymon rose slowly to his feet. His fingers caught the bottom of Zoe’s blouse, inching each button open to reveal her taut, tanned stomach. Her bra matched the panties, material hugging her curves and revealing the hard points of Zoe’s nipples.

Raymond’s mouth watered from how much he wanted to bite down and make Zoe cry out for him. But her orders had been clear - he was to undress her, removing everything. Only when he’d finished that task would Raymond ask for permission to do more.

So he carried on, hands soft as they slid over her back in search of the clasp of her bra. He undid it as slowly as he’d opened each of the buttons on her blouse, before shrugging the material off Zoe. It left her in nothing but panties. Raymond paused, taking a moment to look at her. Both of them in such beautiful lace made his breath catch again.

“Carry on,” Zoe urged. Raymond dropped back down to his knees so he could slide the material off her. His mouth watered from how much he wanted to put it on her. The way Zoe’s hand came to his hair, tugging slightly, he was sure she knew it, too. “Let me sit down,” she instructed. Raymond did just that, shuffling back.

She resettled on the bed, parting her legs. “Now you can taste just how wet you’ve made me already. And I can enjoy your beautiful ass in that blue lace.”

Raymond groaned, crawling forward on his hands and knees. The lace moved so differently than the men’s underwear he was used to, making him more aware of every movement. Electricity danced inside him, zinging all the way along his spine and making the hair at the nape of his neck stand on end.

His hands steadied Zoe’s legs, guiding her thighs even further open. She shuddered as the cool air moved across her hot pussy. And when Raymond brought his mouth to her, she cried out. Her moan mixed with the taste of her across his tongue, making Raymond’s cock ache behind the pretty lace.

She really was as wet as she’d told him he’d find her. That seemed to solidify it in Raymond’s head. Zoe truly loved seeing him wear the panties. It made it so much hotter, to feel just how wet she was because of him. Because of how sexy she thought he looked in the lacy material.

Raymond’s tongue explored Zoe’s pussy, teasing over her clit before it slid lower so he could lick inside her. “Ahh, fuck, yes,” she moaned deeply, the grip on Raymond’s hair tightening but not so much that it’d hurt. “Yes, yes, fuck, lap it all up, baby,” she encouraged.

Raymond drove to do exactly that, pushing his tongue deeper and harder inside Zoe to reach every drop of her wetness. His heart pounded, pulse throbbing in his wrists and chest and cock. Despite the ache, he kept his hands on Zoe’s thighs, obediently lapping.

Zoe’s moan sent a shiver over Raymond’s skin. He wanted more of that, wanted to make Zoe fall apart above him. The rush of being able to make her come even while wearing panties made Raymond feel masculine and powerful and pretty all at once!

His fingers teased higher, not quite touching Zoe’s pussy, not until she told him he was allowed to use his hands.

But Raymond knew just how to get her to the point where she demanded he use his fingers. Putting all of his effort into it, Raymond’s tongue returned to Zoe’s clit, swirling around it until her hips bucked up, grinding against Raymond’s face. It made him groan. He loved when Zoe fucked herself against his mouth.

“I want your fingers!” she demanded. That was precisely what Raymond had wanted. He sucked lightly, making Zoe moan before two of his fingers slid inside her wetness. She was soaked, welcoming him in so very easily.

He fucked her slowly, at first, picking up the pace every time she gasped, every time he felt her pussy squeeze tight around his fingers. Before long, Raymond was fingering her with quick, forceful strokes, perfectly matching the rhythm of Zoe’s hips.

The mattress bounced from the force of Raymond’s fingers, filling his head with images of how good it would feel to get his cock into Zoe’s pussy to fuck her properly. Even the thought of it made his erection twitch behind the pale blue lace, painting a smear of precum against the inside of the material.

Hearing how loudly Zoe moaned, though, made it impossible not to do that. Her cries increased as Raymond worked hard to bring her closer and closer to that sweet edge. When she finally fell over it, screaming loudly, he felt it all the way through his body! Zoe’s pussy squeezed around his fingers. Raymond kept licking at her clit, until she had to push him back.

“Fuck,” Zoe moaned. “Fuuuck. That felt amazing,” she sighed as Raymond’s fingers returned to fucking her slowly. He didn’t stop, but he did pull his mouth away, not wanting to leave her too sensitive. Zoe grinned down at him, stroking his hair more gently. She let him finger her longer, giving soft gentle moans every so often in response.

When she did speak again, it was a little breathless. “I want you to fuck me,” she told him. “But I want you to keep the panties on. Just pull your cock out. Do you think that you could do that for me?”

“I’d do anything for you.” The words slipped out before Raymond even had time to think. But they were true. Anything Zoe wanted of him, Raymond would try his best to do. And this didn’t sound that difficult!

“Will you lie back on the bed?” he asked, careful to phrase it as a question. Zoe nodded, pulling her legs up so she could lay back among the pillows. Getting to his feet, Raymond groaned at the sight of her, naked and still glowing from her orgasm.

Carefully, he crawled on the bed between her legs. After a moment’s thought, he pulled the front of the panties down, tucking the hem under his balls. The back of the panties stayed up, curving and clinging over his ass.

“Like this?”

“Mmm,” Zoe moaned. “Just like that.” Her tongue darted out to wet her lips and she held a hand out for Raymond to join her. He leaned down to kiss her, retracing where her tongue had been and letting her taste herself on his lips. They both moaned into the kiss as Raymond pushed forward, teasing his cock against Zoe’s pussy but not entering. She hadn’t told him to.

With the panties clinging tightly to him, every sensation felt enhanced. He loved knowing that she wanted him like this, the sexy panties still on but his cock ready for her use. Reaching between them, Zoe brushed her fingers over the material before wrapping them around Raymond’s cock and leading him to her pussy.

“Fuck me hard,” she instructed. “But don’t come. I don’t want you to come just yet.”

As he thrust forward, a loud cry spilled from Raymond’s lips. His toes curled against the blankets, his whole body shaking with desire. Zoe’s pussy felt even better around his cock than he’d imagined! Her hands clasped around his arms, nails digging into his skin with bright flares of pain. The added sensation only made the pleasure even sweeter as it rolled over Raymond in waves.

Zoe’s pussy was soaked, her wetness dripping down onto the panties where they were wadded under Raymond’s balls. Being able to feel it, the dripping and the material clinging to him, made every thrust that much more exquisite.

“Fuck, Zoe,” Raymond panted. “You feel so good. So hot!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted as he pounded into her. Raymond tried to fuck her as hard as she demanded, a bead of sweat sliding down his spine. His focus was all on Zoe, driving his cock deep inside her. She was so tight, so perfect, rocking back to meet him with almost as much gusto as he was pouring into fucking her.

One of her hands moved to his back, nails scratching over the hot skin and going lower. Raymond had to groan when he felt her fingers against the lace of his panties. Knowing that not only did he have them on while fucking her but that she was touching them made pleasure spiral through him. But he wasn’t to come, had been told not to come.

His grunts became louder. Raymond had to focus on Zoe, had to focus on making her cries louder otherwise, he really wouldn’t last.

“Fuck, baby, you’re so good,” Zoe moaned. “I love your cock so much, and your pretty little ass. Fuck, slow down, fuck me slower, I don’t want you to come. Not yet.” Raymond was thankful for that, because he couldn’t carry on much longer without coming. When he did slow, it was so their bodies could meet in an almost gentle way.

Zoe rose up to meet him, her breasts brushing against his chest. With one hand on her hip, Raymond groaned, his breath hot against her neck. “Zoe!” he whined. “Please. Can I suck your nipples? They feel so good against me.” Her fingers tightened in his hair, drawing his head down between the round curves of her breasts.

Her nod was all the agreement Raymond needed. He closed his mouth around one nipple, sucking hard and running his tongue in circles around the tight nub. Zoe’s gasp rang through him, bringing Raymond’s nerves to life as if the sound was a physical caress.

He plunged his cock into Zoe’s soaking pussy, feeling her legs lift to wrap around his thighs.

Her heels dug into the material of the panties, the lace harsh against Raymond’s ass. It was an amazing feeling, especially when Zoe rubbed her foot, making the material so much more noticeable. Raymond groaned against her breast, thrusting forward in slow but steady motions.

The speed let his climax build slowly, keeping him close but never quite enough to come without being allowed to. His tongue worked to tease over Zoe’s nipple before he gave it a light bite, loving the sounds she gave in return.

“Fuck, yes,” she breathed. “Mmm, Ray, that’s so fucking good, you’re such a good boy for me.” And fuck, that made him groan again. Being told he was good for Zoe always made Raymond feel so amazing! “Come on, suck the other one, too,” she encouraged.

Swiftly, Raymond kissed his way across her chest, tongue flicking over her nipple to make her suck in a sharp breath. He closed his eyes, focusing on the sensations that thundered through him. The lace scratched across his ass, Zoe’s warm breast rose and fell against his cheek and her wet, hot pussy clung around his cock.

Pleasure rose and rose inside him, filling him up until he could hardly take one drop more. He pulled back, eyes blinking open to gaze at Zoe’s flushed face and parted lips. “Fuck, Zoe,” he groaned. “Please.” But he didn’t ask to be allowed to come. That should be Zoe’s decision. Raymond would hold out for as long as he could, as long as she wanted.

“How much longer?” If he knew, he could hold out. Maybe.

“Just a little bit,” she promised, rocking her body up to meet his. “You can fuck me harder again, come on.” The words were all it took before Raymond fucked into her deeper, faster. The bed shook under them as Zoe used her legs to draw Raymond even closer. Her heels were still pressed against his ass, the material of the panties so tight as it clung to Raymond.

He groaned, hardly managing to stop himself, especially when he felt Zoe’s pussy tighten, her orgasm exploding through her. “Fuuuck! Yesss,” she cried. “Come on, baby, fill me up. Be a good boy, let me feel you come, such a naughty boy wearing those panties for me!” The words shot through Raymond like heat, pushing him that one last bit.

He tumbled over the edge into freefall, pleasure sweeping up to meet him until it was all Raymond could feel. He gave a cry, wordless and guttural. Zoe’s pussy clung to him, milking every drop of come. Raymond’s chest heaved, breath hard and fast even as his hips began to slow.

Groaning, he fucked into Zoe for as long as he could. Finally, he felt the strength drain out of him. Gently, he pressed forward, catching himself so he wouldn’t crush Zoe beneath his weight.

His whole body glowed with the force of his orgasm. He could feel it tingling through him to the very tips of his fingers.

And the panties, still tight across his ass, were soaked with the mess of their fucking. “Zoe,” he breathed. “That was amazing.”

She grinned at him, a hand against Raymond’s chest making him roll back and settle on his back. “It was,” she agreed, stroking a hand over his chest. She walked her fingers lower, until she could reach the material of the panties tucked under his balls still. “You’re so pretty,” she praised and then untucked the panties, making them snap back over Raymond’s soft cock.

He groaned at the sudden sensation, especially with the panties still wet. Nothing they’d done before had felt like this! All of it had been pretty amazing. Raymond licked his lips, glancing down at himself. The pale blue was slightly darker now with their fluids covering it but it was still very much soft lace.

“You know what else is going to feel really amazing?” Zoe asked, turning on her side so she could look at him better. Raymond turned to her, certain that the grin on her lips was going to lead him somewhere he hadn’t even known he wanted to be. “A plug in your ass, covered by the other pair of panties.”

His eyes widened instantly, a flush creeping down his chest. He hadn’t given the second pair of panties a single thought, not since he’d put this pair on. The fact that Zoe had thought about them, had carefully stowed them away somewhere so that she could bring them out for a second adventure made Raymond feel like he was burning up with lust.

“Yes, fuck, Zoe,” he agreed, the words tumbling from his lips. “God, I want that!” Raymond’s body was heavy with satisfaction, his cock still soft despite the sudden tide of desire. He licked his lips, torn between the desire to make Zoe’s prediction come true instantly and worry that he might not have the energy to satisfy her again right now.

He would leave it up to her. That was what Raymond loved to do in all things.

“We’ll regain our strength first,” she told him. Raymond smiled. Zoe always knew what was good for him, whether it was more play or a bit of rest. Knowing that made it so much easier to rest. His eyes already felt heavy. “I’m going to get these panties off you before you sleep,” she added moving down the bed.

Raymond wanted to object but seeing her peel the material off him was so fucking amazing that he could hardly get the words together. Once they were off, Zoe discarded them to one side. Raymond was certain that, once washed, they would make another appearance.

Now all he had to do was just think about the second pair and what sort of fun they’d have with those!


Skirting Around

The rain pounding against Zandra’s floor-to-ceiling windows meant that she and Otis would have to cancel their picnic in the nearby nature reserve. Fortunately, Zandra was a woman who thoroughly believed in being prepared for every eventuality. She had a plan for just such an occasion.

“I promise,” she drawled, running her fingers through Otis’ hair. “You’ll find this even more exciting than a picnic. I’ve been waiting for an excuse to play with it for months!”

The gleam in Otis’ eyes sent a bolt of electricity zapping all the way down to Zandra’s toes. They’d played a little bit with feminization before. Otis had worn panties for her. The memory of how good he’d looked behind a layer of lace made Zandra lick her lips in anticipation.

This would be even better.

“Go upstairs to my closet. There’s a bag tucked behind my shoes. I want you to bring it back to me without peeking inside.”

“Mysterious!” Otis commented, the excitement clear in his voice. Zandra laughed. He was always very eager about her suggestions, even when he had no idea what they were. Zandra loved the sort of trust that showed. Otis just knew that whatever she had in mind would be fun for them. Whatever Zandra chose, she usually chose it with herself first in mind and then Otis. Very rarely did she suggest something she didn’t think he’d enjoy. Even then, it was mostly to push Otis’ boundaries.

This, she didn’t think would be like that.

Zandra didn’t have to wait long before Otis returned with the bag she’d requested. “What is it?” Otis asked curiously, leaning forward almost like he might see inside it when the bag was still sealed. He made no effort to actually open it; Zandra had been pretty specific about him not peeking inside the bag.

“It’s a skirt,” Zandra answered, settling herself on the couch with the bag in her lap. Otis had never specifically said he wanted to wear women’s clothing outside of panties. But the image of him, bent over with a skirt flipped up and nothing on underneath, was so hot that it took Zandra’s breath away.

And anything that made her hot would appeal to Otis! “I want you to wear it for me. Just a skirt, and nothing else. And then I want to fuck your ass.” Arousal coursed through Zandra’s veins, her pussy getting wet from the words alone. She’d been fantasizing ever since she’d bought it. Now was finally the time to have all those dreams come true!

“Would you do that for me, Otis?” she asked. “Do you need to see the skirt before you answer?” It wasn’t an overtly feminine skirt, not like the panties Otis had worn. There was no lace, no frills. It was dark red and pleated, short but not too tight.

“No, I don’t care what the skirt looks like.” Otis shook his head. “I’ll wear anything for you, especially with promises like that!” He grinned. Zandra couldn’t help but smile back. Still, she wanted to see Otis’ reaction when he did see the skirt, so she handed the bag over to him, letting him unwrap the fabric.

She watched as Otis’ fingers slid over the material once he’d pulled it out of the bag. If the idea of wearing a skirt had been pretty abstract, actually having the thing in his hands seemed to push Otis into recognizing that this was reality. He glanced over his shoulder at Zandra, tongue darting out to wet his lips.

“And you want me in this?” he asked, clearly seeking confirmation.

“Very much,” Zandra purred. “You’re going to look so sexy, bare-assed under a skirt that I can flip up to expose you whenever I want. I’m going to curl my fingers in it and hold on tight while I fuck your tight little ass.”

The image was so real that she could taste it. But she’d been living with this idea for months now. For Otis, it was all new.

“How do you feel?” she asked. “What color?” If Otis said he didn’t want to do this, that would be the end of it.

“Definitely green,” he answered easily. “I don’t have any issue with wearing the skirt for you. And I definitely have zero issue with you fucking my tight little ass with it on!” He smirked at her. There was always such bravado about Otis. When they’d first met, Zandra had assumed that was all there was, but it really wasn’t true. Otis was just confident in a way she hadn’t seen before.

And besides, he absolutely loved her fucking the hell out of him. What was right now confidence and bravado, soon enough would turn into pleading and begging. Zandra adored how quickly she could make Otis turn into a needy mess. The contrast made it all the hotter.

Turning around with the skirt in his hand, Otis held it against him. “So when do you want me to put it on? Now? Shall I get naked for you?”

Running her tongue slowly along her lower lip, Zandra enjoyed the sizzle of power that slid down her spine. Otis’ gaze followed her deliberate movement. Despite his bravado, he still asked Zandra what she wanted him to do - and when. The decisions were all in her hands, exactly how Zandra wanted it.

“Yes, I want you to undress for me,” she confirmed. “I’m going to sit here and watch. Then, if you’re good, I’ll take you upstairs and fuck you.” Zandra was going to need to come at least once before she got out her strap-on; otherwise, she’d spontaneously combust from how hot this was!

“Sounds great!” Otis nodded energetically, giving Zandra a wide smile. His eagerness to please was always very nice and hot to see. Whatever Zandra suggested, Otis threw himself into it with such gusto. It made him an excellent play partner. Especially since Zandra trusted Otis to tell her when something didn’t work.

Taking a step back, Otis’ smile widened as he pulled his shirt over his head. He didn’t immediately reach to get the rest of his clothes off, instead telling Alexa to play a sexy song. Zandra laughed when the AI’s choice was some R&B playlist. But Otis just went with it, swaying his hips to the music.

“Mmmm,” she hummed, her lips parting as she appreciated the play of muscles that rippled across Otis’ stomach. “You look so sexy.” Otis never failed to please in the way he looked or in how he acted. Zandra stroked her nails across the back of her hand, eager to let them play against Otis’ tanned skin.

He drew the zipper of his jeans down slowly, the sound making Zandra’s heart pound against her ribs. Through the thick denim, she got a glimpse of navy blue cotton stretched across Otis’ half-hard cock.

“Does the idea of me fucking you turn you on?” she asked, knowing what the answer would be.

He laughed but nodded his head anyway. “Yeah, it always turns me on,” Otis confirmed. He continued to sway his hips, pushing his jeans down. “I love how much you enjoy it, too. Knowing that you want me in this skirt, that you want to fuck me while I wear it, fuck.” As he pushed his jeans off completely, Otis gave Zandra another grin.

Turning around to show off his ass, Otis swayed with the music as his fingers hooked in the elastic of his boxers. Pulling them off slowly, Otis looked over his shoulder at Zandra. “How is my tight little ass? Does it look fuckable?” he asked with a grin, knowing full well that Zandra loved his ass.

She smirked, appreciating all the confidence that went into putting on a show for her. “It always looks fuckable,” she confirmed. “Such a good boy, working so hard for me in the gym every week.” It took a lot of squats to get an ass so very round and tight, Zandra would never try to deny that.

Without taking her eyes off Otis, Zandra slipped her feet free of her shoes, pressing them back against the couch where they’d be out of the way. The skirt she was wearing was a little more complicated than the one she’d bought for Otis, but she had enough practice wearing it that it was easy to slip her hand under the fabric, sliding her fingers along her silky thigh.

The moment that Otis noticed her movements, his sexy dance stalled slightly. But he clearly knew better than to just stop. Instead, he turned around so he could watch her better, his tongue once again darting out to wet his lips. Otis pushed his boxers down the whole way, revealing a semi-hard cock. Zandra was very sure she could turn that semi into a full thickness very easily.

As her hand slid higher up her thigh, legs parting to show off her panties, Zandra smirked. She really wouldn’t have to try very hard if the twitch of his cock was any indication. Otis’ hips swayed slower, eyes focused on Zandra’s hand.

“Do you want some help?” he asked eagerly.

Drumming her fingers against her thigh, Zandra pretended to consider Otis’ question. “You have undressed for me, just like I asked you to,” she observed. Her gaze raked down Otis’ exposed body, from the defined muscles of his chest and abs to the thick thighs and strong calves. It was a delicious view; perhaps that did deserve some reward.

Instead of answering right away, Zandra let her hand slide even higher. She braced her legs against the floor to lift up her hips. With one smooth movement, she tugged her panties down and off, tossing them lightly to Otis. “What kind of help did you have in mind?”

“Fuck,” Otis breathed as the material hit him right in the chest. He caught it before it could hit the floor, bringing the panties up to his face and giving a very naughty sniff. “Anything you want, obviously,” he answered. “But especially if you’d like me to help with my mouth. I can put the skirt on first, if you want?” he offered.

Looking around for where the skirt was, Otis picked it up. “Or do you want to put it on me?” he asked after a pause. “Whatever you want, really. Come on, Zandra! I just want to eat you out and make you moan.”

“Such simple pleasures!” Zandra laughed. She shimmied her hips, bunching her own skirt higher up on her thighs. The cool air against her pussy brought a soft sigh to her lips. “Yes, put the skirt on,” she decided. It would give Otis some time to get used to it before Zandra flipped it up and fucked his ass. Not that intended to tell him that was why she’d decided he should put it on.

His obedience came quickly, like a thunderclap followed by a burst of rain. “Open the zip and the button first,” Zandra suggested. Otis’ fingers flew across the fabric while Zandra’s hand ventured up between her legs. She could get herself ready before she allowed Otis to put his mouth on her.

Just to encourage him, Zandra gave a soft moan. She smirked when Otis’ eyes shot to her. First her mouth and then her pussy, his fingers stopping in the process of getting the zipper open on the skirt. “Fuck, you’re so fucking hot,” he groaned as he returned to fumbling with the metal. When it came open, Otis gave a victorious cry.

“Alright, skirt,” he said. Zandra almost laughed, unsure if he was talking to her, himself, or the skirt. When Otis finally pulled it on, fastening the zipper, Zandra’s breath caught. He looked fucking stunning. Even better than she had imagined! He even gave her a swirl, the skirt swooshing up as Otis span around.

“You like it?” he asked. “Do I get a reward? I want a reward. Please.” Zandra had to laugh again at the terrible attempt at begging. Oh, how it would all change once she got a dick up that cute ass!

She grinned. “I love it. You look incredible, Otis.” There was no other word for it. Zandra’s mouth went dry with lust as she imagined just how perfect his ass would look when he bent over and the skirt rode up the backs of his thighs. “You can have a reward,” she confirmed. “Get on your knees and make me come with your mouth.”

To some men, such an order wouldn’t seem like a reward. But Otis loved getting to taste Zandra, getting to make her moan and cry and writhe against the cushions. She parted her legs to make space for him, smirking when Otis dropped to his knees like a stone.

“Good boy. Come on, crawl closer. You can’t eat me out from over there!”

“I can’t,” Otis agreed. He crawled just as instructed. Zandra had seen Otis crawl for her enough times to know that the way he swayed his hips, making the skirt swoosh against his bare skin, was all for her benefit. Zandra felt good about wanting to reward Otis; he always did so well at earning those rewards.

Once he’d reached her, Otis leaned back on his heels, the skirt falling so nicely around him. “Just my mouth?” he asked, reaching out to brush his fingers over Zandra’s calves. “Or can I touch you with my hands, too? They’re very good hands,” he promised. Zandra laughed. Yeah, she was aware of just how good Otis’ hands could be.

To say ‘no’ would really be depriving herself. Especially since Zandra had no need to challenge Otis’ abilities. He was already doing so much for her by wearing the skirt, by letting her play out her fantasy of fucking him in it.

“You may use one hand at a time,” Zandra decided. She doubted Otis would really need more than that. But keeping him aware of doing things her way was always exciting.

What was more exciting was Otis shuffling closer, one hand dutifully sliding up Zandra’s thigh. Leaning back, she let her legs spread, sucking her lower lip between her teeth as anticipation coiled tightly in her belly.

It was especially hot to see how Otis gripped the skirt with his other hand. His skirt. He leaned forward, tongue sliding through Zandra’s wetness and making her instantly give a low moan. His tongue was so very talented! Otis used the hand he’d been allowed to hold Zandra’s legs open, making space for himself between her thighs.

With his tongue lapping up the liquids from Zandra’s pussy, his hand slipped higher. Glancing up, but not moving his mouth away, Zandra could almost feel the way he smirked against her. Or would have done, had his tongue not been busy circling her clit.

One of Otis’ fingers slipped inside Zandra, curling up to make her push against him. The cries that fell from her lips got louder and louder. Neither of them seemed interested in holding back, making Zandra get even louder.

Pleasure washed through her like whitewater rapids, so strong that there was no resisting it. Not that Zandra had any interest in resisting. “Fuck, Otis! Yes, yes!” Her back arched off the couch, pushing her breasts up against the fabric of her blouse.

But Zandra didn’t let her head fall back, didn’t let her eyes squeeze shut. Instead, she kept her gaze fixed on Otis. The skirt fell so beautifully across his thighs, lifting slightly to accommodate his beautiful cock. The thought of precum staining the inside of the fabric gave Zandra a delicious thrill.

Rocking her hips, she encouraged Otis to finger her deeper, harder. Every brush of his tongue across her clit danced like fire through Zandra’s veins. “Don’t stop,” she breathed. “That feels so good. And you look so sexy eating me out like this.”

She felt Otis hum in agreement. The noise vibrated through Zandra. He pushed another finger inside her before beginning to fuck her slowly with them. Zandra’s moans increased as she rocked against Otis’ face. One of her hands dropped to his hair, gripping it tightly and pulling his mouth closer so she could grind against it.

Otis was very familiar with exactly what Zandra liked and how to make her come. Her orgasm approached quickly, pleasure tingling through her. Otis wasn’t going to stop until she came. Not unless she told him to! But Zandra hardly wanted that, instead letting her body near that sweet edge as Otis’ fingers pounded into her, his tongue teasing her clit faster.

“Uh, uh.” Every thrust of Otis’ fingers knocked another small sound past Zandra’s lips. Her toes curled tight, tension thrumming through her muscles. Her grip on Otis’ hair tightened until she heard him give a soft whine of mixed pleasure and pain. Only then did Zandra allow herself to be swept away.

Her climax rippled through her. The waves of sensation stated between her legs, radiating out from Otis’ tongue and fingers. She gasped for air as the rest of her body throbbed with desire.

“Fuck!” She peaked, balancing for a moment on that point of no return before rushing down the other side. Zandra’s breasts rose and fell, every breath spreading satisfaction through her body.

Otis sat back, licking his smug lips for the last traces of her taste. “Pleased with yourself?” Zandra teased, raising an eyebrow. “Do you think you did well enough for me to fuck you?”

“Fuck, I hope so,” Otis answered, still looking very pleased with himself. Zandra’s body heated up as she glanced down to see the skirt he was wearing tenting over the hard cock under it. She loved making Otis hard, especially when he got hard from eating her out. But seeing him like this? Knowing that he was wearing the skirt for her? It made everything even hotter.

Leaning back into Zandra, he pressed a soft kiss against her inner thigh. “I’m happy to go again if you need more convincing that I’ve earned the right to get fucked,” he promised, teeth grazing her thigh lightly, earning him a gentle moan.

Zandra really couldn’t wait any longer to make her fantasy into reality. Pushing Otis back, she got to her feet and offered a hand to help him up. “I want to see that cute little ass bent over for me,” she drawled. “And then I’ll make you beg.”

The lust that shone from his eyes was enough to make Zandra go weak at her already-shaky knees. To center herself, she reached down to give Otis’ skirt-clad ass a hard squeeze. “Upstairs,” she demanded. “I want to watch you sway those sexy hips for me.”

And Otis certainly didn’t disappoint. He crawled up, making sure to wiggle his ass every so often as Zandra followed. He even managed to flick the skirt up a bit, showing Zandra a slither of skin. If her pussy hadn’t already been so wet, it would certainly have gotten there at that. And she hadn’t even touched him yet!

In the bedroom, Otis stopped at the end of the bed. “You want me on it?” he asked. There was no expectation, nothing, just awaiting further instructions. Zandra could tell that Otis was already edging closer to his subspace, the way his whole posture changed, the tone of voice becoming so much softer.

“Yes.” As if to complement Otis’ submission, Zandra’s voice became more demanding. Not harsh, but decided. She wanted things her way and that was how she expected to get them.

She didn’t even watch as Otis clambered onto the mattress, arranging himself on his hands and knees.

Zandra busied herself, collecting the things she would need and dropping them, one by one, on the table beside the bed. Only once she’d finished did she allow herself to take in the image that Otis made.

Head bowed, back slightly arched, he was the picture of perfect submission. All of his bravado vanished like smoke, leaving pure, raw obedience in its place. “Perfect,” Zandra breathed. Rolling the lube between her fingers to warm it, she took a seat behind Otis on the bed.

This was what she had expected. The way Otis turned into putty in her hands. The moment her fingers slid under his skirt, she felt Otis’ breath catch. Zandra, too, let her breath catch. It felt even better than what she had imagined. Otis’ obedience sent a thrill through Zandra, her pussy throbbing with how good it felt.

When her fingers finally slid between Otis’ ass cheeks, he gave a low, deep moan. Zandra gripped the material of the skirt, flicking it up a bit. But not too much - all in good time! She watched as Otis glanced over his shoulder at her, giving him a wide smile.

“Please, Zandra,” he breathed.

Her smile grew even wider. They’d done this so often that Zandra didn’t need to see to be able to brush her fingertips closer and closer to Otis’ hole. When she circled it, he cried out, his whole body bucking as he tried to get what he wanted from her.

Zandra tutted, bringing her hand back so she could squeeze the warmed lube over her fingers. With the skirt still held only barely away from Otis’ skin, she found his asshole again, rubbing the lube over it until everything felt slick.

He whined, low and needy, as Zandra pressed one finger inside him.

“Oooh, fuck,” Otis’ breath caught. “Uhhh, Zandra,” he moaned. Otis knew better than to try to rock back into her touch. Zandra saw the way he gripped the bedsheets, needing that support to stop himself. This was one of her favorite bits, seeing Otis so needily begging her for more. His whole body tensed but then relaxed at Zandra’s touch. It gave her such a heady power rush!

Adding another finger, Zandra stretched Otis out. She took it slow, enjoying the process and the sounds Otis made. Her pussy was drenched at how fucking hot it was to see him like this. And she hadn’t even gotten to holding his skirt as she fucked him!

She moved her fingers slowly, feeling the way Otis’ muscles clung to them. The thought of driving a silicone cock into his tight heat was enough to make Zandra breathless with desire. “Do you want more?” she teased, holding her fingers just out of the way, watching the strain in Otis’ muscles as he resisted the urge to move back to seek her touch.

“Will you ask me nicely?” Otis was so good as pleading, so desperate in his hunger for her. To tease him even further, Zandra flipped the skirt again. Not enough to reveal the sight of Otis’ bare ass but enough to send a rush of cool air across his skin.

Otis’ first response was to moan louder. But they both knew that wasn’t the sort of asking nicely Zandra had in mind. Even if it definitely went a long way! Otis tried to rock back a little bit. Zandra stopped him with a light slap against his hip.

“Please, Zandra,” he finally breathed. “I want you to do more to me, please. I know you want to, too! I want to feel you fuck me. I know it will be good, you always make me feel so amazing. Please? Please!” he begged, just as beautifully as Zandra had hoped he would.

A smirk curved her lips as she teased her fingers briefly against Otis’ hole. He whined, the sound shivering over Zandra’s skin. Pulling back, her eyes gleamed at the disheveled state of Otis against the sheets. His hair was wild from her pulling at it while he ate her out, his knuckles white against the sheets.

“Such a sexy man,” she purred, stepping off the bed and stripping efficiently out of her clothes. Zandra didn’t drag the movement out. Even so, Otis turned his head, giving a moan as he saw her breasts bounce free.

Naked, she bent to pull the harness up around her hips. The buckles held it so snugly, just tight enough that Zandra knew it would stay exactly where she wanted it.

“Is this what you want?” she asked, picking up her favorite of their silicone strap-ons.

“I want what you want,” he answered instantly. When Zandra raised an eyebrow at him, Otis licked his lips. “And yeah, I want you to fuck me, too. It always feels so good, the way you do it. I love how you take care of me, Zandra,” he groaned. She grinned; one of her very favorite things was knowing just how much Otis enjoyed what she did to him.

Returning to the bed, Zandra slid her fingers under Otis’ skirt. His ass was so hot! This time, when he rocked back into her touch, Zandra let him. Finally, she did what she had wanted to do all evening, flicking Otis’ skirt up.

A tidal wave of lust crashed over her. The groan that left her mouth was loud and long, bouncing off their walls. “Fuck, Otis!” It was better than Zandra had imagined! Otis’ perfect, round ass was so creamy-colored. It made Zandra long to drag her fingers over it, pressing them into the skin to see it flush pink under the pressure.

Otis’ hard cock stood out, his balls visible as a shadow between his thighs. Carefully, Zandra ran her fingers over his thigh, up to the cleft between his cheeks. Finding his hole, still slick with lube, made Zandra impatient to get going.

Unable to stop the soft sounds of desire that poured from her, Zandra took up a position behind Otis. His body swayed towards her, eager for her touch.

“Ooooh, fuck yes!” Otis groaned. His hands gripped the bedsheets under them tighter. Zandra did the same with the hand holding Otis’ bunched up skirt. Her other, though, was busy leading her silicone cock inside him. She was slow but steady. Zandra had a lot of practice in knowing exactly how Otis liked to be fucked.

Finally, fully inside him, Zandra stilled, letting Otis adjust around her. She smirked when he tried to push himself back against the cock, to fuck himself with it. She slapped his ass for it, earning her a delightful soft moan.

“Please, Zandra,” Otis begged. “Please, I just want you to fuck me.”

“And I’m going to,” Zandra agreed, her voice even despite the arousal that flooded her system. “But I’m going to do it how I want, and you’re going to take it like a good sub.” Otis whined, but didn’t object.

Zandra would make sure Otis enjoyed himself. It was important to her that he loved this. But what he loved was when she did things her own way. Slowly, she ground her hips forward, feeling the soft skin of Otis’ ass as she rubbed against it. Her pussy ached, so wet just from the sight of Otis.

Pulling back, Zandra swallowed a soft moan of her own. Her hand tightened in Otis’ skirt as she thrust forward, rocking Otis’ whole body with the force of it.

He didn’t disappoint, giving a loud cry of pleasure in response. It encouraged Zandra to find a relentless rhythm, fucking Otis over and over again in steady motions. He whimpered and twisted under her, but took it all the same. With her hand in his skirt, Zandra could use it as leverage to ride Otis harder and faster. Every time his cries became desperate with want, she slowed down teasingly.

Nothing but a string of ‘uhs’ and ‘ahs’ came from Otis. That was precisely what Zandra had wanted! She fucked him faster again, making sure that the whole length of her cock went inside him. Angling her hips slightly, Zandra found the perfect way to fuck Otis. His sharp scream of pleasure let her know exactly when she hit his prostate the right way.

Pushing her hips forward, Zandra gave a cry of her own. Joy and triumph sparked through her, filling her to the brim as she watched Otis fall apart on her dick. There was nothing she loved more than this, than knowing his world had narrowed to her and the sensations she could give him.

The bed creaked, thumping repeatedly against the wall as Zandra drove her silicone cock inside Otis over and over again. Sweat beaded down his spine, his skin glowing with the exertion of taking what she dished out. He moaned, pushing back to meet her. The sound of skin-on-skin echoed all around them.

Shifting, Zandra pressed forward. Her thrusts were smaller but no less forceful. With her free hand, she gripped Otis’ hard dick, letting it press through her fingers with the movement of their bodies.

“Fuuuck, Zandra,” he whimpered under her. “I’m going to come! Please - fuck. Please may I? I want to come for you so badly, please please, can I come?” The begging was nonstop; Zandra loved it. The difference between having Otis like this from his bravado before was intoxicating. Knowing that she had so much power over him, so much control over how amazing he felt.

And she especially appreciated that he still begged her for more. Begged her for permission to come, rather than just coming. He was close, she knew, feeling the tension in every single one of Otis’ muscles.

Her hips pumped forward, sending the cock deeper into Otis’ ass. Zandra reveled in this moment, watching the curve of Otis’ back, the flush of his skin as he took every thrust she had to give. It was everything she’d wanted, and so much better even than she had imagined!

After three more thrusts, Zandra tightened her fingers around Otis’ dick, stroking it the way she knew he loved. “You may come for me,” she allowed. “Go on, let go. You’ve done so well!” She wanted Otis to enjoy this moment, wanted to feel his desire for her rush over her fingers as he came.

“Fuuuck,” Otis cried. He didn’t take a moment longer before his seed spilled over Zandra’s fingers. The grunts that accompanied his climax made Zandra feel hot from her head to her toes. She kept fucking into Otis, slower now. Her hand milked the last of his cum, smearing it all over his cock before she pulled her hand back. Leaning forward, Zandra drove the silicone dick into Otis hard, pressing a kiss against the nape of his neck.

He moaned again, this time more gently. With another gentle kiss, Zandra pulled back. She let the strap-on slip out of Otis’ ass, her hand loosening on the skirt. There was something very thrilling about lowering it back down over his ass. She patted it lightly. Otis turned to give her such an appreciative look that Zandra’s breath caught in her throat.

“You're amazing,” he breathed.

“Yes,” she agreed, drinking in the compliment. Zandra was very pleased with how her fantasy had tuned out, how much they’d both enjoyed it! “But you’re amazing too,” she added, after a moment. She stroked a hand up Otis’ back, feeling his muscles go loose under her touch.

Slowly, he lowered himself down against the bed, shifting onto his side so he could watch Zandra. She got up, fetching a flannel to wipe the stickiness from her hands and Otis’ thighs.

“I’ll run a bath later,” she promised, sinking down onto the mattress and letting Otis curl his body into hers. “You were so good for me! So perfect.” Licking her lips at the memories, Zandra felt her own body relax. “I’m definitely going to want to do that again.”

But for right now, they could both be satisfied with just this, bodies warm together as they stretched back against the pillows.


His Green Panties

The first time Damien had worn panties, he’d had them on for all of about thirty seconds. That was how long Lira had been able to last before tugging them off to get at the skin underneath.

By now, they were both a little more calm about the situation. Damien’s collection had grown from one, to three, to now five pairs of panties, all in different colors and styles. The first set was still their favorite. Lira teased that the green lace brought out the color in Damien’s eyes. And really, even he could see how good the pale color looked against his tanned skin!

Which was why he’d picked that first pair of panties for today’s adventure. Though Damien had worn them before, he’d never left the house with them on. This morning, he’d slipped a pair of jeans over them and tried to walk out their front door as if he wasn’t wearing women’s underwear.

It had only been a short trip to the bank. Logically, there was no way for anybody to tell. Even so, Damien’s heart raced the whole way there and back.

By the time he rushed back to their bedroom, his whole body felt like it was burning up.

“Fuck,” he panted, grinning at Lira. He’d been in touch via text the whole time, and her increasingly sexy comments about how much she loved him in lace had only made him feel more feverish.

Lira’s smile was wide as she looked up at Damien from the book she was reading. “I liked your texts,” she smirked. “I’ll even let you see how much,” she added, running her hand down her sides. “But first, come, kneel for me,” Lira said, patting the bed. Damien knew she meant the floor for him. Especially since Lira had already put down a cushion to make it easier on his knees.

Damien came closer, just as she’d demanded. Dropping onto his knees instantly pushed him further into subspace. Doing this for Lira had felt so good, especially when he kept telling her about it, about the way the material felt against his skin, how the blush seemed impossible to get rid of as Damien had walked through the bank.

Lira’s hand came to card through Damien’s curls, pulling a low noise of approval from his throat. Her fingers moved against his scalp, drawing repetitive circles. The touch felt hypnotizing, lulling Damien into a haze of contentment. Arousal thrummed through his veins, distant but still very much there.

“Yeah,” he agreed, nodding his head so that Lira’s fingers tugged against his hair. “I want to see how much you liked it. And I want to show you how good I look in panties.” Damien wanted both things equally. Fortunately, Lira would be the one to decide which came first. Not having to worry about such things was one of the benefits of a girlfriend like Lira, who enjoyed being the one in charge.

“Mmm,” she hummed gently. “I would very much like to see you. I know you must look so hot under all those clothes. Tell me, are you hard?” she asked, her hand continuing to stroke through Damien’s hair. It took him a moment to even focus on what she was asking. He nodded, his answer more of a whimper than anything else.

“I want to see that, too,” Lira told him. “I want to see you hard through the material of those panties. Strip for me,” she urged.

Immediately, Damien leaned back. As much as it pained him to lose the contact of Lira’s hand in his hair, it was more important to do exactly as she asked. He stripped his shirt off, tossing it carefully in the direction of their laundry hamper. He grinned, enjoying the way Lira’s gaze moved over his exposed chest, taking in every line of muscle that he’d worked so hard for.

Getting to his feet, Damien’s fingers were already on the button of his jeans. He flicked them open, dragging the zipper down carefully so as not to snag the delicate material of the panties. As his hands shoved the fabric down his hips, he felt his face flush warm.

Even though Lira had seen him in the panties before, it never stopped being hot to strip down to them, to know that she was looking at him.

A flush of embarrassment still colored Damien’s cheeks. It wasn’t anything like it had been that first time, but Damien also hadn’t spent a lot of time in the panties that first time. Since then, he’d gotten a little more accustomed to it. But that flush of embarrassment didn’t seem to disappear. Not that he’d want it to! He enjoyed a little bit of embarrassment. Besides, Lira loved seeing him blush.

Settling back down next to her, Damien leaned in to brush his cheek against Lira’s leg. Much to his delight, her hand returned to his hair. “Mmm, such a good boy,” she hummed. “I’ve been so horny for you. Just thinking about how that lace is hugging your ass so perfectly.” Reaching for his hand, Lira slid it over her leg and to her thigh.

“Yeah?” Damien swallowed hard. Lira talking about his ass always made him hope she might want to play with his ass. She didn’t always, which just kept Damien on his toes. It was entirely Lira’s decision. And right now, she pretty clearly wanted his attention on her.

So Damien followed the path that her hand led him on, his fingers grazing the soft skin of Lira’s thigh. Up, under her skirt, he could feel the heat of her. Desire made his stomach clench, even as he waited patiently. His free hand rested on Lira’s knee, toying with the hem of her skirt.

“Can I lift it up?” he asked. He wanted to see! Or maybe Lira would let him feel. Whatever she wanted, Damien would be so very eager to obey.

The way her fingers tugged against Damien’s hair made him whimper slightly. It was hard to focus on anything but how good Lira felt. Damien pushed himself through, desperately wanting to please Lira. He wanted to hear her moan and to know that it was because of him. That he’d made her feel good.

“You can lift my skirt.” She nodded. “And you may even kiss your way up,” she added with a wide smile. “I want you to see just how wet you’ve made me. Thinking about you all day. And now! Seeing you in that beautiful green, mmm.”

Damien beamed, his cock giving a twitch against the fabric of the panties. The inside would be painted with his precum by now! Not as wet as Lira’s pussy was, of course, but Damien would still love to show her, if she would give him permission to.

Right now, he had other things to concentrate on. Lifting up Lira’s skirt, Damien caught his breath at the sight of her. “Fuck,” he groaned. “I didn’t know you’d bought these!” Lira’s panties were almost exactly the same shade of green as his own. The thought that she’d bought them especially so they could match sent Damien’s heart racing.

He kissed his way up slowly, savoring every second that he got to watch the fabric between Lira’s legs getting wetter and wetter.

Lira’s laugh was soft but Damien could tell she was pleased. “You can take them off,” she encouraged. “In fact, I would very much enjoy it if you did.” And Damien hardly needed more encouragement than that. He slid his hands over the outside of Lira’s thighs, fingers slipping easily under the material of her panties before he pulled them down slowly.

The way she lifted herself for him made Damien’s mouth water. Lira helped him get her panties off. Damien could feel the heat from her pussy. All he wanted was to lean in and gather that wetness up with his tongue, but she hadn’t told him he could. Not yet! But Lira had said he could kiss his way up so Damien proceeded to do that instead, tongue teasing against her soft skin.

He pushed her skirt up as he went, bunching it in both fists to hold it out of the way. Lira looked so sexy, legs spread so Damien could kneel between them. He nuzzled against her thigh, following the soft motion with a light nip of his teeth. It made Lira’s breath catch, her hips bucking upwards towards him.

“Please,” he begged, sure she could feel the touch of his breath against her skin. “Please, can I taste you, Lira?” He pulled back a little, just enough to look up Lira’s body. Her breasts heaved under the fabric of her shirt. “Or can I take the rest of your clothes off? Or touch you? Anything!” Just as long as Lira gave him permission to something. Otherwise, Damien thought he might burst.

When she laughed again, Damien gave a soft whine. He would beg more if that was what it took. Begging Lira to be allowed to touch her wasn’t something Damien had known he’d want but God, did he! One of her hands stroked through Damien’s hair as he whimpered. Another soft ‘please’ fell from his lips and Lira grinned.

“You may taste me,” Lira allowed but when Damien rushed to do just that, she slowed him down by tugging against his hair. “But only taste me. I want you to be slow and careful. I will tell you when you’re allowed to make me come.”

“Yes.” The word slipped reverently from Damien’s lips. Holding himself back and going slowly made anticipation thrum through him, but it felt good in a way that Damien had hardly known was possible. Inch by inch, he kissed his way back up between Lira’s thighs, tongue circling against her skin to draw more quiet hums of approval from her.

It seemed to take forever but finally, Damien had worked his way all the way up to Lira’s pussy. He pressed his tongue softly against her, gathering up the promised wetness with a moan. It vibrated against her skin, but Damien didn’t dare pull back. He lapped carefully, exploring every part of Lira that she had allowed him.

The gentle moans that she gave in response thrilled and encouraged Damien. He didn’t rush, though, not wanting to risk having this taken away from him for not following instructions well enough. Besides, Damien enjoyed going slow, loved how responsive it made Lira. And oh, she was!

“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted, moans and cries mixing together. “Mmm, you’ve got such a good mouth,” Lira praised. Her grip in Damien’s hair kept moving from light to tight. He groaned when she tugged almost painfully. “You can go faster now,” she allowed. “Use one of your hands too. I want you to make me want it.”

Damien didn’t even pull back to acknowledge Lira’s order. He shuffled forward, as close as he could get, his tongue teasing at Lira’s entrance. He thrust his tongue inside her, keeping his movements shallow at first. Only when Lira lifted her hips to try to meet him did Damien take the next step.

He brought one hand up, finger brushing back and forth over Lira’s clit while he moved his tongue around her entrance. Her moans grew even louder, hips bucking in an attempt to grind against Damien’s face. He kept his motions gentle, even when her grip in his hair tugged hard enough to hurt.

Finally, finally, Damien licked his way up to Lira’s clit, passing his finger as it moved down in the opposite direction. Again, he circled Lira’s entrance lightly. Her whine was his prompt to press his finger all the way inside her, feeling the tight heat as her pussy clenched around him.

“Oh fuck!” Lira cried, rocking against Damien’s fingers. He gladly let her, especially when it meant she rubbed her pussy harder against his face. Damien loved the feeling of Lira riding him, that sensation that she took whatever pleasure she wanted. As her moans got louder, Damien flicked his tongue faster. He lapped against her clit over and over again and moved his fingers so they’d fuck Lira at the same speed.

He felt the way her muscles tensed, knowing that she was close. But she hadn’t said to make her come, just to make her want, so Damien changed his pace. The whine that Lira gave in response would have made him laugh had Damien’s mouth not been otherwise occupied.

“Fuck, yesyesyes,” she moaned, the words blending together. “Fuck! Come on. Uhhhh, Damien! Make me come! I want you to make me come!” she demanded.

And that was an order Damien would never hesitate to obey. He focused all of his attention on Lira, on the way she moved under him and the way her cries got higher and higher. He knew what she sounded like on the way to orgasm, and he knew exactly how to drive her closer with every flick of his tongue or thrust of his fingers.

With his free hand on Lira’s thigh, he could feel her tension building. Her muscle quivered under his touch, so ready for the push that would send Lira flying over the edge. Her moans felt like fingers stroking down Damien’s spine. Fuck, he wanted to hear her come and know it was because of him!

He hardly had to wait for long before his effort was rewarded. Under his touch, Lira’s body rocked faster. Damien felt her orgasm explode through her. And even if he hadn’t, he could certainly hear it. Her screams echoed around them, impossibly loud before quietening down again. With Lira’s breath coming in soft bursts, Damien knew he’d done well.

She pushed his head away gently, licking her lips and grinning down at him. “You’re so good with your mouth,” she praised. “Is your cock hard against that lace? Show me,” she encouraged, sitting up a bit more so she could watch Damien get up.

His cock had been hard forever. Damien could feel it straining against the delicate material, the lace rubbing against his skin as he got to his feet. Goosebumps sprang up all over his body, so sensitive that he was ready to beg Lira to touch him! Even just to brush her fingers over his skin.

Standing up straight, he swayed slightly towards her. His cheeks flamed as her eyes traveled over his body, taking in the contrast between his muscles and the feminine panties clinging to his cock.

“I’m so hard for you,” he breathed. “Please.” He didn’t know what to beg for. All he knew was that he wanted more, wanted to follow more of Lira’s instructions. He wanted to please her!

From the way Lira watched him, Damien knew she was contemplating her options. Her desires. Luckily for them both, Damien wanted whatever Lira wanted. Her tongue darted over her lips again, leaving a shiny line of saliva there that Damien wished he could lick off. He didn’t dare to move unless instructed to. When Lira finally came to some sort of a decision, she shifted, her smirk deepening.

“I’m going to spank you,” she decided. “I want to make that lovely ass of yours red, make the lace leave a pretty little pattern. And then, if you take it like the good boy I know you are, I will consider fucking your ass as a reward. How does that sound?” And oh, fuck, well, that did sound awesome!

The whimper that passed Damien’s lips encapsulated the intensity of his longing and lust. “Fuck, yes,” he breathed, swallowing hard. “That sounds amazing, Lira.” His knees felt weak with desire, and that was just from having Lira say the words! The reality was going to be so much more.

“Here?” It was all Damien could do not to drop to his knees again that very second. His hands fluttered at his sides, wishing he could give his aching cock some relief but not daring to do it. “You want me to bend over something? Your lap?” Damien could hear how eager he sounded. Luckily, Lira’s smirk made it clear she enjoyed the edge of raw desperation in his voice.

“Mmm, my lap sounds pretty great,” she nodded, shifting up on the bed so she could make room for Damien. Once satisfied with her position, Lira patted her lap for Damien to come lie across it. His cock, still contained by the green panties, pressed against Lira’s leg. The sudden friction made Damien whine. He had to grit his teeth not to rock into Lira’s body, to find more of that amazing friction.

That wasn’t what he was there for, so he’d have to restrain himself. Lira seemed to appreciate that, if her hum was any indication. Her hand stroked over Damien’s ass, fingers carefully following the curve of it. Lira’s touch felt teasing, the lightness of it. But he didn’t have to wait for long, or even beg for more, before her palm met his ass in a much sharper way.

The first impact didn’t hurt exactly. It was more of a short, sharp shock. When Lira’s hand came down again, smacking loudly against the lace-covered skin of Damien’s ass, he groaned. Pain blossomed slowly, heating the patch of skin where Lira’s palm had met the panties. “Fuuuck.” Damien squirmed, his cock throbbing from how much this turned him on.

Lira spanked him again, hand slapping the as-yet-unmarked cheek. Her strength made Damien swallow hard, feeling so completely at her mercy as he stretched across her lap. He could have overpowered her, but they both knew he wouldn’t. He chose to submit to Lira, loving the way it made him feel. And the way it made her react!

Damien could tell she loved this, too. Soft moans fell from her lips as she kept stroking his shoulder with her other hand. It was soft, little patterns made with her thumb. Despite the pain she was offering with her slaps, Damien knew there was tenderness there, too. Albeit, he did cry out when she spanked him yet again.

“Such nice sounds,” Lira hummed. “You look beautiful like this, spread over my lap, wearing nothing but this green lace,” she praised, stroking a hand over his spine. “All mine. All for me to enjoy.” And oh, he definitely was! Damien was all hers and he’d take a lot more than a spanking to prove it, too!

He pressed himself back into her hand, groaning as she stroked the curve of his ass through the panties. Damien could only imagine how he must look, his skin slowly reddening behind the green fabric.

“Is it working?” he asked, voice hoarse from crying out as Lira spanked him. “Is the lace leaving a pattern?” Instead of answering at once, Lira brought her hand back down. She smacked Damien’s ass hard, the pain flaring hotter than ever as her blow landed on his already-abused skin.

From how much she’d smacked his ass, Damien doubted there was a pattern there, but he hoped that wouldn’t discourage Lira from finding out! She seemed to think about it, before pulling the panties down as much as Damien’s current position would allow her to. The lace slid over his ass, resting just at the base where his ass cheeks met his thighs.

“It’s mostly just red,” Lira hummed. “But a very beautiful sort of red,” she promised and then slapped his ass once again. Damien whined loudly, the sharpness of pain pushing through him so strongly. Every slap led him to rock his hard cock into Lira, pleasure mixing together with the pain.

Lira could tell, no doubt from the soft whines that Damien gave, because she paused, stroking over the redness instead. “Can you take a few more?” she asked, tone almost gentle.

“Yes!” Damien almost shouted the word, so eager. He wiggled, hoping it made his ass look even more worthy of spanking. Lira’s low chuckle sent a thrill through him, making him tighten his grip on the bedsheets under them. “Fuck, yes, Lira. Please. I want more!”

Her hand moved softly, fingers brushing teasingly over the rosy skin of his ass. Every light touch made Damien’s stomach turn over, arousal pulsing through him like fire. As Lira’s free hand joined in, pulling the panties back up, Damien whimpered again. Anticipation coiled inside him, until Damien was sure he would scream the moment Lira landed a blow.

Which he did. But that was okay; he had absolutely no doubt that she enjoyed hearing him. His cries were a mix of pleasure and pain, the way it spiraled through him, reaching every part of Damien’s body. He felt like heat was radiating from his ass, warming his body in its wake.

Lira spanked his ass again and while this blow was lighter, the soreness of his skin left Damien whimpering in pain. It felt good, though, in a way that he had never expected it to before letting Lira lay her hands on him. And now all he wanted was to beg for more!

Distracted by the thought, Damien gave a surprised cry when Lira’s gentle fingers made their way between Damien’s ass cheeks. “Mmm,” Lira hummed. “You have earned a bit more play, don’t you think, pet?” she asked, stroking over the sensitive bundle of nerves and making Damien whimper. “Be a good boy and go get me some lube... and a toy.”

The words electrified every nerve-ending, making Damien moan when his cock jerked against Lira’s thigh. Crawling off her lap brought a blush of embarrassment to his cheeks, imagining what he must look like with his ass spanked bright red by her clever hands.

He stayed on his knees, keeping his head down as he moved around their bedroom to fetch everything they would need. At their chest of toys, Damien paused, taking his time to pick out what he felt he could handle. He was so aroused already; if he picked their biggest toy, Damien knew he’d come before Lira was finished with him.

Holding the toy up in one hand, he shuffled back towards the bed. “Do you want me back over your lap?” he asked, looking up as Lira took the toy and the lube from him. “With the panties on? Or off?”

“On, keep them on,” Lira almost rushed to answer. Damien’s eyes widened at her eagerness but he nodded. When she smiled at him, clearly aware how interested she’d sounded, Damien’s stomach did a small flip. She looked so good like this, knowing what she wanted so confidently. Lira patted her lap. “Back over it like you were,” she added, answering his first question.

Damien followed the instructions, lying back down over Lira’s lap. He couldn’t help the groan that escaped him when his cock pressed back against her thigh. Lira ignored it, though, in favor of running a hand over Damien’s ass.

“I’m going to fill you up,” she told him, tugging the panties further down and tucking them firmly under his ass. “And then, I’m going to put the panties back.” Damien couldn’t see it, but he could hear her smirk.

His whole face glowed scarlet, so hot that it felt like sitting in a sauna. Fuck. The idea of having a toy in his ass, hidden by the delicate lace, was almost more than Damien could stand! He gave a loud groan as he felt Lira drizzle the lube over his skin, cool against the flaming heat from the spanking. She stroked her fingers through it, teasing between his cheeks and getting everything as slippery as possible.

When her finger pressed inside him, Damien gave a shout, unable to help the way his mouth dropped open. It was hardly a new sensation, but with everything that had already happened, it felt so much more intense. Fisting his hands in the bedsheets, Damien took a good grip, hoping it would help him keep himself under control.

Not that he really needed to, Lira’s perfect calm radiated control enough for both of them. She knew just how to get Damien ready, fingers teasingly gentle as they slid in and out of him. It wasn’t long before she reached for the toy. Damien’s knuckles whitened as he waited to feel the tip against his hole. He didn’t have to wait long, breath catching in his throat as Lira pushed it deeper.

“Fuck, you look great like this,” she told him softly. “Such a pretty scarlet ass, letting me put a toy inside you. You’re a good little slut for me, aren’t you?” Lira’s words seemed to lull over him, putting Damien in a sort of trance. The combination between that and the sensation of the toy filling him up slowly was overwhelming.

His tongue lapped slowly over his lips, the words coming together inside of him. “Yeah,” he breathed. “Yes. Lira, I want to be a good slut for you! So good. I’ll do anything you tell me to.” Right now, that was mostly a lot of staying still. So Damien resisted the urge to rock back against the toy. As much as he wanted to feel more of it, filling him faster, he let Lira be the one to dictate the sensation.

She pressed it into him so slowly! Every inch made Damien’s heart pound against his ribs, his hole stretching to accommodate the girth of the toy. Pleasure slammed through him, so sweet and intense. Damien knew he’d been right not to bring anything bigger. Just this toy felt like it was going to push him to his limits!

But the slowness of Lira’s motions teased him perfectly. It wasn’t too much, holding him on that edge just right. The whimpers and soft moans that fell from Damien’s lips seemed to please Lira. Her free hand stroked his ass, sending thrills of sharp pain through him. It felt so bittersweet, his hard cock pressing tightly against Lira’s leg.

Finally, Damien felt his muscles tighten around the base of the toy, another groan escaping him. “Mmm, you look hot,” Lira told him. “So fucking hot.” She pulled the panties back up, the lace feeling like it secured the toy in place, even if Damien’s muscles did most of the work.

“Alright, now back down on your knees,” Lira instructed. “You’re going to make me come again.”

Damien’s moan was wordless, his brain so focused on the feeling of the toy in his ass that he couldn’t string a sentence together. His heart leaped, eyes shining as he looked up at Lira. Her pupils were blown, her cheeks faintly pink and her lips pressed together hard. A thrill worked its way over Damien’s skin, transmitting the knowledge that Lira was this turned on by him!

He shuffled awkwardly off her lap, dropping to his knees. As the plug shifted inside him, Damien groaned. He rested his hands against the mattress, watching as Lira shifted so that she could spread her legs on either side of him.

“What do you want me to do?” Damien dredged the words up from the depths of his brain. “I’ll do whatever you want!” If only Lira would tell him what it was.

“Oh, I know,” she laughed. The sound went straight to Damien’s cock. All he wanted to do was submit to whatever Lira asked of him. Leaning into her, Damien pressed a soft kiss just above Lira’s knee. “I want you to use your hands, use your fingers, show me how you’d like the toy to fuck you,” Lira told him.

Damien nodded but stilled when he saw Lira’s hands move to pull her shirt off. He’d forgotten that she could be more naked! Her black lacy bra barely covered how hard her nipples were and Lira smirked down at Damien as she reached to take the bra off, too. He swallowed, wanting nothing more than to touch them.

“Maybe later,” she told him. “For now, I want you to make me come.” It was a very clear order; all Damien could do was nod and get to work, the toy in his ass shifting as he leaned forward, making him groan.

Lira’s pussy was drenched. Damien could hardly believe that it was all for him! But Lira left him with no doubt, shifting her hips up as his fingers stroked through the wetness between her legs. His fingertips teased her clit, giving her just a taste of what he could do. But she’d told him to fuck her the way he’d want to be fucked. So Damien didn’t linger. Instead, he slid his fingers lower, pressing one eagerly inside Lira.

She bucked, her pussy welcoming him in with slick sounds that made Damien’s stomach do somersaults of lust. He thrust gently, getting Lira ready as if she weren’t already soaking his hand with every movement. Leaning forward, he pressed his lips against her stomach, feeling the muscles flex under his touch.

Picking up the pace, Damien waited until Lira’s every breath was an audible sigh of pleasure. Only then did he add a second finger, stretching Lira out so that her muscles clung to him.

“Ahh, fuck, yes!” Lira screamed. Her muscles tightened, pleasure vibrating through her. Lira pushed down, fucking herself onto Damien’s fingers. He moved into her, before trailing his kisses down to her pussy so he could flick his tongue over Lira’s clit. “Oh fuck!” she cried. Damien felt her orgasm crash through her, the moans surrounding them.

Damien kept going, but slower, letting Lira ride it all out. Her body vibrated with pleasure. Damien gave one more lick, earning him a soft whimper from her before Lira pushed him back. “Mmm, good,” she praised. “Such a great mouth. Will you fuck me with your cock as well as you have with your fingers?” Lira asked, raising an eyebrow at Damien.

As he sat back on his heels, Damien felt his muscles tremble with desire. “Yes!” he agreed, making no attempt to hide the eagerness. He could already imagine how much the plug would move inside him, his hole clenching tight around it in preparation.

He scrambled up the bed, pressing Lira back against the mattress. His lips followed the curve of her stomach, up over her soft skin until he could capture one nipple between his teeth. Without him needing to ask, Lira’s fingers trailed down his sides. She hooked under the material of the panties, tugging them down inch by teasing inch.

Damien groaned as his cock sprang free, so hard and hot as it slapped against his belly. Leaning down, he nuzzled the roundness of Lira’s breath, shifting to help her get the panties all the way off.

Moving like that made the toy shift, too. Damien groaned louder, the noise muffled by Lira’s breast. To show her how good it felt, Damien sucked her nipple harder, pleased when it received a response of a soft moan.

“Mmm, come on, I want to feel you inside me,” Lira encouraged, rocking up. Damien’s cock brushed against Lira’s hot pussy and he had to pull away from her nipple to give a sharp cry. It felt so good and he hadn’t even gotten inside her yet! Opening her legs, Lira pulled him in closer, her heel pressing against Damien’s ass and making the toy move again.

He grunted, leading his cock to Lira’s entrance. He slid inside her easily, the way their bodies joined together sending a rush of sensation through him. His ass tightened around the plug, pushing a moan from his lips that matched the one Lira gave as she welcomed him inside her. Damien thrust forward, the bed creaking under their combined weight.

“Fuck!” he swore sharply, overwhelmed by the fullness in his ass and the tight heat of Lira’s pussy. Her hips lifted, bucking to meet him as he pounded forward with gathering force. He ran his hands over Lira’s sides, groaning at the lush curves and the softness of her skin. He gripped her hips as she lifted them again, the two of them falling into a perfect rhythm.

She rocked up, meeting his body so fucking well. Damien had to bite his lip to focus and not come just from how amazing she felt. Of course, Lira made that even more challenging when her hand slid over his back, nails scratching hard enough to leave a mark, before reaching Damien’s already sore ass.

At his sharp intake of breath, Lira moaned, tilting her head back so she could catch his lips in a fierce kiss. “Fuck me,” she demanded. “Hard and fast! I want you to fuck me, I want to feel you come inside me. Go on, show me just how good you can be for me, Damien!”

His fingers tightened against her hips, holding her still as Damien thrust faster. Her breasts bounced with every movement of their bodies. Unable to resist, Damien leaned closer to catch her nipple, circling his tongue around it, mimicking the movements he’d made earlier against her clit.

He fucked into her so hard that the headboard knocked against the wall, the steady sound drowning out noises he made, muffled as they were against her breast. His ass flared with heat as Lira rubbed her fingers over it, the pain searing all the way to Damien’s bones.

Pleasure coiled inside him, radiating out in waves as Damien felt his orgasm getting closer and closer. He thrust wildly, losing all sense of rhythm. Lira’s palms curved against his ass, guiding him, helping him to keep fucking her at the steady pace she liked.

The intimacy of the moment hit Damien hard. Lira helping him to obey her orders felt so perfect! So right! That was all it took for Damien to fly over the edge. His climax slammed into him, taking his whole body at once.

He cried out, the sound echoing off the walls as he continued to pound into Lira until the very last moment. His ass clenched around the hard plug inside him, making the sensation even more intense.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Lira chanted, her nails scratching over Damien’s back. “Ahh, fuck! Yes! Such a good boy!” The praise highlighted the pleasure that was already cruising through Damien. His breath was coming in harsh bursts and he gave a soft moan when Lira’s hand slid up to the back of his neck. The touch was gentle and pulled him closer against her.

Supporting himself with his arms, Damien let his softening cock slide out of Lira. Her other hand stroked over his side just as gently and Lira pressed a kiss against Damien’s jaw. “You’ve done well,” she praised. “Such an obedient boy, always so good for me.” Her words were soft and seemed to make every nerve ending-stand up in Damien’s body.

Damien groaned, resting his cheek against Lira’s shoulder. His whole body ached with pleasure, all his muscles tensing and relaxing. The plug in his ass felt huge, stretching him out after he’d tightened around it as his orgasm rocked through him.

Lira’s fingers slid into his hair, helping Damien to relax and let go. “Fuck, that was so hot,” he breathed. “Do you want -” If there was anything more Lira wanted, Damien would push himself to do it, no matter how much he wanted to just collapse onto their bed.

The way Lira gave a soft laugh made Damien want to laugh, too. He felt so relaxed - apart from the toy still in his ass! It shifted as he did, making Damien give a soft whimper. “Lie back,” Lira instructed. “I’m going to take this out and clean you up and then we’re going to snuggle. You’ve earned that,” she promised him with another kiss.

It was so easy to give himself into Lira’s hands, to let her take care of him. Pride at her words bloomed warm in Damien’s chest, making him think that she was right, he had earned this. He’d worn panties for her - out into the real world! - and made her come twice, and followed every order.

Her hands were soft against him. Damien whined as the plug slid free, but Lira cleaned him up and rolled him over, pulling him into her arms. Damien’s whole body felt light and warm, his breathing slowly deepening as he closed his eyes. With a smile on his lips, he fell into a light slumber. Maybe, by the time he woke up, he’d have the energy to do it all again!


She Wants Him in Stockings

Ostin stared down at the filmy, delicate material, his heart beating a hard rhythm against his ribs. Joy was waiting in the next room, ready for him to parade himself before her.

This wasn’t Ostin’s first time wearing panties. He knew how much Joy loved the sight of him in pale lace. Nothing got her hotter than knowing he was willing to dress up for her. And Ostin was. He’d do anything if it would put a smile on Joy’s face.

This was rather a lot more than merely wearing panties. Joy had provided a pair of light-colored stockings, each trimmed with elastic and lace to hold them up.

Licking his lips, Ostin reached first for the familiar underwear. The lace slid up his thighs with a whisper, Ostin’s cock thickening even as he tucked it away behind the soft material.

Sitting on the edge of the bed, Ostin stretched out one stocking. He’d watched Joy do this a hundred times; it couldn’t be that difficult!

Twenty minutes later, Ostin had a whole new respect for how easily Joy managed to get dressed every morning! But the stockings were on, clinging to the muscles in Ostin’s thighs. He moved to the mirror, swallowing hard at his first glimpse of himself.

He had to admit, he looked fuckable. The stockings made his lean legs look even longer, drawing attention up to the pale panties which strained over his thick cock.

As he moved, his legs slid against one another, made frictionless by the stockings exactly the way Joy’s usually were. Ostin’s blond hair was light enough not to ruin the impression. Shaving his legs had been a step further than he was willing to go. At least this time.

Pausing at their bedroom door, Ostin swallowed. “Are you ready?” He hoped Joy was still there, that she hadn’t got bored with waiting and wandered off.

“Oh, I’m so ready!” came an immediate answer. It seemed to make Ostin both lighter and more anxious. She sounded so eager; that was nice. Knowing that Joy had been waiting for him patiently but that she was also impatient about seeing him, that was pretty hot. Ostin just hoped that he measured up to whatever expectations she had. He knew she’d find him hot, but he wanted her to find him hot.

Taking a deep breath, Ostin finally stepped into the bedroom, Joy’s gaze immediately shooting to him. “Oh, wow,” she breathed. “Fuck, baby.” The way her breath caught in her throat was definitely a pretty good indication; Ostin couldn’t help but smile, his cock straining against the material of the panties.

“Yeah?” Once his first-moment nerves had passed, Ostin could feel his confidence building. He turned slowly, giving Joy an opportunity to appreciate the way the stockings clung like a second skin. With his back to her, Ostin paused, heat racing up his spine at the knowledge Joy was admiring his tight ass.

Turning back around to face her, Ostin grinned. “I feel pretty fucking sexy,” he admitted. Panties always made him feel both confident and submissive: a combination that Joy particularly enjoyed.

But this felt like more than that. The feeling of submissiveness was obviously good, but Ostin also did feel sexy. He was certain that before meeting Joy, this would have just been embarrassing. And sure, there was still a bit of that. The embarrassment colored the very edges of how Ostin felt, but it only enhanced the way he wanted to submit to Joy.

“You are sexy,” she confirmed. Standing up, Joy walked over to him. Unlike Ostin, Joy wasn’t wearing anything special. Her skirt and shirt were something Joy often wore around the house. That somehow made this even hotter. Like he was dressing up just for her. Which he obviously was!

Joy’s fingers traced over Ostin’s stomach and his muscles flexed involuntarily. “I want to see you on your knees,” she informed him.

His stomach flipped, heart knocking eagerly against his ribs. Ostin loved going to his knees. But he wanted to take his time, to show that he was obeying Joy’s orders with care and attention. So Ostin adjusted the stockings, making sure the lace-edging fully covered each of his knees.

Only once he was satisfied did Ostin sink down before Joy. Keeping his spine straight, he rested his hands on his knees, tipping his head back to watch Joy’s face. She smiled as she looked down at him, which sent a wave of pride through Ostin’s body.

“Like this?”

“Mmm, yes, that’s perfect,” she told him, making Ostin smile with pride. He thought she might reach out again, brush her hand over his shoulder, but Joy didn’t. Instead, she took a few steps back towards the bed. “You do look very nice,” she told him. “I think I’m going to leave you like this for a while.”

That made Ostin’s eyes widen. He hadn’t expected there to be a delay. In general, Joy was eager to play with Ostin when he dressed up. “I need a shower,” she informed him. “So I’m going to go do that and you’re going to stay like this for me, got it?”

Ostin wet his lips, feeling that embarrassment that had tinged the edges of his feelings grow stronger. It wasn’t really any different to sit waiting while Joy had her shower. There was no one else in the house who might see him. But not having Joy to focus on, to keep his attention on the good feelings, made Ostin’s stomach squirm.

But if Joy wanted it, then Ostin longed to give it to her. There was nothing he liked better than proving how very justified Joy’s confidence in him was. And Joy wouldn’t ask him to do this if she didn’t believe he was capable.

“Got it,” Ostin agreed, with a nod. “Will you -” He paused. “Do you know how long you’ll be?”

“Nope,” she replied easily. Ostin swallowed. That could mean ten minutes, it could mean an hour, or anything in between. There was no telling. And there would also be no way of knowing; they didn’t have a clock in their bedroom. Not one he could see from where he was knelt, anyway. Ostin shuffled slightly, making sure he was as physically comfortable as he could be. The stockings felt weird trapped between him and the carpet but Ostin was sure he could ignore that.

True to her word, Joy disappeared into the bathroom. Ostin focused on listening to the sounds through the open door, but the patter of Joy’s feet on the tiles and the rustle of her clothes quickly gave way to white noise as the shower came on. He didn’t dare to move, not wanting Joy to think he couldn’t follow her orders.

There was no knowing how long it took Joy in the shower. When the water finally stopped running, Ostin felt like he was in some sort of trance. It wasn’t until he felt Joy’s light touch against his back that it clicked in his head that she was back in the room with him.

“Mmm, good boy,” she hummed. “So obedient, always so good for me.”

“Yes.” The word left Ostin’s lips without any interference from his brain. He was good for Joy. He always wanted to do exactly as she had commanded to the best of his ability. “I like being good for you,” he added. “It feels… right.”

Called back to an awareness of his body, Ostin could feel his chest rising and falling, air passing through his nose and out between his parted lips.

The stockings stretched over Ostin’s knees as he shifted his weight. Joy walked around, wrapped in a towel that barely covered her. Ostin longed to be allowed to run his hands up her smooth, smooth legs.

“Did you have a good shower?”

Glancing over her shoulder at him, Joy grinned. “Oh, yes, very satisfying,” she hummed. “It was especially pleasant since I knew you’d be here, doing exactly what I told you to, looking stunning in your panties and stockings.” Hearing her say that out loud made Ostin’s breath catch.

His eyes darkened as he watched Joy drop the towel, her body tanned and still shiny in places with droplets of water dripping from her hair. “Would you like to feel just how hot I got thinking about you here? Kneeling because I told you to? Wearing those exquisite things?”

Ostin almost started forward. His desire for Joy was so strong that it was difficult to stay still. But he caught himself, holding back because Joy hadn’t given him permission. Yet. “Yes,” he groaned. “Of course I want to!”

Joy’s laugh wasn’t mocking, just genuinely delighted by Ostin’s enthusiasm. When she didn’t immediately say that he could touch her, Ostin tried again. “Please,” he added. “Please. I’ll do anything you want if you’ll just let me feel how hot you are.” Ostin would do anything Joy wanted anyway, whether she let him touch her or not.

Instead of answering immediately, Joy got on the bed on all fours, her ass swaying as she moved. It made Ostin’s mouth water, fingers absolutely itching to touch her. His cock was so hard, leaving a wet patch against the white lace he was wearing. Shifting, Ostin bit back a moan as the stockings reminded him of their existence.

Glancing over her shoulder at him, Joy smirked. “Come on then,” she told him. “Crawl over, I want to watch you. Then you may use your mouth to see just how hot I am because of you,” Joy added, that smirk widening.

Ostin hesitated just long enough to answer, “Yes, Joy.” Then, he was on his way, crawling slowly across their floor. Knowing Joy’s gaze was on him sent a hot wave of arousal through his body, the panties suddenly so tight around his cock.

Scrambling up onto the bed, Ostin groaned at the sight of Joy’s perfect ass. He wanted to rake his nails across the skin, to feel the firm flesh beneath his fingers. But Joy had been very explicit. Ostin kept his hands fixed on the sheets, leaning forward until his warm breath brushed over Joy’s pussy. She sighed, arching her back in expectation.

Finally, Ostin let his mouth meet Joy’s body. His tongue flicked out, gathering the taste of her before he swallowed with a moan of pleasure.

In response, Joy moaned, too. She rocked back against Ostin’s mouth, making him lap faster. “Mmm, that’s good,” she praised. “Do you like how wet I am for you? Just thinking about you in those beautiful panties and stockings? Dressed up for me! Looking so sexy all for me,” she praised. Ostin groaned in response, unwilling to pull his mouth back to give her an answer in words.

“You can touch me,” she allowed. “Hold my ass and make me feel good,” Joy demanded. “And if you make me come, I will think about not making you kneel more for me.” Even without seeing her face, Ostin could tell that a smirk was playing on Joy’s lips.

As much as Ostin loved to kneel for Joy, he was suddenly burning with curiosity to know what else she might have in mind. Besides, the temptation to make her come was something Ostin could never resist. He clutched at her ass, holding it steady as he worked his tongue deeper into Joy’s entrance.

Her hips bucked, grinding her pussy back against Ostin’s face. He could have stopped her; he chose not to. He liked seeing her enthusiasm, knowing that his touch was driving her closer and closer to orgasm.

From the sounds that Joy was making, Ostin could tell she was getting close. Intentionally, he slowed down, wanting to make Joy take longer, to build the pleasure until she could hardly take it. There was no reason not to; she hadn’t told him to make her come straight away!

“Ahh, fuck,” Joy swore, clearly recognizing just what Ostin was planning, but she didn’t tell him not to. He took that as adequate permission. Licking slower and slower, Ostin then picked the pace back up again. With every stroke, Joy’s moans got louder until again he knew she was close. So Ostin stopped.

“Uhhh,” came a groan. Ostin would have grinned had his mouth not been otherwise occupied. He didn’t want to push his luck too much. This time, when he got her to the edge, Ostin didn’t stop. “Oh, ohhh! Fuck, yes! Ostin!” Joy screamed. Ostin felt the way her muscles contracted, her orgasm washing over her.

His tongue teased her through it, enjoying every shuddering breath as Joy’s muscles slowly relaxed. Ostin stroked his fingers over her ass, just to enjoy the smoothness of her skin. His hard cock ached, keeping him aware of the way the panties held it in place.

Sitting back, Ostin let Joy turn over so she could smile at him. He grinned back. “Fuck, I love making you come,” he said, leaning forward so he could kiss gently up to Joy’s full breasts. “Thank you for letting me, Joy.”

He nuzzled against one breast, avoiding Joy’s nipple - at least until she gave him permission to do more.

“You’re very welcome,” she assured, her nails scratching over the back of Ostin’s neck. It sent a shiver down his spine, making him give a soft whimper. His cock was so fucking hard, but Ostin had no desire to ask Joy to do anything about that. That should be her decision, and hers alone. He hoped that he’d earned himself the right not to be left on his own again, though.

Moving a bit away from Ostin, Joy grinned. “I want you to go sit down in that chair,” she told him, nodding at the armchair by the window. Ostin was suddenly very glad he’d closed the curtains earlier!

Even though there was no chance anyone could peep in from the outside, it made his spine tingle to get up and walk away, knowing that Joy was enjoying the sight of his ass beneath a layer of delicate lace. He swayed his hips, the stockings whispering against one another on every step.

When he reached the chair, he turned, sinking into it slowly. His body felt the chill, already missing the heat of Joy’s skin against his own. Not sure what to do with his hands, Ostin rested them on the plush arm-rests of the chair.

“Yes?” he asked, eager for more instructions.

“Yes,” she repeated, as if he hadn’t been asking what else Joy wanted him to do. Ostin was sure she knew that, too, so he bit his lower lip not to ask for anything more. Too many questions would push him over into not getting anything! Ostin definitely didn’t want that. Instead, he watched as Joy got off the bed, her naked body so fucking hot, breasts bouncing as she moved.

His breath caught in his throat in anticipation. Ostin didn’t know what she was planning. Maybe to tie him up? Their toy box was only next to the bed, so she easily could. But Joy didn’t head for it. Instead, she prowled over to him, leaning in to brush her hands over Ostin’s shoulders and then lower to his stomach.

With his cock twitching behind the fabric of the panties, Ostin couldn’t hold back the groan that fell from his lips. He wanted to ask her what she was going to do, but he didn’t. Instead, Ostin watched as Joy smirked and then dropped down to her knees between his legs, making his eyes widen.

“You look good enough to eat,” she teased, her fingers caressing down his stomach and brushing over the material of his panties.

Ostin’s pulse quickened, his whole body so ready for whatever Joy might do. As she cupped his cock through the fabric, it took all Ostin’s willpower not to thrust forward into her hand. He held still, his muscles trembling with the effort, not wanting to do anything that might make Joy stop.

But she didn’t. She stroked lower, fingers moving confidently over Ostin’s balls. He groaned, face flushing hot with desire. As he looked down, he could see a wet spot from the precum at the head of his dick. It almost turned the white lace see-through, giving a glimpse of the rounded tip of his cock as it pushed against the fabric. Somehow, knowing that he’d dirtied the pristine material made Ostin feel even more delicious and dirty.

Joy seemed to think so, too, if the smirk playing on her lips was any indication. It made Ostin groan. So did the way she stroked his cock through the material. The next groan falling from his lips was even louder because Joy pulled the material down, releasing his cock. She rested it just at the base of his dick, trapping his balls.

The tightness made Ostin shift, but he didn’t dare to do so too much. Joy’s mouth was so fucking close that he could feel the heat of her breath against his cock. That smirk was still playing on her lips.

“Would you like me to touch you, Ostin?” she asked, licking her lips with such intent.

“Yes!” Barely above a whisper, Ostin’s voice was nonetheless urgent, full of desire. “Of course I do. I always want you to touch me.” His hands squeezed shut, closing around nothing as Ostin fought to hold himself still. “But especially now,” he added, not wanting Joy to misunderstand. Fuck, she was so close.

Ostin’s whole body vibrated, so much pent up longing moving through him that he could barely control it. “Please,” he begged. Joy liked it when he pleaded; maybe that would be what convinced her to follow through on her promising actions. “Please, Joy. Please touch me.”

“Ah, well, when you ask so nicely,” she hummed and then, fuck, she ran her tongue right from the base of Ostin’s cock to the tip, licking up the precum leaking out. His cry of pleasure echoed around them. Joy didn’t stop. Instead, she carefully ran her tongue over the tip of Ostin’s dick, wet and hot. He had to grip the arm-rests not to thrust up into her mouth.

When she did welcome him in, Ostin squeezed his eyes shut, the sight of her with his dick in her mouth, while he was still wearing the lace and stockings might have sent him over the edge. But as it was, the band of the panties squeezed his balls tighter, making Ostin groan deeply.

He pressed his feet down against the floor, feeling the sensuous smooth material catch between his toes. Joy’s mouth closed around him, the suction making Ostin cry out in pleasure. Her tongue worked against the underside of his cock, heat sizzling down every nerve.

“Fuck! Joy!” He risked a glance down, meeting Joy’s eyes as she looked up at him. The sight was unbearably erotic, making Ostin tip his head against the back of the chair. Joy just carried on, her lips traveling up and down Ostin’s dick like liquid fire.

She took him in deeper, her tongue swirling around and cheeks hollowing as she sucked his dick. The wetness and heat was so much that Ostin whined. Joy slowed down, which did help to keep his climax at bay, but didn’t actually make Ostin groan any less. Her mouth felt fucking amazing, head moving up and down slowly, tongue teasing as she moved.

Joy gave a low hum. It seemed to vibrate all the way through Ostin’s shaft, making him thrust up unexpectedly. It was certainly a mistake because Joy pulled back, letting his cock fall from her mouth with a wet popping sound.

“You’re not to move, Ostin,” she told him. From her tone, Ostin knew Joy wasn’t annoyed, more teasing than anything. “But I guess it’s okay. Do you think you might be ready to fuck me?” she asked, raising an eyebrow at him.

Ostin bit down hard on his lower lip, the pain helping him not to come just from the idea of fucking Joy while wearing panties and stockings. “Fuck,” he groaned. “Yes. I’m ready!” His nails scratched against the arm-rest as he made a concentrated effort not to reach for Joy. She wouldn’t appreciate being pulled into his lap, no matter how good it might feel for them both!

“Here? In the chair?” Ostin hoped so. But if Joy wanted him to move, if she wanted to watch him stand up with the panties pulled down and his cock still wet from her mouth, then Ostin would. He’d do anything Joy told him, and he’d love it!

Luck was definitely on his side, though, because Joy grinned and nodded. “Here in the chair,” she confirmed, before standing up. It was slow, deliberately so, and Ostin swallowed again. “You can touch me,” Joy allowed. She’d hardly gotten the words out before Ostin’s hands went to her sides, sliding over the hot skin and up to Joy’s breasts to cup them.

She gave a light moan when Ostin’s thumb brushed over her hardened nipple but she also moved in closer. Just as he’d hoped, Joy crawled into his lap, straddling his legs. The heat from her body rolled over him in waves. All Ostin could do was tilt his head up to catch one of her nipples between his lips.

“Ahh, fuck,” Joy breathed.

He nipped, knowing exactly how hard to bite to make Joy writhe against him. Her skin rubbed against Ostin’s cock, making him groan around Joy’s nipple before he pulled back. Sliding his hands over her body, Ostin explored the curves of her ass, giving a playful squeeze. He knew better than to try to pull Joy closer, no matter how much he might want to.

Instead, he leaned in closer, his lips traveling up Joy’s neck. He licked the taste of salt from her skin, reaching her earlobe and giving it a playful nibble. Joy sighed with pleasure, the sound lighting Ostin up from the inside.

He pressed his hips up, rubbing his cock against the heat of Joy’s thigh. “Now? Please?” His tone was desperate, his body aching for friction and contact.

She laughed and for a moment Ostin thought she might refuse, might leave him wanting. It was certainly her right to do so.

It truly was Ostin’s lucky day; Joy reached between them, her fingers wrapping around his cock. “Since you beg so nicely...” she grinned. They both knew that didn’t always work, but Ostin was certainly glad it did right now. There was a lot he’d promise Joy in this state.

Leading his cock to her pussy, Joy pushed forward, her breasts squishing against Ostin’s cheek. “I didn’t say you can stop,” she pointed out. He instantly returned his mouth to her nipple. As a reward, Joy led his cock inside her, the wet, tight heat welcoming him.

He groaned, the sound vibrating against her nipple and making Joy cry out in concert. Ostin’s tongue circled the hard tip of Joy’s breast over and over, only brushing across the center when he felt Joy’s body rock against him. His hands cupped her ass, not guiding her, just feeling the way she moved.

Her pussy was perfect, so tight and hot as she bounced up and down his on dick. Ostin did his best to keep his focus on her pleasure rather than his own. It wasn’t easy. Every move sent sensation spreading across Ostin’s body, every thrust making him want to drive his hips up to meet her.

“Mmm, yes, yes,” Joy moaned. Another soft ‘ahh’ fell from her lips. It made Ostin proud. It was his cock that was making Joy sound like that! She sped up riding him, too, making them both cry out. One of Joy’s hands moved up, gripping Ostin’s hair. She tugged it, not too hard, just enough to make him tilt his head back, unable to stop Joy’s nipple slipping from his lips.

She’d told him not to stop, though, so Ostin did do his best to get back to it, making Joy laugh softly. “You can kiss me instead,” she told him, grinding down against him. The motion made the panties tighten around Ostin’s balls, a whine rumbling up from deep in his chest.

He hurried to obey, tilting his head so he could catch Joy’s lips in a messy kiss. There was more passion than skill about it; it was hard to focus on kissing well when Ostin’s whole body ached with need.

Joy pressed against him, her breasts brushing tantalizingly against Ostin’s chest. He brought one hand up, cupping the full weight in his palm while Joy whimpered with pleasure against his lips.

As she fucked him, the chair pounded back against the wall, thumping hard with every thrust. Ostin raised his hips to meet her, trying to match her rhythm.

Pleasure coiled low in his stomach. Every time Ostin pushed up, the material of the stockings rubbed against Joy’s legs. He could feel the nylon between them, knowing it was him wearing it. His ass, too, was tight in the panties. The mix of different feelings seemed almost overwhelming.

Joy came down hard, rocking forward to press her breasts tighter against Ostin and into his touch where one hand cupped her. He was definitely so close, his climax edging closer and closer. But Joy didn’t slow, she kept fucking him, if anything, harder.

Of course, Ostin knew he was to ask for permission. He just also wanted to last more, to let her use him like this, to get fucked by Joy as much as she wanted.

She pulled back from his mouth, her lips flushed and her eyes sparkling. Ostin swallowed as Joy’s gaze dropped to his chest, to the sheen of sweat building up as he drove his cock up as hard as he could.

Ostin could only imagine the contrast between what Joy could see and what she could feel. The feminine brush of the stockings against her skin versus his hard chest, the muscles Joy had always appreciated.

The thought sent a shock of arousal through him, making Ostin bite down hard on his lower lip. “Fuck, Joy! I want to keep going, but you feel so good.”

Joy gave a soft laugh but it was easily replaced by another moan since she came down hard against Ostin’s cock again. “Ahh,” she moaned. “Well, if you make me come, I’ll let you come, how about that?” she offered. Ostin groaned but yes, fuck, yes! His hand instantly dropped between them, fingers keen to find Joy’s clit, to get her to that orgasm.

Thankfully, she seemed perfectly happy to help him, rocking forward and giving very indicative moans when he was getting it right. “Uhhh, fuck, yes! I love your cock, baby, so good! Tell me, tell me how good it feels to wear panties and stockings for me, I want to hear you say you love it.”

Ostin could barely feel the blush that burned his cheeks. He was so focused on making Joy bounce harder against his cock, his fingers teasing against her clit to make her moan again. “I do,” he breathed. “Fuck. I’d do anything for you, Joy. But this -”

It was hard to keep the words coming, but Ostin had to try. Joy had been very clear about what she wanted. “I love wearing these clothes for you. It makes me feel so sexy, so naughty!” And fuck, the way Joy looked at him burned its way past any resistance.

“I fucking love it. Especially because it gets you so hot.”

“Mmm,” she moaned in response. Saying things like that out loud made embarrassment pool low in Ostin’s stomach but it mixed with his arousal, pushing him closer to the edge. Almost desperately, Ostin moved his fingers faster, hoping to get Joy there before he failed her and came. From how she screamed with pleasure, from how her muscles tightened around him, Ostin knew she was close.

He focused so much on her, willing his own orgasm to wait. When she came, it was with such a loud cry that Ostin had to bite his lower lip again. “Fuuuck!” Joy cried. “Yes, baby! Ahh, fuck!” she moaned. “Come on, come with me! I want to feel you come inside me!” she demanded.

There was no way Ostin could have resisted that. He didn’t even want to. Snapping his hips up, he let the full force of his arousal sweep through him. Giving in to that sweet rush of pleasure was the best feeling on earth! Ostin shouted Joy’s name as he came, spilling himself inside her just as she had demanded.

Her body continued to move against him, sending shudders of pleasure all the way down to Ostin’s stocking-clad toes. He groaned, the tight band of the panties under his balls rubbing in a way that came dangerously close to being too much.

“Fuuck,” he groaned. “God, Joy. You feel so amazing.”

Catching his lips with hers, Joy licked inside Ostin’s mouth, their tongues meeting in a much more relaxed kiss. Lifting herself up, Joy let Ostin’s softening cock slide out of her wet pussy. They both groaned at that, but Joy didn’t pull back until they both needed to catch their breaths.

“Mmm, that was very good,” she commented. “You were very good,” she added and then smirked in a way that made Ostin think there was more coming. His brain was hardly managing to catch up with what was going on, so it took Ostin a moment to realize that Joy was giving him instructions.

“I said,” she repeated, but there was no annoyance in her tone, “that you best pull those panties back up, I want you to go take care of the dishes.” She smirked and Ostin’s eyes widened at the realization that she expected him to keep the panties and stockings on!

But fuck, the thought of doing the dishes still wearing them made him feel hot all over! He had no doubt he would get hard again. He could only hope that his luck would hold long enough for Joy to help him enjoy it!

“Yes, Joy.” Standing up, Ostin’s face flushed red as he readjusted the panties to cover his spent, sticky cock. He was making such a mess of them!

Maybe, later, Joy would even want to punish him for not keeping his clothes tidy. Whether she did or not, Ostin was going to enjoy the rest of their evening together.
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