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Mason had never felt so simultaneously nervous and excited. All day, waves of eager anticipation had rocked through him, lifting him far above his usual mood of taking everything as it came. This was Tara’s first birthday since they’d become a couple nearly a year ago, and Mason wanted to make sure it was perfect!




When he’d asked what she wanted as a gift, Tara had only asked that Mason take the day off from work so that they could spend it together. It had been Mason’s decision to wake up early so he could bring Tara breakfast pastries from her favorite bakery. Eating them in bed had been delicious and decadent, especially when Tara had fed Mason the last bite from her sticky fingers.




He’d changed the sheets after, so that they wouldn’t have to worry about crumbs. And when Tara had suggested they christen the freshly-made bed, Mason certainly hadn’t said no to letting Tara ride him until she came!




The rest of the day, Mason had let Tara call the shots. She chose where they went for lunch, what film they saw at the movie theater, and what shops they went to after. Mason had even let Tara pick out a new recipe book for their kitchen and made her a meal out of it.




He’d insisted she go through to the living room while he washed up, excitement bubbling away inside him until it was more than he could stand. Finally, every dish had been cleaned and every surface had been wiped.




Mason joined Tara in the living room, standing with his hip propped against the wall. “I know you said you didn’t need a gift,” he started, “but I sort of got you one anyway.” Slowly, he crossed the room to the cupboard where he’d stashed the wrapped parcel.




“I ordered it online. If you don’t like it we don’t have to -” He stopped, not wanting to give the game away. He and Tara had talked about using a whip together in the bedroom. Mason even knew that Tara had used them in her past relationships. But this was a whip for Tara to use on him. And that sent sparks of desire shooting all over Mason’s body.




He handed it to her. “Go on,” he urged. “Open it.”




She gave him a look, almost as if trying to predict what might be in the box, but from the small frown that Mason saw on her face, he knew she had no idea. That just made him more excited as he watched Tara tear the wrapping paper away. The box was very classy and non-descript, so it wasn’t giving her any clues either.




“A mystery,” she murmured. It made Mason beam with pride that he might have intrigued her.




Once Tara opened the box, Mason felt his breath catch in his throat, anticipating her reaction. The small ‘oh’ of surprise that she gave didn’t really tell Mason anything about what she was actually thinking.




The way Tara’s fingers gently slid over the shaft of the whip made Mason’s cock stir. “It’s lovely,” she commented before glancing up at him. “Is it for me to use?” she asked but there was a small smirk, like Tara already knew exactly what the answer would be and was pleased with it.




“If you want to,” Mason agreed. He was longing for Tara to use the whip on him. Ever since she’d mentioned having experience with one, fantasies had been dancing through Mason’s head. Just looking at Tara touching the whip was enough to set them off again, his mouth going dry with arousal. But it had to be something that Tara wanted, too. Mason hoped that it was going to be, otherwise it would be a pretty shit gift.




He shifted forward, drawn as if by a magnet to a position where he could watch Tara’s fingers slide over the handle of the whip. She hadn’t pulled away; Mason was taking that as a good sign. “What do you think?” he asked. “I tried to get something similar to what you described using before.”




“I think it’s very nice,” Tara answered without any hesitation. “The material is soft but also firm.” She took the whip out of its box then, giving a light tap with it against her own hand. It made Mason swallow a small groan. He almost volunteered to let her test it against him, but he knew she needed to become acquainted with it first.




It looked good in her hands. Mason was sure it’d look even better if she would be using it to whip him. Tara knew what he was thinking, he was certain, because she smirked again. “I would enjoy whipping you with this,” she told him.




He grinned, the excitement bursting forth inside him until it felt like Mason’s whole body had filled with butterflies. “I’m glad you like it. I know you said you didn’t need a gift, but I wanted to give you something.” He reached out, brushing his own fingers along the whip between where Tara was touching it.




“Besides, this is kind of a gift for me, too,” he admitted. “I’ve been so excited all day!” Not that Mason wouldn’t have felt excited about Tara’s birthday without the whip - just being with her was exciting, every day.




He glanced down at her, tongue sliding slowly over his lower lip. “Would you like to try it out tonight?”




She seemed to think about it but when Tara looked up, Mason recognized that look. The look of pure determination. It was definitely one of his favorites but also one that often spelled trouble for him.




“Why wait?” she asked. “We could try it out now, don’t you think?” Mason certainly didn’t have objections to such a proposal. In fact, his cock stiffened in his pants, making Mason swallow.




“Yes,” he agreed, nodding his head slowly. The nervousness was back, tangling like knots in Mason’s stomach. But it was a good kind of nervousness! This wouldn’t be the first time he’d done something with Tara that he’d never done before. She always made it spectacular! Mason trusted her absolutely.




His arms hung loosely by his sides, hands swaying a little; he wasn’t sure what to do with them, but moving eased some of the restless energy inside him. “Should I - get undressed? Do you want to go to the bedroom first?”




“I think the bedroom will be better suited for us,” Tara hummed. Mason nodded eagerly. Maybe a bit too eagerly, but if Tara thought so, she didn’t mention it. Instead, she held her hand out to him so he could follow her to the bedroom. Mason knew exactly where it was, of course, but it was still thrilling to have Tara lead him.




Once there, she sat down on the bed, crossing her legs. “Now you can strip,” she told him. It became very clear quickly that what Tara planned to do was just sit there and watch. Mason felt a little objectified and he loved it.




His lips twitched into a smile as he lifted his hands to the buttons of his shirt. Each one slipped free, revealing a line of skin down the center of Mason’s chest. He opened the fabric slowly, inch by inch, enjoying the way Tara’s eyes lingered on the muscles that shifted as he moved. Finally, he dropped the shirt to the ground, tongue darting over his lips to wet them.




Mason’s cock was still hard against the front of his pants. He flicked the button and slid the zip down with flair, biting back a groan at the relief of not having his dick restrained by the material. A slight blush touched each cheek, but Mason did his best to ignore it. He wasn’t ashamed that he was hard already. It just showed Tara how willing he was, how sexy he found the thought of her with a whip in her hand!




Focusing on the way Tara licked her lips in response, Mason swayed his hips, enjoying when it made Tara’s breath catch. He might not be the sexiest person out there, or even in this room, but Mason knew that Tara enjoyed watching him. When his eyes moved away from her lips, it was so they could drop down to her hands.




Tara’s fingers stroked the leather of the whip almost absentmindedly. Except that when she caught his gaze, Tara smirked. “Oh, don’t worry, baby, I’m going to whip you nice and needy until you beg me to stop.”




Desire pooled like molten fire in the pit of Mason’s stomach. Tara’s words by themselves would have been enough to send him to his knees, if he hadn’t already been busy following her orders. With eager fingers, Mason dropped his pants, kicking his way out of them and stripping off his socks. It left him in nothing but his boxers, stretched generously over the bulge of his cock.




Tara gave a faint nod, which was all that Mason needed! He slipped the boxers down over the swell of his ass, letting them fall to the floor with the rest of his clothes.




His cock slapped lightly against his stomach, making Mason itch to wrap his fingers around it and feel that sweet, sweet friction.




He swallowed, his gaze fixed on Tara. “What next?” he asked, feeling those nervous butterflies intensify.




Tara hummed, like she needed to think about it. Mason was pretty sure she didn’t. Tara was usually four moves ahead of him no matter what they did, but he hardly planned to rush her. It made him feel exposed to stand naked in front of her like this, but that wasn’t a bad feeling either.




“I think I’m going to have you against a wall,” she decided. “Legs spread, hands against the wall,” she told him, before nodding at their bedroom wall. “Go on, I want to see how obedient you look.”




Fuck. Mason had to hold back a groan of pleasure at the image Tara conjured. It took him a moment even to remember that he was supposed to obey. “Sure, sure.” He nodded, his voice almost breathless as he moved across the room. Turning away from Tara took a monumental effort, but it would be worth it when he felt the first touch of the whip against his skin.




Slowly, Mason pressed himself against the wall. He held his hips back, not wanting to rub his cock against their wallpaper - not unless Tara told him that was something she wanted. He spread his legs, leaning his chest and forearms against the sturdy support of the wall as he placed his hands out to either side.




Mason had to crane his neck to look over his shoulder at where Tara was still sitting on the bed. Her hands caressed the whip lazily, almost as if she were hypnotized by the sight of him in front of her.




“Eyes front,” Tara instructed and Mason’s head snapped forward. Staring at a wall was hardly his favorite, but knowing that Tara was there, watching him, waiting just because she could, made anticipation build even more. Mason pondered if that was rather the point. Swallowing, he tried to at least hear what she might be doing.




He could hear when she rose from the bed, the springs creaking ever so lightly. Tara wasn’t wearing heels, but Mason could almost imagine the way they might click against the floor if she did.




A shiver ran through him when the tip of the whip traced over his back. It was a soft touch, barely there at all, but enough to make Mason’s body react.




The leather was soft, whispering over Mason’s skin. He could actually hear it, the sound it made as Tara traced shapes and patterns over Mason’s back. His fingers pressed against the wall as his body swayed back into the touch. The moment he moved, Tara pulled the whip away. Even without words, her message was clear.




Mason stayed still after that, the tickling touch tugging at his senses. He had to lick his lips and swallow, letting his forehead come to rest against the wall. When the whip dipped lower, tracing lightly over the muscles of Mason’s ass, he felt his cock throb with desire.




Finally, Tara pulled away. Mason hoped it was because she was satisfied with soft touches. He held his breath, waiting to see what would happen next.




The anticipation was certainly half of the point, Mason was sure.




He kept his eyes forward, both because Tara had told him to but also because it was exciting not to see what she was doing. When the whip did come back, it was in a harsh sting against Mason’s ass, making him whine loudly.




“Mmm,” Tara hummed. “You sound good,” she informed him. This time, Mason heard the way the whip whisked through the air before it landed against his skin once more. The pain was sharp and instant even if Tara didn’t hit him very hard. Not yet, anyway.




Without conscious thought, Mason arched his back. It was only when Tara chuckled that he realized what he was doing, making his ass more of a target for her to whip! Heat blossomed in his cheeks as he blushed, but he didn’t straighten his spine. He wanted Tara to whip him again. And while Mason wasn’t about to shout it from the rooftops, he hardly minded Tara knowing.




And, clearly, she had no objection to him enjoying himself. Tara brought the whip down once more, the tip stinging this time against the soft flesh of Mason’s side. He groaned, fire flooding through him as his concentration narrowed to that one spot.




It was impossible not to hold his breath as he awaited the next blow. The pain from the previous hits stung through him so amazingly. There was a feeling as if color bloomed all through Mason. It hurt, sure, but it did so much more than that. It made his whole body feel alive as adrenaline pulsated through him.




“Fuck, Mason, you make such great sounds,” Tara breathed. She reached her hand out to run it over Mason’s ass, her fingers lingering at the curve before she gave it a squeeze. Having the whip-made red lines pressed against like that pushed yet another deep groan from Mason, which he supposed was rather her objective.




He felt sensitive all over, from the roots of his hair to the tips of his toes. He yearned to glance over his shoulder, to watch as Tara lifted the whip and brought it down. What would her face look like, as Mason moaned from the pain she sent sweeping through him? Mason tried to fight the urge, biting down on his lower lip, but the curiosity was too strong.




Turning his head, his eyes swept over Tara’s form. She was still fully dressed, but that just made her look even more powerful, the fabric clinging to her curves. Mason moaned, the sound pouring from his mouth before he could stop it.




Her eyes met his, making Mason suck his lower lip between his teeth. She looked so hot, her eyes dark with lust. Holding his gaze, she brought the whip down again, the sharpness of pain shooting all the way through him. Watching her enjoy hitting him was hot in a different way from the anticipation that Mason felt when he didn’t know when a blow might land.




“You enjoy watching me?” Tara asked, smirking slightly. “Come on then, first, help me strip and then I want you to move that mirror,” she nodded towards their full-length mirror. “So you can watch me when I make you get on all fours on the bed for me.”




Mason’s eyes widened. There had been a brief moment, when he’d met Tara’s eyes, that he’d worried his disobedience might have annoyed her. Instead, it seemed like she was rewarding him with the ability to watch her even more easily. “Yes,” he agreed, his voice a fervent whisper that carried across the distance between them.




He turned around, wincing slightly as his ass grazed the wall, the lines of pain flaring for a moment before the sensation ebbed once more. He turned to Tara, his hands reaching for her waist, pulling her close enough that he could feel the heat of her skin.




Quickly, Mason untucked her shirt, not lingering to brush against her, no matter how much he might want to. He was careful to keep his hips back, not to drag his cock against her skirt as he found the button and the zipper that let it slide down over the curve of her hips and ass.




Tara turned to accompany him or that was what Mason assumed. Rather than just letting him help her out of the skirt fully, Tara rubbed her ass against Mason’s cock, making him groan deeply.




“Mmm, I can tell you’ve been enjoying your light beating,” she smirked, glancing over her shoulder at him. “I do always enjoy just how nice and hard you get for me, baby. And we’re not even done yet! I must make sure that you remember just how good it felt every time you sit down tomorrow...”




Mason whimpered, his cock growing impossibly harder at the thought. “Yeah, fuck,” he murmured. “Please, Tara, that sounds amazing, and you look so good!” His hands slid up under her blouse while he pressed his chest against her back. He eased it off, straining over Tara’s lovely full breasts before he threw the garment to the floor.




Left in only her underwear, Tara looked even better. “Should I keep going?” he asked. Already, his hands cupped Tara’s breasts through the lace of her bra, grinning as he felt her nipples harden against his palms. He ground forward, cock pressing hard against the curve of Tara’s ass.




The soft moan she gave in response sparked its way through Mason’s body. She pushed back against him again, letting his cock rub against her even harder. Mason almost felt like he needed to pull back but he hardly had that sort of willpower. It was much easier to trust that Tara would just do whatever she wanted.




“Leave my panties on,” Tara told him. “But you can take my bra off.” Mason did not need to be told twice, his hands working the fastenings open so his hands could then return to Tara’s breasts, to give those nipples even more attention.




She tipped her head back, hair brushing against Mason’s bare chest. He could feel the moan that vibrated through her, starting just under her ribs before it rose up to fill the empty air around them. Encouraged, Mason tugged harder, making Tara’s breath catch in her throat. “Fuck,” he muttered, “you’re so hot like this.” She still had the whip in one hand, swishing it lightly against her calf.




Reluctantly, Mason forced himself to take a step back. Tara had told him she wanted him to move the mirror, and that was what he was going to do. Ignoring how hard his cock throbbed, Mason crossed the room, squeezing between the mirror and the wall so he could push it out. “Which way?” he asked, waiting for directions.




“Next to the bed, so you can watch yourself.” Tara smirked. Mason gave a soft groan, the image flashing through his mind. Seeing their reflection like this, with Tara wielding the whip, maybe even seeing the way Mason’s skin reddened after a hit? It was going to be pretty fucking epic.




Once he’d set the mirror up just how Tara had instructed - and there was something very hot in that, too, the way she just knew what she wanted - Mason got on the bed on all fours. He glanced over his shoulder at Tara and she grinned.




“Look at the mirror, not at me,” she told him.




Shifting, Mason turned his head so he was gazing at the reflected image of his ass. There were already lines across it - pale pink reminders of the places that had felt the sting of Tara’s whip. Desire coiled in the pit of Mason’s stomach. He wanted to see those marks grow more intense as Tara hit him harder - and he wanted to watch the way she looked as she put more of her strength behind the whip as it landed on his skin.




His cock ached, making Mason squeeze his hands into fists around the bedsheets. He swallowed, anticipation building once more. He could feel Tara’s presence, hear her shifting her weight, even sense the rise and fall of her bare breasts. But he couldn’t see her, not until she chose to allow him to, and that made waiting for what would happen next even more exciting.




When she did move into the reflection of the mirror, Mason swallowed. Seeing her like this, mostly naked, with a whip in her hand, as if she was inspecting him? It was hot. It made lust roll in waves through Mason’s body.




“You look good, baby,” Tara praised. She reached out to run a hand over his ass, making Mason hiss at the sudden soreness of his skin. It wasn’t an unpleasant feeling and Tara had said she planned to do enough for him to remember this tomorrow, too. Not that Mason felt he’d forget anyway.




Then, when she moved her hand away, it was to replace it with the tip of the whip, tracing the curve of Mason’s ass with it. “Ready or not,” she murmured and Mason caught the smirk in the reflection of her beautiful lips. The whip came down hard against his ass, making the edges of Mason’s vision blur ever so briefly, possibly from trying to keep his focus on the mirror.




The flash of pain was accompanied by a spot of bright red on his skin. It faded almost instantly, but seeing it there, knowing that Tara had been the one to cause it, made Mason’s heart thunder against his ribs. Tara barely let him catch his breath, bringing the whip down once, twice, three more times before she paused. Mason gasped, remembering to breathe as his head seemed to spin.




“Fuuuck,” he groaned, dragging the word out. His knuckles were white, his palms sweaty around the fistfuls of sheets. A sizzling pain spread all across his ass, throbbing in time with the beat of his heart. As Tara waited, watching, the intensity ebbed. It left Mason with a lingering ache that made his toes curl. “It’s good,” he moaned. “Fuck, Tara, it’s really good!”




The break she allowed gave Mason’s breath the opportunity to return. He could feel the adrenaline rush through him. Everything felt so noticeable, the pain highlighting everything else. Including the throbbing of Mason’s cock. Precum was practically leaking from him, but it was easy enough to not focus on it or on any one thing in particular.




“We’ll do another five,” Tara said. “And then we’ll be done.” Mason equally wanted and didn’t want to be done. The pain felt good but he was a little desperate for the pleasure side, too. “I want you to count for me,” Tara told him.




Biting his lip, Mason nodded. He pressed his palms flat against the mattress, using the feeling to ground him and remind him to stay in the moment. As much as he liked giving himself over to the pain, he knew he couldn’t do that and count as Tara whipped him.




The first strike landed with a crack that seemed to echo around the room. “One,” Mason panted, pride swelling in him that he’d so far managed to follow Tara’s instructions. She made him wait, hand stroking over the lines the whip had left and making Mason whimper.




“Two!” He groaned, vision swimming once again as he tried to split his attention between counting and the image of them in the mirror.




Five hadn’t seemed very much when Tara had said it, but as the sting bloomed across Mason’s ass, he started to rethink. The blows were the harshest she’d dealt the whole evening. Not so hard that they might split his skin, but certainly harsh enough to bring the blood close to the surface.




“Three,” he whined, breathing out deeply.




“Eyes on the mirror,” Tara instructed and it was only then that Mason realized he’d shut his eyes. He watched her reflection, watched the way Tara’s breasts bounced as she pulled her arm back to bring the whip down once more.




A barely audible ‘four’ fell from Mason’s lips and Tara met his eyes in the mirror. “Louder,” she demanded.




He groaned, but her instructions gave him something else to focus on, other than the pain that flamed across his skin. “Four!” he repeated, almost shouting the word. In the mirror, Tara beamed. She looked so proud and pleased with him that it made Mason smile back, despite the stinging of his ass.




Tara shifted her weight, her cheeks pink with a combination of exertion and desire. Arousal swirled through Mason as he realized she was enjoying this, that it turned her on to see him submit to a whipping. “Go on,” he urged.




Unsurprisingly, his encouragement only made Tara pause. Clearly, she was not going to allow him to dictate when she delivered the last blow. And Mason didn’t really want her to. It was much more exciting to wait, trying to hold himself ready without knowing when it would come.




She took her time, too. Mason almost asked her if she actually was going to do it, but before he could, the fifth blow came. It was the hardest of them all, no doubt. It made Mason see stars and cry out such a deep, primal sound.




The ‘five’ he did manage to say was loud, but it was also definitely pained. His ass was so sore and then Tara reached out to run a hand over it, squeezing against the red marks left. Mason’s eyes refocused on her in the mirror, on the way she smirked at him when she caught his gaze.




“You’ve done very well, baby,” she promised. “And as a reward, I’m going to let you make me come.” Mason watched as she took a step back, setting the whip down and pulling her panties off. The sight alone made his mouth water.




Returning to the bed, Tara got on it at the head end, giving Mason another grin. “You may serve me from the position you’re in.”




A shudder traveled down Mason’s spine. Fuck, nobody had ever referred to him eating them out as serving before. Somehow, it made him want to do it even more. Licking his lips in anticipation, he shuffled a little up the bed, taking care not to change his position while still bringing him between Tara’s spread legs.




He dipped his head, nipping a gentle line of bites up the inside of one thigh. The slight sting made Tara’s breath catch, but she didn’t tell him to stop. Continuing upwards, Mason let his lips drag across Tara’s sensitive skin. When he reached her pussy, he didn’t hesitate, teasing his tongue over her and moaning at the taste that flooded his mouth.




She was so wet. Almost more so than Mason had expected. It made him instantly realize that it was the whipping that had made her so wet. His cries of pain had made her hot. Knowing that made him harder, if that was even possible.




But Mason paid no attention to that. Instead, all of his focus was on Tara, on making her scream. His tongue lapped up the wetness before circling her clit  and then pressing against it just to hear how she sounded when he did so.




One of Tara’s hands fell to Mason’s head, her fingers gripping his hair. “Fuck, baby, yesyes,” she moaned. “Ahhh, fuck!” Her hips rocked forward, pussy pressing harder against Mason’s mouth.




He welcomed it, letting her grip in his hair guide him to where she wanted to feel him the most. Sliding his tongue lower, Mason pressed it inside her, fucking her with quick, forceful strokes. He could feel her wetness smearing across his cheeks as she ground her pussy against him.




Mason’s ass still ached, somehow making every other sensation feel so much more intense. Tara’s fingers in his hair tugged against his scalp, sending tingles of pleasure-pain all the way down to the tips of Mason’s toes. Her moans filled Mason’s ears, raising his temperature and making him even more determined to continue pulling those noises from her.




He could tell that she was close, her muscles tensing and the speed at which she rocked against him increasing. Tara’s moans also got louder, resounding against the walls. There was a string of ‘yesyesyes’ and ‘ahh’s followed by ‘uhh’s. It all sounded like music to Mason’s ears.




“Fuck! Yes!” Tara whined loudly and Mason gripped one of her hips harder. “Uhhhh!” Tara cried, her orgasm shaking through her, making her almost curl forward in ecstasy. Mason licked her through it until Tara was ready to push him away, her cheeks flush with pleasure.




“Good boy,” she praised, stroking his cheek. “Now do the same but with your dick,” she told him, grinning.




Mason laughed, more from the surprise of Tara’s invitation than anything else. He was only too happy to oblige, of course! His cock twitched with interest, his whole body lighting up at the thought of how hot and wet Tara’s pussy would feel around him. He shuffled forward, instinctively moving to lift his hands from the bed before wondering if he was allowed.




Glancing up, the sight of Tara still flushed from her orgasm made pride uncurl in Mason’s chest. “Can I touch you?” he asked, eagerly “With my hands, I mean. Fuck, Tara, I want to be able to hold you and play with your nipples.” He bit his lip to keep yet more words from spilling out, trying to wait patiently for Tara to give him an answer.




It was her turn to laugh, but it was playful, making Mason grin back. “You can definitely touch me,” she nodded. “And you are very much allowed to play with my nipples.” Mason didn’t need to be told twice. With his hands against Tara’s sides, he pulled her down the bed until her head could rest against the pillows.




His body was much bigger than hers, caging her under him. Yet despite their position, Mason didn’t for a moment question that it was her who was in charge. Tara lifted her hips up, her legs wrapping around Mason to align their bodies more easily. And then the heels of her feet pressed against the red marks she’d left on his ass.




Mason howled at the sensation that tore through him, blotting everything else out for one long moment. It hurt - and he’d almost forgotten how much the whipping had pained him, distracted by Tara’s demand for orgasms. But the ache was so sweet, making Mason’s stomach flip with desire.




Luckily, he no longer had to wait! Grasping the base of his cock with one hand, he lined it up against Tara’s pussy, groaning at the wetness that greeted him. With one sure thrust, he filled her up, pleasure racing down his spine to join the sting that radiated from his ass.




Together, it was almost more than Mason could take! He grunted, pulling back and thrusting forward out of instinct, fucking Tara down against the mattress as she bucked up to meet him.




Her legs tightened around him, but she didn’t press her heels against him harder. Instead, Tara moved her feet so that every time Mason moved back her heels would press into his skin, but when he fucked forward he’d get that sweet relief.




Every rock of his hips made Mason’s ass brush over Tara’s heels, reminding him of the marks there. The pain wasn’t too harsh, but it stung just enough. Trying to focus on something else, Mason brought one of his hands up to Tara’s breast, her nipple hard against his fingers as if already expecting that touch.




He teased, fingers tugging this way and that, just lightly enough to make a moan bubble in Tara’s throat. Her hips pressed up to meet him, pleasure spreading through Mason in a delicious contrast to the cycle of pain and relief offered by Tara’s heels.




“Fuck!” he shouted, thrusting forward harder, faster. The bed bounced under them, headboard knocking against the wall. When Tara cried out, Mason tightened his grip, bending his head to swirl around her other nipple with his tongue.




He could feel pleasure sweeping over and over him, building up to an almost irresistible pitch. But then Tara shifted her feet, a sudden surge of pain flashing over him. It let Mason hold on a little longer, focusing all of his attention on making sure Tara was enjoying herself.




He rolled her nipple between his fingers before giving it quite a harsh tug. It wasn’t going to be painful, but it’d be enough for Tara to feel it. The way her hips bucked up to meet his body, Mason knew he’d been successful. He repeated the motion, his tongue lapping her harder and harder.




Giving a small bite at the same time as tugging her nipple, Mason pushed Tara over that sweet edge.




“Yes! Fuck! Ahhh!” she cried, her pussy squeezing tightly around Mason. It was all it took for him to come with her, just as her heels once again pressed against his sore ass.




Pain and pleasure joined together until Mason could hardly tell one sensation from the next. He wrapped his arms around Tara, pulling her body against his as they both cried out, their twin sounds bouncing off the walls around them. Slowly, his hips came to a stop, his softening cock slipping from within Tara’s body.




He groaned, burying his head in her cleavage as he breathed hard, trying to get enough oxygen into his lungs. “Fuck!” It had been such an intense orgasm that Mason could almost still feel it ringing through his body.




Tara’s skin was hot against his, soft as silk where Mason ran his hands gently over her curves. “That was amazing,” he breathed, shifting so he could lift his head and meet Tara’s eyes. “Did you enjoy it?” he asked, eagerly. It had, after all, been Tara’s birthday gift.




Mason didn’t truly expect her to say ‘no’, but it still felt amazing when she laughed, her hand brushing over his back. “Yes, of course, I did,” Tara confirmed. Pride bloomed across Mason’s chest. He’d picked the gift well, then, if she’d enjoyed it!




“You really did look and sound very hot,” Tara hummed. Glancing over at the mirror, Mason smiled at them both. They looked spent and tired, but also deeply satisfied. Tara’s hand kept stroking over his back and then slid lower to Mason’s ass. “I should probably put something on this, just to make sure you’re not in too much pain tomorrow.”




When Mason turned back to look at her, Tara grinned. “Just the right amount of pain.”




And yeah, that sounded pretty fucking great.




Just the right amount of pain.
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Making Men Submit




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




Submit to Them




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




Femdom Wedding Stories




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




They Make the Rules




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




Bending Him Over




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




She Dominates




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




Yes, Mistress




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




He Is Tied Up




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