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She Demands Pleasure

The girls’ holiday this year was to the southern coast of sunny Spain. It was the first time they’d been there. So far, Blaire was a big fan. The beaches were beautiful and there were a lot of parties specifically for those there on vacation. Blaire had spent quite a few nights dancing until the morning came.

Today, she had a different plan.

It was hardly a vacation if Blaire didn’t get laid. And luckily for her, there was choice aplenty. There weren’t that many locals, but she wasn’t particularly interested in finding someone with local knowledge. No, what her current tastes desired was a nice frat boy who Blaire might teach a thing or two.

She was, really, on the hunt.

In the end, Blaire didn’t have to look very far.

He was tall, broad-shouldered, a mess of sandy brown hair flopping into his eyes. His name was Oakley. Blaire could swear she’d never heard a more American name. He was perfect.

“Can I buy you a drink, Oakley?” Blaire asked, leaning against the bar next to him. She saw surprise flash across his face, possibly from her already knowing his name - she’d asked one of his friends - or maybe because she’d offered to buy him a drink.

“Sure, sure,” Oakley agreed. His tongue darted out to wet his lower lip, strikingly pink in his bronzed face. “If I can buy you a drink, in return.” Blaire supposed that was very polite.

Or just very traditional. And Blaire had no interest in men who insisted on being traditional.

“Where are you from?” Oakley asked, leaving an obvious pause for Blair to fill in her own name.

“Blaire,” she answered before ordering them both drinks. She didn’t ask Oakley what he wanted. She’d seen him drinking bottles of watered-down lager; Blaire ordered another one of those. It almost definitely gave away the fact that she’d been watching him. But that was her intention.

And, really, if Blaire hadn’t wanted him to know, she wouldn’t have asked one of his friends what his name was. “I’m from South Africa,” she answered easily. “Have you ever been?” Blaire didn’t live there anymore. She spent most of her time in Europe these days, but she knew her accent gave away her country of origin.

“No,” Oakley answered, taking the bottle off the bartender and tipping it in a toast to Blaire. “This is my first time out of Maine,” he explained. “Some buddies wanted to party before we go back to college in the fall. This is where we decided to come.”

He grinned, taking a swig of his lager. “So how do you like Spain?” he asked. “I guess it’s pretty different from South Africa.”

His gaze lingered on Blaire’s low-cut top. But that, too, was part of Blaire’s plan.

“In some ways it’s different, yeah, but there are similarities.” The sunny weather, for one, was pretty reminiscent of home. But Blaire hardly wanted to talk about weather. What she wanted to talk about - if anything - was Oakley and how she could get him to do all the things she wanted.

He didn’t seem shy. That was good, but Oakley probably assumed there was going to be a lot more work involved in getting into Blaire’s panties than she planned there to be. No, all of the work she was envisioning was going to come after.

“Tell me, Oakley, how much do you want to have sex with me?” Blaire asked, not really bothering to hide the smirk that graced her lips.

Oakley’s ocean-blue eyes widened. He really was very attractive. Blaire could hardly wait to see if he was similarly tanned all over.

“Like, out of ten?” Oakley asked. The question made Blaire laugh. But sure, out of ten, why not? She nodded. Oakley didn’t have to think about it for long. “Ten, definitely.” He grinned. “You’re hot. Why, how much do you want to have sex with me?”

Blaire grinned, reaching out to slide a perfectly manicured finger over Oakley’s chest. “At least a ten,” she said a little teasingly. Oakley was very attractive, there was no point in denying that. But he was also attractive to Blaire in just the right way. Or so she assumed.

“Are you willing to do all the things I want you to?” Blaire asked. Before Oakley could ask for specificity, she carried on. “I’d love to tie you to my hotel bed, Oakley,” Blaire said, taking a step closer, her body pressing into his. She saw him swallow, whether at the closeness or the words, she wasn’t sure. “Make you pleasure with me with your mouth until my body can hardly take any more orgasms. And then, I’d love to ride you, hard and fast until you explode inside me.”

“Fuck.” The word burst out of Oakley, along with all the breath he’d been holding while Blaire had cozied up against his body. His fingers tightened around the neck of his bottle, clutching it in a grip so tight that his knuckles popped prominently.

He swallowed again, one hand coming up to rest against Blaire’s waist. His fingers spanned the curve of her body, dropping to dig into her hip. “Yeah,” he agreed. “I’ll do whatever you want, if it’s that.”

It wasn’t a very coherent answer. But Blaire felt that it would do.

“Good,” she confirmed, her hand sliding to find Oakley’s free one so she could grasp it in hers. “Come on then,” Blaire said, waiting only long enough for Oakley to set his half-drunk beer bottle down on the bar before she dragged him out with her. At least two of Oakley’s friends wolf-whistled as they went. Blaire didn’t care.

Her hotel was barely a two-minute walk away. The hot Spanish air pressed Oakley closer to Blaire. She was glad she’d insisted on not sharing a room with one of her friends.

Closing the door behind them, Blaire pushed Oakley up against it, slamming her lips against his in a hot kiss. Her tongue licked inside his mouth, exploring it and moaning against it as Oakley’s tongue met hers. When she pulled back, both of them were breathless.

“Strip,” she instructed. “And then you may undress me, too.”

Oakley’s shoes were off almost before Blaire had finished the sentence. He bent down, tugging his socks off. He followed them with the rest of his clothes, looking like a wild tumble of limbs until he was finally bare.

His chest and abs were every bit as delicious as Blaire had imagined they would be. His cock was hard already, standing tall and proud. Blaire licked her lips. Oakley certainly had nothing to be ashamed of.

He reached for her, fingers tugging at the hem of her top with more enthusiasm than grace.

“Don’t rush,” she told him. “I want you to appreciate my body. That means appreciating revealing it slowly.” She doubted anyone had ever told Oakley to take his time as he undressed them. They might’ve been roughly the same age but Blaire was certain she had a great deal more - or at least better - experience when it came to sex.

And besides, Blaire wanted to be appreciated. She was very good at getting the things she wanted. Taking a step back, Blaire walked closer to the bed, turning just enough to make the hem of her skirt flick up before it fell back down. “Take your time,” she said. “I’m not going to disappear.”

Oakley looked confused. But he didn’t argue, and that was the important thing. He stepped forward, closing the distance between them. This time, when his warm fingers slid under the hem of Blaire’s top, it was at a much more sedate pace. Oakley’s palms skated across her stomach, lifting the top up and over Blaire’s head.

“Your skin is so soft,” Oakley breathed. His tongue darted out as he fully appreciated the sight of Blaire in just her lacy blue bra. “Can I -?” Oakley asked, gesturing to the button holding Blaire’s skirt closed.

“Yes.” Blaire nodded. She was perfectly happy for him to strip her, she just wanted him to do it slowly. Following instructions was important. Blaire appreciated that Oakley seemed to clock on to that quickly. His fingers were gentle against the button of her skirt and then slow as he pulled her zipper down.

Rather than letting the material just fall on the floor, Oakley went down to his knees to slide it over her hips and legs. And fuck, wasn’t that a sight to see! Blaire hadn’t even asked him to go down on his knees for her. And yet there he was, looking so beautiful at her feet.

She lifted each foot in turn to let him get the skirt off. Her shoes were still on. Blaire waited to see whether he’d take those off. Some men definitely wouldn’t and others would beg for the opportunity to.

Though he moved more slowly than he had at first, Oakley seemed more interested in Blaire’s bra than her shoes. His hands slid up her body as he got to his feet. “Fuck, you’re so hot.” His cock was still hard as steel, pressed against Blaire’s thigh as Oakley pulled her closer.

Blaire’s breasts brushed his chest, making her give a soft moan at the sensation of lace against her nipples. Oakley’s fingers mapped across her spine, sliding up each bump in turn until he reached the clasp of her bra.

It took a moment, but he finally worked it open. He caught his breath as Blaire’s breasts spilled free. Dragging the material away, Oakley added Blaire’s bra to the pile of her other clothes.

She enjoyed that he paused then, to take in the sight of her. It was certainly appreciated. One of Oakley’s hands slid up to cup Blaire’s breast. His fingers explored the sensitive skin of her nipple, making Blaire’s breath catch. Oakley’s eyes widened, almost like he was surprised at having made her make a sound.

“You may taste them,” she offered. “But slowly,” she added with a small smirk. Blaire knew she looked good. She was very confident that her breasts did too. They were there to be enjoyed, both by her and by Oakley.

Bending his sandy head, Oakley stroked his tongue over the curve of Blaire’s breast. His path to her nipple was slow, just as Blaire had ordered. The tantalizing pleasure of it had Blaire’s heart beating hard against her ribs.

Finally, Oakley sucked one nipple into his mouth. His tongue lapped slowly over it as Blaire’s moan echoed around the room. Oakley’s face flushed with triumph. He brought his fingers back to Blaire’s other nipple, teasing it to a hard nub. When Blaire moaned a second time, she felt Oakley’s intake of breath.

He seemed to be pretty quickly learning that taking things slow could bring its own rewards. She pressed into him, letting him suck her nipple harder. “Ah, fuck,” Blaire breathed. One of her hands came up to Oakley’s head, fingers tangling in the strands. “Go on, suck harder,” she urged. When he did, Blaire rewarded him with another deep moan.

She tugged against Oakley’s hair, pulling him away from her nipple only to lead him onto the other one. When he repeated the same motions, Blaire, too, offered similar sounds. Finally, when she pulled Oakley’s mouth away it was to grin at him.

“Taking it slow isn’t too bad, is it?” she asked, well aware of the answer.

Already, Oakley’s lips were slightly reddened. Blaire was eager to see just how much more used he would look after he’d brought her to orgasm with his mouth. But not so eager that she needed to rush.

“It’s good,” Oakley agreed, sounding a little dazed. His fingers continued their exploration, brushing lower across Blaire’s stomach. When he smoothed his palm over the fabric of her panties, Blaire sucked in a breath.

He didn’t move to nudge them aside. Instead, his hand pressed hard against her, making Blaire’s pussy positively ache.

“Can I finish undressing you?” Oakley breathed against her ear.

“I would very much like that,” Blaire confirmed.

This time, when Oakley knelt down, it was to get her shoes off. He was careful with the straps, almost mesmerized as he slid them off. Blaire wondered if he’d ever actually taken a woman’s shoes off before. She enjoyed the idea that she might be the first. She planned to be a great many firsts for him. Oakley clearly needed someone to teach him the pleasure of taking things slowly.

He slid his hands up her legs, teasing over the curve of her thighs and then her hips. When Oakley’s fingers slid under the material covering Blaire’s hips, his touch was soft. “Go on,” she encouraged. “Take them off.”

Without hesitation, Oakley pulled Blaire’s panties down her legs and off. She stepped out of them, letting Oakley set them on top of the rest of her clothes. Blaire expected him to get up. Oakley merely sat back, gaze hungrily drinking in the sight of Blaire’s naked body towering above him.

His hands rested on her thighs, fingers rubbing teasingly against her skin. “You said you wanted me to make you come with my mouth,” Oakley reminded her. Leaning forward, he pressed a hot kiss against her thigh.

Blaire had said that. But she had also said she wanted to tie Oakley to her hotel bed.

There wasn’t any reason why she couldn’t do one and then the other. So parting her legs, Blaire nodded. “I still do,” she said. Her hand reached out again so she could tangle her fingers in Oakley’s hair. “Can you make me come like this?” she asked curiously. For all that she was sure Oakley had little experience in taking things slow, Blaire had no idea what his experience might be like when it came to pleasing a woman.

“Or I can tie you up first, if you want,” she offered, rather generously in her opinion.

“I can make you come like this,” Oakley answered, bristling with bravado. He ran his hands up Blaire’s thighs, thumbs stopping so close to her pussy that she could feel the heat of them. He looked very much like he was about to dive in.

At the last minute, he seemed to remember Blaire’s words about taking it slow. Instead of making straight for her clit, Oakley’s tongue licked a warm stripe up Blaire’s inner thigh. Then the other. Blaire’s fingers tightened in his hair, but she didn’t drag him closer. She wanted to see what Oakley would do all on his own.

When his tongue made contact with her pussy, Blaire merely hummed her approval. Oakley explored her slowly, tongue brushing hot and wet across Blaire’s most sensitive spots. He didn’t linger, instead letting his tongue press inside her, fucking her gently.

“Ah, fuck,” Blaire breathed. “That’s good,” she encouraged. He was slow but firm. The movements were very determined. Blaire enjoyed that. Oakley worked hard to please her. He licked, listening to the sounds she gave in response. “Uh, yeah, just like that,” she moaned as he ran his tongue higher up to her clit.

One of Oakley’s hands gripped harder against Blaire’s hip, holding her tightly against him. His tongue moved faster and faster, urging more sounds from Blaire. She could feel her body getting closer to that sweet edge. Her head fell back, a sharp cry of pleasure escaping her.

It seemed to spur Oakley on. His hand moved up to the soft curve of her ass, supporting her while he pursed his lips around her clit and sucked. Pulses of pleasure swept through Blaire so fast and hard that her knees almost gave way under her. She gripped at Oakley’s shoulder, using him for support as he continued to worship her pussy with long, slow sucks.

A long moan vibrated through Blaire’s chest. Her nipples ached, eager for more attention. With her free hand, Blaire teased across one of them, tweaking and pulling. It added to the pleasure rising like a tide from Oakley’s mouth between her legs. He groaned, pressing even more firmly against her. His tongue slipped down, fucking into her pussy in steady strokes.

Her orgasm exploded through Blaire sharply and suddenly, her knees almost failing under the pressure. But Oakley was right there, supporting her weight with his huge body.

“Fuuuck,” she cried, muscles trembling as she came. “Yesss. Ahh,” Blaire half-screamed until the very last drops of her orgasm swept through her. Only then did she push Oakley back.

His lips were wet from her liquids and a smile was plastered across them. Like he was proud. And he should be. Reaching out, Blaire used her thumb to smear the wetness over his cheek. “You did very well,” she praised. “Now get on the bed. Lie down on your back and put your arms up.”

She very much still intended to tie him up.

Oakley drew back slowly, his hands lingering against Blaire’s skin as if it was hard for him to pull away. Blaire smirked. She let him take his time, only giving his ass a gentle shove once he was standing.

Without hesitation, Oakley sprawled across Blaire’s bed. It wasn’t as big as her four-poster at home, but it would do. As Oakley flipped onto his back, his hard cock caught Blaire’s attention. The head was rosy, glistening with precum. He’d have to stay that way for a little while.

Glancing at her for guidance, Oakley lifted his hands to the headboard. “Like this?” he asked.

“Yeah, that’s great,” Blaire promised. She went to her suitcase, only taking a short while to locate the handcuffs she’d brought with her. There were surprisingly few odd looks shot her way going through customs with handcuffs in her suitcase. Not that Blaire cared either way.

She lifted them up to show Oakley, grinning when his tongue darted out to wet his lips. If he’d expected something else, he certainly didn’t say as much. Instead, Oakley moved his hands so it would be easier for Blaire to put the handcuffs on, placing the connective chain behind the bedpost to ensure that Oakley couldn’t move his arms.

“You look good,” she praised, her fingers dragging over his chest and down lower over his hips. “Such a nice-looking cock, too,” Blaire commented. It was her tongue this time that darted out to wet her lips. “I’m going to taste it,” she informed Oakley. “And you are not going to buck upwards, got it?”

Oakley’s eyes widened. “Uh.” He didn’t look at all convinced that what Blaire was asking was possible. He’d probably never needed to exert that level of self-restraint. Certainly not when it came to sex. Blaire, on the other hand, had seen what men were capable of. She had faith that Oakley could resist temptation.

“I’ll try,” he promised. That was good enough for Blaire. At least for now. She climbed onto the bed, leaning down so her breasts brushed across the hard muscles of Oakley’s chest. The friction sent a sizzle down Blaire’s spine. Moving lower, she kept her gaze fixed on Oakley as she caught the tip of his dick against her lips. He moaned, his hips flexing but not lifting.

Taking some pity on him, Blaire settled her hands against Oakley’s hips, pressing him down against the mattress. He would still have to stop himself from bucking up, but her touch would help. Leaving him to do his best, Blaire explored Oakley’s cock. Her tongue slid to the underside of his shaft, pressing tightly against it as she dragged her tongue up.

Oakley groaned. Still, his hips didn’t buck up. Blaire sucked harder as one of her hands slid away from Oakley’s hip and down to his balls, cupping them as she continued to bob her head up and down.

“Fuck, Blaire!” Oakley’s voice sounded so ragged. Blaire loved that even a few moments of her mouth against him could affect him. He tugged against the cuffs, groaning even louder when he realized he wasn’t going to be able to reach for her. Slowly, patiently, Blaire continued bobbing on his dick.

The taste was salty against her tongue, musky and male. Blaire’s pussy clenched, eager to discover how good Oakley would feel buried between her legs. But not yet. Blaire intended to show Oakley just how agonizingly good going slow could be.

She rolled his balls, making Oakley thrash his ass against the bed. It didn’t push his hips up. Blaire could hear his breathing, coming faster and harder the further she pushed him.

So she stopped.

The whine Oakley gave was as beautiful as the groans that had fallen from his lips. Blaire pulled away with a wet pop, letting Oakley’s cock bounce against his belly. She didn’t want him to come. Not before she had a chance to fuck him. But she had said that there would have to be more than one orgasm before she did that.

Moving up Oakley’s body, Blaire teased her tongue over each of his nipples before licking over Oakley’s lips. “Gonna make me come again with that mouth of yours?” He had been very good the first time around. And now he was tied to her bed, something that made Blaire’s pussy all the wetter.

It took Oakley a moment, his gaze unfocused until he managed to gather himself. “Yeah, fuck. I want to.” The words were music to Blaire’s ears. She had never really doubted that Oakley wanted to please her. He’d been very good for her so far, learning everything she had to teach.

The chain between his cuffs rattled against the rail again. Oakley frowned. “I can’t reach for you,” he complained. “Will you… come closer? Help me?”

“I will,” Blaire promised. Crawling up Oakley’s body, she didn’t stop until she could lower herself down. A knee on each side of his head, Blaire sat down on Oakley’s face. One of her hands gripped against his hair as Oakley’s mouth found the most sensitive of Blaire’s spots.

She whined harshly. “Fuck, yes,” Blaire moaned. “Use your tongue more,” she demanded. Oakley did just that, the tip sliding over to her clit and then lapping up the wetness as he licked lower. Blaire rocked her hips, riding Oakley’s mouth as much as she could. A string of ‘yes, yes, yes’ and ‘faster’ falling from her lips.

Oakley made every effort to obey. He pressed his face between her thighs, the slight stubble scratching against the soft skin. The rough sensation only made the pleasure of Oakley’s mouth all the sweeter. His tongue swirled over Blaire’s clit, the variable pressure making Blaire’s hips back against his face.

Though he couldn’t move his hands, Oakley could brush his fingers across Blaire’s stomach. She leaned into the contact, moaning loudly as Oakley’s blunt nails raked across her. He pushed his tongue inside her more insistently, fucking her hard and fast. Pleasure pooled low in Blaire’s stomach, surging hotly through her veins in every direction.

“Yeah, just like that,” she moaned, rocking against his face harder. Blaire could hear how wet she was, Oakley so obediently lapping it all up. His tongue slipped from Blaire and licked up to her clit again. “Fuuuck!” she cried, pleasure shooting through her so suddenly that all Blaire could do was grip Oakley’s hair tighter.

The pain made Oakley groan. The sound vibrated through Blaire. It was the thing that tipped her over the edge. Blaire’s orgasm crashed through her wave after wave. Her legs trembled as Oakley licked her through it. Finally, she had to pull back.

He was just as good as the first time. And Oakley looked so pleased with himself! Blaire couldn’t help leaning down to kiss him, licking the taste of herself off his lips.

He moaned into the kiss, his tongue darting out to brush against hers. It sent electric tingles all the way down Blaire’s spine. When she pulled back, Oakley was a mess. His lips were red, his cheeks and chin covered in her wetness. His hair stuck up in every direction, no longer falling to cover those beautiful blue eyes of his.

Flushed with desire, Oakley’s chest heaved. “You sound amazing when you come,” he offered, tipping his chin up so he could meet Blaire’s eyes. “And fuck, not being able to touch you is so exciting. I can’t stop you rocking against my face. I don’t want to.”

Blaire beamed at that, genuinely pleased at his words. She had known that picking Oakley was going to be a good call. He was so obedient. Just what she desired in a man. “Better make me come again with your cock then, hmm?” she said with a grin, reaching between them to wrap her fingers around Oakley’s dick.

He whimpered under her, thrusting hips up. But only a little bit. His arms once again tugged against the restraints around his wrists. “I’m going to ride you so nice and slow,” Blaire told him, moving down Oakley’s body so she could straddle his hips. “And you are going to beg me to go faster,” she promised before finally leading his hardness into her heat.

Oakley’s hips did buck up then, but they didn’t go far. He was pinned down by Blaire’s weight. From the glazed expression on his face, Blaire could tell he liked that. She lifted up, sinking back down oh-so-slowly. Oakley groaned, his whole body trembling with the effort of not fucking up to meet her.

“Ah,” he grunted. His teeth sank into his lower lip, hard enough to leave indentations that Blaire longed to lick away. “Fuck, you’re so tight.” His breath came in harsh pants, his ribs rising and falling with every gasp inwards.

Blaire’s hands came to settle against Oakley’s chest, using it to support her as she continued to ride him slowly. His cock slid in and out of her pleasurably, making Blaire give soft moans. “Ahhh,” she moaned. “You feel good.” He did. And hearing the way Oakley groaned with every shift of Blaire’s hips was incredibly hot.

“You can fuck up, but slowly,” Blaire allowed. She wanted to see how much control Oakley would present, how hard he’d try to do just as Blaire told him to do. So far he had been very good about it. “The slower you fuck me now, the faster I’ll fuck you back soon.”

Meeting Blaire’s eyes, Oakley nodded. “Yeah,” he agreed, breathlessly. “I’ll do whatever you want, Blaire. I’ll try.” His hips lifted slowly, cock inching into Blaire’s pussy. She moaned and saw Oakley’s muscles tighten in response. Still, he didn’t lose control.

He fucked her slowly, his gaze dropping to where Blaire’s breasts bounced with every movement. Leaning forward as much as he could while still tied to the bed, he caught one of her nipples in his mouth. The extra pleasure made Blaire give a sharp whine. Oakley’s hips faltered, snapping up once, hard, before falling back to the bed.

His slow wasn’t as slow as Blaire’s had been, but Oakley still did a very good job. “Fuck,” Blaire breathed as he sucked against her nipple harder. His tongue teased over it and a low groan vibrated through Blaire. With his hips rocking up slowly, Blaire met them with equal force. And then she began to pick up her pace.

Leaning forward, Blaire was in a good position to make sure that Oakley’s cock rubbed against her clit if she slid down it just the right way. “Yeah, that’s good, fuck, Oakley, yeah,” Blaire moaned, rocking harder and harder. Oakley matched her speed, meeting Blaire’s thrusts but not increasing the speed past that.

Her orgasm was approaching quickly but steadily, making Blaire’s muscles tighten.

Oakley’s teeth grazed across the nipple he was sucking. Not hard, just enough to see what Blaire’s reaction would be. She cried out, pressing her hands down harder against his chest. Taking that as encouragement, Oakley moved to Blaire’s other breast, giving it the same treatment.

He sucked and licked slowly, warming Blaire up for the eventual sharp pain of his teeth. This time, he pressed harder, making pleasure sizzle through Blaire’s entire body. She rocked even faster, enjoying the startled moan that vibrated across her skin in response.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Blaire chanted just as her orgasm finally tipped her over the edge. Her pussy tightened around Oakley’s cock, squeezing as she continued to ride him until the last throes of her orgasm washed over her. She didn’t stop. Blaire pulled back enough to force Oakley to let go of her breast. She wanted him to watch her.

Blaire’s movements began to increase. She fucked Oakley harder and harder. “Ask me to come,” she cried, moaning as his cock filled her so well. With her hands against Oakley’s chest, Blaire fucked him as fast as she could, meeting every thrust he made upwards.

Oakley whined, his hands squeezing against nothing as he tried to hold on. “Please,” he breathed. When Blaire changed nothing about what she was doing, he raised his voice. “Please, Blaire. Fuck, I want to come.” It still wasn’t quite the question that Blaire was waiting for.

She circled her hips, enjoying the way Oakley bucked under her, driving his cock deeper inside her. “Please,” he tried again. “Please, can I come, Blaire? I want to so badly.” He pounded into her, meeting her thrust for thrust.

At first, Blaire didn’t say yes. Instead, she kept riding Oakley hard, listening to all the loud noises he made. Her hips swayed in a steady motion, harder and harder, his cock driving into her with force. Oakley squeezed his eyes shut, like not seeing anything would help him last longer. He did last.

Such a good fucking boy.

“You can come,” Blaire allowed. He had earned it, after all. “Go on, fill me up, let me feel you come inside me!” she cried.

She didn’t need to tell Oakley twice. He pulled uselessly at his restraints, still trying and failing to reach for Blaire’s body. His hips slammed up harder than ever, but his rhythm stayed steady. His thick cock filled Blaire up so beautifully. When she squeezed her muscles tight around him, Oakley’s control completely snapped.

He roared her name, throat exposed as he tipped his head back. Blaire felt the pulse of his hot cum inside her. The pleasure on Oakley’s face was breathtaking, his eyes so open and so blue. He poured himself into her, his body shuddering through the throes of his orgasm.

Finally, his hips slowed, his softening cock slipping free. “Fuck,” he breathed. “Fuck, Blaire. I’ve never felt like that before.”

She would’ve laughed, but Blaire’s breath was caught in her throat. She was pleased by his words and leaned down to kiss Oakley. “Good,” she announced. It had definitely been part of her plan, to give him something he hadn’t tried before. And Blaire had to give him credit, Oakley had been very good.

Getting off him, Blaire stretched across the bed to reach for the key to the handcuffs that she’d put on the bedside table. She helped Oakley lower his arms slowly, before running her palm over his chest.

“You did very well,” she praised. He really had.

Oakley genuinely blushed at the praise. That did make Blaire laugh. He could beg her to come without flushing, but a little praise got him all flustered. She guessed that it wasn’t what Oakley was used to hearing after sex. That, too, was something she was glad she could introduce him to.

“It was fun. And hot.” Oakley grinned. “Are you staying in Spain for much longer?” he asked eagerly. “I’m here for another week and a half.”

It was a clear invitation to play again. Blaire was definitely tempted. There were things she would love to do to Oakley that a first meeting might not allow. Things she’d love to see if he’d enjoy. Tying him up and fucking him hard had been fun, but Blaire’s pussy throbbed at the idea of perhaps whipping him. She could teach Oakley just how good pain could feel.

“I will be here long enough for us to try something new, if you’d like,” she finally said, with a grin. “But for now, I think your hands owe me at least a few more orgasms, don’t you think?”

From the surprise on Oakley’s face, he’d obviously thought they were done. But it wasn’t an unpleasant surprise. He grinned, shifting so he could press closer against Blaire’s body. He might not get hard again for a few more minutes, but he was nonetheless ready to go.

“Yeah,” Oakley agreed, nodding so that his hair fell back across his face. His hands skimmed across the curves of Blaire’s waist. One teased upwards, across her breast, while the other dipped lower, settling between Blaire’s spread thighs.

“Tell me what you want me to do,” Oakley urged. And oh, Blaire would definitely enjoy giving Oakley instructions. By the time she was through with him, he’d have skills his frat buddies could only dream of!


Making Him Earn It

Hank stared into the depths of Geri’s wardrobe. There were so many different skirts and tops. Not to mention the dozens of bras and underwear. And such a lot was riding on Hank’s choice! Geri had promised to take him to a BDSM party later that evening. But only if Hank could successfully please her and get her ready to go.

If he followed all her instructions to the letter, Geri had promised to let him wear his collar. Not only would they go to the party together, but Geri would claim him as hers - in front of the whole local BDSM community.

It was a huge honor. And something Hank had wanted for months.

So he had to get this right. He’d already chosen thigh-high boots, ones which laced all the way up. He couldn’t wait to drop to his knees and help Geri into them. It would take minutes to fasten them all the way up. And maybe, before he got up, Geri would order him to make her come with his mouth.

But Hank was getting way ahead of himself. Right now, his only task was to pick an outfit that Geri would like.

He selected a skirt he knew Geri often wore when she went out with her friends. It hugged her hips perfectly, showcasing those mouth-watering curves. And with that, a tight black blouse, not too slutty. Geri preferred an air of mystery.

Finally, Hank selected a pair of red panties and a matching bra. He could imagine just how sinfully good Geri would look. Knowing what was hidden under her more modest clothes would make the wait to unwrap her at the end of the night even more tantalizing.

After double- and triple-checking he hadn’t forgotten anything, Hank dropped back to his knees. He crawled from the bedroom all the way down to where Geri was waiting in the living room, sipping a glass of wine.

“I’m finished, Geri,” he breathed, kneeling at her feet. “Will you come and see if I’ve done well? Please?”

Geri reached out to brush her hand over Hank’s cheek. It was a tender touch and he beamed at her when she smiled. “I will,” Geri confirmed, standing up. Hank stayed on his knees. He liked crawling for Geri, especially since he knew she enjoyed it, too.

They had been dating for long enough that Hank had a pretty good grasp of what Geri did and didn’t like. Or at least, so he hoped as they approached the bedroom so she could see the clothes he had selected for her. Once she saw them, Geri gave a soft hum, one which Hank couldn’t quite place.

“Tell me why you’ve chosen these,” she urged him. It didn’t sound bad, just curious.

Nonetheless, Hank had to wet his suddenly dry lips. Geri no longer intimidated Hank like she had when she’d been just a domme that he admired from a distance. He still wanted to please her. His heart pounded hard against his ribs.

“The red underwear will make you feel sexy,” Hank answered. “And it’ll tease me all night, knowing that you’re wearing it.” From the smirk Geri gave him, that was as important to her as how the underwear would make her feel.

Clearing his throat, Hank looked up at Geri from his position on the floor. “The skirt is one I know you wear out. And it’s short, so I picked a more conservative blouse.” Geri had once mentioned that she preferred to wear either a low-cut top or a short skirt, not both at once.

“The boots are mostly for me,” he admitted. “They’ll take ages to put on you, and they make you look so powerful.”

She laughed so Hank felt like he had done okay in choosing. He watched as Geri reached out to brush her hand over the clothes he had set out. “I do like it,” she confirmed. “Well done.” At the praise, Hank beamed. He loved being able to please Geri, especially with something like this, where knowing her was a crucial part of making her happy.

“Are you ready to help me out of what I’m wearing now?” She didn’t go on to say ‘and into what I’ll wear next’. Hank’s heart jumped. He was definitely up for helping her out of things. And he was up for whatever she thought might be the interlude between her getting undressed and then her getting dressed.

“So ready,” Hank answered, making Geri chuckle at him. He grinned up, loving how his eagerness made her so happy. It came easily to Hank to be eager; it was good that Geri appreciated that about him.

Running his hands up Geri’s legs, Hank let his fingers flirt with the flared hem of the loose skirt she wore. “May I stand?” he asked. At Geri’s nod, he got carefully to his feet. He pressed a kiss against the side of Geri’s neck. And, when she tipped her head invitingly, more kisses up to the spot behind her ear.

“So beautiful,” Hank murmured. “I want to worship you.” His hands found the hem of her top, sliding under it. He didn’t pause to explore her stomach, though he wanted to. Geri had invited him to undress her, not to do anything more. Not yet.

Hank pulled the top up over her head, careful not to catch her hair. Her breasts were stunning, cupped by soft fabric. Hank resisted the urge to put his mouth on them. Instead, he circled his hands around Geri’s waist until he could slide them up to the clasp of her bra.

Even now, when they’d been dating for months, it amazed Hank that she just let him do this. Inside and outside the bedroom, Geri was a great girlfriend. They matched well. Hank’s wishes aligned with what Geri was willing to do and allow so perfectly. She moved into his touch, letting him slide his fingers over to her back, the bra coming open in his hands easily.

Hank’s breath caught when he pushed the straps off her shoulders and pulled the cups off, letting Geri’s beautiful breasts spill free. Her nipples were dark in contrast to the white of her creamy skin. He wanted to bend down and catch one between his lips, but she hadn’t said yes yet.

Geri smiled down at Hank. “Maybe once you’ve finished undressing me,” she said, reading his mind perfectly.

“Yes, Geri,” Hank agreed. He wouldn’t allow the words to rush him. He had meant what he said, that he wanted to worship Geri’s body. That involved going slowly. Carefully, Hank slipped the button of Geri’s skirt. He guided it down her long, pale legs, letting the movement sink him back down to his knees.

Geri helped, lifting her pretty feet one at a time to let Hank slide the material out from under her. Gathering up the clothes he’d helped her out of, Hank crawled to drop them in the laundry hamper, wiggling his ass for Geri’s enjoyment.

He returned, skimming his fingers up Geri’s legs until he could hook them under the fabric of her panties. “You’ll need these off, too,” he teased. He didn’t wait for permission. They had already agreed that Geri would wear all fresh clothes for their outing.

The sight of her pussy as he peeled her panties down made Hank’s cock stiffen. He didn’t try to hide it. His dick belonged to Geri, just like the rest of him. It was her right to see the effect she had on it.

Having her tower above him in the nude was so sexy. Hank’s tongue slid out to wet his lips as he looked up at her. He knew she knew how much he wanted her. A dynamic that always made him feel good. Hank still told her how much he wanted her, but it meant a lot, being able to trust that she knew.

One of Geri’s hands came down to brush through Hank’s hair. “Tell me what you want to do to me,” she encouraged. Hanks swallowed so he wouldn’t just burst out with everything and anything, really.

It really was hard to choose. Hank loved every part of Geri’s body. He enjoyed playing with her breasts just as much as he enjoyed massaging her feet. A big part of the joy for him was in the noises Geri made. Her moans and gasps drove Hank wild, making him ache.

It was Geri’s pleasure that he wanted, far more than his own. “I want to lick my way up your legs,” Hank answered. “They’re so smooth, I love running my tongue over them. Love showing you how sexy I find you.”

Hank had to swallow, contemplating what he would do once he was finished with Geri’s legs. “And if you let me, I’d like to eat you out, make you moan with my tongue and my lips and my fingers.” But only if Geri let him. If she wanted Hank’s hands bound, or for him to spend this interlude worshipping her breasts, Hank would obey.

Geri knew that. But she’d asked what Hank wanted, and what he wanted was to make her scream with his mouth against her pussy.

“You can start with my legs,” Geri allowed. “If you tease me enough for me to be wet by the time you get to my pussy, I’ll let you taste it.” That was a challenge that Hank could definitely take on board. He began by brushing his hands over Geri’s legs softly, exploring the curve of her calves before moving higher.

His mouth followed, the tip of his tongue teasingly traveling over her ankles and then up. Geri’s skin tasted lightly salted, a flavor that made Hank’s cock harden even more. When he made it up to her knees, lapping over the soft skin behind her knee, Geri gave a soft moan.

Hank was sure that boded well for him, especially when she parted her legs for him to carry on.

He pressed hot kisses against her thighs, letting his teeth catch against the soft, soft skin. He knew that Geri liked a little flare of pain to make her pleasure brighter. Hank was determined to provide her with exactly what she needed. He circled his tongue teasingly, gathering up the taste of her and swallowing it down.

His moan vibrated against her skin, making Geri’s body sway ever so slightly towards him. Hank would take that. He sucked gently, leaving fleeting red patches across Geri’s creamy skin that faded almost as soon as he lifted his mouth off them.

Geri hadn’t said Hank couldn’t use his hands, so he steadily massaged Geri’s calves. His long, strong fingers worked until the muscles were loose and relaxed. All while he kept licking his way higher and higher.

Finally, Hank had covered nearly every inch of Geri’s legs with his tongue and his teeth. “Are you wet, babe?” he asked, his voice slightly husky.

One of Geri’s hands came to tangle in Hank’s hair. She tugged against it lightly. The touch made him lean into her more, like an obedient pet. Rubbing his cheek against Geri’s leg, Hank gave a soft sigh at how nice it felt.

“I am,” she told him. Hank grinned. He had succeeded! Looking up at Geri, Hank’s gaze was hopeful. She had, after all, said he could taste how wet she was if he achieved his goal. He watched as she parted her legs more. “Go on,” Geri encouraged. “Make me come like this and maybe I’ll let you fuck me before you put my clothes back on.”

Hank’s eyes widened. He hadn’t expected that. But he was hardly going to say no. Instead, he nodded eagerly. “Fuck, yeah, Geri. I’ll do my best.” Hank always did his best for Geri. She made him want to. Instead of diving straight for her pussy, Hank licked his way up slowly. He planted his lips against her hip, across the soft swell of her stomach.

Only then did he press his face between her thighs. His fingers wrapped around Geri’s knees, holding her steady as he nudged his tongue against her pussy. Her wetness tasted so good, making Hank moan as he gathered it up. He circled his tongue around her clit, not quite touching.

Gently, he pressed his tongue lower, sliding it inside her and giving deft, quick little flicks. The way she moaned above him sent a flood of heat racing down Hank’s spine. Her hand, still in his hair, tightened its grip, leading Hank back up. He obeyed, this time brushing his tongue lightly across her clit.

“Ahh, yes,” Geri moaned. “Fuck, baby.” Her breath was caught in her throat. Geri’s hand tightened in Hank’s hair. This time, when she tugged it was hard enough to send a shiver of pain through his spine. Hank gave a soft groan, but didn’t pull back. Instead, his tongue worked faster and harder against Geri’s clit.

It made her give another string of moans as she pulled Hank’s mouth tighter against her. “Yeah, fuck,” she encouraged. “Ahh, just like that.” Her words were soft and the taste of her against his tongue was sweet. Hank focused on moving his tongue in all the ways he knew Geri liked, while one of his palms slid up her inner thigh, fingers sliding inside her.

“Fuck!” Geri cried, hips bucking forward to meet his touch.

Hank loved this. He loved letting Geri’s hands lead him to exactly where she wanted. And he loved knowing he could take initiative. He knew her body so well. Well enough to be sure that if he crooked his fingers a certain way, Geri’s muscles would tremble.

And they did. Hank pursed his lips, sucking her clit into the heat of his mouth. He delicately swirled the tip of his tongue over it, making Geri’s hips buck forwards. He didn’t attempt to stop her. He wanted Geri to ride his face, wanted to feel her grind against him.

Her wetness was spreading over Hank’s cheeks and chin, making him deliciously dirty. He moaned against her at the thought that he might wear her wetness all the way to the party. A mark of ownership even more intimate than the collar he wanted.

With her cries increasing, Hank continued to suck and lick her clit. His fingers moved faster, too, fucking Geri towards her orgasm. He didn’t change his pace, steadily moving his tongue until he could feel the way her muscles tightened around him.

“Yesss,” she cried. “Fuck, Hank!” With that, Hank felt her orgasm burst through her. Geri’s body trembled. Hank knew that without his support she might’ve gone weak at the knees. But instead, she leaned into him, using him to ride through her pleasure until the last throes of it shook her.

Hank looked up, eyes shining. “Fuck, you’re so gorgeous.” Geri was always stunning, but never more so than when she was flushed and satisfied from an earth-shaking orgasm. Pride bloomed in Hank’s chest. Moments like these never failed to remind him how much he was rewarded for serving and kneeling for Geri. He loved that he had the power to drive her wild.

“Can I help you to the bed?” he asked, hands sliding up to Geri’s hips. He didn’t stand. He wouldn’t, unless she told him that he could. “You did say something about me fucking you,” he reminded her teasingly. “I’ll let you get your breath back first.”

Geri gave a soft laugh, her hand softening in Hank’s hair. “You can,” she said. She looked towards the bed, where the outfit Hank had picked of her was still laid out. “Or,” she continued, smirking down at him. “You can help me into the boots and then fuck me?” The offer was very generous! Hank’s eyes snapped to the boots.

Even without seeing Geri in them, he knew she would look amazing. He had pictured her wearing the boots with the outfit. Now, all of those images in his head were being replaced with Geri wearing nothing but the boots.

He groaned, pressing his cheek against Geri’s thigh in wordless appreciation. “Fuck, yeah,” he agreed, knowing that she wanted to hear him answer her in words. Even though she must have known what his answer would be.

“I’ll move your clothes to a chair,” Hank offered. He smirked slightly, adding, “So we don’t accidentally have sex on top of them.” That made Geri laugh, a sound which swelled the pride in Hank’s chest to even bigger proportions. She nodded her permission. Hank crawled swiftly, moving the clothes out of the way.

That done, he helped Geri to the bed, just like he had promised. He grinned up at her as she held her leg out for him. “Do you want stockings?” Hank asked, realizing with a pang that he wasn’t quite sure what would be most comfortable under leather boots.

“No,” she shook her head. “It will be fine with bare feet, the leather is very soft. But thank you for asking.” The thanks made Hank smile. He enjoyed that Geri appreciated his thoughtfulness. It wasn’t a chore, it was simply nice. He nodded, reaching for one of the boots. Hank swallowed as he reached to take Geri’s foot so he could lead it into the shoe.

Despite how soft the leather was, Geri’s skin was still softer. Once her foot was safely in the shoe, Hank reached for the straps. Just as he’d planned, there were so many little hoops to lace through. Glancing up at Geri, he swallowed. She sat so calmly and patiently on the bed, completely naked with only the open boot on.

“Do you like this?” Hank asked, as he threaded the lace through the first of the hoops. He had unlaced Geri from her boots before, but this was his first time tying her into them. It was much more intricate. Hank wanted to do it right, for Geri to be comfortable at the party all night. “Does it please you to watch me serving you like this?”

Hank’s cock was still so hard that it ached. Geri could see it, as was her right, when she looked down at him, considering his question. It was easy for Hank to ignore it. All his attention was on Geri, on tightening the boot just right so that he could lead the lace through another hoop.

He brushed his fingers against Geri’s skin as he did so, admiring the supple smoothness of it beneath his fingertips.

“It does please me,” Geri confirmed. “I always love seeing you on your knees for me.” And Hank certainly gave her a lot of opportunities to see him on his knees for her. She moved her other leg closer, brushing her calf over Hank’s bare shoulder. It was a gentle touch and it drew him in closer to her. Hank’s mouth watered at how good Geri’s pussy looked, such a temptation.

But one he wouldn’t give in to. He wanted to lace her boots, to take the time with them. He moved up, past her knee, the laces still carefully following. When Hank’s fingers brushed over Geri’s inner thighs, she gave a soft moan, one that Hank echoed as his hard cock bobbed up and down with his movement.

His fingers tightened against the laces, hands trembling. Arousal swept through him, almost an irresistible force. But Hank would resist. He wanted to fuck Geri once she had her boots on, not before. He kept his hands focused, tying the last knot around Geri’s thigh.

“You look amazing,” he breathed. Even in only one boot, Geri looked so in control. Hank could hardly wait for her to fasten a collar around his throat. First, he had to earn it. And he would do so by being obedient, pleasing Geri in exactly the ways she had instructed.

He reached for the other boot, waiting for Geri to point her toes for him. He slid it on, just as softly as he had the first. Now that he had the experience of doing one leg, he could move more quickly. He was still careful, making sure not to miss any of the dainty little hoops.

“Is it too loose?” he asked, when he was about halfway up.

“No,” Geri shook her head. “It’s just right. You’re doing very well,” she praised. Hank beamed up at her. He was so glad he’d picked these boots. Even just the act of lacing them up made his cock so desperate for Geri. And there had been a promise that he could be rewarded for it, too!

Yet, Hank didn’t rush, his fingers just as gentle as they had been on the first boot. Loop after loop, Hank took care to make sure they all were laced properly. Finally, when he did the last one up, tying the laces over Geri’s thigh, his breath caught.

She looked amazing with both of the thigh-high boots on. Wearing nothing else.

“Please,” he gasped. “Please, Geri, will you let me fuck you with them on?” Geri had said that she might. Now that Hank had seen her, the desire to do exactly that pounded through his body. “I’ll be so good for you,” he promised. “Make you come again with my cock.” Hank knew Geri’s body well enough to do that.

He ran his fingers over the supple leather, appreciating the softness of it against his fingers. By contrast, the bumps of the laces felt almost harsh. Geri’s legs looked amazing, the black boots standing out so sharply from her pale skin.

“Well, you have been very good,” Geri praised, reaching out to brush a hand over Hank’s cheek. Having her above him like this, with him still on his knees, Hank felt amazing. He desperately wanted to fuck Geri. But if she said no, he knew he’d be fine with that, too. Just being in her presence felt like a reward.

Geri parted her legs more, making Hank lick his lips with desire. “How do you want to fuck me?” she asked curiously. Hank knew that just because he’d tell her didn’t mean she’d do it how he wanted. But Geri was very good at considering his preferences and still choosing what she wanted.

As always, the choice struck Hank with a dozen different mental images. He wanted Geri every way. But he had to pick one. Given how amazing the boots looked and felt, Hank knew he didn’t want to say anything which would mean not being able to see them.

“I want to be on top,” he breathed. “I want to push your legs up, so you can brace them against my shoulders. I’ll be able to feel the leather all the way across my arms and my chest. And I want to fuck you slowly, until I make you come apart under me.”

Hank loved making Geri come. Even if he’d already done it once today, he was eager for a repeat. “And then, if you let me, I’ll fuck you hard and fast until I come. But only when you say I can.”

He shifted, his hard cock straining between his thighs. Looking up, he waited for Geri to decide whether what he wanted was also something that Geri wanted.

She gave a soft hum as she thought about the things Hank had proposed. He loved seeing her like this, actually contemplating how she wanted him. Whichever way she chose would be amazing.

“First,” Geri said. “I want to ride you. If you don’t come, then you get to fuck me the way you want,” she told him. Standing up from the bed, Geri made Hank’s breath catch. She looked so amazing in the leather boots, laced perfectly up to her thighs and then... nothing. He had to bite his lower lip to keep a soft groan from escaping.

Parting her legs, Geri grinned at Hank. “Get on the bed,” she instructed.

He scrambled up, giving a low hiss as his cock dragged against the soft sheets. Holding off from orgasm while Geri rode him, especially looking as good as she did, was going to be a challenge! But it was a challenge that sent a thrill all the way through Hank.

Whether he succeeded or not, he was determined to make sure Geri had a good time. He settled on his back, hands reaching for Geri’s thighs as she took her place on top of him. His fingers dug into the soft skin just above her boots. Even if he couldn’t see all of Geri’s legs like this, he could still appreciate the sharp line where the leather ended and Geri’s skin began.

“Can I play with your breasts?” he asked, his tone so eager. “Please? While you ride me.”

“Yes, you can,” Geri allowed, even leaning forward for Hank to reach easier. She led his cock between her legs, her heat welcoming him. Both of them gasped at coming together. Geri’s pussy was tight and so fucking hot. She lowered herself onto Hank’s dick slowly, taking it in inch by inch.

The moan that fell from her lips was low, rumbling up from her chest. And then, Hank’s fingers tightened around Geri’s nipples. That made her cry out much more sharply. He knew just how to tug to get the most sounds from Geri, making her body tremble with pleasure.

In turn, she rode him slowly, her hips rocking back and forth. She lifted herself up only to come back down against Hank’s dick hard.

He moaned, his whole body shuddering at the pleasure that exploded within him. He curled his toes, pushing his hips down against the mattress so he wouldn’t be tempted to push up into that sinful heat harder and faster. Hank wanted to let Geri ride him however she chose. He wanted to be good for her. He knew that there would be rewards if he succeeded.

Instead of fucking into Geri, Hank focused on her nipples. Each hardened to a point as he tugged and teased, rolling the dark nubs between his fingers. He loved the way it made Geri gasp, her body rising and falling to her own personal rhythm.

The pleasure that crept up on Hank was slow and sweet, stealing through his limbs. “Fuck, Geri,” he panted. He would hold out, he would not come before he’d been rewarded with fucking Geri the way he wanted.

He dipped one hand lower, replacing it against Geri’s nipple with his mouth. He sucked and licked, pulling the tip of her breast into his mouth. His hand brushed over her pussy, not quite touching. A question, without words.

Her tongue darted out, a moan falling with it. “Yeah,” she nodded. “Use your fingers.” Hank hardly needed to be told twice. He slid one finger between her legs, seeking out her clit. The moment he made contact with it, Geri’s moans got even louder. Hank had to bite his lip not to come just from that.

Fuck, she sounded so good.

“Ah, yes, fuck, yeah,” Geri cried, beginning to rock harder into Hank’s touch. He focused on that, on making her feel pleasure. Both by rubbing against Geri’s clit and also tugging on her nipple harder. “Uh, fuck,” she whined, her muscles tightening around Hank’s dick.

Hank groaned, the sound muffled by Geri’s nipple still caught between his lips. He lapped at it from every angle, circling around and around until he could feel Geri pulling away. Only then did he switch to the other nipple, giving it the same treatment. He let his teeth press into it, so lightly, only just enough for Geri to feel.

He was rewarded with a bright gasp, one that drew his gaze to Geri’s parted lips. They were flushed red, looking so damn beautiful.

Pulling back, Hank dropped his hand to Geri’s waist, fingers spanning over the curve of her. “Kiss me, babe, please,” he begged.

She rewarded his pleas by leaning down and crashing her lips against Hank’s. Geri’s kiss was hard, tongue licking into his mouth and seeking out his in a harsh dance. He loved it. Fuck, he loved her and how hot everything about her was. Hank groaned into the kiss, his fingers still working hard to make pleasure cruise through Geri’s body.

When she pulled back, they were both breathless. “You can fuck me the way you want now,” she informed him with a grin. Hank hardly needed more encouragement. With a hand against Geri’s ass, he flipped them over, groaning at how the change of angle made his cock slide so much deeper inside her.

She looked like a work of erotic art, spread against the sheets of their bed wearing nothing but thigh-high leather boots. Gently, Hank eased her legs up, letting her brace them against his shoulders just the way he had described. It let him fuck her harder, deeper.

But not fast. “Going to make you come,” Hank promised in a ragged whisper. “With my cock and my fingers. Then I’ll fuck you like I want.” The leather of Geri’s boots rubbed against his chest, soft and supple. Hank gripped her hip with one hand, the other busy between Geri’s legs.

Her pussy was drenched, so wet that Hank could hear every slow slide of his cock inside her. The sounds added to Geri’s moans and the noise of Hank’s blood thumping hard against his temples.

“Uh, yeah, fuck that’s nice,” Geri moaned. The sounds were soft, matching the rhythm with which Hank was moving inside her. His finger teased her clit, making sure to do it just the way he knew she loved. Geri tilted her head back, exposing the pale neck and breathing deeply. Her chest rose and fell with every one of Hank’s thrusts.

Geri cried louder but Hank didn’t increase the pace at which he fucked her. Her legs shifted against him, the boots a dark contrast to her pale body. “Fuuuck,” Geri whined. “Yeah, baby, come on,” she urged. “Make me come. I want you to make me come.”

Hank pressed his fingers harder against Geri’s clit, his cock plunging deeper inside her with every thrust. He gave her what she asked for, exactly what she wanted. And he felt the moment her orgasm swept over her. Her body tightened, bucking up off the bed to meet Hank as he snapped his hips forward

Geri’s pussy clenched in waves, tightening further and further until Hank almost couldn’t take it. He slowed his hips, stilling with his body flush against Geri’s ass. He waited, letting her body slowly come down from the high. Pride fluttered within him. He had done that, had made Geri lose control and moan so beautifully.

When he sensed Geri was ready for more, Hank started moving again, his hips steadily speeding up. “Gonna fuck you fast now,” he groaned. Already, he could feel pleasure tingle across his spine.

“Yes! Fuck, come on, show me how fast,” Geri urged. Hank didn’t disappoint, he fucked forward hard. It made her breath catch. He hardly had time to pause to admire that. Instead, Hank fucked harder, making the bed shake under them. Geri’s whole body trembled, her breasts bouncing and her moans increasing.

The booted legs pressed tightly into Hank’s shoulders as he gripped her hip to fuck into her harder. Sweat dripped down Hank’s back as he pounded Geri. “Yes, yes, fuck! Oh!” she screamed, taking him so fucking well.

“Ohhh,” Hank groaned, leaning forward, letting his head droop as he concentrated all his energy on slamming hard into Geri’s pussy. Her wetness welcomed his hard cock, but the sounds she made were lost beneath the creaking of bedsprings and the way Geri wailed. Hank fucked her as hard and as fast as he knew how.

His orgasm bubbled through him, building and building. Hank felt sure that if he didn’t come soon, he was going to burst. His control would shatter into a thousand tiny pieces. He lifted his head, meeting Geri’s eyes. “Fuck, yes, yes,” he cried. Geri looked so perfect. Her face flushed and her hair wild. The thought that he’d have to help her neaten up before they could go out cruised through Hank like fire.

“Can I come, babe?” he asked. “Have I been good, like I said?”

She cried out again, her nails scratching against Hank’s back so hard he thought he might come without permission. But then she gave it to him. “Yeah, come, baby, come in me!” Geri moaned. It was all it took before Hank’s hips snapped forward, his hot cum filling Geri up burst after burst until finally he was spent.

With the last of his strength, Hank moved so he could lower Geri’s legs carefully. The boots looked even more sexy now that Geri was thoroughly fucked in them.

He stretched out against her side, his hand resting on her stomach. His lips brushed across her shoulder. “Fuck, Geri. That was incredible.” Hank felt so well-used himself that he almost doubted whether he would have the energy to go to a sex party.

Almost. Fortunately, they’d left plenty of time for recovery. “You really look so sexy,” he added, hand dropping to slide along the top of the nearest boot. “I can’t wait to be seen with you.” Whether or not Geri decided Hank was deserving of his collar, there would be a thrill in just being seen to serve this amazing woman.

“And you still get to dress me,” she pointed out teasingly. Rolling on her side, Geri pressed a soft kiss against Hank’s lips. “And then,” she said. “After the party? You get to take these boots off again.”

The thought sent a wave of heat from the tip of Hank’s head all the way down to the very soles of his feet. “Fuuuuck,”  he groaned. “Yeah, I will.”

All of a sudden, Hank’s energy had returned. But Geri was still breathing slowly, breasts rising and falling in a mesmerizing rhythm. Hank leaned closer, pressing a gentle kiss against her lips.

“Stay here,” he offered. “I’ll get you some wine.”

And then, Hank would begin the tantalizing process of wrapping Geri’s gorgeous body in the clothes that he had chosen for her.


Betting His Submission

It had been an intense night. Sarah wasn’t sure how long she’d been at the poker table, but she did know that it was long enough for all but one other player to lose. Now it was just her and Nate. She watched as he bit his lower lip, a sign she had learned was a fake tell. Nate was good. And he knew it, too. He smirked at Sarah over the cards.

She was confident. The King of Diamonds stared at her from the table. Sarah was secure in the knowledge that she had two others in the cards on the table. Two more cards were yet to be revealed. Sarah had high hopes she might see this game out with three of a kind.

Nate’s teeth grazed his lip. That, unlike when he bit it, was a genuine tell.

“You want to increase the bet, Nate?” Sarah asked, her voice practically dripping with challenge. “Maybe bet more than just money?” she added, raising one perfect eyebrow at him.

He leaned back, everything about his posture carefully calculated to make him appear relaxed. Sarah was willing to bet that, under all that bravado, adrenaline was flooding through his body. Just like it was through hers.

Excitement crackled in the air between them. Nate’s eyes roved her body, lingering on the swell of her breasts under the crisp blouse. “What kind of bet did you have in mind?” he asked.

Her breasts were precisely where Sarah wanted him to look. The bet she was going to propose was definitely going to involve those. And other parts of Sarah. “Whoever wins gets to be in charge for the night,” she proposed. “The other person has to do everything they’re told.” Sarah was confident in her cards, but she wasn’t so confident that she didn’t recognize the risk in that bet.

It was a risk she was willing to take.

The reward, Sarah was certain, would be worth it. And she didn’t terribly object to the idea of submitting to Nate’s whims, even if she was certain her own would be a lot more fun.

“Everything,” Nate echoed, rolling the word around in his mouth like he was tasting it. He raised an eyebrow, but Sarah didn’t back down. She wanted to see if Nate would accept the offer just as she’d made it. If he were bold enough.

He glanced down at his cards, fingers drumming across their patterned backs. When he lifted his eyes, Sarah could read the desire in them. Good. She wanted Nate thinking about all the things he’d do to her.

“You’re on,” he agreed. “One night, winner takes control.” He didn’t add any further rules. Sarah appreciated that. She liked having free rein. She certainly intended to enjoy it.

Smirking, she glanced at the dealer who looked slightly flushed. “We’ll have the last two cards,” she told him, watching as the guy turned over first a four of clubs and then an ace of spades. Instantly, Sarah knew she had exactly what she had wanted - an impossible to beat full house.

“Go on,” she encouraged Nate. “Time to find out which of us takes charge tonight.” There were very few things Nate could put down on the table for him to beat Sarah. She was pretty sure he didn’t have any of them.

His teeth grazed his lip, drawing Sarah’s attention away from the cards for an instant. She wanted to know how that mouth would feel against her skin. And she wouldn’t have to wait long to find out!

Nate’s strong, confident fingers laid his cards out. A six, eight, nine and jack of clubs formed a neat rank. Smirking, Nate leaned across the table, tapping against the four. “Flush,” he announced, positively brimming with confidence.

It was good, Sarah had to admit. In fact, it was very good. Just not quite good enough.

At first, Sarah’s expression was downcast. She wanted Nate to think that he’d beaten her. Then, almost agonizingly slowly, Sarah overturned her cards. She saw the moment that it clicked for Nate that her full house beat Nate’s flush.

“The lady wins,” the croupier announced. Sarah grinned at Nate.

“I’ll have a drink,” she told him. “G&T with a drop of ice, please.”

His eyes widened. Sarah could see the retort rising to his lips. He wasn’t a man who was used to being told what to do. That knowledge just made Sarah await their night together with even more anticipation.

Nate bit back whatever he was going to say. With a glance at the croupier, he nodded. “Congratulations,” he offered. He managed to sound almost genuine. “You played a good game.” Sarah just smirked. She was still waiting for that drink.

Getting to his feet, Nate walked off to fetch it for her. It gave Sarah the chance to admire his ass as he walked away. His suit was well-tailored, she had to give him that. She could hardly wait to watch him take it off.

When he returned, setting the drink on the table in front of her, Nate didn’t resume his seat. “What next?” he asked, a hint of challenge in his tone.

Reaching for her drink, Sarah took a slow sip. She took her time before responding. It was important to establish that this was her call. “I have a room upstairs,” she told Nate. “Come on,” she added before taking her drink and leading them out of the casino and towards the lifts.

Sarah would have plenty of time to cash her chips tomorrow. Tonight, she had far more interesting things to cash in from her victory.

When they got to her room, Sarah set the drink down on the table in the room, turning around to smirk at Nate. “Get on your knees,” she told him.

Nate spluttered, clearly taken aback. Whatever he saw in Sarah’s face quickly convinced him that she was serious. “This is a nice suit,” he complained. But this was also a very nice casino; the thickly-carpeted floor looked immaculate.

“I suppose we did say anything,” Nate relented. He dusted the knees of his pants, then went slowly to the floor. His sharp jaw jutted as he tipped his head back to keep his gaze fixed on Sarah. “Do you want me to do anything interesting while I’m down here?” he asked, smirking slightly.

“No,” Sarah replied, but then smirked. She had plenty of plans for the sort of things she wanted Nate to do. The first of them would be to curb that arrogance. And Sarah knew just to do that.

Walking over to her suitcase, Sarah took her time. She made sure to twist her hips as she walked, knowing without looking that Nate’s eyes were on her. In her suitcase, Sarah found the things she’d brought with her. There was no point in coming to Vegas if you weren’t going to play. And Sarah loved poker as much as she loved the sexual play she could enjoy in Vegas.

Turning around, Sarah let Nate see what she was holding - a pair of handcuffs and a small whip. “Take off your jacket and shirt,” she instructed.

Nate’s tongue slid out across his lower lip. This time, he made no attempt to complain. His fingers moved slowly, brushing the jacket off each shoulder before folding it into a neat pile on the floor at his side.

As he unfastened the buttons, Sarah’s gaze dropped to the newly-revealed skin of his chest. His muscles shifted as he moved, making Sarah long to drag her fingers over him. She wanted to hear how he’d react to the sharp scratch of her nails.

Like the jacket, Nate folded the shirt and placed it carefully beside him. Despite his position on the floor, his confidence in his body was obvious. And he had plenty to be confident about.

“Can I help you out of your shirt?” he asked, meeting Sarah’s eyes.

“No, not yet.” Sarah shook her head. She was going to get Nate to undress her but not just yet. First, she wanted to make sure he was desperate to do so. “Come here,” Sarah said, patting her hand against her leg. When Nate went to stand up, Sarah shook her head. “No, no standing,” she informed him.

Sarah smirked at the flash of surprise on Nate’s face. She saw him take a moment to figure out what she meant for him to do instead. Then, Nate crawled towards her, slow movements that highlighted the muscles in his back.

“Good,” Sarah praised, reaching out to run her fingers through Nate’s hair.

He tilted his head up, accepting the contact. One of Nate’s hands lifted, his fingers brushing against the bare skin of Sarah’s shin. She frowned, pushing his hand away. She hadn’t told Nate that he could touch. Though he pouted, Nate didn’t try again.

“Are you going to whip me if I’m naughty?” he asked. From the low throb of his voice, Sarah felt sure the idea was interesting to him. Even if this wasn’t something Nate had ever done before, perhaps it was something that he’d thought about.

Her plans didn’t involve any sort of punishment. Yes, Sarah did plan to whip Nate, but it wasn’t going to be to punish him. “You’re not going to be naughty,” she told him. “You lost the bet and so you will do as I tell you to. Otherwise, I’ll have to tell people you’re not a man of your word.” And that was not a reputation you wanted to get as someone who gambled professionally.

“But I will whip you. Not if you're naughty, but if you’re good.” It was a lot more fun, in Sarah’s opinion, to give pain as a reward rather than as punishment.

Nate’s shoulders straightened, like being reminded that his honor was on the line had him taking Sarah’s orders more seriously. “I will do what you tell me,” he agreed. His gaze dropped to the handcuffs, expression curious.

“Does that mean I’m not allowed to do anything that you haven’t told me?” he asked. It was a fair question. One that not all men would have thought of asking.

Sarah had to consider that. It would’ve been easy to say that no, Nate wasn’t allowed. But that could lead to her missing out. And Sarah was not a fan of missing out. “You are allowed to take some initiative,” she said finally. “I want you to exceed my expectations. That will be hard to do if I don’t let you do things I haven’t specifically told you to do.”

As long as Nate followed the instructions that Sarah did give, she felt they’d do just fine. She tugged harder against his hair, making Nate tilt his head back. “Have you ever been whipped?” Sarah asked.

Nate didn’t tug against her hold. His shoulders relaxed, his throat so beautifully on display. Sarah brushed her fingers across the curve of his shoulder, shifting in her seat when she felt how warm Nate’s skin was.

“No,” he answered. With Sarah still gripping his hair, Nate couldn’t shake his head. He had to use his words. “I’ve been handcuffed before,” he added. Even with his head tilted back, Sarah could see the smirk on his lips. His hands, taking advantage of their temporary freedom, slid up Sarah’s legs, exploring the soft skin of her calves.

This time she didn’t push his hand away. Sarah had allowed some liberties. She didn’t object to Nate exploring the exposed skin of her legs. In fact, Sarah parted her legs a little to invite Nate’s hand higher up.

“You may stand to take off your pants,” Sarah told him. “I want you to strip down to nothing but your underwear.” And even that was mostly to tease herself... and maybe a little bit to tease Nate. Sarah took a step back, letting go of Nate’s hair, so he had the room to stand up. When he did, Nate towered over Sarah. But she felt just as in control as she had with him on his knees.

His fingers danced along the buttons of his pants, flicking them open with practiced ease. Already, his cock was half-hard. Sarah licked her lips, admiring the way it tented the front of his boxers as he pulled his zipper down. He paused just long enough to tug off his shoes and socks.

That done, he shimmied the fabric down over his hips, leaving him in tight, black boxers that left little to the imagination. Without even being asked, Nate dropped to his knees again. His hand rested lightly against Sarah’s thigh, fingers brushing tantalizingly over the sensitive skin there.

He was doing very well so far at doing as he’d been told. And from the way his cock twitched in his boxers, Sarah knew he wasn’t completely against the idea of being told what to do. Nodding towards the bed, Sarah smirked. “Kneel before it, hands out against the mattress.”

She waited for Nate to move, watching as he crawled over to the bed, glancing over his shoulder at Sarah as if to check if what he was doing was okay. “You’re doing well,” she promised, reaching out to pick up the whip. “And I’m going to reward you.” She was going to show Nate just how much the whip wasn’t there to punish him for being naughty. And then, she’d reward him for letting her, too.

It took a moment for Nate to settle. His shoulders shifted, first to one side and then the other. Sarah watched in fascination. He’d probably never knelt like this for any length of time. He’d certainly never had to kneel and think about how best to present his back for someone who wanted to whip it.

Nate experimented, arching his spine, then straightening; holding his head high or letting it droop forward. Finally, he stilled. His shoulders rounded beautifully, his hands spread out against the mattress. “Okay,” he said, his voice carrying despite his lowered chin. “I’m ready to see if this really is the reward you say it will be.”

Sarah smirked. Even like this, so exposed to her whims, Nate had a sense of arrogance about him. Truthfully, Sarah found it extremely hot. Both because a certain confidence accompanied Nate’s arrogance, and also because it thrilled her to know that she could tame it. Or at least give it a good go.

Rather than starting with the whip, Sarah reached out to brush her hand over Nate’s back. Her touch was soft at first. Then she let her nails scratch against his skin. Sarah watched as a shiver ran through Nate, making him shift slightly. Pulling back, Sarah smiled. He looked so fucking good. She could hardly wait to hear what he sounded like.

Finally, she brought the whip down against Nate’s skin. Not so hard it’d even leave marks, but for a first ever blow - it’d leave a sting.

“Ahhh!” Nate cried, his whole body jerking at the contact. His hands lifted off the mattress, but he caught himself before he could truly disobey Sarah’s orders. “Fuck,” he muttered. “That was - unexpected.”

He twisted his fingers in the sheets, grounding himself with a fistful of the material. He glanced back over his shoulder, eyes dropping from Sarah into an obvious attempt to inspect his own back. There was nothing to see. Not yet.

Gaze trailing over Sarah’s body, Nate bit back a soft moan. “You look hot,” he told her. “Standing over me with a whip in your hand…”

Oh, yes, Sarah was sure she did. Especially since she was still wearing all her clothes. It set her at such a crass contrast to Nate. A powerful contrast. Sarah brought the whip down again, this time slightly harder. The red streak showed up instantly. But that, too, would fade easily.

The third blow was harder. One intended to leave a longer-lasting mark. Sarah reached out with her free hand, gently brushing her fingers over it. She let him lean into her touch. When she pulled back it was to deliver another sharp blow to Nate’s back.

“How does it feel?” Sarah asked.

He hissed through clenched teeth, his fingers flexing around his handful of sheets. “It feels like fire,” Nate answered. “Or maybe lightning. Something sharp and hot, but then it’s gone almost as soon as I can feel it.” He rocked back on his heels, giving a cry as Sarah’s fingers skated over the marks.

“I like it,” he breathed. “There’s an ache that lingers and feels almost… sweet.” A bead of sweat rolled slowly down Nate’s spine, drawing Sarah’s gaze to his fine ass, still covered by his boxers.

Dropping his head forward, Nate pushed that ass out, clearly ready for more of the pleasure-pain that Sarah had introduced him to. “More?” he asked, voice eager.

“Yeah,” Sarah breathed. “Hold onto that feeling, give into it. Focus on nothing but how it feels. I won’t break the skin, so just trust me,” she told Nate. Sarah couldn’t tell if it had been a concern, but Nate seemed to relax. She understood that he couldn’t just easily give into it. It was something Nate had to tell himself to do.

But once his shoulders lowered, tension seeping out of them, Sarah brought the whip down once again. The red marks criss-crossed. She hardly gave them time before the whip returned to Nate’s skin. The third blow lingered longer and then Sarah pulled back.

Now, Nate’s back was streaked red. Sarah reached out once again, her palm soft but firm against Nate’s back.

“Fuck,” he groaned. A tremor passed over his muscles, shaking his frame under Sarah’s hand. Nate’s head fell further forward, all the breath rushing out of him in one long, satisfied sigh.

She let him have his moment. Sarah loved watching how Nate’s body responded as he gave in to the sensations that overwhelmed him. His shoulders sagged, his head drooped. And his cock stood out further than ever, leaving a wet spot against his dark boxers.

“I admit,” Nate murmured, his voice low and gravelly, “this isn’t quite what I thought you wanted when you challenged me to that bet. Don’t you want to order me to touch you?”

Part of the thrill for Sarah was seeing Nate’s submission. It made her pussy so wet. She wanted him to touch her, but Sarah enjoyed making herself wait as much as making him wait. “I know you want to,” Sarah told Nate. “Knowing that you’ll wait until I tell you that you’re allowed is thrilling.”

She was hardly ashamed of that. Teasing was part of the game. But, Nate had earned something for how good he’d been at taking the pain. “I will reward you, you’ve been a very good boy so far,” she praised. “You may stand to undress me, but first I want you to take your boxers off.”

Nate grinned, getting to his feet and slowly stretching his arms up above his head. It gave Sarah a perfect view of all his muscles rippling under his skin. Such impressive strength, and all of it submitting to her orders!

Taking just as much time, Nate hooked his fingers under the waistband of his boxers. He slid them down, his hard cock springing free. Sarah’s breath caught in her throat. She could hardly wait to get a feel of that big dick. But she would make them both wait a little longer.

Nate turned to her, his fingers brushing lightly over her sides. He untucked her blouse, his fingers sliding over the skin of her stomach, which flexed under his caresses.

“You’ve got an amazing figure,” he praised. “I could hardly keep my eyes on my cards tonight.”

Sarah smirked. She was tempted to point out that if he had then Nate might’ve won their little bet. But while Sarah was sure she would’ve enjoyed that, too, she definitely enjoyed this more. She let him take his time, not rushing Nate to strip her faster. If he wanted to be slow, she was perfectly happy with that. They had the whole night, after all.

Nate unbuttoned her blouse, his breath catching slightly as it fell open revealing the lacy black bra Sarah was wearing under it. His hands were soft as they traveled over her arms, pushing the blouse off. Rather than going straight for her breasts, Nate moved lower to find the zipper on the back of Sarah’s skirt.

She turned around in his arms, giving him easier access to the material.

The sound of the zipper echoed around the quiet room. Nate’s fingers brushed teasingly over the back of Sarah’s panties as he tugged the tight skirt down past the curves of her hips. From there, it slithered easily to the floor, pooling around Sarah’s feet.

In nothing but her underwear and heels, Sarah stepped free of the fabric. She paused, letting Nate admire the contrast between her tanned skin and the dark lace of her bra and panties.

“Can I take the rest off?” Nate asked, waiting obediently for Sarah to provide an answer. She nodded, smiling as Nate moved forward at once. His hands slid over her back, warm and strong. Her breasts bounced free as he unfastened the clasp of her bra and helped her slide her arms out of it.

Without seeing it, Sarah could feel how Nate almost reached out, but then didn’t. Instead, his hands slid down Sarah’s sides and to her hips, fingers brushing over the material of her panties. When he slid them down, the motion was slow. Sarah felt him drop down to his knees to let her step out of the material.

Glancing over her shoulder, Sarah smirked. “Will you help me out of my shoes, too?” she asked. She knew plenty of men who’d prefer her to keep the heels on. Sarah wasn’t particularly fussed either way, she’d let Nate decide what he wanted.

“Yeah,” Nate agreed, without hesitation. His deft fingers found and released the buckle with ease. He pulled the straps open, rubbing soothingly at the red lines the shoes had left against Sarah’s feet. Without prompting, he slipped his thumbs under the arch of her foot, massaging the sensitive muscle there.

Glancing up, he licked his lips. “Is that better?” he asked, moving to repeat the actions on Sarah’s other foot. The strength in his fingers felt so good! Sarah could have let him keep doing this for hours.

But there were other things she wanted more. And things Nate wanted, too. His gaze shifted to Sarah’s pussy, eyes glazing over with desire. Leaning forward, he pressed a soft kiss against her thigh, but didn’t move higher.

Turning, Sarah reached to tangle her fingers in Nate’s hair. She tugged lightly, making him tilt his head back. Sarah leaned down to catch Nate’s lips, teeth grazing over one before she licked her way into his mouth. He kissed back eagerly, one hand sliding up Sarah’s naked leg but stopping short of touching her anywhere he might need permission for.

Letting go, Sarah walked over to the bed, sitting down on the end. She parted her legs, smirking when Nate’s gaze instantly moved to her exposed pussy. Her hand slid down, caressing gently over her inner thigh.

“Make me come,” she instructed Nate.

He grinned, crawling forward without any hesitation. His hands moved over Sarah’s legs, gently pushing them further apart. “Fuck, you look good,” he growled. His voice sent a throb of arousal through Sarah’s system, her pussy aching for Nate’s touch.

Leaning down, Nate slowly drew his tongue across Sarah’s skin. The nearer he came, the harder Sarah’s thighs clenched. Finally, he wriggled his tongue between her legs, lapping eagerly over her clit. He moaned as he gathered her taste, the sound vibrating across Sarah’s taut nerve-endings.

Greedily, Nate explored Sarah’s pussy. His tongue was warm and wet, lighting Sarah up from the inside. He stroked her everywhere, learning the spots that made her catch her breath and tighten her fingers in his hair.

One of Nate’s hands came to pull Sarah’s leg up. She easily let him drape it over his shoulder. Leaning back on her elbows, Sarah watched Nate’s face between her legs. “Fuck, yes,” she moaned gently, tugging his hair and pulling his mouth even tighter against her. “Just like that,” she encouraged.

The tip of his tongue slid over Sarah’s clit, sending a spark of pleasure all the way through her. Her hips bucked up. “Uh, yeah,” she cried. “More, I want more,” Sarah demanded, moaning louder when Nate’s tongue slid into her. He teasingly fucked her slowly with it.

Picking up where his tongue had left off, Nate brought a finger up to circle around Sarah’s clit. She was so wet, his fingertip slid easily across the sensitive bundle of nerves. Nate had evidently taken Sarah’s words to heart. He didn’t move fast, but his touches were relentless. He applied pressure just where Sarah needed it most, making her whole body ache with desire.

Once he had Sarah panting hard, Nate focused on intensifying the pleasure that pooled in her stomach. His tongue moved faster, spearing inside her over and over and over again. He rolled her clit between two fingers, pressing tight against her from either side. Sarah could feel her muscles tensing, getting ready for that last ecstatic push over the edge.

“Fuck!” Sarah cried, hips slamming up. Nate was good at stopping her from pushing against him too much. She allowed him to do that. He was tasked with making her come. Sarah was going to let him decide how he wanted to make that happen. As Nate’s tongue lapped harder against Sarah’s pleasure spot, her muscles tightened.

The grip she had in Nate’s hair intensified. Sarah rocked his head against her. “Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted as Nate’s fingers teased her even faster. Her orgasm exploded through her, toes curling at how much pleasure crashed through her all at once.

Nate didn’t stop. He lapped more gently, replacing his fingers against Sarah’s clit with the soft weight of his tongue. One finger brushed across Sarah’s pussy, teasing at her entrance but never quite sliding in. She rocked, muscles still trembling from the force of her orgasm.

When he finally pulled back, grinning up from between Sarah’s legs, Nate’s face was covered in her wetness. “You taste good,” he murmured, his voice a low purr that made Sarah’s breath catch. “Can I make you come again?” After a tiny hesitation, Nate added, “Please?”

Sarah almost definitely would’ve said yes even if Nate hadn’t added that. But hearing him beg to make her come was fucking hot. “Yes,” Sarah nodded. “Make me come again. You can put your fingers in me,” she added. Sarah had half a mind to demand that he did. But she wanted Nate to choose, to decide how he made her come, for as long as he did.

Just as her body began to relax, Nate’s tongue returned to her clit, sending another wave of pleasure through Sarah. With her free hand, she gripped the sheets under her. “Fuck,” Sarah breathed. “Yeah, ah, come on,” she urged. Her pussy was soaking wet. She wanted Nate to lap it all up.

His mouth was hot as sin, his tongue sliding through Sarah’s liquids like he couldn’t get enough. One hand pinned her hip, holding her down against the sheets of the bed. The other drummed at Sarah’s inner thigh. He was so close to touching her. The heat of his fingers between her legs made Sarah moan his name.

Finally, two fingers slid across her pussy, gathering up her wetness. Nate pressed them inside her in one impossibly satisfying slide. His fingers were thick, stretching Sarah out. Her muscles clenched around him, trying to hold him inside her.

But Nate had other ideas. He thrust his hand back and forth, fingers fucking into Sarah. She groaned, imagining how much better it would feel to have Nate’s cock inside her. But not yet. First, Nate needed to make her come again.

Not that Sarah thought he’d have a hard time with it. His tongue licked fast against her clit, fingers slamming into her at a steady pace. “Yes! Fuck!” Sarah cried. The hand against her hip stopped her from rocking against Nate too much, but her hand in his hair meant that she could tug him in closer.

“Uhhhhh!” Sarah cried as pleasure spread through her, every muscle twitching in response. Her pussy squeezed around Nate’s fingers. He continued to fuck them in and out of Sarah. With his tongue still licking Sarah’s clit, all she needed to do was lean back and enjoy the ride.

It wasn’t long before she felt her second orgasm approach, body heating up even more.

Her leg tugged Nate in, his whole body leaning towards her like she was an irresistible force. When Nate’s fingers crooked inside her, Sarah screamed. The sound echoed off the walls around them. Nate’s groan, far lower, rumbled through Sarah’s body, leaving her tingling.

Pleasure raced through her. Sarah’s fingers tightened in Nate’s hair, tugging hard enough to hurt. Her whole body shuddered as he came, pulling Nate against her until she could feel the heat of his every breath.

For a long moment, neither of them moved. Sarah’s muscles felt too weak to support her. And Nate had to get his breath back. He pressed light kisses against Sarah’s thigh, moving away from her slowly. “Fuuuck,” he groaned. “That was amazing.”

She did rather agree. Everywhere in Sarah’s body felt like pleasure had reached it. Her hand slid from Nate’s hair down over his neck and shoulders until she could grip his upper arm and pull him up. He came easily, pressing his body against Sarah’s.

Catching his lips in a kiss, Sarah poured her appreciation into it. He was being so good for her. Better than she had anticipated, if she was being honest. “Lie back on the bed,” she instructed Nate. “I’m going to ride you so fucking hard,” she breathed. Sarah’s tongue darted out to wet her lips. “Do you want me to handcuff you? Or do you want me to just order you not to use your hands?”

Nate stretched out, his muscles shifting as he moved. His hands reached for Sarah, almost as if his body had reacted before his mind could interfere. Realizing what she was asking, Nate’s eyes widened. “I want to touch you,” he breathed, his tone so earnest that it made Sarah press her thighs together.

For a moment, Sarah thought Nate would take the easy way out. She could handcuff him to the bed, then he wouldn’t have to worry about keeping his hands under control. It shouldn’t have surprised her when Nate shook his head. He was a man who liked a challenge. If he hadn’t been, they would never have been in this situation in the first place.

“Order me,” he insisted. “I want to see if I can resist temptation.”

Sarah grinned. She enjoyed how open Nate was to this, to experimenting with things he’d clearly never tried before. “Alright,” Sarah nodded. “I will let you touch me once you have showed me you can restrain yourself.” That was a good compromise. It gave them both what they wanted, especially since Sarah was not against the idea of having Nate touch her. He’d already proved to be great with his hands.

Nate moved up the bed so he could comfortably lie on his back, head propped up by the pillows. His cock was just as hard as it had been before - if not harder! Sarah reached out to brush her fingers over it, smirking when he shivered at the touch.

Straddling Nate’s hips, Sarah reached between them to lead his cock towards her center.

He groaned as her body welcomed him in. Pressing his hands down against the mattress, Nate pushed his hips up, urging his cock deeper into Sarah’s soaking pussy. She moaned, loving the way her muscles stretched around him. Nate’s cock was thick. Sarah could feel it everywhere.

She rocked, feeling shivers of pleasure from the crown of her head to the very tips of her toes. Matching her rhythm, Nate pushed up. His movements were undemanding, letting Sarah pick her own pace. She started slowly, bracing her hands on Nate’s muscled chest.

“Fuck!” he cried, teeth sinking into his lip as Sarah’s hands brushed against his nipple. “God, that feels good. You feel good.” His hands stayed on the bed, his fingers gripping at the sheets like that would keep him from touching her.

“Ahhh,” Sarah moaned.

She rather agreed. Nate’s cock felt amazing inside her. She clenched her pussy muscles around him, smirking when it earned her a groan from Nate. Sarah began to rock slowly at first, taking him in deep. Her palms pressed against Nate’s chest as she rode him in steady, slow strides.

Leaning forward, Sarah dangled her breasts above Nate’s face. “Suck them,” she demanded.

His pupils dilated, eyebrows lifting into his hair. But he didn’t refuse. Leaning up, he captured one of Sarah’s nipples between his teeth. The sharp tug he gave made Sarah cry out, her hips bucking wildly in response. When Nate soothed the sting with a sweep of his tongue, pleasure fizzed through Sarah’s whole body.

Nate kissed his way across the dip between Sarah’s breasts. His stubble scraped against the skin, leaving Sarah feeling so much more sensitive. He lapped at her other nipple, taking it more gently into his mouth. His cheeks hollowed as he sucked it, strong, steady pulses that made Sarah’s body ache.

“Fuck!” she breathed harshly. The combination of Nate’s cock and his mouth felt amazing. Sarah was certain that the addition of his fingers would be even better. But she loved that he was still holding his hands by his sides. Knuckles white as they fisted the sheets, she was sure, but staying where he put them.

Sarah moaned louder, beginning to ride Nate harder. His mouth broke away from her breast for a few groans in response but quickly returned to suck Sarah’s other nipple in. She ran her hand up to Nate’s head, fingers running through his hair as she tugged hard. He pulled back to groan. Sarah caught his lips with hers, making him breathe against her.

His tongue drove into her mouth, fucking her in sync with the way his hips pushed his cock into her. Nate gave a long groan as Sarah ground her hips against him. His dick rubbed against her from the inside, lighting Sarah up with overwhelming pleasure.

Bouncing down on Nate’s dick, Sarah felt her muscles tighten. Nate felt so fucking good, Sarah had no doubt that he would make her come again. But not yet. She’d promised he could earn the right to touch her.

And Sarah was very eager to find out just how good Nate’s hands would feel.

Running her hands down Nate’s arms, Sarah sought out one of his hands. She lifted it, bringing it up to her breast and then sliding it down her flat stomach. Nate’s eyes focused on her, as much as they really could while she was still riding his cock hard. Slowly, Sarah slid his hand between her legs.

“You make me come, I’ll let you touch me more. I’ll even let you come,” she told him with a smirk.

Nate’s laugh hitched in the middle, his breath giving out as he teased his fingers through the wetness between Sarah’s legs. He brushed over where his cock stretched her out, moving higher so the pad of his finger could press against Sarah’s clit. The sudden jolt of sensation, added to the pleasure that built from every time Sarah dropped down to meet Nate’s hard body, made her cry out.

As if he wanted to pull more noises from her, Nate leaned forward. His teeth grazed across Sarah’s nipple, causing a spike of pain that burned through her whole body. Almost at once, Nate soothed the ache, using the hot suction of his mouth to drive Sarah ever higher.

Her body responded eagerly, trembling under Nate’s touch. As his tongue teased her nipple, his fingers brushed eagerly over Sarah’s clit. She rode Nate harder, bouncing up and down on his cock and making them both cry out in pleasure. Nate’s noises were muffled by Sarah’s breast. She appreciated the dedication. Especially when her orgasm began to build quickly.

“Fuck, yes, yes, yes!” she chanted. “Fuuuuuck!!” Sarah screamed. Pleasure shot through her at such speed that the world went white for a moment, before her senses returned. Nate had definitely achieved what he’d set out to do. He continued to fuck up into Sarah, meeting her every movement.

Reaching to pull his head away from her breast, Sarah sought out Nate’s lips for a harsh kiss. “You can touch me now,” she told him.

Instantly, his hands flew to her hips. He gripped so hard that Sarah could feel the individual imprint of every blunt fingernail. He held her against him, driving his cock into her pussy hard and fast.

“Uhhh,” he groaned. “Sarah! You feel so good.” She rode him, matching every thrust, rolling her hips so she could feel his thick dick rubbing against her.

Nate threw his head back, his whole body shuddering as Sarah’s muscles clenched tight around him. One hand moved from her hip, sliding over her breast and then around to her back. His hand felt strong and powerful as he squeezed hard at Sarah’s ass.

“God, yes,” he moaned. “Can I come, Sarah? Did you say-”

The fact that Nate asked made Sarah’s pussy throb with arousal. She was so wet around his cock, taking him in as hard and deep as she could. “Yes!” Sarah cried. “Yes, come in me! Come on, Nate, I want to feel you,” she encouraged, rocking harder and harder. Nate’s hips slammed up, meeting Sara so well. His hands gripped her ass as he thrust into her.

She felt him come. Even if Sarah hadn’t, she could see it on Nate’s face. The way he grunted, too, was a good giveaway. She rode through his orgasm, making sure to clench her pussy around him to milk every last drop from Nate.

“Ahhhh!” he cried, squeezing his eyes shut as he emptied himself into Sarah. His muscles tensed, then relaxed as he fell back onto the bed, his whole body looking loose. “Fuck,” he groaned, his hands sliding up to caress lightly over Sarah’s breasts.

He urged her down, his lips moving softly against hers. The kiss was far more gentle than the other ones they’d shared. Even so, Nate’s teeth caught at Sarah’s lower lip for a moment, sending a brief, bright flash of pain to mix together with her pleasure.

“That was amazing,” Nate breathed as Sarah pulled away. He shifted, giving a soft grunt as his ass rubbed against the sheets. “I can still feel where you whipped me.”

Sarah gave a soft laugh, shifting to move off Nate so she could lie down on her stomach, turning her head to face him. “And that’s just the first whipping,” she pointed out with a grin. He had promised to submit to her for the whole night. Sarah was hardly going to let Nate off this easily.

Not that she imagined that he wanted to be let off this easily. “I will give you some recovery time,” she added, grinning. “Maybe let you make me come more with your mouth before I use the whip as a reward.”

Seeing the way Nate’s eyes glazed over with lust, Sarah doubted he was particularly disappointed by having lost the game to her.


He Serves

Archie knelt by the mirror, with his arms crossed behind his back, just as he’d been told. Under the dark blue denim of his jeans, his cock was already hard and aching. Tyra had been parading around in front of him in nothing but her bra and panties for over an hour.

First, Archie had helped her shave her legs over a bath full of water. Dragging the razor along her satiny skin without touching her anywhere but where she told him to had been hard. Archie wanted to touch Tyra all the time. But he was getting better at holding back when that was what she wanted.

After that, Archie had helped Tyra straighten her hair, so it fell in a long, black curtain down her back. Learning to use straightening irons hadn’t been something Archie had expected to learn in his relationship.

But Tyra always rewarded him well for helping her. Today, she had promised, the reward would be extra special.

Archie was starting to wonder whether he would make it to the reward. When Tyra pulled an honest-to-god black corset from her closet, Archie whimpered.

His fingers flexed, but he kept his hands behind his back, just like Tyra had ordered. “Can I help you?” Archie asked eagerly. “Can I help you put it on and lace it up?”

Tyra dragged her fingers over the material of the corset, humming as she did so. “I was rather hoping that you would,” she told Archie. “Of course, you’ll have to help me out of my bra first,” Tyra hummed. “Do you think you’d be up for that?”

Archie knew that Tyra could easily guess what his answer would be. He enjoyed serving her, enjoyed adoring her body in every way that Tyra chose. “You may touch me,” she allowed. “Softly and slowly, I don’t want any of this to be rushed.”

It took an effort of will not to bound to his feet. Archie got up slowly, letting his fingertips trail across the surface of the mirror. Tyra watched, licking her lips as she appreciated Archie’s bare chest and back. He loved seeing the desire in her eyes. It made every hour spent in the gym more than worth it.

Carefully, Archie crossed the room. He set a hand against Tyra’s waist, applying just enough pressure to be considered a suggestion. Tyra accepted, moving so she was facing the mirror, with Archie stood behind her.

“You’re so beautiful,” he breathed. His fingers walked up Tyra’s spine, stopping only once he reached the band of her bra. Gently, he unhitched it, smoothing the material away from Tyra’s skin. In the mirror, Archie watched her breasts fall free. They were soft and round, tipped with a sweet pink nipple that Archie longed to put his lips around.

He eased each strap down off Tyra’s shoulders, turning to carefully fold the bra onto the dresser. “How do you feel?” he asked eagerly. “Can I touch your breasts before I put the corset on?” He longed to cup them in his hands, massage them and feel them round and full against his palms.

Archie waited patiently for Tyra to give him an answer. He hoped that the answer would be yes. If it wasn’t, Archie would still enjoy helping Tyra. Being allowed to serve her was a reward in its own right. Still, it didn’t stop Archie from wishing that he could run his hands over Tyra’s soft skin, make her moan in that soft way she did when his touch was just right.

Turning to face him, one of Tyra’s hands slid over Archie’s stomach, up over his chest and to his chin, a finger teasing softly. “Go on,” she allowed. “But show me how grateful you are for being allowed to,” she added, not that Archie needed to be told. He fully planned to show her exactly how much he loved being allowed to touch Tyra.

His hands circled Tyra’s small waist, rubbing his thumbs over the skin that covered her ribs. Physically, she was so delicate. And yet, at the same time, she had such complete control over Archie that it made him positively ache for her. He lifted his palms, taking the weight of Tyra’s breasts.

“Thank you,” he whispered. The words came as naturally to him as breathing. He was grateful. Tyra was the most stunning woman Archie had ever seen. He could hardly believe that he was allowed to touch her. He felt her nipples harden against his palms and longed to play with them. But for now, he kept his touch soft and gentle, just like Tyra had asked.

He swallowed hard. “You feel amazing,” he praised. “And you look amazing.” And Tyra would look even more amazing with a corset cinching in her waist and lifting her breasts.

“I do,” she agreed in a way that made Archie grin. He enjoyed the confidence with which she took compliments. He knew she felt it, too. Tyra knew exactly how good she looked and all the things that she made Archie feel. His fingers brushed over her nipples again. Archie watched the slightly sharper intake of breath that Tyra gave.

Her hand traveled to the back of his neck, fingers brushing through Archie’s hair. “You can put your mouth on them if you’d like,” she told him. There was no ‘if’, really. Archie always wanted to have his mouth on Tyra, to worship her exactly the way she deserved.

He bent his head, feeling Tyra’s fingers tug against his scalp. It sent fire racing down Archie’s spine. He loved the variety of sensations Tyra could produce. Slowly, carefully, he trailed his tongue over the warm curve of Tyra’s breast. When he finally took her nipple between his lips, her heart was beating hard against her ribcage.

Archie loved knowing he could cause that. He sucked Tyra’s nipple, starting soft and slow before he let his tongue wash across the pebbled tip. Finally, he hollowed his cheeks, sucking hard enough to make Tyra gasp before he pulled away.

“Now the other one,” he said, with a small smirk up at his girlfriend. He could hardly worship one of her breasts and not the other.

Tyra turned towards him, making it easier for him to cup her breast and lead the other nipple to his mouth. Just like with the first one, he swirled his tongue over it and then followed that by sucking against it. The way Tyra moaned was so rewarding! Archie’s cock got even harder. But he paid it no attention, Tyra would decide when he could do that. If he could do that.

With her hand still in Archie’s hair, Tyra tugged against it almost painfully. The sensation made Archie groan. She pulled his head back so she could look at him.

“You look good, baby,” Tyra praised. “Are you ready to help me with the corset?”

Archie sucked his lower lip, arousal flooding his system. “So ready,” he confirmed. This wasn’t his first time helping Tyra. As soon as she put the corset in his hands, Archie knew just what to do. He wrapped the black leather around Tyra’s waist, adjusting it so that the central seam of clasps was perfectly centered.

Even loose, the corset made Archie’s mouth water. The supple leather hugged Tyra’s curves, exaggerating them. All dressed in black, with her pink nipples just visible along the top edge of the corset, Tyra looked intimidating.

Archie loved it. “Will you turn around so I can tighten the laces?” he asked. “Do you want it tight?” It would really depend on what Tyra planned to do while wearing the corset. Archie licked his lips, wondering if she would give him a hint.

“Not too tight,” she instructed, turning around in his arms just as he’d asked. “I want to be able to breathe easily.” Archer loved that he knew exactly how tight that meant. Sometimes, when Tyra wanted to specifically change her figure, she had the corset much tighter. She looked amazing in it, no matter what.

Archie took his time, fingers soft against the fastenings as he laced the strings through them. When he pulled, Tyra audibly breathed in. Archie was careful as he laced the corset shut. Once it was finally closed, he reached out to brush his hand over Tyra’s side. Glancing over her shoulder, Tyra smiled at Archie.

“What are you going to do before you help me into sexy panties?” she asked with a grin.

All Tyra’s panties were sexy, but Archie knew what she meant. She had several pairs that went with the corset, rather than the everyday ones she was already wearing. Without hesitation, Archie dropped to his knees. He crawled across the floor, settling at Tyra’s feet and looking up at her.

“I’m going to kneel for you,” he answered. “And if you want me to, I’ll help you out of those panties.” He brushed his hands up Tyra’s thighs, keeping well away from her pussy. He would only touch there when Tyra gave him permission.

Licking his lips, Archie tipped his head back. “Do you want me to eat you out?” he breathed. “I want to, so badly, Tyra. Please.”

Bringing a hand to Archie’s hair, Tyra stroked her fingers softly through it. “I know, baby,” she said. “And I will let you,” she told him, making Archie’s heart skip a beat. He wanted to hear how good Tyra sounded. Having her moan because of him was one of Archie’s very favorite things in the world.

Tyra’s hand moved from his hair down to Archie’s cheek and she cupped it lightly, making his head tilt up to look at her better. “Show me how much you want it,” she instructed. “Make me need you to take my panties off.”

Archie swallowed, mind racing with images. What would be the best way to show Tyra how much he wanted her? He leaned back, letting her fingers tug against his hair. The sensation sent tendrils of fire down Archie’s spine, making him arch his back and thrust his hips forward.

“I’m so hard for you,” he groaned, one hand cupping his cock through his jeans. He squeezed his fingers around it, whimpering at how very, very badly he wanted to just take himself in hand. But he wouldn’t. Not until Tyra said he could.

His other hand slid higher up Tyra’s thigh. When she didn’t stop him, he let his fingertips brush against the cotton crotch of her panties. “Watching you makes me want to feel how soft your skin is,” he breathed. “And I want to make you feel as good as you make me feel. Serving you is so hot, even if all you want me to do is kneel for you.”

Archie wanted to worship Tyra with his mouth. He licked his lips, tongue sliding slowly so that Tyra’s gaze would drop to watch. “I want to touch your pussy, slide my fingers through your wetness and then lick them clean to show you how much I love it.”

“Mmm,” Tyra moaned softly. “That does sound nice,” she told him, making Archie smile. His fingers stroked over her legs softly. Archie knew just how to touch Tyra to make her feel good. All he wanted was to do that. He leaned in to press a kiss against her leg, making his way up but stopping before he could reach the material of her panties.

Instead, Archie moved over to the other leg, repeating the movement. His kisses were gentle, making sure to show Tyra just how much he loved adoring her. Her fingers tugged against his hair again. Archie gave a soft groan. It wasn’t painful, but he definitely felt it.

“Go on then,” Tyra encouraged. “Take off my panties. I’ll let you earn it,” she told him, biting her lower lip.

Archie moaned, Tyra’s words sending a thrill down his spine. He inched his fingers higher, hooking them under the material of Tyra’s panties. He drew them down so, so slowly, reveling in every inch of Tyra’s skin that he exposed. Her pussy made his mouth water.

But as much as Archie wanted to put his mouth on Tyra immediately, he didn’t rush. “So sexy,” he murmured. Tyra lifted her feet, letting Archie tug her panties down her long legs and off. In nothing but the corset, Tyra looked even more amazing.

Archie stilled as she turned away from him. But it was only to move to the bed. She lay down, legs slightly parted, and patted the mattress for Archie to join her. Archie crawled between her thighs. “Can I make you feel good, Tyra?” he asked, brushing his lips against her skin.

He knew how to tease, how to make Tyra want his mouth on her. His tongue darted out, licking a wet stripe up Tyra’s thigh. Archie let his breath ghost across the damp skin, loving the way Tyra moaned and pushed her breasts up.

Her hand against his hair was soft, making him feel so good. She wanted him there as much as he wanted her. Tyra loved being worshipped. Archie wanted to give her exactly that.

“You can make me feel good,” Tyra nodded, leading Archie’s mouth between her legs. She didn’t insist he go straight to her pussy, so Archie took his time to kiss against the soft skin of Tyra’s thighs.

She let out a slight moan, her fingers tightening in Archie’s hair. She still didn't pull his mouth against her. Instead, Tyra let Archie pick the pace.

He teased her, lapping his tongue against the skin of her inner thighs. He loved making Tyra want him. But he didn’t make her beg. Tyra deserved to be worshipped, and that was exactly what Archie was going to do.

His tongue darted out, getting his first taste of Tyra’s pussy. He moaned as he swallowed. “God, you taste amazing.” Archie pressed his hands against Tyra’s thighs, making her open further for him. He buried his face between her legs, tongue dipping inside her to gather up more of that sweet taste.

Archie licked higher, circling Tyra’s clit with the very tip of his tongue. Her hips bucked, stomach muscles tightening visibly. Archie pulled back, simply for the pleasure of feeling Tyra tug against his hair to close the distance.

Looking up, Archie felt his arousal flood through him even more. Tyra looked so good, the corset pushing her breasts up, exposing the tops of them in a fantastically teasing way. Archie’s tongue lapped faster against Tyra’s clit, making her moan. It encouraged him to tease her even more, bringing those sounds out again.

Archie’s hand rested against Tyra’s hip, holding her down as he ate her out. She could still move, but it stopped her from bucking up so much. Instead, Tyra pulled harder against his hair. Archie enjoyed how she moved his mouth to where she wanted it the most, where his tongue could make her scream in pleasure.

His cock ached, trapped beneath the material of his jeans. But Archie ignored it. All his focus was on Tyra, on pleasing her and making her cry out for him. She made such beautiful noises, especially when Archie pressed his tongue harder against her clit. Her hips writhed, Tyra’s thighs clamping on either side of Archie’s head.

When she pulled his mouth lower, Archie went. He flicked his tongue back and forth, fucking her with it. His hands pressed her down against the mattress as he lapped up her arousal, screwing his tongue as deep inside her as he could.

“Fuck, yes,” Tyra moaned, her fingers loosening in Archie’s hair before her grip tightened again. Archie loved the way it sent a spike of pain through him. The sharpness joined the arousal he was already feeling. He would’ve groaned, but Archie’s mouth was otherwise occupied. Instead, Archie showed Tyra how good it felt by licking back up to her clit.

Tyra’s hips bucked again, fighting against Archie’s hand. “Ahhh,” she cried. “Fuck. Use your fingers, baby, make me come with your tongue and your fingers,” Tyra instructed.

It was an instruction Archie was very glad to follow. He slid one hand down between Tyra’s legs, giving a muffled groan as his fingers skated through her wetness. Fuck, he loved knowing how turned on Tyra was. She had all the power in this situation, but knowing he could pleasure her sent a thrill through Archie like nothing else.

Carefully, softly, he pressed one finger inside her. Tyra’s pussy accepted him easily, her muscles briefly squeezing around him before she relaxed. Pursing his lips, Archie suckled at Tyra’s clit, making her moan and wriggle.

Pressing another finger inside her, Archie established a rhythm. His hand fucked Tyra just the way she liked, deep and slow. Meanwhile, he lapped harder and faster at her clit between long sucks that made Tyra shout.

“Uhhhh,” Tyra cried, tugging Archie’s hair painfully. He loved it. Knowing that he could make her lose control like that and that she wanted to lose control around him, made Archie feel extra special. His hand moved faster in and out of Tyra’s pussy as his tongue lapped harder.

Tyra’s body trembled under him. Archie knew she was close. He focused on doing all the things Tyra liked, licking harder and faster until every muscle in her body was tight. “Fuuuck, yesssss!” Tyra screamed, pleasure crashing over her.

Archie groaned, the sound vibrating against Tyra’s pussy. Her orgasm always made Archie hard enough to cut glass. There was nothing hotter than seeing her in that moment where she succumbed to a force even more powerful than herself.

Taking his time, Archie pulled back. He slipped his fingers free, licking them clean before he pressed his tongue inside Tyra again. Her hips bucked, but more lazily, with less urgency than before.

“Fuck, you’re so hot,” Archie breathed as he finally pulled back. Tyra’s exposed pussy was so tempting, it seemed almost a shame to cover it with panties. But Archie knew how good she would look. And just because Tyra put her panties back on, didn’t mean there was nothing she could do to help Archie find his own release.

If she wanted him to do more, then she’d tell him. He watched as Tyra ran her hand over the corset and up to her breasts. Her fingertips brushed over the top of them, over the skin Archie was so sure was soft. As she did so, Tyra’s eyes traveled over Archie’s body, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

“Take off your clothes,” Tyra told him. “I want to see you, I want to see how hard you are for me.” And Archie definitely was.

Archie scrambled off the bed, fire running through his veins. He was so eager to show off for Tyra that it almost hurt. But he knew better than to rush. As soon as he got to his feet, he slowed his movements. Tyra would enjoy it so much more if he took his time.

He unbuttoned his pants, groaning loudly at the relief of the pressure against his dick. “So hard for you, Tyra,” he whined. He shimmied, sliding the pants down his hips until they pooled at his feet. His legs were strong, muscled. He knew that Tyra liked them.

Tyra’s gaze was like a physical weight, making Archie’s throat go dry. “Everything?” he asked, stooping to fold his pants and hang them neatly off the back of the chair. His cock tented the front of his boxers, stretching out the material.

“Mmm, yes,” Tyra nodded. “I want to see all of you,” she encouraged. Her eyes stayed on Archie. It made him feel so wanted. He slid his boxers down, groaning when his cock was finally able to spring free. “Yeah,” Tyra moaned. “You look so good, baby,” she complimented, making Archie’s stomach swoop with warmth.

Holding her hand out to Archie, Tyra welcomed him in closer. “I want to touch you,” she told him. “I want to feel how hard you are. Come, let me.” It wasn’t a request and rather a demand, just the way Archie liked it.

He crawled back onto the bed, the mattress dipping beneath his weight. His cock hung heavy between his legs, aching to be touched. It would have been so easy to press himself against the soft skin of Tyra’s thigh. Archie could grind himself against her, get some of that friction he’d been craving.

Instead, he moved carefully, not letting his cock touch Tyra at all. It was up to her to decide where she would touch him, and how. “Please,” he begged. “I want that. I want you to touch me. I’ve been waiting for so long.” And yet, Archie would wait longer, if it pleased Tyra.

The hand that had so enticingly welcomed Archie onto the bed, now reached out to wrap fingers around his cock. At the first touch, Archie groaned. He wanted to push forward, to fuck himself against Tyra’s hot fist. He refrained. Archie loved it when Tyra dictated the speed, when she decided how she wanted to touch him.

Her strokes were slow, almost teasing. “So hard for me,” Tyra murmured. “I love feeling how much you want me.” And Archie definitely did. “Tell me, baby,” Tyra said. “How much do you want to fuck me?”

Archie’s eyes went wide. “Oh, fuck, Tyra,” he groaned, his hips bucking forward without him being able to stop them. “I want to fuck you so much. Your pussy is perfect, it always feels so good when I sink inside you.”

Knowing that Tyra might not allow him just added an edge of desperation to Archie’s words. “You’re so wet already, I know I’d be able to fuck you just the way you like.” Archie lived for making Tyra feel good. “I’d make you come again while I fucked you,” Archie promised.

His whole body leaned into Tyra’s touch, arousal scalding through him as he waited to hear whether or not Tyra would decide she wanted to get fucked. If she didn’t, if she preferred something else, that would be fine, too.

Her hand continued to stroke Archie softly, fingers tightening and then loosening around his dick. It made Archie swallow another moan. He so wanted to feel Tyra’s pussy tighten around him just like that. “I want to hear how you want to fuck me,” she told him. “Tell me. Would it be like this? Or do you want me on top? Showing you how good the corset looks?”

Archie groaned again, the images filling his head as Tyra spoke. There were so many different things he wanted to do. But Archie’s favorites were always the ones he knew Tyra liked the most.

“Fuck, yes,” Archie agreed. “I love it when you ride me.” Tyra loved it, too. She got to control exactly how fast and how hard she would fuck him. Archie wanted to give her that, to have her decide. “I’d run my fingers over the corset, and brush my thumbs over your nipples where they peek out,” Archie answered.

Just thinking about Tyra’s breasts made his mouth water. “I’d lie back, and ask you to lean over me, to put your breasts over my face.” Archie’s cock twitched. He was so turned on even by just describing how he would please Tyra. The actual act was going to be mind-blowing.

“Mmm, that does sound nice,” Tyra hummed. The sultry tone made Archie’s mouth water. “Go on then,” she encouraged. “Roll on your back and make yourself comfortable.” She pulled her hand away from Archie’s cock. But there was a promise in her voice, so Archie moved eagerly.

He laid down against the pillows, making sure to actually make himself comfortable. His hands reached for Tyra but didn’t quite touch. She hadn’t given him the permission yet. Archie hoped she would. He wanted to show her just how good she made him feel, to return the favor.

Tyra moved to straddle his hips, leaning down to seek Archie’s mouth for a kiss. “Touch me,” she told him. Archie’s hands moved instantly to her sides.

Her skin was warm and soft, making Archie give a throaty moan. He loved the way Tyra felt, especially when she rolled her hips and he could feel her muscles moving. “God, you’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen,” he groaned. He wanted to worship Tyra, the way that she deserved.

Sliding one hand up, Archie palmed Tyra’s breast. Her nipple brushed against his hand, making Tyra’s breath catch in her throat. His other hand pressed lower, molding to the perky curve of Tyra’s ass.

Holding on, Archie thrust his hips up. “Please, baby,” he whined, not ashamed to beg for what he wanted. “Come and ride me. My cock is so hard for you.”

Tyra’s hand slid between them, fingers once again wrapping around Archie’s dick. “Mmm,” she hummed. “It sure is.” Archie had to physically push back against the mattress just so he wouldn’t buck up. Thankfully, Tyra didn’t make him wait for long. She led his hard cock towards her wet center, sinking down onto it with a deep moan.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “You feel so good inside me.” The praise made Archie smile as his hands stroked over Tyra’s sides, fingers just barely brushing the edge of the corset she was wearing. “Ahh,” Tyra moaned as she began to move, riding Archie with a slow and steady pace.

His fingers teased along the top edge of her corset, brushing tantalizingly over her nipples. They were so hard, and so pink. “Please,” Archie begged. “Lean over me so I can use my tongue.” He groaned as Tyra leaned forward, changing the angle of his cock inside her.

Pumping his hips, Archie met the pace that Tyra set. He drove his cock up into her, groaning as pleasure coiled tightly in the pit of his stomach. Just like he’d promised, he ran his tongue over the top of Tyra’s corset, paying special attention to each of her nipples. He took one into his mouth, sucking through the leather and moaning at the supple feel of it against his tongue.

His other hand gripped Tyra’s ass, not guiding her, but just feeling the way she moved on top of him.

“Mmm, yesss,” she purred, her hips rocking in sync with how Archie’s mouth moved. The soft moans he managed to tease from Tyra made pleasure coil inside him. His hands gripped Tyra’s hips harder, mouth working to make her cry out in pleasure. Archie met her body with shallow thrusts, helping her to fuck him but still giving Tyra all the power.

One of her hands moved to his hair again, tugging hard against it. “Fuck,” she cried. “Yeah, suck my nipples, Archie, go on!” she encouraged, letting him pull one of her breasts out of the corset fully, the nipple so hard for him to play with.

Archie leaned forward, taking Tyra’s nipple fully into his mouth. He hollowed his cheeks, sucking hard. He knew exactly what Tyra liked, how to make her moan as pleasure cruised through her. His other hand lifted to her other breast, pinching and flicking at her nipple there, knowing how much more intense the pleasure would be if he played with both at once.

He recognized the way Tyra’s moans shifted, becoming higher and breathier. He waited, thrusting his hips up to meet her. Finally, he let his teeth graze sharply against the nipple in his mouth. Tyra’s whole body jerked, her pussy squeezing tight around Archie’s dick. He opened his mouth, crying out. “Fuck! Yeah, that feels so good.”

Pulling back, making Tyra’s fingers tug against his scalp, Archie shivered. “Will you let me touch your pussy, too?” he pleaded. “I’ll make you feel so good. As good as you’re making me feel.”

“Yeah,” Tyra moaned. “Touch me. I want you to make me come.” And that was all the permission Archie needed, his hand sliding from Tyra’s hip to between them, seeking out that sweet pleasure spot. When his fingers brushed over Tyra’s clit, she bucked her hips forward “Fuuuck,” Tyra cried.

Her movements became more rapid as she rode Archie’s cock harder. His fingers lifted with her, never leaving her clit. He circled it, repeating the actions that caused Tyra to scream the loudest. It wouldn’t be long before he’d be able to push her over that sweet edge.

Tyra looked so fucking sexy as she rode him. Her breasts spilled from the leather corset, pink-tipped and bouncing beautifully. With her head thrown back, her hair spilling across her shoulders, she was every fantasy and every wet dream Archie would ever need.

He rocked his fingers against her clit, feeling the wetness of her arousal. His whole body shuddered as pleasure spiked through him. But he couldn’t come, not yet. He wanted to make sure he pleased Tyra first. He twisted his wrist, his thumb pressing down against the bundle of nerves that he knew would make Tyra explode.

“Please, Tyra,” he begged. “Come for me. Let me see how gorgeous you look, all flushed with pleasure. I want to know I’m the reason you feel as good as I feel!”

“Yes!” Tyra cried, bouncing up and down Archie’s cock so fast. “Yes, fuck, you are. Ooooh!” And just like that she came undone above him, letting Archie watch as pleasure crashed over her. The muscles in her pussy tightened around Archie, making him groan. She looked so stunning, lips parted and a glow washing over her as she came.

Tyra collapsed atop Archie, her hips slowing but not stopping as she moved. “Come on,” she encouraged. “Fuck into me until you come, I want to feel it,” she told Archie.

Archie didn’t need to be told twice! His hands dropped to grab handfuls of Tyra’s ass, holding on tight as he thrust his hips up. He pounded his cock into her, pulling her body down against his as pleasure rose through him like an unstoppable force.

Tyra moaned. The sound of her sent Archie flying over the edge, every muscle tensing as Archie bellowed out Tyra’s name. “Fuck!” he snapped his hips up once, twice more, then let his body fall to rest against the mattress.

Every breath was ragged, Archie’s ribs rising and falling. He spanned his hands across the leather corset where it covered Tyra’s back. “Oh my god,” he moaned. “That was so good.”

He listened to the way Tyra’s breath also came in short bursts, stroking her back until it began to even out. His softening cock slid out of her. Tyra gave one more soft moan, no doubt at how empty it left her feeling. She moved off him, lowering herself down onto the bed. One of Tyra’s hands caressed over Archie’s chest.

“It was good,” she agreed. Archie smiled. He liked knowing she’d enjoyed herself, even when he very much assumed she had. Tyra leaned in to kiss Archie, her tongue slipping between his lips and seeking out his in a soft sort of dance. Archie sighed happily into the kiss, his body fully wanting to give itself over to Tyra.

She knew it, too, he was certain. Her hand felt so lovely as it stroked his skin. “You’ll have to help me into the corset again, I think,” Tyra said teasingly.

Archie found enough breath for a short chuckle. “I’ll have to help you out of it, first,” he pointed out. As much as Archie loved lacing Tyra into the tight corset, he also loved releasing her from it. It gave him so many opportunities to touch her softly and gently, just the way that she deserved.

He slipped one arm under Tyra’s body, gathering her close. Turning, his lips brushed against the soft, sweet-smelling mass of her hair. He groaned, satisfied in a bone-deep way that he knew would last for hours.

“Just give me five minutes,” he breathed. He wouldn’t be ready for a round two that fast. But that didn’t matter. Archie loved touching Tyra even when it wasn’t leading to sex. If she let him take the corset off and just enjoy her body, that would be more than enough.


Their First Domme

Kat liked to think she had a sort of sixth sense for adventurous friends. That was how she’d found her way into the BDSM scene, by meeting a domme who’d been open enough about her lifestyle to invite Kat to a party. Now that she was established, Kat knew plenty of people who only dated with the circle of their kinky friends.




But she’d never been one of those types. Kat liked new people. And she liked the thrill of discovering exactly what kinds of kink she could introduce her partners to. That was why she was so excited to have Summer and Aaron come over to her apartment.

She’d met them at a dinner party, where she’d been seated between the newly-wed couple, flirting playfully with both of them. Kat hadn’t really expected it to go anywhere. But Summer had blushed so beautifully at Kat’s compliments. And Aaron hadn’t been able to take his eyes off the two women as they grew closer and closer over the night.

When they’d invited her to their house a week later, for a ‘more private’ dinner, Kat hadn’t been surprised. It had taken Aaron most of the night to bring up what they wanted. A threesome, with Kat. And a threesome where Kat told them what to do - to themselves, to each other, and to her.

She’d agreed, of course. And she’d spent some time watching them respond to her suggestions. Kat had no doubt that, after she’d left that night, they’d barely waited for the door to close before they ripped one another’s clothes off. She loved knowing she had that kind of power.

And tonight, she was going to have other kinds of power to play with. She’d dressed in her sexiest lingerie, hiding that away under a seemingly demure skirt and blouse. And she’d matched it all with killer heels, of course!

“Here you are,” Kat purred as she opened the door to Summer and Aaron. “Right on time. But I expected nothing less.” She took a step back, inviting the couple into her home. “Can I get either of you a drink?”

Summer seemed slightly more nervous than Aaron as he helped her out of her coat. Perhaps that was more to do with him putting on a brave face. Kat understood why they’d be nervous. All of this was new to them, after all. Kat, however, felt pretty confident she could get rid of those nerves quickly.

“A glass of wine would be lovely,” Summer replied finally. Aaron nodded. Kat showed them through to her living room and, once all of them had their desired drinks, Kat took a seat on the chair opposite of the couple.

It gave her the advantage of seeing them together and having them watch her. Kat smirked as she crossed her legs, watching both Summer and Aaron’s eyes focus on the exposed skin of her thigh.

Anticipation thrummed between the three of them. Kat could feel the tension building, Aaron and Summer clearly expected… something. “You’re both looking lovely,” Kat said lightly. She could see in their faces that it wasn’t what they’d thought she would say.

Aaron laughed, breaking the awkwardness. “We should! Summer spent all day deciding which shirt I should wear.” He smoothed a hand down the front of his crisp sky-blue shirt. It suited him well, bringing out the blue of his eyes. Summer had chosen excellently. And Kat could certainly understand wanting her husband to look his best.

Summer had clearly made an effort with her own appearance, too. Her light summer dress hugged her breasts before flaring out to show off her long, tan legs.

“I think you’ll look even better with it unbuttoned, Aaron,” Kat breathed. She let her gaze flick towards Summer. “Why don’t you help?”

Summer’s eyes widened. She hadn’t quite expected Kat to tell her to strip Aaron. It made Kat laugh. For what they had planned, she’d need not only Aaron but her and Summer to be naked, too. Summer recovered pretty quickly, though. Setting down her wine glass, Summer turned on the couch to face her husband more.

The way she touched him was soft, gentle almost. Kat enjoyed seeing it, an intimacy she knew she wouldn’t ordinarily be privy to. Summer’s fingers brushed over the buttons, making their way up to the top of the blue shirt. She undid them slowly, one by one. Each button revealed a new slither of skin.

Even from where she sat, Kat saw a shiver run through Aaron. She doubted it was any sort of chill. Arousal was a more likely culprit.

Once his shirt was fully open, Summer’s clever fingers helped him shrug it off, leaving Aaron shirtless. His cock was already half-hard, tenting the pants he was wearing. Licking her lips, Summer looked over to Kat.

“What next?” she asked. Summer wanted to follow whatever instructions Kat gave her.

Kat licked her lips, watching Aaron’s eyes widen at the sight of her tongue. Summer shifted in her seat like she, too, was feeling a sudden ache between her legs. Kat could sympathize.

“Show me where he likes you to touch him,” she instructed. She loved finding out where different people were sensitive. Such surprising places could reveal the most wonderful results.

Lifting a hand to brush softly against her breast, Kat carried on. “If you can make him moan without touching his dick, I’ll let you take my blouse off.” Aaron leaned forward, so eager even before Summer had laid a hand on him. Kat held up one finger. “But no faking, Aaron. I’ll be able to tell.”

Summer didn’t look like she thought Aaron would have to fake anything. The confidence was hot. Summer was pretty shy, but Kat could tell that was just what she was like, rather than any shyness due to lack of self-confidence. As her fingers brushed over Aaron’s muscled stomach, Kat saw a shiver run through him, trembling just below his skin.

Those fingers slid over to Aaron’s ribs and then to his chest. Kat watched as Summer sought out one of Aaron’s nipples, her very fingertips brushing over it gently. It didn’t make Aaron moan, not yet, but it did make him buck his hips. His nipples must’ve been very sensitive, something that Kat was delighted to learn.

“You look good together,” she praised, her free hand brushing against the exposed skin of her thigh. Just watching Aaron and Summer together was enough to get Kat’s panties wet. Aaron turned his whole body towards Summer’s touch, like she was the warming sun and he needed to feel her everywhere.

Her fingers continued to trace light patterns over his chest. Kat could see the way his ribs rose and fell, every breath sounding ragged. “You can use your mouth, too,” she urged. Summer didn’t even glance her way. She pressed her lips to Aaron’s shoulder, making him whimper.

Her teeth grazed over Aaron’s shoulder lightly. The trace of pain seemed to shoot through him. This time, Aaron did moan. If Kat had expected Summer to stop so she could reap her rewards, she was definitely mistaken. Summer’s fingers pinched against Aaron’s nipple, her lips kissing their way up to his neck.

Another low groan escaped Aaron, but Summer quickly caught it with her lips. Their kiss was passionate. Summer licked her way into Aaron’s mouth. Neither of them were shy about showing off just how desirable they found each other. Kat liked that, too.

When Summer finally pulled back, she smiled so widely that Kat could hear the pride coming off Summer in waves.

Kat got to her feet, crossing the room and feeling excitement quicken in the pit of her stomach. Carefully, she reached out, brushing one hand through Summer’s long, thick hair. “Beautiful,” she praised. “Both of you.” Not only were they both attractive, but watching them together brought out the sexiness in every touch and kiss.

Standing in front of the couch, Kat paused. “Which of you gets to unbutton my blouse?” she mused, not actually waiting for a reply. “I think you should work together.” Aaron moaned, like that was the best thing he’d ever heard. Summer nodded eagerly. “You may stand, then,” Kat added.

Summer was about her height, and Aaron a little taller than both. He reached for the top button of Kat’s blouse, fingers careful as they slipped it open. Summer moved closer, untucking the material from the waistband of Kat’s skirt.

They were both slow, taking their time as they explored Kat’s body. Yet neither tried to stray away from where she’d allowed them to touch. Summer began to unbutton the buttons from the bottom up. By the time her fingers met Aaron’s, they had both done an excellent job. The material fell open to reveal the black of Kat’s bra. She knew her breasts looked amazing in the material. Even if she hadn’t, the way Aaron swallowed would’ve left her in no doubt.

Tentatively, Summer’s fingers reached out, brushing over Kat’s stomach ever so lightly. “What would you like us to do next?” she asked, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

Kat was very, very ready to see exactly how Aaron and Summer would touch her. “Show me what Summer likes,” she ordered Aaron. “And I’ll do to her whatever you do to me.”

Of course, for it to really be fair, Kat needed to strip Summer down to her bra, too. She pulled the woman close, wrapping one arm around her narrow waist as she crashed their mouths together. Summer gasped into the kiss, the sound only audible because they were so close together.

Aaron’s moan, on the other hand, was loud enough to bounce off every wall in Kat’s apartment. “Fuuuck. It’s so hot seeing the two of you together.” Kat smirked. Her fingers slid over the nape of Summer’s neck, unfastening the ties that held the halter top of her dress up.

Where Kat’s bra was black, Summer’s was pale and lacy, making a striking contrast to the tanned skin of her breasts.

Being between Summer and Aaron’s bodies was hot, physically and metaphorically. The heat rolled off their bodies, making Kat want to lean into them more. One of her hands brushed over Summer’s back, the other reaching out to similarly explore Aaron’s body. Kat enjoyed the way his breath caught in his throat at her touch.

Leaning in closer, Aaron pressed his mouth against Kat’s neck. His tongue teased over the soft skin there before making its way higher, teeth grazing over Kat’s earlobe. In turn, Summer’s fingers traveled over Kat’s neck, gently brushing over the waistband of her skirt.

Just as she’d promised, Kat mimicked Aaron’s actions. She licked the skin of Summer’s neck. She could feel the way Summer’s breath hitched, her fingers tugging more insistently until she found the button of Kat’s skirt. Kat brought her teeth together, catching Summer’s earlobe between them and giving a hard tug.

Summer moaned beautifully. Aaron’s cock thickened against Kat’s hip as she purred her approval. His hands cupped Kat’s breasts, her nipples rubbing tantalizingly against his palms. Kat lifted her own hands, squeezing Summer’s tits a little harder.

“Go on,” she breathed. “Take my skirt off.”

There was no hesitation as Summer slipped the buttons open and slid the zipper down. Once the fastenings were open, Kat’s skirt fell to the ground easily. It revealed the matching black panties she was wearing. Aaron groaned when he spotted them. Kat enjoyed the heat in his tone.

Aaron’s fingers reached up to palm Kat’s breasts through the material of her bra, prompting her to change the way she touched Summer’s breasts. It made the other woman moan louder. Kat enjoyed that Aaron was still following her instructions, showing her just what Summer liked.

Dropping his head lower, Aaron’s mouth made its way to Kat’s breasts. He lapped over her nipple through the material before looking up. “Can I help you out of the bra?” he asked hopefully.

Kat didn’t answer. She bent her head, lifting Summer’s breast until she could fasten her lips around Summer’s dark nipple. She sucked through the fabric of her bra, earning a whine of pleasure. Not bothering to resist temptation, Kat nipped lightly with her teeth. Summer’s sharp intake of breath sounded loud, followed as it was by a similar noise from Aaron.

“Now you can help me,” Kat answered, straightening up. “And then help Summer, too. I want to watch.” Aaron’s fingers fumbled at the clasp, snapping it open. He helped Kat with the straps, sliding them down her arms. Kat pulled away, just enough to gather her skirt and toss it, with her bra, onto a table.

Turning, she watched as Aaron stripped Summer out of her bra. “Show her how much you like her breasts,” Kat urged. Moving closer, she pressed her body against Summer’s back, her slim hips grinding against Summer’s ass. “And Summer, tell me how good it feels.”

Aaron’s mouth quickly replaced the material of Summer’s bra, making the woman breathe in deeply. Summer leaned into Aaron’s touch. At the same time, she ground her ass against Kat. One of her hands moved to slide over Kat’s hip, pulling her in closer against her.

“It feels good,” she spoke. “I love having Aaron’s mouth on me. He’s so good with it. Just the right amount of, ah, pressure.” Summer moaned when Aaron clearly illustrated what she was saying. Bringing her hand up, Summer ran it through Aaron’s hair, pulling him against her breast.

Turning her head, she sought out Kat’s lips, licking her way into Kat’s mouth before she pulled back. “He would show you,” she promised. “Just tell him to.”

Kat laughed. Oh, she had every intention of making Aaron show her. “I like watching the two of you together,” she murmured, letting her tongue dart out against Summer’s ear. The woman squirmed, her ass wriggling eagerly against Kat’s body.

Aaron didn’t take his lips from Summer’s nipple, but he did tilt his chin up. His eyes met Kat’s. A spark of heat passed between them. Wearing nothing but her panties and her heels, Kat was highly aware of her bare skin. But Summer and Aaron were still wearing far too many clothes!

“Stop now.” Kat’s voice cracked like a whip, making both Summer and Aaron still instantly. They were so good. Kat’s pussy throbbed. “Summer, take the rest of Aaron’s clothes off,” she ordered.

As Summer reached for the button of Aaron’s pants, Kat’s fingers easily hooked under the bunched material of Summer’s skirt, giving a hard shove which sent it dropping to the floor.

Summer’s ass was round and perfectly perky, making Kat reach out to run a hand over it. When she slapped it lightly, Summer moaned, the sound vibrating through Kat perfectly. She had to move in order to do as Kat had instructed. Summer didn’t hesitate to drop down to her knees in front of Aaron, her fingers reaching to undo the fastenings on his pants.

Kat certainly enjoyed seeing her on her knees! She also enjoyed how much Aaron was enjoying it. His hand reached to brush over Summer’s hair. It was a gentle touch. Kat loved that she was allowed to see their intimacy. And more than that, be a part of it.

Once his pants were open, Summer slid the material down. Aaron groaned, a deep sound, rumbling up from his chest, as she let his cock spring free. Glancing over her shoulder at Kat, Summer licked her lips.

“Can I?” she asked.

Kat hummed, like she was considering. Summer and Aaron both watched her, waiting. Kat loved that they were letting her decide. If she wanted to, she could tell Summer to crawl over and put her mouth on Kat instead. She had no doubt that Summer would obey.

“Aaron, sit on the floor, with your back against the couch.” Aaron scrambled to obey, shoving his pants and boxers behind him as he moved. “Summer, you can put your mouth on him, but you are not to let him come.”

Kat smirked. “If he does, I will punish you for letting him.” Both their eyes widened. It was the first time anyone had ever brought punishment into their sexual play. Kat almost wanted Summer to fail, just so she’d have an excuse to do it.

“Oh, he wouldn’t want me to get punished because of him,” Summer said confidently, her hands sliding up the inside of Aaron’s thighs. “Would you, baby?” she asked, her tongue sliding over her lips in a way that Kat was sure was promising.

Aaron shook his head, doing a great job at not thrusting his hard cock towards Summer in how badly he wanted her. She clearly knew it, too. To reward him, Summer leaned in, her tongue running up Aaron’s cock, gathering the droplets of precum there.

“Uh, fuck, yeah,” Aaron breathed harshly. Even now, he didn’t push up, letting Summer decide how fast to touch him. His gaze slid over to Kat. “Can I do something for you?” he asked.

Kat enjoyed how much both of them wanted to include her.

She let Aaron watch as she shimmied out of her panties, leaving them in a little black puddle on the floor. She walked past Summer, giving the woman’s ass another gentle slap that made her moan around Aaron’s cock.

“So good for me,” she praised, straddling Aaron’s chest. She leaned forward, bracing her body on the back of the couch, with her pussy perfectly level with Aaron’s face. “Summer said you’re very good with your tongue,” Kat reminded. “Time to show me exactly how good.”

“Show her how good,” Summer encouraged. “I want her to see how lucky I am to have you.” The encouragement made Aaron groan, or maybe that was Summer’s mouth finally wrapping around his cock. Either way, he brought a hand up to hold Kat’s hips. Tilting his head up, Aaron’s tongue sought out Kat’s wetness.

The first contact made her moan. He started gently, licking up all of the wetness carefully. That slowness quickened as Aaron slid his tongue inside of Kat, fucking her with it softly before making his way back up to her clit again.

Pleasure swept through her, making her nerve-endings tingle. Kat moaned, looking down to see Aaron’s cock disappearing between Summer’s pretty pink lips. She looked confident, her eyes shining as she bobbed up and down on Aaron’s shaft. Another rush of wetness slid over Aaron’s tongue, dripping down his chin.

“Make me come,” Kat ordered. “If you can make me come before Summer has to stop sucking your cock, I’ll reward her.” And any reward for Summer would be a reward for Aaron, if what Summer said was true. Aaron’s tongue probed even deeper inside her, his hands pulling Kat down, bringing her closer to the heat of his mouth.

Much to Kat’s amusement - and pleasure - Summer slowed down. Her head still moved, taking Aaron’s cock as deep as she could. But she was helping him earn a reward for Summer, giving Aaron the time to get Kat to the edge of her orgasm and push her over it.

He took that leverage! Aaron’s tongue lapped faster, the tip circling over Kat’s clit to make her moan. Whatever Summer did with her tongue then sent a low groan tumbling out of Aaron. It vibrated against Kat. Pleasure built fast inside her, his tongue fucking into her again before his lips returned to tease her clit.

Kat’s knuckles whitened where she gripped the back of the couch. She rocked her hips, riding Aaron’s face as he worked his tongue against her pussy. Sensations built, one on top of the other, until Kat could feel her orgasm rising through her.

“Fuuuck!” she screamed, her whole body trembling as she came. Aaron didn’t stop, his tongue diving inside her, fucking her in the same slow rhythm that Summer used on his cock.

Kat ground her hips forward, milking the last of her pleasure before she gave a satisfied sigh. Summer looked up, but didn’t stop moving. Aaron whimpered as Kat moved away. “Get your panties off and sit on the chair,” Kat ordered, gesturing to the chair she’d sat in earlier.

Summer sucked Aaron’s cock a few more times before pulling back. She licked her lips, standing up and sliding off her panties just as she’d been ordered. Without a word, Summer followed the instructions, sitting down on the chair. Her legs parted, a hand sliding over her inner thigh, but not an inch higher.

“Was he as good as I said?” Summer asked finally, her eyes traveling over Aaron’s naked body and then beyond it to Kat’s. “He always makes me come so well,” she sighed. “Not just with his mouth, but with his hands and his cock, too. Will you have him show you?”

Kat grinned, watching Summer’s fingers as they traced patterns on the skin of her thigh. “He was very good,” she agreed. “He made me come beautifully. And you helped, holding him back for me.” Kat was very, very pleased with both of them. And she certainly planned to see what else they could do.

She stepped to one side, giving Aaron a little push with one hand. “Crawl over and reward your wife for me,” she ordered. “You can use your mouth and your hands.” She watched Aaron’s ass as he moved, licking her lips eagerly.

Once he settled between Summer’s legs, Kat followed, dragging her nails over the skin of Aaron’s ass. “Tell me, Summer,” she purred. “Would you like to watch me spank Aaron while he eats you out?”

In response, at first, Summer just moaned. Kat wasn’t even sure if it was because of her question or because of whatever Aaron was doing with his mouth. But then, Summer nodded. “Yeah, fuck, I’d love to watch that,” she nodded. “I’ve never seen that. It’s not...” She moaned again. Kat figured that the second half of that sentence involved Summer saying how they’d never tried it before.

That was pretty fun, to know that she could bring them even more new experiences. Kat watched as Aaron slid a hand up Summer’s legs, fingers teasing inside her. “Fuck,” Summer breathed and rocked her hips, fucking herself against her husband’s fingers.

They looked so good, Summer’s legs spread wantonly and Aaron leaning in to feast on her pussy. Kat ran her nails lightly down Aaron’s back, then lifted her hand. Aaron moaned, and Kat used the sound as cover as she landed a spank against Aaron’s ass. His whole body jerked, back arching as he pushed himself toward the impact.

Kat felt her muscles tighten with desire. She met Summer’s gaze, then spanked Aaron a second time. His wife’s eyes widened, pupils huge and dark with desire. “He looks good, doesn’t he?” Kat purred. “He takes it so well. Shall I go faster?”

“Yeah,” Summer moaned. “And harder,” she added, making Kat laugh. With his mouth busy pleasing Summer, Aaron hardly had the opportunity to object. But Kat doubted he would object. He was making his wife cry out in pleasure, lapping up the wetness from between her legs.

When Kat slapped Aaron’s ass again it was faster and harder, just as Summer had requested. He groaned, pulling back briefly to take a sharp intake of breath. “Fuck,” Aaron swore. Straight away, Summer led his head back to her pussy.

Kat smirked. She loved to see Summer taking a dominant role - and Aaron allowing it. She smacked his ass again, three more blows with barely time to take a breath between them. His skin turned rosy red, and he wailed against Summer’s pussy as Kat dragged her nails over his pert cheeks.

Bending lower, she wrapped her fingers around Aaron’s cock. “He’s still hard,” she reported, glancing at Summer. “Shall we let him put his cock to good use?” Kat’s pussy throbbed. She was eager to see whether Aaron fulfilled all the promises Summer had made of his talents.

Summer moaned again, biting her lower lip. “I’m sure he’d love that,” she answered. Kat, too, was pretty sure of that. Aaron gave a low groan of agreement. This time, he didn’t make the mistake of pulling his mouth away from Summer. Instead, Kat saw his mouth move more energetically. When she reached to wrap her fingers around his cock again, Aaron thrust into her touch.

“Ah, yeah,” Summer moaned, one of her hands sliding up to her breast to tease over her nipple. “What will you make him do, Kat?” she asked, licking her lips. “He’s so good at everything, I promise.”

It was a bold promise. One Kat intended to test out. “Flip over onto your back,” she snapped. Summer’s fingers instantly loosened, giving Aaron the room he needed to pull away. Seeing them jump to her orders just made Kat’s temperature climb higher and higher.

“Stretch out,” she urged. “Make yourself comfortable.” Aaron winced as his red ass hit the floor, but he didn’t protest. Kat straddled Aaron’s prone form, going to her knees with one thigh either side of his hips.

He looked at her, pupils blown, and swallowed hard. “Summer, come and sit on Aaron’s face,” Kat urged. “Facing me.”

Just like Aaron had, Summer moved straight away, obediently following the instructions that Kat had given her. She lowered herself down, straddling Aaron’s face. His hands reached up immediately, settling against Summer’s thighs and he tilted his head up, tongue sliding to lap Summer’s pussy again.

“Ahhh,” she moaned, but her eyes were on Kat. “Can I touch you?” Summer asked. “I’d love to play with your breasts,” she breathed. Under her, Aaron groaned, too, probably disappointed that he couldn’t watch.

“Fuck, yes,” Kat agreed, arching her back to push her breasts forward. Summer’s touch was gentle, stroking softly over Kat’s stiff nipples. Sighing her appreciation, Kat let her head fall forward, hair tumbling over her shoulders. “Harder,” she urged. “Make it hurt.”

Summer’s lips parted, her mouth looking so delicious that Kat leaned further forward. She nipped at Summer’s lower lip right as Summer’s fingers closed around her nipple. Kat moaned, pleasure soaring through her system.

Pulling back just a little, she wrapped her fingers around Aaron’s cock. Without breaking contact with Summer, she lowered herself onto him. “Fuck!” she screamed. Aaron’s thick cock stretched her muscles, her pussy aching as she bounced on top of him.

Under them, Aaron groaned again. His hands tightened against Summer’s hips. From how loudly Summer moaned, his tongue was doing some fantastic things to her. Kat’s hips rocked faster as she bounced up and down Aaron’s cock, taking it in as deep as she could.

As she leaned back, Summer pinched her nipples harder, pulling against them enough to send a thrill of pain through Kat. It mixed with the pleasure that Aaron’s dick was offering as she fucked him.

Leaning forward, Summer’s mouth sought out Kat’s nipple so she could suck it between her lips, sending a whole new collection of sensations through her.

Aaron was very good with his cock. He thrust his hips up, meeting Kat’s pussy as she sank down onto him. Between them, they built up a rhythm that had pleasure crashing through Kat at a constant rate. Summer’s fingers, tongue, and teeth played against Kat’s nipples, adding their fuel to the fire raging inside her.

“Make Summer come,” Kat ordered. Her hands reached for the other woman, one squeezing at her breast while the other took a grip of her perfect ass. Kat’s thumb fondled over Summer’s nipple. Summer’s moan vibrated against Kat’s tit, almost as if by touching Summer she was also pleasing herself.

Aaron whined, but his hips didn’t stop thrusting. “If Summer orgasms before I do, I’ll let you come in my pussy,” Kat promised.

“Yeah, baby, do as she says,” Summer moaned between switching from one of Kat’s nipples to the other. She sucked the hardened skin, sending a sharp sensation of pleasure through Kat. Her hips bucked and Summer had to pull away to moan loudly. Whatever Aaron was doing, it was clearly very good.

One of Aaron’s hands slid up Summer’s body, his fingers finding her nipple so he could twist it between his fingers. “Ahhh, fuck,” Summer breathed. Her hips rocked faster as she rode her husband’s face. Kat did a great job of matching that speed as she bounced on Aaron’s dick.

Summer’s breath quickened. Kat could see and feel the rapid rise and fall of Summer’s breasts. Her cheeks and neck flushed pink, the color spreading down over her chest. Her whole body shuddered, hands moving to Kat’s waist and clinging on. Kat leaned forward, licking her way down Summer’s throat.

She lapped at the nipple Aaron wasn’t twisting. Summer gave a wail that echoed off the walls around them. “Fuck!” she cried sharply. “God, Aaron. Don’t stop. Don’t -” Kat could tell the moment Summer’s orgasm swept over her. She went briefly still, the sound freezing in her throat. Then she cried out wordlessly, body rocking once more, every muscle tensing and relaxing at the same time.

“Yes!” Kat shouted. “God, you’re so good, both of you.” She circled her hips, grinding against Aaron’s dick to give him as much sensation as possible. Summer’s body slumped slightly, but her hands picked up where they had left off, cradling each of Kat’s breasts as she continued to ride Aaron hard and fast.

Summer didn’t bother to move off her husband. From the gentle moans that fell from her lips, Kat could tell that he hadn’t stopped pleasuring her, either. There were more groans from Aaron as Kat began to ride him even faster. She had, after all, made promises that she intended to keep.

One of Summer’s hands slid down over Kat’s stomach and to her pussy. Her fingers sought out Kat’s clit, meeting it at each thrust in a way that made Kat see white. Pleasure shot through her like an exploding firework, reaching every nerve ending in her body.

Aaron’s cock drove up into her, slamming into something that made Kat’s whole body vibrate with pleasure. She screamed, tipping her head back and letting the sound pour from her lips. She didn’t stop, even as her muscles clamped like a vice around the thick dick inside her. Heat poured off her skin, scorching everything until, finally, Kat rose to the very peak of pleasure.

When she dropped down, breathless and sweaty, every muscle tingled with the aftershocks. “Ohhhh fuck,” she sighed. “That was incredible.” Aaron’s hips pushed up against her, making Kat shiver at the pleasure-pain of her overstimulated nerves. But she had promised. “Go on,” she urged. “Keep going. Keep fucking me. I want to feel you come inside me. I want Summer to see the moment you do written across my face.”

Aaron gave another low grunt, somewhat muffled by Summer’s pussy. But even so, Kat could hear it and she could feel it. His hips slammed up, fucking Kat so well. Aaron’s hands wrapped around Summer’s legs and he pulled her down tighter against him. From low loudly Summer moaned, Kat knew his tongue was back in her pussy, making more pleasure shoot through her.

“You’re so hot, Kat,” Summer moaned. “She’s so hot, baby. She looks so good with your dick in her.” The words seemed to be the final thing that Aaron needed. He bucked up hard, slamming into Kat with one final low groan.

Just as she’d demanded, Kat could feel his hot cum filling her up. He rocked into her, sliding through the combined mess of her wetness and his seed. Kat’s pussy squeezed him tight, milking the last drops from him until his body collapsed against the floor.

Summer wiggled, a moan catching in her throat as Aaron continued licking her through the very last of his orgasm. Kat’s body felt sated and heavy. She lifted herself off Aaron’s softening dick, giving a quiet gasp as she felt a rush of liquids from her pussy.

Lifting her ass up, she claimed a seat on the chair, her legs parted so Summer could see her pussy, so well-used and satisfied! “You’re so hot, too,” she praised. “Both of you.”

Holding out a hand, she smiled at Summer. “Come here,” she requested.

Summer clambered over her husband easily, her hands brushing over his sides softly, almost as if in praise. Kat certainly approved of that. But most of Summer’s attention was on Kat. As she reached her, Summer knelt by Kat, her fingers reaching out to touch Kat’s calves lightly.

“Did he fuck you just like you wanted?” Summer asked hopefully. “You looked good as you came,” she hummed. “Do you wish for me to make you come again?” Her eagerness to serve sent heat through Kat, her body barely over the last orgasm Summer and Aaron had worked together to give Kat.

She reached out, running a hand through Summer’s hair. “Your husband did very well,” she said, her voice warm with praise. She had already rewarded Aaron by letting him come inside her. “I should reward you, too,” Kat hummed, letting her mind drift to the different rewards she could offer.

“Stay here,” she ordered, getting to her feet. Kat strode confidently across the room, in no way ashamed of her naked body, nor the cum running down her thigh. They were signs of pleasure, of how well Aaron and Summer had behaved for her. Kat was proud of them.

When she returned, she carried her favorite vibrator. Both Summer and Aaron’s eyes widened, making Kat smirk. “Aaron’s going to use this on you while you make me come,” she informed them. “I don’t want you to come until I do.”

“Yeah,” Summer nodded eagerly.

Aaron got up, moving towards them. His hands reached out, brushing over Summer’s ass. Kat enjoyed seeing how happily Summer leaned into his touch. They were doing this together and that showed. Kat liked being an experience they shared. Leaning down, Aaron pressed a kiss just above Summer’s ass.

“We’ll work together,” he promised. Summer smiled warmly.

“I want to make you come,” she told Kat. “I’ll be so good for you,” Summer said with confidence. Just knowing that she wanted to be good for Kat made her pussy throb with want all over again.

Kat spread her legs, shifting forward in the chair so her ass was right on the edge of her seat. Summer moved onto all fours, her nose rubbing against the soft skin of Kat’s thigh. Kat ran her fingers through Summer’s hair, giving a sharp tug to pull the other woman’s mouth right where she wanted it.

Summer’s moan spread through Kat like wildfire, heating her whole body as Summer’s eager tongue swiped through the wetness between her legs. Behind Summer, Aaron flicked the vibrator to on, the sound of buzzing making an urgent undercurrent.

Kat watched as Aaron teased his wife. He ran the vibrator over her ass, down to her thigh, keeping it well away from her pussy. Summer didn’t tease. Her tongue lapped over Kat’s clit at once, her lips pursing like she wanted to take the whole thing into her mouth.

There was a lack of the finesse that Aaron had shown when he’d made Kat come with his mouth. Summer’s eagerness more than made up for it. Kat loved knowing that this might even be Summer’s first time pleasing a woman with her mouth. Summer’s tongue teased back inside Kat, making her moan louder.

When Aaron began to move the vibrator in and out of Summer’s pussy, Kat could hear how wet she was. Summer moaned against Kat, rocking her hips back. But Kat’s hand against Summer’s hair made sure that her mouth wouldn’t leave Kat’s body.

Kat rocked her hips, lifting her ass so she could press harder against Summer’s face. “Fuck, you look so good between my thighs,” she groaned. “Doesn’t she, Aaron?” Aaron’s chin jerked up, his gaze meeting Kat’s as he gave a firm nod.

“She does,” he confirmed. “I love seeing the two of you together. Love watching her work to make you come.” And Kat loved watching Aaron work. He pressed the vibrator deeper inside Summer, its sound muffled by her pussy. She wriggled her hips. Kat knew exactly how good it felt to have those vibrations pounding at her from the inside.

Summer moaned, the sound vibrating through Kat just like the vibrator must’ve done in Summer’s pussy. She moaned encouragingly, wanting Summer to know just how good the other woman was making her feel. When Kat tugged against Summer’s hair, she moaned again, her tongue lapping back up to Kat’s clit.

“Fuck,” Aaron breathed. “God, baby, you’re doing so well, making Kat give all those lovely noises,” he praised. It seemed to encourage Summer just like it had when she had praised him. Summer’s tongue lapped harder and harder, making Kat’s muscles tightened in pleasure.

One hand gripping the arm of the chair, the other holding Summer’s head between her legs, Kat tipped her head back. She closed her eyes as pleasure crested through her, making the rest of the world vanish into blinding white light. “Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she chanted. Every muscle tensed in turn, until Kat’s orgasm passed over her.

Her muscles felt wrung out with pleasure. Kat collapsed in a boneless pile on the chair, her breasts bouncing with every breath. “Make her come, Aaron,” she urged. “Make her scream for us.”

At the order, Aaron picked up the speed at which he fucked his wife with the vibrator. “Ooh, fuck,” Summer moaned, her hang gripping Kat’s thigh harder. “Yesss,” she cried, pressing back against the vibrator, her body positively shaking with pleasure.

Kat saw the orgasm crash over Summer, her voice getting louder and louder until only her screams of pleasure surrounded them. When she came, it was hard. Aaron fucked her through every last shake of her pleasure. Finally, he pulled the vibrator out of Summer, leaning down to press a kiss against her ass.

Kat ran a hand softly through Summer’s hair, careful this time not to tug. “What an evening!” she exclaimed. “I have to admit, you both exceeded my expectations.” Kat had known that playing with Summer and Aaron would be fun. She hadn’t known how fun.

Aaron positively glowed at the compliment. Summer looked almost too boneless after her orgasm to react, but there was a smile on her lips. Kat brushed her thumb over the corner of Summer’s mouth. “I still have so many more ideas,” she admitted.

She hadn’t even spanked Summer’s perfect ass yet! But Kat knew that she wanted to. “What do you think?” she asked. “Do you want a round two before you go home? If we give Aaron some time to rest, of course.”

“Fuck yes,” Summer answered instantly before blushing slightly and looking over her shoulder at her husband. “Yeah?” she asked. Kat doubted that Aaron was likely to say ‘no’ to anything Summer wanted. Not to mention that he had also definitely had fun.

Aaron nodded, smiling at both of them. “Yeah, we definitely would like a round two,” he told Kat with a soft chuckle. His hands caressed over Summer’s back. “Maybe after a snack?” he asked hopefully, making Kat laugh.

Kat nodded, waving her hand towards the door of the living room. “There’s a cheeseboard in the fridge,” she informed them. Kat was nothing if not prepared. “Bring that through here. Once we’ve all rested a little, I’ll show you the bedroom.” Her voice was husky with promise. As much fun as they’d had already, Kat had even more things to play with in her bedroom. She knew she could show Summer and Aaron a good time.





Mailing List

Subscribe to Henrietta Soto’s Newsletter for updates and a FREE story!

http://henriettasoto.com




Other bundles by Henrietta Soto:

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

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




Making Men Submit

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




Submit to Them

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




Femdom Wedding Stories

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




Festive Femdom

Three hot male submission stories set during the Christmas season! Enjoy Hanna’s domination of her ski instructor, Sarah’s festive surprise and Lauren taking the Santa hard!




Fantasy Femdom

Three hot stories involving magical women making mortal men submit! Read about a succubus, a ghost and an Ice Queen all making men submit and taking them every which way they want!




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!
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