
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Jackson Takes Charge

        

        
        
          Healing Hearts, Volume 24

        

        
        
          Tamara Earthsong

        

        
          Published by Tamara Earthsong, 2024.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      JACKSON TAKES CHARGE

    

    
      First edition. November 28, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 Tamara Earthsong.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230463610

    

    
    
      Written by Tamara Earthsong.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1.

[image: ]




Jackson

“Ahhn!”

“Keep working,” Marie instructed.

Her hand roved farther down my pants. The other swept up under my shirt to pluck at a nipple. Both sent jolts of pleasure through me. “It’s hard to concentrate when you’re touching me like this.”

Her lips curled into a smile. Cocking her head, she pinched my nipple hard. “Are you complaining?”

“No,” I gasped as my cock throbbed in her hand. The pleased sound she made had me squirming from the rest of my blood rushing south. I managed to type out a few paragraphs while she worked my cock and played with my nipples, but soon I felt too good to pay any attention to work. Tilting my head back to rest against her shoulder, I pleaded for a kiss.

“Write two more paragraphs and I’ll give you one.”

Pouting, I looked at her from under my lashes and typed gibberish onto the screen.

Fingers wove into my hair. Grabbing a handful, she yanked hard, and my cock went from hard to raging hard. “Two actual paragraphs, slut.”

Whimpering, I kept eye contact with her and typed out two short paragraphs. I couldn’t get enough of how she looked right now. With only half a year of experience under her belt, Marie often played it too cautious when she Dommed, but right now she was at ease and in her element.

The only unfortunate thing was that she had no idea how hot she looked right now. But with only the two of us here, there wasn’t a way to take a photo, and sadly, I had zero artistic skill. Marie had drawn a few of our intimate moments, all stunning pieces of work, and I treasured each one. I wished I could do the same for her, to show her how she looked right now. How desirable she was.

Reading over my shoulder, her fingers rubbed softly at the nape of my neck. “I suppose those are good enough.”

The touch of her lips against mine sent energy coursing through my veins.

Pulling back enough to look at me, she smiled. “You’re being very squirmy.”

“It’s because I want you so much,” I told her.

Grasping the arm of my chair, she whirled it, getting me to face her, and then she kissed me again. Her thumb brushing my throat as she traced the heart-shaped ring in my slave collar sent a wave of heat through my belly. Work now a distant thought, I slid my hands up under the back of her shirt and unhooked her bra.

“Undress me,” she said. “Then take your clothes off. Slowly.”

“Yes, Miss,” I said. “Why are you wearing a bra, Miss?” She generally didn’t wear one on the days we stayed home. Which was quite all right with me.

“Because I wanted you to undress me today.”

Unable to keep my hands off her, I returned her earlier kiss. Slowly raising the hem of her shirt, I savored the feel of her warm body by trailing my fingers over all that soft skin. Once I had her belly revealed, I pushed my chair farther back until it bumped against my desk. Giving her belly a kiss, I pulled the shirt over her head.

Slipping my pinky under the band of her bra, I hooked it around the material that lay between her breasts and pulled. The straps fell from her shoulders. Another tug and they slid down her arms. The bra dropped to the floor, baring her breasts to me.

My lips closed around a nipple, and I felt it grow hard against my tongue. Dragging my tongue across it, I was rewarded with a soft moan. Sucking on the tender bud, I slid my fingers down the valley of her belly until they dipped into her pants. With my hands where they were, I could feel each of her breaths. Each flex of her belly showed me she was just as turned on as I was.

“I want.” She spoke the words between her panting breaths.

“Yes?” I encouraged. “What would you like, Miss?”

Her eyes ran up and down my body, and I shivered with anticipation when her eyes locked onto my collar. But then her eyes flicked away. “I want you,” she said and kissed the side of my neck.

She won’t say what she wants because she’s worried I’m not ready yet. It had been weeks since she’d Dommed me. She would say kinky things when we were intimate, but she hadn’t truly topped me. We’d been through a lot this year and had both needed a break, but I was ready now. So, so ready.

“What would you like to do to me, My Lady?”

Her breath hitched as I ran my tongue across her nipple and kept going, up over her collarbone, up the side of her throat, and higher still to caress the shell of her ear.

She shivered in my arms when I nipped at her earlobe before sucking it into my mouth. The soft noise she made let me know she liked it, and I sucked harder, welcoming the press of her breasts against me.

Pulling her hand up to my collar, I looked up at her. “I was a bad boy today. I should have seen how badly your body needed pleasure. Please tell me what you’d like me to do to correct my oversight.”

We’d worked for hours in companionable silence. I had no idea she wanted sex until her hand had suddenly invaded my pants, hungrily demanding my attention. I’d been making good progress on my day’s tasks, but fuck that. I could finish tomorrow.

Two fingers hooked into my collar and tugged, sending a bolt of need rocketing through me. Breath heavy with desire, Marie regarded me, and I remained very willingly in her grasp.

“I’ve changed my mind.” Keeping hold of my collar, she pulled me to the bedroom. Each step toward the bed increased my appetite for her. “Instead of slowly removing your clothing while I watch, you’ll do a striptease for me. Put on one of your dancer outfits and choose a nice song.”

“Yes, Miss. Should I change here, or in the bathroom?”

A corner of her mouth lifted in a smirk. “In the kitchen.”

Selecting the more form fitting outfit from the ones we’d recently bought at the dance store, I headed for the kitchen to change. I hadn’t thought anything about her choice of location, other than her wanting to titillate me a little by having me change somewhere I didn’t normally, but as I entered the room, I realized the curtains were still open from when I’d cooked breakfast.

I’d spent some time gazing outside while things cooked, glad to see the snow finally gone. The snow had stubbornly held on for all of March, making it a miserably chilly month. Mother nature had taken pity on us three days ago, and the sun had shone constantly, melting all the snow just in time for the calendar to flip over to April.

I feel like I know why she sent me in here. “Miss?”

“Yes?” If she was trying to conceal her amusement, she was failing miserably.

“May I close the curtains, please?”

“No.”

Her quick refusal had me growing harder in the confines of my pants. My cock protested its lack of space in my pants.

“You may look out the window while you change. If you see anyone, you will duck out of sight before they see your depraved body.”

Yup, that’s what I thought.

My shirt came off first. I’d left the window open since breakfast to let in fresh air after months of keeping the windows sealed shut to keep us from freezing. The breeze seemed almost sentient as it sought out my nipples, and my lashes fluttered from the feel. I used to hate how sensitive they were, but now I loved it. I wondered if Marie would try to drive me mad with pleasure there tonight by feathering her fingers against them until I couldn’t take it anymore.

Pleased at that thought because it meant I wasn’t gone too far into subspace, I kept my eyes on the window like a hawk and worked on changing quickly. No one appeared outside, but it was still a thrill to change my clothes where someone could potentially see me.

It had always been hard to talk about sexual things with my friends, even though two of the three were very comfortable talking about sex. Jeremy, bless the man for trying, was a private person about such things.

Devin was the one whose tastes matched mine the closest, and I was sometimes able to get myself to talk to him about things. He’d been the one to tell me that one way to check with myself if I was too deep in subspace or not, something that happened far too much in past relationships for me, was to see if I could express my own wants. If all I thought about was pleasing my partner without any thought to my own pleasure, it was a sign that maybe I needed to take a break and see if I was in the right headspace to continue.

Right now? I wanted Marie to touch my nipples again. Tugging the pants a little lower on my hips, I returned to the bedroom and found Marie lounging across the bed. Hands pillowed behind her head, she still wore a smirk. The heat in her eyes as she looked at me let me feel that I was worthy of being looked at with desire. I’d struggled with a negative body-image my whole life, but with Marie, things were easier. The negative thoughts not gone but blessedly less.

“You look very good in that outfit.” She pointed to my midsection where my dick strained against the fabric trapping it. “Did the risk of someone seeing your naked body thrill you, slut?”

“Yes, Miss,” I admitted, eyes roaming her body. The pose she rested in had her breasts arched beautifully into the air.

“I can see that. I hope you have underwear on. Otherwise you’ll stain your nice new pants.”

A wave of heat went through me, and I nodded. It was embarrassing to think of staining the new pants with copious amounts of precum, so why did the thought of leaking my fluid through both layers of fabric and being punished for it turn me on so much? I didn’t know why that thought got me hot and bothered, but now I wondered how she would punish me if that happened.

Marie canted her head. “I’m waiting for my show.”

Shit, I hadn’t even thought of what song to play. Thinking fast, I brought up a playlist on my phone and scrolled through it. These were all songs I knew well. Ones that Devin and I had danced to when he’d been helping me get over my reluctance to join a dance class. I’d been worried about looking like an idiot and tripping over my feet, and he’d taught me what he knew until I felt comfortable enough to join a class. I still owed him for that. I hoped he had as much fun as I had during our many dance sessions.

Making my choice, I gave myself a quick pep talk as I cast it onto the television.
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You don’t need to be perfect—that’s not what she’s looking for. What she wants is someone to do two things for her—give her a thrill by obeying her, and show her they want her. That person is you.

Of course, there was also an element of wanting to see something sexy, but I felt that I was getting to know Marie better now that the awkward first months of dating had passed. We’d been dating for over half a year now and were getting to know each other on a deeper level.

Moving to the music, I intended on giving her a good show but soon grew shy. No one had ever looked at me the way she did. It was confusing, and I had to fight with my own mind and tell it that I was worthy of being looked at like that, that it wasn’t a lie or a trick. I would not let dark thoughts lead me down another long road. I could choose to try and be sexy, and if it didn’t work out, it wasn’t the end of the world. If I flubbed a dance move we could just share a laugh about it and move on.

“You’ve never done a striptease for me before, have you?” she asked.

“No, Miss. I’m sorry.” I should have. I knew it was something she’d like. It had just taken me until now to work up the nerve to do it.

Marie looked regal on the bed. Naked, she lounged against the pillows, one leg stretched out straight, the other drawn up with her knee in the air, allowing her to rest her elbow against it. She was at ease with her nudity, something I hoped to work toward myself.

Gaze intent upon me, she jutted her chin at me. “I’m giving you a standing order. You’ll do a striptease for me at least once per month.”

“Yes, Miss.” She had no idea how much it meant to me that she liked my dancing. None.

Paying more attention to the music, I danced for her and grew brave enough to take off my shirt this time. We’d seen each other naked countless times before, I didn’t know why I’d grown so shy a minute ago. Her attention gravitated toward my nipples the moment they were visible, and I hoped she would soon touch them. When her eyes moved down to the line of hair that ran from my belly button into my pants, I grasped the waistband of my pants and let myself enjoy the sound of her breath hitching as she waited for what would come next.

Tugging my pants off one hip, I left the other side in place like many of the dancers I’d watched over the years. Moving to the music, I rolled my hips in a way that pushed my cock harder against my pants, making them tent even more. It felt good to have a bit of friction against the head, and I did it again.

Trying not to turn red, I shoved down the other side of my pants and let them hit the floor. I was not as graceful as I would have liked to be as I pulled the pants off over my feet, but a quick look at Marie let me know she didn’t mind. Tossing them aside once they were off, I danced in my underwear.

I’d meant to buy sexier ones but hadn’t yet. I needed to soon. This plain black pair was the nicest I owned. I had no doubt that once I started peeling them off, the inside would be a mess from the fluid seeping out of me. I wondered how Marie would dance if I were to ask her for a striptease some day. The thought of watching her strip for me had more precum slicking the last of my clothing.

My dark red blush as I removed my underwear had Marie wriggling happily on the bed. Often one to get lost in thought about work while we watched TV, the merest mention of a boy blushing on screen would capture her attention. Even if I wasn’t sure how to pull off underwear in a sexy way, at least I could entertain her by how easily I blushed.

“Let me see your ass.”

Spinning on one heel, I turned around. Making sure to keep the mirror out of my line of sight to prevent me from catching sight of my messed-up hair, I kept dancing. By the end of the song, I only had my socks on.

Marie’s legs spread open to reveal her feminine core. “Take off your socks and dance to this song. Once the song finishes, you’ll crawl between my legs and pleasure me.”

My cock bobbed in the air at the sight of her hand moving between her legs. She dragged two fingers through her pussy, and saliva flooded my mouth when she held them up to let me see how wet they were. I wanted to lick them clean, but she wiped them off on a towel that sat on the bed.

The next song started playing, and my breath caught in my chest as the first notes were sung. It wasn’t the lead singer of the rock band singing but one of the other band members. Not a founding member, no. He’d been a last-minute addition when someone quit right before the band went on its first and only tour.

He spent months doing nothing but playing bass guitar, but when his relationship with the vocalist heated up and became public, they flipped the bird to all the negative press the band got and started appealing to another crowd when some of the fans lost interest in them—their fantasies about having a chance with the star of the band crushed when they found out he was gay. Bigots dropped the band like a hot potato, but plenty of other people tuned into the band for the very first time, and they gained a new following.

Kaito’s role in the band grew, and while he only got one song on the album, it was an incredible one. It was a shame the band dissolved later that year due to personal reasons in the members’ lives.

I’d been what, seventeen when this song came out? I still had a poster of the band. How many times had I fapped to this song while looking at the poster? How many times had I danced to it in my room? I wondered if Marie would like to know how many times I’ve came while listening to this song, but I couldn’t quite bring myself to tell her.

Pulling off my socks, I put more effort into dancing sexy this time, though I was hyper-aware of my dick flopping around.

“I love it when you blush,” she said, smiling as she touched herself.

Her words only served to make my cheeks darken even more.

“This is a good song. I’m surprised I’ve never heard it before.”

Glad she liked the song, I told her it was from a one-hit wonder—a band that had flamed too bright and burnt out fast, fading quickly from most people’s memory, though I’d never forgotten them.

I was able to move more fluidly with this song, having listened to it a million times. I had the video saved on three different devices to make sure I never lost it. In my mind’s eye, I could see Kaito strutting across the stage wearing his studded leather coat with t-shirt ripped just so to show off his body.

Dropping to my knees as the duet began, just like Kaito did in the live video video, I put my concentration into remembering how to do an undulation. I still struggled with that move. Marie swore to me that I did it in bed, though I didn’t see how.

Marie went up on her knees to keep me in sight when I dropped to the floor. Her hand still moved between her legs and the scent of her arousal was heavy in the air.

“You were the first to see me for who I was,” Kaito sang.

“You were the first to understand me,” his lover sang.

“You saw into my soul and didn’t run from me.”

“You saw the fractures in my mind and didn’t leave me.”

Emotion and voices wove together and they sang the next lines together. “Stay. Stay through the night and hold me. Stay in my arms and keep me from drowning in the pain.”

In the video, Kaito pressed his forehead against his lover’s shoe as he pleaded for him to stay.

I mimicked the move somewhat, pressing my forehead against the bed near Marie’s feet.

“Hold me until the darkness settles around us, and the madness in my soul calms. Don’t leave me. I don’t know what I’d do without you,” Kaito sang. Sorrow laced his voice.

“I’m right here,” his lover sang, sinking down and holding Kaito. “I’m not going anywhere.”

The music pounded as they sang together, pledging to be together forever. Getting back to my feet, I kept dancing, but my mind was elsewhere as I thought about the lyrics we’d just listened to. Tears blurred my vision. Marie was the first to see me for who I was and accept me.

I’d shown myself fully to only two others, and things had gone poorly both times. Things had been fine with Eddie up until I’d shown him the parts of me I’d kept hidden. Then everything had fallen apart.

I told myself never again, but then I fell in love. I didn’t want to spend years hiding again. It would destroy me slowly but surely. So I risked everything recently and let Marie know every facet of me. She was still here. She hadn’t hurt me or left me. Instead, she opened her arms and accepted me for all that I am. It was the most wonderful thing, and I would always do my best to understand and see her too.

“What’s wrong?” Marie asked, reaching out to cup my face when a tear ran down my cheek.

“Nothing,” I said and wiped at my face. “I’m just really happy right now.”

Her lips brushed against mine. “Okay.” Taking me at my word and trusting that this was one of those times where my mood disorder made me feel things intensely, she sat back on the bed.

I was glad to have this trust between us. I cried often, and sometimes, it was because of happiness. It was nice to not always be questioned endlessly or accused of hiding something. Why couldn’t someone cry when they felt so touched by joy?

Before the end of the song, I made sure to be right by the bed. The last of the hauntingly beautiful notes played, increasing my desire to make love to my partner as the music swelled with emotion, and I climbed onto the bed without wasting a moment. Kissing her, I gently removed her hand from her pussy. “Allow me, Miss.”

“Mmm, what a nice amount of precum.” Her fingers briefly made contact with the head of my cock to scoop it up.

I moaned from her touch and blinked when she brought her coated fingers to my mouth. My lips parted, and she looked pleased at the noises I made as she fed me my own fluids. My tongue flicked across her fingers one last time before she pulled them away. Looking down at the woman I loved, I saw that my latest love marks had faded away. “May I mark you again, Miss?”

“No. I’ll be marking you tonight.”

“Thank you, Miss.” Needing to thank her for being here with me tonight, for finding me attractive and a good companion, I set about making love to her. My fingers replaced the ones I’d pulled from her pussy and I stroked it while I kissed and licked her breasts.

She was wet for me, and took my fingers easily. My cock wanted inside of her, but I told it to be patient. To tease myself a little, I rubbed the head against her pussy, smearing the new batch of precum onto her.

Moving against me as I kissed and licked her body, sweet little sounds kept pouring from her lips. Each one drove me to touch her more. She was more than a pussy, more than just a hole for someone to sate themself in. She was an incredible person with a soul that shone brighter everyday. She deserved more than what her previous partners had given her in the past.

Sometimes she resisted me when I tried to show her that her entire body should be loved, but tonight she didn’t resist as I worshipped her body. I kissed the shoulders that had carried far too much from too young an age. I kissed the arms that used to be strong when she played sports and vowed they would find that strength again. I kissed the hands that had prepared food and cared for her grandmother through her final years.

I kissed the fingers that have held countless pencils, markers, and paint brushes, and created wonderful things with them. I kissed my way down the length of her entire body, right down to the soles of the feet that carried her through life.

“Are you okay?” I asked, wiping away a tear from her face.

Smiling, she nodded. Too unaccustomed to being loved like this, she didn’t know what to say, but she didn’t need to say anything. She only needed to let herself be loved.

The sound she let out when I brought my mouth down on her pussy was rewarding. I kept my tongue moving, darting here and there, occasionally thrusting it inside of her, which always made her breath hitch nicely. Fingers dug into my back as she writhed under me, the pleasure too much for her to be able to keep still. Marie kept her nails short which meant they didn’t scratch me, but passionate marks were one of the types of pain I enjoyed.

Cries growing in fervor, her hands pushed against my shoulders, but I hung on and kept my tongue moving. I latched onto her pussy with my entire mouth when the next attempt to push me away came. Marie’s breath raced. Wanting more, her pussy rode my face, but the rest of her didn’t know how to accept that much pleasure yet. Breath heaving, she pulled free.

“Enough. I’m going to mark you now.” Scrambling onto her knees, her belly flexed with each breath she heaved into her lungs as she blinked her eyes clear.

I whimpered. “I’ve barely started, Miss.”

Marie’s eyes rounded. “I don’t think you realize how long you’ve been down there. Lay down on your back.”

Tempted to go right back to eating out her pussy, my hesitation drew her ire.

“Obey me, or I’ll have to punish you.” Her eyes blazed at her command.

Ah god, I love it when she looks at me like that. Deciding to be a good boy, I laid down.

“I’m going to mark you three times. The first will be right here. You’ll need to make sure your shirt collar doesn’t move around too much, or someone will see my mark.”

Her mouth clamped down on my shoulder, and my back arched into the air when she began sucking. My fingers ran through her hair as I let her have her way. I wanted to keep going with what I’d been doing, but sometimes it overwhelmed her if touched her for too long. I suspected it had happened again. I would work on teaching her to accept being pleasured. Baby steps. It was important to respect her limits, and a person’s limits could vary day to day. We’d reached hers today, so the rest of the night would be what she chose.

Finishing, she pulled back to look at the mark she’d created and licked it as though in approval. “Hmm, where shall I put the second one?” Her hands roamed my body, sending a trail of goosebumps in their wake. This time, she latched on beside a nipple.

I relished each pull of her mouth as she sucked. My cock had only touched the sheets for some time now, and now it made demands. “May I touch myself, Miss?”

“Such a sensitive chest,” she purred. “What would you like me to call you tonight?”

“Hmmm. I think I’d like you to try horny bitch again.” I spoke my next words carefully. I didn’t want her to think she’d done anything wrong when all she’d done was follow a request I had a while back. “Thank you for trying out different names with me. I’ve decided I don’t like pansy.”

Hands cupped my face. “I won’t call you that again.” Lips pressed against mine. “Did you want to talk about it?”

Tell her.

“No. I just didn’t like it the way I thought I would.”

Damn it. Tell her why.

“Okay. Oh, this isn’t a proper mark at all. I can do better.” Her mouth returned to the same spot on my chest, and her touch consumed me. Thoughts about why I’d asked her to call me pansy in bed one night faded. When she finished the second mark and pulled away, I eagerly thrust the other side of my chest at her, wanting my third.

“No. I’m going to mark my horny little bitch lower down.” She crept backward a bit and looked at my body.

I jumped when her mouth came down on my thigh. Moaning, I lifted my leg in offering to her. It felt good, but her teeth accidentally scraped me when she adjusted her position to relieve stress on her neck, and a memory hit. Alice digging her fingernails into my thigh so hard they cut me. She’d been angry at her parents that day and took it out on me. The flash of pain sent fear pulsing in my chest.

“Miss,” I said, urgently clasping her shoulders to pull her up a little.

“What’s wrong?” Marie asked, concerned. The sight of her face being the one to greet me, not Alice's, set me at ease.

“Nothing, could you place your mark here instead?” I touched a spot higher up on my leg. The memory faded now that that area wasn’t being touched. Assured that I wasn’t heading toward a panic attack, I relaxed. Marie wasn’t so sure though and took my hand. “I’m okay, you can keep going.”

Sitting up, I gave her a brief kiss before laying back down and offering her my leg. When she continued to hesitate, I made encouraging noises. A few seconds later, her mouth began sucking on the spot I’d indicated and a wave of pleasure swept the fear away. “Ah! Yes.”

Her necklace rested on my leg, and I ran a finger over the promise ring I’d bought her so she could have a piece of my love with her wherever she went. I loved the design on it. A trinity knot woven into a heart.

Sitting up a few moments later, Marie had a contented look on her face. “There we go. Now you look like you’re mine again.”

“I love you,” I said, admiring the love mark.

“I love you too.”
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Marie swallowed my cock, and pleasure bloomed in my brain. Needing to touch her, I reached for her, and she sighed in content when my hand found her pussy. “Your mouth feels good, Miss. Thank you. Ahhn.” Huffing a few breaths when she made me feel so good it was hard to breathe, I pulled at her hips. “Please sit on my face. I want to make you feel good too.”

It was gratifying when she dropped herself onto my mouth. My body positive talks with her must be starting to work. She’d always been self-conscious anytime I got her onto my face, not to mention overly cautious. While tall, she weighed practically nothing and shouldn’t strain to keep herself aloft when I wanted her weight pressing down on me.

Putting my mouth back to work, I also used my hands to make her feel good this time. She started concentrating her efforts on the underside of my cock, and it was like her tongue was made of liquid fire. I couldn’t keep still.
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