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Alexia

Straining to reach me, Paul fought against what blocked him. “Lexie, baby, I want to make you cum.”

God, he’s hot when he’s this desperate.

Paul was a strong fucker. The foot I had braced against his chest wouldn’t be enough to keep him from getting his way. Smirking up at him, I brought my other foot up and used more muscle to push him a little farther from me.

“So make me cum.”

“Lexieeee,” he whined, straining harder against me. “I’m barely even in you.”

“Make me cum with the tip, darling.” He fought to get deeper, and I had to use all my strength. Bracing my hands against the headboard let me keep the advantage. Barely. “I’ll give you a big reward if you manage it.”

“We both know you aren’t going to cum from an inch of cock,” he growled and slammed his hips down.

All those straining muscles in his chest flexed against my bare feet. I loved the feel of his strength. Such a healthy husband I had. It was getting harder to remain stronger than him, but I found I didn’t mind it as much as I did when I was younger. Still, I wouldn’t make it easy for him.

One of my eyebrows rose in challenge. “Try.”

He fucked me the way I’d challenged him to for a bit, trying hard to make me cum, though we both knew it wouldn’t happen. I could be hard as hell to get off sometimes, and it would be almost impossible with only the tip of him. It was fun keeping him at bay, though.

His hand darted forward all of a sudden, and his thumb glided over my clit. My breath hitched from the pleasure his touch brought. Using my momentary lapse of attention to his advantage, Paul twisted and shoved one of my feet off his chest. I tried to get it back into place, but he used both hands to wrangle it and managed to work himself a little deeper.

“There. At least now I have a chance,” he said, getting halfway in me.

Scowling at him, I tried to ignore the need growing between my legs. “I should have tied your wrists behind you.”

“Awww, look at your crabby face. You don’t want to admit how bad you want to cum. Put your other foot down, and I’ll make you cum so good, darling.”

“Nope. Gonna make you work for it.”

He kept going, and a sheen of sweat broke out over his forehead as he worked hard to make me cum. I couldn’t help but feel a mixture of pride and love for having a husband who loved me and wanted to give me pleasure. He was the perfect submissive brat that I hadn’t known I needed in my life until I met him.

Enthused when he managed to cram in a touch deeper, I saw a look of intense desire cross his face and had to fight not to blush. He wants to make me feel good. I wanted to make him feel good too.

What with my hands being busy gripping the headboard for dear life, I wasn't fast enough when he grasped my remaining foot and heaved it off his chest. Not wasting a second, he let himself fall forward onto me. With a victorious grin, he buried himself to the hilt. I should take the time to punish him for disobeying my orders, but instead, my legs wrapped around him and tried to pull him in deeper.

Clasping his arms around me tightly, he rolled us over. “Your turn to be on top.” Pleased to have bested me, he braced his elbows on the bed and offered me his hands.

“You little shit.” Yeah, I wanted him too much to take the time to punish him right now. It would be done later, mind you. When he least suspected it.

Taking his hands, I used them for handholds. He panted when I bore down on him. I thought about teasing him and only taking half his cock, but the pleasure on his face made him look so damn hot. I wanted to keep seeing him like that. “Inch your way up the bed.”

Lifting, I let him slide himself up the bed. Reaching out for the headboard, I gripped it with one hand. My other hand stayed linked with his and Paul’s free hand moved to exactly where I wanted it.

Fingers gathering up some of the juice coating my pussy, he started rubbing my clit. “I fucking love it when your eyes close and your head drifts back,” he said, circling my clit with his fingers again. “It means you’re starting to feel real good.”

“Mmm.” Lifting myself until only the head remained inside me, I eased down again and ground my clit against him. “I love when your eyes close to slits, and I see you watching me from under your lashes. I love hearing you cry out when my pussy wraps itself around your cock.” With that, I flexed my inner muscles, tightening them in stages around his dick. Starting at the base of the shaft, I worked my way up to the head.

His breath grew ragged. “Oh god, Lexie. Your cunt feels amazing.”

“It’s not as good as how it feels to have your cock inside me. No one else makes me cum like you do.” A loud moan escaped me when he slapped his hips upward and thrust into me. I’d been going to say something else, but I forgot what. Instead, I concentrated on bouncing up and down on his cock, enjoying his entire length now.

It was probably for the best that I’d forgotten whatever I’d been going to say. I wasn't great at being romantic or sappy. He’d have groaned and rolled his eyes if I kept talking.

“What are you smiling about?” Paul asked, thrusting up to meet me.

How much I love you. “Oh, I’m just planning out how to torture you on our next day off.” The feel of his cock throbbing inside me let me know how much he liked that idea. The feel of his excitement made my breath hitch, and I sped up.

Paul’s fingers stopped teasing my clit. His thumb replaced them and started moving in the way he knew I liked. It ran up and down my clit, hitting all the right spots to make my pulse race. He stared up at me with adoration, his hair the perfect level of bedhead that gave him that “boy next door” level of hotness.

His thumb had the perfect pressure against me. “Fuck. Right like that, babe.”

“I know,” he said confidently.

Leaning over, I kissed that cute little smirk of his. Lifting my knees off the bed, I balanced on my feet and started moving with more power. He threw his head back, a sure sign he was getting close, and I worked on getting him there. An orgasm wasn’t happening for me tonight, but it was fine. This felt so good that I didn’t feel the need to cum. I just wanted to make Paul feel good.

“Let me back on top,” he said between gasps.

You know me so well.

He’d realized I was only working to get him off and not myself. He hoped by switching positions he could get me to cum.

“No. You’re the one who put me on top. Let me make you cum. Shoot it straight up inside me.” The hand I held twitched. He loved cumming inside me.

Letting go of his hand, I gripped the headboard with both hands now to help me fuck him faster and harder.

His thumb worked my clit faster, and his other hand came up to cup a breast. The tightening of his belly muscles signaled his intent to sit up to catch a nipple in his mouth.

You’re concentrating too much on trying to make me cum. I don’t want you to lose this orgasm. Pressing a hand on the center of his chest, I kept him on the bed. “I can’t wait for our next day off. I’m looking forward to tying you to the bench. I’ll bounce on your cock, exactly like this, but face the other way.”

“I can’t play with your clit when you do reverse cowgirl.” His mouth opened, and I caught a quick glimpse of his tongue before he sucked his thumb into his mouth to taste me. Keeping eye contact with me, he sucked it clean before returning his hand to my pussy.

“Oh, but my clit won’t go without attention. Jackson can rub it for me while I kiss him.” Paul’s quick intake of breath had my pussy clenching around him. “The position will let me have the perfect view to watch as a man fills your ass for the very first time.” My words were doing the trick. I felt his cock shudder in anticipation inside me.

Another scenario unfolded in my mind. Me riding Paul’s face while Jackson fucked him. Jackson would be all doe-eyed as he tried to figure out how to pleasure all three of us at once. He’d share a deep kiss with Marie before thrusting his fingers into her while he kept fucking my husband. Enamored by Paul’s nonstop moans, he’d lower his face, intent on licking my clit so he could help me feel good too. Would having three people crying out from him pleasuring them make him orgasm?

“Fuck, Lexie, let me make you cum before I—haaaaa!” There was a different look on Paul’s face, and when his eyes rolled back, I wondered if he’d been picturing himself being penetrated by a real cock.

While we’ve had many lovers over the years, never in my life had I expected him to become attracted to another man. Did it bother me? Hell no. I couldn’t wait to see him and Jackson together.

Another image of them flashed in my mind. Jackson straddling Paul as they sat on the couch, their arms wrapping around each other as Paul thrusts up into him, a protective look on his face as he held Jackson. Fuck, he was hot when that possessive look filled his face as he worked to make his partner cum.

Getting back on my knees, I fucked him fast now and a rush went through me as he writhed under me. I’ve got you right where I want you. You’re right on the edge.

“I’m going to—” Grunting, his hips jerked up, and he entered me balls deep as urgency pulled at him. No doubt his testicles were drawing up in preparation to shoot his load into me.

Bracing my hands against his chest, I slammed my pussy down over and over, taking him deep each time. “Since you’ll be helpless to stop us from using you, I’ll have Marie smother you with her pussy while I take my turn riding you. She’ll be able to feel every scream and shout you bellow when a man makes you cum for the first time. I’ll be sure to pull myself off your cock in time for them to see how hard Jackson makes you cum and we’ll watch you shoot your load all over yourself.”

When Paul shouted in pleasure, I changed my mind about having him shoot inside me. I wanted to watch his cock erupt like a volcano.

He did not disappoint. The first spurt caught me on my inner thigh, and I resisted when his hands gripped the back of my knees and tried to pull me back down onto that throbbing hard length. “No.”

Giving up, he grabbed his cock and stroked himself through the rest of his orgasm.

“Mmm, yes, darling. Cum to the thought of a real live cock filling your ass with seed.”

Cum he did. God, he looks enraptured.

Continuing to touch himself, his moans kept getting interrupted by gasps as he tried to catch his breath. Jizz coated his groin and belly. I guess I got him all hot and bothered by describing the fantasy I’d visualized. Wanting to keep him horny, I walked my fingers up his chest.

“On the second night, I’ll tie Jackson down, and you can have your way with him. He’ll love you taking your time to explore his body. Marie told me she wants to learn fancier rope work. On the third day of their visit, I’ll spend some time teaching her some nice ties by doing up both of you.”

“Oh?” He lazily stroked his dick again.

“I’ll bind Jackson to the bench for all of us to use, and I’ll make a beautiful harness for you to wear for our enjoyment. Hmm, I’ll make sure to leave lots of gaps on Jackson though. I have the feeling he’d enjoy three people covering him in kisses, don’t you?”

Groaning in pleasure, Paul’s eyes shut tight, and he gripped his softening cock harder. He’d been flip-flopping about how he felt about our new friends upcoming visit. One day he’d be talking excitedly about it, asking me if he thought Jackson and Marie would like this or that, and the next day, he’d quietly fret about whether or not he wanted to be with a guy. But since the last video session we had with them, he seemed very into it.

Paul releasing his cock signaled the end of his orgasm, and I sucked that softening flesh into my mouth.

“Ahh,” he gasped, hips jerking. He squirmed under me while I took my time cleaning him off. Fingers threaded into my hair. “Lexie, it’s getting sensitive.”

He should know better than to say that. His words only encouraged me to keep sucking. My tongue flicked back and forth along the length of him, then swept up over the head to prod at the slit in his dick while he squirmed under me.
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Of course, I should have known better than to keep teasing his body for so long after he came. I woke in the middle of the night with lust roaring in my veins and heard Paul utter a pleased noise when I gasped in pleasure.

I fisted my hand in his hair, which was finally long enough to grab again. “I need to be up for work in a few hours,” I growled.

“I’ll be as quick as I can, darling.”

I could feel the smug look on his face even if I couldn’t see it in the darkness.

“Don’t be a brat.” Using my hold on his hair, I pressed his mouth harder against me. My knees came off the bed when he jammed two fingers into me. Not wanting to give him any more satisfaction, I tried to keep quiet, but a moan spilled out of me a moment later when he flared his fingers apart inside me, each one heading in a different direction and stretching me wide.

“You know, Sana was telling me how good it felt when Olivia and Liam fingered her together.” My eyes were adjusting to the darkness and I saw the corner of his mouth quirk up.

“Would you like us to do it to you when we see them next?”

Nodding, I felt a pang of longing when Liam’s face popped into my mind. He and Olivia’s relationship had been pretty new when I’d last visited. We’d both held back with our affections in case we upset her. Liam even more so than I. It had hurt a little, but I’d understood his reservations. He’d been afraid to lose her.

I missed him more than I wanted to admit. He hadn’t said anything out of the ordinary the last time I talked to him, but he’d seemed down. Sana had told me recently that she was a little worried about him and I was concerned.

I should try and call him when the girls weren’t around and see if I could get him to talk. He could be a stubborn bastard sometimes. It may simply be that he was still upset about his friends excluding him from their usual holiday get-together, but I worried there was more going on. Mind you, I was still going to kick those three assholes’ asses the next time I flew home for a visit.

A loud buzzing noise filled the air, and my eyes rounded in surprise. “Fuck!” My hips reared as a vibrator drove intense vibrations into my pussy, and I ripped the toy from Paul’s grasp. Shoving his mouth down to the entrance of my cunt, I rubbed the toy against my clit.

“There you go.”

His tongue crammed itself as far down my channel as he could get it. He proceeded to eat me out with enthusiasm, thrusting his tongue into me until it tired, and then replacing it with three fingers, inserting them all at once.

“Yes,” I panted, desperate to cum now. If I didn’t, I’d never get back to sleep. He clicked the toy to an even more powerful setting, and I had to smother myself with a hand lest I wake the neighbors. Sensations built too fast in my body, I couldn’t take it. When I yanked his hand out of me, his knowing fingers moved up to play with my clit.

He watched as I stuffed the toy into myself, and fucked myself frantically. Arching, I lifted my legs and lower back off the bed. My tits bounced from the force of how hard and fast I fucked myself.

“Press!” I didn’t have enough breath to fully state what I wanted, but Paul knew my body intimately. Pressing down hard on my clit, he kept a solid pressure on it while I came. “Jesus, fucking, fucker!”

“There you go, honey. See? I only woke you up because I could feel your body’s need growing.” Voice a sexy purr, he tried to ingratiate himself to me. “Aren’t you glad I woke you up, so you could have this orgasm?”

“Fuck,” I cried out as my cunt spasmed around the toy.

Despite my body jerking around everywhere, he somehow managed to keep his thumb pressed down on my clit. His other hand sought my foot and curled around it to see how hard I was cumming. “Ohh, it’s a good one. I’m glad.”

“If my foot cramps, I will throttle you,” I threatened.

Mirth in his eyes, he laughed. “Your love language is so sweet. Like roses blooming from your mouth and drifting delicately to the ground.”

Bursting into laughter, I pulled the toy out. “What kind of romantic crap have you been watching?”

“Ah, actually.” He managed to blush deeply enough that I could see it in the dark. “Since their visit is in two weeks, I decided I’d best get around to reading Marie’s books.”

I arched an eyebrow at him. “Do the characters have flowers falling from their mouths?” I asked. I vaguely remembered an anime Sana had made me watch years and years ago where that happened.

Chuckling, he kissed my side, right above my hip. “No. But there are a lot of flowers in between the panels when the guys are, uh . . .”

“When the guys are what?” I asked, loving the shy look on his face.

A smile stretched his mouth wide. “Uh, romancing and blushing at each other.”

“I can’t fucking wait to see the two of you blushing madly at each other in real life. The two of you blushed on camera so much the other day. Marie and I relished each moment.”

He wrapped his entire body around me. “I love you.” Breath hitching with emotion, he rested his head on my breast, and his beard scratched against me pleasantly. Outside, a cloud drifted away. Moonlight spilled into the room through the balcony door and lit up his hair.

“I love you too. Mmm, babe, the moonlight looks so nice. You should go stand on the balcony and look up at the sky. It’ll make for a great picture.”

Well. He didn’t like that idea.

“I’ll freeze my dick off if I open the door!” Hunkering down against me in protest, he tried to make himself too heavy to move.

“It’ll only take a few moments. It’ll make for an amazing picture,” I said, trying to tempt him. “Tonight’s the last night of the full moon. Besides, it’s your ass I want in the picture. I don’t care if your dick shrivels up.”

He pouted. “You’re so mean.”

“I’ll send the picture to Jackson when we’re a week away from their visit as enticement.” I couldn’t help but notice his cock grow a little hard and giggled. “He really does give you half-boners.”

Paul stuck his tongue out at me and got up. “Get your camera ready now. I’m not opening the door until you’re ready to take the picture. It’s fucking cold out there.”

Picking up my phone, I turned on the camera. “Okay, go.” A chill wind gusted in when Paul threw open the balcony door. Jesus, this was a rough winter. Taking a picture, I moved off the bed to get a better one even though I hated the thought of getting closer to the cold.

Paul bounced on his heels. “Hurry up.”

“Tilt your head up more. Look at the moon.” Using a different setting on the camera, I took two more photos. He moved to come in, and I asked him to wait a moment. Unsure if the others had come out well because of all the darkness, I took one last photo with the flash on.

He flinched as the bright light ruined his night vision.

Whoops. Probably should have warned him first. “Sorry, come back in, babe.” As an apology for freezing him, I tucked him into bed and heaped blankets onto him. Climbing back in and snuggling under the covers with him, I looked over the photos I’d taken. Two of the four had turned out nice. Damn, I had one fine-looking husband. “See? Told you you’d look good in the moonlight.”

“Look at you being all romantic at three in the morning,” he said.

I could tell he was pleased about how the pictures had turned out by the way his hands stole around me.

“I should have taken some of you. I’m too cold to open the door again though.”

“Tomorrow night,” I said and kissed the top of his head. I didn’t want the door opened again either. Needing to be up for work in three hours, we quieted and soon fell asleep in a snugly embrace.

***
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“What are you doing?”

The feel of Paul fidgeting on the bed had woken me, and I’d opened my eyes to find him twisting his collar around until the back sat at the front of his throat. Eyes screwed down, he’d been trying to get the key that adorned my necklace into the lock on his collar.

His hands paused at my words, and he looked at me in surprise. How he thought his movements wouldn’t wake me was beyond me. An “oh crap” look spread over his face.

“Answer me, slave. Exactly why are you unlocking yourself without permission?”

A few moments of silence passed as he tried to decide on what to say. “I wanted you to have a few extra minutes of sleep, Mistress.”

I pulled the key out of his hand. “We’re leaving for work at the same time,” I said, pitching my voice to be soft and gentle. The next words I spoke were much louder. “So why did you feel like you couldn’t wait for me to unlock you?”

His jaw worked as he tugged his collar back into place. “Definitely not because I want you to punish me after work. For I am a good boy, who would definitely never, ever want that.” Grinning, he bolted from the room.

Laughing, I let my head fall back on the pillow. I’d have to plot a suitable punishment for him while I was at work. “Your punishment starts by cooking breakfast,” I called.

“Yes, Miss.”

After showering, I came downstairs and found him almost naked in the kitchen. He wore only the apron he used when we had friends over for a BBQ in the summer, and he proudly manned the grill. The ties in the back of the apron resting down on his naked ass looked real fucking good. I gave his ass a hard swat to make him jump.

“I’m going to have to punish you tonight, you little brat,” I whispered in his ear. Resting my hand on his rear, I felt a shiver of eagerness run through him. “Don’t think I’ll forget about your insolence while we’re at work.”

He was trying hard not to grin, and I pinched his cheek before giving him a kiss. We were working together in the city today which meant a quick drive home. I’d have plenty of time to use him tonight. Delicious thoughts of what exactly to do to him swirled in my mind as my mouth watered from the smell of what he cooked.
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Work had been a hustle all morning after not one but two mistaken identity issues by staff at the work site, but now things were easing off. Walking past Paul, I dragged my fingers over his hip while no one was around, just to see a flare of heat in his eyes.

“I can’t wait to get you home. You’ll strip as soon as we get in the house and fetch your collar for me,” I whispered.

“Yes, Miss.”

Josh rounded the corner, and I headed over to speak with him while Paul made himself scarce in case Josh thought we’d been goofing off. We had been, but only for less than five seconds. Sadly, today was our last day on this job. It had been nice working a whole week straight with Paul, and we always enjoyed working with Josh.

Listening to Josh, I sweat a little, wondering if he’d caught sight of me flirting with Paul at work as I scribbled down what he said. Paul and I would have tomorrow off, but then we’d be on separate jobs. As per damn usual.

“You’re stuck in the same boat as Lynn and me,” he said, looking at me with sympathy. “You both made a name for yourselves, and you’ve been getting people requesting you by name for a few years now. Unfortunately, different people ask for each of you. Lynn and I keep having it happen too.” He and his wife were the only other couple in our company, though I knew a few who were casually banging.

“How do you guys deal with being apart so much?” I asked.

“Sex,” Manuel said, sounding wistful as he butted into the conversation. “Lots of sex. Never walk into their place without knocking first.”

Someone hasn’t gotten laid in a while.

Looking completely unrepentant, Josh smirked. “I warned you to always knock. Always.”

We both chuckled when Manuel turned a little red and wandered off. God I’d love to know what he’d seen, but there was no way I’d ask him.

Paul and I were a hundred percent sure that both Josh and Lynn were Doms and kinky as hell. Like us, they didn’t talk about it at work, and we respected that.

“I don’t know, Alexia. Like, the usual stuff. We send each other little texts throughout the day to let the other know we love them. Just like cute pictures and shit. Something silly or romantic. And we ask each other how we’re doing. We try to cook with each other a lot, to spend more time together. We send each other gifts when we’re working in different cities and make sure to book time off together if we’ve been separated for a certain amount of time. I’m sure the two of you are already doing all those things.”

“Yeah, but like, you were supposed to tell me stuff I didn’t know.”

He shrugged. “And what Manuel said. Lots of sex. Sometimes just touching without end goals in sight. Just to be physically close to each other.”

During this whole conversation, Josh had been busy keeping track of everything around him. Seeing his eyes narrow as he looked at something behind me, I went on alert. Not moving, I let him use my body to block himself from view while he watched someone behind me.
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