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INTRODUCTION:


KINKY IS AS KINKY DOES


What does it mean to be a “kinky couple?” Does it mean both partners hit the dungeon every night—or have one in their home? Does it mean wearing a collar? Does it mean a 24/7 BDSM lifestyle? Yes, yes, yes—and no.


The truth is, like so many aspects of sex, “kinky” is in the eye of the beholder. One half of a couple may be kinkier than the other—in fact, those kinds of stories often yield extremely powerful transformations.


If you were to pass some of these couples on the street, you might peg them immediately as a little bit naughty. Others, you’d stroll right by, without any sort of erotic antennae tuning in. Many of them take pains (pun intended) to hide their kinks—or exult in the thrill of maybe, possibly—hopefully—getting “found out.”


The thrill here, what makes these dates “dirty” in the best sense, is the tension between tops and bottoms, doms (and plenty of dommes!) and subs, those craving control and those who desire nothing more than giving up control. Actually, there’s a third category of sub, one who teeters on the edge between giving up and exhorting his or her own control. That fine line is teetered upon perfectly in “Switch,” by Mina Murray, when narrator Cass notes: “He smiles, a sly look that does nothing to warm his eyes. That’s when I start to get nervous.” Keeping a sub on edge is all part of the kinky fun, but Murray makes it clear that this dom’s mastery comes from the heart when he tells Cass of her new chains: “‘I had them made especially for you. With padded cuffs, to protect that creamy-soft skin of yours. See how much I love you?’”


These couples act out their kink in many ways—some at play parties, some outdoors, some long distance. Some do it with bondage, spanking, service, a corset, a look, a location—for many, their instrument of choice is words. Emily Bingham takes one extremely charged word in “Magic Words” and lets readers know exactly what the prospect of saying it does to her character: “The shame is a scalding tickle that takes over every cell in my body. Looking down at his lap to hide from his gaze, I feel more embarrassed than in any naked-in-front-of-a-crowd nightmare. It’s the one word I promised myself I would never say, yet he has managed to make even this taboo titillating, something I want to explore with him. I’m annoyed at myself for being so aroused by this lone, little word.”


What is that magic word? You’ll have to keep reading to find out. There’s a sensual beauty to these stories that I believe will speak to those who practice kink in their lives and those who don’t, because in some ways the tenderness, the charge, the power shifting back and forth between partners, transcends kink. It speaks to ideals of worship, wonder, adoration—from both sides. Even the most sadistic men and women whose worlds you’re about to enter clearly value those they are asking to give them their bodies, their minds, their words, their beings. They are living out their most vivid fantasies with the person they most cherish. I hope you enjoy their dreams, fantasies and explorations, and that they inspire your own.


Rachel Kramer Bussel


Atlantic City, New Jersey






THE CORSET
Dorothy Freed


I want you to wear this to the party tonight,” Duncan said. “You’ll be the hottest woman there.” Smiling, he handed me a gift-wrapped package and sat beside me on our sofa to watch me open it.


“Thank you, Sir, I can’t wait to see what you’ve brought me,” I said, smiling, addressing him in the deferential tone required of me by the rules of our relationship. I thought he looked pretty hot himself in a black jacket and T-shirt, with his thick dark hair combed back and his moustache freshly trimmed. I opened the package, drawing in my breath at the sight of the corset inside. I lifted it from the box. It was shiny black satin with lace trim at the top and bottom, with black garters attached.


“But Duncan, look,” I protested, holding it up. “There are no cups for my breasts. They’ll be naked.” I felt a small shiver of fear. Silly as it sounded—considering I’d been Duncan’s submissive for almost a year, and did what he told me to—I was still unwilling to bare my 36Ds at public functions, and so far had avoided doing so.


“You’re right, Geri. What an oversight,” he agreed, taking my hand and heading for our bedroom. “Let’s put it on you and see how you look.”


It took some major pulling and tugging on Duncan’s part—with me holding my breath and sucking in my stomach while he laced up the corset tightly in back. He finished and turned me to the full-length mirror on my closet door, where I stood, barely breathing, staring at myself in awe.


Talk about an hourglass figure! Flexible metal bands sewn into the corset bent sharply inward, constricting my already trim waist, forcing my stomach in and my rib cage high. My generous asscheeks swelled outrageously from beneath the fringe of black lace that extended below my waist in back, and my pubic mound in front. My cunt lips, visible through sheer black panties, were plump and moist with excitement. Silky black stockings, secured by the garters, encased my legs.


But hot as the rest of me looked, my full, firm breasts took center stage that night. The metal-stiffened, lace-trimmed upper edge of the corset pressed them insistently upward, while an inch-wide satin tab between them kept them slightly apart. As a result, they jutted out before me—never mind my being in my late thirties—as high and proud as they were when they first developed years ago. They felt heavy and aching with excitement; my prominent nipples were hard, like little rocks.


Duncan teased them lightly with his fingers, smiling at my sharp intake of breath. Then he had me bend my head and lift my long curly hair out of the way while he buckled on my studded slave collar, securing it at the back of my neck with a heart-shaped lock. High heels and a black crushed-velvet coat completed my outfit.


He looked me over and nodded. “You look even hotter than I imagined. I can’t wait to show you off. Let’s go party.”


“Like this?” I asked, hesitating, looking down at myself, then up at Duncan. There was just a hint of brat in my tone. After all, it was one thing to play kinky games with him alone, or with a compatible couple or two—scantily dressed or even naked when the play got going. I was up for that. But it was another thing entirely to walk into a party full of dominant men, leading with my breasts.


Duncan’s look reminded me who was in charge. “Exactly like this, Geri,” he said. His hand on my neck steered me to the door. “Let’s go.”


In spite of my concerns about my flagrantly sexy appearance, I was so aroused I could hardly speak—all the way from our San Francisco flat to our host’s home in the Oakland Hills. Duncan instructed me to sit up straight in the car—as though I could sit any other way in this corset—and clipped a red plastic clothespin to each of my nipples. This sent a jolt of arousal through me that had me breathing hard and squirming on my seat the whole way over. I shot Duncan some pleading looks, which he chose to ignore. A truck passed us going over the bridge. I was too embarrassed to look up, but I think the driver saw me because the truck wheels, visible from the corner of my eye, stayed right beside us all the way across.


My nipples were stinging by the time we arrived. I attempted, with looks and whimpers, to guilt Duncan into taking the clothespins off, but he was unmoved. Taking my arm, he helped me from the car and assisted me up the well-lit walkway of a nearby house. I took small careful steps, because of the tightness of the corset, the four-inch heels—and those damned clothespins. My open coat barely covered my breasts, and instead brushed against them with each step I took, making me gasp. Blushing, I kept my eyes down and prayed no neighbors were watching. Duncan removed the clothespins before ringing the doorbell.


“Thank you, Sir,” I said gratefully, wincing as the blood flow to my nipples resumed.


A bald man in black leather opened the door for us, checking me out with interest. Eyes downcast, I took a deep breath and hung on to Duncan, worried that he’d make me remove the coat immediately. He let me wear it into the dining room, allowing me to calm myself at the buffet table with brie, French bread and dark chocolate truffles.


The play space downstairs was huge, with a low-beamed ceiling; a sturdy redwood whipping post dominated the center of the room. Several couples were engaged in play when we entered. Most of the men were fully clothed. The women were in various stages of undress; all of them wore collars, and some were leashed.


Several feet to our left, a Rubenesque woman with jet-black hair was strapped naked to a spanking bench. Thwack! Thwack! The broad wooden paddle connected with the cheeks of her large, fleshy ass. She cried out plaintively with each stroke, asscheeks quivering.


To our right a movie-star-pretty blonde sat rope-bound to a kitchen chair, legs spread, arms behind her, with a ball gag in her mouth. Her top, a small muscular man with hawk-like features, was spanking her inner thighs and creamy pussy with a tiny red whip. The glazed look in her pale blue eyes told me she was flying. My clit pulsed and my breathing quickened as I watched the couple play.


Across the room two doms sat chatting on an overstuffed sofa while enjoying blow jobs from the slaves kneeling at their feet. The insistent beat of the music was accompanied by squeals of pain and moans of pleasure—and the arousing sounds of hands and whips and paddles striking flesh.


“I’ll take your coat now,” Duncan said, reaching for it.


I don’t know what came over me then; my disobedience wasn’t planned, it just happened. Instead of handing Duncan my coat, I resisted—crossing my arms over my breasts and clutching my sleeves above my elbows, so the coat wouldn’t slip off my shoulders.


“I’m cold, Sir,” I said plaintively, looking up into his eyes. “Maybe I should keep it on awhile.”


“Your coat, Geri.” Duncan repeated. His tone brought me to my senses. I gave up the coat without further resistance—and my big naked breasts burst into the room.


I stood, eyelids lowered, hoping Duncan wasn’t annoyed by my misbehavior, but of course he was. His eyebrows rose quizzically. He cocked his head. The wry little smile at the corner of his mouth told me I’d broken an agreement and was in trouble. Reaching out, he took each of my nipples firmly between his thumbs and forefingers and pulled me to him.


“Bratty girl,” he said softly, and took a pair of shiny, steel clamps from one of his pockets.


The clamps, connected by a foot-long chain, were the heavy-duty ones Duncan reserved for making strong statements. As always, his stern demeanor aroused me. I gazed up at him lovingly, regretting my defiance, longing to melt into him and be forgiven, but he wasn’t letting me off that easily. I gasped and moaned from the intoxicating mix of pleasure and pain that rushed through me from the instant those clamps crushed down on my nipples. Grinning, Duncan clipped a short leash to the chain—and to my horror proceeded to lead me around the room.


“Hands behind your back,” he said, turning to look at me. I obeyed instantly this time and my breasts jutted out even farther. They jiggled with each step I took, making the chain sway and tug at the clamps.


Duncan was enjoying the party, checking out the room, stopping to chat briefly with doms he knew—while I waited behind him like an inanimate object, my pussy wet, swollen and tingling with excitement. I flushed, certain that everyone looking at me knew how aroused I was. I kept my eyes downcast and followed Duncan closely, doing my best to avoid any further pull on those clamps.


When the grand tour was over, he led me to the whipping post. Smiling, he looped the leash handle over a hook above my head. Heart racing, I faced the post, which I was bound to by my nipples.


“Raise your arms over your head, Geri. Hold on to the leash.”


“Yes, Sir,” I said, and reached for it, grateful for something to hang on to. Mortified, I stood on display in the center of the room.


Duncan was behind me, his large hands cupping my breasts. I could feel his body heat and the hardness of his cock, which was pressing insistently against my ass through his clothing. My cunt clenched in response and my ass cheeks tightened. I moaned again, back arching, hips swaying, and rubbed my bottom up against his crotch, pleading to be fucked. His fingers teased my aching nipples, sending sharp little jolts of pleasure straight to my clit.


“Please, Sir,” I murmured. “Please…”


“Not so fast, my darling,” he said. “I’ll let you know when I’m ready to fuck you.”


Duncan stepped back and around the post. Facing me, he reached out, smoothing the thick tangle of my hair with his fingers. Without warning he grabbed two fistfuls of it, pulling hard, forcing me to stand tall and taller still, until I was teetering on my toes, rib cage high and barely breathing. He bent, tilting my head back in order to bite at my pouty lower lip. He thrust his tongue into my mouth, licking at my teeth.


“Look at me.” He released my hair and took a step back as I gazed into his dark, deep-set eyes.


“I brought you here tonight, Geri, to show off my beautiful, big-breasted woman. And that’s what I intend to do,” he whispered. “In fact, I want you to stand here and let everyone in this room admire you.” He looked around, a little grin at one corner of his mouth. “I see several people admiring you right now. And that pleases me, my darling—because you are without doubt the hottest and most beautiful woman in this room—and I own you.”


He paused. “I’m going to whip you now for your show of attitude about the corset that I chose for you to wear—and for your deliberate refusal to remove your coat when I ordered you to. And everyone here tonight is welcome to watch. Do I hear any objections?”


My heart was pounding as I smiled into Duncan’s eyes. There I was, chained to a post, humiliated, hurting, objectified in front of an entire roomful of people—and more aroused, I thought, than ever before in my life.


“No, Sir.” I said, honestly. “No objections at all.”


I can hardly describe how hot it was to be put on display in the midst of that party.


Duncan moved around behind me. Slipping his toy bag from his shoulder, he reached into it and selected a whip. He teased me with it first, caressing my back and ass and thighs with thin strands of black leather.


“Keep count and thank me after each stoke,” he said, and without warning brought the whip down sharply against my flesh, where it landed with a slapping sound, making me yelp.


“One, Sir,” I gasped. “Thank you, Sir.”


I’d barely caught my breath when he delivered another stroke, then three in rapid succession—across my back, and generous asscheeks, and behind my sensitive upper thighs. These were followed by five more spaced wide apart—for which I was grateful—then five, fast and hard.


Duncan continued to whip me. My voice rose to a high-pitched squeal. Then, panting, I kept count of each stroke and thanked him for them—willing myself to remain still, to avoid extra punishment to my burning nipples. But when he paused to massage my reddened rear end, slipping knowing fingers beneath my soaking panties and up into the slickness between my legs, the exquisite sensations made my knees sag. The clips yanked at my nipples, causing me to yelp again.


By the time Duncan stopped whipping me, it seemed like I’d stood at that post forever—breasts aching, flesh flaming, pain and pleasure merging. Bathed in endorphins, every particle of me felt vibrant and alive with sensation.


I moaned, eyes closing as his fingers thrust into me. My back arched in response and the walls of my cunt contracted, clinging to him. It felt so good. I was gasping, flying, half fainting with delight. My excitement mounted, and when Duncan’s other hand reached around and began rubbing my clit in that special rhythmic way he has, I exploded, screaming, into orgasm.


“Who do you belong to and who do you obey?” he demanded to know. He looked down at me lovingly.


“You, Sir,” I whispered, looking into his eyes.


I screamed again when the clips came off. Duncan soothed my aching nipples with his warm, wet lips and tongue, turning the pain to pleasure. He loosened the corset, then held me for a long time, kissing and stroking me gently, caressing the tender places on my ass, calling me his good, good girl.


Later, we retired to a vacant couch where, bathed in afterglow, I knelt before Duncan, giving him head. I reflected on the events of the evening and the strange delight we shared. I’d never realized I was a big-time exhibitionist, but there was no denying it now.


Duncan knew that about me, I thought dreamily, my mouth filled with him, tasting him, breathing him in. That’s why he bought the braless corset, and made me remove the coat, and pushed me to my limits tonight.


And that’s why he’s the Master. That’s why I call him Sir.






THE SWAP
Jade A. Waters


Alex was a master when it came to tying Serena up. But tonight, it was her turn.


She could hardly handle her excitement as she waited for him to arrive home from work, which was only fifteen minutes away, allowing just enough time for her to finish setting up their bedroom with the appropriate rigging and gear. Alex had been perfecting their collection since he first bound her to the bed and screwed her two years ago—a three-hour marathon complete with his cuffs, her flogger, and an assortment of vibrators he’d used on her until she was wailing in ecstasy and succumbing to his every caress.


Serena loved being the compliant one, but every once in a while, she wondered what would happen if she took control. And last weekend, after Alex unhooked her neck from the bed strap and covered her flushed chest in the gentlest of kisses to follow the sweetest kinds of pain, he asked if there was anything more his princess wanted in a future session.


“I want to tie you up next time,” she’d said.


Alex had thought about it for a minute before dragging his hand right back over her pussy, his fingers dipping into her in that way that said he was searching for her secret depths and wanting her to moan and writhe against him. Then he’d said, “Anything for you, my love.”


And before he’d fucked her all over again, she’d told him the next weekend was hers to control.


Serena took a deep breath as she climbed onto her stepladder and remembered his touch. She’d never fully played the submissive role before she met Alex, but she’d also never been the dom, either. And here she was, a grin plastered on her face as she adjusted the eyelet screws she’d added on opposite walls of the room. Alex tended to hook her into the bed strap he’d purchased for her when they moved in together last year, and occasionally he bound her to a dining room chair. Other times he coiled her up on the floor of their living room, making it impossible for her to move as he snuck his fingers and tongue in the small spaces of exposed skin he left between the soft cords of rope, eventually bringing her to orgasm before he made love to her—bound, immobile and completely subject to his control.


But because she wanted this to be different—and also a little bit of a surprise—she’d spent a good thirty minutes in the hardware store yesterday picking out the sturdiest of eyelet screws. The clerk had shared a concerned look when she said, “I need it to withstand a lot of pressure from tugging, say, with a chain,” but he’d found her exactly what she needed—that is, four screws, four six-foot lengths of chain, and some carabiners to fasten it all together.


Serena crawled back down the stepladder to gather the equipment, hooking four of the carabiners into the ends of the chain and then snapping them onto the screws near the ceiling and along the floor. She attached the last four carabiners to the loose ends, then took Alex’s cuffs from their toy chest and laid them on the floor.


She glanced at the clock—Alex would be home any minute. She’d texted him an hour ago, warning him to be ready for a big surprise when he arrived.


So as he opened the front door and called to her, the delighted smile on her face when she came into the room didn’t shock him at all.


“Glad you’re home, honey,” she said.


Alex set his bag on their drop table and gave her a quick look over. She was still in her own work clothes, and he pinched his eyebrows together in confusion. “I half expected you to be in some sort of getup when I got here,” he said.


“Oh, I’m not done.” She walked over to him. As usual, he wrapped his arms around her for a big kiss. And, also as usual, the way he twirled his tongue with hers sent tingles across her arms and made her instantly eager to strip down and comply with his every whim.


But not as usual, Serena squeezed his hip and pulled away.


“Assuming you’re still okay with the plan,” she said, winking, “I would suggest you take off your clothes.”


Alex chuckled. “Here?”


“Yes, here,” she said. She never giggled at Alex’s requests—at least, not since they’d grown more serious about this whole kinky bondage game they loved to play—and she expected the same right back. “My turn. My rules.” She bit her lip, enjoying the harsh tone she used to command him and the way he started the tiniest amount as she did it. “Now,” she snapped.


Alex unbuttoned his shirt. When he tugged it from his chest and dropped his trousers to the floor, Serena nodded in approval. The bulge in his boxer-briefs told her he liked the game, so she stepped close enough for her chest to almost touch his and tilted her lips up toward his face.


“If you kiss me, I’ll touch you,” she said. It was one of his famous lines, and she delivered it with the same punch of temptation he did when he had her bound and whimpering beneath him.


Alex kissed her hard, and Serena cupped his dick through his underwear. He groaned against her mouth, then shifted his hips so he could rub more closely against her palm.


“Nope,” she said, yanking her hand away. “That’s not what I said. Now I guess I’ll have to tie you down.”


Alex’s expression told her everything she wanted to know—how curious he was, how aroused he felt, and how surprised he was at the way she’d already flipped their roles around. She rubbed the thick wedge of his cock through the fabric again and he lurched in her hand.


“Jesus, I want you,” he moaned.


“Soon. Here’s what I want you to do, Alex.” She leaned up to his ear, her heart racing as she ordered him around. This was so different, so much fun—never mind exciting, since her panties were already drenched at the images of what she had planned. “You’re going to take off your underwear and close your eyes. I’m going to blindfold you and take you to the bedroom. Are you okay with this so far?”


Alex was good about asking her if she was all right with each stage of their bondage games, and she wanted him just as comfortable. So when he nodded and closed his eyes, she grabbed the blindfold she’d left on the coffee table and returned to find him rock hard. Serena gave a quiet gasp at the sight—Alex naked was always a treat, and here he was: submissive, eyes closed, and ready for her to play with—but she shook it off. She would have her way with him soon enough.


“Good boy,” she said, reaching up to blindfold him. She made sure to accidentally rub her hips against his crotch as she tied the fabric over his face, which sent the heat right between her legs. Serena reminded herself that as much as she wanted to bend over and have him fuck her right here in the living room, she had to carry out her plan. It was her one chance. She took his wrists. “Follow me.”


“Yes, Ma’am.” Alex let her guide him around the corner and down the hall, and Serena enjoyed the rush of control. They got all the way to the bedroom where she made him stand in the middle of the carpet, then she wrapped the cuffs around his ankles and wrists, snugging the buckles against his skin.


“How are you?” she asked. She grinned at her boyfriend wearing nothing but cuffs. She’d been like this for him so many times, but this reversal was giving her chills.


“I’m good so far,” he said, shaking his wrists about. He reached out for her but she dodged.


“Alex! Stand still,” she said. When he pouted, she gave his thigh a smack.


“Tease,” he muttered.


“Shh,” she snapped. “Hold still.”


Quickly, she grabbed each of the four carabiners and locked him into place. Within thirty seconds, she had her boyfriend splayed in the middle of their room, his arms and legs pointed at the walls and his rod straight out in front of him.


“Oh yum,” she said.


“This is,” Alex made the slightest of grins despite his covered eyes, “definitely different.”


“Good. Different is good.” Serena sidled up and wrapped her arms around his back, pulling him until his bulge rested against her. Damn, he felt good, but she had to concentrate. “I’m going to go shower now,” she said.


“Wait, what?”


When she stepped back Alex slumped in the cuffs, but she keenly remembered the time he’d snapped her to the bed, rubbed her clit until she almost came, and then left her alone for an entire hour.


She wouldn’t be that cruel.


“I’ll be back,” she said. Then she left the room and shut the door behind her.


“Unbelievable!” Alex shouted.


Serena chuckled, but she had some things to accomplish before they played more.


First, she wanted to clean up. She’d been so busy setting up after work that she hadn’t had a chance to bathe, so she started the bathwater running. She dropped her favorite scent balls into the water and took down her hair, then stripped off her clothes and climbed in. She made sure to take her sweet time—exfoliating every inch of her legs, giving her pussy lips a good touch-up shave, and washing with the shampoo Alex said he loved to smell in her hair—and when she was close to being done, she called out to him.


“How are you doing, Alex?”


“Torture!” he yelled back. “If I could, baby, I’d tie you up and punish you for this.”


Serena sank lower into the water and laughed. “Too bad!” She was having way too much fun.


After a few more minutes, she glided her hands under the water and stroked her clit. She was already swollen, and even through the water, she could feel the slickness of her pussy. This whole idea had been spurring her all week, and though Alex was able to tie her up and leave her for a long time, she was getting bored.


She pulled the drain plug and climbed out. It was time for the fun part.


Serena threw a towel around herself and went into the guest room. She’d laid out the vinyl dress she’d bought a couple of months ago, the front and back panel connected by metal rings that made it impossible to wear any sort of underwear. She’d also left her lace-up boots in the room, plus a bottle of lube and her favorite vibrator. Alex had let her press the tip of it against his ass once when they were having sex, and he hadn’t minded all that much.


Tonight she wanted to try more.


Serena put on the outfit, blushing at the increasing stickiness along her folds. Something about the vinyl on her skin, or the way she knew Alex nearly fainted whenever he saw her wearing it, made her halfway ready to jam the vibrator against her clit then and there. Instead she laced up the boots and scooped the lube and vibrator into her hand.


She knocked on the door to their bedroom with chills racing down her arms.


“Ready?” she asked.


“Finally,” Alex said.


She opened the door. He’d obviously grown cold in her time away, but he still looked damn good naked and strung up in their bedroom. She stepped in front of him, the swishing of her hips making the vinyl rub and crinkle. He cocked his head.


“Are you wearing what I think you’re wearing?”


Serena scooted close, letting her belly rub against his. He jumped at the cold feel of the vinyl, but then shoved himself against her.


“Yes, you are. I want to see. Please, Serena.” He strained against his confinement, trying to get closer. “You are a real tease tonight.”


Serena laughed, running her free hand over his hip and around to his ass. She squeezed it. “It’s my turn, remember?”


“Yes.”


“Are you still okay with this?”


Alex gulped. “I’m not sure what I’m saying yes to, but yes.”


“Very good,” she said. Then she smacked him on the ass as hard as she could. Alex grunted. “I’m going to take your blindfold off, but only because I want you to see everything I do to you as I take control. Do you understand?”


“Yes,” he said.


She slid her hand up his belly, tracing her fingers in circles across the hairs that lined his skin. He was breathing rapidly, and his shaft had already started to fill with blood again, albeit slowly. Serena arched her hips forward so she could rub against him as she took off his blindfold. She left it around his neck, and when Alex stared down at her, he groaned.


“You look amazing in that dress,” he said.


“Thank you,” she said. “Now let’s get to what I have planned.”


She dropped to her knees, giving him a good view of her tits bulging out of the top of her dress. Alex moaned and pitched forward despite his restraints, trying to reach his crown to her lips, but she was an inch too far away—just as she’d intended.


“Like the view, lover?” she asked.


“Uh-huh.” Alex licked his lips and she spread her legs until they formed a wider base beneath her. She was so wet at this point she worried she might drip onto the carpet. Her skirt had crept up on her thighs, and she glanced up to see Alex’s eyes nearly rolling back in his head. “Fuck, baby…”


“Do you want to see me touch myself, Alex?” She already knew the answer but enjoyed watching his eager nod. She set the bottle of lube on the floor, then pushed the vibrator into her mouth and sucked on it. Alex fought against his cuffs.


“Oh, Serena—”


She circled the vibrator with her tongue. “I bet you want me to suck you like this, don’t you?” she moaned. She pursed her lips around the toy, dipping it in and out of her mouth for emphasis.


Alex’s cock was now at full mast again and she grinned.


“Mmm. God, I bet you’d feel so good between my lips.” Talking like this was getting to him, but she was definitely dripping on the carpet.


Serena closed her lips over the vibrator again, then reached down. She shoved the hem of her skirt up, sitting way back on her heels so Alex could see her trail her fingers over her sex.


“I want to feel you.” He was practically swallowing his own tongue. Serena took the vibrator farther into her mouth and flicked her fingers over herself—she was so riled she could probably come in about two minutes flat, but she wanted to save it for him. She snapped her hand away and pinched her nipples through the vinyl, loving the way Alex gasped.


She drew the vibrator from her mouth. “Only if you let me have my way.”


“Yes, fine. Whatever you want.” He shook his head and yanked on the cuffs. “Clearly, you have a plan.”


“Oh yeah, I do,” she said. She grabbed the bottle of lube and squirted some onto the vibrator. Alex’s eyebrow raised.


Before he could say anything, she dove forward and took him into her mouth.


“Oh, shit!” he cried.


Serena’s pussy quivered. She’d always loved swallowing Alex whole, feeling the way his shaft jerked against the roof of her mouth and how he bucked against her face. But this was uncanny. He was so hard, and he had no way to pin her down and truly thrust against her. Serena took him so far into her throat that her nose pressed into his abdomen, and when she peered up at him and inhaled against his flesh, she could swear he looked about to come. She pulled away.


“Can I add more?” She held the vibrator up and his eyes narrowed.


Slowly, though, he nodded.


“Your rules, right?” he whispered.


Serena curled a hand around his length, squeezing him as she moved her lips closer. “I’ll be careful, sexy. And you’ll like it.”


She wrapped her lips around him again. Alex was already groaning as she circled his hips and slipped the vibrator between his cheeks. Maybe she wasn’t supposed to be as excited as she was, but she couldn’t help herself.


She took him all the way inside her mouth. Then she eased the lubed tip of the vibrator into his ass.


Alex grunted.


“You okay?” she said, her mouth full. It came out as “ou o-fay” but he understood.


He opened his eyes. His cheeks were flushed, his teeth gritted.


“Yes. Slow.”


Serena drew her mouth back, then slipped all the way down again. This alone was bound to make him come, but she used her thumb to flip on her vibrator.


Alex shuddered, his stomach trembling against her nose. She didn’t move the vibrator from its placement inside his ass, instead working him with her mouth. He was throbbing against her tongue, and she was getting all riled up playing with him, controlling him. Alex tugged on the cuffs, the sound of the chains against the metal screws unbelievably tempting. Serena took him deep again, slamming the back of her throat against the head of his cock.


“Oh Serena, that feels so good.”


She shifted the vibrator in a little farther as she slid along his length. Alex started to grind against her mouth, his breath growing more frenzied. She, too, was losing control of her breathing, wanting to devour him and feel him all at once. She moved the vibrator gently, in and out, marveling at the way her thrusts in made him jerk against the back of her throat. She was in control, and yet he still had so much of it himself as he pushed between her lips.
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