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CHARLOTTE ARCHED HER back to feel Peter’s cock hit her deeper, unable to meet his thrusts as another orgasm caused her body to lock up. Her toes curled, and her fingers left red tracks on his shoulders. Peter groaned behind her as his member was squeezed so tightly during her climax; his vision went white; his own couldn’t be much further behind. The silken walls fluttered around him almost as much as Charlotte trembled in his arms. Between his leaking seed and her juices, there was hardly any friction as he fucked her through the orgasm until she went limp. Only then did he slow down and kiss her temple. “That’s a good girl. So good for me.” He purred. She whined in response as he rolled to his side, gently pulling her along with him.

Peter hooked his arm under Charlotte’s knee, lifting her leg high as he pumped into her in a broken rhythm. He was so close, her cries and mewls of pleasure making his head swim, and the coil of desire in his loins threatened to snap. But then her shudders changed from lustful to discomfort. Her hands shook when they pushed at his hips, and even through his lust-drunk brain, Peter realized something was wrong, released her leg, and pulled out.

“I’m sorry,” She hiccupped, completely malleable when Peter turned her to her back and looked her over. Her cheeks were flushed, eyes teary, dark curls mussed, and while she made a delightful picture of debauchery, he couldn’t help but let concern smother whatever pride he could take in her wrecked appearance. “It hurts too much.”

“As long as you’re satisfied.” Peter looked her over, frowning when he saw how red her poor pussy was. She was always quick to her pleasure, stuttering orgasms freely, so much more so than himself. While the poor dear was positively wrung out, his own need remained turgid and dripping on her thigh. "And how many times did you come for me, gorgeous?" Peter stroked her sweaty forehead as Charlotte caught her breath; the movement of her chest rising and falling so quickly made her pert little breasts shake.

"Seven, I think?" She rasped, throat raw from screaming. "I'm sorry. I just need a minute." She sighed, cuddling close to him. Even after all these years, every fluffy, furry inch of him was both a shameless turn on and her greatest comfort when she was in the slightest bit of distress. It pained her to run out of stamina so often and leave him wanting. She couldn’t help how much it excited her when Peter touched her, how it felt when he gently cupped her breasts and toyed with her nipples, ate her out like a man starved, or stretched her wide with his thick shaft. 

"No need to apologize!" He presented a bottle of water for her to drink before returning his hands to pet and soothe her. "I adore how sensitive you are. Seeing you in pleasure is so hot. I just don't want to exhaust you, and the last thing I want is to hurt you."

Taking a deep, shuddering breath, Charlotte took stock of her body. Love bites dotted her throat and chest, drying sweat coated her pale skin, and the throb of the threat of chafing between her thighs. Charlotte looked over at her husband and saw Peter's member still hard and leaking. "It's not fair to you, though. Always having to wait for me to recover." She reached over to wrap her hand around his member, using her copious juices and his leaking seed as lubricant as she pumped the shaft. She smiled when his breath caught, and instead of his fingers carding through her hair, they clenched as his eyes fluttered shut to give her a delightful little sting of pleasurable pain. Though her face still showed fatigue, a sly smile curled Charlotte's kiss-swollen lips. "I know you're close. Come on, baby. Let go."

Whimpering, Peter's hips arched to meet her hand. More of his seed dribbled over her fingers as she moved faster, matching whatever rhythm he set as Peter chased his pleasure. With a final grunt and holding Charlotte close, Peter's cock pulsed as thick ropes of spend painted their stomachs.

His softening member gave a pathetic twitch of interest as he watched Charlotte lick her fingers clean. "Come on, babe. Let's clean up."
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WHEN THE CHAOTIC WORK week was finally behind them, Peter and Charlotte took the time to go out and enjoy a dinner they didn’t have to prep and cook in advance. They watched a movie at home before settling in for Charlotte’s surprise of a new lingerie set revealed through a tempting dance. Inch by inch, her pale skin was revealed, and the dark brown curls on her head allowed to fall over her shoulders from the complex set of braids and twists she wore for their date. 

"I'd like to try something different tonight, love."

Charlotte didn't stop her little striptease, but she did tilt her head in interest. "Don't be shy. What is it?"

"I know it bothers you that you come so fast, so how about tonight, you let me take the lead and test your limits a bit."

Dropping her bra to the floor, Charlotte crawled onto the bed, kissing her way up Peter's thighs - deliberately ignoring his swollen sex - gently nipping his soft stomach before situating herself in his lap. "And how are we going to do that?"

Peter's smile was filled with love but also playful cunning when he pulled out a silk scarf. "First, we will bind your hands so you can't be tempted to touch yourself." He smiled wider when Charlotte happily turned and put her hands behind her back, one wrist on top of the other. He reveled in the slight tremor in her fingertips as he knotted it just enough for a firm grip to keep her from indulging in pleasuring herself. "I'm not going to blindfold or gag you. I want you to see everything I'm doing and tell me when you're about to come for me. Understand?"

"Yes, dearest."

"I know this isn't a scene, but your safe word is always available to use."

'Candy Corn,' She reminded herself. A point of contention between them since she adored the snack - especially the chocolate ones - while he had to leave the room if she ate them. "I'm ready, love. Let's do it."

Charlotte allowed herself to be positioned, her back braced on pillows on the headboard as Peter opened her knees and set her feet so her dampening slit was exposed to him. The darkening spot in the purple thong called to Peter, who had to keep his mission at the forefront of his mind despite the temptation to dive into that wet heat and feast until Charlotte's quivering thighs trapped him there as she burst over his tongue over and over as she stuttered orgasms until her body couldn't take anymore...

'Focus, damnit.' Peter made himself as comfortable as he could with his cock as hard as it was, lying on his belly between Charlotte's knees. "You make sure to tell me when you're about to come for me." He pressed his finger against her swollen clit, rubbing gently so the smooth fabric slid against the sensitive flesh. "Not that I can't tell for myself. I want you to be very aware of your pleasure, alright?"

Charlotte nodded so fast that some of the dark curls she'd pinned back fell over her forehead.

Not willing to wait any longer, Peter pressed his lips to the apex of her pussy, feeling how hard her clit was under the panties. Even drunk on her scent and deep flavor, he could tell this was going to be a challenge for her. With just a few kisses and licks, the fabric was soaked, and her thighs were trembling.

Peter reached up to undo the thin ties holding the underwear on and tossed them aside between flicks of his tongue. Charlotte's meticulously groomed pubic hair glistened with her juices, and he parted her folds with his tongue and lapped slowly, dragging the flat pad over her hole and up to her clit. He smiled when he heard her curse, and her hips rolled to mash her sex into his face. But he pulled away, soothing her by sliding his rough palms over her thighs.

"You were about to come already?" He leaned his cheek on her thigh and smiled. "Naughty thing. You're supposed to tell me."

A low groan made her chest heave, and her breasts bounced, nipples hard in the cool air of their bedroom. Charlotte looked down at his pleased expression. "You're devilish, you know that?" She smirked at him and opened her legs wider as they had drifted shut when she was brought back from the brink.

"Just some training
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