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    To the Kinky men who love to submit.
To the Kinky men  who know that true strength is found on your knees. 
To the Kinky, confident men who celebrate female power, embrace their own vulnerability, and find unparalleled joy in serving the Goddesses who rule their worlds.
To you ;* 

      

    


	As the chorus ended, I pulled up into my driveway to see a figure under my porch. Someone must have stood there waiting for the rain to stop. As soon as I got my stuff from the boot I would invite them in. I was cold, even in sweats and a hoodie, and it didn't seem like the person was dressed for the cold weather today. Skipping the umbrella, I made a run for it inside, no such luck as staying too dry, I was drenched immediately. Upon stepping closer I realized that it was her. She was drenched. Her usually straightened hair was frizzy and curly and her dress clung to her, exposing her curves. What was she doing here? Why was she outside? I asked her this.


"I forgot my key and my phone died, I couldn't call you," she shivered. "I was sure you would come home straight from practice. I didn't think you'd go shopping."


I ushered her inside quickly, trying to balance the bags in one hand and opening the door with the other. As soon as I got inside, I shed my shoes At the door and dropped off the groceries on the island counter. Taking large steps I got a towel from the linen cupboard. She was still in the foyer shivering. With more light I could see her yellow lace bra, one I loved against her skin tone, peaking through the wet fabric and her nipples popping headlights at me. Trying not to make the situation into what it wasn't, I wrapped the towel around her shoulders covering her up.


"You should take a hot shower," I told her. "It would help warm you up."


She agreed, nodding and followed me to the bathroom. I got the shower ready, heating up the water for her so she would spend less time being cold. As I turned back towards her,she was already fully undressed, she was standing completely naked before me, her clothes in a pile on the floor. Her full breasts on display, round and perky with her darkened nipples hoping to be sucked on. I watched as water from her hair dripped down her curves and towards her hips. My eyes caught hold of the shaven mound glistening with moisture, one that was always ready for me. I quickly looked back up at her eyes, not wanting her to think I was going to turn the situation into sex, although I wanted to. I could feel my dick straining in my pants, waiting to be deep inside her. She passed by me, entering the shower and I could see through the glass door her body getting sprayed from above.


"Aren't you going to join me?" she asked.


I didn't need to be asked twice. I was like a teenager again, giddy as fuck. I stripped quickly, removing my pants and boxers in one go, and my hoodie came next. I entered the shower behind her, my crotch lining up with her large behind. I watched as she stepped under the raindrop shower head, her entire body getting drenched. Her hair clung to her back and it was as if her nipples were even more prominent now. I reached for her loofah and squirted her body wash on it. Switching positions with her for a moment, I took my place under the hot spray and began swiping the loofa on her body. I was trying to make this as non sexual as I could, going over her breasts quickly and skipping between her legs completely but her hand caught my bare one and drove it to her pussy.


‘Shit’


"You missed a spot," she told me. I was beginning to pant from the lack of oxygen and too much steam going to my brain. 


The steam fogged up the shower and coated the glass walls enclosing us in our own heated sanctuary. She helped me "clean" between her folds,slowly, biting her lower bottom lip, her doe eyes never leaving mine. It wasn't until my hardened cock nudged her that she noticed him, painfully hard. She took the soapy loofa from me and changed places with me. The soapy foam that covered her body slowly trailed down as the water flowed from over her head. She grabbed my body wash and sprayed it on my own loofah and returned the favor. She did a great job cleaning my body, but my hard-on was left for last. She wrapped the loofa and her hands around my cock and I moaned. She stroked as if cleaning me but the look in her eyes said otherwise. Soapy foam covered my shaft and she dropped the loofah. Taking both hands she continued to stroke, ensuring to peel back the foreskin all the way. She paid special attention to the folds at the head, as if she had done this all before then traded places with me once more…..


*******


Whilst the gush of water sprayed above me I pulled her closer, my hands resting on her ass. Lifting her chin to me I captured her lips with mine, telling her how much I loved and missed her; telling her how much I needed her. My little minx had other plans though. Not breaking the kiss, between us she placed my cock between her legs and rubbed her pussy on it. Looking down at her, her face was almost as if she was teasing me. Here I was ready to combust and she wasn't even moaning. It wouldn't take much for me to slip inside her, but she wanted to be in control, so I let her take the reins. Her teasing was slow and painful. She took my lips with hers, lifting herself up a little. I was perfectly at her entrance, lined up with my head pushing against her. She just continues to whine her hips with my low moans telling her exactly what I wanted. She was killing me and I wanted nothing more than to be inside her.


I put my hands on her hips and drove my hips up a bit. She quickly pulled away, biting my lower lip in the process. She walked out of the shower stall leaving me under the spray, horny and confused. I knew I should have let her take the reins but I was weak. Closing the tap I grabbed my towel, drying myself off quickly, then wrapping it securely around my waist. I wasn't sure what I was expecting when I entered my bedroom. She sat on the edge of the bed, her legs spread wide playing with her folds. Although we were adventurous with our sex, she had never done anything like this before. Juices flowed down to her butt, making her lips glisten in the light. As I made my way towards her she put her hand up, halting me. 


"You're going to listen to everything I say tonight," she spoke, her hand going back between her legs. "No touching yourself, just watch."


I knew she wanted the reins back. She wanted to feel seen and heard. I watched how she flicked her clit and how juices gushed out of her. Her other hand squeezed her nipple. I never knew she was a squirter like this. I had never seen her so wet before. My cock was harder than I had ever felt it before. I wanted to bury it between her folds but I couldn't. I needed her to know that I do listen to her and the least I could do is have some self control.


"Come closer," I heard her say. 


I didn't need to be told twice. I really wanted to taste her so I began to kneel before her.


She quickly shut her legs.


"Nope," she smirked. 


She got up from the bed and turned me around. Pushing my chest slightly, I fell backwards onto the bed. With her fingers she signaled me to slide up onto the bed. I watched as she climbed on top of me, standing on either side of my hips. I had a perfect view of her pussy from here. My hardon twitched seeing her standing right over my dick. 


"I'm not quite ready for him," she said to me pointing to my cock, but not touching it. She walked closer to my face and stood on either side of my head. If I thought I could see her pussy before, I was mistaken. Her juice dripped down her legs, making a beautiful sight to behold. With all this wetness, I hadn't believed she hadn't come yet. 


I could feel myself getting hypnotised by the downward, dripping of her pussy juices, like a puppet being controlled by its master, like a dehydrated camel moving on autopilot towards the only beautiful, most dangerous and highly guarded oasis in the desert. I was weak for this woman, especially when she got all controlling. It made her so wet, i could waterboard if she just let me quench that thirst. It drove me wild knowing the control she had over me made me this weak. 


"I'm going to fuck your face," she told me. "No touching," she reminded me as she lowered herself down to my mouth while holding onto the headboard.


Finally. Yes. I immediately stuck out my tongue to taste, her pheromones drawing me in like a moth to a flame. She didn't give me a chance to suck, she was literally fucking my face, grinding her hips onto my tongue. It was fucking hot hearing her get herself off on my face.


"Use your hands," I heard her moan.


While my tongue fucked her slit my thumb massaged her clit, in slow circles with varying pressure intervals. The howl I heard from her made me know I did something right. It wasn't long that her speed on my face picked up with her mumbling "right there" and "I'm so fucking close".


Her climax came almost immediately. Mumbling incoherent words and suffocating my face, squashing it into the mattress, she cums all over my face, spraying her juices into my mouth, all over my face and really clamping her trembling legs even tighter around my head.


After a few beats of her coming down from her high she got up and turned towards my feet.


"You're going to continue to make me feel good," she told me……


******

She motioned for me to stand up. My cock was begging for attention and I desperately needed
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