He Waits Joyce/Wes ( rated NC17) Joss’ folk. Summary: Wesley waits for his Mistress.     He waits. On his knees, head bowed, eyes lowered, hands behind his back, he waits for her. For her special kiss; leather against flesh. He needs it. He deserves it; to be bent over, backside raised high for the touch of leather, of wood; punishment before pleasure. Before his tight hole gets split wide open by her thick, fleshy toy, it must first be paddled hard and long. As long as she wishes with as many implements as she desires. There will be no warm up. She will choose her instrument and begin hard. Smack after painful smack, she will redden his pale skin. And when she is finished…when she feels he has been sufficiently chastised…when the heat from his backside can be felt on her beautiful face…only then, will she send him, on hands and knees, to fetch her favorite strap-on. The big one…the thick, nine inch long one. Her smile will grow when she orders him to open up and lube it; pumping it in and out of his eager mouth with the grace of an artist working with their most treasured brush. It may be slow and steady or fast and hard. He never knows. However it is, he does know he will have a mouthful until she decides it is enough. When that time comes, he will be ordered over the bench, legs spread wide and red ass raised high. His heart will race and his cock will harden to a pain as he hears her rise from the chair and slip the harness on. She may talk; scold him, berate him. She may remain silent, allowing her actions to speak for her. She will enter him hard, although she may take her time in doing so; thrusting in slowly yet fiercely, making him gasp, gripping the bench until his knuckles turn white. Sometimes she teases him, pressing against him just enough so he feels her cock straining inside his tight channel. She loves the feel of his freshly spanked behind on her skin, the heat warming her own cool flesh. Other times, she slams in deep, hard enough to shake him from his prostrate position, his ragged pants becoming husky cries. It doesn’t matter either way, he knows what is to come…and it makes his cock ache. He wants it more than life itself, his mistress, his possessor, pumping her big toy in and out of his sore, hungry ass. He desires nothing more than to feel her sliding in and out of his once, untouched hole, her body knocking his with each and every wicked thrust as she takes his most private place, making it her own. She will use him as long as she wants, forbidding him release if she so desires. And he will suffer, deliciously, his mind, his heart, his body and his very soul, because this is what he craves. This is what he thirsts, hungers for. This is what he breathes. She gives him what no other will…what no other can. That is why he is here. That is why he waits…on his knees, head bowed, eyes lowered, hands behind his back.








