Late. You are late by half an hour. That is the one thing I cannot stand. Lateness is permitted, but not without calling. I care about you and am concerned when you are late by this much. Some sort of punishment will be dished out. Your key in the door...you arrive all out of breath. You know from the look on my face, you are in trouble.

 "I'm sorry, Robert, I got busy with what I was doing, and lost all track of the time." "That's not good enough, pet...go to the bedroom, strip quickly, and lay across the bed on your stomach," was my quick response. Fortunately for you, you didn't argue, because you know that will only make things worse. I let you stew in your own juices for a few minutes, while I finished my coffee. 

Time for the punishment to be delivered. I entered the bedroom. You are gorgeous like that, across the bed, your beautiful ass all exposed for me. We both know that this was a deliberate attempt to push me into administering some sort of punishment. You want me to take command, and this is your way of saying you want me to be very firm with you. After the punishment comes the making up...the fun part of punishment...the fun part of the game we are playing. "So, my slut, are you ready for this?" I ask with as menacing a tone as possible. "Yes, Robert," you reply meekly. 

"Assume the position across my lap," I order. You stretch yourself out across my lap, taking care to wiggle your fanny enticingly in my face. I know what you are trying to do, but I also know that this scene scares you just a little bit. You are naked, helpless, in my power...I am fully clothed and in the driver's seat. "How many on each cheek shall I give you," I inquire. You hesitate, knowing that whatever you suggest, I will change the number, usually making it higher. "Come on slut, decide or I will decide for you and it won't be easy," I command. As I am talking, I caress your ass cheeks gently and feel the goosebumps rise on them. You are getting turned on. 

"Robert, please give me ten on each side," you request. "Twenty it is," I reply. "It shall be twenty on each cheek. Hold the position. If you move, I will begin all over again. Count them...I shouldn't have to tell you this, but any you miss counting will be done over again." My left arm presses into your back, holding you in an awkward position, cheeks exposed, unable to touch the floor comfortably with hands or feet. I let you savor the moment and then give you the first one? 

“Smack!” "Uh," you respond, "One." I deliver the second one to the other side, "Smack." "Two," you count. As I deliver the rest of the first ten on each side, you count obediently, but I can hear the excitement mount in your voice, just like when I call you on the phone and have you spank yourself. You are getting incredibly turned on. You wiggle on my lap, feeling my prick stiffen against your naked loins. I caress your buns. They are warming to the touch and have a slight tinge of pink. 

The next ten on each side are harder. You obediently count each one until I finish. I have not struck you hard enough to make you cry, but have informed you who is in charge and managed to excite you to a fever pitch. I again caress your buns, and ask if you have learned your lesson. "Yes, Robert," you respond in that excited voice I have come to know so well. 

"On your back, on the bed, now," I command. "I am going to flog your breasts, and I don't want a sound out of you...no counting, no moans, nothing. And you are not to move. Any sounds or movement will cause me to start over. Do you understand my pet?"  "Yes, Robert," you quickly reply as you scrabble into position on the bed. I move your hands and arms so they are over your head. Your eyes are shut tightly. "Open your eyes, I want you to see each lash as it is coming to you," I direct. You comply. 

I start out slowly, flicking each nipple with just the right amount of force to cause you to feel pain, but to want more. I noticed when you were climbing on the bed, that your cunt was starting to ooze fluid down your leg. You must be incredibly turned on. The lashes continue harder and harder, until I notice that your stomach is quivering with the effort it is taking not to move. My cock feels like a hot poker in my pants. I drop the flogger on the bed, unzip my pants and free it, while climbing on the bed and straddling your chest. I grab your breasts and pull them together so that they surround my cock and begin fucking them slowly. The heat radiating off of them feels almost like a furnace. 

Finally, I shove my cock in your mouth and pull your head up to me. Your mouth eagerly engulfs me...tongue lapping, pushing at my slit, encircling my glans, toying with my hotspot underneath. I fuck your mouth with several thrusts and pull out with a plop. Lowering myself between your legs, I bury my mouth in your cunt, running my tongue from your clit down to your hole, thrusting inside, feeling the gushing fluids, recognizing the taste of you. All woman… you are all my woman. 

I grab your legs and toss them over my shoulders. I am incensed and overcome with the need for you. I plunge into you with one motion...no hesitation...no tenderness...I am so hot for you, I have no sense of trying to do anything but making it end. I drive into you repeatedly, hearing your moans begin, feeling your legs tighten around me. I press them open...I cannot thrust with this need with you squeezing me. I splay them wide open for me. You must accept me fully, driving mad with lust for your cunt. I piston in and out, our loins and bellies smacking with each thrust. You feel the texture of my slacks and the exciting rub of my zipper with each forward motion. 

I feel the movement in my balls, as my fluids start to explode out of their depths. The intensity of my passionate thrusts increases. I have to take you this way...I have no reason...no way of stopping...just pure animal excitement and desire. You are responding by accepting this as it causes your excitement to build, too. Finally, just when I think I will not be able to breathe another breath, my hot milky fluid comes bursting out, bathing your insides with its wet warmth. Your orgasm is triggered, and you scream in response, jerking, flopping, and twitching out of control. 

We lie there in each others arms, game over, exhausted, spent, loving every minute of it. The best part is the making up afterward, the hugging, the snuggling, the drifting off to sleep, knowing that we have each other. 

