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You were making your bed when I caught you up into my arms. “Robert,” you protested weakly, “I’m trying to make the bed, and it’s only half done.” I deposited you on the bed, stretched out on top of you and kissed your lips. “That’s OK,” I responded, “Cause I’m trying to make the other half of this couple.” You laughed so hard, I thought the mood would be broken, but when you quieted down, you kissed me deeply. This was going to turn out pretty well after all.

You were nude, as I require you to be when around me. I had a tee shirt and jeans covering my eager body. As we kissed, I ran my fingers up and down your underarms, down the length of your back, into the crack between your cheeks, and then across your soft buttocks smacking you there a couple of times. I teased, “This area of your buns is one of my favorite places," I smacked you there again. "No, this place where your waist meets your hip is the best of all. No, this fuzzy place between your legs is my favorite place to touch. No, the curve of your breasts….no your nipples…I guess my favorite place is where I am touching and kissing right now.”

“Mmmmm.” From your reaction, they were all your favorite places to be kissed and touched, too. Your nipples were like ripe grapes in my mouth, all succulent and ready to burst with flavor. They stiffened as my tongue flicked over them and my teeth nipped over the brown buds. As I pulled back to gaze at you, you surrounded one breast with both hands and offered me the nipple. I nibbled at it, then caught a larger mouthful and chewed tenderly. “Ohhmmmm, you sure know how to take care of me,” you sighed. “There’s plenty more where that came from,” I replied.

I pressed my crotch into yours, and was rewarded with a sharp intake of breath. I felt your hands surround my back and snake down into my jeans. “It is so exciting to discover that you aren’t wearing any underwear,” you chuckled. “That’s one of the reasons I don’t wear any around you,” I responded, “Besides, it excites me not to wear any…there’s a constant reminder that I can easily unzip and enter you whenever I want to.” I continued to work on your breasts, alternately sucking on them and rubbing my wet whiskers across their turgid tips. I was finally rewarded when you came lustily.

But I had hardly started, yet. I continued to suck, bite and pinch your nipples and was rewarded with a quick response. You always seem easy to excite, but slow to come down afterwards. Before I knew it, another climax roared through your body. “Oh, that was marvelous,” you sighed when your breath returned. “Sweetheart, we’re just getting started and warming up for the best that’s coming later,” I replied. I took your hand and put on my cock. You caressed me and squeezed it, and it seemed to get even harder. I kissed your closed eyelids, down across your nose, mouth and chin, and then across your breasts to your belly. I could hear each intake of breath. I lathered your belly with kisses and then kissed into your furry triangle. You opened your legs for me. I could feel your hands on my head, urging me downward to the place where you live. Pulling away, I reached under the bed, finding one of the ties I have left there. I secured one wrist with a slip knot, brought the tie under your back, and fashioned a knot around the other one. The arrangement gave your hands a few inches of movement, but you could pull them forward no further than your sides. That would keep you under control. Then I began the teasing, tasting of you with my tongue running up and down your thighs, never quite touching the target you were pushing out toward me. You were whining with frustration. I wanted to make you really want it. 

Suddenly, my tongue dipped down and touched your pink button. You jumped and cried out. As I held my tongue on your hot spot, you arched your pelvis and rubbed your clit against it. As you came again, I buried my face in your cunt. Your body shuddered with an increased climax. We lay there, you trying to catch your breath, and my slowly stroking your clit with my tongue. After a few seconds, I was rewarded with a few aftershocks. I kept at it, and you soon were moaning again under my mouth.

My fingers surprised you by curling and entering your wet tunnel. You half-moaned, half- screamed in delight. Your hips raised to force me deeper, but my fingers stayed at the very entrance to your love tunnel, circling the most sensitive area. Your moan became a full cry. "More, more….please take me, Master.” I reached deeper inside and stroked every fold and crevice as my tongue continued to torture your clit. Your fingers were tangled in my hair, gripping me with a strength that was amazing. Your hips gyrated from one side to another. “Please….please…Now…”

I swung myself over you, unzipped my jeans, and in one motion, let my stiff erection enter you, filling and touching every part of your hot, wet cunt. “Oh, oh, my, oh…oh…aaaaiiii,” you cried as your legs began to pump and thrust. Your thighs locked around me as you gasped, and rolled, and heaved and thrust with me…and you came again. As we lay there, I rolled us onto our sides and shifted back slightly, so that I was entering you from slightly below and behind. I kept up a slow motion, and soon you were back in the action. “It’s so sweet this way,” you moaned. I had to agree with you as you came again.

I kept pumping slowly, and was rewarded in moments as your body found the strength to reply. You pushed back at me slowly and moaned. You came again as I spanked you with my free hand. We continued our slow, gentle thrusts, and as I continued to spank you, I leaned in and licked your nipple. “Oh….ohhhhh….ohhhh, it’s coming again,” you shivered. But this time my body hit its peak and matched yours as we came together. We were as one, having feelings…so tender…so sweet… yet rough... so good. We are wonderful together.

