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So far, it had been a great visit. We met on one the internet, corresponded for a while, then started a hot and heavy relationship. It finally moved to the next level, and I flew out to visit you. We hit it off right away and spent much of the night trying out all of those things we had only written about. You turned out to be more than the perfect sub, giving me the present of your acceptance of my domination of you, many, many times over. 

This morning, I was in your bathroom, getting ready to shave. When I opened my travel kit, I realized that I had left my razor behind. I went into your bedroom to find you, and found you on the floor, head toward me, naked, and doing exercises. You had your legs up in the air and were wiggling them around, apparently unaware of how attractive you looked. "Hey, slutty one, you lost your man," I teased. You giggled and responded, "Master, I’m just keeping myself in shape for you, while I try to decide what to wear out to dinner tonight." 

I watched you and had no smart answer, other than to get down on my knees and lean in to kiss you on the lips. "If you do much more of that, I am going to have to interrupt your exercises," I growled. I then pinned your arms down by your sides and began kissing your nipples. "But sir, I need to decide what to...Oh! My whiskers rubbed your nipples and brought you to a climax. I leaned further in and began planting kisses down your belly until I reached your cunt lips. When I plunged my tongue in, you moaned and again. I knew my bikini-covered cock was only inches from your mouth, but I knew also you would not do anything without my permission. 

I released you, stood up, and stretched out on the unmade bed. "Why don’t you model some of the things you might wear for me tonight," I suggested. You thought that was a good idea, and the next ten minutes was spent in the delightful pleasure of watching you slip outfits on and off your nude sexy self. I finally selected a knit dress that fit snugly over your chest and allowed your hard nipple nubs to show themselves very well. When I told you that you would wear it without panties or bra, you acted scandalized, but accepted my reasoning that I wanted all of the other men to see how lucky I was. 

After you put the last dress back in your closet, you turned to me, grinned, and asked, 'Is there anything else you would like to see me get into?" I had moved around on the bed, so that I was on my back, with my legs hanging over the edge. I pointed to my bikini briefs. You stepped quickly across the room and stretched out on top of me. For the one hundredth time, I thanked myself for making you always be naked for me when we are alone. "You excite me, woman, I just want to devour you," I hissed. I pulled your head to me, so our lips were pressed together, and brought your hands behind you and held them with one hand. My other hand felt your cheeks, the crack of your ass, and finally drifted down to allow my fingers to enter your cunt. My fingers probed, felt your wet ring and entered you. You shuddered and came again. 

I released you and eased your head down to my nipples. You devoured them! I couldn’t believe how good was to feel your mouth and tongue on me. Then you started biting my little brown nubs, and I could do nothing, but allow it to happen. Slowly, you kissed your way down to my shorts. Your mouth traced through the cloth and along the shaft of my cock. You nibbled my ballsack. And as I lay there groaning with pleasure, you pulled my briefs down to my knees. I helped you get them off the rest of the way. 
I spread my legs wide for you as you lathered my cock and balls with saliva. Your hand pumped me as you made little bites on my scrotum. I was paralyzed with the pleasure of it all. Then, mouth was around me, suctioning, licking and nibbling my cock head. I felt the cum rising from the center of my body. All at once, I felt you press the bristles of your hairbrush into my scrotum. I had told you about that trick during one of our early e-mails. The intensity of the feelings created by the brush sent me into orbit, cumming with an intensity I had not experienced in a long time. Afterward, you cleaned me up, and we cuddled for a bit. I must have dozed off, because the next thing I knew, you were shaking me and telling me you were almost ready to go out. Wow, you turned me every way but loose with that one. 
