I undress you slowly, caressing each exposed part of you that peeks out at me. Quickly, I secure your hands behind you with black rope. I move in front of you and kiss you deeply, finally pulling your head back by the hair, so your lips break the kiss. My mouth seeks out your ears, neck and shoulder, teeth nipping at your exquisitely sensitive and aroused flesh. I bend to your breasts, my beard rubbing them at first, then making biting kisses all around their luscious, brown, puckered targets. You are moaning and shivering almost continuously now, holding off your first climax because you know I want you to control it until I give you permission. Finally, my mouth finds your left nipple and bites its succulent flesh, and you almost swoon from the intensity of the sensations. Your climax approaches, and you struggle to hold it off. My fingers enter you, as I hold your helpless body in front of me. Now, my mouth sucks in and bites the other nipple. The heat from my tongue almost burns you. Fingers churn inside you, turning your moistness into froth, and your orgasm rushes closer. You beg me for it, and I pull away and sit you on the edge of the bed. Kneeling in between your spread legs, my mouth teases you, teeth biting the exposed flesh all around the seat of your desire. Finally, I say, "Cum, slut," and my mouth and tongue take your sex and devour it. You go off like a rocket, exploding through a climax that is so intense it almost hurts.... but such a delightful hurt. I stand and support your head with one hand. You hear the sound of a zipper, and smell my musky manhood. Both hands surround your head, fingers entwining your hair. You lick your lips and open them to embrace my erection. You close your eyes, suck me in and cum again. You are overcome with the taste and smell of me. It is as though we have melted together, flesh to flesh, sensation to sensation, unable to tell where self ends and begins. As my flesh moves in your mouth, I release your hair and my fingers find your nipples, flicking, then thumbing, then pinching them into exquisite sensitivity. You are floating on sensation, connected to me by sensation. You are sensation. Every place where we touch creates sweet, overpowering feelings. You are sex. 


