Just the two of us. We are here together again. I  missed you, not seeing you, not being with you, not being able to take you, make love to you as I wished, as you wished, as we wished. As soon as we were alone, I crushed you in my arms, feeling the wonderfulness of  you pressing against me… trying to mold and meld our  bodies together, trying to make up for all of the lost time. Even though we communicated daily, the absence created a deep longing in me. I intended to make up for lost time. 

We drove home, feeling comfortable with the satisfaction that we were now together again. Inside, we undressed each other quickly, efficiently. I couldn’t get enough of your body against mine, feeling the soft warmth of it, your curves, your texture. In bed, I kissed every square inch of beautifully nude skin, tasting you with my tongue and mouth. You were hot. I was hot, We were hot. My kisses went lower, my head guided by your hands. “Easy Babe,” I cautioned,  “I’ll get there in my own good time.” You groaned, but still held my head in your hands. I realized that I  was going to have to stop this. 

I pulled your hands away and held them over your head. You panted with anticipation. "We’re going to do  something different, pet," I revealed. "I am not going to tie you up, I want you to hold your hands where they are, spread your legs like this. You are going to have to hold this position just is though I have you tied down. If you don’t there will be all hell to pay. I am going to do all sorts of things to you, and you must not move until I give you permission. Understand, my sweet cunt?" 

Yes, Robert, was your hesitant reply. I knew I had created a problem for you. It was going to be very hard for you to comply, but you knew I was serious. You knew I would be very hard on you during this time, but that it would be even worse if you dared move without permission. This was going to be interesting, I was going to torture you, and all that would hold you there was > your desire to be dominated and your fear of getting > worse treatment. It was time. I really intended to work you over. 

I kissed your nose and then your lips. "Ready, pet?" You swallowed and nodded. My mouth moved down to your breasts. “I will have to tenderize them a bit.” My tongue flicked at your nipples. They responded immediately by pebbling and extending. My hands followed, thumbs working them like doorbell buttons. No one answered the door, just your moan resulted. I was getting to you, and we had not even started yet. My mouth again on your nipples, gentle at first, then surprising them with sharp nips and bites. You moaned and then groaned with the painful surprise. I kept it up, knowing I was making them more tender. I could tell it was all you could do to keep from pushing me away, and switched nipples each time I sensed it was becoming too much for you. 

When I finally stopped, you were panting from both the exertion and the sexual energy that your nipples were  sending to your brain. You were turned on. I reached over and found the Japanese nipple clamps, thinking that it was a bit unfair to be using them on you after I had tenderized and traumatized your nipples so much. That thought lasted just the moment it took for me to glance into your eyes and see the fear in them as you looked at the nipple clamps. 

You did not know if you were going to be able to stand it or not. The first clamp went on and you bit your lip, trying to hold still and not cry out with the pain. When the second one went on, you let out a small, agonized scream. I  looked into your eyes and saw the tears in them. At that moment, I felt that what we had was so special. I kissed your mouth and bit your lips as I pulled on the chain attached to the nipple clamps. You remained rigidly fixed to the bed as if you were tied to it. “Good girl. Hang in there You are so beautiful this way,” I spoke in a whisper. 

My mouth kissed it’s way down your throat, across one nipple licking first above then below the nipple clamps. Your sigh of passion was very audible to me. Down, down, down my lips traced a path down to your belly button. My tongue swirled around and in it, then down to your furry patch. I ran my fingers through your silky tangle of hair, teasing you with the soft touch, and grazing your outer lips. You moaned as though you wanted me to continue. I looked down and saw that your cunt was dripping fluid down your thighs and onto the bed. I kissed your inner thighs, close up to where your legs joined at your crotch. Your moans were louder now, your cunt thrusting  forward ever so slightly. I pulled your lips apart with my thumbs and gazed on your heavenly sex. I dived forward and tasted you, smelling your excitement. My thumb tested your opening and entered you easily, while my forefinger stroked your rectum. 

Your gasps of pleasure were continuous now, and I heard that telltale sound you make in the back of your throat when you are close to cumming. My tongue ran the length of your slit from the top down to my thumb. You came with a sudden rush of feeling, screaming through it, but remaining frozen as though you were really tied to the bed. I was so proud of your ability to stay in your invisible bonds. As you came, I pulled on your nipple chain and increased the intensity of your climax. My tongue ran circles around your clit and across it until your cries stopped. 

I unfastened the nipple clamps, causing you to cry out and jerk as each one came off. My tongue gently flicked over each nipple causing you to jump and moan with the pain. They were so tender, the softest touch was a sweet torture, magnifying the feeling tenfold. As I kissed your nipples, my fingers probed your gushing cunt. I couldn/t believe how wet you were. The pain frightened you but at the same time turned you on incredibly. I thought about what a wonderful team we are, you giving me the gift of your pain, so I can give you back the gift of intensified pleasure.  

My cock felt like a hot steel poker, and it ached painfully. I positioned myself over your lips and fed it to you. You licked it greedily, while I reached behind my cheeks and pulled and pinched your nipples. I pulled out of your mouth and flogged your nipples with my cock. You moaned with each smack. Tiring of that, I slipped my cock just inside your cuntlips and held it poised there. You went crazy, moaning for me to fuck you, but managed to hold still. 

“Relax, pet. We will do this my way.”  My sudden thrust deep into your tunnel, took you by surprise and caused  you to gurgle with pleasure. I grabbed a breast in each hand and squeezed. Your moans were almost continuous. I began pumping you fast and furiously, knowing that I could not last long. I used your breasts as handles, keeping the rest of my body positioned to pump into you. 

I was past the point of no return.My cum was a foregone conclusion. I just had to move inside of you a moment or two longer, and I would be there. I slowed down a bit, wanting us to savor the moment, to build gently toward it. I relaxed as it approached, letting it gently take me where and when it wanted to. And it was so sweet when it finally  came. It took my breath away. You heard my cums and that was all it took for you to be pushed off the hill, too. 

Afterward, we relaxed, allowing you to free yourself from your voluntary bonds. You told me that what was the hardest thing about the whole time was holding still while wanting to devour me totally. But you managed to maintain your composure while feeling intense pain and wonderful pleasure at the same time. I told you I did not know if I could so something like you had just done. Your gift was so wonderful. You whispered that it was I who gave you the gift of my attention and efforts. We argue like this sometimes, but one thing is certain. We enjoy what we do because we do it as a team. We are remarkable together. 

