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         Finally done with work after a long week of trouble and strife about this and that. The dream of a quiet, peaceful weekend at home seemed incredibly alluring. No annoying phones and no people waiting to pick a fight about this and that with no deeper meaning than to boost their egos through an argument. It finally looked like the weekend would be calm. The only thing to worry about was what to eat and what to watch on TV. And whether to put your feet up in the chair or on the table.


I opened the door to my house and went inside. Not a single sound. Perhaps you were out shopping for groceries, or asleep? 


I looked around the flat, but there was no sign of you. I loosened my uniform tie and thought I could lean back in my armchair and enjoy my newspaper in peace. 


I had the thought, and I acted on it. I didn't even bother getting changed, I just collapsed in the chair and felt the calm of the end of the week spread through me. I soon felt myself growing sleepy, but I thought that wouldn't be a problem. I didn't have anything particular I needed to do.


I woke with a jolt. You’d come home. And the way you’d done that was to throw one of the sofa cushions in my face. We did have the occasional pillow fight from time to time, but this was a little beyond that. I glowered at you as you stood looking at me teasingly. A devil went through me, and I decided to return the attack. I threw the pillow as hard as I could at you, but you dodged at the last second. You stood in the middle of the living room floor and poked your tongue out at me, mockingly. I couldn’t let this go, could I? 


I jumped out of my chair and lunged at you. You shrieked, half with joy, half with fear, and ran out into the hallway. I ran as fast as I could after you. I reached you just as you were about to turn the key in the bathroom door. At the last moment. 


I pushed in and got a solid grip around your waist, pulling you out through the hall and toward the living room. You squirmed wildly and did everything you could to get loose. You even tried to pinch and kick me, but I curled up in protection and managed to get you in there.


I decided to have fun with you. You'd always been very ticklish, and I decided that this was a great time to figure out exactly how ticklish that was. The problem was, you refused to stay still! 


No matter what I did or what limb I bent, you always got one of your arms loose. In fear of you landing a hit, I put one of my hands behind my back and opened the handcuff pouch. I levered them out and managed to roll you onto your stomach. 


You clearly understood what was about to happen because you struggled even harder. I finally got you under control and fastened the handcuffs around your wrists, behind your back. Finally, control. 


It was my time to laugh mockingly. You lay on the floor hissing at me, demanding that I’d let you loose. But I couldn’t do that. Not yet, at least.


I sat just above your knees while you lay on your stomach, pretty helpless. I looked up your body, and I have to admit – you looked quite lovely and shapely. Just the shape I like. 


I slapped your butt to be funny. Just to feel what it felt like against my hand. You jumped and tried to squirm loose again. I grabbed onto your arms so that you’d understand you had no chance. 


Full of enthusiasm at this easy prey, I undid the button on your trousers. I felt you protest, but I didn’t take much note at that. Ever-more eagerly, I pulled down your trousers so that your whole bum was exposed. No matter what you said or did, you wouldn’t get loose now. You were mine, and I decided what would happen.


I stroked your bum gently, feeling the warmth of your skin and how your muscles tensed. I enjoyed the power this gave me. Your protests grew weaker, but you didn’t stop entirely. I let my hand fall on one of your buttocks. The loud noise it made on impact made me jump. It wasn’t that hard, was it? 


You wriggled a little, and I could see your skin take on a faint blush just where my hand had landed. I felt myself get aroused, to my own surprised. Not just a little, but properly horny. 


I let my hands grab onto one buttock each, squeezed them, felt them and enjoyed the feeling of them in my hands. I bent down and kissed you lightly just at the junction between your back and your butt. I spread them gently and let my tongue slide slowly from the top of your slit and down. I noticed that you’d nearly stopped fighting me. A nearly inaudible moan escaped your mouth. You were so helpless where you lay, on your stomach on the floor with both hands firmly fastened behind your back. What could you even do, if you tried?


I grabbed onto your hips and lifted you up a little so that I'd have proper access with my mouth. I buried my face in your bum. Tasted you, taking in your scent, let my tongue explore every little inch it could find. You clearly enjoyed this. 


I used my hands to spread your legs and buttocks apart, leaving you shamelessly open before me. Let my tongue fuck your ass while my fingers found their way inside you. Felt the wetness and how your muscles played inside. 


I let my fingers chase in and out of your pussy while my tongue played with your ass. I stretched back, opened my suitcase and got out the rubber truncheon I always have at work. I let it slide up and down your slit slowly while using my other hand to massage your clit. I felt how wet and ready you were. 


I put it against your opening and let it slide in slowly. You stretched back to meet it. The black rubber looked blacker when covered with all your juices.


I loosened my belt and let my trousers fall to my knees. I put you on your side so that you could get to me with your mouth. The truncheon did its job in your pussy, but I wanted you to taste my dick. 


I grabbed onto your jaw and opened your mouth, then pushed into the warmth. Felt your tongue play on the underside of my head while I let my dick slide slowly in and out of your mouth. I could tell you wanted to touch me, but the time wasn’t ripe to let you loose.


I got behind you, got a good hold of your hips and hoisted you up onto your knees. I bent down, kissed your butt, enjoyed your shapes, your scent. 


I grabbed my cock and steered it into your pussy. You were so wet, it slid all the way to the bottom right away. 


I took your hands and pulled you toward me while taking you from behind. Slowly at first, and then harder and harder. I let go of your arms, grabbed your hips and pushed you against me in a small attempt to get even further inside you. 


I got turned on even more by your wetness and of the sound of my balls slapping against the back of one of your thighs. The sound of skin hitting skin. I lifted my hand and let it fall on your other buttock. The same sound and the same shade of red, but this time it was clear how much you enjoyed it. 


I felt the warmth spread in time with my dick getting harder and my thrusts deeper. I was just about to cum. I slowed down a little, wanting you to be with me. 


I bent down and found the truncheon on the floor. Let it move up and down your crack. I stopped when the tip of it was level with your butt hole. Did you want this? 


I let it play around your opening before slowly trying to push it in. You moaned slightly but gave me no sign that it hurt. I could clearly feel the baton against my cock, only separated by a thin layer of wet skin. 


I felt the build-up inside me again. Had to speed up, faster, harder, deeper, better. You made wonderful noises now, I could hear you gasp for more air. I feel the orgasm building up. As if a high-voltage wire ran between my balls, my cock and my brain. Right now, there’s nothing in the world except the two of us, our sexes and our arousal. 


I felt my juices leave my balls, go through the shaft and douse the inside of your pussy. I shouted out loud and grabbed onto your hips so hard, I was sure I’d leave marks. I emptied myself completely inside you, every thrust was pure pleasure and every touch electric. 


You thrust against me, hard, and shouted my name. I felt the muscles of your cunt contract rhythmically. I collapsed across your back while kissing your neck and mouth frantically. We couldn't keep upright for long and ended up falling over on our sides.


I undid your hands, and we lay there, holding each other until it was nearly dark outside. We didn’t need to say anything to each other. Simply hold each other and feel the warmth of another body. Feel the safety and joy of being with someone. For a long time.
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