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         Monday evening, TV, you, and me wrapped in one of your arms. A bowl of crisps, some fizzy drinks and a mediocre TV film that doesn’t arouse my interest. I turn towards you and start studying the expressions in your face and the lines in your body. Then I start day-dreaming. My thoughts wander far from what’s going on in the film, and you sit there quite innocently while, in my fantasies, I make love to you as if I’m a man possessed. I take you in all kinds of ways. As we usually do it and in ways that I only allow in my thoughts. I can do what I want with you, and you submit to my orders. I tie you up with chains and leather straps and whip you lovingly. We’ve never really experimented with this kind of sex. But it is something I’ve started thinking about more recently. It seems both scary and exciting, but I don’t quite know how to find a way of suggesting it to you.


“Bedtime!”

         You get up and I’m torn out of my dream world. We wander out to the bathroom together, just like normal. We do as much as we can together. And we never get tired of it, quite the opposite actually. We don’t think that two people who love each other ever get bored with each other. With situations, perhaps, but not with each other.


In the bedroom, you leave your clothes in a pile on the floor as usual and jump onto the bed. I take off my top and undo my bra, releasing my breasts. I look at you kneeling there on all fours, looking at the cover of a magazine. I loosen my belt and undo my trouser buttons. Study your naked body, your bum, divided into two firm hemispheres. It makes me feel warm and tender. A wild idea suddenly races through my head. I can’t help it, but I pull my belt out of my trousers, raise my arm and swing it through the air. Swish... You shout aloud and collapse onto the bed. Lie still.


I swing the belt again. Not hard. There’s a whipping sound and a loud gasp. A red stripe begins to appear right across your bum. I quickly get rid of the rest of my clothes and sit on the bed, wait a moment, then hit you again. And again. I sit across your legs. It’s now that I notice you trembling.


I press myself down between your legs, which you willingly spread. You don’t say anything. I put my hands on your bottom, squeezing it gently, kissing it where I have just hit you. You groan a little. I continue my way up your back. Your heart is pounding. I lovingly kiss the back of your neck and give your earlobe a little nip. Then I stroke the hair away from your face. You look at me with a blurred, slightly confused look, then close your eyes again.


I lift myself up, letting my breasts stroke down your back and over your bum. When they slip between your legs, I squeeze them up against your bum crack and balls. Then up over your back once more. I get up to fetch the belt, grabbing a scarf at the same time. You lie perfectly still, waiting. I straddle your neck and tie your hands to the bedhead. You make no attempt to resist. I turn round to sit facing your feet, then lie down on top of you, gently stroking your bum with its red stripes from being lashed. I let my tongue slip between your bum cheeks and you shudder as it slides over your balls.


There’s a delicious tingling inside my pussy. And it’s wonderful to feel your naked skin against my smoothly shaven pussy lips. I squeeze down onto you, feeling you getting wet from my juices. I nibble at your balls, teasing them with my tongue. I press my tongue deeper into your crack, pulling your bum cheeks apart and letting my tongue-tip tickle and flutter in your asshole. You moan, pushing your bottom up towards me. I press harder, sliding my tongue rhythmically back and forth from your asshole to your balls.


Then, telling you to kneel on all fours, I get off the bed. You kneel motionless, waiting. I look at you from behind, kneel down and swing the belt. A light whipping blow hits your right buttock. Another hits you a little way down your thigh and your whole body starts quaking. The belt hits your firm bottom again and again. You dick is stiff and purplish, sticky drops hanging from the tip. I am fizzing with excitement. My pussy is dripping with juice and my heart is hammering in my chest. Every time my heart beats, I can feel it as a tender pulse in my pussy. I throw myself upon you, licking you all over. Your balls and your bum cheeks, which are hot from the blows they’ve received. I stick my tongue back in your asshole. You groan, pressing towards me. I grab your hips and push my tongue in as far as I can. You begin to push back, and I fuck you with my tongue.


But now I want some too. I ask you to turn onto your back, then spread my pussy lips over your hot dick. I rub against it, lubing it up with my juices. I bend down, lightly kissing your mouth. You willingly strain towards me, but I pull away.


Your lips are soft and I let my tongue-tip brush over them. I moisten your lips with spit and lick you. Lick and bite while rubbing myself faster and faster on your dick. I can feel my orgasm coming, but want to have you a bit longer, and come to a temporary halt.


“I’m on the way...” you gasp at me.
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