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He lies on his back, eyes barely open, watching shadows and reflections from the traffic outside as they cross the ceiling. She has her head on his right shoulder, her slim arm draped across his chest. The fingers of his right hand gently stroke the sensitive spot at the base of her spine, just above her firm, smooth buttocks.  Soft breaths ruffle the hair on his chest and her hand gently scrapes against a nipple.

Shifting slightly, he runs his left forefinger gently up her arm to her shoulder and back again, listening for the slight falter in her breathing as the sensations register. She's still mostly asleep, but still she responds by pressing her naked body against his. He runs his finger back along her arm, teasing each of her fingers when he reaches them.

This little hand is very talented. She draws with it, birds and animals and those special secret pictures of his naked body and hard, excited penis. Then she would make him lie back whilst she used those talented fingers to tease him. She'd start by running them gently over his skin, barely touching it, just as he was now with her arm. As he started to squirm, hands clasped behind his head to keep from reaching out, she'd start playing with his balls. Cupping them and holding them, she'd watch as the skin around them tightened and pulled them in toward his body. Then she'd grasp his cock, squeeze it, stroke it and play with it, building him up to orgasm. Sometimes she would dip her head to lick along the veins or swallow his hard on, but often she would finish him with a skilful hand job.

He turns her arm over and runs a finger around her palm. Now she's only pretending to be asleep, and all but grinding against his hips, her breaths shorter. Her hand clasps, but not tight enough to hold his finger as it moved to the sensitive skin on the inside of her wrist. She loved this light scratching just above her pulse. Her arm tenses as she pulls herself in closer. He traces down her arm to the inside of her elbow, another erogenous spot

With his right hand he presses into the small of her back, urging the movements of her pelvis as she pushes against him. He lifts her hand so her arm is standing straight up and she holds it there as he strokes up and down it.

Her fingernails are trimmed short. She had done it the week before for a very special treat. She had made him lie on his stomach, trapping his hard on against the bed. Then she had clambered up behind him and held his butt cheeks apart. She had lubed up her fingers and pushed one and then two of them up his arse, probing and then massaging his prostate. It had been so hot and so unexpected that he had come hard from grinding against the sheets. Next time, she had promised, she was going to fist him.

He brings her wrist down to his mouth, kissing the soft sensitive spot. She shivers and, as he kisses down her arm to her elbow, sighs out a little orgasm, the type she always loves to wake up to. He carries on stroking her arm as she subsides.

She moves, shuffling until she lies on her back too. Her right hand closes over his and she moves it up to close over a small firm breast. As he massages the breast and then runs fingers around the nipple her hand moves to her other breast. Almost in unison they pinch a nipple between finger and thumb, making her breath hiss in.

Now she moves again, reaching down for his cock and gently stroking it. He reaches down her back and cups a firm rounded buttock, then around it to the crinkly slick lips of her pussy. More shuffling and he can slide fingers into her, first one and then two. She likes that, and squirms against his hand, clasping his cock harder and giving it encouraging strokes.

Turned right around now, she teases with her mouth right by the head of his hard on as her hand moves up and down it faster. He pauses just long enough to push a third finger into her. She loves that and pushes back at them. This isn't the slow subtle hand play they sometimes indulge in, but a fast and sweaty fuck. He thrusts his fingers in and out hard and she cries out in pleasure.

Her hand is moving faster and harder up and down his cock and his hips are thrusting up at her. She kisses the head of his cock each time it's close enough. She closes her lips over the head just as he comes, swallowing the semen as it spurts out. A shiver runs through her body as she too comes.

With his fingers still in her he can feel her pussy twitch with happy little aftershocks. She curls up beside him, squeaking as he finally pulls his fingers out, lightly playing with his still half hard cock. Maybe they'll get up now, or maybe he'll get hard again and she'll straddle him and ride him until they come again. It's always the best way to wake up.
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She is helpless.

Her hands are tied together at the wrists and held over her head, fastened to the bed so she can hardly move them. Her eyes are covered so she can't see anything at all, the velvet sleep mask soft against her face. Naked and vulnerable, her other senses are working overtime. The freshly laundered sheets feel soft against her sensitive skin. She can hear the creak of the floor as his weight moves on it. Even with the room as warm as possible a shiver still runs runs through her.

She concentrates on the sounds, hoping they will tell her where he is. Unconsciously her legs start to spread apart. When she realises she's doing this she wills them back together again, but they don't want to move. Traitorous limbs, she thinks, a tremble starting in them. She hasn't heard him move yet and already her heart is beating faster and she feels herself getting wet with anticipation.

There's the sound of the floorboard creaking again, then the rustle of a T-shirt hitting the floor and the clinking of a belt buckle opening. He's going to join her.

Every last sound as he undresses excites her- belt being pulled loose, jeans dropping to the floor, shoes being thrown aside. Then it goes quiet again. Waiting for him to move she tests the bonds at her wrists. The towelling belt from his bathrobe is soft and stretchy, tied tight, but not tight enough to be painful. If she wants, she can struggle free. Not that she wants to.

He's on the bed. Maybe just leaning on it, but the mattress deforms around his weight and she feels herself tilt toward him. She tries not to make it obvious how much she needs him to touch her, though she knows her hard nipples are giving her away. Her heart's beating so hard she wouldn't be surprised if her breasts weren't vibrating in time.

There'll be a smile on his face, she's sure. He always has a happy and appreciative expression when he looks at her naked. Now it's probably more of a mischievous grin as he considers everything he can do with her at his mercy. Before she can help it she's straining toward him, arching her body toward where she's sure he is. He kisses her.

It's just a light brush on her lips, but it's first contact. She lets her body melt back down to the bed. He will come to her, even if he'll drive her crazy doing it, she can stop trying to find him. He kisses her again, this time on her cheek. Light pecks tickle her left shoulder then all the way up her arm.

The weight moves off the bed. She pulls at the restraints, trying to follow him, making a plaintive squeak, but he's out of reach. It goes quiet, and that's making her hot in its own way. She's imagining all the things he might do next, and every one
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