Dishes

For my KG

Lorne watcher as Kittengirl busied herself in the kitchen, the smile on his face growing when she bent over to put a pan away.

His smile wasn’t the only thing that grew, as his eyes took in the lucious bottom just two feet in front of him. It took all the willpower he had, not to just place her over the sink and have his way with her right then and there.

“Why’d ya have to be so complicated?” she softly sang, barely above a whisper.

The zipper on his silk trousers nearly popped open as her song continued, transferring her thoughts, into his head. And what naughty thoughts they were! Naughty, naughty kitty!

She sang on and with each note, the naughtier the thoughts became and soon, it became too much for him.

Rising from his seat at the table, he moved to the sink where she now stood, rinsing the desert plates. The most wicked grin on his face, he reached out and, placing his hands firmly on her hips, gently pushed her against the counter.

“Can I help you?” she giggled, nearly dropping a plate.

He brushed his lips over her ear, one hand snaking around to caress a breast.

“You’ve been a naughty kitten,” he breathed, allowing his tongue to trail down her lobe. “A very, very naughty kitten.”

She closed her eyes and moaned lowly, unconciously pushing back against him.

“I know what you’ve been thinking, kitten,” he continued, his fingers teasing her nipple as he pushed back, pressing his trousered cock against her bum.

“Oh Gai,” she breathed, dropping to forks.

“Naughty.” A slow lick. “Naughty.” A gentle nip. “Aren’t you, my Kitten?”

He moved down and gently began sucking the back of her neck, his fingers tweaking tenderly, his body ever so slightly grinding into hers.

“Gai, yes!” she gasped, starting to tremble. “So naughty…I’m so naughty.”

His lips trailed their way back to her ear, kissing their way back.

“And what happens to naughty kittens, peach pie?” he asked, taking the lobe between his teeth and gently tugging.

‘Oh goddess, they get, mmm, spanked, sir,” she practically purred.

The hand on her hip moved to her backside and stroked tenderly.

“Oh yes, they do, Kitten.” A nip. “They get bent over this sink.” A nip. “Lucious little bottom bared.” Nip. “And spanked good and hard.” A long, slow lick.

‘Oh yes!’she gasped, her body responding by my attempting to bend over.

He chuckled lightly and pulled away. Before she could complain, she felt her boxers being slowly pulled down. Instinctively, she raised up to assist. Tossing them aside, he stayed on his knees a moment, covering her pale, cool bottom is tebder kisses, slow licks and gentle nips. Smiling, he teased her, allowing his oh so talented tongue to ever slightly graze over her damp, warmth.

As she spread wider, he chuckled again and stood up, his mouth back on her ear.

“My kitten’s been very, very, VERY naughty I see…and desperately needs to be spanked.”

He accompanied spank, by landing a sharp one on her unsuspecting behind, causing her first to gasp, then to moan.

“Oh gai!”

‘And that is exactly what she is going to get.”

Spank.

“A nice.”

Spank.

“Good.”

Spank.

“Long.”

Spank.

“Hard.”

Spank.

“Bare.”

Spank.

“Bottom.”

Spank.

“Spanking.”

SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK! SPANK!

She moaned so loud she was sure she would wake the dead.

“No counting, sweetness,” he purred, kissing her ear. “ I plan on being here awhile.”

