I look over my prize. Brilliant cerulean fur, thinning at points to a soft peach.
I slip a hand under his top (a breezy tank top, perfect for the lazy athlete) and he makes a small noise, voice muffled by the strip of cloth tied around his mouth, pulled between his teeth.
“Hush,” I whisper. 
My gaze travels along his lithe form, admiring his waist. Slender, and he has that stupid habit of wearing his pants just under his hip bones when we’re at home together, just for my reaction. Speaking of that, who ever heard of a runner wearing jeans?
He makes another sound as I push my knee gently between his legs, rubbing softly against his crotch. He can’t do much, with his hands bound above his head, and a blindfold to top it all off.
I smirk, leaning forwards to whisper in his ear.
“Mine.”
