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I love bondage. I love the way it looks, the way the ropes feel on you, and the way it makes you look and react to me. I love it when I have you in a Japanese style bondage, your breasts bound with the cotton rope and turning purple, skin peeking out between each of the wraps. I like the way the wraps make your breasts more sensitive to my attentions to them, even just licking them as I am now. Your hands are tied behind your head and fastened to your collar. Your ankles are secured with a spreader bar. You are totally helpless and available to me. You are not going anywhere, not that you would want to, I guess. My tongue is laving your swollen nipples. They almost have disappeared as a result of the tight wraps. Your moans are caused by the mixed sensations of pleasure and pain. Your breasts are hypersensitive anyway, so anything that causes them to be more sensitive, has to be sending you out of this world.

As I suck on your swollen globes and bite the tender flesh, my fingers reach down and tug at the ropes that pass down through your legs, across your clit and between your cheeks. I know this is causing you a bit of pain because your breath catches and your moan is more intense. I go to my bag and get the rubber flogger. This is one of the simplest toys I have made, but also one of the most effective. To make it, I cut apart 8 heavyweight rubber bands I bought at an office supply store and glued one set of ends into a hollow handle. The result is a set of rubber lashes about a foot long that really sting when striking flesh. I begin lashing your breasts by rolling my wrist so that the flogger spins in a circle with the outer diameter just touching them. You jump as the ends of the bands begin striking your nipples… first one… then the other. The "swish, swish, swish" of the flogger sounds erotic. This device has been described as feeling like one has been stung by a hundred bees.

I work on you for a bit, entertaining myself by watching you try to wriggle away. Deciding that you have had enough of that treatment, at least there, I walk around behind you to flog your bottom. The "swish, swish, swish" again makes you jump and moan with the pain. Finally, I stop and caress your cheeks with my left hand. I feel your bottom tense under my hand. You know what is coming, so I try to throw you off by pausing . Tiring of the game, I begin spanking you in earnest. Each blow brings an "Oh!" from your mouth. I work both sides over equally well, then examine my handiwork. I take a few moments to even up one side by slapping areas that do not look bright pink.

I unwrap your breasts and allow the blood to come back to them. Next, the ropes come off. Because many of them are anchored to your collar, I unbuckle it, release the ropes and rebuckle the collar. The ropes fall away, I undo your spreaderbar, and I lead you over to the bed. Once you are on your back, your wrists are quickly anchored to ropes at the corners of the bed. I attach two ropes to your ankle restraints and pull your legs up and tie them to your wrist restraints. When you realize what I am doing, a small gasp escapes your lips. I have never tied you this way, and I know that it makes you very open and exposed. Taking advantage of this, I use the rubber flogger on your cunt, whirling it in to strike the exposed tender area. Your breathing has quickened, and I know this is really getting to you. But when my fingers touch your sex, they come away dripping wet. I drag my tongue through the moisture, causing you to mew with delight.

My cock is jutting out and is swollen so much it aches. I can feel my pulse, and as I look down at the engorged purple head, I watch the shaft jump slightly with every beat of my heart. I cannot wait any longer. You are exposed and ready for me. I kneel between your helplessly spread legs and rub my cock through your slit. You moan and whisper something that sounds like, "Please fuck me, Master." The head of my sex is poised at the opening of your love tunnel. I decide to torment you a bit more and ease it in just a bit, stopping with the head not quite inside you. You whimper in frustration, and I watch your belly muscles ripple as you try to move your pelvis toward my hovering meat. Your bondage prevents you from any movement. "Please, please, fuck me. I can't stand it."

With one quick thrust, I impale you to the hilt, finding you wide open for me. My pubic hairs rub against your open thighs as my prick bottoms out. Your scream is one of primal lust as the sensation overcomes you. I begin quickly pumping you, showing you no mercy. Your breathing changes to panting, and the panting to repeated exclamations. "Unnnhhh, unnnhhh, unnnhhh," becomes the love mantra escaping from your lips. I show no mercy, quickly withdrawing and pile-driving back inside your depths. You have no choice but to give into the rape-like quality of our coupling. I have set the pace and we are both quickly driven up the mountain by it. We are focused on just this, the rest of the world is gone from awareness. There only exists the intensity of our sensations, the quick, moaning-like quality of our breathing and the slapping of flesh against flesh.

Your head begins thrashing side to side, and your moans change to a small keening sound, then again to a wail as you begin to cross the finish line. I can hold back no longer. I thrust harder into you, and become frozen as my peak hits me. As it arrives, I feel the muscles of your cunt contract as though milking me. Your tunnel grasps me like a tight hand and massages my shaft as great, shuddering spasms overcome me. It feel as though my cock is the center of my being and is geysering quarts of jism. The sensations are almost too intense to bear, too sweet to taste. Yet there is no escape from this moment of completion.

We finally come down. I am almost too exhausted to move, but quickly release your legs so you can relax a bit. I stretch out on top of you, the tip of my shaft nestling between your legs. As we rest, I know you are aware that I have not freed your wrists and arms from their bondage. You know that has to mean I have more planned for you. It's not over yet. You are still tied up and unable to resist whatever I have in mind. If you only knew, pet, if you only knew.

