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You are being controlled. We both want it that way. I have you nude with your arms fastened behind you by your wrist restraints, you on your knees in your proper position for control. Your ankles are clipped together for good measure. My hands are on either side of your head, fingers in your hair, pulling your face to me, fucking your wonderful mouth with my stiff and red cock. “Are we having fun yet, pet?” I ask. You are unable to answer around your prick gag. I let you work at me without any encouragement and reach down to pinch your nipples. Your muffled moan is the only response. Your breasts feel wonderful in my hands. I feel your tongue work at my velvet head and shaft, knowing that you are totally immersed in the moment, feeling owned, made to let your slutty self come to the surface. I feel my cock respond by growing larger, my ballsack pulling upward. The tickle is starting, and I cannot allow it. It is too soon…. must maintain my control of you. I pull away, and you sigh with disappointment. But I have more planned for you my pet, keeping you in my control, changing what I do to you is part of what we do together. 

I sit on the bed, and have you lay across my lap. This is difficult because of the way your arms and legs are fastened, but I have to have you in bondage. I stroke your bottom with my hand, and hear you sigh and watch you clench your cheeks in response. I know what you are thinking… “When is he going to smack me?” …. but I cannot have you ready for that first smack… that is part of the control I have over you, giving you the apprehension, that little edge that comes from not knowing. While I am caressing your bottom with one hand, I suddenly strike with the other, taking you totally by surprise… “Smack!” “Ohhh”, you exclaim in surprise. More caresses….. “Smack”… “Ohhhh”. Still more toying with you…. touching you till you relax…. then pouncing again… “Smack”… “Ohhhhh”. My fingers drop down and enter you suddenly. I am surprised at how wet you already are… “My slutty pet must like this.” You are amazed at the reaction my fingers cause in you, causing you to be totally focused on what is happening between your legs. You feel your nipples burn as my left hand reaches under you and gently caresses them and follows up with pinches. Now they are throbbing…aching for more torment. “Smack.” “Ohhhhh!” Harder this time. Your bottom is hot and stings with the memory of each spank. You know that it is already pink and will be sore tomorrow. I give you several more for good measure….each one bringing a verbal reaction from your mouth. 

I pull you up and ease you onto the bed on your stomach, still fastened. You hear me searching through my bag and wonder what other surprises I have in store for you. You realize that it doesn’t matter, you are under my control. I own you at this moment, and you exist just for me and what I will do to you and make you do. You lay there experiencing the thrill of helplessness, testing your bonds, knowing that it is no use. I will use you for my pleasure, enjoying your helpless body, torturing you to suit my desires and whims. If I want you to fuck your mouth, I will. If I want to use your cunt, I will. If I decide to cum on your face, I will do it. If I want to bite your nipples until they are pink and hot, there is no way you can stop me from doing it. 

I raise your head and fasten a blindfold over your eyes. “What will happen next?” you wonder. I unfasten your wrists and ankles, roll you over and spread-eagle your limbs. You feel the air across your open mound, knowing that you are totally exposed to me and anything I want to do to you. Feeling my leg press against you as I secure your bonds, you wonder how far I will push your limits this time, and know that whatever I do, you will be safe, but that I will really push you. You feel my fingers at your ear and suddenly realize that I have inserted an earplug. Then the other one. You strain for any sound, but there is nothing. What is happening now? What will happen? You feel me move between your legs and my cock move against your slit, teasing you. Or is it my cock? Then I am gone again. You feel the rush of air a second before the flogger strikes your breast. “Ohhhhhhh!” And it begins again….. Under my control, you never know what will happen next… And you would not have it any other way. You are totally immersed in the sensations of the present, helpless to resist…. The flogger strikes your other breast. “Ohhhhhh!” You realize that I am going to work you over well. You want it that way. You exist for my pleasure, knowing that I will give you what you need. And you really need this. You surrender yourself to the feelings, knowing there is no other way. Enjoy it, my pet. 

