Enough

By Robert Caveat

Enough…. I can never seem to get enough of you, especially when you are this way… tied and at my whim. You let me in the door. I turned around and locked it. As I turned to face you, I was pleased to see that you and done as I had instructed. You were on your knees, facing away from me with your arm behind your head. Your naked body beckoned to me. "Good girl," I whispered into your ear, as I reached into the pocket of my shorts and pulled out one of my old ties. I used it to quickly lace your wrist restraints to each other and your collar. You were now mine to do with as I pleased. 


But just to make sure, I asked you the question. "Do you give yourself to me without reservation while we are together?" 


"Yes, Master," was your only reply. 


"And while we are together, I own all of you?" 


Again, "Yes, Master." 


I caressed the round curves of your ass, allowing my palm to stroke you. Then my nails lightly scratched your cheeks. I heard your breathing quicken. I rewarded you with two quick, hard smacks. The surprise of the blows caused you to gasp. I unzipped my shorts as I walked around you. Your eyes were downcast as the turgid purple head of my prick grazed your lips. I caressed them with the plum-shaped velvet softness of it. I had taught you not to move in situations like this. For you to eagerly take my sex into your mouth would be an extreme violation, causing immediate punishment. You maintained your position as I rubbed your face with it, alternately caressing your cheeks, eyebrows and lips. Finally, "Suck, slut." 


You obediently opened your lips to me and enveloped my stiffness with your warm soft mouth. I stood frozen, savoring the feel of your tongue, lips and cheeks as they worked on me. After a bit, I pulled away from you, thinking I heard a sigh of disappointment. I let you work on my testicles, licking and kissing them while I squeezed and pumped my cock. Again at your mouth, I let you take me in but directed you not to move. I felt your mouth work around me and captured a nipple in each hand, squeezing them roughly. You grunted through your nose, and stopped all movement. As I fucked your face, I described what I was doing and how I was using you. My hands held your head firmly with fingers twined in your hair. You understood fully that you were just an object, there for my pleasure. 


I worked my cock into your mouth, and you took it all. I was amazed at your ability to do that. I felt the tickle build in my groin, my balls contracted inside their sack. As my climax began, I grunted and told you to suck it all down. I released your head to work its magic and reached down to stroke and pinch your nipples. The combination of looking down at you, giving your nipples painful tweaks and the movements of your mouth took me over the top, frozen, yet quivering as your mouth sent thrills that began at the tip of my cock and coursed through my whole body. I stood there and allowed you to finish me off, surrendering to your artful tongue and the sweet sensations that surrounded my entire cock. As the involuntary pumping climax started, built, peaked, and ended, I became a prisoner to the pleasure you were giving me. 


I stood there, shaking and feeling myself slowly shrinking. You continued to work on my shriveling rod, tasting the post-cum as it slowly oozed from the slit. "Easy, pet," I whispered, as your tongue overloaded my hypersensitive flesh. I shivered with each magic stroke. As I looked down at you, I saw then felt the grin on your lips. You were quite pleased with yourself. "Enough!" I finally said, backing away, trying to gently ease my sensitive glans from your lips. I often wondered what would happen if I could stand to have you continue. Would I become erect and come again? But it was a moot point, you always made me so sensitive afterward, that I have to stop. Then and only then, it is enough. 

