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It has been so long since we have been together. You are shaky with anticipation and desire as you await my arrival... finally, my knock. You let me in, taking care to stand behind the door. You don't want anyone to see your naked body, collar and wrist restraints. As I lock the door, you assume the position you had been instructed to assume... feet apart, arms folded behind you, eyes downcast. I step behind you and clip your wrists together. You can feel my belt buckle and jeans brush against your hands. “Good job, pet,” I whisper in your ear. I have been in the room less than 30 seconds and have taken control, making you helpless. There is no way to escape, even if you wanted to. 

I quickly remove my shirt and step close behind you. My hands reach around you, pulling you to me as my hands cup and heft your heavy breasts. The sensations are electric. You can feel my chest against your back. My fingers immediately take control of your breasts, stroking and squeezing them gently. As you feel the erotic touch, my voice also caresses you. “Slut, do you give yourself to me totally, for me to use as I wish?” 

There is no hesitation. “Yes, Master.” Each time I have asked you this question, it and your reply have thrilled you. 

My fingers are gently massaging your nipples, sending tingles of pleasure throughout you body. You moan and lean back against me, feeling the heat of my body and almost miss the next question. “Do you give me the gift of your submission and pain.” 

The shock of my fingers harshly pinching your nipples causes you to moan in response. You realize that you have to answer, but are temporarily overcome with all of it. You try to answer, but I pinch you again, and your nipples immediately respond to the delightful torment. Your voice is caught in your throat. All you can manage is an “Unnnhhh.” You realize that I am toying with you, trying to see how long I can keep you from answering the question. As you try to answer again, the third torturous squeeze hits your nipples, and your knees start to buckle. My body, arms and hands keep you from losing your balance. 

“Well, slut,” what is your answer. 

You finally manage to stammer, “Yes, Master.” Suddenly, I am gone, leaving you swaying with the sudden withdrawal of my supporting embrace. My first touches have left you breathless, dazed and very turned on. 

As I take my tools from my bag and make my preparations, you listen closely, trying to figure out what each sound means, wondering what I have in store for you. You can identify some, knowing I am fastening ropes to the four corners of the bed. It is even exciting to hear me open the zippers of my bag. Suddenly, I am behind you, gently maneuvering you to the edge of the bed. I have you sit in the middle of the bed, your wrists still fastened behind you, as I spread your legs apart and clip the ankle restraints to the bottom corners of the bed. 

I have given you no chance to escape, keeping you secured, knowing that the extra effort adds to the feeling of helplessness you are experiencing. It crosses my mind that you are too excited to even recognize my extra effort. But that is why I am the Master. I quickly unclip your wrists and lower you to the sheets. As I lean over you and fasten your wrist restraints to the corners of the bed, you look at my hairy chest and the muscles moving in my arms. My smell is familiar and exciting. You grin to yourself, wondering what plans I have for you. The blindfold brings you back to the present. All you can see are little slits of light under it. You pull at the restraints, testing their security. They hold you tightly, open and available to me, totally helpless. 

You listen to me moving around the room and hear the clink of ice being moved from the ice bucket to a glass. You feel my weight on the bed, then my mouth on yours. The touch of my lips makes you forget everything else. My lips move down your chin and throat, caressing your collarbone, lightly slipping across your chest. My fingers and nails lightly travel across your shoulders, then stroke the undersides of your arms. Finally, you feel my mouth brush your nipples, and my tongue flick lightly across them, teasing them with the gentleness of its touch…. swirling around them, making them throb and wrinkle, feeling them swell in response. 

You can feel my knees between your helplessly spread legs and realized that at some point I had removed the rest of my clothes. I stretch out on top of you, and for a moment, we relish the full length contact of our bodies. You try to move yourself against my partly erect cock, but your bonds and my weight make that impossible. I kiss your mouth, imprisoning it, my tongue intruding like a little cock. My mouth again traveled down your body, stopping to quickly nibble at each nipple, then continuing across your belly, the swell of your hips to the insides of your thighs. My tongue flicks and caresses every inch of your inner thighs, teasing you with its closeness to your sex, but never quite touching your rapidly hardening clit. 

Then I move away, leaving you frustrated. You strain to hear what I am doing and think you hear the clink of ice in the glass. What am I doing drinking water at a time like this? You are in need, a sexy hot, desirable woman, and I am ignoring you to take a drink of water. You feel my weight on the bed again, and pull against your restraints, testing them. They are very secure. You realize that there is no way you can get loose. I can do anything I want to you, and there is no way you can resist. There is a flutter of excitement in the pit of your stomach. 

You are completely surprised by the ice cube on your nipple. Your breath catches and you are paralyzed with the shock of it. The overpowering cold is thrilling, but almost too much to handle. You struggle helplessly in your bonds, trying to move away from the severe cold that is making your nipple start to ache. Suddenly, the ice cube is gone and my hot, wet mouth and tongue replace it. You groan with the intensity of the different sensation. The heat of my mouth and tongue feel like they are burning you. The ice cube on your other nipple causes an even bigger reaction than the first one, because my mouth is still working on you. The mixture on hot and cold on both nipples causes you to buck and strain against your bonds. The struggle only adds to your arousal. You are nearly out of your mind with the conflicting sensations. 

I move away again, and you try to arch out to me, but cannot move. My weight moves on the mattress. Your mind reels with the thought of what I might do next. Ice on your clit would be impossible to stand. Could you handle it? Was it safe? You knew it was coming, but were helpless to do anything about it. Your legs felt like they were stretched apart more than before. No way to close them, to protect yourself. It was going to happen. The only question was when. I am in position between your legs. You hear the clink of ice in a glass. You take a breath and force yourself to calm down. No use in tensing up before anything happens. 

Relax….. just as you have gained control of yourself, you feel my fingers part your outer lips and my mouth descend on your clit. It is warm and feels wonderful. You relax and start to surrender yourself to the beauty of it all. My tongue slips between my lips and brings the ice cube against your clit. The shock overpowered you like a slap in the face. Your whole body tried to escape from the monstrous cold that was freezing your clit. Your body spasmed in its bonds. 

You felt my tongue strum your clit, encouraging you to allow your climax to come. The ice melted in my mouth and was quickly replaced with welcome warmth then heat. My fingers entered your cunt. Your clit ached as it became hot under my fluttering tongue. Your cunt was beginning to throb in time to my fingers. And it happened…. your climax began as a squeezing sensation in your cunt. Your voice began a stuttering grunt. As your body surrendered itself to an intense climax, I popped another ice cube in my mouth and rubbed it across your clit. You cried out. Your orgasm caused you to shake the bed as you pulled against your restraints. I heard your tendons and joints strain with the intensity of it. It seemed to go on forever. Each time you started down, my tongue worked to bring you back to another climax. As you moaned through each one, I grinned to myself. My tongue worked up and down across the full length of your sex as I enjoyed your enjoyment. 

It ended. You struggled to catch your breath and your body spasmed and twitched. My tongue slid over your clit, causing more spasms. Finally, I unfastened you. You were totally spent… collapsed… unable to stop the shivering that came and went. I held you close and listened to your breathing slow, feeling you quiver against me. I smiled to myself and thought, “Love is like fire and ice. Do it once, you’ll want it twice. The cold intense, the heat so nice. Try it out, is my advice.”

