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Flower, you are like a flower with two petals. At this moment, I have your wrists secured above your head. You are totally helpless and in my control. You are mine to do with as I please, and I am going to do just that. Your knees are bent and held open by two ropes to either side of the bed, and your ankle cuffs are attached to two ropes that hold your legs open. I am lying between those legs looking at the flower between them. I open the petals with my thumbs. Beautiful, you are very beautiful there. Your clit stands up like a soldier and I can smell the musky turned on scent of woman. You feel the air waft over your openness, you have never felt so exposed, helpless and, at the same time, excited. You are totally committed to whatever I choose to do to you. Right now, you are so excited, you would let me to practically anything... and since I have you in bondage, you have no choice. For this time together, I own you, body and soul. But your body is what I am the most concerned with at present. 

I have promised you a special treat, told you deserve it, but that I was going to give it to you in measured doses. So, here we are. Your breath catches, and you moan as I softly blow on your clit. Oh, you want my mouth there? I know it, you know it, but you are going to have to wait. These things must be done slowly, sweetly, deliberately. I blow another gentle burst of air across your clit. I could swear it just grew a bit in size. It aches for a real touch, not just a teasing of my hot breath, but again, I gently caress it in the same way, torturing you with possibilities. You are going crazy with the need for me to tongue you there. You try to push up into my mouth, but I back away from your eagerness. You feel my hands under your buttocks, squeezing and kneading them, reminding you that I am in control. You collapse in agony, and as you my tongue dips down and caresses your clit. You jerk like you were slapped and moan with the delight of it. 
I lick you again, and then settle in for good, my tongue washing you with its hot moist caresses. You wail with delight as it begins to continuously work up, and down and around your hot love button. My tongue licks it, jabs it, my teeth nip at it causing your body to quiver and spasm with delight. You feel the moistness leak out of your cunt, down your ass cheeks, as my tongue continues to work just like a little pink robot. Then, you feel me plant a kiss there and stop. Frustration... what am I doing? I begin to stroke you again, but my tongue and mouth makes the journey down, down your slit to your cunt. 
You feel my mouth and my tongue sucking, kissing, licking your juices away. Oh goodness, you think, I can't stand it, please don't stop. I don't, my tongue enters you like a wriggling cock, penetrating you, moving inside you. My hands lift you up to me as my tongue continues to work its way in and out of 
you. 

Suddenly, I pull my hands away and you feel my fingers enter you and my tongue back on your clit. Your climax hits you like a freight train as I wiggle my fingers at your entrance and then shove them in all the way. I am glad you are tied down. Otherwise you might have rolled off the bed. 
I can feel every fold and crevice inside you. You can feel my fingers and tongue just a scant inch apart. I press my fingers forward into the meaty area on the other side of your clit. Your moans increase in speed and intensity. My tongue is like a robot, always wriggling, never stopping its movement. You
feel the pressure and speed of my fingers increase and realize that another 
climax is approaching. I pull away from your clit for a moment and say, "Relax, baby, relax and just let it take you. Don't try to work for it, just let it wash over you." You let the tension drift away from your body, and my tongue and fingers resume their work. You feel like you are floating, your climax is coming, building, but it feels different. It is soft and sweet and builds to a different level than anything you have ever experienced before. Relax, let 
it take you. You continue to float, then you realize that you are having a climax, but it is not crashing down on you. it is floating you higher and higher in its sweetness. It is gentle, but the intensity is building. My fingers and tongue continue to bring you closer and closer. You feel your cunt and clit start to slowly contract on their own. "Unnnnnnnnnnnnnnn, Ummmmmmmmmmmm." 
You lick your lips, sigh and realize that your eyes are starting to tear up. The sweetness continues to build. You feel your climax forcing you over the edge, slowly, slowly. You know you will cum, but it will happen when it tells you it will happen. My fingers work faster inside you. Then you feel the fingers of my other hand caress and pinch your nipples and the added sensation causes you to be pushed over the edge. Sweet, sweet, sweet...lasting a-l-m-o-s-t forever. Intense, not intense. My tongue feels like molten fire on your clit. You continue to hang there at the top of your climax, holding your breath. It doesn't stop! You are finally pushed over the edge, giddy, straining, twitching, gasping, tumbling, falling, panting and finally coming to a dead stop. You feel totally drained, content, exhausted, used and tossed like a doll upon the bed. I stretch out on top of you and my cock pokes at your center. You spasm and 
aftershock. I twitch my cock against you and you spasm and moan again. I kiss your nose and that causes you to have another aftershock. 
As my cock enters you, the aftershocks begin to increase in intensity, and it all starts over.
