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I watch you. I watch you like a cat watches a mouse. You are beautiful. You are stretched out on the bed, with ropes wrapped all round your beautiful body. I have tied ropes above and below your breasts and connected them so you are wearing a rough rope bra. Your tattoo is a contrast against your skin and the ropes. The ropes were then wrapped around your arms, which are now imprisoned by your sides, helpless. Your fingers flutter like butterflies on your hips. I know that the ropes are tight enough that you can feel their constant pressure, but that you can still breathe, although you cannot take a full breath. The feeling adds to the scary breathless feeling that you had when I brought out the ropes. 

I look down your trunk, my eyes drifting to each pucker of skin accented by a rope wrap. Your navel peeks out at me. I reach out and tickle it with my finger. Your eyes flutter and your breath catches. Did you enjoy that? No? Yes? Want me to stop? Then stop me. I don't see you running away, so you must want me to continue. The ropes end where your hips join your waist and are tied off to each other. I have tied a rope to a rope behind you and have run it between your cheeks. It now rests on the bed. Your legs are cuffed and tied to my spreader bar. No, you cannot run away. You can hardly move. I have you wrapped up like a spider wraps up a fly. I pull the rope up between your legs, and open your petals with my fingers. The rope goes there, too. I still have a couple of feet of rope and I lightly whip your breasts with it. Your tattoos make excellent targets. Almost as good as your nipples. As the rope strikes them, you moan with the sensation. 

I pull the rope out of your crotch, and using my fingers push all of the loose end inside you. You are quaking now. As I pull the rope back out, you come noisily. Next my fingers enter you, reaching high inside you, feeling all around the inside slipperiness of you, bottoming out against your cervix, then making circles around it. I feel your G-spot and begin to rub it with two fingers. My mouth comes down and covers your lips and my tongue separates them. You are wiggling and moaning uncontrollably as I seek to close that small distance between my tongue and fingers. You are amazed at the strength of my tongue, then at the light touch it gives your clit. You feel your pulse in your womb, your clit, and under each rope. Your body feels hot as though it is going to burn up. You climax again, my fingers and tongue working on you relentlessly. 

Then I pull away. I must finish the tie. I measure and tie three knots in the rope. One at your rear, one at the mouth of your womb, and one at your clit. As I press them against you, you come again. I fasten the rope off and take out two nipple clamps. As I lick your nipples, I look at your tattoos moving with each breath. They look alive. The clamps are attached and you moan as your arousal shifts to a higher gear. Your vibe is next, but I can't put it inside you. What to do? I touch each of the nipple clamps and send the vibrations of pain down to your core. You wail your climax as I hold my hand over your mouth. Don't want to disturb the neighbors. Now for the best part. The three knots in your crotch are driving you crazy with the pleasure and pain they are giving you. You think it can't get any better, any hotter, any more intense.

But you are wrong. I touch your vibe to each of the knots between your legs, and you feel yourself being driven to an even higher level. The vibrations seem to penetrate down to the core of your being. "Oh, Yes... Oh, Yes...Oh, Yes!" Over and over you repeat the mantra..higher and higher you go. You hang on the edge for the longest time. The climax nibbles at you, teases you, but won't let you totally possess it. Then I reach up and release the nipple clips. The extra sensation pushes you over the edge into an avalanche of sensation. The rope wrapped around your body massages and increases the sensation. The top half of your body comes off the bed until I press you back against the bed. Finally, it tapers off to small spasms of pleasure. You are drained. You have really died and gone to heaven. You are truly a Stradivarius.

And I, but the fiddler. But I know the tune to play. Today, it appears I played it well. Do you think we should have an encore? 
