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You look so helpless that way… helpless and open to me. Most people are bound spread-eagle on beds in a normal head-to-foot position. As you know, I like it that way sometimes, but at others, I prefer the side-to-side position. I have you that way now. It is a particularly effective position when there is a head or foot board on the bed. Those things just get in the way of me getting to you, so that is why I have you tied face up and spread-eagle across the bed. This is a wonderful position for accessibility, too. All of your lovely openings are more easily reached this way, too, because they are close to the edges of the bed. No holes are barred from entry. 

I particularly like the way I have you secured because it allows your head to hang over the edge of the bed a bit, putting your mouth right there where I can access it. I can step right up to you, straddle your head and enter you up side down. This allows easy access to your breasts, which I am taking advantage of now. As I pinch them, my maleness provides a gag for your moans. Your thighs have been forcefully parted and held open and waiting for me, ropes tied to your ankle restraints, allowing my fingers explore the drenched folds of your feminine flesh. "Ohmmmm," is the only sound you can make. Time for some 69, my pet. I lean forward and bury my face in your sex. You jump with the sensation of my mouth and tongue devouring and savoring you. It is too much for you and forces you to stop sucking on my cock, while you attempt to thrust against my mouth. My thumb and first finger enter your wet burrow. I then insert the lubricated finger against the tight ring of your anus. As it slips in easily, you moan again.

My cock feels like an iron pole, throbbing inside your hot mouth. Since you are frozen in your own world, I begin working it in and out, feeling the velvety softness of your tongue slide across the top. Suddenly, I realize that you have zoned out on me, and are focused only on your pleasure. Time for that to stop, my pet. My hands slip away from your pleasure zones and back to your nipples. As I squeeze them, you try to wail at the sudden pain, but the sound is cut off the gag of my prick, that has probed more deeply into your throat. "Suck, slut." Your chest heaves and you struggle unsuccessfully against the ropes, trying to scream in protest. "I said, suck."

Finally, you realize the helplessness of your position, stop your resistance and again focus your attention on me. "That's better, my pet," I whisper, enjoying the increased sensations. I pull out and straddle your head from the other direction, half sitting on your chest. This allows my hands to roam at will, imprisoning your head or reaching back to tweak and torture your breastflesh. The sight and feel of you cause my excitement to build. I fell my juices begin to build until the pressure inside me finally lets go. I explode with grunts of raw, animal-like satisfaction, feeling the jism spew into your milking mouth. I hear and feel you gulp as you try to keep up with what seems like torrents of jism spewing from my sexual core. I shudder and tremble as my cock automatically continues to pump decreasing jets of white fluid into you.

I stand there, shaking, as my cock begins to deflate, allowing you to use your tongue to swirl the last pearly drops from the end of it. I heave a sigh of satisfaction and collapse on the bed next to you. "That was wonderful, pet," I whisper. You lay there unmoving as I catch my breath. You have no choice. You are still secured so that you have no way to move. My fingers rest against your mound, idly moving back and forth across it. I hear you moan in frustration and chuckle to myself.

As I get up to go to the bathroom, I teasingly say, "Don't go away pet. I'll get right back to you." And I will, but only after letting you stew in your own juices for a bit. 

