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I rubbed my stiff cock against your face. The feel of it against your soft cheeks was wonderful. Pre-cum smeared over your lips, but you did not take me in until I directed you to do so. You were in your proper position, nude and on your knees in front of me. Your arms were secured behind your back… you were under my control, helpless, the way we both wanted you to be. 
Today, we had started by having you quickly take off all of your clothes. Then I had directed you to caress your body, gently touching different areas for me. I had you spread your lips, so I could examine your clit and cunt. Then I stepped behind you, told you to lean over and spread your cheeks, while I inspected your puckered brown hole. "Not there today, pet, but in the near future," I whispered. I smacked your ass, once on each side, causing you to exclaim an, "Ohhhh," back at me. The first one had caught you by surprise… the second got you before you recovered from the first. 
"Arms behind you, slut," was my next statement to you. You quickly complied, and I snapped your wrist restraints together. 
As you stood there with your gorgeous chest exposed, I could not resist slapping your breasts several times. You moaned with each smack. I tried to strike from different directions to give you the benefits of pain over all of your breasts. Then I flicked my fingers at your nipples, and you moaned and bent forward. "Hold still, pet, or you will get more," I commanded. More smacks to your reddening breasts. I shoved your legs apart with my foot and probed your opening. You were moistening nicely. "On your knees, slut. Get in the position you were born to be in," I suddenly stated. 
You went down immediately and waited for my next command. I rubbed my stiff cock against your face and across your lips, prolonging the inevitable moment for both of us. I knew that your mouth was alreadybeginning to water at the thought of my meat pumping you there. 
"But first, the clothespins have to be attached, my pet," I teased. Fastening them to your nipples was a pleasure for me and a pain for you. Holding the clothespins in the fingertips of each hand, I pulled you towards me. "Suck it, slutty cunt!" I directed. You moaned, but had no choice but to comply with my control of you through your breast flesh. I knew that my treatment of you was a bit severe, but I also knew you well enough to know that you craved this rough treatment. I felt myself stiffening in your wonderfully erotic mouth. You worked me and played me as only you can do. But I had to resist and pulled away with a plop as you tried your best to hold on to me. We both knew what you were trying to do. If you could make me cum early, you believed you could take some of the passion out of my treatment of you. If you took the starch out of my pecker, I would probably go easier on you. But it was not going to be that easy for you to take charge of the situation. I was in control of both you and the situation. 
I pulled you up off your knees, using the clothespins as handles and sat on the bed. "Get across my knees, now, you slutty temptress," I ordered. It was awkward but you managed to do it. I caressed your cheek and hip, sliding my fingers between your legs from behind. You were positively gushing fluids! I knew how helpless you felt, your ass exposed for my hands. "How many, pet," I asked. You hesitated, going through the mental dilemma that you always go through. If the number was too small, I would double or triple it. If it was too large, you would have more than I would have given you. "Quickly, pain cunt," I demanded. You swallowed hard and said, "Thirty total, Sir." "A good number," I replied. "Just the figure I had in mind, in addition to your figure," I chuckled. I began in earnest, smacking each cheek with solid smacks. To your credit, you only gave out a little, "Oh," with each blow. "How many, so far?" I asked. You had not been counting. "I don't know, Master," You gasped. 
"Just because I did not tell you to count, does not mean that I did not want you to," I growled. "I am tempted to start all over again." Your heart leapt to your throat. You were almost certain I had given you most of the thirty. How could you handle that many more? "You are lucky that I am in a generous mood today, pet… otherwise, I would start the whole thing over again." 
I eased you off my lap and onto the bed on your back. The clothespins were pulled off your nipples as you gasped with the pain. I fastened your arms to the corners of the bed, then slid your heels up until they touched your buttocks. They were anchored there with ropes that went to the top of the bed. I also tied a rope around each knee and pulled them apart and tied them to the sides of the bed. You were open, helpless, ready and available to me. I dove for your clit and cunt burying my mouth and tongue in them and you half gasped and moaned with the surprise and intensity of it. You were wet and ready for me. "I am going to fuck you crazy, slut!" I exclaimed as I pulled away. I fell on you and buried my stiff rod in your cunt with one thrust. My hands squeezed your breasts as my cock slammed in and out of you. I knew I was not going to last long, so went for it at full speed, not caring for your pleasure at all. My climax came like a tidal wave, slamming over me. Yours followed mine, in spite of my rush to it, and we both were tossed and turned by it. Intense was not the word for it. I felt like my insides were being pushed out through my cock by the force and volume of it. You froze in position and shuddered through yours as I amplified it by squeezing your breasts. Afterward, I remained on top of you as my cock shriveled and gradually withdrew. I could feel your heart beat against my chest and knew that you could probably feel mine. I closed my eyes and thanked my lucky stars for you and the fact that we were so well matched. "Well matched," that reminded me that I had some other plans for you. I eased off you and got the candles and matches out of my bag. Time to heat things up again. 
