Waiting
She is waiting for her master's touch, naked on her knees by the door, knowing he will be looking at her that way. She can almost feel his eyes now burning into her, inspecting her, sensing her humiliation and excitement. 
He will come to her eventually, and examine and caress her bottom and breasts. He will spank her a number of times when she least expects it, each one shocking her with surprise. Each smack will be followed by a caress, and just when she relaxes, another smack will follow, again shocking her and giving her a thrill like she has never experienced before. He will then work on her beautiful breasts with his mouth, tongue, teeth and beard, sending her into a frenzy of sensation. Eventually he will put screw clamps on them, causing her much pleasure along with a mixture of pain, confusing her nerve endings with new sensations, and causing her to almost swoon with desire, as she feels the moisture gather between her legs and begin to ooze down them. 
His fingers will enter her, probing for her most sensitive spots, driving her crazy with passion and pushing her over the top into a climax, the likes of which she has never experienced. 
Both pet and master will give and both will receive the benefits of this meeting. She will serve him any way he wants—with her hot mouth, drinking his essence on command, or with her sex, or virgin bottom opening. Or she will serve him through the painful things he will do to her. The thought makes her shudder, and moisture begins to seep from her sex. She realizes he has made her into a slut, a wanton, excited slut, who yearns to be owned as only one like he can do. 

Wild thoughts continue to dance through her head—and she yearns for every one of them to become real. His words have made her this way—open and craving anything he wishes. And she waits.
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