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You stand there frozen, arms fastened overhead, ankles strapped apart and see the look of pleasure in my eyes. The thought of what might come makes you shiver. I come closer to you and you can feel my warm breath against your breast as I lightly run my tongue over it. You feel your nipple fill with passion. My fingers probe and move between your helplessly spread legs as I continue to tease your nipple with my tongue.

My fingers do not enter you, instead slip and slide through your sex causing you to shake. With my finger, I begin to make caressing circles around your entrance. You can feel my erection bob against your stomach. I whisper, "you are totally owned, my pet slut." It is useless for you to try to move, not that you would even want to. I will have my way with you no matter what. My eyes stare into yours as my fingers flick your clit, then rub it hard. Your knees buckle. You are prevented from falling by your wrists that are securely tied overhead. My mouth takes possession of yours, tongue probing like an invader. Then I am gone, slipping behind you.

You feel my hand slapping your bottom and groan involuntarily. You are tortured, wanting release, but I won't allow it. My flogger strikes your ass cheeks, causing you to struggle against the ropes attached to the eyebolts overhead. Nowhere to go, nothing to do but take it. You are so conscious of your body and the sensations I am giving you, wanting more, but fearing what you might be required to take.

Suddenly, it is over, and my fingers roughly enter you, taking your breath away. Again, I am gone... now behind you, hands around you, cupping your breasts squeezing you to your tiptoes. I follow your movements as you try to pull away, but it's useless. I allow you a moment of relaxation. Again I squeeze, following you upward. "You can't get away, pet. You have no choice but to take it." You wonder if there will be marks of my fingers showing on your breasts tomorrow.

Your body is heating up and you cannot move. You need to move to get release, but I have denied you that freedom. You will only get pleasure on my whim. My arms have slipped lower around your hips and both hands are playing at your sex, pulling your lips apart. My fingers slip into your wet trench and find your button causing you to jump with pleasure. You are being tortured, wanting release, wanting to beg for it… knowing I won't give it yet. I pull away again. "Nooooooooo!!!!" You sag against the ropes. "Please, Master…. please! I need.... I need… " No answer from me as I hold you, arms around your waist. So close, but no satisfaction… teasing… tempting… frustrating… pleasing… Wanting it, but at the same time wanting it finished.

And I begin again.

