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"Oh Master," You can barely speak. "Yes…yes… yes! Please don't stop." You can only squirm and wiggle slightly when I nip and lick at your most sensitive areas. You can't help the little scream that escapes your lips. I warned you didn't I? You turn your head from side to side in an effort to escape the inevitable. Gagged and spread-eagle, you are totally helpless. "I have some toys I want to try." I watch your eyes widen as I first attach one nipple clamp and then the other. Now to tighten them a bit... Then twist them to test their grip… not really necessary, but it adds to your pain/pleasure… and you know I am going to do it. 
You dread it, but expect it… it adds to the mind games I play with you. You are twisting and squirming to get away, but to no avail. Your moaning is almost constant now… nipples throbbing, wired directly to your steamy sex… female essence oozing.

When I enter you with my fingers, just controlling you with those two fingers and your bonds, you will
quiver, your focus will be on that one spot... the spot where you at that moment are totally alive... the spot where you live... for those moments, nothing else will exist... just my fingers squeezed by your love ring. I will keep you tied and helpless as I work on you several times, toying, titillating, torturing, playing with your responses, bringing you ever higher... then backing off a bit until you feel that welcome tightening between your legs and you ask permission to cum.
Will I let you, or will I torment you even more by making you go to the very edge, afraid to let go, fighting it, wanting it, but knowing that I have to say so.... finally, "Cum for me, my pet," and sweet release overpowers you, throwing you against the clouds of passion, helplessly enslaved by your
body's responses.

Giving me the gift of you is very special to me...it is a gift that only we or two like us can understand... the gift of you under my hands is a powerful gift that money cannot buy...a gift of trust a gift of lust. I cherish you, the gift, and want more of you. I give you back the gift of uncertainty, pain in it's passionate purity, the gift of my attention, my focus. When we are together, you are my focus...often when like this...you and I become one...both giving...both receiving...interchangeable, yet with different parts to play and to play with. How fortunate found someone we are to have with which to
share the gift. 
