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It's moments like this that I treasure. Having my submissive woman at my disposal is always a pleasure… hopefully for the both of us. And you, pet, are special.

At this moment, I have you helplessly bound for my pleasure. My hands are all over your breasts, particularly the swelling nipples. You have told me that sometimes you are frightened by the intensity of my passion. This is perhaps one of those times. But then, there is nothing you can do about it. You are spread-eagle and helplessly available for anything I want to do to you or with you.

As my hands softly caress your breasts, I feel the nipples rubbing circles against my palms. I look into your eyes and a spark of passion springs between us. My hands are all over your breasts, which are offered for my pleasure. You have offered all of you for my pleasure, splayed legs and exposed sex, arms completing the X shape of your body. My hands cup your breasts and squeeze them as I lean in and cover your mouth with mine, thrusting my tongue between your lips. My hands work at you relentlessly, causing your breasts to burn with the pleasure-pain. Your moan is muffled by my mouth. I feel you attempt to thrust your hips against my hardness as it rubs against your belly. But you are limited in your movements. Your pleasure is controlled entirely by me and my direction of what we are doing. As I pull away, you whimper and collapse against the mattress.

Now my mouth consumes your breasts, teeth scraping the sensitive brown aureoles as they wrinkle in 

response. My beard burns across the curves of each breast and sends screaming electric jolts directly to your center. I feel the moist heat of your swollen sex against mine. You are soaking, dripping wet, and I waste no time entering you roughly, making you grunt as I bottom out. My hands are back on your breasts, again, squeezing, then mauling them, pinching the nipples into hard burning points. I take you roughly, without mercy and you moan with each thrust. I feel like an animal, rutting out of control. There is no stopping me. As I thrust and squeeze, I realize that your breasts will show the marks of my fingers tomorrow, and this incenses me even more. 

I feel my groin tighten and the sensation build inside. There is no way to stop it. A growl begins in my chest and escapes through my clenched teeth. Your climax has started in almost in spite of my rough treatment, and you race to it, beating me to the top, screaming through it all. Your cunt muscles contract and squeeze me, almost as though they are trying to eject my cock from your hot tunnel. But my thrusts resist. Instead your contractions send me over the top, plunging me through a swirl of ecstasy. I raise my head and growl through my climax, while the rest of my body is paralyzed, and my cock pumps its fluids into your love canal.

The moment is over. We lie there spent and content with what has happened, catching our breaths, hearts slowing to near normal. The moment is over, but your helpless body still beckons to me. I roll off of you and look at the silly smile on your face. My fingers idly trace formless designs across your breasts, and I feel you begin to respond again. I wonder at your seemingly limitless ability for passion and realize it simply means it is time to create another moment to remember. 

