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Now…I always prefer you as you are now…tied down…spread-eagle…ready and waiting for me. I wonder at the gift of you, your body and your helplessness that you give me…so trusting…in spite of every opportunity I take to give each scene an edge, something to build up to…you always submit to me and my whims…no matter how afraid of the unknown you may be.

I have the talent to put myself in your bonds and understand what is going through your head when you are all tied down, helpless and have all of you and your openings available to me and my whim. I was able to feel what you were feeling that first time, tied down and blindfolded...hearing the zipper of my bag and wondering what I was going to do to you...you had put yourself in the hands of a total sadist...one who was going to hurt you so much it would take weeks to recover...was I a serial killer...crazy? I role play very easily, and tried to prepare you by telling you about this skill...but to trust... It's hard when you are totally helpless...those butterflies keep coming back, but add to the thrill...you are committed...cannot do anything but use the safe word...and what if I don't honor it? What if all of this was just an excuse to get you to the point where I can abuse you and get away? That gives it quite an edge, doesn't it...some of the role playing can be called mind fucking...it's all a part of each time we will do together.

What is unknown now, is what I am going to do to you. You have said you never know what I am going to do…unless it is something we have scripted. I rarely know what I am going to do next, so it would be impossible for you to know. First, let me flick your nipples with my forefingers. Oh, liked that did you? You sucked in your breath at each flick, until my continual flicking brought constant moans from you.

I think I will go easy on you this one time. I quickly bury my mouth on your cunt and clit, shocking you with the quick brute force of it. I know you must feel that you are going to die. My fingers probe you, twisting, turning, moving in wonderful directions, turning your fluids into a froth. My tongue finds your button and flicks it hard and continuously. I am rewarded by your hard breathing and moans. I keep it up, but reach up with my free hand and pinch each nipple hard. That sends you over the edge, and your first climax is long and gut-wrenching. I lay their between your thighs, hearing your breathing slow down a bit and keeping you from relaxing too much with an occasional flick of my tongue. I feel you stir a bit under my chin. It's time for the nipple clamps and flogger, pet. There is no way for you to prepare for what is going to happen now…I didn't know until a moment ago. Now it is time to start…..

