Standing with arms attached to hooks in the ceiling and legs attached to a spreaderbar, I was helpless to her ministrations. My cock was oiled and hard as she stroked it playfully. Her fingers slipped easily across its head, caressing sensitive nerve endings. I was right on the edge when she stopped and flicked my balls with a fingernail. Her fingers began to wrap a black shoelace around my balls, making them swell and turn purple. I was in  an ecstasy of agony.

I was there in front of her, naked and kneeling. Cock and balls bound and hard... arms fastened behind me. She sat on the edge of the bed and reached for my head, twining her fingers in her hair. "Come here, boy, and use that mouth and tongue to serve your Mistress." She pulled me into her. As my face was brought into her sex, I smelled her arousal. I went down on her like my life depended on it. I was her sex toy, there at that moment for just one purpose. She used me, cumming again and again, rubbing herself against my mouth and tongue, shuddering with delight, mewing her pleasure. 

Later, she spread-eagled me on my back and rode me like a prize stallion, taking her pleasure, while warning me not to cum. Again and again, she worked herself into a into a frenzy on my rubber imprisoned cock.... until she fell exhausted onto my chest.... and slept.

Minutes later, she awoke and continued my torture. My body responded again until she granted me release.

