Trust 

 I sometimes wonder how you ever were convinced to trust me that first time. When you think about it, it is so illogical. Why would any woman put her naked body in the hands of someone who wants to tie her up and use her for all sorts of things? The answer is that the desire is stronger than the risk taken. You obviously were convinced that I was safe as the result of our first meeting.

 Now you are getting your reward, my pet. I am so glad that you were able to take that trust plunge and commit yourself to me. You are beautiful, tied spread-eagle for me. It is obvious you are excited and scared at the same time, wondering if you made the right decision. I am thankful that you picked me to be the one with which to overcome the risk. I plan to reward you greatly. 

 We have already started with some light spanking. Your reaction was one of breath catches and sighs. I had you lay over my knees and alternately stroked your clad bottom and then spanked it. Your hands were allowed to touch the floor, but I kept you off balance, not letting your feet get a good position. You never knew when the next smack would fall or where it would fall? but when it did, your reaction was wonderful. I heard you sing to me with your "um," when each smack landed. And when I asked you if we were having fun yet, your reply was without hesitation, "Yes, Sir." I told you I was not angry with you, but that you needed to be punished for making me wait so long for this moment. That was as good an excuse as any, and it served to excite into cooperation. I wanted you to have a good head trip with this. 

When we finished, I told you to strip and be quick about it, and to assume the position at the foot of and facing the bed. You responded quickly, taking your clothes off with good speed. You kneeled facing the bed and I put your ankle and restraints on you, then clipped your arms behind your back. I had taken off my slacks and underwear, and sat down in front of you, kissing you full on the lips, while telling you how beautiful you looked. I asked you if you were going to give yourself to me totally and if I owned you. 

You answered without hesitation, "Yes, Sir." I kissed you again and told you that you pleased me very much. 

"Serve me, slut," was the next command. I wrapped my fingers in your hair and pulled your head down into my lap. You eagerly took my cock into your mouth and began sucking. It was wonderful, my erection raged as I felt your lips and tongue perform magic on it. It was almost too much to take. I felt that tickle in my groin, and managed to pull your mouth away from my cock before I was too far gone. No use in letting you get control of me so early.

"Lay on the bed, on your back, pet," I directed. Because of your tied arms, I had to assist you. Once you were in position, I tied your ankle restraints together, and wrapped the rope around your ankles, making them secure. You definitely were not going any place at this point. Your breasts beckoned me, but first, I again kissed your mouth, passionately, with a sense of appreciation for the gift you had given me. Next, I devoured your breasts with my mouth, tongue and lips. 

As I bit them and squeezed them, you moaned with pain-pleasure. I knew how helpless you felt, and how the rough way I was treating them made them throb. I told you how beautifully they responded by becoming more erect and that the nipples seemed to pebble more with each thing I did to you. I then worked you over with my whiskers, starting with my moustache gently caressing your nipples, then working the short hairs under my mouth over your nipples and whole breasts for a harsher feel. You continued to moan with pleasure. I knew you were hopelessly into it at that point. 

While working your breasts over with my beard, I got as much of them as I could into my hands and squeezed them. With each squeeze, I applied more pressure, until you sang to me with each squeeze. I kneeled over your breasts and rubbed my stiff cock all over them, finally flogging them with it. That was finally too much for me. I moved forward and you again took me eagerly into your mouth. It was so wonderful, feeling you serve me in this manner. You looked so lovely with my cock filling your mouth and making your cheeks bulge. I reached around behind and under my and squeezed your breasts as hard as I could. You moaned and stopped you sucking momentarily. 

I urged you to continue and squeezed you harder. You were game, and continued with barely a pause. It was too much for me to take, and I let you suck my cum out of me as I shuddered and hung there helplessly. Your lips kept milking me, giving me aftercums until I could not take any more. As I pulled away, I looked at your lips and the spilled creamy cum sticking to them, and I fed it back to you and kissed you. It was now your turn. 

I cleaned us up, unfastened the rope from around your ankles and pulled the cords up through your wrist restraints so that your feet were up on either side of your head. You later told me you had seen that position in pictures, but never imagined you being able to achieve it. 

 Once I had you fastened securely in that very exposed position, I put vibrating nipple clamps on you and buried my mouth and busy fingers in your clit and cunt. You could not hold off long, and your climax was loud and lengthy. As I unfastened your legs, and let you stretch them out I held you and listened to your heartbeat slow down. I could not keep my hands off your breasts and body, and continued to stroke you until I realized that you were beginning to respond again. You were ready, and I certainly was willing? So it began again. 

