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         She wants to be desired deeply, taken care of, embraced, to feel completely free and to be fucked literally senseless, and all of it at the same time. She wants to give her whole being over to him and let him do with her exactly as he pleases, as he desires – to be his ultimate pleasure.


His wish is to have her, receive her, embrace her, take care of her, free her, overpower her, fill her with desire, take her senses away – to fulfil her dreams. He wants to give her everything he's got, give his whole being to her, fulfil her desires, every single one to the letter, and help himself to all of her bountiful fruits. To enjoy her wholly and fully.


The room is open and warm. The light character is partially due to the spotlights, which take away the room's traditional, straight-angled style, but also the somewhat veiled state of mind they're both in. The dim lights and the temperature make the situation warm and breezy.


There’s only one piece of furniture, in the middle of the room. It’s reminiscent of a bed, but without any headboard or edges. It’s like a solid fundament supporting a pile of soft, yielding pillows and mattresses in different textures. Still, this contraption gives off an orderly impression – clean and cream-coloured. Definitely inviting.


She's lying in the middle of this flower. Only wearing her natural scent, casually resting. Waiting. She's already been blindfolded. A tight silk-lined band drapes across her eyelids, without pressing on them. She barely notices it; in fact, it feels more like she's closed her eyes and now she can't open them again – like when you realise that you're dreaming, but you can't wake yourself up. How strange. She trusts her ears and knows he's nearby.


He looks at her from the dark, tracing her with his eyes from her little toes and up. Barely touches her. Step by step, he's going to take her into his world. One by one, he's going to take away her means of being in touch with the outside world. All her attention will be concentrated, sharpened and released. He's going to move into the light, and back out again, like an invisible, sudden hand. In again, out again. Until he's got her the way he wants her, then he'll let her wait, enjoy it, and when the time comes, exert his power over her body. When touch is the only sense she has left, even the slightest touch will be electrical, jolting through her, hit her like gale-force winds, or a wave, a shock to her already shaking condition.


He quickly ties each ankle to its respective thigh, so that she has to spread her legs if she wants to let them rest to the sides. She's lying as if meditating, on her back, her arms asymmetrically out to the sides, her legs in a sort of lotus position. Her breasts are pointing straight up, and her smooth fuckhole is fully exposed. He's already back in the dark, looking straight into her, and imagines that her nether lips are calling him, puckering for a kiss.


Just as carefully and unnoticeably, he grabs her wrists and fastens them to her bound legs. She moves a little where she lies, available and wet with all four limbs carefully tied up. She licks her lips and turns her head a little.

         

The feeling of barely being able to move, coupled with not being able to see, is intense. In her extremely vulnerable, but safe, state, she feels how every single little movement and sound in the room affects her. As if she’s reached some higher plane of existence.


His deft hands and fingers get ready again. Out into the light, but nothing happens. Before a small, tentative finger touches her bottom lip, to which she responds by opening her mouth – perhaps to try to bite it – or a desire to examine what it was. A solid rubber ball attached to broad leather straps gets pushed in behind her teeth, the straps going in opposite directions, just beneath her ears and meeting at the neck. The gag is tightened well.


Tiny, helpless whimpers escape her when she breathes out. Incredibly cute.

         

She’ll soon be ready for more durational caresses, and only one thing is missing. He has to take her hearing away.


After a short minute, watching her from a corner, he approaches her again. As if he's never done anything else, he pulls a thin, fitted leather hood onto her head. There are earplugs on the inside, and holes for her nose and mouth. The mask clings to her whole head and laces up in the back. Now everything is both dark and silent. The only thing she can hear is her own mumbling, small sounds. Because she can't move, she feels like she lives and breathes purely through her skin, she can only communicate with and sense the world outside her through touch.


He stands close by her, assumes she can feel his presence, despite how reduced her senses are. He waits with an ice cube in each hand.
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