Dinner

We meet like before except I’m not too scared to crawl into the room; this time I have my collar on and my leach in my mouth to present to you. But you are not on the couch waiting for me nor are you in a robe.  You’re dressed and sitting at a table with a meal laid before you. Candle lights are our only light, three of them lit up the table.
I’m not sure what to do so I stop my approach and wait for your command.

  “Come here,” you sweetly say patting your thigh on which side you wanted me to come to. I did quickly not wanting to keep you (my Master) waiting.
You take the leach and twine the strap around your hand pulling me closer to you causing me to rise onto my knees. I keep my hands at my side not wanting to touch your handsome suit unless you permit me. You lower your head and lick my lips with you hot tongue; I could taste wine I wanted to suck your tongue dry. But when I went to advance you pull away, leaving a rejected look on my face.

  “Sit.” The command was clear and I obeyed, sitting on my legs.

You looked away towards the table still holding my leach; you taste the unidentified food and seem pleased. You take what looked like bread and dip it into something than you look down at me. “If this drips on me or the floor you’ll pay dearly.” My heart raced from the fear of your raft if I failed you. You lowered the food towards me I quickly opened my mouth catching a drop that was about to hit the floor or your shoe and waited loyally for your offering, I gobbled it up and you aloud me to lick your fingers after.
This went on through your meal every so often you would humble me and give me a taste of your scrumptious meal and I enjoy every bite and lick of your fingers.

In the end you gave me a bowl and pour some water into it and aloud me to lick it up careful not to splash. 

You rose from the table and walked me to the bed and laid me on my stomach spreading my arms and legs out you tied me down tightly. You reviled a cat of nine tails and proceeded to wipe me, you wanted my ass red. When I thought I couldn’t take any more, you stopped; than you inserted a dildo fully lubed into my ass. It vibrates, and you turned it on high. I shuttered from the invasion.
  “I want you nice and loss when I return whore so don’t remove it. Understand!”

It wasn’t a question and through gasps I answered: “yes Master.”

   All I could do was hear the door close and you locking it. I tried to control my excitement of your return.

