. . . How I Feel?
The atmosphere is amazing but then again I would expect nothing else. Siting in our favorite booth I take in the sensual yet elegant décor of the Ink Bar. The lighting in the bar is set for an intimate yet relaxed feeling. The Asian artifacts throughout are magnificent and add just the right touch. The three painted portraits behind the bar are also beautiful. You can feel the emotion of the artists when he or she take’s their brush to the canvas. It’s almost as if you have a window into his or her soul. 
I listen to them talk about their relationships . . . They discuss the highs and lows. Oh, my man did this, or my man did that. God, I am so tired of hearing this. I have become accustomed to just nodding my head and, once in a while, add my two cents to the discussion. I don’t really have that much experience in the love department. I have yet to find the man who will unleash my desires, and push me to my limits and take me to new heights.
I am pulled into the same daydream I had at work. I’m tied to the bed, and he’s having his wicked way with me. I feel the flogger come down on my body; my breathing is rough, hard. I’m panting from the sensations, from anticipations. I try to rein myself in; I do not want it to end so soon. I ask him if he can bring the flogger down on my sex. I am not sure where that idea came from, but he doesn’t deny me. On the contrary, he obliges me. I scream out in desire when the first lash hits my sex, leaving me wanting more.
I feel the flogger as he pauses and glides it across my body. I bite my lower lip—if I don’t, I will explode, and he isn’t even inside me yet. I can’t believe how turned on I am. I know this is only the beginning and he can keep me on the edge for hours before allowing me to orgasm. In this, he’s in control. I gladly give him my submission, because I trust him. My desire is to please him, to give him full access of my body mind and soul. I am his to do with as he pleases. Which in turn satisfies me and gives me pleasure.
With a flip of his wrist, he brings the flogger down again, but stops before hitting my sex. I am tied to the bed. The way he’s tied me to the bed—arms and legs and middle—limits me from lifting my lover body to try and meet him halfway. I groan in frustration, and he smiles his deliciously evil smile. Knowing that he has me right where he wants me, begging for his touch, begging for the flogger, he is the Master of my mind, body and soul.
He knows that I am not ashamed to beg for his touch for all that he is willing to give me. Because I know that what he’s giving me is equal to or paramount to what I freely give to him. I love how he compliments me, encourages me, and knows me inside out. How can a person know another person, inside out, to their depths? I never thought that I’d find him, but here I am. I relish our connection and commitment to each other.
Oh God, my panties are getting wet! One of my girlfriends asks me if I was listening. But I totally zoned out there. I need to figure out who I am and what I want. I am so tired of just settling. I take a deep breath and ask if they are happy. But they just look at me as if I have two heads. 
I chuckle, because I know they don’t understand me or how I feel. I tell them I’m tired of settling and I’m no longer going to do it. I’m about to explain when I turn my head, and I see my future staring right at me. The connection is that instantaneous. I literally feel the pull of his dominance. It is what I desire, what I need . . . how I feel!
