A Beginning

I finished my coffee. I had made her wait long enough. Time to check on how things were going in my downstairs dungeon. When I unlocked the door and looked in, my breath was taken away by the sight. My ring-gagged trainee was just as I had left her. She was there in all her naked glory, blindfolded and helplessly vulnerable, her arms stretched above her head, lifting her breasts, the restraints secured by ropes attached to ceiling eyebolts. Her legs were spread wide, the ankles attached to rings in the floor. She looked magnificent. There's something about a naked and bound woman that always gets to me. As I watched her, I could feel my cock stir.

She could not see what I had in my hand. It was a cock gag, designed to be inserted through the circle of the ring gag. There was a hole running down the inside center for breathing purposes. It was made large enough to almost completely fill a mouth. I inserted the latex cock and clipped it to the ring gag. I think she tried to complain while I was in the process, but by then, it was too late. I couldn't have understood her anyway. Once she understood the nature of what I had put in her mouth, she worked on it for a short time with a sucking motion, no doubt trying to tempt me into giving her the real thing. 

I wanted her to see what was going to happen next, and I wanted to see her reaction. Part of my pleasure comes from watching a sub's reactions to my physical and mental torture and games. I removed her blindfold, and she squinted a bit at the sudden brightness. When her eyes had adjusted, I held the clover clamps in front of them. Her eyes grew wide, but I knew she had no real idea what was in store for her. Japanese clover clamps are some of the meanest things ever made for nipple torture. I know I cannot stand to wear them very long. To get her ready, I flicked each nipple several times with my fingers. She moaned and jerked each time the nail scraped her tender buds; however, her nipples were hard and erect from the stimulation and excitement. 

I surrounded one nipple with the jaws of a clamp. As I slowly relaxed my grip on the clamp's handles the pressure increased on her tender brown flesh. I watched her face, and the expression on it told me when it began to really bite. Her moan was my reward. I surrounded the other nipple and repeated the slow erotic torture. She was mesmerized. Every sub and switch knows that the dread and anticipation of the pain is almost worse than the pain, but one enjoys every second of anticipation. She sucked in her breath as the bite increased. Her breasts stood erect, beautiful in their response. I watched her struggle with the increasing pain coming from the clover clamps and leaned and said, "Bear it for me." Her breathing became heavy as she struggled to bear up under the pain and added pressure I had placed on her. The urge to please her master is basic to a sub’s makeup.
To give her some physical incentive, I stroked her cleft with my fingers and then dipped them between her swollen lips. She was sopping wet and obviously into what I had done to her so far. So I added some weights to the chain connecting the clamps. She moaned through her gag. I decided I wanted to hear more, so I removed both gags. As I did so, she sobbed, shook and panted with exertion. To add a little to the mix, I began to lightly strike her crotch with my bamboo switch. While the taps to her tender private area were light, the repeated strokes began to have an effect on her, causing her to try to bounce up and down. Her bonds kept her from moving much, so the result looked more like a kid, who had to pee, but was trying to resist the urge. I was getting to where she lived. All she could do was stand and make twitchy bouncing movements. Each tap of the switch brought an "Owwww" response, so I teased and taunted her about not being able to understand her reactions to the pain, saying she had begged me for it before we started.

I stepped back and admired her and her determination to please me, until I finally decided it was time to remove the clamps. Since she had little experience with nipple clamps, I knew she was in for another shock. I removed them one at a time, enjoying the scream that came with the release of pressure and return of the blood to her abused nips. I massaged them a bit, rolling them between my thumbs and forefingers and squeezing with my fingernails when she was least expecting it. Her verbal protests made it well worth the effort. She screamed and spasmed.
My fingers again entered her mushy-wet slit, slipping down into her love tunnel. She moaned in response, and babbled as I bit her tenderized nipples over and over again. She finally could take no more and begged me for release. When I gave her my approval, her body roared through a shuddering climax, augmented by my fingers and increased biting of her bruised breast tips. The scream that came from her mouth during her orgasm was almost primal. When she had finished the last shudder, she began to sob. I quickly released her, and sat down with her on the nearby bed and held her. Her reaction was not at all unusual. The intensity of a bound submissive woman's response to erotic torture and stimulation is often mind-boggling, opening floodgates of tears or causing shaking that can border on seizure-like spasms.

When she finally calmed down, I got her some water, and we talked about her reactions and how her experience could be looked on as the beginning of an eye-opening journey. I told her the important thing was just to try to eliminate any expectations, to submit and to follow my directions and lead. 
She seemed to understand, so I took the next step and guided her over to the bondage horse. As I tied her face down on it, I looked at the pink-brown ring between her spread cheeks. It was too much to resist. She was going to have more than one door opened today. But first, for something that is perfect while facedown on a bondage horse, oral worship. I unzipped my pants and brought my stiff rod to her eager lips. As she suckled me toward my first orgasm, I leaned in and squeezed her pendulous breasts, then began spanking her gorgeous bottom. It was a wonderful beginning; and now it was time to begin on a wonderful end.
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