Darlah turned out to be a real find. We spent the next several weeks exploring her submissive side. She was open to anything I did to her, asking questions about both sides of the bdsm coin. One day I had her spread-eagled on my bed, flogging her breasts before fucking her large pear-shaped tits. Another day I had her helplessly secured to my wooden bondage horse, first spanking her hot pink buttocks, then using her back door for our mutual pleasure as I squeezed her breasts so hard I left finger mark bruises on them. Another time I caned her bottom, the backs of her legs, her tits and the insides of her thighs before bringing her to a massive climax with my mouth and fingers. It seemed that the higher I increased the level of what I did to her, the more she liked it. And she seemed to enjoy being placed in outdoor situations the best, perhaps because our first time together involved an outdoor scene.

Darlah had told me one of the things that drew her to this was that while I had her imprisoned, she had no responsibility. In every other aspect of her life, she was the person people looked to. One day, she even described herself as “the go to person” in her family. But being in bondage and subject to my desires, freed her, opened a road to self-awareness and taught her the reality of her limits. When she was tied naked, open and vulnerable she was also free. As wonderful as these experiences were, she wanted to explore as much as possible, perhaps even trying to top someone at some point. I made a mental note to explore that path with her one day. Because I switched, I might be able to teach her a thing or two or even be willing to have Darlah top me.

One day we were in my secluded back yard. Darlah was naked as usual. I had just secured her wrists by a rope to the overhead branch of a large walnut tree. I loved the way her bare breasts deliciously presented themselves to me when her arms were pulled overhead.  Her nipples tended to lengthen when she became excited and there was always pebbling that took place. She could never hide her excitement from me. Her nipples would struggle to reveal themselves through any clothing she wore. That day they were like rocks.

I spread her legs wide and tied them to stakes on both sides. She shivered slightly as she was stretched and the tendons of her thighs lengthened. She was helpless. There was nothing she could do except take what was coming to her. She was stuck here until I decided to untie and use and abuse her in some other way. Before I stood up, I blew a breath of warm air over her sex and watched the goose bumps form.

I decided to use a slightly different gag. I had stuffed her panties in my back pocket after she disrobed at my front door. I turned them inside out, noticing they were moist and full of her sexual perfume. She had evidently been very excited during the trip to my place. I rolled them into a ball and stuffed them into her mouth so the wet side was against her tongue, then secured them with a scarf. She would use a hand signal if things got to be too much for her. A blindfold was next. She was totally subjugated. There is something about a blindfold that takes a sub a level or two deeper into submission and creates an even stronger feeling of being controlled.

I pinched her nipples, making her squeak through the gag. Breast and nipple torture can be taken to the level of an art form. Taking my time, I began to slap her breasts, first one then the other. Each slap made her jerk and make a muffled sound into the gag. I varied the direction from which I slapped her, working her breasts over thoroughly, alternately striking her nipples with slaps that just brushed them, then landing more solid blows to her breast flesh. With each blow, a breast would bounce in reaction, and her body would jerk, causing both breasts to dance and flaunt themselves for me. They soon turned pink, and Darlah was standing on tiptoe. I grabbed a breast in each hand, pulled them together so the nipples were almost touching, then rubbed my beard over them. The short hairs right under my mouth caused her to moan and quiver, then roll right into her first climax. 

I gave her a minute or two to recover while I organized my tools. I used some large rubber bands to encircle her ample breasts. Soon they began to look like large purple mushrooms. Darlah’s nipples lost some of their erect nature as the breast flesh pushed into them and made them more sensitive. When I fastened the clamps to what was left of her exposed nipples, she screamed into her gag.

Sensing she needed a quick finish, I knelt in front of her. My fingers parted her swollen labia, exposing her pink hard bud and the entrance to her depths. She let out a muffled moan of pleasure. I cupped her hot swollen pussy in my palm and my fingers easily buried themselves in her moist tunnel. My thumb worked at her swollen clit. Almost too quickly, an intensive climax exploded through her. Her cunt walls squeezed my fingers with amazing strength. In similar situations, I had never felt such intense pressure. Darlah struggled against her bonds as she fought through her climax. I kept working at her and reached up to tug at the nipple clamps.  This brought another wave of orgasmic struggles through her body. My fingers were suddenly drenched with her juices. As my fingers pressed against the front of her vagina, I freed each nipple of the clamp that tormented it. She squealed through the gag and the pain in her breasts pushed her through another climax. The waves and aftershocks finally slowed down, but I continued to gently caress her as they rippled through her. The fragrance of her sopping wet crotch was almost overpowering. 

When I finally stood up, I saw that she had lost the ability to stand, and was hanging helplessly by her wrists.  I quickly unfastened her ankles and brought her legs together. Supporting her with one arm, I was finally able to unfasten her wrists from overhead. Fortunately, I had used a quick release fastener. I carried her exhausted body to a lounge chair and stretched her out on it. As she relaxed, I fastened her arms on either side of her head and her ankles to the bottom sides of the chair. I was not finished with her yet. I kneeled between her spread legs and began kissing her labia. She began to moan again as my tongue ran along her moist slit. She was not finished either.

