Dick and I had finished uploading pictures of our newest model to our website, and he had left to meet his latest sub for what he referred to as a “hot” date. I wondered what was going to be the hottest, Dick, his sub or her bottom. Darlah had come along to watch and keep me company. She had actually observed several of our sessions. I had tried to get her to model, but she said she was too shy, and preferred to play in private with me. I was just about ready to turn out the lights and leave when her question came.

“You know how we have talked about the possibility of me topping you sometime?”

“Yes, pet.” How could I forget.

“Do you think you might be up for it right now?”

That stopped me in my tracks. I felt my cock begin to stir in my shorts. “Er, what do you mean?”

“I mean, we have talked about me experiencing both sides of the paddle. I have finally decided that I would like to do it, and if you are willing, I would like to top you now, if you are agreeable.” Darlah said.

Darlah had been open to every thing I had tried with her. She was every Dom’s dream. Multi-orgasmic, too. When I worked her over, it was like I could do no wrong. I gave her the first real bdsm experience of her life, and we spent the next three months exploring her submissive side. During this time, she asked many questions about this lifestyle, and recently indicated an interest in switching at least once.

What could I say? I had not switched for quite a while, and was beginning to crave the experience again. It had occurred to me that if and when Darlah was ever ready to top someone, it might as well be me. My nipples were itching. A sure sign of arousal. Resisting the urge to scratch that itch, but giving into the big one, I finally responded. “I am yours to do with as you wish, Mistress.” I amazed myself how easily I slipped into the new role. Well, once a switch, always a switch.

“Good answer. Now, get your clothes off, and be quick about it.”

Tee shirt, shorts and sandals were off in a flash. “Ready, Mistress.”

"Put your hands behind you."  I quickly complied and felt a pair of our restraints fastened on my wrists and attached together. Darlah came around in front of me and took ahold of my cock like it was a handle.  She squeezed it. “Well, look what we have here. Seems you really do like being on the bottom for a change.” Her hands pumped my cock and her fingernails scratched my balls. I moaned and tried to thrust my cock against her fingers. “Not so fast, slave. First I have some plans for you.” She pulled me by my erection over to our bondage bench and had me stretch out on it on my back after unfastening my wrists. My wrists were quickly refastened to the bench. Darlah added ankle cuffs and also fastened them to the bench with rope. I had been quickly made helpless and could hardly move.

Darlah stood over me and took off her blouse and shorts. She was wearing black panties and bra. Her large breasts strained against her bra and I noticed that the crotch of her panties seemed to be dark with moisture. She was enjoying this. I took a deep breath and shivered. “Oh, do you like what you see, slave?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I sighed.

Darlah caressed my body as I moaned. "I have some nice things planned for us.” Her fingers tickled my ribs.  “As you know, no one can hear us.” Nails ran across my chest, making circles around my nipples, which were hard as little pebbles.  “I am going to enjoy paying you back for those times when you have made it all but impossible for me not to safe out. I hope you enjoy yourself as much as I plan to enjoy myself, but it doesn’t really matter, as long as you please me. By the way, you are not to cum without permission. Understand?”

"Yes Mistress,” I quickly responded. Boy, she was a quick learner.

“Good. To help you get your mind off your cock, let’s play with your nipples a bit.” She caressed and pinched them until she had me trying to squirm all over the bondage bench. Then she got out a pair of nipple clamps, which were quickly attached as I groaned. They were the clover kind, which I love to put on a sub, but hate to wear myself. My nipples felt like they were on fire. Darlah grasped my stiff cock again. “Are we having fun yet, slave?" She tugged at the chain that joined the nipple clamps. It felt like my nipples were wired to a battery.

“Ohhhhhh….. Yes, Mistress.”

She smacked my cock, which caused me to groan. “I expect an answer that is quicker than that. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I quickly replied, wondering where she had picked up her technique so fast. I found out later that to surprise me, she had gone to Dick for some coaching. I also found out that she had arranged for Dick to leave the video camera on in order to tape the whole session. She had been planning this for a couple of weeks.

Darlah straddled my legs and sat on my knees. She held my cock in one hand, and a fingernail flicked at my right testicle, sending pain shooting through my groin. Then she flicked the other one. 

“Unhhhhh!” As I struggled uselessly against my bonds, I wondered where she had learned this. Having his balls struck was man’s worst nightmare and she knew it. The weight of her body on my knees and the ropes kept me from moving one bit. She took off her bra tossed it off to the side. Her silky  breasts rubbed softly across my cock, then she pumped my prick with her hand, sending a surge of pleasure through it. A fingernail flicked against my ball again, sending another torturous jolt through me. I grunted in protest. She squeezed my cock and waited for the pain to subside, while I waited with dread for the painful flick on my other ball. When it didn’t come, I relaxed a bit, and got another flick on the other testicle. “Unhhhhh! Please, stop.” But deep down inside, I didn’t want her to stop. I wanted it to be this way. I wanted her to torture and torment me with no way out until I used the safe word. I wanted to be pushed to the limit of endurance by someone who would not let up just because it hurt. Darlah understood. She kept at it until I was about ready to give up. When she finally stopped, I was putty. She owned me, and we both knew it.

Darlah got a piece of rope from our supply and wrapped it tightly around my ball sack. The sensation was uncomfortable, but arousing at the same time. Her mouth descended to my cock, her lips surrounded the head and caressed it. The feeling was exquisite. She had learned very well. Then she continued to rub her soft breasts across my cock. My rod regained the stiffness it lost during the cbt. It felt like it would burst.

She took off her panties and straddled my face. Her freshly shaved pussy opened a bit, and a droplet of moisture peeked out. I could smell her arousal. There was no doubt what she wanted. Her cunt finally settled on my mouth. "All right slave, get busy.” The taste and smell of her sex drove me crazy. I went at her like there was no tomorrow, kissing, sucking and flicking her slot from front to back, burying my tongue in her hot hole as far as I could. She mewed in satisfaction and rubbed her clit on my nose. I looked up at her tits as she rubbed herself on my face. Her breasts jiggled invitingly with each movement. 

I wanted more. I wanted to serve her forever in this way. I lost myself in her sex. She fisted my hair and squeezed my head with her toned thighs as she masturbated her clit across my tongue and nose. My face was covered with her liquid arousal. When she finally came, her body trembled and she froze with her clit pressed against my mouth. My tongue kept working at her hard nub. She grunted and groaned through an intense climax. A gusher of fluid was released from her tunnel, covering my mouth, jaw and neck. I tried to swallow as much as I could as she continued to rub against me. Slowly her crotch came to a stop. After a moment or two, she leaned back with her hands on my hipbones, catching her breath. 

I took some deep breaths and continued to orally minister to her clit. Soon, she started to respond, then raised herself off me turned to face the other direction and remounted my face. From this position, my tongue was able to work its way deeper into her hole. Her fingers tugged at my nipple clamp chain and her lips enveloped me. Her mouth was silky and hot. The fingers of her other hand surrounded my bound balls and began to squeeze. My squeal of pain was buried in her sex. The pain piggybacked on the pleasure and fanned its flames. I knew I could not last long, and tried to beg for release, but my pleas were muffled between her legs. I held back as long as I could, but sensed that she was winning the battle for control of my impending orgasm. Just when I realized I could not hold out any longer, I heard her mumbled words around my cock, “Cum boy, cum for me.” 

She released both of the nipple clamps with one hand and massaged my ballsack with the other. I felt my groin squeeze itself into a knot, and began a continuous growl from deep in my throat. I erupted with a force that staggered me, trying to buck and fight my bonds and the weight of her on top of me. My groans were muffled against her sex, and my mouth sent her through another climax. She screamed through hers as I grunted and groaned through mine. After she screamed, her teeth clamped down on the sensitive head of my pulsating cock, taking me through another threshold of pain/pleasure. It hurt, but it hurt in such a wonderful way.

Finally, it was finished. Darlah collapsed on top of me and continued to nurse my shrinking manhood, sucking away every last drop of post-cum. My body twitched in response. She finally was able to lift herself off me and unfasten my bonds. She straddled the bench between my legs and hugged me as I lay there. We kissed, cuddled and talked about the experience. She said she enjoyed it so much, it frightened her, and that she was afraid she if we did it again, she might really hurt me. She really liked giving me pain. I told her that as long as we could do it again, we could work on that part of it so that she could maintain self-control. I thought about the next time and wondered if I could surrender to her knowing how much she liked giving me pain. There were butterflies in my stomach, but I knew that I would. After all, a little healthy fear just added some spice to things, didn’t it? 

