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I arrived at your place shortly after noon. When you opened the door for me, I entered and immediately went to the couch. You locked the door and followed me. I stripped your robe from you. You were nude underneath except for the crack belt, nipple clamps and restraints on your wrists and ankles. I secured your wrists behind you with a short rope I had in my pocket, then guided you to the back of the couch. I easily unfastened the crack belt and allowed it to drop to the floor. You moaned as the three well-placed knots in the belt pulled away from your sensitive areas. I eased you forward, so you were lying across the back of the couch, then stepped between your legs and used my feet to spread your legs apart.

Spanking you was quite an experience for both of us. Your position over the back of the couch did not allow much support for your head and shoulders. Each swat of my hand caused your head to jerk upward. I caressed your bottom after several spanks, allowing you to calm down between blows, telling you how much I enjoyed watching your head jerk upward. I played with you this way for several minutes, watching your head respond more as I increased the intensity of the blows. "You are such a slut… a real pain slut. You know that?"

"Yes, Sir," you responded. I tweaked your nipples and you jumped with the intensity and surprise of it.

"I wonder if the neighbors can see in here and see what a slut you are," I teased.

"I hope not, Sir," you replied. Of course, it was too late to worry about that, but I knew the question and thinking about it would cause your juices to flow even more.

I gave you a few more smacks, then moved you under where I had fastened two eye screws to a ceiling beam. Unfastening your arms from behind you, I refastened them overhead. A spreaderbar for your ankles was next. You were now totally helpless, unable to move from your position other than an inch or two. I covered your eyes with a blindfold. I looked down at your breasts and decided some tit torture was in order. A flick from my forefinger caused you to jump and make an "Oh" sound. I repeated the punishment on your other nipple, and got he same reaction. As I continued with this treatment, I watched your nipples wrinkle. "My pet slut must like this," I teased.

"Yes, Sir," you agreed. I flicked both nipples harder, then pinched both of them at the same time. "Owww, that hurts," you complained.

"It's supposed to hurt, slut," I whispered. "I enjoy you twice as much when I give you some serious pain." I searched through my bag and pulled out two leather thong floggers. Using a rolling action, I walked the flogger across your bottom, stroking it repeatedly, and causing you to wiggle and try to move away. But your bonds held you securely. My fingers entered you from behind. You were oozing fluids…. practically gushing them. My fingers teased the opening of your vagina and slipped forward to massage your hard clit. "Ohhhh," was all you could say. I wrapped my other hand around your waist and held you close as I continued to work on your throbbing sex. In spite of the way you were fastened, you were still able to buck and push back against me.

Without warning you climaxed, moaning and shaking as I held you close to keep you from hurting yourself. Your climax seemed to go on forever, and I encouraged it by continuing to rub your clit with my fingers. Finally, it was over. I stepped away, listening to you catch your breath as I unfastened the spreaderbar. When I unfastened your arms, you stretched to get the stiffness out of them until I pulled them behind you and connected your wrist restraints with a snap fastener. "On your knees, pet."

Kneeling is hard enough with both hands free. You had yours fastened behind your back and were blindfolded, so I helped you get into position. You heard me unzip my pants and fumble at my underwear. I held my stiff cock under your nose, letting you smell its muskiness. You did not move, but waited for direction. You were learning fast. A week or two earlier, in a similar position, you had eagerly tried to take me in your mouth. I corrected that error. Today you allowed me to rub my cock head across your cheeks and lips. Finally, the command, "Open, slut." Obediently, you opened your lips and let my rod slip between them. My hands held your head firmly as I slipped in and out of your compliant mouth. "Good job, fuck toy." The sensations were wonderful as I used you like a sex object made exclusively for my pleasure… to serve me. I fisted your hair, entwining my fingers in it. My excitement grew as I fucked your mouth. "Let me feel your tongue, mouth slut." Your velvety tongue stroked the underside of my stiff prick, sending delicious sensations down the whole length to the root and up my spine. I closed my eyes, arched my spine and tilted my head back, giving in totally to the feeling of your hot, submissive mouth worshipping my cock. I looked down at your face, lips surrounding my member as I worked it in and out. I removed my hands from your head, allowing you to give head as you wished, and was immediately rewarded with increased delightful sensations. My hands found your breasts and stroked them, fingers finding the turgid nipples and squeezing them harder and harder, till you moaned and slowed your actions. "Suck, slut," I admonished, and squeezed your tender nipples harder. You realized that you must take care of me regardless of your discomfort. That was the lesson for today. To make sure you learned it, I squeezed you harder. You moaned, but did not slow down your lovely movements on my cock. "Good girl."

Your mouth and my hands squeezing your breasts, finally drove me over the top. I relaxed and let the climax begin to wash over me. I felt the tightening between my legs as it squeezed me tighter and tighter, finally releasing, but only to squeeze off shot after shot of silky-white sperm from the roots of my being. "Suck, pet, I implored as I stood there like a statue. Your mouth continued to drive me crazy as rope after rope of jism geysered down your throat. Your cock sucking was a work of art…. you kept your tongue moving across my glans until every spasm had stopped.

I stood there in awe of what had happened. The will to move had been temporarily taken from me. You mouth continue to milk the remnants of cum that oozed from my shrinking organ. I stroked your cheek. "Good girl. You really outdid yourself." I helped you to your feet. "Let's go to the bedroom, so I can get you helpless on your back and show you some new things." It was your turn again, and I certainly intended to give you a delightful payback.

