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Pliers…That’s what I have in my hand. You should see the fear in your eyes. I have you tied, spread-eagle on the bed…gagged…helpless… my favorite position for you. I’ve just plumbed the depths of your cunt with my fingers. You are juicy. I have tied a rope bra around your breasts, making them bulge like mushrooms and turn purple. Having done this before, we both know how much more sensitive your breasts are to any activity. And now I have brought out the pliers. As I bring them near your nipple, you try to turn away. But you can’t move an inch. As you close your eyes, a feeling of total helplessness and fear overcomes you. I touch your nipple with the cold jaw of the pliers and you flinch. At the same time, there’s a sharp intake of breath. I have scared you. That’s what I wanted to do. 

I reach down with the pliers and grab a clothespin in their jaws. Quickly I bring it up and attach it to your nipple. You scream through your gag. I did it so quickly, you thought I squeezed you with the pliers. Isn’t it amazing what the mind does to reality? How easily the mind can be fooled. It takes a second for you to realize that I have attached the clothespin to your nipple rather than the pliers. You heave a sigh of relief, but the thrill has all ready juiced you up. I repeat the same gesture with the other nipple. Again, you moan, but this time from pleasure, not from fear. Time for the next step. 

You seem to really like breast torture, so I give the clothespins a couple of twists, and am rewarded with a gurgle of pleasure from behind your gag. So I twist the wooden handles again. Your moan of delightful pain is unmistakable. Just for the heck of it, let’s take the pins off. “Mmmmmuffff,” is your wonderful response each time a pin is removed. This time I use the pliers on your nipple. I use just enough pressure to get your attention, but not enough to hurt you permanently. You are taken by surprise and a scream comes from behind the gag. I work on the other side and a duplicate scream emerges. When I examine your cunt again, you are even more wet than before. Your screams don’t fool me. 

Now for a few flicks from the small breast flogger. This is just a 12 inch dowel, to which I have secured five short. thin leather strips. Each strip has a knot in it. As I flog each breast, I make sure that the strike area includes your super-sensitive nipples. Your screams are almost primal in nature. Five lashes to each beautiful breast-fruit. 

Your nipples look like red, juicy fruit. I have been pretty rough on them. Let me kiss them and make them better. “Unnnhhhhhh!” is your reply as I work on each nipple, laving them generously with my tongue. Time for the nipple clamps. Your head shakes “no,” and your eyes get wide again as I bring the nipple clamps to your tender nubs. Not one to be a coward or to show mercy, I fasten them simultaneously and a scream of sheer pleasure and agony is the result. As I pull the nipple clamp chain to check it for a solid purchase, my fingers enter your cunt again. Your body is confused between the intense pain and the vulgar pleasure it is receiving. Finally, the pleasure wins out, and as you start to shake in the throes of your climax, I pull the clamps off. The sudden release gives you more pain and in turn, more pleasure. 

Your climax hits you like an avalanche, and when I again pinch your nipples, the avalanche turns into a second one, followed by several smaller quakes. As you start to come down, I lean over and gently kiss each tortured nipple. My repeated kisses, gives you more little cums. You will definitely remember me for the next few days whenever your breasts move or touch anything. I want that memory to be a constant and fond reminder of how good we are together. I must leave you again, but the pangs on your bosom will remain a long time. 

