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It was your smart mouth that did it. I don’t even remember what you said, it was the way you said it. Your tone was a sassy one, and the way you flounced by me, made me realize that you needed to be taken down a peg or two. It was time to show you I was still The Dom in this relationship. 
As you flounced your naked body by me again, I stepped in front of you, grabbed you by the breasts and shoved you onto the bed. Before you could move, I fell on top of you. At six feet, two inches and 199 lbs., you are no match for me. 
Fortunately, the straps and cuffs were still there from yesterday and last night. The breath had been knocked out of you, and by the time you had regained it, your arms were fastened securely to the corners of the bed. 
“Hey, what do you think you’re doing?” You started to protest, but the gag I put over your mouth silenced you for good. Now, time to teach you a new position. I quickly unfastened the leg cuffs and straps from the bottom corners of the bed, fastened them to your ankles, and hauled your legs up to either side and in front of your arms. They were secured to the same frame as your arms. For good measure, I clipped your leg and arm cuffs together. 
You were now bent almost double, and were totally exposed to me and whatever I wanted to do to you. 
You struggled mightily, but without success. “You are now going to learn what happens to subs when they talk back to their masters,” I whispered. You had never seen me this way and I think it scared you. Your eyes showed your fear. “Think about what you know I can do to you, and know it will be worse than that,” I threatened. 
I laid out my tools on the foot of the bed. First, I brought out your favorite nipple clamps. They were connected by a silver chain and had a set screw that could be turned to tighten or loosen them. They were already adjusted for your pain tolerance, so I adjusted them a bit tighter. As I put them on you, you moaned with the pain and tried to tell me they were tighter than usual. 
“I know, slut, I tightened them. You are going to have to suffer with that until I let you go.” I hissed at you. I was really getting into it. 
I connected the nipple chain to a rope and tied the rope off at the head of the bed, so that your nipples were pulled up toward your face. “Jerk too much, and you will be in a world of hurt, my pet,” I advised. And now for the cunt whip. This is something I made myself. Many people make cunt floggers out of chamois or other soft leather. I believe that if you are going to flog a cunt, you should make it hurt a bit, so as to get your sub’s attention. Mine was made from a foot long length of broomstick handle and twelve strands of shoe lace leather of the same length. I had the ability to go easy or hit your cunt with some force. I decided that we should start out gently, so I gave you 25 soft ones with the flogger. Now, 25 soft blows with a cunt flogger, doesn’t sound like much, but let me tell you, the pain intensifies with each succeeding blow. Each blow softens the already exquisitely sensitive area up even more. While I flogged you, I outlined your transgressions. 
The bottom line was you were going to get whip lines on your bottom. Toward the end, I rested both of us because you were continually screaming through your gag. I’d let you scream it out, then lightly tap you on your cunt area again. It was so tender there, that I know you thought you were going to die. I then gave you five more with a bit more force. 
Your gagged screams were unearthly. To give you a break, I used the flogger on your ass cheeks, too. I worked them over until you were a nice shade of red and grunting with every blow. It was hard for me to reach your breasts with the flogger, so I hit the rope that was fastened to your nipple chain. When it was over, you were crying silent tears, and shaking uncontrollably. I stretched out beside you, and told you that I respected the way you have always handled your punishment, and that I hoped you handled this with the same acceptance. I explained you had to be punished this time because of your recent behavior. 
I did not mention that we both knew the purpose of your behavior was to inflame me into doing something exactly like this. I kissed away your tears, checked the tit clamps for security and moved down between your legs. When my tongue parted your lips and found your clit, you jumped with the pain. You were hot to the touch and still very tender there. But after a moment or two, you began to respond. I knew that you were beginning to experiencing a glowing heat that amplified your pleasure. The old pain-pleasure response was kicking in again. I bathed your clit with my tongue, and then swooped down to encircle your cunt entrance. When I pushed my tongue into it, your cunt ring opened moistly for me, and your juices gushed out. 
I was still pretty worked up about the whole thing, so when I pulled my head back to gaze at you, I knew I needed to take you totally. I pulled myself up between your stretched legs, and jammed my cock into you, shoving to the bottom in one motion. The breath caught in your throat, as I began pistoning in and out of your cunt. I knew each thrust against your sore cunt brought you to a higher level of pain and pleasure. 
You started to moan almost continuously. Each forward slap of my body against yours brought a grunt and moan from behind your gag. By that time, I had lost it entirely. I became a fucking machine. My sole purpose in life was to fuck. 
And fuck you I did. I forgot about you entirely, pushing in and pulling out with a mad energy. I felt my cum approaching, and that’s all I wanted. I had to have it and you. Harder and faster I went, your moans goading me on. I felt my scrotum tighten up, pulling my balls close to my body. It was coming. I pumped you some more and felt the spasms start. This was all for my pleasure, and I took it unselfishly. Then I realized as I started to gush my warm, milky sperm into your depths, that you were cumming, too. It was your way of reminding me that I couldn’t leave you behind. Your moans and groans mixed with mine and told me your delight was every bit as delicious as mine. We seemed to hang suspended like that forever. When it finally ended, I collapsed next to you and watched your body twitch for several minutes. Whenever I touched you, it would send you into a new round of cums and twitches. 
I envy you. I envy your ability to incense me to that level. I envy your need to surrender to my need to give you pain. I envy the intensity of your cums. I may be The Dom, but we know who gets most of the pleasure. 
Your pleasure is increased by letting me give you what pleasures me. It is a powerful pleasure and a powerful way of loving. 
