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I have you secured, crossways, spread-eagle on the bed…. naked… face up… blindfolded, earplugs inserted… ready for me… all of you, ready and available to me. Today will be a different experience for you, pet. Usually, we have had experiences where I have been less than tender with you… rough at times. Today, we will do things softly. I have deprived you of two of your senses, so you can focus on the soft sensations you are about to experience.
Softly, gently, quietly, I approach you, feathers in each hand. There are so many inviting areas to start with, but I elect your ears. A feather tickling each lobe causes you to moan and wiggle, and finally to quiver a bit in your bonds. You are obviously primed and ready for this. Next, I trail the feathers down the sides of your neck, across your collarbone, finally teasing circles around your breasts. Softly, the feathers slip around and around the twin targets. I watch your breathing quicken, and know I am getting to you. Good, that is exactly what I want to do. Now the circles close a bit until they are circling your brown breastflesh as it begins to wrinkle. The feathers lightly caress the areas around your nipples, softly touching your skin. Round and round they go, when they pounce, only I will know. I hear you moan with frustration, because this is not typical of me. Usually, I have pounced on those dual pleasure points by now, and you are ready for more stimulation there. But I keep it up, teasing, titillating, tormenting, watching you try to move your nipples into the path of the feathers. That is impossible, because of the way I have you bound.
Finally, I have mercy on you and touch your two erect soldiers softly with the tips of the feathers. An "Ohhhhhhh," escapes your lips. Tips touching tips… barely touching them, moving gently, softly. I watch your light brown peaks wrinkle even more… more than I have ever seen them pebble. But soon it is not enough, you want more. The touches are almost too soft for you bear. They almost tickle, but at the same time, they excite and softly arouse your whole body. Each soft caress seems to be connected to your cunt, sending electricity to that sex center and charging it with energy that begs for release.
Still the soft caresses continue, this time they begin to travel down your sides, criss-crossing your belly, circling your navel, dancing downward to your spread legs. Now they begin to tease your thighs, twirling and caressing down to your knees and back up again to the tender folds where your legs join your trunk… never quite getting to that special place where you want them to be. Gradually, they do drift to the edges of your pouted lips, slightly touching them. I watch as your lips part slightly and a bead of moisture slowly forms and begins to slide, pulled by gravity till it touches the sheet.
I put the feathers down and begin to run my tongue along your soft inner thighs. You moan again and try to thrust your hips forward as my mouth nears your sex. Your bonds serve their purpose, limiting your movements severely. I breathe on your slightly parted lips, and you moan again, then whine when I begin kissing your other thigh. Back again, I torture you by kissing and flicking my tongue all around your hot spot. Your moans are almost constant now, and I hear the word, "please," repeated several times.
Softly, I slip my tongue into your slit, flicking it forward and out again. You jump as though you were shocked, and moan. I go back to kissing the tender insides of your thighs, but again manage to flick my tongue gently between your lips and across your clit. Another "OHHHHHH," from you. You are primed and ready, but I am enjoying myself so much that I move away and begin softly flicking my tongue across a nipple… first one, then the other. The "Ohhhhh," that came from you at this change was one of mixed emotions. For good measure, I brush your nipples with my beard, stroking them as softly as I can. You struggle in your bonds, trying to find some way of getting to me to find release.
I move down again between your legs, again kissing and tonguing the insides of your thighs. Finally, my tongue pounces on your clit, softly flicking it, just barely touching your love button. But this treatment causes you to moan continuously. Softly, almost imperceptivity, my finger enters your love tunnel, gradually penetrating deeper, until you are aware of its intrusion. It takes you to a new level of arousal. I pull away from your clit and watch my finger as it works its way in and out of you. I think about how I have total control of you at this moment with just the tip of my finger. I remove it, and you moan in frustration. I enter you again, and your hips try to piston to make it go deeper. Two fingers are in you now, feeling your innermost secrets. I am almost breathless with the sense of power I feel. We both know at this moment, the part of you encircling my fingers is the center of your life. We also know how much I own you with just these two fingers softly giving you pleasure.
You are on the edge. It is in my power to push you over it, or to pull you away from it. Which one will it be? You beg for release. My fingers continue to move softly inside of you, causing you to hang there, so near the peak, but without any way of storming it. You beg some more. Your pleas are the reason I do this. I demand nothing less than the total surrender of your will to me. You have given it, underlined it and thrown yourself at my feet as proof. I am not without feelings. I have you and your surrender. It is time for your reward. My mouth buries itself in your sex, tongue softly vibrating across your clit, pushing your senses into overload. You are catapulted to the peak and tossed over the edge as your climax grabs you and shakes you like a dog shaking a toy. I hear your guttural wail as you are dragged through orgasmic throes. My fingers are gripped tightly by your love tunnel and almost expelled by the spasms that occur. Your fluids squirt into my cupped palm as you pull against your bonds and shake the bed.
Finally, it ends, but as you come down, my tongue softly flicks your clit, bringing you aftercums of pleasure. Your climax has filled me with awe. I wonder what it has done to you. I gently cover your body with mine, and listen to the speedy heartbeat gradually slow down. As you catch your breath, I hear one word escape your lips… "Wow!" I think to myself, "you haven't felt anything yet, pet." The afternoon is still young. Things have happened softly and gently. I wonder how you will react if things slip into a faster, more rough gear. I reach up to caress and then pinch a nipple. We are about to find out, pet. We are about to find out.
