The Chair
Sometimes the simplest things are the best. I am referring to our bondage play. This time, I have you tied to  a common kitchen chair, your arms behind you...your breasts jutting out. They are so exposed and beautiful. I have a pillow behind you, so your cunt is pushed forward toward the front edge of the chair seat. Your legs are splayed open because your ankles are tied to the side of each front leg. You are open, defenseless, and available to me in the places I want to use today. 

My first action is to flog your breasts soundly. I start out with 10 soft strokes on each breast to warm you up. The next 20 are done in alternating 10's, and are a bit harder with each ten. I pause a beat or two between each stroke to allow the effect of the blow to reach your brain. I want us to experience the maximum benefit from each stroke. You began to moan with each stroke of the flogger as I began the second set of 10. 

I pause to unzip my jeans and insert my cock in your mouth. As you gobble it eagerly, I harshly pinch your nipples to encourage your efforts and at the same time frustrate them. It’s hard to focus on giving a good blow job when your nipples are on fire. But you are learning to concentrate on giving me pleasure when I demand it. You will get yours when you can. You suck harder and faster, thinking that if I cum, I will go easy on you.

Foolish girlslut. We both know that this is not what you really want. Neither of us wants a quick ending to our dance. You want me to take you to the edge of your tolerance and then go just a bit more. You need me to break through your threshold and make you realize real, unrelenting pain. You need to know I am serious and that I can take you beyond what you can bear. We are continually pushing your pain tolerance envelope, exploring new ways to stimulate and torture you. I finally pull away, and you moan in frustration. "Not yet, slut," I say. "You are not going to get me to cum that easily."

I reach in to my bag of toys and pull out a penis gag. "If you want my cock so much, here is something to remind you of it," I chuckle as I insert it in your mouth and buckle it securely behind your head. I then work you over harder with the flogger, paying particular attention to your nipples. They feel like they are on fire and you struggle to avoid each blow, but you are tied so securely, you cannot move. 

I take a break and check your gag. Then it's down to your clit with my fingers. You try to push your cunt onto my fingers, but I pull away. "I told you, not yet!" I growl, "You will have to wait until a am ready to give that to you." My fingers flick at your clit, and you moan in delight. I pull your cunt lips apart 
and bend down to taste your sweetness. Down on my knees, I take your clit into my mouth and begin lapping at it in earnest. As I feel your climax begin to build, I pull away. "You will have to wait, pet," I scold. A wooden clothespin is snapped on each nipple, and I am rewarded with a groans of pain. I always tease you by checking the grip of each clothespin by tugging and twisting it a bit. Your singsong moans turn into a mantra. 

Time for your vibrator. I pull it out of your bag and turn it on. Before I insert it, I allow it to vibrate across each clothespin. Your gurgle of delight pleases me. I insert the vibrator and begin flicking your clit again with my tongue. You are on the edge, struggling to climax. I send you over the edge in a shuddering, blinding orgasm by reaching up and twisting your pinned nipples again. 

I untie your legs and help you stand on trembling legs. Your arms are still tied behind you and slip easily over the top of the chair. Your next position is over the back of the couch, where I spread your legs and tie them to the ends of the couch. Your pendulous breasts hang swinging over the edge, and the clothespins continue to irritate and tease your nipples. I slip off my jeans and shirt. My cock is hard and ready for you. I rub it against your clit and cunt, smearing your wetness over both of us. Touching the entrance of your cunt, I tease you with the feel of my hot stiffness. I finally enter you ever so slightly, poised at the center of your arousal, and you groan with frustration. This is the perfect position. You pointed out to me once, that it allows for maximum penetration and friction. I look at your ass, offered to me in this manner, but first enter your cunt to the hilt. 

Your muffled screams of delight fill the air. I pump your cunt with my rod, enjoying the delicious friction. You were made for me to enter from behind. I reach around in front of you and release the clothespins. You moan as the blood flows back into your bruised breast flesh. Slowly I continue to enter you and pull my cock back out. Your body is flopping helplessly on the couch. I pull out of your cunt and walk around the couch to the front. The cock gag is quickly removed, and my hands grab your hair, roughly pulling your head and mouth to my cock. You eagerly devour it and taste your cunt fluids. I fist your hair, watching my stiffness enter your hot mouth and remind myself to tell you that you give good head. You feel my pubic hairs tickle your nose and my balls bump against your chin. You are beside yourself with the moment, but have no control over it. You have to go with the flow. What I want is what you will get. I pull away again and move around the couch. "Please fuck me hard," you beg. 

I take out a tube of lubricant and spread some of the slippery stuff around your asshole. Aware of the sensitivity and fragile nature of the membranes there, I gently work my finger into you. Your moan indicates your pleasure. Now two fingers. You are trying to push back onto my fingers, but lack the ability. Instead, your ass cheeks tighten with frustration. I reenter your cunt with my cock, still working my fingers inside your ass. I can feel the top of my cock pressing against my fingers as I twist them inside you a fraction of an inch away. "Oh yes, Master, give it to me," you coax. "Please shove it in harder." I am only too happy to oblige. Your cunt feels like hot silk. It is driving me crazy with lust. Harder and harder I pump. I feel your ass cheeks tighten as you try to thrust against me. They wiggle each time my thighs slap against them. 

You are beginning to make that continuous moaning sound you make when you cum. I feel your cunt walls contract around my prick and my fingers move against it. My climax is approaching, too. I reach around with my other hand and find your clit, fingering it madly. That drives you over the top, and as your body shudders and shakes, it causes me to start my climax. I growl with the sheer force of it, pumping warm sperm again and again inside you. 

We stay frozen it time like that for several minutes as our breathing becomes normal. Then I pull out of you quickly to get a wash cloth to clean us up. As I unfasten you, you are almost unable to stand up, so I just ease you over the top of the couch. As you sit there recovering, I plant warm, moist kisses on your clit and cunt. You start to stir in spite of yourself.

Looks like I'll have to finish what I started. It's all your fault. If you weren't so beautiful like that, I would be able to resist. My tongue makes you moan again.
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