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Torture. There are many forms of torture. “Beat me!” Begged the masochist. “No,” said the sadist. Time for your torture. But it will be a torture of love. You are in the position on the bed, naked, spread-eagle, tied with out any hope of getting free. That’s the way we both want you to be. Your tummy is all fluttery. You want to close your legs but can't. It feels like you might pee all over the bed. It is a wonderful feeling with a helpless, edgy quality. You have given yourself totally to me. You do not know what I might do. You remember some of the seemingly crazy things we have discussed and wonder if I would dare do any of them to you. The thought makes your lungs spasm and goose bumps cover your arms. You feel them cause the fine hairs to erect on the backs of your arms. 

I have you blindfolded and gagged, but you have the ball in your right hand. If it gets too much to handle, all you have to do is drop it. At the moment, I using a feather duster to dust you off. Your nipples and the rest of your breasts are very dusty, and the activity is giving you a brown pebbled look there. I now begin to run the duster under your armpits and the under area of your arms to the elbow. You stifle a giggle, but I finally get to you when I begin tickling the other arm. Now for your feet… When the feathers brush the soles of your feet, I hear your quick intake of breath, and the giggles begin in earnest. After a couple of minutes of this, I tire of it, it’s just no fun taking advantage of a poor defenseless you. My fingers run across your soles, up across your ankles, up, up your thighs, tracing little lines. I stop at the tops of your legs. I watch you as I hold you in suspense, “Will he or won’t he touch me there,” you are thinking. Then my fingernails trace their way back down the insides of your thighs to your knees. You groan with pleasure and frustration. 

Delicious, you are delicious. Let’s try your kneecaps. My mouth covers each of them as my tongue makes sure they are squeaky clean. Your groans become louder. I kiss the top of each thigh towards the target you wish me to strike. Then I lightly stroke the hair at the top of your slit. You moan. I can almost hear you think, “Oh, no, I can’t stand it!” I lean forward to blow a gentle burst of air on each breast. You moan again. My tongue circles each nipple, never quite getting to the center of the target. You are moaning almost continuously now and try to twist your trunk and insert your nipple in my mouth, but you are held too firmly in place. Now I strike, sucking your right nipple in just as you had about given up. Your body jumps with the shock of it, and I feel and hear you cum under me. The gurgles in your throat tell me, it was a good one. I gently lick the other nipple and then open my mouth wide and try to suck it all inside.

You are coming alive again as that got to you. Your moan was a big one. My teeth rake your nipple and capture it just as you think I will let it go. I pull my head back just to see how far your nipple will stretch. Ah, that’s pretty far, I had to really sink my teeth into it to keep it from slipping away. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did. Must repeat the experiment on the other nipple. Hmmm…this one stretched more, but you groaned more and came a little. Finally, I grasp one breast in each hand and pull them together, so that I can nibble on each nipple at the same time. It is a wonderful feat done only because you are wonderfully endowed and because I am a very creative Dom. I would not miss a chance to double my nipple torture pleasure.

Now, my dear, for my final act…no for one of my final acts. I pull out the Japanese clover clamps and fasten to each nipple. “Aughhhhhhh,” I hear you cry as each one is fastened. I squeeze them to check their tightness and tug on the chain. “Aughhhhh,” again. Let’s try some candle wax to hold those clamps on. As it drips onto your breasts, your body twitches and tries to thrash. You come again, each drip seems to send you to a higher level. You seem to be coming continuously now. 
There’s a slight sheen of sweat on your body. You try to scream through your gag, but it comes out through your nose as an unintelligible noise.

I set the candle down and literally dive into your cunt with my tongue and lips... no subtle teasing now. 
Your taste is sweet, as my tongue sweeps your sticky moistness from you and brings it to me. Your climax seems to get stronger, “Aaaagggggggggggg,” as my tongue flicks and tortures your clit. I insert two fingers easily into your cunt and massage your G-spot.

You are gushing fluids now, spilling and squirting them out onto the towel I have tucked beneath your hips. Your cunt opens to me, and I slide my whole hand into your dark moistness. As I twist it round and round, your moans are continuous. I make a fist inside you and work it around. The violence of your cumming amazes me. Now that I have you softened up, I pull my hand out and kneel between your legs. 
I rub my cock up and down your slit. Your body jerks as my cock strikes your clit. Then I jam my cock into you as hard and deep as I can. “Unhhhhhhhhhhhh,” is your only comment.

I pound you furiously as I take all of you. I am possessed as I in turn possess you. Our bodies loudly smack together with each forward thrust. I feel the tickle start in my groin, and know that the end is coming. I feel my balls tighten and try to hold it off, but feel myself failing. I near my climax, and I reach up and release your tit clamps. 
The sudden surge of blood to your nipples, gives you a shot of pain and pleasure that pushes you over the top again. I feel your cunt walls contract around me. It feels like your cunt is trying to expel me, but the additional massage just causes me to blow my steamy load deep inside you. Your contractions cause me to contract, and my contractions bring more of yours. It goes on, and on until it wears itself out. 
Out of breath, I release your bonds and we cuddle, whisper and drift off to sleep with my hands gently stroking your back and soft cheeks. Tomorrow may be another day, but tonight with you is where I want to be. 
