Snatches
I’m on her bed, her pillowy breasts above me, straining hard toward the object of my desires. My balls are bound and pulled behind me by a cord that is tied to the foot of her bed. She has spread herself and holds her lips open for me. I reach my tongue for the prize, but it is a small inch away. Panting with effort, I ignore the burn from the rough cord that strangles my jewels and strain a bit more. 
She is unrelenting. “Try harder, pet. For me.”

The pain does not let up. It is an impossible effort. A mind fuck. But I must show my devotion by going through it.

She finally gives in to her desires and slides toward me just enough for my tongue to slip between her petals. Her hands fist my hair—and I worship at her temple.

I am bound on my back on her bondage table. My balls are wrapped with nylon cord and pulled through a hole in the table. The end of the cord is secured somewhere below.
She fastens the clover clamps to my nipples, making me hiss as I try to accept the pain. After torturing my balls with finger flicks, her fingers find and massage my cock into an even larger erection.
She whispers into my ear: “Do you want to get fucked?”

I am afraid to appear too eager, but succumb to the trap. “Oh yes, Mistress.”

She chuckles and opens a drawer next to the table. Removing a leather case, she returns and unzips it. As I strain to see what she is doing, she holds a sound in front of my eyes. “I think I will fuck you with this one first.” Her hand wraps around my cock and I groan.

My naked sub is tied spread-eagle to my bed. I have teased and tormented her into a state of frustration, making her plead for release. My fingers stroke her clit until she is on the edge, then I turn the tens on again, grounding it on her leg and again stroke the live end on her clit. “If you can cum now pet, do it.” It happens immediately, her body and mind confused, mixing pleasure and pain, combining both so the two are intertwined. It is a gut-wrenching climax, seeming to go on forever. When it is over, she is so exhausted, I have to tuck her into bed to sleep it off. 
One day she will be able to cum just from the tens.
My sub is tied to eyebolt in her ceiling, arms overhead, spreader-bar exposing her naked body for our mutual pleasure. The clover clamps jump and stimulate her nipples as she struggles from the stimulation my hands give her clit and cunt. My fingers easily enter her and curve forward like a hook to working on the spongy tissue there. My fingers pull against the tension of her tied body and she moans and mutters nonsense. I finally understand her garbled words. She is asking permission to cum.

“Cum, slut! Cum as hard as you can.”

Her body jerks through its release, and my fingers continue to work as I listen and watch her responses. Suddenly, my hands are filled with the warmth of her squirting fluids—so much that it runs over my cupped hand and between my fingers like warm water, dripping on the towel on the floor below. I was prepared for this because it’s not the first time I have been rewarded for my efforts with her copious release. Neither one of us can explain it. It had never happened to her before me. It embarrasses her, but it pleases me because it is witness to my abilities as a Dom and the intensity of our relationship.
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