Turnabout

My sub, Brenda, knows my dominant side was born from being a submissive. She also knows that occasionally I need to reset the defaults by going back to my submissive roots. She offers me that release without upsetting our relationship. She says she can top me on those occasions by considering it just another aspect of her submission to me.

Today was one of those times. Bren had me naked, helpless, and vulnerable—tied spread-eagle to my king-size bed. Bondage is best with someone you love, and ours always seemed to be better than the one before. Nipple clamps had been applied to my small male nips, and I sucked in my breath and started to breathe heavily when they began to really sink in. Nipple pain seems to connect right to my cock, which felt rock-hard. I could not see it because of the blindfold Bren had applied.

Bren is an accomplished cocksucker, and was tormenting me with such a gentle and light pressure, that I was shivering with delight. She played with me, causing me to pant and try to fuck her mouth. Of course, she had stretched my legs just a bit past comfortable, so there was no way to work my hips and cause any more friction than she wanted to give me. I could not get enough purchase to make it end. I was in heaven and hell at the same time, wanting it to go on forever and also wanting to come. It was sweet torture because my body hung at the edge, begging for release, and yet enjoying the high level of sensations her gifted lips and tongue were giving me. The feather light touches were so wonderfully sweet, tears came to my eyes.  
Finally, she had mercy and pressed the bristle side of a hairbrush against my balls. The result was a shock of pain that was electric. My spheres felt like they were on fire. Bren sucked me deeper and harder, and rocked the sharp bristles against my ballsack. The combination of sensations carried me the rest of the way up the mountain and threw me over the edge. My juices exploded from the end of my cock, creating the feeling that my insides were shooting out with them. I made a guttural moan, and my body shivered and shook. As all of this was happening, Bren reached up and released the nipple clamps, causing my moan to turn into a scream of pleasure. I felt like I would never stop coming and was afraid I would. Bren kept at it as each mini-cum spasm coursed through my body. Each one was less intense, but my cock was so sensitive, her continued sucking added an element of torture. Finally, I was unable to take any more and begged her to stop.
She released my bonds, and we cuddled under the bedspread. I had not a speck of dominance left in me, but whispered that payback would be tomorrow night. Bren whispered that she already had her payback, and had come while I was in the throes of my climax. She has a gift for that, and I said she was a bad girl because she came without my permission. We fell asleep knowing tomorrow night would bring many pleasures for both of us. Turnabout is always fair play.
Robert Caveat

Copyright 2009 – Robert Caveat2@yahoo.com - Cincinnati, OH
