Limits

You don't know it pet, but today is going to be special. I have you on the bed, tied in spread-eagle fashion. Nothing seems out of the ordinary there. My vibrating nipple clamps are tightly attached to your brown buds. You moaned and complained a bit when I fastened them to you, but when I turned the switch on, I had you. You jerked against your bonds and started that moaning sound in the back of your throat. When I buried my mouth in your sex, you again jumped, but quickly started groaning in response, struggling to thrust against my teasing tongue. And now, you are climaxing, baby slut. Come for me, strain against your bonds. Let your orgasn rack your body with spasms so strong you struggle against the restraining ropes, almost lifting your body off the bed. Spasm my pet, as my mouth seeks to hold its place against your bucking hips, and my hands and fingers cup the globes of your bottom, squeezing and holding you in place.
Relax a moment, pet slut. You will need it. The nipple clamps are still humming, and now you are beginning to respond again. Did you think it was over, pet? Did you think I would let you off so easily? No pet, we are going to explore your limits. That is what is special about today. There is no escape from what is about to happen. You will have to helplessly submit to it. I am going to push you past counting numbers like trophies. We are going beyond that. We are going past your pleas for mercy. You will climax and start to relax after it. But I am not going to allow it. As we start again each time, your body will send you mixed messages, one moment telling you that you are fulfilled, the next moment reaching for another release. We may discover that there are no limits out there for you. You may find you can climax merely if I tell you to. We are going to learn things about you that until this time have been unknown. Yes, pet, you may come again… and again… and again…. and….
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