Pleasure 

By Robert Caveat


“Whose pleasure? My pleasure, pet. When you please me, you will be rewarded. You are pleasing me now.” I watched her sitting on the bondage bench, her nude body, helplessly secured by her own weight and wrist cuffs tied to holes on both ends of the bench. It is a clever device, two pieces of wood shaped like a squat “T”. When the sub kneels, the bottom of the “T” is placed behind her knees and between her legs. When she sits back on it, her legs are trapped under the bench. The wrist ties prevent any forward movement, and secure her in a very useful position. 


I had the pet blindfolded and in that useful position. My first duty was to torture and torment her beautiful breasts. I flicked each nipple with a fingernail. She gasped and tried move away, knowing how relentless I can be. But there was no escaping my ministrations. The fingernail flick is one of the most effective and satisfying tortures in my bag of tricks. It provides contact with the pet and results in immediate feedback. “You protest, petslut, but your hardening nipples tell me a different story.” “I know, Sir. I am a slut  I am your slut.”  


She strained against her bonds, her wriggling body unsuccessfully trying to escape. I timed the flicks to her nipples, so she did not know when or to which nipple each flick was coming. Tiring of that, I tried more direct contact. The thumb and forefinger of each hand gently attached themselves to a nipple. I rolled the nipples, feeling them harden and listening to her moans. Such pleasure she gives me. But I also give it back to her. The slap to her left breast caught her by surprise and made her gasp. The slap that came to her right breast from the other direction was not a surprise, but also made her gasp. I continued to slowly slap her, never letting her know when the next one was coming. Such pleasure. 


I stopped and reached down between her legs, my fingers opening her slit, slipping easily inside her. I listened to her moan as they worked against her hardening clit. “You are wet like a slut.”  “Yes, Sir. You do that to me.”  Her voice quivered. I knew she was close to her peak, but was struggling to hold off.

I withdrew my fingers and entwined them in her hair. She was in perfect position to do what a slut was meant to do. I pulled her face to my erect cock. “Don’t move, mouthslave.”  Her mouth relaxed as the head of my sex entered it. “I am using you as my fuckslut, for my pleasure, using you mouth for what it was meant to do. “ I eased it all the way in, her nose was buried in my pubic hair and my balls brushed her chin. I eased back out, then in again. Such pleasure. I stopped in mid-pump, holding her head rigidly and enjoying the feeling of her mouth as it engulfed my rod like a hot-moist glove. 


I twitched my cock feeling it swell. “Suck it, petslut. Don’t stop.”  My fingers sought out her nipples, squeezing them hard. She moaned in protest, but began nursing me. I squeezed them harder. “Don’t stop, slut, or it will hurt even more.”  She hesitated, but redoubled her efforts. I felt my scrotum begin to contract.  “Take it all, slut. Take the juice of my pleasure. Please me and you will be rewarded.”  I tweaked her nipples, and her moan vibrated through the head of my cock, sending me over the top. My hands again sought out her hair, holding her there as she continued to work on me. I watched her as the electricity from her tickling tongue shot through me. Oh, yes, she was delightful. I stood there unable to move. The spasms were wonderfully intense, accented by the movement of her mouth and tongue. Through my orgasmic fog, I heard and felt the gulping swallowing of her mouth as she struggled to keep up with the eruptions she had created. I had tied her and made her my helpless slaveslut. With just her mouth and tongue, she had made me helpless in return. Her reward would be great.

