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It was their first time together. He gazed down at her nude body tied and open below him. She was beautiful this way. It was amazing to him that she had been afraid that she would not be able to live up to his expectations. She was totally submissive, enjoying everything he did to her. A real pain slut. She practically came just from having the clover nipple clamps attached to her pendulous breasts. Her moans and heavy breathing were the sweetest music. He was now her teacher, and she had lessons to learn. 

He leaned in and breathed on her furry delta. She moaned and tried to raise her sex to his mouth, but was tied to securely to move much. A moan of frustration escaped her lips. Aroused… helpless… his.

"Relax, pet, we'll get there." His calm voice was exciting. He did not need to raise it to control her. His breath on her nipples caused them to peak, the nubs standing at attention. He flicked them with his forefingers, causing her to gasp at the mixture of pleasure and pain that jolted through them. The fire in her belly was burning hot and ready to burst into a roaring conflagration. Tongue caressing tender nipples, made more sensitive by the torment of clamps, teeth and hands. Fingers and thumbs on nipples, now twisting, tugging, and rolling them… almost too much pain… then turning into flashes of pleasure… now almost too much of it. Hands slapping breasts side to side, causing gasps of pain. Helpless to ward off his tortures.

Fingers sliding down and around both sides of her navel, caressing curves, indentations, hills and valleys. So soft, those wonderful slow hands. His breath again on her pelt, now his nose buried in it. Then his tongue opening her, caressing her pink button, causing her to cry out and finally receive her deserved release, moaning and straining against her bonds.

He untied her, stroked and caressed her as she came down from her peak. When she was calm, he eased her over to the wooden horse, stretching her face down on it. She relaxed, arms and legs against each wooden leg, letting him secure her ankles and wrists to it. She was so relaxed, he was able to lead her to his device and tie her to it without any hesitation or resistance. It was almost as though she didn't care what he did to her. It crossed his mind that she would not be so relaxed if she knew what was coming. Well, he would take care of that soon enough. He slipped a pillow under her head.

He was ready. She didn't realize it, but she had been made ready for what was next, too. His hands caressed her bottom, causing her to purr and wiggle her cheeks against them. He started with gentle pats, gradually increasing them in intensity until each smack left a red mark, branding her and creating warmth that radiated throughout her body. They could both smell her arousal. Hot pain slut, ready to be fucked. His hands reached around the curves of her hips. She felt his stiffness probe her love tunnel and ease in on moistened skin. The sensation of aroused skin against aroused skin was so intense, he stopped all but the slightest movement in order to enjoy it to its fullest. She wanted to hump against him, but was held securely on the bondage horse. She realized that she was his fuck toy, there totally for his pleasure, to use as he wished. He wanted her bound tightly, so she would know and sense his ownership of her mouth, breasts, ass, cunt, her very being.

She surrendered to it and the pleasure he gave her in return. She finally understood. She finally got it. Only when he possessed her was she free. Her bondage and the helplessness it created when she surrendered to him, set her free. The ropes held her body as her erotic being soared upwards. Her ass cheeks jiggled as his cock began plunging into her oozing, velvet sex. His hands cupped and squeezed her breasts. Then his voice was in her ear, whispering and giving her release, "Cum with me, slut." She lay there, held taut and stretched as it washed over her, hearing him share his peak with her. It was enormous… and it went on and on.

Afterward, she spasmed a bit, amazed that something like this could give her such intense pleasure. They stayed locked together as their mixed juices dripped from her insides. Finally, his shrinking sex withdrew. He whispered to her that he was not through with her. He was going to send her on another ride. She struggled a bit, then gave up. She shivered and wondered if one could ever get too much pleasure. It was then she understood his lesson for the day. While it was true that pain could turn into pleasure, it was also true that pleasure could turn into pain. He was going to give both to her… because it gave him pleasure. That was all she needed to know. 

