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Touching is a powerful thing. It conveys many messages. It is the basis of almost everything a Dom and sub do in a scene. Of course, course, one's voice and other non-verbals, such as a certain way of looking at one's partner, contribute to the total quality of what both individuals experience, but it is impossible to scene without touching one's partner, or having her touch herself or you.

I entered her apartment. As directed, Lil was standing there naked. Her wrist restraints were clipped behind her. Her ankle restraints fastened to my homemade spreaderbar. I went to her and adjusted her blindfold. "Good girl," I whispered.

I usually called when I was within a few minutes of arrival at her place, giving Lil directions to prepare for me. Today was no exception, and she was very ready.

I took off my shirt, knowing how much she enjoyed the feel of skin against skin. Looking over her toys and equipment, I selected a piece of mink fur I had given her. I caressed her shoulders and upper arms with the mink. Her breathing increased. I moved my attention to her breasts, circling each nipple, teasing her with it. Goosebumps formed wherever I touched. She signed when the fur ran across her nipples. They were erect and pebbled.

I leaned in and bit her left nipple. She gasped in surprise. Waiting can be torture. Lil knew that I would now bite her other nipple, but she did not know how long I would make her wait. Suddenly, I swooped in again and rewarded her with a sharp, lengthy bite.

I caressed her breasts gently, feeling the tickle as the nipple points moved across my palms. Mmmmmm, one of my favorite things to feel. Stepping behind her, I snuggled up against her back, skin to skin. My arms encircled her, hands cupping her full, ripe breasts. She leaned back, pressing against my chest, so I had to brace against her.

I whispered into her ear, "You know I am going to squeeze them, don't you, pet? But you don't know when, do you?" When I held her like this and firmly squeezed her large breasts in my hands, the pain/pleasure brought her up on her toes. I caressed them, making sure I twisted and tweaked the nipples. Her breasts had a solid feel to them. They filled my hands. "When will I bring you to your toes, pet?"

Again, I caressed them, making her anticipate. As I hefted her solid masses in my hands, I teased her with small slow squeezes. Finally, one small squeeze became a firm hard squeeze. Lil struggled against it, but the pressure brought her to her toes. I held her there, enjoying the moment and my power over her, tormenting her, then gradually easing her back to the floor. She was breathing heavily and moaning. Then back up again. "On your toes, slut. You know how much you enjoy this. If your friends could only see you now." I held here there for what must have seemed a lifetime, legs forced apart, toes lifting her as high as she could go.

"I don't know why you try to get away, pet. There's nothing you can do." I released my hold again, but as her feet made contact with the floor, I brought her to her toes again, moaning in protest. "I'm not going to let you rest, pet, since you enjoy this so much." Then down again. "Relax a moment, pet, and anticipate the next one. It will be harder still. Ready?" No finesse in this one, just a deep, hard squeeze, held for the longest time. "I wonder if my fingers are leaving marks on your breasts, slut. Would you like that?"

"Yes, Sir," she hissed between clenched teeth. We were both loving it. I gradually relaxed my hands until she was halfway down, then brought her up again. Such power in my two hands. The touch of them giving pleasure and pain within moments of each other, then pleasure and pain together. Relax again, let her down easily. "Enough of this, pet. You are beginning to enjoy it too much."

I unbuckled the spreaderbar, allowing Lil to stretch her legs. Next, I unclipped her wrists from behind her back and refastened them to the chains that hung from the eyebolts anchored in the ceiling. "I'm going to work on your breasts a bit more with my hands before I use your cane on them. You need to be warmed up a bit more." I began to smack her breasts with my open hands, watching them jiggle and hearing her moan with each blow. The smacks went from side to center, alternating breasts. When I tired of that, I smacked her center to side. Finally, I smacked her from under each breast, a new technique for Lil. Pain from a new direction. At times, she is a total pain slut, requiring so much, that it seems almost beyond my capacity to give her. At other times, she is more into bondage and verbal stimulation. Today, we would try a mixture of both things. Fortunately, there was plenty of time, and she was not going anywhere.

