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I had her where I wanted her… In bondage on the bed in the motel room. She had done well so far, sucking me to an intense climax while on her knees. I had given in to temptation, lost control for a bit and allowed her to finish me off. I rarely lose control like that, but her mouth was so wonderful, and I had not come for several days. The best laid plans sometimes get changed. But that was over, and we were ready to continue with her training.

I knew what was going through her mind. She was inexperienced, craving to be used like a slut and eager to do a scene with someone who knew what he was doing. I had seduced her over several weeks with descriptions of what it would be like if we were ever to get together. At last it was going to happen… and she was having mixed emotions about it. She wanted to be controlled and have me take care of her in my worst ways, but she was also afraid. She was afraid that I might not be what I was supposed to be and that I might hurt her. What I could do to her might not be safe, sane and consensual. In spite of all her safety precautions, she may have made a mistake.

She was afraid that she would not like what I was going to do to her. And here she was, bound, legs splayed open, her sex helplessly displayed and available for my use. What if she could not handle what was about to happen? It was about to happen whether she liked it or not. It had reached the point of no return. There was nothing she could do to prevent it. She knew it, and it caused her insides to buzz.

There was another fear… that she might not live up to my expectations. Little did she know that she had already passed any expectations I had for our get together. She was in bondage, and she was mine to teach. I am a Dom, who is easily pleased. How much she pleased me with the rest of her reactions, we would both find out.

We looked at each other. "Are we having fun yet, pet?"

"Yes, Sir," she replied. With her hands tied behind her, her breasts were thrust forward. I had flicked them with my fingers and been rewarded with a gasp at each flick. I flicked them again, and again, telling her how much I enjoyed doing the simple things, because they brought such immediate reactions. Her nipples stood at attention like twin soldiers, the area around each one showing wrinkles. Indeed, we were having fun. At least I was.

I touched her breasts with the forefinger of each hand and began tracing circles around each nipple, never quite getting to the bullseye, that delightful target we all crave. Softly, softly, I caressed the outer edges of those brown circles, making her moan and shift her weight around on the bed. As hard as she tried to reach my fingertips with her needy breast-tips, I tried harder to dodge contact. She moaned and whimpered in frustration. "Please… please… please!"

"Please, what, slut?"

"Touch me!" She whined.

"But I am touching you," I teased. "Isn't that what you want?"

"Yes…. No! Touch my nipples," she begged.

I picked up the clover clamps. "I'll tell you what. Let me put these on you and I will work on your nipples the way you want me to." I watched her think about it. She had never worn clover clamps, and they hurt quite a bit when put on. She finally nodded her head. I held an open clamp over her left nipple, teasing her with it. Finally, I let it gradually bite into her tender nipple flesh.

"Ohhhhhh! Owwwww!" she protested.

"Good girl," Now for the other one.

She panted with the pain as I teased her with the other one, finally easing it onto the right nipple. "Unnnhhhhhhhh!"

"Good, girl. Now take a deep breath." I tugged on the chain connecting the two clamps.

"Owwwhhhhhhhh," she whimpered. "It hurts!"

"It's supposed to hurt, pet. That's why I do it. If it hurts too much, use the safeword."

No reply, just another whimper. I pulled the chain so it forced her nipples to stretch away from her breasts. "Nooooo…… Ohhhhhhhhh!" She thrashed back and forth on the bed, but couldn't move much. I finally had mercy and removed the first clamp. "Unhhhhhhhhhh!" The rush of sensation back into nipple created more pain. Now the next one. She tensed as I touched it and then groaned through her painful recovery. My mouth encirled a nipple, taking her by surprise with pleasure/pain. She gasped, then moaned as my tongue flicked at the full, fleshy bud. My fingers dipped into her crotch, slipping into her slit. Her eyes rolled up and her mouth flew open, breaths coming in gasps through it. My mouth found her other nipple while fingers from my other hand found the wet, slippery one I had just bathed. "Uhhhhhhhh…… Uhhhhhhh….. Uhhhhhhhh…. Her climax took me by surprise. Her body jerked through it, and I had to hold her down to keep her from thrashing into a sitting position. I felt the muscles of her cunt grab at my fingers as they tickled the entrance. She shivered and shook until it was over, and all that was left was her heavy breathing.

When she was sufficiently recovered, I pulled her into a sitting position and undid her wrist restraints. She took a couple of sips from the water I offered, then went back down on her back, still breathing heavily. I grabbed the ends of the ropes I had tied to both sides of the head of the bed and slipped them through the D-rings on her wrist restraints. Almost before she knew it, she was spread-eagle, and prepped for more. I stroked her body from hip to underarm, taking time to dwell on her breasts. Nice gentle caresses followed by kisses that rekindled her passion. Soon, she was breathing heavily again as my mouth headed south.

I stretched between her thighs and breathed warm air across her curly covered mound, ruffling her hair, teasing her with what was to come. I heard the whimper of anticipation. My tongue teased her slit, then flitted away to tickle the insides of her thighs. She moaned. My tongue returned to torment her some more, then slipped back into slit for a quick darting kiss across her its sensitive surface. She jerked in surprise, then tried to thrust her hips against my tongue as it escaped again. The bonds held her secure and prevented all but the weakest movements. She did not have to wait long as my tongue again drifted around them into her moist secrets. She started to shiver as I slipped it inside then across her clit and began steady flicking motions across its erect bud. My fingers parted her lips, allowing my mouth and tongue freedom to work their magic.

I again moved my fingers to the entrance of her warm cunt, easily slipping them inside. She was gushingly wet… as moist as a swamp. She breathed unevenly, each breath making a whimpered gasp. My tongue and fingers were less than an inch apart as they worked to give her pleasure. As she tried to work her restrained hips against my mouth and fingers, I imagined sensations being sent through her clit to my fingers flicking under its root and then back again. She moaned desperately, then whimpered. I heard the bed creak as she pulled against her ropes that held her securely.

"Master, may I come?" I did not respond, but continued my ministrations. "Please, Master. May I come?"

"No, pet. I don't really believe you want it enough yet." My fingers continued to easily slip in and out of her. I could feel her fluids dripping off them. My tongue continued to tease and torment her to a higher pitch. She whimpered in frustration and tried to struggle loose from her bonds.

"Please, Sir. May I come." She sounded desperate.

"Not yet, pet." It is amazing how much one wants to come when told not to do so. She was moaning almost continuously. I knew she could not hold off much longer.

"Now, pet," I told her. My tongue went back to its delicious work, increasing its movements and pressure. My fingers sped up, working her fluids into froth. Now that she could have it, she seemed frantic when it hung on the edge. I reached up with my other hand and pinched each nipple hard. That was all it took. A long "Unnnnhhhhhh" came from deep inside her lungs. Her body stiffened in a rigor of overloaded sensations, as her arms and legs pulled at the ropes that held her stretched to her limits. She seemed to hang there for the longest of moments, almost lifted off the mattress, then began to shake and moan. I felt her cunt walls repeatedly contract as her whole body shook. My fingers were working in and out of her with palm up. I felt a squirt of fluid shoot across my fingers and land in my palm. It was followed by several more powerful squirts of fluid as she shook through her orgasm.

She lay there catching her breath. I was speechless, too, but for different reasons. I felt like I had been a part of something so rare and beautiful there was no way to describe it. I looked into my hand and saw her love juices running out of my cupped palm. I went to the bathroom for a towel. "Don't go away, pet." I looked at her when I returned and realized that there was only one thing to do. I needed to take her a bit higher. I took out the clit vibe I had made from a battery operated toothbrush and brought between her spread legs. Time to take her to another level of pleasure.

