You are on the table. It is a sturdy old oak table, which sits in the living room. Approximately four feet square, it is one of my favorite pieces of furniture. It is also one of my favorite bondage devices. It is being used for your bondage at this moment. You are face down on the table. Your lower half is bent at the middle, and your legs are tied to table legs. Your arms are extended above your head and tied over the edge of the table to the other two table legs. I have placed a pillow under your chin, so you will be comfortable. 

I have pulled the table apart in the center area, where an additional table leaf could normally be placed, so that your breasts hang through the slot. The two halves of the table have been pushed back together again, pinching your breasts between them. This has been done so you will be uncomfortable. All of your holes are readily accessible to me, as are your breasts. I am a simple man, with simple tastes. I am going to torture you, give you pain. I am also going to give you pleasure. This will be done with simple items. 

A yardstick is first. I caress your buns and the backs of your legs with it before beginning the 30 swats I have promised. You seemed to enjoy the sting and sound of it, as I did. I looked under the table at your mashed breasts, and gave them 10 more swats. You moaned with each smack. I was hard, so I came around to your head and roughly shoved my cock between your lips. I held you by the ears as I fed you my meaty pole. You moaned as you tried to keep up with my pace. Your nose started to run, so I stopped and wiped it with a tissue like I would with a little child. 

"Look at you, slut," I said, "Look at yourself. A grown woman acting like a shameless cunt. All tied up for my benefit, and just begging for it. Look at what you will do for a little satisfaction. Look at what you will do for a taste of my cock." I felt your cunt, sweeping my fingers harshly across your clit and into your tunnel. You were sopping wet, and you moaned as I touched you. "You love it, don’t you, cunt," I said. Probing your cunt made me terribly horny, but I was not going to let on. 

 pulled up a chair and smelled your juices. My tongue flicked your cleft, dipped into your cunt, lapped at your wetness. God, you were hot. Pulling away, I grabbed a wooden spoon. I made 20 more swats to each butt cheek. You were a blushing red back there, from the tops of your cheeks to halfway down your knees. I went under the table again and attached a weighted nipple clamp to each nipple. You screamed and moaned in excitement as I dropped each weight. Each one weighed one ounce and only dropped two inches, but from your scream, you would have thought I dropped at least two feet. 

And now it was time for my belt. I wrapped it around my right hand and caressed each leg and cheek 10 times. I flicked it into your cunt area twice more, bring terrible groans from your lips. Once more, I sat down and feasted on your juices. I came around to your head, and with a soulful kiss, I shared your juices with you. Back to your cunt. I rubbed my cock at your entrance. 

“Better make me wet, cunt, cause this is all the lubrication your ass is going to get,” I warned. I buried my cock to the hilt and was rewarded with a grunt of pleasure as it struck your uterus. I was ready for your ass. I pulled out and opened your sweet ass crack with my thumbs. As I rubbed your puckered hole with my thumb, you wiggled and pushed back at me. I spit in your hole and pushed the head of my cock into the entrance. 

“Take it, slut,” I encouraged. “Take it all up inside you.” I kept pushing, and was rewarded when my cock broke through the resistance. “Oh, I love your hot hole,” I whispered as I leaned forward. My hands grabbed your hips and I used them as handles to keep your ass in place and help me shove in. I pushed forward and was rewarded when my pubic hair brushed your ass cheeks. I was in heaven, as I took you unmercifully. You were moaning with a passion and intensity I had not heard before. But it was all me, as I steamed ahead, poking your hole with my prick. 

I could not hold out any longer, your tight hole was milking me as I used you. I started to spasm, and shot my hot juice deep into your bowels. As I came, I realized that you were cumming, too, and in spite of me. Your ass was pushing back as much as it could, you were moaning almost continuously as you shivered and shimmied through your orgasm. I stood there half on, half off of you and recovered. My cock still rested inside of you. As it twitched, you also twitched around me. I left you there as I pulled out and went to the bathroom to clean myself up. You were already at the table, and there was plenty of time for seconds. 

