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Wonder….You are a wonder. I look at your body, and I wonder at its beauty. I have you posed on your back, with four of my ties holding you open for me…the classic “X” shape showing off the classic hour glass shape…creating a wonder. I have left your bra and panties on, wanting to delay the final treat. But first, I get out the blindfold and pull it over your head, clearing your hair, finally covering your eyes. Now, two pieces of tape on your cheeks, next to your nose, to hold it in place and to prevent any light from coming in. 
I stretch out on top of you, kissing your lips and telling you how wonderful you look and how wonderful I am going to make this for you. I know you are a bit afraid of this, of me, wanting to be totally possessed, but fearing a bit what I might do. The mixture of desire and fear adds edge to what we are about to do….or what I am about to do to you. 
My mouth covers yours…imprisoning it, but you eagerly respond…our tongues touching and sparring with each other. I hear the soft intake of your breath and the almost silent whimper accompanying it. I know you are becoming aroused…perhaps more so than you can recently remember. 
My hands cup your breasts, kneading them through your bra. I hear the quavering movement of your breath and a soft moan. Your body moves a bit under me, but the ties hold firm. It must be a bit frustrating to want to push back against me, but not be able to do anything but helplessly wait there.…wait to see and feel what will happen to you…knowing that you cannot do anything about it. 
I lean over and kiss your right breast through your bra, feeling some of the wetness of my mouth absorbed by the fabric. My hand is kneading your other breast. I breath through the fabric, and feel it warm under my mouth. You moan and let a small “oh” escape your lips. I pull the bra away and up over your breasts, exposing them to my view, with pebbled nipples erect in their arousal. Slowly, softly, my palms barely touch the tips of your nipples, tracing circles across them. I know that you must be unusually excited by this touch because your breath quickens and you begin moaning with each breath. As I continue, I pinch each nipple gently at first, and then a bit harder….then back to soft caresses. You don’t know when I will pinch them again, but each time I do, you groan with the pain/pleasure of it. As I realize that you are close to coming, I attach a clothespin to each nipple at the same time. Your body jerks in reaction, and your climax begins. As it starts to creep in, I twist the clothespins, so that they increase the pressure and pain to your nipples. You scream with the intensity of it, and I cover your mouth with mine as your climax rips through you. As your peak starts to ease back, I unclip the clothespins, causing another intense spasm to rack your body. 
As you lie there, trying to relax, my hands busy themselves again at your nipples, stroking, caressing….my mouth kissing away the lingering pain. You begin to respond again. Slowly, I make my kisses descend over your stomach to your panty-clad hips. I look at your junction, legs open, your slit slightly visible through the fabric. Pulling at the top of the waistband of your panties, I cause them to pull into your cleft a bit. You begin to moan again. My fingers trace a pattern over the silken lips, feeling the heat radiate. I allow my fingers to slip into the crack, probing at your cunt and clit. The fabric is wet. I lean in and plant my mouth on your covered sex, breathing hot, moistness into it. Your soft wail is my reward. I reach into my pocket, fumble for my knife. Pulling it out, I open it and caress the skin of your belly with it. I tell you not to move because the knife is very sharp. Your intake of breath after my comment, shows a bit of fear, but also a bit of excitement. I caress each breast with the back edge of the knife, causing you to hold yourself still. Now the nipple of each breast is stroked. This is so much more fun because I can feel the ridges of each pebbled nipple through the blade. Just to see your reaction, I touch the pointy tip of a nipple with the tip of the knife. “Unhhh”, your voice quivers. I slip my other hand under the band of your panties, through the curly hair below, and down into your cunt. It is dripping wet. 
My knife plays with the tip of one nipple as I bite the other one. Reluctantly, I pull away. Moving down to your panties, I use my knife to cut them off of you. Your cunt is now open and available to me. I run the edge of the knife around it. You suck in your breath. I touch the knifepoint in various spots around your lips and close to the tender edges. You moan. Finally, I reward you with my mouth…first kissing your outer lips, then burying my tongue in you.…my fingers penetrate your cunt, probing, caressing, twisting….and you finally shake in the throes of a tremendous climax. 
Afterward, I untie you and hold you close, my head on your chest, listening to your slowing heartbeat. You tell me the fear/pain/pleasure combination was unusually stimulating to you. When I ask if you want to go a little further next time, you nod your head. I tell you that next time is starting now. You moan with the thought of it. I reach over and begin to refasten the ties. 

