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SUBMIT

––––––––

A thin sliver of morning sun peeked through the curtains as I opened my eyes.  For a moment, I was disoriented, then, feeling his arm wrapped gently around me, I remembered I was in the hotel room.

I wriggled back against him, feeling his soft mouth breathing against my neck, his arm instinctively tightening around me. As I snuggled, I felt his cock begin to stir against my ass, twitching and growing harder as he drifted out of sleep into wakefulness.

Reaching down between my legs, I touched myself, unsurprised to find myself dripping wet.  Suddenly, I was aware his breathing had changed, and as it registered in my brain, I felt his hand grabbing my nipple, twisting it sharply, sending shivers of pain and arousal through my body straight to my clit, which throbbed in anticipation.

“Good morning, my new pet,” he whispered in my ear as he thrust his now fully erect cock into my wet pussy, smoothly and deeply in one swift motion, causing me to gasp with the force of it.  He rolled me over onto my stomach, still deep inside me, and pulled my hips high into the air. As he moved inside me, I thought about what had happened yesterday...






His hands remained on my breasts, teasing and tormenting my nipples and placing one hand beneath my elbow, to steady me, and the other hand stroked my hair, forcing me into the wall of the shower. The water rushed over my back and ass, and he took the bar of soap and started to wash me.

“An obedient pet needs a thorough cleaning you know, my sweet one,” he said gently massaging the lather into my skin.  He worked his way down my body, moving me this way and that, reaching every inch of my body.

When he reached my pussy, he slipped first one, then two soapy fingers into my pussy, rotating them and withdrawing them again, allowing no time for me to respond against them.  He then put the same two fingers in my tight little asshole, pushing them in deeply as I moaned with pleasure.

“Ah, you do so like to be stimulated anally, don’t you my little one?”

“Yes Master,” was all I said, knowing he only required acknowledgment of his question.

I wiggled my ass enticingly, pushing back against his hand, the stimulation of his fingers spreading through my body, making my clit throb and my nipples tighten with anticipation of his caress.  He pulled his fingers away from me, causing me to sigh with disappointment.

“Stand up and rinse off now,” he ordered.

As I obeyed, he got into the shower as well, and quickly washed himself.  Getting out of the shower, he reached in and took me by the hand, pulling me out with him. He shut off the water and wrapped a large fluffy towel around me.

“Go and wait for me in the bedroom,” he ordered.

I looked at him with a curious expression on my face, but his blank expression betrayed none of his thoughts or feelings.

“Yes, Master,” I replied, and went into the other room, kneeling on the rug in the position he expected to find me in - knees apart, back straight, head bowed slightly and my arms at my sides.

The cool air from the air con gave me a slight chill, and by the time he walked in, my nipples were erect.

He walked over to me, running his hand over my hair down to my neck, then reaching down and flicking my nipples, first gently, then with more and more force until I let out a soft groan of pain.

Pleased with the desired effect, he reached over and took a pair of nipple clamps from his briefcase. As he attached them to my nipples, he leaned over and kissed me deeply, forcing his tongue into my mouth, distracting me from the initial pain of the clamps.

When they were both on, he ran his hand over my breasts, caressing them, sending shivers of pain and pleasure through my body. They were tiny clamps, with an even tinier screw that could adjust the tension, and as I adjusted to the level of pressure, he tightened them and I moaned loudly, gasping, trying to remain composed.

“You will wear these for the rest of the day, my pet. You will not wear a bra today, so that the outline will show through your blouse, and the rubbing of the fabric against your nipples will remind you of your status. And what is your status, my little one?  What purpose do you serve for me?”

“To be your slave, Master. To obey you at all times and in way you see fit,” I replied, shuddering slightly with the thrill of saying the words.

“Come then, let’s decide what else you will wear for me today,” he said as he opened the closet door.

He took out a thin white silk blouse that buttoned down the front, a short black leather skirt, and a pair of black high heels. He instructed me to dress, and to wear black thigh hi’s. I didn’t usually wear panties, and as he didn’t request me too, I put on the stockings, skirt and blouse, and heels.

I brushed my hair, put on the little bit of makeup that I wore daily, and told him I was ready.

He was wearing a dark suit and a crisp white shirt, tailored to draw attention to his abs. And of course, his black leather belt, which was soft as butter. I smiled at the thought of it, the sound of the belt whistling through the air just before it struck my ass.

I remembered the sensation of the soft leather cracking against my skin, the warmth of the welt rising, the heat that remained for hours afterwards.  He saw me smile, and grinned back.

Raise your skirt,” he ordered.

I raised the hem of my tight leather skirt above my hips, and bent over, expecting either a spanking or paddling in this position. Instead, he told me I would also be wearing some silver anal beads for the day.

All five would be fully inserted, with the pull cord with the ring attached to dangle freely between my legs, fully visible to anyone who happened to glance in that direction, due to the shortness of my skirt.

He began to insert them, one at a time, very slowly, rubbing my clit while each bead pushed through my small pink puckered hole, forcing me to moan with pleasure.  As the last bead disappeared inside me, he gently tugged the string.

The final bead nestled right up against my sphincter muscle, causing it to constantly shift, expanding and contracting with the pressure of the alien object it was trying unsuccessfully to expel.

“Now you’re ready, pet. Let’s go for a drive,” he said, and we left the hotel and walked toward his car. We walked together down the street, his arm draped protectively around my waist, holding me tightly against his side.

When we reached the car, he unlocked the door for me, then, instructed me to remain standing.  He opened the trunk and reached into the bag he kept there, withdrawing the collar, leash, and wrist restraints.

Walking back around the car, he stood in front of me, shielding me from the passersby on the street. Reaching between my legs, he clipped the leash onto the ring of the anal beads, then handed me the lead to hold.

He kissed me on my neck as he placed the lead in my hand, and I felt the warmth rising. My arousal at my humiliation making me wet, making my breath come in slight forced pants, my  eyes half closed from embarrassment and lust.

“Hold out your arms,” he ordered.

I obeyed, blushing deeply at the thought of someone catching a glimpse of what was happening, knowing that although I was mostly hidden, sandwiched between him and the car, all he had to do was move slightly as a car passed for me to be exposed to the public, a leash attached to something under my skirt, wrists bound.

“Get in the car,” he whispered in my ear.  “You look so deliciously helpless that I may just show you off to the world,” he said with a wide grin.

I made a wry face at him, and sat in my seat. He fastened the leather collar around my slim neck, then took my hands and brought them around the back of the headrest, clipping the restraints together.  To the casual observer, I was relaxed and comfortable.

Then he took the lead from my hand and threaded the leash through the ring on my collar, then through those on the wrist restraints, pulling the chain just tight enough to create tension on the string for the anal beads.

He returned to the trunk, coming back to the car with several links of chain and two padlocks.  Wrapping two of them around my ankles, he chained me to the seat, one leg on each side, using the metal base as a built in spreader bar.

Finally, he unbuttoned my blouse, attached the ends of the remaining chain to my nipple clamps, and partially buttoned me up again. The weight of the chain pulled my nipples down, but they were so hard that the silk shirt looked as if there were two little poles underneath.

He ran his hand over my breasts, caressing me, moving down to feel the wetness between my legs.

“Are you comfortable, my pet?” he asked.

“Yes, Master,” I replied breathless and barely able to keep from squirming from all the simultaneous sensations racing through my body. The beads, the clamps, the weight of the chains, the public exposure of my situation all contributed to my arousal.

I sat and thought about my situation as he got into the driver’s seat and started the car.  I wondered what would happen if we were in an accident. I smiled to myself, knowing that this was a fantasy I had expressed to him some time ago and I was grateful for his indulgence.

I wondered where we were going as I sat in the seat. My eyes closed, feeling the warmth of the summer sun on my face through the windshield.

The air in the car was cool from the air conditioner, and the contrast between hot and cold was a pleasurable one, adding to my already stimulated senses.  Every so often, he would reach over and gently stroke my arm, sending shivers through my body.

I could tell from the movements of the car that we were traveling on a highway, and from the direction of the sun on my skin that we were traveling east.  I drifted, awash in the pleasurable feelings coursing through me, content.

Suddenly, I felt the car slow, and pull to the right a bit.  Obviously, he was pulling onto the shoulder for some reason.  He instructed me to keep my eyes closed as the car came to a stop.  There was silence.  I felt his hand stroke the side of my face, caressing my smooth skin, fingers tracing my lips then trailing down my chin to my throat.

He reached around me and placed a blindfold on, whispering as he did, “I want you to be totally immersed in the feeling. You will not see, hear, or speak. You are at my command, at my mercy. You are mine.”

He then put earplugs in my ears, and a phallic shaped gag in my mouth, tightening it behind my head comfortably but securely. Again, he caressed me, this time stroking my breasts, my belly, reaching down to touch the wetness between my legs.

I trembled with anticipation.  I had never felt so vulnerable before, so out of control, yet so protected, and adored. His hand cupped my mound firmly, the tips of his fingers teasing my clit, pinching and pulling it, and I strained against him, feeling an orgasm beginning to build, seeking more contact.

Sensing my arousal, he removed his hand, and gave a sharp tug to the leash chain attached to the anal beads, pulling out the first one.  I moaned behind the gag with the intensity of the pain as the bead was pulled past my anal muscles, pain that quickly gave way to a throbbing pleasure.

I felt his hand at my pussy again, no, it wasn’t his hand, it was something else... a vibrator, the silver one with the variable speed. As this thought made its way into my mind, I felt the vibrator make its way into my aching pussy, and I pushed against it as hard as I could, feeling the smooth cool metal enter my hot wet passage.

I felt it begin to vibrate. It was angled in such a way as to put pressure on my clit, and suddenly I was flying, all consciousness gone, a total immersion into the sensations coursing through my body, all blurred together as I came.

My hips bucked against it as I screamed with pleasure behind the gag, giving way to wave upon wave of pleasure coursing through my body. I was vaguely aware of the car’s movement and of the difference in the intensity of the sunlight on my skin.  It was cooler now, and I realized I had been out of touch with reality for quite some time.

Now I realized my seat back had been reclined, almost fully flat, which had the effect of stretching me out as if on a rack.  I also realized now that my blouse was unbuttoned, and my skirt was around my waist, effectively exposing my clamped breasts and shaved pussy to cars or trucks passing them on my side.

I blushed at the thought of strangers seeing me in such a manner. It was embarrassing, humiliating, and such a turn on all at once. My nipples throbbed from being clamped for so long, and the wetness began to build again as I contemplated the pain that would accompany their removal.

I became aware of the ache in my muscles and joints from being held in the same position for what she presumed had been several hours. Just when I thought it was becoming unbearable, that I just had to move, I felt the car slow to a stop.

I heard him get out of the car, the hot air from outside invading the cool interior, and then he was opening my door. He reached down and released the chains from my legs, and slowly stretched them out in front of me, massaging my thighs and calves to restore circulation and prevent them from cramping.  He did the same to my arms, lowering them to my sides, and rubbing them gently.

Then he reached in and slipped his arm around my shoulders, drawing me out of the car into the afternoon sun. My skirt naturally readjusted itself, but I could feel my blouse gaping open, the breeze hot against my breasts as we started walking towards some unknown destination.

He held my leash, but with one arm protectively around my waist to prevent me from stumbling. I wondered where we were. I felt totally disoriented, and a little afraid.  Not of him, but I had never been this far removed from myself before, and I felt myself approaching that indefinable line, the edge at which I wasn’t sure if I would be able to cross.

I hadn’t used the safeword in a long time, and my feeling of slow panic made me think maybe this was a good time to use it.  “No,” I thought, “I trust him, and he would never harm me in any way.”

I fought hard to calm myself, breathing slowly through the gag, turning my thoughts inward again, slowing my racing heart. We walked a few short yards, picking my feet up carefully, unsure of the surface beneath me.

I could tell we were walking on gravel, feeling the stones through the thin soles of my heels making it difficult to walk. Now, he was leading me up stairs, three of them, and suddenly the air around me was cool, and slightly musty, as though we were in a place that hadn’t been used in a long time. He led me into the coolness of the place, and gently brought me down to kneel. Then he removed the earplugs.

“We are in our own world now, my pet,” he whispered in my ear. “There is no one for miles around. No one to rescue you from the tortures I’m going to give you, and that you will accept from me willingly. No one to hear your cries of pleasure, your screams of pain as you submit to my every whim. Are you comfortable?”

I nodded, the gag preventing me from voicing the words.

“Then we shall have to change that, won’t we my little slut? I don’t want you to be comfortable.  I want you begging for release.”

With that, he brought me to a standing position.  I felt his presence in front of me, I could hear his soft breath on my face. He reached out and caressed my breasts, sending ripples of pleasure through me, getting me wet between my legs.

He walked away from me, and I heard him dragging something across the floor, then he was bending me into a chair, knees brought up onto the seat.  He tied my legs to the sides, fastening me twice on each leg, at the thighs to the upright of the back of the chair, and at the ankles to the top of the front legs.

Sighing, he tied my knees to the back legs of the chair, immobilizing me. I had become the padding for the chair and I felt I was part of it, a piece of furniture, an object to be used.

The thought frightened and fascinated me at the same time.  This was far beyond anything we had done in the past and I was intrigued by my own feelings. The whole point of being his slave was to be “owned,” to be his property to do with as he wished.

For weeks, I had wanted him to be more demanding, harsher with his punishments, much more dominant than he had been. Now, apparently, he had decided to do so, and I was a little afraid, not of him, but of myself, of how far I could go, and not disappoint him.

I had thought, in the past, that I wanted to lose control completely, to endure anything he could give me, to submit to him completely, and now I was afraid I couldn’t but I was determined to try.

He moved behind the chair again, facing me. I felt his fingers at my nipples, now straining against the clamps, which had been on for so long. Suddenly, he pulled them off, both at the same time, and I screamed into the gag.

I felt the pain of the blood rushing back into my nipples, my knees buckled but remained in place. My hands clenched the chair back, my knuckles white with the intensity of the feeling coursing through my breasts.

He reached around me, drawing my head against his belly, stroking my hair, telling me what a good slave I was, how proud of me he was, and he reached down and gently massaged my nipples, helping the blood flow, easing the pain, turning it into pleasure, all the while praising me for my devotion to him.

I nestled against his body, letting my mind go, feeling my body begin to drift, and I knew, once again, that I belonged to only him.









*    *    *



––––––––

I ran quickly up the subway stairs, my heels clicking against the cement. I was late, and I hoped he wasn’t there already, waiting. “That would mean trouble for sure,” I thought with a grin. “Maybe I should slow down and be really late?”

I picked up my pace again as I left the stairs, my short skirt swaying as I walked down the street. I reached to the statue, our regular meeting place, and quickly glanced through the lunchtime crowd.  He wasn’t there yet, so I sat down to wait. No one could tell the excitement behind my calm, composed face.

This was going to be the first time we would be doing something like this. He would be indulging my fantasies once again. I sat with my legs slightly apart, hands in my lap, gazing off into the distance.

When I heard the words “Don’t move,” spoken quietly in my ear, it took all of my self control not to turn around.

I knew his voice, and trusted him. I felt the coldness of steel encircling my neck, heard a slight click, then he turned me toward him. He raised my hand to my neck, helping me  to feel the word etched into the band he had placed on my throat. “Slave.” My loins melted at the feel of the band on my neck.

“You are mine,” he whispered. “Let’s go.”

We walked towards the street, and he leaned my back against a parked car. He stroked his hand up my thigh, drawing his fingers up to my smoothly shaved crotch, stroking my pussy lips and clit quickly and expertly removing his hand before anyone passing by had noticed a thing.

We went to our favorite restaurant for lunch. After we had ordered the wine, he ordered me to play with myself under the table, to stroke my pussy until it was very wet, and I was about to cum.

As I followed his instructions, he made small talk which made it all the more difficult for me, and the food had already arrived by the time I was ready.

“You may stop now and eat,” he told me, but first you need to visit the bathroom.”

I started to protest, to tell him I didn’t need to, but something in his tone made me stop. Instead, I left the table, washed up in the bathroom, and returned. There on the chair was a butt plug, attached to a soft leather strap with a large buckle and lock.

“Sit down. In one motion, and don’t hesitate,” he said.

I obeyed him, although slowly. I was proud of my control and that I was able to follow his command without question.

“Now strap it around you, lock it, and give me the key.”

“Yes, Master,” I replied and did so. Then we ate.

When we finished the meal, and got up from the table, I was surprised by how comfortable the plug felt when I walked, finding the fullness, very arousing.  I commented on this to him, and he just grinned and led me away by the arm.

We walked a few blocks to an adult toy store, and entered. Inside, he spoke to the owner, who was obviously expecting us. We went into the back room, and he ordered me to undress and stand on the table.

Very slowly, I unbuttoned my blouse, letting it fall of my shoulders, my eyes never leaving his face.  I slid the leather skirt down over my hips and let it fall to the floor, leaving me standing there in my thigh highs, with the plug strapped on.

The owner came over and took some measurements, then left for a moment.  He came back with several dildos, straps, and body harnesses. He fitted me with a harness first, a snug fit, wrapping and lifting my breasts, hugging me closely, straps circling my ass, and separating my buttocks.

The same straps were fitted to open my labia, pull them wide to expose as much as possible, and to put pressure on my clit at the same time. As each strap was tightened, I moaned. Then I was fitted with the dildo and strap, as the owner presented it to him, and he pushed it in as far as possible, and strapped it in tightly.

He helped me down off the table, and helped me dress again. We went into the outer room, where he ordered me to pick out a gag, any kind, as I was to be filled in each hole at all times.

I gazed at a black leather gag, made in the fashion of a bit, but with suede for the crosspiece. He picked it up and kissed me, deep and passionately. Then he inserted it into my mouth as I sighed.

From his pockets, he took out my black leather cuffs, and fastened them on my wrists, shackling them together behind my back. Thanking the proprietor, we left the store. As I walked down the street at his side, I wondered what the people who saw me were thinking.

Then I realized that it didn’t matter, I didn’t really care. We turned the corner, and were there back at the hotel. As we entered the elevator, he ordered me to my knees. He clipped a leash onto my collar, and as the doors opened, led me out into the hallway to our room.

He opened the door, and I crawled in, then stopped, and sat back in a kneeling position.  I knew what was expected of me as we had gone over this so many times.  He unclasped the leash and tossed it by my side.

Picking it up with my mouth, I placed it on a chair. The bit gag made it difficult, but not impossible. He reached down and drew me up, pulling me against him tightly. He removed the gag and kissed me, thrusting his tongue deeply into my mouth, tasting my very breath, inhaling me as he ran his hands down my back and unclasped my cuffs.

“Suck my cock,” he ordered.

I dropped to my knees again, opening his pants and drawing out his hard cock, stroking it as I did so. The head glistened with pre-cum and I drew it into my mouth, tasting the saltiness of him as he slid down my throat.

He moved me back against the bed, laying me down and straddled my face. Once again, he told me, “You are mine,” as he fucked my mouth, slowly and smoothly, deeper, thrusting harder with each movement.

I was gagging and he was coming in my throat as the tears flowed from my eyes, and he whispered, “You are mine,” once again and leaned over to kiss away my tears.

When my tears had stopped, and I was calm again, he drew me up onto the bed, spreading my arms above my head, and attaching my cuffs to the loops of rope he had previously arranged.

He tightened the rope so that my arms were extended outward, with no movement possible. He kissed me, and asked if I was comfortable.

“Yes, Master,” I replied.

Running his hands down my body, his fingers flicked my nipples, watching them get harder, stroking my belly, touching my clit with just the very tip of his finger, teasing me.

He walked away across the room, and I thought, “Where is he going?  Oh God, please don’t leave me like this, I need more.”

He returned with something small and dark in one hand, and leg cuffs in the other. He placed  the cuffs on my ankles, then started to attach them to similar ropes at the foot of the bed.  Leaning over, he kissed my moist shaven lips, then straightened and walked around to the head of the bed again. He sat down next to me, and explained what would happen next.

“I’m going to blindfold you,” he said, “and then I’m going to play with your body, explore every inch of it, until I know each detail. Do you remember your safeword?”

“Yes, Master,” I replied and he nodded.

“Good girl. Remember, if at any time you are in real pain, you must use it and I’ll stop. Don’t be afraid. I will never be angry with you for that.”

Again, I answered, “yes, Master.”

He reached over and gently lifted my head, slipping the blindfold securely over my eyes.  He kissed my lips, thrusting his tongue inside my mouth, running it over my teeth, exploring, feeling, then withdrew.

As I lay there wondering what his next action would be, I felt the strap with the dildo being loosened and then removed from around my waist.  The dildo slid slowly out of my pussy, leaving a trail of my juices gushing into the crack of my ass.

I felt myself flush, both with excitement and embarrassment, as the proof of my arousal for him was exposed. Before the dildo was completely out, he pushed it back in, twisting it as he did so, the silicone catching on my skin and pulling, a slight bit of pain which quickly faded into pleasure.

He did this several times, watching me wince slightly with each thrust of the dildo, observing as each of my pained expressions turned to ones of satisfaction and longing. When I was aroused to the point of rocking my hips, rising to meet each thrust, he stopped, withdrew the dildo from my dripping pussy, and turned his attention to my ass, and the butt plug buried there.

Slowly he drew it out with one hand, playing with my clit with the other. Slowly he pushed it back in, letting the juices from my pussy lubricate the plug, forcing it deeply into my ass.  He withdrew the plug suddenly, and I moaned with disappointment, and took up the beads he had at his side.

Pinching my clit now, roughly, he pushed the beads into my tight asshole one at a time, pausing between each one, stimulating my clit to keep my anticipation strong. With each bead I groaned, and my hips forward to meet the next.

When all five had been inserted, he gave a slight tug on the string, not enough to pull one out, but to put pressure on my ass. He got up and walked away, leaving me gasping and on the verge of orgasm.

Then I heard water running and wondered what was next. I suddenly felt his hands on my nipples, pinching them between two fingers, pulling and extending them. I moaned with pleasure as he took one, then the other between his lips, his teeth, and sucked and bit my nipples until I felt I would scream.

I was barely conscious of the clamps being attached, the transition was so smooth.  It wasn’t until he tightened them, tighter than I had ever experienced before, the pain burning a hole in my loins, begging for release.

“Please Master, may I cum now?” I begged, in barely a whisper, my voice lost in the throes of my arousal.

“Not yet my pet,” he replied. “You can wait just a bit, can’t you?”

“Yes, Master. If that’s what you want,” I gasped.

Suddenly I felt a cold burning on the tips of my nipples, so intense that I almost came immediately, but regained my composure, needing the release that only his permission would give me, knowing it was my obedience that gave me my deepest pleasure.

I writhed against the restraints, my body taking on a will of its own, as I begged for release.

“Please Master, please let me cum, I can’t hold back any longer,” I begged.

“What do you need, pet?” He asked me. “Tell me again.”

“To cum for you, Master... Please.”

“Then I permit you to,” he replied before plunging his fingers into my pussy, swiftly and deeply.

He fucked me with one hand as he slowly pulled the beads from my ass, one by one, as I climaxed, hips moving wildly, crying out in desire for him, my lover, my Master.









*    *    *



He called from his office at 3:30pm. “I want to see you tonight,” he told me. He went on to give me explicit instructions about the rest of the afternoon.

“You are to shower, shave, and put on your sexiest outfit. Underneath you are to wear your black bra and g-string. No stockings.  And wear your heels with the thin ankle strap.  I want you to meet me at 7:30pm, so you should have plenty of time.”

I grinned as he went down the list. I loved it when he told me what to wear, leaving parts up to me so I could decide what would please him the most.

He continued. “I want you to meet me at the Hotel. When you arrive, use the courtesy phone to call the room. I expect the call at EXACTLY 7:30. Don’t be late or there will be consequences.”

I told him I would be there and hung up the phone. I had a lot to do before leaving.  Luckily, the hotel was only a few blocks away.


*    *    *



“What if wasn’t him waiting for me” What if it was a stranger?” I thought to myself as I knocked in the hotel door. The thought both frightened and aroused me. I looked again at the room number. Yes, room 249. This is the room. I took a deep breath, and knocked again quickly, then turned with my back to the door and my eyes closed tightly.

I heard the door open behind me, felt hands gently touching my arms, leading me into the room backwards.

“Stay where I put you,” the voice whispered again. I strained to catch the timber of his voice, but all I heard was a haunting whisper.

I stood still. My eyes closed as I felt a blindfold being placed over my head. It was leather from the smell of it, and lined with fur. The strap was fastened snugly behind my head. I felt hands move gently over my body, touching my arms, my hair, and my lips.

They traced patterns down my arms, floated over my hips like a butterfly, ever so gently moving down my thighs to my ankles and up again, but not touching my breasts or my pussy, which by this time was dripping wet from anticipation.

My breath was starting to come a bit faster, excitement building within me at the touch of my “unknown” lover.  I sensed him move behind me, and felt his warm breath on the back of my neck.

His arms encircled me, quickly grasping my breasts as he left soft kisses on my earlobe, pinching my nipples suddenly as he nibbled the curve of my shoulder gently, whispering to me.

“Does this feel good? Do you enjoy pain and pleasure? I will arouse every nerve in your body. I will touch deep down into your soul, if you let me. Will you?” the voice whispered so softly into my ear that I could barely hear him.

“Yes, Master,” I said, although it was difficult to even get that out of my mouth, I was so aroused I was having trouble focusing on anything other than the tremors of pleasure that rippled through me.

“Are you ok,” he whispered in my ear.

I couldn’t tell if it was him but I nodded “yes.”

He ordered me to kneel and found that he had thoughtfully placed a pillow there for my knees.  He placed a hand on the small of my back, and pushed me lower to the floor.

“I want your shoulders down as well,” he whispered.

I obeyed, as he helped me to keep from falling. He drew his hands back from my shoulders, caressing my back, moving over my ass, which was now waving so invitingly in the air. He drew my skirt up to my waist, and ran his hands over my smooth white skin.

His fingers slipped into my crack, barely touching my puckered asshole, skimming lightly over my clit, and suddenly plunging two fingers into my pussy. I gasped at the unexpected intrusion, and immediately pushed my hips back, seeking more of his hand inside me.

Instead of complying, he withdrew slightly, whispering to me to come and get it, if that’s what I wanted. I moved my body back, following the fingers as he drew away, until he pushed them into me again, forcing me to push forward against the floor.

Over and over, he teased me like this, until I felt I was going to explode. He sensed it, knew I was near the limits of waiting, and asked me if I wanted to cum.

“Oh yes, please,” I begged.

“Yes please what?” he responded.

“Yes please may I cum, Master.”

“Not yet,” he replied and I moaned in frustration, my breathing coming in short gasps now, my cunt dripping, my ass moving to the flow of his hands drawing me back and forcing me forward again.

“Please... Please may I cum, Master?  I need to so badly. Oh please,” I begged.

“Now,” he whispered. “Cum for me now,” as he drove another finger into me, then another, until I was riding his hand, feeling it slide into me, and he flexed his fingers, fucking me with his entire hand.

My senses reeled with the pleasure and I came, my muscles throbbing with sensation. As I rode my climax, he played with my clit, and could sense from my body’s response that I was ready to cum again, almost immediately.  He returned to the teasing he had done earlier, and I wildly cried out with passion.

“Again... Please... Master!”

“You may cum as much as you like now, my little slut. How many times can you, I wonder?” he whispered.

He watched the orgasm build inside me, feeling my muscles contract with it, and still he kept stimulating me, bringing me to climax after climax, until I was in tears, and begging him to stop, that I couldn’t take any more.

Gathering me in his arms, he sat with me on the floor and stroked my hair while he unfastened my wrists.  He lifted me in his arms, and brought me over to sit on the bed.   I felt him move away from me, and heard a rustling from across the room.

He returned to me and sat beside me on the bed. Suddenly, I felt a gag being placed in my mouth, and I had a moment of panic.

“What if I needed to use the safeword?”

He seemed to sense my every thought, because he said, “Don't worry about your safeword.  If you’re in pain, or uncomfortable in any way, then shake your head quickly from side to side and I will stop. Do it now, so I can see it.”

I complied, and felt better, although I still wasn’t too sure about this. He laid me down on the bed, and pulled my legs apart, attaching them to my wrists, left to left, right to right.  Then he pulled them even wider apart, stretching me open, and fitted a spreader bar to keep me that way.

I felt so vulnerable now, my pussy and ass totally open and exposed to him, my breasts jutting out with my hard nipples waving in the air. Again, he moved his hands over my body, pinching and squeezing my flesh as I moaned with pleasure at his touch.

Suddenly, he clamped her nipple, and I screamed with the intensity of it, but through the gag all that was heard was a moan.  He clamped my other nipple as well, and then started to place small plastic clothespins all around the lips of my pussy.

The pain I had felt initially was quickly replaced by a dull throbbing, which seemed to center directly on my clit.  My pussy gushed with my juices as he placed them, putting the final one directly on my clit, eliciting another scream that turned to sobs behind the gag with tears flowing down my cheeks.

“Shall I stop, my pet?” he asked in that maddeningly soft whisper.

“No,” I tried to say, but all that came out of my mouth was a muffled grunt.

He stroked my breasts with one hand, pulling on the chain attached to the clamps with the other.  Then, holding the chain, he gave a series of slight tugs, tightening the clamps with each pull.  He reached with his other hand and played with my pussy, running his fingers over the clothespins, twisting them, pushing a finger into me and pulling it out again.

I moaned into the gag, arching my hips to seek out more attention from his hand. Thrusting and gyrating around, needing the contact of flesh, and met, instead the contact of leather thongs striking my pussy.

I shrieked, the intense stimulation driving me over the edge, and I came repeatedly, screaming into the gag as I did, as he whipped me again and again. Each stroke was harder, until I had red welts rising on my skin and I passed out from the intense pleasure of the pain deep within me.

He gathered me into his arms and removed the clamps, gently massaging me as the blood flowed back into my nipples and labia.  He loosened the gag, unhooked my hands and feet, and removed the spreader bar, and stroked my body, arousing me once again, but softly, gently now, ever so tenderly, with the passion of a lover, kissing her deeply, tasting my mouth and lips.

“Do you want to feel me inside you?” he asked.

“Yes, Master,” I whispered.

“Tell me what you want,” he said

“Please fuck me, Master.  I need to feel your cock inside my pussy, Master.  Please?”  I whispered again, barely able to speak.

“You are such an obedient slut that you may have me inside you,” he replied as he held my hands above my head with one hand. With his other hand, he gently spread my legs, guiding his cock between my moist lips, sliding it in, and with one long thrust buried himself within me.

He gathered me in his arms, crushing me to him, and pulled off the blindfold. And as he looked into my eyes, his cum filling my pussy, he told me he loved me.

THE END
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