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                                BY





                            Slave Ray








   As usual, I was up earlier than Kay was, but let her sleep in for a few more hours that she really needed. The night before was far too relaxing for both, as she had enjoyed watching a favorite movie, and I was deep into typing a story on the computer. Before we knew it,  both of us had too many drinks. We had planned on go-


ing upstairs earlier and enjoying some provacative gameplay before making love, but it was not to be. So when we did retire, we just slept as we always do, in the nude, and in a snuggly, spooning po-


sition. Then the next morning, we would definitely enjoy what we had planned.    


   Busy as I was and totally geared for sex, since the story was 


of what we love and live, BDSM-D/s, I was sitting in the computer  


chair in only my swimshorts, as it was in the low 70s on a Novem-


ber evening down here in Florida. It was Her turn to be the top, the Domme, and I, the bottom, Her sexslave. She had worn her san-


dals all afternoon and all evening, 'til she came to bed, loving 


me having the major foot fetish I have, and was also looking for-


ward to having her feet getting tons of loving attention by me. 


But again, it wasn't to be, atleast for last night.


   I had my balls tied, just as She ordered me to, but no wraps on my cock. That was up to Her as to how, when, how much, and by whom.


About 2 hours after I woke up and came downstairs, She had awoke, then got my attention as She returned from the bathroom. "Honey, I love you! Here's a note for you to read. I'm gonna read and snooze for a while longer." "Thank you, Dear!", I replied with a smile. Then She tossed the note wrapped in a red ribbon, down the stairs to the floor, and closed the door.


   I stopped what I was doing, smiled seeing the ribbon tied a-


round the note, picked it up, then got another cup of coffee, 


while wondering just how much fun we were going to have. The note was wrapped with lots of ribbon, noting that I was in for a lot 


of whatever She wanted me to do, and/or SHE wanted to do to me. Ei-


ther way, the mid/late morning was going to be really interesting. We had the house to ourselves, with the cats and the dog sprawled all over the house, and no visitors were expected to drop by ei-


ther.


   "Good morning, MY slave! Bring my sandals upstairs now, as I 


know you've been enjoying them since you got up and went down-


stairs. You are to kneel, worship and kiss my feet, top, bottom, and each toe, for 10 minutes. Then put the sandals on me and leave me alone for 3 hours. Your balls BETTER be tied JUST the way I


like, with 4 tight wraps!  After that, you BETTER be up here, standing nude at My side of the bed, with your fingers together be-


hind your neck and your collar on!"


   What more can I say? She was pumped, and made sure I was too! 


I got Her sandals, breathed in Her scent which acted as QUITE the aphrodisiac to me, then followed Her instructions to the "T". She cood as She read Her book, while I worshiped and kissed both of 


Her feet just as She demanded. Then stopped after noting 10 min-


utes passed on the clock, slid Her sandals on Her feet, then left the room without a word.


   While I kept busy, it was hard NOT to keep my mind off of what was going to happen in a couple of hours. Regardless, we were fi-


nally going to have a chance to truly enjoy each other again, sin-


ce so much was constant going on all the time. Between a house full of kids and grandkids, coming over and visiting, us with our on go-


ing health problems, or our conflicting work schedules, personal QUALITY time did NOT come as easily as we both had constantly hop-


ed for. Now it was finally here for atleast 5 hours, all we need-


ed, and thensome!


   With a little more concentration, 2 hours flew by quickly. Get-


ing a hard on was extremely easy keying up a few "inspirational"


pics that I'd saved throughout my internet travels. When I got up-


stairs, again, I followed Her instructions, standing patiently waiting, with my head bowed, and my fingers together behind my neck. Kay looked HOT laying nice and comfortably in the nude, as She read Her book. Then She rolled over and faced me, revealing full view of Her beautiful 46DDDD tits and Her rings adorning Her pierced large, plump, erect nipples. Kay continued to still read,


but began fondling my cock and balls with Her fingers. 


   Her gentle playfulness was sooooooo exciting, as my cock got even more erect. As She flipped a page and continued reading, as She continued Her fondling, but started using Her fingernails as well as Her fingers. For the next 15 minutes, She kept reading more, while Her fondling varied from soft and easy to very rough. Then She stopped fondling me, and ordered me to kneel at the foot of the bed, remove her sandals, then worship Her feet while play-


ing with myself and starting to tie just a couple of tight wraps around the base of my cock. "Yes, Mistress. Thank you, Mistess.", then moved to where She had snapped Her fingers and pointed to. As I did, She rolled onto Her belly, showing Her beautiful ass to me, and positioning Her hot, lovely feet together, directly in front 


of me.





                             PART II


    


   Just after removing Her sandals and about to enjoy A MOST favor-


ite task of mine, Mtrs. ordered me to massage the bottoms of Her feet and toes with my just my nose. My task JUST GOT BETTER, TOO!


"Yes, Mistress.", I said while following Her commands and truly enjoying myself. After about 20 minutes, Mtrs. pulled Her feet away, got up on all 4s, then ordered me to kneel behind Her, then enter Her. I was as hard as I could get, hoping it would stay that way for atleast awhile. But it started losing its' firmness, as I tried to penetrate Her. She could feel me struggling to enter Her, 


knowing that I had a slight medical condition which gave me inter-


mitent strength to make love.


   "Get over to my side, and let me help you, MY slave!", Mtrs. said, while changing position, now sitting on the bed, close to,  and facing me. "You start tying your cock slowly and tight, while 


I enjoyably play and punish you! Let's get you hard again! WE NEED THIS! RIGHT NOW!" Both of us were HOT, EXCITED as all get out, and HORNY AS HELL! We also expected that to happen, and had a unified plan to get things back on track ASAP! So while She used Her soft, lovely caresses, and combined some almost torturous teasing with Her fingernails, then some surprise squeezing, Her magic and my ropework got OUR cock siff and tightly tied, and ready to enter 


Her with NOOOOOO problem at all! It was a tad thicker too, which really pleased Mtrs., as well as me. Then after repositioning our-


selves once again, WE WERE READY!


   Mtrs. ordered me to fondle and tease Her a bit with my fingers, then open and enter Her slowly. About a few minutes after I loving-


ly, fondled Her sweet clit and cunt lips, I tried to enter Her, 


but again had difficulty in doing so. This time, it wasn't me with the problem. Mtrs. was somewhat dry, and not able to get as wet as we both truly needed her to be. She had a medical problem too, 


that we both knew about. Menopause cannot be cooperative at times. So I reached down the side of our waterbed, openned a drawer, then retrieved the tube of KY jelly. After applying an ample coat On 


the bulked up crimson colored head of my cock, and a slight dab sensually applied to Her orifice, I capped the tube, then went for broke. 


   Moments later, Mtrs. was well on Her way to orgasming as all I was allowed to do was make love to Her, but without using my hands to touch and hold Her. Both in total bliss, varied rythems, and QUITE comfortable, we made every second of the next 25 minutes, re-


peatedly and powerfully orgasmic for Her, and overly excited for me. Although I had a couple of strong internal climaxes, under-


standably enough, I was too overly excited to get off inside Her. Both somewhat dissapointed, but also expecting it, Mtrs. ordered 


me on my back, spreadeagled on the bed. 


   Within a few minutes, She had me cuffed, chained, locked to the 4 corners of the bed, and blindfolded. The way my cock and balls were tied, my cock was almost straight up all by itself. To assure


that, Mtrs, added a length of cord and tied my HARD erection to my balls to keep it facing in one direction- up, but angled slightly towards Her being between my legs. Then She taped my mouth shut with ductape, and set one of Her sandals over my nose and taped it to my face. The fresh hot scent of Her feet easily boosted me into a nice, soothing sexual high. Although it was great, I knew it wouldn't last long, once She got going on me.  


   "I'm going to have some slow and meticulous fun with you! YOU BREATHE IN MY SCENT!, because I'm NOT going to be all that nice to you, as you might be thinking! That's too bad for you, slave. I'm in a rather irritated mood, and I'm going to ENJOY taking it all out ON YOU!" I let out a short, small whine in response, knowing exactly what kind of mood that Mtrs. was in.


   That was all that Mtrs. said to me, just before She started to slowly push Her fingernails into my cockhead. As She held it tight like that, She slowly pushed Her other fingernails into the expos-


ed shaft of my cock, until She really had me whining and panting from the pain that She was just beginning to enjoyably administer to me with an evil snicker. Then while She held all of Her nails firmly into me, Mtrs. started to give soft licks to my cockhead, the tiny nibbles, then stronger little nips, then finally clench-


ing the tip of of my cock between Her teeth, while She giggled somemore. After what seemed to be a long painful 30 seconds or so, Mtrs. openned Her mouth and started giving me some slow and pain-


ful sucks on my cockhead, continuing Her cock torture. I knew that Mtrs. was having fun, also making sure that I was in misery. I al-


so knew to expect it, and actually longed for it, since the last 


time She had dommed me, quite a few months before. 


   (The last time that I dommed Her, She had asked me to do Her just as rough, if not more so, because that's what She really wanted for her session. After Her session was over, She told me that I was in for it the next time we played. I was definitely in for MORE now, as there was still PLENTY of time to go slow and add MUCH MORE to Her deviant plan. Neither of us were at all new to 


the pain game. Yet, both had "a little more than just moderate" levels of pleasurable acceptance of pain, while keeping it well entwined and enjoyable within our Lifestyle. We fully respected each others' limits, and, at times, in some areas, taking those limits almost to the max. We constantly tested each other, and en-


joyed what either could create and exchange, while we played with each other. It was part of what turned each other on, both in giv-


ing and recieving, and loving each other all the more for it. To the both of us, it was a neccessary part of the Lifestyle of which we grew up on, so firmly believed in, and lived to the fullest ov-


er many a year of playtime sessions together.)





                            PART III





   "I JUST LUUUUUUUUUUUV LISTENING AND WATCHING YOU WHINE, WHIMPER, AND SQUIRRRRRRRM!" HAHAHAHAHAHAHHAHAHAHAHA!!!!!!!!! JUST LIKE YOU DO TO ME!!!!! HAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHHAHAHA" Mtrs. had me COLD! She knew what a turn on it was to me and made damn sure, 


that I wouldn't forget it either. She stopped and got off the bed, then I heard Her rolling out the "Toy" cart from our walk in closet, and parking it next to the bed. That's when I really knew that I was "in for it." Then I heard her make another trip back to the bathroom, returning a few minutes later. The small frig we 


have upstairs also has a freezer, and She just cracked and dumped a full tray of ice into the bowl of water. As I sniffed her fresh sandal with a long, slow inhaling breathe, and waited some more, I kept tuned in to the familiar sounds made by handling this or that, anywhere on that cart. Mtrs. was busy refamiliarizing Herself and deciding what She wanted to do with any or all of it, going for full effectiveness in short time, not wanting to lose a second.


   I taught Her all too well, KNOWING that She was a SUPER quick study, and soon I would be feeling Her choices and administration techniques verses an aloted time. I know this, because She had asked me with all due seriousness. Having everything set, Mtrs. worked Herself into an easy, comfortable position, since meander-


ing about too much caused Her a minor prob. You see, She's also han-


dicapped, but has one HELL OF AN ATTITUDE to BE beyond it! Ya 


GOTTA LOVE a woman that doesn't take a physical determent as a roadblock of ANY SIZE OF PERSONAL HINDRANCE! She'd ALWAYS figure out a way to get beyond that, with the shortest, most resourceful road traversed, and MOST profitable as possible. Needless to say, BOTH of us were taking OUR fun to the hilt, whenever we could, TO-


GETHER!


   There was plenty of length remaining after She tied my cock and balls into a quite vulnerable position. With a rather evil giggle, I whinced and whined just a tad, feeling each crossed wrap tighen hard around my shaft. Each wrap was snug against the last, even-


tually forming what looked to be a short roll of cord, with the rest of my skin stretched, crimson colored cock protruding from 


the end of the warp. She smiled at seeing there was still a few more inches of raw meat to play with, adorning the roll of cord. Following a quick cleaning, Mtrs. dripped some chilled Amaretto over my cockhead, then quickly gave the roll a firm and slightly painful sqeeze, then engulfed the head into Her mouth. She immede-


ately sent me into a moaning and whining frenzy, feeling the plea-


santness of Her lips and tongue working on me. Then She started sucking extremely hard and used Her teeh in a raking fashion, 


while watching me at the sametime. She was in total control of my reactions, quickly going from one technique to the other, without spending too much time to either. (Although She made sure that I 


got LESS of the pleasure, and a tad MORE of the pain.) 


   While She gave me some undivided headwork, Mtrs. switched from sqeezing my shaft to a combination of fondling and fingernailing the 2 lobes protruding from 4 tight wraps. As She watched and listened to my reactions while She did this or that, Mtrs. was working on a climax of Her own. Before long, Her soft moans were slowly vocalizing into much louder ones, generated from the in-


tense sexual excitement building from deep within Her. It didn't take long before She had a STRONG grip on my cock with Her teeth, adding a hefty suck periodically, as She gyrated Her hips while also enjoying the high buzz of a vibrator that She kept deeply secured in Her sweetness by Her closed thighs. The longer and hard-


er She rode Her orgasm, the MORE I felt Her technique digging into me. We were DEFINITELY rockin' that waterbed and enjoying each o-


ther TO THE HILT! One way or another!


   It took Mtrs. a few minutes to get passed Her zone, then start calming down somewhat. As She did, She completely let go of me, 


and relocated herself right beside me. With a couple of kisses on my cheek, Mtrs, was busy working on my nips, rolling, then squeez-


ing them between Her fingertips. She added a fingertip pull every so often, just for good measure, giggling as She did. Yes, Mtrs. 


was having a ball returning the "pleasurable request" of Hers from the last time! After a few teething, sucking minutes on one nip, I heard the oh so familiar sound of the nippleclamp chain as She got my nip larger, then clamped it. I arched my back, writhing against my bonds feeling the impact of the mercilessly vicious grip of the clamp and Her fingernails tightly gripping the other nip at the same time. Smiling from being satisfied at seeing it how She wanted and my reaction, Mtrs. started on the other, while rubbing against the one closest to Her, easily adding to my dilema, and caring 


less about it.


   Within a few pleasurable minutes for Her, Both were clamped, 


and really letting their presence be known to me. As the initial pain dulled, Mtrs. tied the end of a cord to the middle of the chain, then added a 1 lb. weight to the chain at half the distance towards each nip. Then She pulled my tied cock back towards it, 


and wrapped the rest of the remaining cord around it, finishing with a knot. Talk about getting even and ENJOYING it? Mtrs. was on a SERIOUS mission, as the session continued. There was a particu-


lar way that She decided to take me in, while Her hands were free and She was able to enjoy doing a few other things to me.


   Mtrs. took great pleasure in having EVERYTHING She needed for the rest of the session EASILY accessable to her, so She could enjoy utilizing their usage while taking me. It took a little bit of time to reposition Herself, then finally gripping my already


tightly roped shaft VERY tightly, controlling the movement of the head of my cock, rubbing it first, over Her clit, then basically just at or slightly in the entry of Her love hole. She made sure that Her grip was hard, and gave me that erotic level of pain that She saw and was was striving to obtain, forcing me to concentrate on what She was doing without watching Her do it. At the same time, the nippleclamp chain was pulled and the weights were there to do what they were supposed to, weigh down and force a hard pull, a strong one to each clamped area, each of my nips. 


   Mtrs. giggled and moaned, seeing Her technique working extreme-


ly well, and feeling the massive, crimson colored cockhead of mine resting just into the entry of Her canal. Grunting for one final position, Mtrs. achieved Her wanted position, then started to slow-


ly lower Herself on to my shaft, moaning louder than She did be-


fore. She didn't care about my whines, which were sounding like mu-


sic to Her ears. She also took great pleasure to slowly inch Her way down, engulfing not only the existing rawness, but as much of 


my wrapped cock as She could controllably impale Herself on. She also figured on 1 or 2 big knots giving Her quite an excited lift, which they did, feeling them slowly enter and ride up the side of Her love wall, and helping boost Her orgasm to almost immediate. 


   Mtrs. gave out an extremely LOUD moan feeling the heightening sensitivity, as it slid up against Her inner wall, and thrilling Her to no extent, just as She figured it would. Once completely im-


paled and resting atop my balls while I was almost sqealling, Mtrs. made sure that She was set to, then started to satisy Herself, knowing that it would give me a great level of discomfort while feeling the love that She was transmitting through the sensual 


grips of Her love canal.


   Regardless of Her total enthrawlment in enjoying such an orgas-


mic sensation of epic proportion, She was peaking out and over Her edge to the combination of what She was feeling up Her love canal and driving Her completely bonkers, and seeing and hearing me thrashing my head from side to side, both feeling Her LOVE engulf-


ing me, and the torment that She purposely bestowed upon me in or-


der for me to love, respect, honor, and totally submit myself to, gaining allowance to finally feel Her MOST moist, warm, passionate-


ly loving grip upon my manhood.   


   We were both in an extremely engrossed, high state of intensely sexual activity, that MOST would not dare to go. Yet, in the full-


ness of it all, we were ONE in precisely the way that we ALWAYS were before, solidly bonded to each other through the unmeasurable love that we have for each other, and the total package of the Lifestyle, with it's complete and TOTAL power exchange!  


   Mtrs. Kay DID NOT allow me to cum, while She enjoyed the ulti-


mate pleasure of being in COMPLETE CONTROL of Herself, of me, and while administering the wrath of other implements of torture on


and to me, all to Her delight! When she was finally recieving the response that SHE DEMANDED of me, She took Her SWEET time in strok-


ing my manhood to a certain point. Sometimes She re applied admin-


istration of the former, making sure that the response She receiv-


ed, was undoubtedly and totally correct. 


   Still being in the comfort of Her position, She involved the ap-


plication of hotwax, a pair of pinwheels, clothespins, ice, lea-


ther stranded whips of various lengths and efficiency, and Her fav-


orite, Her 2' riding crop! Each of the aformentioned items were ap-


plied at will and also at random, over the course of 2 hours, and to a lost count of   orgasms, some multiple, that She loving-


ly obtained while doing so. When Mtrs. Kay was finally finished "toying" with me to Her MOST pleasurable delight, She finally al-


lowed me to cum, giving Her the grand finally to Her list of pres-


ents that She MOST wantingly bestowed upon me, and knew I truly gave to only Her. THIS was just HER appetizer for the day, since Her MAIN course of me wasn't until 11PM later on that evening!  


            


           


     


  


                  


        

























































































