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                             PART X





   Coral woke me up in SUCH a pleasant manner. She managed to get herself between my legs, then sucked on me until I had a massive 


hardon, and finally waking up. After about 10 minutes of easy self


control and enjoying what she loves to do, I stopped her, but told 


her not to move. While she knelt waiting with her head down, I got 


the flogger and a short piece of rope. I tied one end to her wrist-


cuff chain, held the other end, then rejoined her on the bed. 


   As soon as I got into position, Coral had my cock back in her 


lucious mouth, steadily moaning and sucking me orally. While she 


did, I pulled on the rope, until her wrists were about the middle 


of her back. When the first stings got her, she flinched a bit 


with a slight whine. I made sure they were firm, and the ends of 


the falls, (long strands), were making contact with the shapely 


rounds of her ass, or just below them. Coral knew not to stop as 


I continued, almost matching her in rythem. I kept up flogging her 


for another 10 minutes before I finally stopped, grabbed her head, 


and drove my shaft into her throat. I could feel her throat convul-


sions on my cockhead, while spurting my load down her throat, and 


her moaning like hell. I let off and picked her head up, allowing 


her air, and a few seconds to regroup. Afterwards, she went down 


on me again, as I restarted flogging her ass. She was after any 


and every drop that didn't make it down her throat. A few minutes 


AND a few more firm landings on her ass later, I stopped again, 


then got off the bed.


   Coral's anklecuffs were freed of the chain, her sandals back on


her feet, and she, off the bed and standing. I ordered her to the bathroom to relieve herself, then stand and wait for a thorough 


crotch cleaning afterwards. Although she tried to beg for a smig-


get privacy, I refused her. Somewhat disgrunted, she did as she 


was told, while I called room service and gave them an order to be delivered in 2 hours, no less than that. After gathering a few 


things, I rejoined her, giving her an embarrassing and humiliating cleansing. When I finished, I had Coral stand between me and the 


mirror. I wanted her to see and feel herself being set up by me 


for a long experience in sensory deprivation. While I made a high 


braid out of her long blonde hair, I ordered her to fondle my cock 


and balls, thus keeping her attention slightly distracted, and her sexual arousal quite supported. She was moaning in hopes that I 


would bend her over and fuck her, right then and there! It never happened, although it took all I had NOT to do her as she was. 


There was much MORE to do! 


   Finished with her braid, she watched and felt me plug her ears 


with earplugs, followed by a lot of cotton balls in one ear. Still fondling my hard shaft, she kept a close eye on me setting her up, 


covering her stuffed ear with a folded handkerchief, then held 


firmly in place with some small pieces of ductape. I finished off 


her other ear the exact same way. After facing her in the mirror 


and speaking in normal tone, she had an expression of wonderment 


and question on her face. Then I pointed to her ears, to which she 


responded with a smile and nodded, then shook her head, and smiled 


again. It worked VERY well. Coral couldn't hear anyhting normal or 


less at all. With a bit of enginuity, I made an inside gag by us-


ing a mouthpiece from some old scuba gear for women, and adding a 


2" penis phallus with a hole completely through it lengthwise, 


then sealed into the mouthpiece. This would allow more air , add-


ing to her breathing through her nose, and at times, water to keep 


her fluids up. I tapped her cheek, and Coral opened wide, watching 


me stuff her mouth with it. After fitting it into her mouth, I tap-


ed her lips to the mouthpiece very securely, then taped her jaw to-gether as close as possible. There was NO possible way that she 


could open her mouth and eject it. Adding a plug into the phallus, 


Coral nodded, then noting her silence, or extremely muffled and 


gurgled sounds.


   She was definitely impressed so far, but smiled with her eyes, 


seeing the hood. Then she moaned when I got her head into it, pull-


ing her braid through the openning at the top of the slit in back. 


After forming it to her face with only her nose protruding out in 


front, Coral felt the hood become a tight "form fit" to her head, 


as the drawstrings were tightened up behind her head. She could 


see through the eye holes, as there was a hole for her nose and 


one for her mouth. Secured very tight in the hood, she nodded a 


few times, quite approving of its' quite SNUG FIT! After taking a 


well deserved liberty and fondling and groping her tits and clit 


for a few minutes while she was moaning like hell and fondling me, 


I stopped long enough to blindfold her. Then I sexually assaulted 


her again, getting even stronger sensual moans from her. 


   Coral was ready for the other room, but didn't want to go just 


yet. She knew of the service and that I hadn't recieved it, while 


being with her. She didn't want to be seen by anyone else in the


way she was in. I turned her by her shoulders, then clamped my 


thumb and finger onto a nipple. At the sametime, my other thumb 


and fingers clamped onto a clitlip. Regardless of her whines and 


trying to beg not to go, she gave in to her resistance, being led 


into the other room to a chair. I  spun her around a few times in 


either direction, then held her for a minute. She had no idea of 


where she was in the room, but hoping she was not within sight of 


the hall when the door was open.    


   Standing, but still disoriented, she felt her anklecuffs being 


tied to the outsides of the front legs of the chair. A push on her 


back told her to bend over. My other hand was under her shoulder, 


while I guided her over, then stopped her when her neck reached 


the top of the back of the chair. I got a collar and buckled it a-


round her neck, then ran a long piece of rope through the front D 


ring of the collar. The ends were tied to the back legs of the 


chair, just under the seat. Coral was looking super in her bondage 


and the position she was in! I stood to the side and played with 


my cock while I took advantage of spanking her ass hard. She whin-


ed and whimpered while I delivered 10 solid spanks to each ass


cheek, spacing them a few seconds apart, alternating each to ei-


ther asscheek. A few minutes later, the rounds of her ass were 


nice and red, and her whimpering from the heat and sting from all 


of them. Right about then, there was a knock on the door and a 


call from bellhop in the hall. I got my pants on, took care of bus-


iness outside the room, then brought in the delivery cart myself. 


It was DEFINITELY time for a well deserved coffee break, while ad-


miring my lovely sexslave, awaiting helpless, and desiring MORE! 





                           PART XI





   About 10 minutes had passed, when a swish broke the air and Cor-


al shrieking from the surprisingly hard, stinging contact carreen-


ing down upon her reddened asscheeks. I waited for a minute, then unlocked her wristcuffs, and brought both arms down slowly to the 


back legs of the chair. She held on to them as soon as she felt 


them, and stayed that way until I had both of them tied to the 


legs. She tried to steady and steel herself, knowing she was just 


warned of what was about to happen. Then it did! A hard contact 


covered her ass from one side to the other. Then another one came 


from another direction, just as strong as the first. Another hard 


strike ripped across her back from a different angle. Another came 


down from in front of her, catching her back, and stung her ass-


cheeks with ALL of the fall tips, really making her let out a loud, 


but muffled scream. She realized that I had the chair in a spot 


where I could EASILY strike her from ANYWHERE within a cicle a-


round her! As her whimpers got to be more and more, I continued my


circling assault on her, ranging from her shoulders, down across 


her back, ass, then the inner, outer, and backs of her legs, right 


down to her ankles. All in all, 40 very precise and firmly deliver-


ed strikes made strong contact from all different angles, covered 


quite a range of her, left her a sobbing, a satiated wreck, and ex-


actly what she wanted to experience from me. She flinched again, 


feeling me resting the flogger over her ass, then using her back 


as a makeshift serving table for my coffee, danish, and fruit.


   I allowed her a rest period of a few needed minutes, while sort-


ing out all the rest of the various lengths of rope, arranging the 


rest of the contents of the dufflebag nearby. Then I selected 3 


very long lengths of rope for my next addition on her. Coral al-


ways loved the idea of having her tits in REALLY SEVERE bondage. 


She easily remembered the many pictures that she'd seen of women's 


tits tied like that, and getting instantly wet from seeing them, 


while dreaming of hers being that way. It was time to tie them 


tight again, and I was smiling! I took the shortest of the longest lengths, then doubled it with a loop and a knot on the doubled end. 


The loop went over her head, finally hanging down from her neck. I 


slid the rope inbetween her and the top of the chair, then tighten-


ed the knot, knowing it wouldn't slid up and choke her. The knot 


secured 2 long leads, one for either tit. I knelt down, took a sip 


of my coffee and a bite of fruit, then grabbed a rope, guided it 


with my fingers down between her tits, directly against the base 


and underneath, then going towards me. I manhandled her tit, guid-


ing it as the rope got nestled tightly against the base and squeez-


ing her tit harshly, even more than before. 


   Coral whined some as she knew that I was really straining the 


ropes extremely tight around her tit and the other would be exact-


ly the same. The closer I got toward the large bulb of tightened 


skinned flesh forming as the rope stem continued, the more she 


whined, then squealed. I chose to up the level of stringency on 


her, just as she had requested of me. Satisfied with my work on 


one, and her panting like hell from the constriction, I continued 


on with the other until it matched the first. By then, Coral 


thought the insides were going to pop out of her own nips, already 


SUPER erect and swollen. It was then that I added the dreaded and


merciless nippleclamps that locked on tight because of the power-


ful spring. Her knees weakened from the surges of pain coming from 


her clamped nips, when I clamped them at the sametime. I was fol-


lowing her request for some super heavy tit and nipple torture and 


she was getting it, or, atleast the start of it. 


   While she was panting hard and whining like hell, she flinched 


up a tad when she felt the cool dab of lube touch, then enter her asshole once again. She knew we would be checking out soon and she 


was to be set up well, far before our departure from our room of 


erotic love and intensely sexual bliss. skipping the rope, I chose 


the 1" wide, hard leather waist and crotch belt set, then buckled 


the waistbelt around her temporarily, to be adjusted later. To add 


to her already "testing" tit and nip dilema and to her jelled ass-


hole, I yook a moment and set up some hooked fishingweights for 


both nips, and a nice long, thick, rippled dildo to have some ra-


ther pushy, sadistic fun with her. With the pleasant sounds of 


grunts, groans, and the VERY occasional whine, the dildo finally 


made it through the semi tightened asshole of hers, and slowly up 


her daink, dark canal until it was fully into her as far as it 


would go, then held there with one hand. The fingers of my other 


hand picked up the first weight, and I hooked it to the chain and directly under one clamped nip. Then another. Then another. Then another, still, until I had her about squealing again! Then I 


switched hands, and did the other end of the chain the same way 


with the rest of the weights, until she was whining, groaning, and panting like all get out. Smiling again, I was ready to fuck her!


   Instead of thrusting my huge, erct hardon into her already soak-


ed cunt, I opted for another dildo of matching length and thick-


ness. That got Coral to really whine and try proteting all while 


whining from her HEAVILY weighted and clamped nips really distract-


ing her. Just after penetrating her cunt, the dildo was slowly en-


tered further in as the other was slowly retrieved, until one was 


in completely and the other was almost out. There wasn't any firm 


and thrusting pumping action at all. Just a seadily slow movement 


by each for the next 5 minutes, really driving Coral up the tall-


est emotional wall to try to climb and climax from that she'd ever


came across. If she wanted to reach her peak, she had to channel 


out the severest of weighted nipple clamping that she'd ever endur-


ed, then ride the opposite strokes differently to gain it complete-


ly. I had her hard and she knew it, pumping her in opposite for 


the following 15 minutes, breaking once for a sip of coffee, then 


continuing 'til I stopped. Needless to say, she tried a few times, 


but couldn't muster the mind control to do so.  


   Panting hard from the intensely painful plus sexually testing 


impact fighting each other, she caved in, and started crying. What


she wanted and where she wanted to be pushed to, then over, could-


n't happen. She wanted to acheive a "mind over matter" syndrome, 


then enjoy the pumping into sexual orgasm, but failed herself mis-


erably. I saw and knew what she was trying to do, quickly remember-


ing the test that she described to me and truly thought she could 


do. She had suggested what she wanted to happen, right to the "T". 


Then when it happened, she lost it, realizing that it was far too-


much than she could handle. I even cut down the amount of weight 


by half, too.





 


   


















































