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Oh, God...

He’s going to edge me...

On our vast marriage bed, blindfolded and restrained, quivering, I wait.

Lying on my back – sort-of - my hands are cuffed over my head to the bars of the headboard. Legs folded back so I’m doubled back on myself, my ankles too are cuffed to the bars, spread wide, exposing everything I have to my Master. A pillow pushed under my ass supports my back. The rest of me vibrates with tension.

My heart bangs and with the movement, small somethings bounce against my breasts, I’m guessing jewels to match the earrings and necklace my Master gifted me. But clipped to my nipples by biting teeth, with every heartbeat, the dancing gems bob and tug, sending pinpoint pain skittering to my open and welling pussy.

And there’s more to this ‘gift’?

Fingers touch my face and the blindfold flips back. Blinking a little against the light, I see my Master looking down at me. Soft-eyed, he murmurs, “My beautiful Elizabeth.”  Then his smile turns wicked. “Time for the next part of your gift, my Love. I thought you would like to admire it before I fit it to you.”

He holds up a hand, displaying...

Oh, God...

The silvery surface reflects my face, weirdly curved over the tapered head and the wasp-waisted stem. Flipping it over, he displays the flattened base, set with a single sparkling glass gem, its facets slicing light into green shards.

Then the obvious question occurs to me. “Master, is that glass?”

He grimaces. “Glass? You think I would give you glass for a matching set? A wife as beautiful as mine should have jewels to highlight that beauty to best effect, no matter on which part of her body they are worn.” Tilting the plug one way and the other, catching the light, “It’s an emerald.”

He flips the blindfold down again. “Now, Elizabeth. You know where this is going. Relax.”

Relax?

Arms stretched to full extent, my thighs and calves thrumming with strain, and he wants me to relax?

A liquid chill trickles over my rear entrance. Then, another touch, this time something warmer. “I’m going to open you up first, Elizabeth, then you’re going to wear your jewel for me.”

The touch increases, a push, twisting, probing inward. Involuntarily, I draw in breath after shuddering breath of air as the finger penetrates, then briefly thrusts.

A voice from the darkness. “No, my Love, that's not the way at all. You’re clenching.”

“Sorry, Master.”

“Don’t be sorry. Just loosen up. As I said, relax.”

“It’s... not easy. My whole body...”

“I don’t expect your whole body to relax. Just a single muscle.”

Swallowing, I inhale more deliberately. A deep lungful...

And another...

... and I let myself go loose.

“That’s better.” The finger bores in once more, circling as it does so, spiralling outward, stretching my flesh, opening me.

The finger withdraws.

Again, the liquid splash...

Fingers rubbing over my skin, one briefly penetrating...

The kiss of metal, smooth and hard. The touch is glacial. Running on automatic, the ring of muscle clutches, trying to tighten again, but I resist the impulse.

Still, as the tip penetrates, distending me wider, ever wider, my lungs draw in air... My heartrate increases...

Until, almost with a slick glide, the head slips inside and I close again over the neck.

“Elizabeth?”

“I’m good, Master.”

“You’re a little hoarse. Would you like some wine?”

“Yes. Please.”

My head pillowed, my body restrained, I expect him to cup my skull, angle me to drink from a glass. Instead, something touches to my lips. “Suck.”

Never have I read the book of etiquette on how to drink wine through a straw, but smooth and mellow, it does the trick, easing my dry throat, settling warm in my stomach.

“Drink some more. Let the alcohol work. I want you calm.” Humour ripples through the words. “You’re going to need it.”

Oh, God...

I don’t try to answer, simply sucking hard, gulping down the wine until... “That’s enough. I want you chilled out, not unconscious.” ... and the straw leaves my lips.

My throat is no longer dry, and my pussy flows freely.

A movement of the mattress under me, a weight settling beside me. The warmth of a hand on my butt. The plug moves, pushing at me, pressing in. Once, twice, thrice...

“Sometime during the week, I’m going to fill you there myself, but for now, this will achieve what's necessary.” A pause, then, “Ah, I'm forgetting something, aren't I.”

A Click...

A hum...

No... A Buzzzzz...

A vibe?

He’s going to use the full toolkit on me all in one go?

The buzz grazes my inner thigh, tracing a line toward my sex, vibrating through skin and muscle as it goes. The line glides through the crease of my thigh taking the vibration with it, to hum through hip-joint and pelvis, refracting through to my core. Moaning, I flex against my restraints as inside, I ripple and pulse.

“Good girl. That’s what I want to hear...”

The buzz continues its journey, slipping over swollen flesh, until, poised over my entrance, it presses and holds, lodged at the entrance to my splayed pussy.

“The egg’s going inside you shortly, but first, I’m going to remove it for a moment while I give you the final part of your gift...” He chuckles... “Or to be exact, the two final parts.”

Wtf?

The buzz vanishes, replaced by something brushing against my left leg, the outer thigh...

A belt?

A strap...?

... wrapping around, fingers shifting and adjusting the position. 

Whatever it is, it’s warm against my skin. Fabric maybe. Or leather perhaps.

Fingers manoeuvre over my inner thigh, adjusting and positioning before, with shocking suddenness, gripping my left pussy lip, clamping something into place, pinching at the flesh...

Reflexively, I holler at the sting... “Aahhh...”

Another adjustment at the strap on my thigh and the lip tugs sidelong, draws tight...

“Aaaahhhh!!!”

“Gorgeous... Now the other to match.”

Busy fingers work around my other thigh before repeating the performance on my right lip, stretching it too off to the side to leave my pussy, already open, now gaping.

“And, as promised...” The slightest of pressures, and the vibrating egg slips inside my splayed entrance to commit havoc in my already quaking core.

I’d fling my head back if I could, but already hard against the pillow, all I can do is press back, my mouth flinging wide, keening my pain-ecstasy-torment-euphoria.

“That's the kind of effect I was aiming for. Now, let's up the ante a little...”

Up?

Something Clicks. And then again. The vibing inside me ratchets up a notch, then another...

I bawl out...

Then another...

How many fucking settings has this thing got?

... then squeal...

Fingers work around and over my displayed vulva, stroking, caressing, every touch a lightning bolt, striking to earth.

“Elizabeth, you have no idea how beautiful you look like that. Just no idea.” 

A thumb flicks at my clit, once, twice. Electricity sears through my scalding cunt, dragging twin howls from my throat and convulsions from my belly. Sweat trickles from my forehead, some I think, soaking into the blindfold, more into the pillow.

The hand withdraws and cool air washes over swollen, heated flesh, slick with juices.

“Now to get that egg doing something more interesting...”

More?

The slightest of clicks and inside me, the vibration shifts rhythm to a shudder, then a quiver, then back to the vibe. The power rolls up, then down, then returns to the shudder.

“I’ve set it to a random cycle. That should keep you guessing.”

“Oh, God. Master...”

A palm cups my cheek. “Your words are not needed, Elizabeth. Only your response...”

My response is all out of control, my body twitching and jerking against sensory overload.

“... You're mine, Mrs Haswell. And I intend to enjoy you to the full...”

Fingers tug at the strap around my left thigh, as though twanging a garter. The already stretched pussy lip extends further under the biting teeth and I suck in air.

The fingers release, the strap rebounding with an elastic Snap! Pain zigzags through the lip and I’m still yodelling a protest when a matching Snap! rattles through the other lip. But inside, something flips and convulses, gushing hot juices.

“That will do nicely.”

Hot flesh meets mine, my Master's mouth locking onto my gaping entrance. Inside I pulse, a wave rising, that ripples, rises, begins to surge and...

He breaks away.

Inside me, the vibe dies.

Quivering and gasping, the wail shudders from my throat.

“Oh, no, my Love. I've not nearly finished with you yet.”

Inwardly I groan.

Outwardly too...

“Master, I need to come. Please let me...”

“All in good time, Elizabeth. Be patient. You know you'll reap the benefit in due course.”

“Master...”

The buzzing thing inside me starts up again, drumming an arpeggio against my already twitching inner walls, boomeranging to the plug at my rear, setting it vibrating in unison. The egg shudders, fades, then surges again, drawing a gasp from me, then dies. Surges again and fades. With each cycle I find myself arching and straining, something incoherent gurgling in my throat. 

It's more than mortal flesh can stand.

Is it possible to die of pleasure overload?

Straining and heaving uselessly against my restraints, my bawls turn to wails, then to howls. Then as a hot, wet, mouth plants over my entrance once more, into screams. I think he's tongue-fucking me. It's hard to tell as one sensation after another merges into a single great wash of sensation.

Sheer sensory overload wipes out everything else. Pleasure. Pain. It's all the same.

Moving into meltdown, I shriek. 

The mouth lifts from my pussy...

“That's good Elizabeth. That's very good.”

... then glides the length of my vulva, sucking, licking and plucking as it goes. The tongue probes at the root over my clit, winding circles around the small shaft. But in the same moment, one hand pinches at the teeth on a nipple, the other at the claw gripping a pussy lip. Agony caresses my cunt. Pleasure stabs into my core.

Inside, I’m throbbing. The throb intensifies, blooming like some fire-flower, spreading scalding petals over belly and loin and thigh. Taut in my restraints and in the grip of the escalating pleasure, I quake
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