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                              DON’T MOVE





  David and I have always enjoyed sexual experimentation. We are liberated in our ideas, but also very much in love. We enjoy sensuality as much as excitement and like to feed our mutual desires with a good helping of both.




  “Tie me up,” I whispered hotly to him one night post orgasm,” I want to be your slave.”




  It was two day’s before I was granted my wish. 




  The blindfold felt soft against my skin. Its competence in blocking out every trace of light was impressive. The room was silent. I knew that he was watching me from the bedroom chair, feeding on my vulnerability. I lay naked on the bed, tied to all four bedposts by silken scarves. They held me in place with a mixture of sensual silk and strong knots. David had undressed me and laid me down with great care. My blonde hair had been spread out across the soft white bed cover in an almost sacrificial manner. I had watched him prepare the bedroom with softly dimmed lights and scented, flickering candles before my blindfold was placed gently but firmly over my enquiring blue eyes.




  I was shivering with anticipation. Too excited to relax as I lay there totally exposed with my legs spread wide apart, my pubic hair previously shaved to reveal every inch of my body in the dancing candlelight. I could sense him watching, waiting for the right time to strike. I could hear his steady breathing in the stillness of the room. I quivered with anticipation.




  After a few minutes I detected movement and my heartbeat quickened. I held my breath in a vain attempt to hear him, where was he?




  I felt something on my left nipple, a gentle breath I think, then another on my right nipple. I shuddered as l felt them stiffen. Something soft began stroking my leg, so slight it was hardly there.




  I felt a freezing cold sensation, again on my left nipple and I gasped. David pressed the ice-cube hard against its ripened point and the sensation was one of pain, I squirmed.




  “Don’t move.” he growled.




  I felt the water run down the side of my breast and wet the bed cover, a pool of the cool water ran between my breasts.




  A sensation on my other nipple caused me to cry out. The hot burning wax dripped onto it relentlessly.




  “Sh.” he whispered deeply into my ear.




  David fingered my wet nipple gathering the water and spreading it around my breast; I groaned at his touch then yelped as another burning droplet of wax burned into my tender skin.




  He stopped and moved away from me. A few seconds later I heard a swish and something made contact with my stomach. I bucked and David barked again.




  “Don’t move!”




  The cat o’ nine tails came down again and he stroked it across me, the individual strands sliding across my breasts, swirling quickly round and round dipping through the middle of my legs like a hundred soft fluttering fingers, I moaned softly as he teased me, allowing the whip to stroke along my clit before he brought it down again with a sharp swish to land on my inner thigh.




  He must have turned it around then, as I could now feel the stiffness of the thin handle beginning to tease and probe the entrance of my now throbbing pussy. I tried to arch my back, wanting him to push it deep inside me. I could feel my juices already making the sheet beneath me damp.
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