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By Blard Hans




The image of Alyson’s naked body flooded my imagination again.  I was still fantasizing about her and Diana dominating.  Being strapped to a bench naked and forced to orgasm multiple times before they would let me go was totally hot.

Alyson and I exchanged a text messages over the next few days.  We were both busy with work but agreed to see each other on Friday night at 7:00. 

I arrived at her house exactly as instructed.  After last time, I decided that a timely arrival was in my best interest.  I knocked and waited.

Alyson came to the door wearing a low cut black dress.  The gold chain around her neck caused me a little concern since she had locked up my junk and kept the key on her chain, but it went well with her earrings so I couldn’t tell if it was just a fashion choice.

She greeted me with a nice hug and invited me inside.  “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” she said with a shy grin.

“That dress is stunning on you,” I said.

She beamed at me then led me by the hand to the back room.  I was relieved to find that the bench was gone.  My crotch still ached thinking about it.

“Strip,” she commanded.

I removed my clothing and set everything on the ground next to the chair.  Once I was completely naked, she locked my wrists into the leather cuffs hanging from the ceiling.

“Are you keeping me in tonight?” I asked.

Alyson grinned at me and said, “No.  We have a party to go to tonight.  I was thinking about the rules that I want you to follow.  When I first have you come over, I will chain you up naked for a while.  That way I can beat you, fuck you or simply get you ready for whatever I have planned.  Your job is just to do whatever I say.”

“Your friend wanted me to call her Mistress.  Do you want me to refer to you in any special way?”

“When we are out in public, you will call me Ma’am.  When we are in private, you will refer to me as Mistress.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said.

Alyson reached over and began to fondle my balls.  “Nicely done.”

I was started to get hard when she stopped.

She looked up at me with a twinkle in her eyes then turned and walked a few steps over to the chair facing me.  The way her ass moved as she walked had my complete attention.

I thought she was going to sit down and talk with me, instead she bent down and lifted up a long metal pole with two leather cuffs attached to the ends.  She brought it over to me and placed it on the ground in front of my feet.

“Spread ‘em,” she said.

I moved my feet farther apart.

Alyson buckled the leather cuffs on my ankles.  With the bar in place I was forced to stand with my legs about three feet apart.  I could lift my feet up but not close my legs.

When she was satisfied, she fondled my balls again then went back to the chair and grabbed a large black leather flogger.

“Before we go, I’m going to beat you.”

I didn’t know what to think.  I was physically helpless at this point.  “Can’t we talk about this?”

A stern look crossed her face and she said, “No, but if you keep talking I will gag you too.”

I decided to be quiet.

Alyson began to drag the strands of the flogger lightly against my chest and shoulders.  It felt really good so I was hopeful.

She repeated this on my back.  The leather felt cool to my skin and was very soft.

“Have you ever been beaten before?”

“No Ma’am,” I said.

“When we are alone you will refer to me as Mistress.”

“Yes Mistress.”

I heard her footsteps as she moved further behind me.  The first time the flogger hit me, it was soft and easy.  I couldn’t see her but I could hear the sound of the flogger moving the air just before she hit me with it.

The first ten or so times she struck me, it was light and didn’t hurt.  Still it felt strange to have someone hit me and there was nothing I could do about it.  I was starting to think this wouldn’t be too bad when she hit me again.

I think it was more the surprise rather than the force she hit me with that caused me to exhale sharply.  I heard the air move again and braced myself for the impact.

I could feel the leather falls hit me on my upper back just to the right of my spine.  The pain was intense and my whole body clenched.  I stopped noticing the room around me and my whole focus was on the sensation of the flogger hitting me.

I remembered a karate instructor of mine once telling me that you can only have the wind knocked out of you if you are inhaling when you get it.  I inhaled quickly and then slowly let the air out, hoping that I timed the impact correctly.  When she landed another blow I was more prepared for it.  It still hurt but not as bad as the first time.

Alyson kept hitting me for what I guessed was about ten minutes then she stopped.  She was still behind me so I couldn’t see her face but I felt her breath on my shoulder and she began to run her hand up and down my back.  “How are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m ok,” I said.

She ran her hand down my back again but this time she continued down to my ass and began to fondle my cheeks.  I was surprised that it started to feel really good.

“Have you ever had anyone fuck your ass?”

I was both shocked and a little scared as I said, “No Mistress.”

“I’m going to take you from behind sometime but you won’t know when and there won’t be anything you can do about it.”

I don’t know why this turned me on but it did.  I’ve never wanted to get fucked in the ass but something about having her tell me what she was going to do when I was helpless was really resonating with me.

The sound of the leather hitting my back was more startling that the impact itself.  I let out a moan and tried to regain control of my breathing.

The next hit was so hard that I mentally checked out for a moment.  The sensation wasn’t really painful as I expected, rather it was like a very intense deep tissue massage.

Alyson cranked up the force she was hitting me with and I became uncommunicative.  The whole of my concentration was focused on breathing.  I knew I was starting to sweat but that was the least of my concerns.

I’m not sure how long she was beating me but when she stopped I was covered in sweat.  Alyson walked in front of me and she was perspiring too.  Her rosy cheeks and glistening face looked amazing.

She reached down and began to fondle my junk.  As soon as I was hard, she began to stroke me.

I was watching my own reaction, surprised that I offered no resistance to her.  I think I would have done anything she told me to do at this point.

My dick was becoming coated in pre-cum and it made the sensation even better.

“No cumming without permission,” she said.

“I don’t know if I have any control over it right now,” I said softly.

“I know and it turns me on.”  She glanced down at my member then raised her right hand like she was asking a question in class.  I was about to ask her what she was doing when she brought her hand down hard and smacked my cock.  It rocked back and forth like a metronome.  I cried out more from the shock than from actual pain.

When my dick stopped swinging, Alyson gently began to stroke me again.  “Whether you get pain or pleasure is my decision, not yours.”

“Yes Mistress,” I said.

“I’m not going to get you off right now but if you’re a good boy then I might later.”  She turned and walked over to the chair across from me.

I could see the chastity device sitting there and thought “Oh no.”

It took a few minutes before I was calmed down enough for her to attach it to me.  Once it was in place, she strung the key through her necklace.  She made a show of caressing the chain so that the key sparkled in the light.  She released me from the hanging cuffs and told me to get dressed.

I could hear her rummaging around in the kitchen as I put my clothing on.  When I was done, I went out to join her.

Alyson was holding a paper grocery sack.  She handed it to me and told me to look inside.

I opened the sack, surprised to find a large cantaloupe and what looked like a plastic coring tool.  At this point I knew better than to ask her why we were bringing a melon to a party so I stayed quiet.

“Go get your shackles and gag from the back room.  You can put them in the same sack as the melon.”

As we were driving away, Alyson put her hand on my upper thigh and started to massage my leg.  “I think I’m going to get you a remote controlled cock ring; you know the kind that vibrates.  I like the idea of torturing you while I drive.  Would you like that?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good answer.”

We arrived at Mark’s Leather and More a few minutes later.  There was a parking space open right in front.  “Cool.  Porn Star parking,” Alyson said.

We walked into the store.  People of all descriptions were milling about.  Most were wearing some type of fetish clothing, or nothing at all.  Music and the general din of conversation made it difficult to hear.  A couple people yelled ‘hello’ to Alyson as we walked in. 

“They’ll turn down the music once the party gets started,” Alyson said.  “In the mean time, there is a changing room behind the curtain over there.  Take your clothing off and put it in the sack.  No one will bother your stuff here.  When you’re done, bring the shackles, melon and coring spoon back to me.”

I started off towards the curtain.  Several naked people stood around in conversation and I had to serpentine around them. 

A short girl with wonderful tits glanced up at me and smiled as I made my way past her.  “Hi, I’m Gretchen.”

I shook her hand, very aware of just how naked she was.  “I’m Mike.  It’s nice to meet you.”

“Likewise.  Looks like you’re off to the changing room.  Maybe I’ll see you around later.”

I glanced down at her perfect body and said, “I hope so too.”

The changing room was actually a closet with a makeshift curtain where the door used to be.  It was cramped but big enough for what I needed.

Once naked and my clothing put away, I did my best to walk out confidently.  Inside I cringed at having to walk around naked with a plastic lock on my dick.

As I made my way back to Alyson, I noticed that very few of the men were naked.  Lots of women were but few guys.

Alyson was talking with Chris as I came up.  He looked me up and down as I approached. 

“That’s better,” he said.  I didn’t know whether to be creeped out or flattered.

“Hi Chris,” I said and shook his hand.

“Is it alright if I touch you?” he asked.

Knowing what he was really asking, I said, “No thank you.”

“Maybe another time,” Chris said sounding a little disappointed.

“He’s straight,” Alyson said.

“Pity.  Say how are the shackles working out?”

“Chris, you did an amazing job – like always,” Alyson said.  She took the paper bag from me and removed the metal shackles.  “In fact, I’m going to dress him now.  Want to help?”

My heart skipped a beat.  I know that I had granted Alyson permission to control my sexuality but I wasn’t into guys and I wasn’t too thrilled about having Chris put his hands on me when I was naked.

Alyson held my collar out for me.  I leaned forward and kissed it.  She locked it around my neck then handed the two wrist cuffs to Chris. 

“You do the arms and I’ll do the legs,” she said.

“Right arm out,” Chris said.  His commanding tone surprised me but I did as he asked.

Chris expertly attached the cuff to my wrist.  I was a little concerned that he would take advantage of the situation but he was completely professional.  Alyson’s words about ‘everything we do being based on consent’ came back to me and I suddenly felt silly being concerned about the situation.

They finished chaining me up in no time flat.  My arms were now behind my back.  I could move them just past my waist but only if I twisted.

Chris looked me up and down the way an artist might study a model before painting them.  “Have you ever tried mitts on him?”

Alyson glanced at him then said, “No.  He might like that though.”

Chris headed off towards the counter.

“People here may ask you if they can do all sorts of things to you.  Just tell them that you belong to me.  Don’t worry, I may push your boundaries but I won’t do anything that I know you will find truly disturbing.”

“Thank you,” I mouthed.

Chris came back with two long thin leather sacks.  “These are designed to go under the cuffs but they will prevent him from using his hands.”

Alyson took one of the mitts and looked it over.

“May I put them on him?” Chris asked.

“Yes.  Go ahead,” she said without so much as looking at me.

Chris removed one cuff at a time and fit my hands into the leather mitt.  It was just large enough so that if I made a fist (as instructed) I could just barely fit.  Each cuff was then locked back in place.

I wouldn’t have guessed it but not being able to use my hands made me feel even more helpless than being chained naked in front of strangers.  I found I was getting into the sensation.

“I think he likes it,” Chris said.  He glanced down at his watch and said, “I’ll need to get the party started in a couple of minutes.”  He left to go and turn off the music.

“He usually goes over etiquette at the beginning of the party for any new people,” Alyson said.

Once the music was off, everyone moved into a semi-circle around Chris.

“For all the new people ‘Welcome’ for all the returning people ‘Welcome Back.’  I’ll be going over a few rules before we get started.  First, everything we do is based on consent.  That means that you may not touch anyone without asking permission.  If they say no then they mean no.  Anyone who violates this rule will be asked to leave.  The house safe word is ‘Red.’  Myself and Frank over there will be the dungeon masters for tonight.  If you need help with a scene (Chris glanced at me) or have any questions look for Frank or I.  Second, if you are planning any blood play or anything messy, you must get our permission first.  Otherwise, go have fun.”

I saw Gretchen standing across from me.  She winked at me but had a somewhat surprised look on her face.

“Have you noticed how many girls are smiling at you?” Alyson asked.

“Yes.  I was feeling a little self conscious about it.  Do you think it’s the cage?”

“No silly.  They want to fuck you.”

I had no response to that.  I have never thought of myself as a particularly handsome man so I was a little surprised at the attention I was getting.  “Then I’m glad I’m yours,” I said.

Alyson looked up at me and said, “Talk like that will get you everything.”  She squeezed my arm.  “You are in for a wild night.”

Maybe I should have been more concerned about what she said but the excitement of this place was getting me curious.

People began to pair off and head towards various pieces of equipment.  I recognized the bench Alyson and Diana had chained me to the other day sitting in a corner.  A lovely redheaded girl was being tied to it.  Others were being tied to racks, waiting to get flogged.

“This is a sex positive party, which makes it unusual.  Most parties don’t allow open sex play.  Chris is more open to it so you may see people fucking.  Is that ok with you?”

“I’m ok,” I said.

She grinned. “You have to ask permission first or know Chris so most people will just beat their slaves or torture them with vibrators.”

I relaxed a little.  Truth was that I found the idea of sex in public kinda exciting.

“I have to get some things ready.  Let me find someone to watch you while I’m gone.  Wait here.”  She wandered off and began to talk with a few people.

Chris came over and stood next to me.  “Do you have any idea what Alyson has in store for you tonight?”

“She didn’t say.”

“I’m not surprised.  If she decides to beat you, how would you feel if I helped her?”

“I’m Alyson’s so you’ll have to ask her.”

Chris nodded.  “Quite right.  Alyson and I have a little history.  I’m glad she found someone.”

I remembered what Alyson said about her last boyfriend and I suddenly wondered if it was Chris but I decided not to ask.

Alyson came back with Gretchen in tow.  “Mike this is Gretchen.  She’s agreed to watch you while I get things ready.”  She produced a leather leash from nowhere and clipped it to the front of my collar then handed the free end to Gretchen.  “You’re to do as she says until I get back.”

“I didn’t realize you were Alyson’s when you first came in.  I thought you were a top but I have to say that you look hot like this.”  She ran her fingers down my arm.  “Have you ever been double teamed?”

“That sounds like fun but you’ll have to ask Alyson first.”

“I will.”  She glanced down at the plastic cage on my penis and added, “Maybe she’ll let you out to play if you’re lucky.”

I felt my heart rate increase.

“Oh there is a friend of mine.  Come with me.  I want to say hello.”

She started walking away.  When the leash became taut I was forced to follow her.  We stopped in front of a small group of people.  They parted as she joined them then made space for me.

“Did you get a new slave?” asked a blonde girl holding onto a metal paddle.

“No, I’m just looking after him until Alyson comes back.”

“Pity,” said the blonde girl.  She twirled the paddle in her hand and said, “I have a new paddle that I want to break in.”

Alyson came back and took the leash from Gretchen.  “Thank you for watching him,” she said.

“My pleasure Ma’am.  Do you need any help with him tonight?”

Alyson thought about this for a second then said, “Actually I could use some help.  I talked with Chris and we’ll be using the back room for our scene.”

Gretchen cocked her head slightly then a big grin spread across her face.  “Nice.”

A woman started shrieking and I turned to see what was going on.  The screamer was tied naked to a cross.  A large man wearing black combat boots, a kilt and a leather vest with the word “Daddy” sewed on it in fancy red lettering was flogging her.  Each time he hit her, she screamed out.

Alyson shook her head.  “You can always tell the new people. They are usually attention whores.”

The man seemed to be hitting her rather softly so I wondered how much it really hurt.

A tug on my collar brought my attention back to Alyson who was starting to walk towards the back room.  In the back room was a low table with a soft leather top.  Several metal loops were bolted to the sides of the table.

“All the scenes here are public.  That means that people may come in and watch what we’re doing.  Interrupting a scene is a big no no so they won’t bother us.  We’re in public so you will refer to me as Ma’am if you need anything.”

“Yes Ma’am.”

With Gretchen’s help, Alyson unlocked the chains but left the metal shackles and collar on me.  They helped me onto the table and made me lay on my back then chained my arms and legs to the metal loops.

“Go and get some wrap,” Alyson said.

Gretchen and Chris returned a minute later with a huge roll of industrial plastic film.  They began to wrap it over me and under the table.  When they were done my body was completely encased. 

Alyson placed a soft cloth over my eyes then began to wrap my head.  I couldn’t see anything and started to become concerned when she pulled the film over my mouth.  She poked a hole in the film so that I could breath and I started to calm down again.

I tried to move but I was completely immobilized.

“Can you hear me ok?” Alyson asked.

It was muffled but I could hear her.  “Yes Ma’am.”

“Good.  I have to go and get something so I’m going to have Gretchen play with you a little while I’m gone.”

I felt my heart racing again and I wondered what she meant.  I could feel someone pulling on the film by my nipples then cool air began to caress my chest.  More tugging, this time around my groin.  I was both excited and relieved that the cage was still locked on my junk.

I could feel someone foundling my balls.  There was more pulling and I realized that the cage was being unlocked.  Soon I could feel cool air on my cock.

I assumed it was Gretchen who began to stroke me.  She really started to stroke me hard and I was getting into the sensation.  It was really weird to have no idea who was doing this to me.  Then she stopped.

Something hard and ice cold pressed against my dick.  From what I could tell it was round.  Someone, I was hoping it was Alyson, began to alternate between stroking me and pressing the cold thing against my skin.

A hand lifted up my penis and then I felt something soft and warm press down along my shaft.  I felt like I was inside on someone but I couldn’t feel anyone on top of me.

Whatever it was being pressed down hard on me then lifted up as though I was being stroked by someone but it didn’t feel like a hand or a mouth.  Soon I stopped caring and began to thrust into it.

Fingers began to play with my nipples then I felt a squeezing on each, which I assumed were nipple clamps being put on me.  They started vibrating a moment later.

Between the thing on my dick and the vibrating nipple clamps, I was starting to lose track of everything and finally surrendered to the sensation.

I knew I was going to cum a second before it happened.  My body tensed up and I blasted out a hot load of cum.  The orgasm was so intense that it took me several seconds afterwards before I could even begin to calm down. 

They left me wrapped up for a long time.  I passed out at some point but came to when Alyson started removing the film from my face.

“You were wonderful,” she said and leaned down and kissed me hard.

There were black clips attached to my nipples but the vibrating was stopped.

“This will hurt when I take them off,” Alyson said.

She was right. 

Alyson and Gretchen cut the film off the rest of me and then unchained me.  They helped me sit up which was fortunate because I was a little unsteady.

“Any idea what happened?” Gretchen asked.  Her cheeks were much rosier than they had been earlier.

“None.”

Gretchen giggled.  “It was amazing!  Alyson is such a lucky girl.”

I turned towards Alyson, who was blushing.  “I made you cum with a cantaloupe!”

“What?”

She picked up the cantaloupe and showed it to me.  She had cut a small opening in it and was sticking her finger inside.

“What did you do?”

“I cut out an area for your junk then heated it up in a microwave.  Once you were hard I made you fuck it,” Alyson said between fits of giggles.

It seemed like my mouth hung open for a full minute.  The ridiculousness of the situation hit me and I started to laugh.

Alyson and Gretchen took me to one of the couches and sat with me.  Alyson had wrapped a lightweight blanket around me, so I was cocooned with two beautiful women holding me.
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