
        
            
                
            
        

    
Alyson 4

by Blard Hans

I had a moment of panic when I opened my eyes.  The room was unfamiliar and a naked woman was sleeping next to me.  It all came back to me a moment later as I realized that the soft hand on my chest belonged to Alyson.

I rolled to my right and laid my arm across her chest.  She was soft and warm.  I gently caressed her breasts and nipples.  Her eyes slowly opened and she smiled at me.  A sharp pain in my crotch reminded me that I was still wearing her chastity device.  Morning wood was not helping.

Alyson reached over and stoked my cheek.  “Good morning,” she said.

“Good morning.”

Alyson was starting to come more awake.  She pushed me gently and made me lay on my back then she crawled partially on top of me and began kissing my chest and right nipple.  The pain from my dick increased and I let out a soft grunt.

Alyson stopped and looked at me then reached down and felt the plastic lock on my cock.  “Someone is feeling frisky this morning,” she said.

“I just woke up next to a beautiful woman.”

She smiled at me again.  If I take that lock off of you, do you think you can behave?”

“Probably not,” I said.

She giggled.  “I didn’t think so.”  She slowly reached over and grasped my left arm then pulled it towards the corner of the bed.  She held my arm in place as she crawled over the top of me.  Her tits were in my face but I wasn’t complaining.  The small key on her gold chain laid against my cheek, taunting me.

I heard a series of clicking sounds and felt something cool and hard wrap around my wrist.  I tried to pull my arm down but it was held in place.  I looked over and saw a shiny metal handcuff adorning my wrist.  “You have handcuffs on your bed?”

She crawled off of me, dragging her tits softly across my face, then she pulled my left arm towards the other corner of the bed.

I didn’t try to fight it but allowed her to handcuff my other wrist.

“I’ve had plans for you for some time,” she said as she tightened the cuff.  She went back to sucking on my nipples while running her hands over my naked body.

I grimaced again.

“Don’t you like this?” she asked.

“It’s not that, Mistress.  The chastity device is hurting me.”

Alyson’s face changed to a fake look of sympathy. “Poor you.  Maybe I should take that off of you.”

“Yes please,” I said.

Alyson took the chain off of her neck and set it on my chest.  “Oh I don’t know.  Maybe I’ll just keep you like this for awhile.”

My heart sank.

Instead of unlocking my junk, she slowly got up and walked to the end of the bed.  She grabbed both of my feet and pulled me down towards the end of the bed then she attached two more cuffs to my ankles.

I was completely spread out.  I tried pulling again the cuffs but it hurt so I stopped.

Alyson slowly looked me up and down.

I noticed that her breathing had quickened, so had the pain from my penis pushing against the tiny plastic cage.

“Well you do look like your suffering.  If I unlock you, will you promise to let me do anything I like to you?”

It wasn’t like I had a lot of choice but I said yes anyway.

She drug her upper lip across her lower teeth then slowly climbed back into bed and laid next to me.  She took the chain and slowly traced it down my body towards the lock.

The pain was now almost unbearable as she began to fondle my balls.

“Please Mistress, take the cage off of me.”  This was apparently the wrong thing to say because she stopped fondling me.  Instead of unlocking me, she climbed on top of me and told me to suck on her tits.

I didn’t hesitate.  I felt her breast lightly touching my mouth and I began to kiss her.  I was sucking on her for a minute or two when she turned around so that her head was by my cock and her junk was inches away from my mouth.  I thought she was going to make me satisfy her, instead she unlocked me and tossed the plastic cage on the end of the bed.

I felt her hands on me and she began to stroke me.  I was already hard and relieved to be free of the plastic lock.

Alyson continued to stroke me for a couple of minutes then she scooted backwards until her pussy was pressing against my face.  She stopped and put a pillow under my head then climbed back on top of me.

I felt her mouth on me.  Her head began to move up and down as she started to blow me.  Her body moved back a few inches this time her pussy was pressing against my mouth.

I let her suck on me for a little while before I couldn’t take it anymore and began to run my tongue up and down her lips.  She was already wet as I slowly worked my tongue inside of her.

The pressure was building in my balls and I wondered if she was going to make me cum this way.  Her hips were pushing back against my face in rhythm to her going down on me.  I heard her start to moan then she stopped.

For a moment I wondered if I had done something wrong.

Alyson got off of me then threw her leg over my hip and mounted me.  She reached back and guided my dick inside of her.

I saw her expression change as I entered her.  Her mouth opened slightly and her eyes closed as I penetrated further inside of her.  The way her tits began to sway was mesmerizing.

Alyson rested her hands on my chest as she began to ride up and down on me.  We started to press our hips together in unison as we both started to melt into the sensation.

I’m not sure how long she was riding me before it started to feel intensely pleasurable.  I knew I wouldn’t last much longer but tried to hold out until she came.

I could feel the sperm getting ready to fire out and knew there was nothing I could do to stop it at this point when she suddenly cried out, “Cum!”

My body began to spasm as I shot a hot load of semen into her.  Although it was hard to notice anything other than my own orgasm, I saw her body convulse as she joined me in a mutual climax.

Alyson rolled off of me.  She laid down right beside me with her arm draped across my chest.  We were both covered in sweat and I passed out almost immediately.

I woke up to her unlocking the handcuffs.  We laid together for a long time after that, just holding each other.

Eventually, Alyson asked me if I was hungry and we decided to go out to breakfast.

After washing up, I dressed myself and met her out in the front room.  I was hoping that she wasn’t going to make me wear the chastity device again.

“Do you have to be anywhere the rest of the day?” Alyson asked.

“No, not that I know of.  Heck, I can even stay the night if you wanted.”

“Good.  Let’s get some food and then I have plans for you today.”

We drove to a small dinner and ordered breakfast.

Alyson wore jeans and a T-shirt.  The way her jeans clung to her ass was amazing but I was still  fantasizing about this morning.

“Do you remember my friend Diana?”

How could I forget.  “Yes Ma’am.”

“I texted her while you were in the shower and her playroom is available this afternoon.  Interested?”

I nodded enthusiastically.  “What did you have in mind?” I asked over coffee.

“That’s not for you to know.”

“Yes Ma’am,” I said softly.

We continued to talk over breakfast then decided to head out.  Alyson drove us down town and we parked in front of a small unmarked building.

“We’re lucky.  She usually has clients booked weeks in advance but she had an opening today,” Alyson said as walked inside.

There was a waiting room with several chairs and what looked like a receptionist desk, although no one was there.  It reminded me of a doctors office.

“Did I tell you she was a professional dominatrix?” Alyson asked.

“Yes Mistress.”

“Have you ever been to one before?”

“No.  This is the first kinky relationship I’ve ever been in,” I said rather lamely.

Alyson squeezed my hand and we made our way through the back door.  “Scared?”

“Not if you’re here,” I said.

She smiled at me and continued to lead me into the other room.  It was painted black and several leather covered pieced of furniture were spread out.  I recognized the large X shaped rack from our night at Mark’s Leather and More.  A woman had been tied to it while getting whipped.  I felt my heart start to race.

Diana was in the corner wiping down one of the benches when she heard us walk it.

“Hi Alyson,” Diana said.  She walked over and hugged Alyson.  She turned towards me and said, “Hi Mike.  How are you enjoying your journey so far?” she asked after giving me a big hug.

The latex dress she was wearing did nothing to hide her figure.  Her tan skin and red hair were lovely.  “This has been the most intense few weeks of my life.”

She giggled.  “That’s what I like to hear.”

The way she moved, the way she spoke, all put me at ease instantly.

“Let’s sit down and talk,” she said pointing to several comfortable chairs arranged around a small coffee table.  There was a tea pot and several cups on a silver tray.

Once we were seated and the tea poured, Diana continued on.  “I understand from Alyson that you’ve been enjoying bottoming and even had a chance to co-top with her once.  What did you think of topping the other woman?”

“I enjoyed it.  Even though I was restrained, I liked the feeling of control over the other woman’s body.”

Diana nodded approvingly.  “I often see people starting out who just want to bottom.  After they gain more experience then they try topping.  Most will continue to at least service top from then on.”

“What is a service top?” I asked.

“Oh, it’s when you’re topping someone but it’s the fact that you’re pleasing someone else rather than the control itself that gets you off.”

“Is that what you do?”

“Most of the time.  As a professional dominatrix, I don’t have sex with my clients.  I do lots of stuff but not that.  In my private life, I like to fuck the shit out of my slaves.”

The elegant way she sat and spoke made the swearing even more shocking.  I suspected that she was playing with me and was trying to surprise me.  It worked but I tried not to let on.

She turned towards Alyson and asked, “So have you two done it yet?”

I thought I saw a slight blush on Alyson’s face before she answered. 

“Yes,” Alyson said.  “I wanted to share him with another woman before I took him, like you suggested.”

Diana nodded.  “You’ve come a long way.”

Alyson looked pleased with her comment.  “I had a good teacher.”

Diana took a long sip of tea then said, “So what are your plans for him this afternoon?”

Alyson sat up and said, “I want to take him to a fancy dinner tonight but I would like him to be completely obedient when we go.  Can you help?”

Diana smiled.  “Of course.  Can you leave him here for a few hours?”

“Yes.  I have him all the way til tomorrow morning if needed.  You can take all the time you need.”

“Well, let’s try him out and see how it goes. If he has surrendered by 4:00 then you can pick him up otherwise I’ll want to keep him until tomorrow.”

“Not a problem.  If I need to reschedule our reservations then I’m ok with that. Just give me a call by 4:00 if he’s ready.  Don’t bother to call if not.”

I sat watching these two women talk about me like I wasn’t there and I have to admit, it kinda turned me on.

The three of us made small talk until the tea was gone.  It was mental whiplash to vacillate between being treated like normal one moment, then treated as though I wasn’t there only to come back to normal again.

When Alyson stood up, I stood up with her.  She gave me a tight booby hug and whispered to me, “You’re to do anything she asks.  Understood?”

“I’d rather you were here,” I said softly.

Alyson squeezed me again.   “You need to experience this without me here.  Hopefully I can pick you up at 4:00.”

We kissed each other then parted.

“Awww, you two look so cute together,” Diana said.  She faced Alyson and asked, “Anything off limits?”

“Just kissing,” Alyson said as calmly she was ordering morning coffee.

“Of course,” Diana said.  “Hopefully, I’ll call you around 4:00.”

Alyson winked at me and said, “Have fun,” then she turned and walked out.

It felt strange to be left with Diana.  We had met before and even played together but never just the two of us.

“Come and sit with me,” Diana said.  She sat straight backed with her legs crossed.  There was an air about her that conveyed confidence and professionalism.

I sat down next to her in one of the over stuffed black chairs.

“Have you ever gone to a professional dominatrix before?”

I chuckled.  “Alyson asked me the same thing.  No I haven’t.”

“Good.  That means that there won’t be any bad habits to unlearn.”

I felt slightly relieved.  I think deep down I was concerned that I was going to do something wrong or that my newness would be unwelcome.

“I’ve been friends with Alyson for years.  What she really wants is a man that she can dominate but that has a backbone.  You’d be surprised how many men say they’re submissive but really want to control everything including how they want to submit to someone else.”

“Is that why she brought me here?”

“Partially.  She wants you to feel confident that even if you’re spending time with another woman, it’s because that’s what she wants.  I know that one of Alyson’s fantasies is to watch her man with another woman.”

“She did seem to enjoy it when we were co-topping the young lady at the party.”

“Were you restrained at the time?”

“Yes.”

Diana nodded as though I had confirmed her suspicion.  “I think that was definitely a step in the  right direction.  Part of it, though, is to make sure that you’re ok with everything too.”

Despite my best efforts, a small smirk appeared on my face.

“It’s ok to like it.  In fact, I think that is the real reason she wanted to drop you off with me today.”

“Since I’ve never been to a professional before, what should I expect?”

“Some things will be the same as going to a professional, some things will be different.  For today, I am just being a private person rather than having a session with you like I would if you were a client.  Part of that is because Alyson is a good friend and I want to help her reach her dreams.  The other part is because I enjoyed playing with you the other day and thought it would be fun.”

“I enjoyed playing with you too.”

“Today won’t be all play though.  You’re here to learn how to submit further to a woman and my job is to help you find that mental place.”

“Ok.  I’m game.  Where do we start?”

Diana stood up.  With the six inch heals she was wearing, she towered over me.  “We’re going to start with a concentration game.  I’ll explain the rules as we get going.  First we need to get you dressed appropriately because you’re wearing entirely too much pants.”

I must have done a double take because she continued, “Remove your clothing and set them neatly on the table near the back wall.  Once you’re naked, stand by the bench facing the corner.”

I did as instructed.  A few weeks ago this would have been entirely outside my comfort zone.  I heard Diana walking up behind me but resisted the urge to turn around.  The sound of metal clanking together made me think of the cuffs Alyson had been using on me.

“Alyson dropped off your shackles so you will be wearing them today but you’ll be wearing my collar so you don’t forget who you belong to while you’re with me.  Turn around.”

I turned and faced her.  The way the color interacted with the lines of her face really took my breath away.

Diana held out a metal collar and told me to “Kiss it.”

I leaned in and gave it a light peck.

“Good, I hate it when clients slobber on their collars.”  Diana stepped in close to me and draped the collar around my neck.  Her tits pressed in against my chest as she locked the collar in place.  I wondered briefly if I would be sucking on them later but tried to push the thought out of my head and just enjoy what was happening.

This collar was much thicker and heavier than the one Alyson made me wear.

“You look good like that,” Diana said.  She had the metal cuffs on my wrists and ankles in short order.  She reached up and stuck her index finger through the front loop on my collar and led me over to another piece of equipment.  It looked like a workout bench from the gym but she pulled on one end and part of it raised up so that it looked like a high backed chair.  The front of it was shaped like a letter V.

“Sit down and spread your legs.”

It took a little bit to get situated correctly but when I was done, each leg was supported by its own part of the seat.  Diana pulled up wide nylon bands from under the bench and strapped each thigh down so I couldn’t move it.  She locked the loops of my ankle cuffs to the loops at the base of the bench.  I was seated up right but unable to move my legs.  She attached another wide nylon belt around the base of my stomach and pulled it tight.

“Can you get up?” she asked.

I tried to stand but was unable to move more than a half inch.  Even with my arms free, I wasn’t going anywhere.

Diana looked pleased.  She wrapped another wide band around my chest just below my pecks then she walked behind me.  I heard a clicking sound as she pulled two arm rests down from the top of the bench.  After several more nylon bands were in place, I wasn’t able to move my arms.  She was apparently unsatisfied because she finished my using padlocks to attach my metal wrist cuffs to the end of the arm rests.

“That’s better,” she said after checking that all of the bands were tightened securely.  Diana walked to the far side of her dungeon and drug over an easel.  There was a large 2 foot by three foot clipboard with many sheets of paper on it.  The one facing me was blank, as though it was covering something.

Next, she wheeled over a cart.  It was filled with electronics and reminded me of an AV cart from high school.  An extension cord was plugged into the far wall and seemed to unspool as she brought the cart over to me.  There were several thick wires dangling from plastic handles.  I noticed they were either black or red and I started to get nervous.  They looked like a smaller version of the connectors on the jumper cables from my car.

Diana took one of the red handled ones and squeezed it.  The top opened, revealing two clamps.   She grabbed a black handled one then knelt down between my legs.  “These are adjustable.  Let me know if they are too tight.”

It was probably good that I was tied up, otherwise I might have run away right then.

Diana began to fondle my balls.  I was at half mast already but this cause me to get hard all the way.  She pulled on my left testicle.  It was uncomfortable but didn’t really hurt.  Once it was extended away from my body, she squeezed the handle and placed my testicle in between the two clamps.

I was ready to jump but when she released the handle I was surprised that it didn’t hurt at all.  It was uncomfortable to have something squeezing on such a sensitive part of my body but not at all what I was imagining.

Diana placed the other clamp on my right testicle.  This one took a couple of adjustments to make it fit like the first one did.  When she was finished both handles and connecting wires dangled from my junk.  She plugged the free ends into the large electronic control box on the cart. I was relieved when nothing happened.

“Alyson mentioned that your nipples are very sensitive.  Do you like it when a woman plays with them?”

“Yes I do.”

“Good.”  She grabbed a long black nylon strap from the shelf on the cart.  It had two funnel shaped things attached.  She also grabbed a couple of small metal pieces that looked like hexagonal nuts.

“I’m going to get you warmed up a little before I put these on you.”  She sat in front of me and began to fondle my dick.  She continued to stroke me until pre-cum was starting to flow.  “I love this part,” she said.  She bent down a wrapped her mouth around the head of my penis.  The warmth of her mouth and the pressure of her lips felt amazing.  She stopped a minute later and looked up at me then licked her lips.  “You taste good.”

She stood up and then leaned over and began to suck on my chest.  Her tongue flicked my nipple then she alternated between sucking on me and tugging on my nipple with her fingers.

I was totally getting into the pleasure she was giving me when she stopped and held one of the hexagonal nuts for me to see.  She stuck her tongue part way into the center hole then placed it on my chest with my nipple just poking through. 

I not sure what she did but the nut began to tighten around me.  I cried out when it became too much and she loosened it.  When her hand came away, the nut was securely fastened onto me.

There was a pulling sensation but I was thankful that it wasn’t any heavier than it was.

She put the second one on me in the same way.  Once satisfied that they wouldn’t slip off, she retrieved the nylon belt from the cart and set it on my lap then walked behind me.  It took a few more adjustments but when she was done, the funnels were directly over the hexagonal nuts and the band was pulled tightly against me.  I heard something snap and found that the belt was holding me securely.

Diana walked back to the cart and brought over two clear plastic tubes.  She fit the ends of each onto the pointy end of the funnels then plugged the tubes into two matching ports on the electronic control box.

“Can you wiggle your chest?”

I tried to move but there was only an inch or so of play in the belts.  The tubes remained connected but the nuts made a rattling sound when they hit the sides of the plastic funnels.

“Good.  Now one more that I think you will like.”  She brought over a large plastic tube with a connecting flexible hose attached to one end.  There was a black plastic flange around the opening on the other side.  She again knelt in front of me and began to stroke my cock.  After a few seconds of playing with my dick she jammed it inside of her mouth and began to suck on me as her head moved up and down.

I lost concentration and felt my breathing quicken.  She held the tube up and then fed my cock inside of it.  The flange created a seal around the base of my junk, keeping the tube from coming off.

Diana went to the cart and flipped a switch.  Suddenly I felt a strong sucking sensation against my dick.  If I hadn’t been able to see it, I would have sworn I was getting a blow job.

“That is a very special device.  It can tell when you’re starting to lose your erection and will automatically change the pressure inside the tube until you’re hard again.  Just relax and go with it.”

‘Like I had a choice,’ I thought.

Diana picked up a panel gag from the cart and walked behind me.  Having been gagged many times by this point I wasn’t worried at all.  I felt the plastic ball press against my lips.  I opened my mouth a little and Diana forced the ball inside of me, a little rougher that I would have liked.  She locked it in place a second later. 

I tried to complain about how rough she was but all that came out was a grunting sound.

Diana produced a short black tube and showed it to me.  I recognized it as a vape pen but it looked odd.  She pressed one end against the panel gag.  She had to push fairly hard but when she was done, it stayed in place.  She pulled on part of the vape and a U shaped piece of plastic flipped up.  She pressed it down on my nose then tried to pull it up.  There must have been something sticky on it because it was adhered to the outside of my nostrils.

I must have looked scared because she put both hands on the side of my face and looked into my eyes.  “Don’t worry,” she said.

My shoulders relaxed when she said that.

Then she continued on, “I’m going to fuck the shit out of you.  By the time I’m done with you, you’ll be begging to do anything I ask.”

I think my heart skipped a beat.

She winked at me then moved back towards the easel.  The latex dress pressed against the wonderful curves of her ass and I found I couldn’t take my eyes off of her.

“So we’re going to play a memory game.  Underneath the cover is a series of images.  I’ll give you a few seconds to memorize everything then I’m going to cover it up and ask you some questions.  Simple right?”

“Mmmm, mmm, mmm,” I grunted.

“Now with this game there are a few rules.  Correct answers are good.  Wrong or incomplete answers are for bad naughty boys who can’t follow the rules.  Understand?”

I nodded.

“Good.  Let’s begin.”  She flipped back the front piece of paper.  Cartoons of two women and a naked man started off the top of the page.  The two women led the man into a dungeon by the hand.  They chained him to a wall.  That was as far as I got when Diana covered the images again.

“Now with a show of fingers, how many women were there?”

I stuck out two fingers on my right hand.

Diana pulled a small plastic remote from the top of the electronic control box.  She pressed a button and said, “Correct.”

My chest suddenly felt like someone was sucking on my nipples really hard.  The metal nuts began to swing wildly inside the funnel, creating a racket each time they hit the sides.  My eyes rolled backwards and I could feel my hips try to rock.  Between the thing working my cock and the sucking sensation on my chest, I temporarily forgot where I was.  It stopped a minute later and I opened my eyes to see Diana watching me with a hungry expression on her face.

“What color was the man’s hair?  One finger for blonde, two for black and three for red.”

I had no idea so I picked one at random.

“Incorrect,” Diana said as she pushed another button on the remote.

Cold pain shot up from my ball sack.  It was so intense that I couldn’t even scream.  I could almost watch the pain shoot up me like slow motion lightning.  Thankfully it stopped a few seconds later.  I was breathing hard and started to sweat.  I heard a soft hissing sound coming from the cart and the pressure on my dick increased.  The pain from a moment earlier was replace by the sucking sensation on my junk.  I tried to relax my shoulders again.

“How many men were there?”

I held up one shaky finger.

“Correct,” she said and pressed another button.

The plastic piece on my nose closed and I couldn’t breath out of it.  I flinched hard but the belts kept me in place.

“Breath through your mouth.”

I inhaled through my mouth but almost immediately realized that I was sucking in smoke from the vape.  With my nose closed, I had no choice but to breath in whatever was inside of the vape pen.  When I exhaled, a thick white smoke cloud poured out from the front of the vape.  The nose clamp released and I was able to breath again.

“I think you’re getting the idea.  Now let’s try a different page.”

I pulled against my restraints.  They didn’t budge and I felt myself starting to feel like I was floating.

Diana flipped back a couple more pages.  The one facing me now was a just words.  I scanned them quickly, not sure how long she was going to give me then the cover page came back down.

“There were two girls mentioned in the story.  The first one was named Alyson.  What was the second girl’s name?  One finger for Diana two for Debbie three for Darcy and no fingers for Mistress please shock the shit out of my balls until they fall off.”

My whole body was shaking.  I tentatively held out two fingers and hoped for the best.

“Correct.”

I heard the soft hissing kick in just before the suction cups started on my chest.  The pressure inside the tube changed and the sucking sensation melted in with that coming from my nipples.  If it weren’t for the distracting racket coming from side the funnels, I could have stayed like that for as long as Diana would keep me.

We kept this up for two more rounds.  I had answered correctly all but three of the times.  With each incorrect answer the pain seemed to be even more intense and last longer.  By the time we were done, all I could think about was cumming.  It felt like my thoughts were swimming through honey.  I was only vaguely aware of where I was and what was happening.

I was surprised that when I opened my eyes, Diana had pushed the easel to the far side of the room.  She started to undue the belts holding me against the bench.  I watched her doing it but even as I watched her I was having a hard time understanding what she was doing.

The gag came off last.  If I was in my normal state of mind, I would have noticed the stinging as she pulled the nose clamp off of me.  When she was done, I sat naked on the bench wearing only my collar and metal shackles.

Diana stood over me and caressed my face.  “What is my name?”

I looked up at her.  I knew she was asking me something but I couldn’t wrap my mind around exactly what.  I also noticed that I seemed to be unable to speak.

Diana’s beautiful complexion seemed to be extremely flushed.  She pulled down the top of her dress and pressed her tits into my face.  “Suck on them.”

I leaned forward and began to kiss her breasts.  She move a little and I latched my mouth around one of her nipples.  It felt good to run my tongue around the tip of it.  I started sucking on her, not wanting it to end.

She leaned back then stood upright.  I watched as she wiggled out of her dress.  She stood there and let me take a good look at her naked body.  “Tell me that you want me.”

It took several tries before I was able to speak.  When the words did come out, they were shaky.  “I want you,” I said.

“No.  I want you to beg me.”

“Please may I fuck you?  I’ll do anything you want just let me make love to you.”

“Prove it.  Get down on your knees and lick my pussy.”

I was sluggish but I got on the floor and crawled the short distance to her.  I lifted up on my knees and gently grabbed her hips.  I brought my face in next to her junk.  The soft skin and aroma was intoxicating.  I kissed her then started to softly suck on her lips.  They parted easily for me and I began to suck on them one at a time.  She was incredibly wet and began to moan softly.  I felt her hand on the back of my head, pushing me into her.

I moved to the top of her pussy and began to suck on her clit.  It was already inflamed so I started to concentrate my efforts there.  She started cumming in waves.  I counted seventeen before she told me to stop.

My face and tongue were tired.  I was covered in sweat and her juices but I felt content.

“Get on your back.”

I laid back and waited for her next command.

Diana lowered herself on top of me.  Her toned body was burning hot and covered in sweat.

I felt her grab my penis.  She stroked me a couple of times then guided me inside of her.  Pleasure washed over me and we began to push into one another.  I could see her body start to quiver as she shook uncontrollably.  It was so hot to watch her riding me that I didn’t notice I was about to cum.  It hit me hard, maybe harder than ever before.  My whole world went black as my universe shrunk instantly to a single point of pleasure.  I know I was convulsing but it seems like that must have been someone else.

When it was over, I was breathing hard and pouring sweat.  Diana rode up and down a couple more times then rolled over and laid next to me.  No one said anything for a long time.  Eventually she leaned up and kissed my chest.  “Wow,” was all she said.

I sat up and tried to reorient myself.

“We should get you ready for the next lesson,” Diana said.  She stood up and began to put on her dress.
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