
        
            
                
            
        

    
Alyson 5

By Blard Hans

Warm water ran down my naked body.  The cobwebs in my mind were starting to recede.  I know I’m here because Alyson wanted me to learn that being with another woman was not only ok but something that she desired.

I closed the valve on the shower and let the water drip off of me before I stepped out.  Diana had set out a towel for me.  I dried off as best I could, still wearing the metal collar and shackles.  I looked around for my clothing then remember that they were sitting in a pile by one of the stocks.  I would be walking out naked.  I gathered myself then headed out to the main play room.

Diana looked radiant.  She had showered before me and then redressed herself in her latex outfit.  Having spent the last few hours being her sexual plaything did nothing to dampen my desire when I saw her magnificent curves.

“We’ll have to hurry if we’re going to get you out of here by 4:00,” she said pointing at the large wall clock.  It read 3:00.  She beckoned me over to her.

I stood next to her, wondering what the device on the table was for.  It was a metal stand about five feet long and eighteen inches high.  There were posts at the front and rear and a padded bench seat in the middle.  “So does this mean that I haven’t surrendered enough to you already?” I asked.  Even though my tone was jokey, the question was real since Alyson wasn’t going to pick me up until Diana had decided that I had completely surrendered to her.  To make matters worse, Alyson’s arrangement with Diana required that I only had until 4:00 otherwise I would be Diana’s until tomorrow morning.  My balls hurt just thinking about it.

“Let’s find out,” Diana said.  “Hop up on the table and lay face down on the bench.”

I glanced at the table before I got on top of it.  The table was maybe eight feet long and four feet wide.  There were wheels on the legs but it looked like there was a lock on each one to prevent it rolling once it was in place.  Looking around Diana’s dungeon, it seemed like most of the BDSM furniture was made to be wheeled around.  I climbed up on the table then laid stomach first on the bench.

Diana moved around me and padlocked my ankles and wrists to the four eye bolts on the stand.  She she was done I was unable to move off of it.  She attached two wide nylon belts around me and the bench then tightened them.  She held out another padlock for me to see then locked it in place connecting the front loop of my collar to the front post on the stand.  She adjusted the height of the post so that my neck rested easily on it.  “How do you feel?” she asked.

“Helpless,” I said.

“Good.”  She produced a panel gag and inserted the rubber ball into my mouth.  A moment later, she buckled it behind my head.

“Can you talk?” she asked.

I pushed the ball out a little with my tongue and managed to say, “Mmmumm hummm.”

Diana attached a small black tube to the front of the gag and began to squeeze the rubber ball at the far end of the tube. 

The ball inside of my mouth began expand.  After a couple more squeezes, the ball was too large for me to say anything. 

Diana unscrewed the tube and placed it on the table next to me.  “Can you breath through your mouth?”

Now that the ball filled my mouth I wasn’t sure how I would be able to breath but I inhaled anyway.  A small stream of air filled my lungs.  I wasn’t exactly sure how that worked but I was happy that I could breath through the gag anyway and figured that there must have been a breathing tube inside the ball.

I nodded as best I could.  Diana ran her hand long my side.  I quivered at her touch.

“Good boy,” she said.  Diana stepped back and began to inspect me.  “I think you’re missing a few things,” she said.

Over the next ten minutes, Diana brought over various lengths of tubing and some hardware that I didn’t recognize.  I did see the belt with the two funnels on it that she had used on me earlier.  Finally she rolled over the cart with the electronic control box on it. 

I began to panic a little.  I glanced up at the clock and it read 3:30.  Inside, I was praying that she would be finished by 4:00.  If not, the prospect of being kept restrained on this bench scared me a little.

“Ok, let’s get you hooked up.”  The cheerfulness in Diana’s voice only made my apprehension grow stronger.  She ran her fingers down my back.

For some reason, I felt disgusted with myself for liking her touch so much.  In that moment, I realized that I really was starting to submit to her.  I realized that I really had no control of the situation or whether my body was going to respond to her regardless of whether I wanted it to or not.  The fact that I was starting to get hard made me feel a little dirty.

She draped the belt with the funnel shaped suction cups over my back then buckled them in place with the cups over each nipple.  Thankfully she left off the metal nuts this time, as I wasn’t sure I could take the racket any more.

Once the connecting tubes were attached between the cups and the control box she moved down to my ass.  “Can you move your body forward or backwards?”

I tried to move but the belts held me securely.

“Good.  I don’t want you to be able to move your ass at all.”

Diana took a metal box and snapped in into place behind me.  I couldn’t see what she was doing but I could hear it.  There was a whirring sound, like a small motor, then I felt cold metal press in between my cheeks.  I let out a small cry of surprise but Diana didn’t seem to take notice.

I could hear her making adjustments to the metal box then the whirring sound started again.  This time nothing touched me.  I relaxed a little.

“Have you ever been milked?”

I shook my head.

“This machine is designed to force you to orgasm but it can also be used to simply keep you hard for long periods.  After a few hours on here, you’ll be begging to do anything I ask.”

My heart started racing and I felt my dick twitch.  A second later I realized that Diana had no intention of calling Alyson today and I would be stuck on this thing until tomorrow.  The mix of emotion running through my mind was amazing.

Diana brought over the penis pump thing she had used on me earlier.  I knew from experience that she could do exactly what she said.  That thing would keep me hard no matter what I did.

She held up a bottle of lube for me to see then spread some on her hand.  I felt her touching my already erect cock.  She gently ran her fingers up and down the length of my shaft, stopping at my head.  She did something with her hand that felt amazing.  I really wanted to see what she was doing but my collar locked to the front post stopped me from turning more than an inch or two.

“The tea I gave you was laced with a stronger form of Viagra so you’ll be my plaything for a while.”

I tried to gulp but I don’t think she cared.

Diana slid my cock into the tube.  I could feel the flange as it scooted down my shaft.  She wrapped something around the base of my balls and it held the pump securely in place.  The connecting tube was screwed into place and the free end was attached to the control box.

“Let’s give it a try,” Diana said.  She picked up the remote from the cart and began to press buttons.  My nipples began to feel like someone was gently squeezing them while the pressure change inside the tube made my dick feel like I was getting blown.  I tried to fight it but lost quickly and began to moan like a slut.

“That’s the reaction I was looking for,” Diana said. 

My body was rocking in unison to the sensations she was giving me.  I tried to pull away but it was no use.

Diana ran her hands over my body.  She traced a line down my back and in between my cheeks.  I felt something slippery and knew she had spread some lube on my ass.  I could feel her pressing her finger against my butt hole.  I didn’t want it to feel good but it did anyway.

I grimaced a little when she worked her finger inside of me.  Between her hands and the devices sucking on me I was starting to lose all sense of what was happening.  I tried again to pull against my restraints but all I was accomplishing was tiring myself out.  After a few minutes of this, I resigned myself to just accepting the sensations she was giving me.

“Look at your greedy ass.  It’s taking two fingers already.  Just be happy I don’t have large hands,” she giggled at the last part.

Although it was uncomfortable at first, the longer Diana worked her fingers inside of me the better it started to feel.

She stepped back and looked me over then she took the remote and pressed another button.  The whirring sound started and I felt something large press against my rectum.  It pressed against me for a second then slipped inside of me.  Whatever it was felt like it was larger than her fingers.  It began to move back and forth inside of me.  I gave a muffled cry but a few minutes later I was surprised to find that it was very pleasurable.

Diana stood there watching me for a long time.  I think she enjoyed the way I struggled.  The sensations were more than enough to make me react like I was getting fucked but not strong enough to let me cum.  ‘This is going to be a long night,’ I thought.

“Oh no,” Diana said.  There was a fake quality about the way she said it.  “It’s after 4:00.  Looks like I’ve got you until tomorrow.”

I glanced up at the clock in a panic.  It read 4:15.  My heart sank.  Whatever willpower I still had left me in that instant.

Diana walked over and caressed my face.  “Well if I can’t call Alyson and tell her you’ve submitted to me sufficiently then I better make plans for tonight.”  She walked to the far end of the room and retrieved a cell phone.  She dialed someone and said, “Hi, this is Mistress Diana.  I have a slave I’m breaking in.  Want to come over and help?  Ok, sounds good.  See you in a few minutes.”  She dialed a couple more numbers and invited them to come over as well.

In my position, all I could do is listen and wonder what was going to happen next.

She walked over to me and leaned down so that her eyes were level with mine.  “Time to be honest.”

Even with the devices working my body, my mental focus turned to her.  I waited.

“Have you ever wanted to be shared with a man?”  There was a kindness in her face that stood at opposition to the torture she was inflicting on me.  I could tell she was asking a sincere question.

I shook my head no.

Diana smiled at me.  “I like to wait until someone is really turned on before I ask.  You get more honest answers that way.  If I owned you then I would probably force you to become bisexual.  I like watching two men together.”

I was relieved that I belonged to Alyson and not Diana.

It was about 4:30 according to the clock when I heard someone coming in.  I couldn’t see who it was but I did hear Diana greeting them.  From the voices it sounded like there were at least four or five people.  Suddenly the smell of food hit my nose.  It smelled like spicy Indian food, my favorite.

Lots of voices started to talk excitedly.

A shape appeared to my left then walked into view.  I saw the bare feet first and I slowly followed the toned legs up to a silky black skirt then up to a leather corset pressing up some lovely breasts then my heart stopped.  The beautiful face smiling down at me belonged to Alyson.  She leaned in and kissed my forehead.

“Diana said that you’ve been doing great,” Alyson said.

I tried to talk but wasn’t able to even grunt.  I wanted to tell her to take me home with her.  That I would do anything she wanted but no sounds came out.

People began to move around me.  I could hear them setting places and saw a woman I didn’t recognize putting a couple of plates down.  The smell of food grew stronger and several people were bringing chairs over to the table I was on.

Alyson sat at the head of the table directly in front of me.  She waited until everyone else was seated before she began to eat.  Between bites she said, “When I didn’t hear from Diana until late I was afraid that she was going to keep you all for herself tonight.”

I heard Diana giggle.  “I told you I’d call before 4:00 if he was ready.”

Alyson looked at the clock behind her then faced Diana.  “Your clock is an hour fast.”

“Oh silly me.  I forgot to set it back for daylight savings.”

If my mind was working I would have realized that I had been had.

“That was four months ago,” said a woman that I couldn’t see.

“So it was,” Diana responded.

The group ate and talked for a long time.  They talked about what was happening to my body and the plans they had for me tonight.  I was so lost in the sensation that I could barely follow however it was clear that they intended to use me once I was released from the bench.

People began to get up when they were done eating.  I heard some commotion coming from my right.  By turning my head as far as possible I could just see a naked woman being tied to a St. Andrews cross.  Her white skin mixed nicely with her black hair and perky tits.

A man dressed in a utilikilt, leather vest and hair pulled into a pony tale began to work her over with a flogger.  She would cry out each time he started hitting her harder.

Alyson had turned her chair so she could watch.  Eventually she turned back to me and asked, “Do you have any idea what I have in store for you tonight?”

I slowly shook my head.

She leaned in and whispered into my ear, “I’m going to fuck the shit out of you tonight.  By the time I’m done with you, you won’t have a single sperm left in your body.”

If it was possible for me to cum right then, I would have.

A new set of sounds added into the mix.  Another female voice was crying out, each time preceded by a slapping sound as though she was getting a spanking.  From my vantage point, I couldn’t see who it was or exactly what was happening.

Diana came around in front of me.  She was holding the remote controlled vape pen she had used on me earlier.  She pressed one end into the front of my gag then attached the nose clamps.  I began to breath in the vapor as soon as she pressed a button on her remote.

“That’s so cool,” Alyson said.  “Let’s get him totally baked.”

Diana giggled.  “At this point he’ll let you do anything to him you like.”

Alyson’s face lit up.  “Too bad we haven’t talked about nipple piercings.  I kind of like the idea of having him permanently marked as my slave.”

“Anything like that has to be negotiated ahead of time, while he is still in his right mind.  Right now he would agree to pretty much anything.”

“How much longer do we need to keep him in that thing?” Alyson asked.

“He’s ready so we can let him out anytime.  I just like watching the way his body moves.”

They kept me strapped into the machine for another ten minutes.  After the other two women stopped making noises, Alyson and Diana came over and began to untie me.  My head was spinning and I could tell if it was the pot or whether I was just really deep into subspace.

It took both Alyson and Diana to help me off the table.  I was unsteady on my feet at first.  When I regained my balance, Alyson attached chains to my shackles.  I could walk around if I took it slow but the chains behind my back kept me from bringing my hands forward more than just an inch or two in front of my waist.

I recognized the woman who was getting spanked earlier.  It was Gretchen.  She was the girl that Alyson and I co-topped at Mark’s Leather and More.  She was on her knees sitting in between the legs of a tall heavy set woman wearing all black.  The black haired girl was on the lap of the man who had been flogging her.

“Frank, can you give me a hand with the wheel?” Diana asked.

The black haired girl stood up when then man stood.  He placed her lovingly back into the chair then walked over to Diana.  They rolled a large circular thing into the center of the room.  It looked like a really low merry-go-round but it had three leather pads spread out evenly around the edge.  There was a center column with three large leather pieces, each with straps hanging down from them.  I could see eye bolts in several places near each pad.

Frank took Gretchen by the hand and led her to one of the pads.  She climbed on the wheel and knelt in front of Frank.  He locked her cuffs into the eye bolts.  She could move a little but not get up.  The black haired girl was likewise locked onto her leather pad.  Even as slow as my mind was moving, I knew the third one was for me.

Alyson hugged me then whispered, “Everything that is going to happen is with my permission so relax and enjoy it.” 

She and Diana led me over to the wheel and had me knee on the remaining pad.  Diana unbuckled my gag and took the nose clamps off.  I thought they were going to unlock my chains but they just added more padlocks and locked me into a kneeling position.  Alyson gently pushed my head back until I was against the leather pad hanging from the center post.  While Alyson held my head, Diana buckled the straps around my head and face.  When she was done, I was unable to move my head at all.  Another strap was around the front of my lower jaw.  Once she tightened it, I was unable to close my mouth.

“Everyone ready?” Diana asked.

I heard the heavy set woman and Frank both grunt they were ready.

Diana pressed another button on her remote and I felt my head being pressed forward.  It stopped about ten inches later then pulled me back to the starting position.

“There is a switch above you’re slave’s head.  ‘M’ is for male and ‘F’ is for female.  Choose whichever setting you plan on using,” Diana said.

“So M if your slave is a male?” Alyson asked.

“No.  M if your slave will be satisfying a male.  If it’s for your use then select F.”

Alyson stepped up on the wheel and straddled her legs on either side of my own.  Her crotch was right at eye level and I started to realize what the device was for.  I heard a ‘click’ and knew she had made her selection.  Another thought hit me and it made me nervous: what if she selected M?

“Frank, would you and Mistress Colette help Alyson and I bring over the chairs?” Diana asked.

Frank and the heavy set woman each brought over a heavy looking wooden chair.  Alyson and Diana also brought a chair over but they set their chairs in front of me.  From my vantage point, I could see that the chairs had an unusual design.  The legs of the chairs were behind the seat, so that the seat extended a couple of feet in front.  There was also a ‘U’ shaped cut out in the center front of each one.

“Make sure your chair is right in front of a slave,” Diana said.  I heard at least one chair being scooted into position.

Diana passed blindfolds out to everyone.  Alyson took hers then placed it over my eyes and tied it securely.  My world went black.  I was surprised that I really couldn’t see a thing.  I did hear the chairs being moved but I couldn’t tell what was happening.

The wheel began to move.  It was slow at first but then gathered speed.  I know I was spinning around but quickly lost perspective on who was in front of me.  A minute later, the wheel slowed and stopped.  My body may have stopped moving but my head still felt like it was spinning.

My head was pushed forward then pulled back.

“So what does the M do?” Alyson asked.

I heard someone climb on top of me then get off.  My head was again pushed forward but this time the pad behind my head pushed me forward then back a few inches then forward again.  It happened maybe twenty times fairly quickly.

“That’s cool,” Alyson said.

“I can leave him like that if you want him to experience taking a cock,” Diana said.

“That might be fun.  Let’s let it be a surprise.”

I felt legs touching mine and knew that someone was standing over me; picking a setting I assumed.  My thought was confirmed a second later when I heard a ‘click.’

The wheel started spinning again.  When it stopped I had no idea who I was in front of and sincerely hoped it was Alyson.  My head was pushed forward again but this time I was left with my head pressed outward.  There was more scooting of chairs then my head was pulled back.

The wheel started spinning again and I resigned myself for whatever was going to happen next.  When it stopped, my head was again pushed forward.  This time I was pressed into the warm soft skin of a woman’s junk.

I could feel the silky softness of a freshly shaved vulva.  The woman began to press her lips against my face.  I thought about trying to resist but lost almost immediately.  Instead, I began to kiss the privates in front of me.

My head was pulled back and the wheel began to spin again.  When it stopped, I was again pressed forward.  I expected to be back satisfying Alyson but something different met my mouth.  It was long and hard and in a moment of panic I realized what it was.  It entered my mouth.  I didn’t know what to do then my head was pulled back and the wheel began to spin again.

“That’s so hot,” someone said.  I think it was Alyson but the shock of what was happening made me unsure.

The wheel stopped and I was again pressed into a woman’s junk.  I immediately began to caress the flesh in front of me with my mouth and tongue.  The labia was already getting wet and the lips parted for my tongue as I tried to give her as much pleasure as I was able; hoping that I would not be placed in front of the cock again.

After a few minutes, my head was pulled back and the wheel began to spin again.  When it stopped, someone climbed on top of me.  I could feel legs touching mine then I heard a ‘click.’  The person got off of me and I heard someone climbed onto one of the chairs.

My head was pushed forward and I again felt the cock entering my mouth.  This time, my head was pushed a few inches forward then pulled back and pressed forward several more times.  As the shock of the situation started to lessen, I began to realize that the thing in my mouth was not a penis rather it was a large rubbery dildo.  I relaxed a little.  Alyson’s words about everything we do is based on consent came back to me and I felt silly that I had not trusted that Alyson would never do anything to hurt me.

The wheel spun again.  When it stopped I was forced into someone’s very wet pussy.  My head was being pushed into her then pulled back only to be pushed forward again.  It took a couple of tries but I was able to time the motion so that I drove my tongue into her each time.  I could hear her starting to moan.  There was a ‘click’ sound and my head remained fulled extended. 

I found her clit and began to suck on it.  Hands reached out and touched my face.  The moaning was getting stronger and I could feel her body begin to tense up.  Wave after wave swept through her and I knew she would be reaching climax very soon. 

I expected the wheel to begin to move again but it didn’t.  I continued to work the woman’s body until she let out a loud cry and I felt wetness spray across my face.  The gentle touching changed into holding on for dear life.  She let me go a few seconds later then my head was pulled back.

I was so hard that I thought I might cum without being touched.

It seemed like forever that I was left in the kneeling position.  I could hear the other two women being unlocked but I was left chained for several more minutes.

Hands touched me lovingly.  First the blindfold came off.  Alyson’s face looked flushed and she was still breathing harder than normal.  She undid the locks holding me on the leather pad and helped me stand up.

I was still shackled and chained but at least I could walk around a little.  My body was stiff from the bondage but I felt a deep sense of peace.

Everyone was standing around talking.  I wasn’t able to say much but they didn’t seem to mind.  I looked over at Gretchen and she looked exhausted but happy.  The black haired girl had her hand around Colette’s waist but she was staying quiet too.

After a while, Frank announced that they were going to leave.  Colette followed shortly thereafter.

When it was just Alyson and Diana, they undid my shackles and told me to get dressed.  As I dressed myself, I could hear Alyson and Diana talking.  There was some discussion on having Diana sleep over but in the end, Alyson said that she wanted to have me all to herself tonight.

Diana gave me a big hug and told me that she really enjoyed playing with me and hoped we could do it again.  She hugged Alyson too before we left.

The ride to Alyson’s house was mostly silent.  I was still processing the day when a question occurred to me.  “Who stuck the dildo in my mouth?”

“What dildo?” Alyson asked.

I was able to breath through my mouth so I figured there must have been a hole through it.

Clock reset – daylight savings time

Fancy dinner with Alyson and Diana

More subs and slavysusan?
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