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  Part One - The Dominatrix


  


  What was Billy Simmon’s car doing in the driveway, Slade wondered as he pulled up next to it? Mom’s not expecting me home for another couple of hours, but she wouldn’t fooling around with Billy Simmons or anything, would she? She was a hot babe, and all the guys in school were always saying he had the hottest mom in school. Maybe Billy had got lucky…


  Sneaking inside, he could hear a dog barking down in the basement. What was going on? They didn’t have a dog. Had his mother bought a dog? Maybe she had bought it from Billy and that’s what he was doing at the house. Creeping over to the basement door, he opened it and the dog’s barking became louder. But now that he was closer, the barking didn’t sound like a real dog…it sounded like someone was imitating a dog. His view was partially blocked by a partition coming from the ceiling, so he quietly stepped further down the steps.


  When he was able to see into the basement, what he saw almost floored him. It was indeed Billy Simmons that was doing the barking. But he was crawling around on the floor on his hands and knees. And the amazing thing was, he was naked. But that wasn’t anywhere as bizarre as the fact that Slade’s mother, Donna was perched in the middle of his back, riding him.


  Billy wore a spiked dog collar around his neck that was connected to a chain that Slade’s mother was holding onto. And Billy had a roaring hard-on as he was barking and running around in circles. But Slade’s attention was drawn to his mother, watching her whack Billy on the butt with a short, leather crop.


  “Giddy up, there doggie,” his mother yipped, whacking Billy on the ass again, harder as he continued to bay and bark while he carried her around the room. “Faster, slave, or you’ll not be having any of my hot pussy today…”


  Amazed, Slade watched his mother’s big, bare breasts bobble and bounce as the boy carried her around the room. She was dressed in a black patent leather outfit that consisted of straps and chains leaving her tits and most of her body exposed She also wore a pair of black, fishnet hose and stiletto heels that had to be five-inches tall. Slade could hear the heels pinging off the floor as she sat on the boy goading him on with her whip.


  “What in the…” he heard his mother gasp as he had been so busy gawking at her he hadn’t realized that he’d been seen.


  “Mom…” Slade dumbly grunted.


  “What are you doing home?” she demanded as Slade heard the clop of her high heels strike the floor when she stood up and crawled off Billy.


  Slade watched her pretty tits jiggle as she stood looking at him with an angry look on her face. She could see that he was staring at her tits but made no effort to cover them.


  “Today’s lesson is over, Billy,” she said, looking down at the boy. “You can leave now.”


  Billy made to push himself up to his feet, but she stopped him, raising her leg and putting the sole of her high-heeled shoe in the middle of his back.


  “You will leave the same way you came in,” she snorted, digging the sharp heel of her stiletto into his back and holding him down with it. “On your hands and knees as any good slave would leave…”


  “Yes…yes, Master,” he muttered, as she lifted her foot off his back.


  Timidly, Billy crawled across the floor to the chair that held his clothing. Slade could see the big hard-on he had been sporting was quickly wilting.


  Gathering his clothes up, he crawled over to the stairs where Slade stood watching him. Sheepishly climbing up the stairs on his hands and knees, he brushed by Slade and continued on up until he and his big, hairy butt disappeared out through the door.


  “You didn’t answer me,” his mother growled, standing with her hands on her hips and angrily glaring at him.


  “Uh…I…uh, I just came home early,” he muttered, sneaking another glance down at her pretty tits.


  “What are you gawking at?” she asked him, defiantly thrusting her pretty breasts out at him.


  “Uh…your breasts…they’re so pretty,” he whined.


  “Did I say you could look at them?” she haughtily asked.


  “Uh, no, no, you didn’t,” he said, looking back up at her face.


  “Then don’t look at them,” she growled. “And for looking at them, give me ten…”


  “Ten? Ten what?” he asked.


  “Ten pushups, you fool,” she said, pointing to the floor. “Now.”


  “Jeez,” he muttered, dropping to his knees on the floor.


  Leaning forward down onto his hands, he began to slowly lower and raise himself using his arms.


  “I don’t think that’s hard enough,” she laughed and dug the tip of her stiletto heel into his ass. “There that’s better…”


  Digging her heel into him, she pushed down, making him have to work harder and harder as she applied more and more pressure with her foot. The tip of the heel was so sharp, it was biting down into his ass. And every time he lifted himself, a stab of pain shot up from it.


  “Eight…nine…ten…” she counted out. “Now, while you’re down there, clean my shoes. With your tongue. Lick my shoes clean with your tongue.”


  “Huh…what?” he asked, staring up at her in disbelief.


  “Lick my fucking shoes clean,” she shouted, bringing the crop down on his ass…hard.


  “Jeez, Mom, why are you doing this?” he whined, leaning down over the sharp, pointed toe of one of her stiletto heeled shoes.


  “Do it!” she commanded, bringing the crop down on his ass a second time.


  “Ouch,” he whimpered, flicking his tongue out and running it over the slippery, black leather while she haughtily stared down at him.


  “All of it. Lick all of it clean…” she said, glaring down at him as he ran his tongue over her boot.


  Licking his tongue over the toe of the shoe, he went down the side and then down one side of the black, tapered stiletto heel. Working his way around her, he went up the other side of the heel then back to the toe, leaving a film of spit behind it.


  When he finished, she jerked her shoe away and clopped the other one down in front of him.


  “Now, this one, too,” she smirked down at him.


  “Mom…why are you doing this to me?” he whined, running his tongue over the glistening black leather.


  “You fucking ruined my afternoon,” she snorted, “so now I’m going to ruin yours…”


  Finally, finished cleaning the second shoe, he slowly raised up to his knees in front of her.


  “Now,” she said, running the crop under his chin and lifting his face, “take off your tee shirt and wipe your spit off my shoes.”


  “Huh,” he grunted, staring at her jiggling breasts.


  “And stop looking at my tits,” she ordered him, slapping his shoulder with the crop.


  “Ouch,” he yelped, quickly jerking his tee up over his head.


  Bending back down in front of her, he frantically ran the shirt over her boots, wiping away the film of spit that covered them.


  “Now,” she indignantly said, “go sit in the chair.”


  “Why?” he asked, starting to get to his feet.


  “No…crawl over to it,” she ordered him. “On your hands and knees as any slave would do.”


  “Why?” he wanted to know, but started to crawl as she brought the crop down on his ass again.


  “Don’t question me,” she growled. “I’m your mother…”


  “Damn,” he cursed, crawling across the room to the chair that Billy had used to hold his clothes.


  She clopped along behind him, popping him on the ass as he crawled along on his hands and knees.


  Making it to the chair, he climbed up onto it and sat down.


  “Hands behind your back,” she ordered him, stepping around behind him.


  “Why? What are you going to do?” he fearfully asked, moving his hands around behind the chair.


  Suddenly, he felt cold steel bands wrap around his wrists, then heard a snap as his mother locked a pair of handcuffs around his wrists. Oh, fuck, now what, he frantically wondered? Then he felt her fasten the cuff to the back of the chair. Now he sat shirtless, his wrists secured to the chair as his mother walked around in front of him.


  “You made me have to send my other slave away,” she told him. “So you’re going to fill in for him the rest of the day.”


  “What…what do you mean?” he grunted, staring at her beautiful, dangling breasts peeking out from between the black leather straps and silver chains.


  “You do not speak, unless spoken to,” she said, running the crop over his chest to tickle his nipples. “Understand? And didn’t I tell you to stop looking at my tits?”


  “Uh, yes, yes,” he muttered.


  “Yes, what?” she asked, popping him on the shoulder again, this time leaving an angry red welt.


  “Yes…yes, uh, Mother, uh, uh, Master,” he grunted, remembering that was what Billy had called her, so he assumed that was what was now expected of him.


  “That’s more like it,” she icily smiled, dropping to her knees in front of him.


  What now, he wondered as she reached for his pants. Unsnapping them, she quickly spread them open and jerked them down his muscular thighs.


  “Mother-Mother- what are you doing?” he gasped, as she pulled his pants off over his shoes.


  Grabbing up the crop again, she gave him another stinging slap, but this time she aimed it right at the big bulge jutting out against his shorts.


  “God, that hurts!” he yelped and his cock was the recipient of a second blow as she smartly brought the crop down on it again.


  “Don’t speak unless spoken to,” she reminded him, reaching down and untying his shoes.


  Watching on in shocked silence, he watched her remove his shoes and socks, then reach back up to his shorts. Digging her fingers down under the waistband, she eased his shorts down off his big, limp prick.


  “It’s big…bigger than Billy’s,” she said, easing the crop under it and lifting it up to study it. “How big is it…when it’s hard?”


  “Uh…eight…eight inches …” he told her, hoping she wouldn’t hit it again.


  Then his mother got to her feet and walked across the room, her bare ass jiggling seductively. Reaching down to the table, she picked something up and headed back over to where he sat imprisoned. Imprisoned in his own house. Even though she had warned him on numerous occasions already, he couldn’t keep his eyes off her bobbling, dancing tits.


  She seemed to ignore his leer this time as she knelt down in front of him again. Staring down in stunned disbelief, he watched her reach out and bring her hands up to his dick. He barely had time to register what she was doing before she had looped a piece of black leather around the base of his dick and balls. Slade suddenly realized she was putting a cock ring on his peter. He started to tell her to not make it too tight, but a sharp glance from her killed the words before they had a chance to escape from his lips.


  Maneuvering the leather band around behind his balls and up over his dick, she snapped it closed. Finished, she leaned back and looked at her work. The touch of her hands and the feel of the leather restraint had already begun to work on Slade. His cock was slowly beginning to stiffen and lift its big, purple head up into the air.


  Then a stifled groan escaped from his lips as she leaned forward and kissed the head of his dick. Slade jumped at the sudden pleasure and fought down a moan. Then she leaned lower, flicking out her tongue. As he struggled against the restraints, making the chair creak and groan, she leaned even lower and ran her hot tongue up the entire length of the hardening shaft of his prick. Once she reached the head of his cock with her tongue, she quickly sank her lips down onto him, sucking almost his entire cock inside her hot mouth. Thankful he was sitting, Slade could feel the strength flowing out of his legs as she roughly sucked on his cock. Stopping for a moment, she hesitated at the head of his cock, licking and twirling her hot tongue around it as he fought to keep from coming. Suddenly, she plunged her mouth down on him, taking the entire length of his cock deep into her throat. At this, the excitement was almost too much to bear and he felt his orgasm gathering, straining against the cock ring to make its way up the length of his cock.


  But his mother sensed this, too, and quickly jerked her mouth up and off his cock. Leaning back, she gave him a haughty smile, knowing that the slightest touch or kiss on his genitals would send him skittering over the edge.


  Then, as his cock jutted up, wildly twitching, she pushed up off his thighs and stood up. Then he saw the two nipple clamps in her hand. Reaching down to him, she quickly attached one of the clamps onto his now-hardened nipple.


  “Ouch,” he yipped as the little clasp bit down into his nipple.


  But that pain was nothing compared to the stinging agony that shot up from his peter as she smacked it with her whip. Trying to stifle the scream that leapt to his lips, he bit down on his lower lip.


  Sweating now, Jason watched her slowly attach the second clamp to his other nipple, but this time he tolerated the stinging pain, and said nothing.


  “I’ll be back in a few,” she laughed, “Don’t go anywhere…”


  “Uh…yes…yes, Master…” he groaned, staring down at his aching cock as she sauntered over to the stairs and clopped up them.


  He couldn’t believe this was happening. His mother had just sucked on his cock. His mother… What he had dreamed of forever. But, it was nothing like he had imagined it would be. It was all so strange, finding that your mother was into bondage. But it was more than just bondage. With the whip, it was more like BSDM. A dominatrix with her own teenage slave, and now he had apparently been chosen to fulfill those duties. Wondering what she was going to do to him, he anxiously waited for her return as his cock slowly filled with more and more blood.


  His prick was beginning to ache and it had been fifteen minutes before he heard the ping of his mother’s stiletto heels on the stairs. Then he saw her come jiggling back down them.


  “Miss me?” she asked him, stepping around behind him again.


  “Yes…yes, Master,” he grunted out, feeling her unfasten the cuffs from the chair.


  “Stand up,” she ordered him.


  “Uh, yes…yes, Master,” he stammered, standing up.


  “Step around behind the chair,” she told him.


  With the cuffs still dangling down from his wrists, he hurried around behind the chair.


  “Bend down over the chair,” she said, giving him a shove in the back.


  Leaning forward over the chair, he placed his hands down on the seat, holding onto the edge to steady himself. As he did, his big, hard prick jutted out between the slats of the back of the chair, aching with every throbbing beat of his heart.


  Anxiously, he watched his mother reattach his cuffs to the chair. Once again a prisoner, bent over in such an awkward position, he waited for the next humiliation.


  He hadn’t even had time to relax before his mother delivered the first stinging slap to his bare ass.


  “This is to teach you the right way to obey me. Do as I say, instantly and obediently,” she said, “or this is what you will receive, every time. Do you understand?”


  “Yes…yes, Master,” he mumbled, but not before another blow rained down on his ass.


  Cringing, he received a barrage of stinging smacks as she alternated the blows between his reddening ass cheeks. Slade closed his eyes and gritted his teeth. He couldn’t believe how hard and painful his cock was. It was so painful, it almost overshadowed the pain that burned across his glowing red ass.


  Then, for the final indignity, she ran her other hand down to his ass and spread the cheeks apart with her fingers to expose the pucker of his asshole. Suddenly, he felt the leather flap of the crop crash down onto his asshole.


  “Unnnnhhhhh,” he grunted as the pain shot up his ass and into his cock and balls.


  It was like a fireball and it threatened to make him pass out.


  “Now, get up,” she commanded him, unlocking his cuffs once again. “And remember what you’ll get if you disobey me.”


  Slade pushed himself to his feet, afraid to move, afraid that it would bring back the aching sting of pain to his abused asshole.


  Snapping the two cuffs together, she pointed to the stairs.


  “Crawl…crawl upstairs. Now,” she ordered him.


  Immediately dropping to his hands and knees, he painfully started for the stairs and followed her up them.


  Contritely, he followed his mother down the hallway and into her bedroom.


  “Lay down on the bed. Sideways. With your butt on the edge of the bed,” she said. “On your back…”


  Slade gingerly crawled up onto the bed and eased down onto his back. His butt still stung, even on the soft comforter as he lowered it down onto the edge of the bed. But even that was nothing compared to the throbbing ache inside his cock. Looking down at it, he saw that it was now a deep purple and his ball sac was so swollen and gorged with blood, it they looked like a big, red beet.


  Then his mother bent over, her tits dangling down under her as she unsnapped the cuffs and jerked one over to the corner post of the head of the bed. This was the first time he’d ever been handcuffed to a bed, and it didn’t portend to be a good experience. Then on her trip around the bed, she stooped down at the foot of the bed and attached his other wrist to it to it. Stepping around to the other side, she stooped down and secured one ankle to the bottom of the poster at the foot of the bed and the other ankle to the bottom of the poster at the head of the bed.


  Now Slade lay spread-eagled, half on and half off the bed lying on his back. His arms stretched out above him, his butt resting on the edge of the bed while his legs were bent at the knee and his feet rested on the floor. Then His mother roughly shoved a pillow under his head and he found himself staring down at his bloated, purple penis, confined in the tight cock ring as it painfully throbbed and jutted up from his groin.


  He didn’t remember ever being as hard as he was at this very moment. But the pain was growing more and more fiery with each beat of his heart.


  Slade couldn’t help but stare at his mother as she stood at the foot of the bed undoing the straps of her black leather outfit. Unbuckling the straps one by one, she finally finished and let it clunk to the floor.


  As it did, Slade saw that her pussy was as bald as a baby’s butt. Not a single curl remained of what should have been a furry, black bush, if it matched her dark, ebony-colored hair. Moving her hands up to her breasts, she roughly cupped them. Holding them, she smiled down at him teasingly.


  “Would you like to kiss your Master’s breasts?” she asked, running her tongue over her full, red lips.


  “Yessss,” he hissed, straining against the restraints.


  “But you’re all tied up,” she laughed. “So I guess that you can’t kiss them right now. I guess that I’ll have to do it myself…”


  Bending her head down, she lifted one breast and flicked out her tongue. Watching him, she slowly ran her tongue around over the darkened circle of pebbled flesh surrounding the big nipple jutting out of its center. Then, she lazily sucked the swollen nub into her mouth,


  Slade’s cock twitched and jumped excitedly making it ache even more as he watched his mother suck on her own nipple. He had never seen anything so erotic, so fucking perverted in his whole life. And if it wasn’t for the fact that his cock was about to burst, he would have been ecstatic.


  Then, she slowly lowered her breasts back down onto her chest and ran her hands down over her flat belly to her hairless cunt. Still shamelessly watching him, she ran a finger over her bulging clit a couple of times before she casually moved it down and eased it up inside her juice-slickened cunt.


  “God, Mother,” Slade groaned as he watched her lascivious display of eroticism.


  Suddenly, he realized he had made a tragic mistake even before the words cleared his lips.


  Her hand suddenly darted away from her clit to the crop that lay on the bed beside him.


  He watched as it quickly rose into the air and came crashing down on his twitching cock once again. The flash of pain that ripped up from his dick made him nauseous as the leather flap slapped against it. The pain was so raw and intense, he thought he was going to throw up.


  “Fuck!” he exclaimed and saw the crop rise into the air again.


  Biting his lip, clenching his eyes shut, he held back any reaction to the second blow as the crop flashed down onto his cock again. Frantically trying to choke back the gagging reflex, he feverishly wondered what she would do to him if he threw up on her. Probably cut his dick and balls off.


  Biting his lip, he was able to fight off the wave of nausea that washed over him.


  Seeing that he was biting his lips to keep from saying anything, she smiled and laid the crop back down on the bed.


  “That’s better,” she laughed, returning her finger to her clit.


  After a few moments, she moved her hands away from her pussy.


  ‘Does Baby’s pee-pee hurt?” she asked him, running a long, red fingernail down the swollen, bloated shaft of his throbbing peter.


  “Yes-yes-yes-Master-yes-very much,” he babbled.


  “Well, we wouldn’t want it rot and drop off, now would we?” she cackled. “I might want to use it later to pleasure myself.”


  “Yes-yes-yes, Master,” he gasped.


  Ever so slowly, seemingly wanting to prolong his pain, she lowered her fingers down to his cock. Grinning diabolically, she gave his over-inflated balls a rough squeeze.


  “Unhhhh,” he groaned out, trying to hold back the groan of pain.


  She seemed to finally realize how much pain he was in as she popped open the snap holding the ring of leather around his cock and balls.


  It felt like he had dipped his cock into a bucket of ice water as the trapped blood gushed out of his cock and back into his bloodstream. As they both stared down at his wilting peter, they watched it slowly turn from beet red to red to pinkish red to pink. And as the blood poured out of it, it began to shrink back down to normalcy.


  The wave of relief that washed over him made sweat pop out on his forehead and goose bumps pop out all over his body. Now he could return his attention back to his mother instead of having to worry about his cock exploding, he thankfully thought.


  “Too bad,” she muttered. “Should have used it while it was hard. Don’t think I’ve ever seen a peter that hard.”


  He wanted to tell her how much it had hurt, but couldn’t risk another blow on his recuperating penis.


  Giving his prick a flick with her finger, she straddled him and crawled up onto the bed. Moving up his body, she continued up until her drooling pussy was over his face, dripping out her juices down onto it. As he stared up at the wet, dripping gash of pink flesh, she sank down, pressing her pussy onto his lips. Slade had never felt such soft, smooth skin as his tongue explored the slippery folds of flesh surrounding the oozing opening of her pussy.


  With his tongue exploring the uncharted territory of her pussy, a river of juice was pouring out of it, filling his mouth and painting his lips with the clinging goo. The fragrance of her womanhood filled his nostrils, sending a message down to his cock, telling it to harden once again. Finding her clit with the probing tip of his tongue, he strained against his bonds, wishing he could grab her beautiful ass and crush her pussy against his mouth.


  Shoving her hands down, she grabbed him by the hair and began to jerk his head back and forth, raking his lips up and down on her drooling cunt.


  “Yes-slave-yes—eat your Master’s hot pussy,” she groaned out, grinding her pussy down on his lips as he eagerly attacked her clit with his tongue.


  Staring up at her contorted face, he could see her big tits flopping up and down wildly as she attacked his mouth with her spewing pussy. In spite of its previous degradation, he could feel his cock rapidly firming up again.


  Grunting and mewing out her pleasure, she feverishly worked herself toward an orgasm.


  Suddenly, her thighs clamped down around his head and she thrust herself down onto his mouth as hard as she could.


  “Fucccckkkkkkkkkkkkk,” she howled out as her orgasm swept over her.


  Throwing her head back, she arched her back as her whole body began to shake and jerk with spasms of pleasure.


  She was coming. His mother was coming, Slade giddily thought to himself. He had made his mother come…with his mouth. Un-fucking-believable!


  On and on, her orgasm wracked her body, until at last, with a deep, shuddering sigh, she pulled her fingers out of his hair and let his head drop back down to the pillow. He continued to lick and kiss at her pussy while he felt her thighs relax, releasing their hold on his head.


  “Nice work, slave,” she smiled down at him, raising her leg and lifting herself up off him. “Maybe, I’ll get rid of Billy and keep you as my permanent slave. It would certainly make life a lot simpler, wouldn’t it?”


  “Yes, Master,” he grunted, wondering if he really wanted that or not.


  He was seeing a new and brutal side of his mother that he never knew existed. And now that he knew that about her, he wondered what she was really capable of?


  Rolling over onto her side beside him, she slowly ran her hand down his chest, over his belly and onto his rock-hard cock. Gently touching his blood-bloated cock, she played with it, tickling it with her long red fingernails.


  Slade wished she would grab him and bring relief to his aching cock. But as he soon found out, she was an expert in keeping him right in that no man’s land between aching torment and eruption.


  “Please…please, Master…let me come…please,” he begged, thrusting his hips up at her hand trying to get her to push him over the edge.


  But unfortunately, all that accomplished was to bring another flash of pain as the crop slapped back down on his cock one more time.


  “Only when spoken to, slave,” she warned him again, tickling the underside of his cock with the crop.


  “Yes…yes, Master,” Slade groaned, still pushing his cock up against her hand.


  “You really want me to fuck you?” she asked with an evil grin. “You want your mother to fuck you? You want your mother to fuck her slave?”


  “Yes, yes…please…please…just let me come,” he groaned, the misery down in his cock growing hotter and hotter.


  “Are you sure?” she grinned, giving his cock a pinch.


  “Yes, yes, Master, please, please fuck me,” he pleaded.


  “Okay, if you’re sure that’s what you want,” she manically laughed.


  Rolling over to the edge of the bed, she stepped down onto her stiletto heels and clopped across the room to her dresser.


  What’s she doing, Slade wondered watching her delightful ass jiggle as she walked. He couldn’t help but wonder what it would feel like to fuck it.


  Watching her dig down into one of the drawers, he strained to free himself, but realized it was an exercise in futility. Then he saw her stand back up. As she did, she wrapped several straps around her waist and ass. Still facing away from him, she quickly went about buckling the straps as he fearfully wondered what she was up to.


  Finally, she turned around to face him. His eyes shot down to the huge, plastic penis jutting out of her groin. She was wearing a fucking strap on cock! And that meant…that meant she was literately going to fuck him. Sometime you should watch for what you ask for, he fearfully told himself.


  “Oh, no,” he groaned, immediately wishing he hadn’t as he heard the hurried clop of her heels on the floor.


  Striding back over to the bed with the big cock wildly flopping up and down in front of her, she quickly grabbed up the crop.


  She immediately administered another stinging blow to his aching cock as he winced, cringing in fear.


  “I see that it’s going to be a lot of work to make a decent slave out of you,” she muttered, tossing the crop and a tube of ointment down on the bed beside him.


  “Yes, Master,” he groaned.


  “Now do you still want Mother to fuck you?” she cackled.


  “Uh…uh…I…” he started to say that getting fucked in the ass wasn’t very high on his list of things to do, but stopping when he saw her hand dart for the whip again. “Yes, yes, Master…I want the Master to fuck me…Please.”


  “That’s better,” she smiled down at him as he studied the giant cock sticking out of his mother’s groin.


  Damn, look at that thing, he told himself. It’s even bigger than I am, he frantically thought. It’ll probably rip my ass in two since my ass is already cracked anyway. Then he watched as she bent down and unbuckled the two straps holding his ankles secured to the bed…


  “Lift your legs up,” she ordered him as she pinged around to the other side of the bed on her stiletto heels.


  Slade lifted his feet up off the floor and brought his legs up as she had directed him to do.


  “Higher,” she said, reaching out and grabbing hold of one of the straps dangling down from his ankles. Straining to lift his legs, Slade had never been in a more awkward and exposed position.


  Now he had his arms pulled out to the side along the bed while the front of his thighs brushed against his chest as his mother quickly reattached his ankle to the head post just above his restrained wrists. Then she grabbed his other ankle strap and re-secured it to the foot post above his wrist restraint. Bent in double, Slade saw that his ass jutted out, tilted just perfectly for an invasion on his helpless asshole.


  Mortified, he fearfully lay on his back, his ass sticking up in the air while his knees brushed against his shoulders. Not thinking he could be any more shamed, he watched his mother slowly lift his cock and wrap the cock ring around it again.


  Fuck, he thought to himself. This is getting dangerous. Watching his cock and balls growing a darker red again from the entrapped blood inside them, he saw her lay it on his belly, clearing the way for his rape…


  With his head still resting on the pillow, unable to move, he watched his mother carefully smear lubricant down the entire length of the big, plastic cock. Then, she squeezed out a big gob of the stuff onto her fingers and quickly wiped it on his cringing asshole.


  Slade’s ass cringed back away from the cold lube as he tried to escape her probing finger.


  “Unhhhhhhhh,” he grumbled, seeing her hand start for the whip again, but stopped when he didn’t actually say an intelligible word.


  “Hold still, slave,” she commanded him.


  Slade tried not to move as he breathlessly watched his mother step up behind his vulnerably-exposed ass. Then he felt the slippery tip of the dildo press against his clenched asshole. It wasn’t bad at first, but as it sank in deeper, the pain began. Then all at once, he heard a loud buzzing sound and felt fake cock begin to pulsate and quiver. The damn thing had a vibrator in it, he suddenly realized. The tickling buzz now filled the insides of his ass, strangely quieting the burning pain as she pushed the big, fake head of the cock down into the slowly dilating opening of his anus.


  She continued to force the cock into him, a little bit at a time as the pain grew. But the race was being won by the buzzing pleasure that was quickly filling his ass. Finally, the head of the cock slipped through Slade’s anal ring with a squirting spark of more pain. Grunting, he sucked in a breath of air, trying to hold back the curse that brushed up against the back his lips. He didn’t want to add to the pain and sting of another spanking to what he was already feeling.


  Glad that there was no one to witness the humiliation of his defilement, he couldn’t believe that he was actually getting fucked in the ass. Fucked in the ass by his own goddamned mother!


  As his mother kept pushing the cock in deeper, he felt like he was getting split apart on the one hand, but then the thing tickled over his prostate giving him another jolt of pleasure.


  Then, with a sudden thrust, she was inside of him all the way up to the fake cock’s plastic base. As she held herself pressed against him, Slade felt the soft tickle of another vibrator on his tightly confined balls realizing that the thing must have two vibrators in it. One for her and the other one inside the huge, vibrating cock that was shoved up his ass.


  TOUCH ME…TOUCH ME! He silently screamed at her as she began to slide the cock in and out of his tightly clenched asshole. Just touch my cock and I’ll come for days, he groveled to himself as the plastic base of the dildo slapped up against his upturned butt every time she pumped it into him.


  Her face a mask of determination, she pounded the cock into his ass as he watched her big, dangling breasts bobbling up and down with every stroke. She now had her hands curled around his thighs, digging her dark, red fingernails into him as her hips slashed back and forth wildly.


  Well, if she’s into BDSM, this is total, complete, absolute domination. Why she could take a knife and cut my fucking balls off and there’s not a god damned thing I could do about it. But lay here and watch myself bleed to death. If only…if only, she’d let me come. I’d do anything for her the rest of my life. Anything!


  Then he felt her fingernails tickle down the underside of his captive cock. YES! YES! DO IT…DO IT…MAKE ME COME,” his body screamed, but her hand quickly moved away as she kept pumping away at his ass with the fake cock.


  But, all at once, she drove the giant dildo up into his ass as deep as it could go. Then as he hopefully looked on, he saw her tits begin to quiver and jiggle. Her eyes closed, she threw her head back and arched her back, thrusting herself into him as hard as she could. He could feel her whole body shaking with effort as she fought her way through another orgasmic storm. Her second one already and he hadn’t even had one. What a gluttonous pig! How fucking greedy could she be, he angrily wondered?


  Slowly, her body stopped quaking. Then he watched her slowly step back and ease the lube-coated cock out of his stinging asshole, taking with it the tingling sensation of pleasure. Now, with the pleasure gone, his ass was filled with a smarting ache from being stretched so wide.


  As the tip of the vibrator cleared his asshole, she reached down and quickly unbuckled the straps on it. Slipping it off, she dropped it to the floor and stooped down between his legs.


  Quickly untying him, she let his feet drop back down to the floor.


  Re-securing his ankles to the bed, she crawled up beside him and sat on her knees looking down at him. Reaching out, she tickled her fingernails down the swollen tube of flesh running up the underside of his twitching cock all the way down to his swollen, purple balls.


  “Did my slave like that?” she asked,


  “Yes, yes, Master. Your slave liked it very much,” he muttered, hoping that he didn’t go too far and receive another slap to this aching cock or another ass reaming..


  “Would mother’s slave like to come now?” she asked him, faking a move to wrap her hand around his aching cock.


  “Yes, yes, Master, yes, very, very much…” he babbled, thrusting his cock up at her hovering hand.


  “What would slave do for the Master, if she lets him come?” she asked, smiling coldly.


  “ANYTHING! ANYTHING the Master wants…I promise. Please…please…” he groaned.


  She didn’t speak. Instead, she slowly lifted a leg across him, straddling him with her wet pussy just above his cock as he strained up, trying to get it inside her. Smiling evilly, she ever so slowly lowered her juice-drenched pussy down onto the underside of his twitching cock. Lazily, she delicately ran the juice-slathered slit between her fat pussy lips up and down his cock, coating its underside with her succulent juices.


  Finally, seeing that he was getting closer and closer, she lifted her cunt up off him.


  Crawling on her hands and knees, she brought her pussy back up to his face. Once there, looking down at him, she lowered her pussy down onto his mouth.


  Sniveling in his unfilled rage, he watched her thick-lipped pussy slowly descend down onto his lips. Wanting to make her come again, hoping that would bring about his own release, he tried to flick her clit, but she moved it away. Wondering what she wanted, he felt her press her pussy down against his open mouth.


  Then, all at once, he felt a warm gush of fluid fill his mouth. What? Was she already coming again, he befuddledly wondered as his mouth was filled with the salty brew? What…wait…it…it was pee. Oh, my God…she’s peeing in my mouth. He couldn’t believe it. His mother was pissing in his mouth.


  “Swallow it,” she ordered him. “Swallow Mommy’s pee.”


  “Mmmphhhh,” he grunted out into her gushing pussy, swallowing the first mouthful down only to have his mouth refilled by her spewing urethra.


  Then she slowly lifted her pussy, watching the stream of golden fluid trickle down into his open mouth as he quickly drank it down.


  Reeling in the total misery and disgrace of it all, he watched the golden drops shower down onto his lips and face. First getting fucked in the ass by her, and now she was peeing in his fucking mouth. How would he ever live this down?


  Finally, the shower slowed to a few golden drops dripping out of her urethra. As it did, she lifted her pussy from his lips and started backing down toward his twitching prick. Dropping her pussy down onto his chest, she dragged it along, leaving a trail of her pungent pee down his chest and belly to his cock.


  Now she stood on her hands and knees above him with her dripping pussy directly above his cock again. Looking down between them, he watched her reach down and gently grasped his achingly-hard cock in her hand. Lifting it, she held it straight up, pointing up at her pussy.


  Was this it, he frantically wondered? Was she finally going to fuck him with her hot cunt? Thrusting his cock up at her, he saw her hips lift just enough to keep his cock out of the juice-slickened opening of her pussy.


  Suddenly, another spurt of gold urine spat out of her urethra, spewing out onto his upthrust cock, coating it with its wet heat. He watched the splash of pee strike his cock and quickly run down it its shaft, dripping down onto his belly and the bed. This time, the golden shower only lasted a few moments before it stopped.


  Then, unbelievably, he watched her hot, bald pussy drop down as she fitted the tapered head of his cock up into the tight, clenched opening of her vagina. His groin and thighs drenched in her hot pee, he watched on in feverish delight as her pussy settled down around his jutting, pee-coated cock. Quickly, easily, her juice-slickened pussy enveloped his throbbing peter all the way up to its leather-wrapped hilt. Slade was so far gone, all it took was one clutch of her pussy to trigger a massive upheaval of cum from his twitching, spurting cock.


  And the moment she felt him lurch, she unsnapped the cock ring.


  “Oh…oh…God…oh…God,” he groaned out, thrusting his cock up into her pussy as it quickly filled her to overflowing. Streams of his cum gushed out around his erupting cock, joining the coating of urine to make a royal mess of his lower belly and groin.


  Then, he felt something lightly tap his cheek as his peter continued to buck and spurt inside her clutching pussy. Groggily opening his eyes, he saw the leather flap of his mother’s crop resting against his cheek as she ground herself down onto him.


  “Only when spoken to,” she said softly, rubbing the crop against his tear-stained cheek…


  


  




  Part Two - The Show


  


  Things changed drastically in the Lewis household after that fateful day. Slade was no longer allowed to stand in his mother’s presence while inside the house, unless guests were present. The only place he could stand and walk was in his own room and then only with the door closed. Everywhere else in the house, he had to crawl. He was not allowed to wear anything but the black, leather dog collar with its pointed, silver studs and long silver chain. And everywhere he went, the long, silver chain followed him, rattling along on the floor behind him as if to remind him of his new station in life. His mother fed him in a large, silver dog dish, which she placed by her chair, so that she could reach down and pet him as they ate. The only normalcy between them was when she occasionally took him out to eat. At those times, it was like the old days and she treated him with kindness and affection…for all to see…


  Then, one evening as she sat eating and he slurped at the food in his dish, he felt her fingers tickle up the back of his ear. Gently, she scratched him behind his ear, just as she would have done with any dog.


  “We need to discuss an upcoming event,” she purred, running her long fingers through his hair. “I am going to suspend the rules for the time being so we can discuss it. Come, sit at the table with me.”


  “Huh?” he muttered.


  Sitting at the table with her? It made him nervous to even think such a thing. Damn, how much he had changed in the last couple of months. Now he was even afraid to speak to her. Afraid he would step over the bounds and receive the CROP!


  “Come on. It’s okay,” she said, standing up and clopping over to the kitchen counter with the crop in her hand as Slade flinched and watched her beautiful butt quiver and jiggle.


  Just as Slade’s new attire was his birthday suit, his mother rarely wore clothes in the house any more either. Usually, she just wore a pair of stiletto heels that arched her legs into a series of perfectly shaped, statuesque curves.


  “See,” she said, dropping the crop on the counter before turning and walking back over to the table.


  Slade shifted his attention from her jiggling ass up to her bobbling tits as she sat back down.


  “Really? I…I can speak…speak to you without you telling me to?” he stammered, cringing at even the thought of such a luxury.


  Talk to her…talk to her without fear of receiving a whipping? How could she allow such a thing? She had taught him well, he thought to himself. Maybe too well. What it had done to his psyche was striking? But the most intriguing question was why…why had HE allowed it to happen? Pussy, he told himself. Her hot, sweet pussy…


  “Yes, you can speak to me,” she laughed. “Now come up here and sit down.”


  “If…if you say so,” he timidly said, slowly pushing himself up to his feet.


  Stepping over to the chair across from her, he bent down and slid onto the seat. It felt awkward sitting on the same level with her. But she had said he could do it, he told himself.


  “Okay,” she said, taking a big breath that made her big tits rise and fall. “I belong to a dominatrix club. And every summer, we rent a gymnasium and hold a ‘dog’ show. The show is scheduled for next Saturday.”


  “Uh, we…we don’t have a dog,” he muttered.


  “No…we don’t, but in a sense, I do,” she smiled. “You see, you are now my ‘dog’. Billy used to be my ‘dog’, but since you’ve replaced him as my slave, you’re now my ‘dog’.”


  “Huh?” he said, his mouth dropping open as he stared at her in bewilderment.


  So that’s why she made him crawl around on his all fours all the time…made him eat out of a dog dish…made him wear a dog collar…and why Billy was barking when he had caught them down in the basement. Now it all made sense to him. Crazy, ridiculous sense, but sense in a weird, convoluted way.


  “Yes, come with me,” she said, standing up, reaching down and taking his hand in hers. Pulling him along behind her, she went up the stairs and led him down to her bedroom. Stepping inside, she pulled him over to a shelf that held about ten miniature trophies. He had seen them before, but hadn’t paid much attention to them, thinking they were probably associated with something to do with her childhood.


  Picking one up, she handed to him.


  Looking at it, he saw that it had been engraved, “Best in Breed – 2006”.


  “Here, sit on the bed and I’ll explain,” she smiled, sitting down on the bed and patting it beside her.


  He sat down beside her and she began.


  “First, there are twenty entrants…twenty dogs…twenty boys, which are divided into four groups. They are all judged on their physical ‘attributes’ and one from each group is declared “Winner of Group” by Stella. She’s our judge for the event. The four winners are awarded five points each, however, the boy with the largest penis is given the “Biggest in Show” trophy and an additional five points. I think that you should be able to take that quite easily,” she smiled running her hand down to his cock and gently tickling it.


  The next event is “Length of Shot”,” she went on. “To find out who wins this event, all of the boys stand on their knees in a line and jack off. The boy who shoots his wad the furthest is declared the winner. That’s good for ten points. This winner joins the other four winners to compete in the next event, if he is not from the original four. The rest of the boys and their handlers repair to the stands to watch. The four, or five, boys and their handlers will next compete in “Best Time, Return to Point”. In this event, the handler, the boy’s Dom, will attempt to bring the boy’s cock back full hardness with her mouth in the quickest time…the winner receives fifteen points….”


  Slade sat beside her staring at her with his eyes and mouth wide open as she went on.


  “Now, once all of the boy’s cocks have been returned to prime condition, they, along with their handlers, will vie for the “Best of Breed” trophy, like the one you have in your hand. To win it, the boys will fuck their doms, and whoever can last the longest, before coming again is declared best of breed. Winner gets twenty points. Boy, dog with the most points wins “Best in show”. If there is a tie, the boy, helped by his dom, who can get it up again and come first again is declared the winner and gets the “Best in show” trophy. I’ve never won ‘Best in Show’, but I want to this year …with my new dog. Based on your size, I’m sure that we already have ten points in the bag…”


  Slade didn’t say a word. He was speechless. He’d never heard anything so bizarre, so perverted, and so fucking unbelievable. It was insane.


  “Well?” she asked. “Do you think we can do it?”


  “In front…in front of all those people?” he muttered. “I would have some lady pawing me, then have to jack off, then you suck me, and then I have to fuck you? In front of all those people? Hell, I don’t even know that I could get it up.”


  “Oh, I bet you can,” she laughed, running a finger up and down his cock.


  “I don’t know,” he said as she tickled and toyed with his cock.


  “Oh, yes, I forgot,” she said, feeling the energy beginning to flow into his cock, “there are a couple of other things I didn’t mention…”


  “Like what?” he complained, feeling her fingers quickly helping his cock stiffen and grow.


  “The boys are painted to look like the breed of dog they are representing,” she laughed.


  “Oh, no,” he groaned. “I have to look like a dog and act like a fool in front of all those people?”


  “And in the “Best of Breed” competition,” she said, “all the fucking has to be doggie style, of course.”


  “Who would have guessed that…” he smirked.


  “So,” she giggled, rolling over onto her belly and pushing herself up to her hands and knees, “you wanna practice a little, before I reinstate the rules?”


  “Fucking A,” he grunted, rolling over and getting up to his knees behind her with his big cock jutting out ripe and ready.


  “So what breed do you want to be?” she asked him.


  “I don’t know…you choose,” he mumbled, curling his hand around his cock and slowly bringing its rounded head up to her drooling pussy.


  As he did, she reached down between her legs and spread apart the thick, meaty lips of her pussy as he fitted the head of his cock between them. Finding the juice-slickened opening of her cunt with the tip of his prick-head, he gave out a grunt, thrusting forward and burying all eight inches of his cock into the clutching depths of her salivating puss.


  “Rottweiler…you’ll be a Rottweiler…” she panted, thrusting herself back at him as he began pounding his cock into her pussy.


  “Yeah…Rottweiler…Rottweiler,” he grunted, holding onto her hips, jerking her back and forth on his cock as he hammered it into her. “Arff…arff.”


  Slade couldn’t believe the dual personalities of the woman he was fucking. One minute she could be a loving, affectionate mother that no one would suspect of becoming the dominant, overbearing bitch that lay just under the surface, waiting her turn to burst forth. But, one thing was on his side, he dementedly thought…both of the women were both good fucks…


  “Yeah…nice doggie…nice doggie fuck Mommy good,” she babbled out, humping her ass and pussy back at him as his hips moved faster and faster.


  As they fucked, the wet slap of his juice-splattered belly smashing up against her upturned ass sickly echoed off the walls. Then the loud creaking of the bed joined in, groaning out its protest against the abusive treatment it was receiving.


  This was the way she deserved to be fucked, he thought. The bitch deserved the savage fucking she was receiving from him. This was the way it was meant to be. Him on top, her on the bottom taking his cock into her cunt. Him as the Master and her as the slave. And somehow, he had to bring that about. It was all up to him.


  Suddenly, she began to quiver and shake. Her thighs slapped together, imprisoning him between her trembling calves as her body writhed under him. Stopping the brutal attack on her pussy as she groveled below him, he reached down and stretched the cheeks of her beautiful ass apart with the fingers of one hand. Then, raising his other hand up to his mouth, he stuck out his forefinger and ran it into his mouth. Coating his finger with his spit, he jerked it out of his mouth and dropped it back down to her pouting asshole. Placing its tip on her asshole, he quickly shoved it into her all the way up to the last knuckle.


  “God! OhohohohGod,” she cursed, arching her back and throwing her head back as she thrust her butt back against his hand and invading finger. “My ass…in my ass…your cock…your cock in my ass.”


  Sensing the opportunity of a lifetime, Slade jerked his finger out of her ass and lurched backwards dragging his juice-slathered penis out of her pussy. Grabbing it, he quickly brought its big, tapered head up to the center of the puckered ring of furrowed flesh surrounding her little asshole. Watching her anus dilate and constrict with the rhythm of her orgasming cunt, he began to push against it. The rounded head of his big cock slowly spread the opening as it began to disappear into it.


  “OhhhhhOhhhhhhOhhhhh,” she moaned out as the monster spread her asshole wider and wider.


  Then all at once, the giant head popped inside her anal ring, eliciting a sharp intake of breath from her.


  “FuckGoddamntight,” Slade groaned out, thrusting forward and burying all eight inches of his thick, hard cock into her hot ass.


  As his lengthy cock ended its journey, he felt her asshole tighten around the base of his dick.


  “We get extra points for this at the dog show?” he growled out, holding his cock thrust down into her hot, tight asshole while her anal ring clenched down around the base of his cock.


  Then his mother grunted and pulled forward, making his cock slide back down the tightness of her rectum. The moment she started backing, Slade felt something clutch at the head of his cock for a moment, then release it.


  “Nononofuckmefuckme with it,” his mother implored him, working her hips back and forth, sliding his cock in and out of her ass on her own.


  Then she spread her legs back apart as Slade began a savage assault on her asshole with his big cock. And at the end of each stroke, his cock head slipped through another tight, clutching opening in her rectum.


  “Big…so goddamned big,” she fussed, rocking back and forth, slamming herself back against him every time he drove his cock into her.


  “Tight…goddamned…tight…so tight,” he grunted, mocking her as he humped away at her hot ass.


  And it was. He had never had anything so tight before as her anal sphincter bit down around his cock, threatening to snip it off at the base. Maybe it just felt so tight because he had never had a shot of tail before. But the fact it was his hot mother’s ass probably made it feel that much tighter. He loved the hot softness of his mother’s ass bumping up against his groin as his big balls flopped back and forth under it, slapping up against her moist, empty pussy. And as they did, they splattered her hot juices all over their thighs, coating them with its hot stickiness.


  It was simply too much to ask of a boy, he feverishly thought. Too much to ask of a boy to fuck his mother’s hot ass for more than a few seconds without coming.


  The fiery ache in his flopping balls grew into a conflagration. Then, suddenly his cock exploded, spewing a gigantic gush of superheated cum out into his mother’s ass.


  “Fuck-coming-your-ass,” he choked out as he felt her asshole clench down even tighter around the hairy base of his spurting cock as she began to quiver and shake again.


  He knew that his big cock had passed out of her rectum and was now emptying its fiery load into her colon. He could even feel the rectal valve between her rectum and colon tightly clutching down around the shaft of his cock as it bucked and jerked, spurting out its creamy burden.


  “Hot…cum so hot,” she groaned out, thrusting herself back against him, forcing his erupting cock even deeper into of her colon…


  ~~~


  The day he had been dreading all week long finally arrived. As he lay in his bed, wondering what it was really going to be like, he heard a loud rap on his door before it came swinging open.


  “Why hello, there. How’s Mommy’s little doggie?” his naked mother smirked, slowly strolling over to his bed, rolling her hips suggestively.


  Then with a naughty smile on her lips, she threw the sheet off him and eased down onto her knees beside his bed.


  “Just thought I’d come down and make a withdrawal,” she laughed, “so you’ll last longer at the show. I really do want that best in show trophy.


  She quickly sucked his cock into her mouth and roughly began to work on it with her lips and tongue. Slade watched her cheeks hollow and felt her tongue tormenting the supersensitive spot where the jutting tube running the length of the underside of his cock and its big head joined. He immediately felt raw energy flowing into it, making it swell and grow inside her mouth.


  As his cock grew harder and harder, her head jerked up and down faster and faster. Her full, red lips flew up and down the thick shaft of his cock, milking it, coaxing it toward eruption. Slade could feel his orgasm approaching at break-neck speed as he humped his cock up into her loudly slurping mouth. Her fingers were all over his cock and balls as she sucked on him. Pulling, plucking, tickling, they urged his cock and balls to give up their creamy treasure and give Slade the means to prolong his eruptions later in the day when it really counted.


  Slade’s big balls began to scrunch up around his cock, anticipating the immediate and fiery release as she devoured his jutting cock with her ravenous mouth.


  “Mom…gonna come…gonna come,” he babbled out, feeling his cock quickly nearing the explosive point of no return.


  He was going to come…come in her mouth, he feverishly thought as he felt himself go skittering past the point. When he did, his cock lurched and spewed out such a giant gob of creamy cum, it filled her mouth.


  “Fuccccckkkkkkk,” he gasped out, grabbing her head and shoving it down, sending his big cock plunging up into her gagging throat.


  He heard her gag, but somehow she overcame the regurgitatory urge and let his jerking cock empty its gooey load into her throat, one creamy gob after another.


  Finally, he felt his cock stop spurting and begin to wither. As it did, his mother pushed him away, pulling her mouth up off his retreating cock and gasping in a deep breath of air.


  Then, running her tongue over her lips, she pushed herself up onto her feet. As Slade lay in his bed, breathing heavily from his orgasm and reveling in the pleasant, post-eruptive glow, his mother clopped over to the door, her tight ass quivering and jiggling delightfully with every step.


  “Come down to my room,” she ordered him, standing in the doorway, with her crop in her hand as she smiled down at him. “It’s time to get you doggied up.”


  “Oh…” he started to complain, but stopped when he saw her raise the whip.


  Rolling off his bed onto his hands and knees, he started crawling toward her as she turned and clopped down the hallway on her high heels. Following her into her bedroom, he saw her standing on a blanket in the middle of the room. And on the blanket sat two big bottles…one was filled with black paint and the other rust colored paint.


  “You may stand for this, so it will be easier for me to paint you,” she told him, dropping her crop down to the blanket as he slowly rose to his feet.


  Then as he stood on the blanket beside her, she opened the bottle of black paint. As he watched, she dipped a small, three-inch brush down in the paint. Lifting it out, she began to paint him with soft, dainty strokes. Down his chest, over his belly, she went, leaving his skin blackened behind the tickling brush. Stopping at his dick, she smiled and painted around it, leaving it conspicuously bare as she continued on down his legs, stopping once again just above his bare feet.


  “Turn around,” she told him as she stood again and started painting at his shoulders, joining the earlier starting point and blending them together.


  Then she painted down his back, stopping just above the jutting swell of his muscular ass.


  “Does doggie need to poop?” she asked him. “Last chance until this afternoon…”


  “No…no…I’m fine,” he mumbled, his cheeks blushing brightly as she quickly began to paint again.


  He felt her spread the cheeks of his ass apart and dig the brush down between them, insuring that every square inch of his ass was covered with black paint. Painting down his the back of his legs, she once again stopped just above his feet. Standing back up, she painted up his neck, blending the black paint into his hairline. Then she did the same on both sides of his head and across his forehead.


  “There, the black is done,” she smiled, turning on her heels and clopping into the bathroom as he watched her delightful ass swish from side to side.


  She came strolling back out with the clean brush as Slade dropped his eyes down to her jiggling tits.


  “Now doggie’s finishing touches,” she laughed, as she bent down and painted his feet with the rust colored body paint.


  Then she moved up, making him spread his fingers as she painted his hands. Standing up again, she leaned toward him and gave him a big, wet kiss. Leaning back, she lifted the brush up to his face.


  “This is going to be so much fun,” she giggled, painting his jowls and neck.


  Oh, yeah, he started to say, but thought better of it, glancing down at the whip.


  Finally, satisfied that she had him rusted up appropriately, she brought out a tiny brush and added his whiskers.


  “There, it will take about fifteen minutes for it to dry, then we’re set to leave,” she smiled, running her eyes up and down his body to admire her handiwork. “You may walk over and look at yourself in the mirror,” she told him pointing to her full-length mirror.


  God, how humiliating, he groaned to himself staring at his reflection in the mirror. I look like one of those fucking cats in that play…but I’m a fucking dog…what a pun, he angrily thought. Damn, he wished it was all over…


  ~~~


  I hope that no one who knows me, sees me, he grumbled to himself as his mother turned into the parking lot by the Brentwood Gymnasium. What the hell, he told himself. They wouldn’t recognize you if they did see you. You look so damned stupid… Wonder what the school would do if they knew what was really going to go on in their gymnasium?


  Shuffling along after his mother, he pulled his long, floor length coat around him. Feeling stupid, running around in the coat in the warm, morning sun, he stepped up to the door behind her. As he watched, he saw her knock on the door. It was apparently some kind of secret knock, as the door quickly opened and inside stood a scantily dressed woman, who held the door open for them as they both stepped inside.


  Standing by the coat rack, he watched his mother sweep her coat off. As she did, he saw that she was wearing an outfit similar to the one she had been wearing when he caught her and Billy, that day eons ago. Except this one had nothing covering her bald pussy.


  “Well…let’s go,” she said, turning to see that he was staring down at her big, bare breasts. “Take your coat off, get down on your paws, and come on…”


  “Uh, okay,” he said, timidly peeling his coat back over his shoulders and hanging it up. Just then, as he stood facing away from her, he felt the crop brush against his butt.


  “Remember, no speaking,” she warned.


  Dropping down to his all fours, he crawled along behind her as she pulled him along by the long, silver chain.


  He couldn’t believe what he saw as he gawked around the room in wide-eyed astonishment.


  There must have been fifteen or sixteen boys on their hands and knees, standing by women who were dressed in all sorts of lewd apparel. The women’s attire ranged from almost total concealment down to almost total nudity as they stood holding onto the silver chains attached to the boy’s dog collars. Unlike the women, the boy’s wore nothing but body paint and their dog collars.


  As the women chatted familiarly, most of the boys were glancing about nervously except for two or three who were boastfully glaring at the others, turning themselves from side to side as if to show off their oversized cocks. All of the boys were painted to mimic all sorts of dog breeds from spotted Dalmatians to Bearded Collies to Dobermans to German Shepherds to Great Pyrenees. But he was the only Rottweiler in the gym.


  Watching his mother, he saw she was heading over to what appeared to be the judge’s table as there was a stand with a ramp leading up to it in front of the table. An older lady, looking to be in her late fifties or early sixties, with long blond hair stood behind the table watching him as he crawled toward her. She was good looking, he thought, for a woman of her age. He could see that her bare tits must have been huge at one time as they now dangled down heavily. Standing on his hands and knees behind his mother, he tried to hide himself from the other boy’s peering eyes.


  “Oh, Donna,” the older woman said, peering around her and looking at Slade, “I see that you have a new dog for this year’s show.’


  “Yes, Stella. This is Slade, my new Rottweiler,” his mother smiled, reaching down and running her fingers through Slade’s hair. “I’m afraid that poor Billy just didn’t quite have what it took for best in show, so I’m hoping that Slade and his, uh, equipment are better suited for that title. What do you think?”


  “You know that I can’t say, being the judge and all,” she smiled, bending down and looking at his big, dangling cock as her big tits swung down below her. “Besides, I have to see it when it’s in full point. But I must admit, it is quite impressive soft.”


  “I understand,” his mother smiled at her. “It is really quite imposing when it is at full point, though. Around eight…eight full inches. So if he doesn’t get best in show, I’m sure he’ll be in competition for biggest in show….”


  “We shall see,” the judge said, looking over at the door as another couple strolled in. “Only two more dogs and we’re set to begin the competition. Turn around so I can pin your number on your back.”


  Donna spun around and the judge quickly pinned a sheet of paper with a big Black “R1” on her back.


  “Can’t wait, thanks,” Donna said, jerking on Slade’s chain and leading him over to one of the areas marked for Group One.


  Crawling along behind her, he watched her stop and ease down to her knees.


  “Stand up on your knees,” she told him. “We can get started, so that when the others arrive, we’ll be ready to go.”


  Raising up onto his knees, he watched her reach for his dangling cock. Feeling embarrassed, he glanced around the gym and saw that several women were also working on their ‘dogs’, coaxing their peters to hardness.


  Shifting his attention back to his mother and his cock, he watched her bend down and lift his cock up to her mouth.


  “This is so fucking crazy,” he muttered, feeling her hot mouth pulling on his cock as her tongue swirled around it, coaxing and urging it on.


  The pleasure welling up from his cock quickly encouraged it to harden. And within a couple of minutes, it stood hard and stiff, glistening wetly with her spit in the bright lights of the gym.


  “There, he’s ready to go,” she said, looking around at the other boys as she slowly stroked her hand up and down his cock to keep it primed. “And by the looks of things, I would say he’s definitely best in group and in the lead for biggest in show.”


  “Huh,” he muttered, following her eyes and studying the size of his competition’s equipment.


  Yes, he thought, his eight inches did seem to rule the roost. His big cock was at least an inch or two longer than all of the other cocks. And the fact that he knew the boys had been partially chosen to participate in the show because of the size of their cocks, it made it all that much sweeter.


  “Now when the judge is examining you, keep your head level and your eyes looking straight ahead. I’ll be standing in front of you, so stare at my tits or pussy or something, but don’t turn your head to look at her. Understand?” she muttered.


  “R1,” he heard the judge call out and felt an immediate tug on his leash.


  “Down,” his mother whispered, letting go of his cock.


  Even in these conditions, he couldn’t keep his eyes off her beautiful ass as it wiggled and jiggled with each step she took as she clopped across the gym floor, leading him to the viewing stand.


  When they reached the stand, she led him up the ramp and onto the carpeted top of the stand.


  As soon as he was in place, the judge stepped around in front of him with her gigantic tits bobbling about wildly. Reaching out, she pinched his chin between her fingers and thumb. Moving his head around in all directions, she studied his face with her big, blue eyes that sparkled like diamonds in the bright lights of the gymnasium. Letting go of his chin, she stuck out a long, red-tipped finger and eased it into his mouth. Bizarre, Slade uneasily thought, but at the same time, he felt a perverse excitement as she explored his mouth with her finger. As he felt her run her finger over his tongue, he felt a tickle of excitement jolt through his cock making it twitch. As it did, he heard a murmur run through the audience and he began to blush. Thankfully, no one could see the blush because of the body paint, he thought.


  At last, she slowly withdrew her spit-covered finger and stepped around to his side. As she did, Slade found himself staring right at his mother’s big, jiggling tits.


  Reaching out again, the judge explored his biceps with the tips of her fingers and thumb, gently squeezing and probing. Then, she examined his triceps and forearm before taking her hand away from his arm. Keeping his eyes looking straight ahead at his mother’s beautiful tits, just as she had ordered him to do, out of the corner of his eye he saw the judge take a couple of baby steps down toward the end of the stand. She took a step back and studied his big, stiff cock that was slowly bobbing up and down under his belly. Then, she stepped back up to the stand and all at once he felt her hot hand on his cock. First, she wrapped her hand around the impressive girth of his cock and gave it a squeeze. Then, she ran her hand down, wrapping it around the hairy base of his cock and gave it another squeeze, a little harder this time. Finally, she let go and tickled her fingertips up the bulging tube running along the underside of his giant prick. When she did this, his cock began to twitch and jerk as another murmur trickled through the crowd. Lastly, she explored the big, swollen head of his cock with her hot fingertips.


  Finished with his cock, she continued on around the stand until she was standing directly behind him. He could almost feel her eyes studying his ass as he stood looking straight ahead, trying not to flinch as he felt her hands brush over his butt, gently fondling and squeezing it. Then he felt her other hand touch down and daintily spread the cheeks of his ass. Suddenly, he felt a fingernail touch his exposed asshole making his cock twitch uncontrollably as his asshole cringed and the crowd buzzed again. Then he felt the cold touch of metal on his asshole, followed by a gob of something just as cold spread out on his asshole. A few seconds later, he felt the touch of her finger on him again, but this time, she was pushing her finger down into his asshole. Oh, Fuck, he groaned to himself, this is so fucking humiliating. Standing on his hands and knees, in front of the crowd while some lady stuck her finger up his ass. He’d never been so humiliated. A sharp flash of pain sparked into his brain as he felt her probing his asshole with her finger. Finally, she pulled it out.


  After a few moments, she let go of his ass and he felt her spreading his legs apart wider. Next, he felt her hot hand cup his big, dangling balls. Then as she gently fondled them, cupping and squeezing them, his cock jumped again, and the crowd hummed one more time.


  Finally, she let go of his balls and stepped around to his other side. A cursorily examination of his prick and arm once again and she was finished. Taking a step back, she ran her eyes over his body one last time, then stepped up to Donna.


  He watched the judge lean over and press her lips against Donna’s ear.


  “Definitely best in group,” she whispered, loud enough for him to hear. “Maybe I could borrow him some day and teach him a few new tricks….”


  “Sure,” Donna laughed softly, stepping around him and leading him back down the ramp.


  Damn, Slade thought to himself, maybe there’s more to this than what he had imagined. He’d just heard his mother tell the judge that she would farm him out to the judge. And she was going to teach him some new tricks…Damn.


  Back in their place, he felt his mother’s hand softly brush his head as she petted him while he stood on his hands and knees by her.


  “Well done, my little doggie…well done,” she softly murmured.


  It took around forty-five minutes for the judge to examine all twenty of the boys, but she was finally through. Stepping out from behind the stand, she slowly ran her eyes up and down the line of boys standing on their knees, before she sauntered up to the head of the line where Donna and Slade stood.


  “R1, best in group and biggest in show,” she said with a chop of her arm as she pointed to him.


  Then she handed two little trophies to his mother before she continued down the line, pointing out one boy from each group and calling out their number. “D2…D3…C1.”


  “Ten points…we’re on our way,” his mother said, smiling down at him as she ran her hand through his hair.


  “Time for the length of shot contest, now, contestants,” the judge said, her big tits bobbling up and down as she spoke and pointed to the line running under the basket at the end of the gym. “Would all the dogs…line up on the out of bounds line at the end of the court, please.”


  The boys slowly crawled over to the line and lined up on it, slowly rising up to their knees with their cock jutting out in front of them.


  Listening to the clack of her high heels, Slade watched Stella’s big tits quivering seductively as she slowly walked up the line of boys.


  “You, back up a little,” she said, pointing to one of the boys. “Yes, that’s good…you, over to your right…okay…you…no cheating, back up some…that’s good…”


  Then, as she passed Slade, he saw her give him a quick wink before she proceeded on down the line, making sure all the boys were properly positioned.


  Reaching the end of the line, she stopped and turned around to face the boys as all of them expectantly stared at her, their cocks in their hands.


  “Now,” she yelped, chopping her arm down and making her big tits flop about wildly. “Go!”


  All at once, the boy’s arms began flailing up and down, almost in unison as their hands jerked back and forth on their cocks. Smiling, Stella continued to stroll back and forth in front of the boys, watching them furiously working on their cocks as all the other dominatrices hopefully looked on…


  Whacking his cock at a furious pace, Slade watched Stella and wondered what it was going to be like, fucking her. What did her pussy look like? It didn’t have any hair around it, he thought as the outfit she was wearing had a see through crotch and it was easy to see that there definitely weren’t no hair down there…She was a big woman, he thought as he finally felt a tingle down in his jiggling balls. Wonder if she’ll let me fuck her in the ass? She has a nice big one…a lot bigger than Mom’s hot ass. All this just fueled his passion as he felt himself getting closer and closer to the moment. He feverishly hoped that he could shoot a good one to impress her…and his mother.


  Then Slade heard one of the boys give out a loud grunt. Everyone turned to watch as the boy thrust his hips forward. His cock jerked and suddenly a thick, ropy strand of gooey, white cum shot out of the head of his cock. The big gob rose into the air for a moment and then arced down to the floor, landing a couple of feet in front of him. His cock continued spurt, but each succeeding ejaculation produced a shorter and shorter trajectory until finally it stopped spitting altogether.


  Still jacking his hand up and down his cock, Slade watched Stella quickly step down to the big, gooey gob of cum. Bending down on one knee, she flicked out a tape measure and reeled it out, putting its tip of it on the line. Then, she looked down at the tape lying beside the gob of cum.


  “Two feet, nine inches,” she said, getting back to her feet as the boy groggily looked down at his expended load.


  Then, one by one, the boys began to add their contribution out onto the gymnasium floor as Stella dashed here and there measuring and calling out the measurements.


  “Two feet, four inches…three feet, one inch…One foot, eleven inches…two feet, six inches…” she went on and on as she scurried about from boy to boy.


  Slade finally felt his balls explode as he thrust his hips forward and watched the big gob of cum spurt out of the head of his dick. God, it felt good to come, he giddily thought as his cum-ball shot into the air and then arced down onto the floor. He could almost imagine it landing with a big, wet splat as he saw Stella hurrying over to him. His cock continued to jerk and spit for a few more seconds as Stella patiently waited until she saw his prick begin to wilt in his hand.


  “Good shot,” Stella whispered to him as she knelt down and quickly measured his attempt. “Three feet, four inches.”


  He was the best so far, he happily thought. And there was only one guy to go. Maybe he would win, he told himself as he anxiously watched the boy beating his meat. Finally, he saw the boy grimace and thrust his hips forward as his cock exploded in his hand, shooting out a giant glob of cum high into the air.


  Slade watched the wad of cum arc up into the air and drop down on the floor. Looks close, he frantically thought, hearing the clop of Stella’s high heels on the floor as she clacked her way over to the boy’s gob of cum.


  She quickly ran the tape measure out and measured the boy’s effort. Then she turned and looked over at Slade with a little frown on her face.


  “Three feet, four…and a half inches…D3…The winner.”


  Damn, Slade cursed to himself…the little son of a bitch beat me…beat me by a fucking half inch. Damn him…and he was one of the best of group, so he has fifteen points now, and I’ve only got ten. I hope Mom isn’t too damned mad at me…


  Looking over at her, he saw her coming toward him along with all the other women who were coming to fetch their ‘dogs’. She wasn’t frowning, but she wasn’t smiling either, he saw.


  “So close,” she mumbled, leaning down and wiping at the gooey mess in front of him. “Half a fucking inch. Maybe if we hadn’t done it this morning… it’s my fault…I’m the one to blame.”


  “Sorry, Mom,” he said, “but we still got two more contests to go….”


  “I know,” she said, standing up.


  When the women were finished cleaning up the boy’s messes, all but the four winners trudged up into the stands, leaving their ‘dogs’ lying on the floor in the front of the stands.


  Dropping down to his hands and knees once again, he saw several of the women dragging four of the big mats that were used to cushion the walls under the goals out to center court and position them with one corner of each mat touching the center court ring. Placing one in each quadrant of the court, about six feet apart, they then returned to the bleachers.


  These were apparently going to be the fucking mats, Slade thought to himself. Funny, two months ago, he had been wistfully lusting after his mom, and now he was about to fuck her in front of a crowd of women and boys. Fucking unbelievable…


  Then his mother led him over to one of the mats.


  “Up to your knees,” she commanded him as she dropped down onto her hands and knees in front of him.


  Raising her hands up from the mat, she lifted his dangling peter up to her mouth and sucked it inside as she cupped his big, dangling balls in the palm of her hand. He had never felt his mother work so feverishly on his cock. Her cheeks hollowed from the force of her suctioning mouth while she roughly pulled and plucked on his balls. Then as she felt his cock slowly hardening, she tickled her finger up the crack of his ass and found his pouting asshole. Delicately teasing and tickling it, she urged him on as his cock slowly stiffened and grew. Glancing around anxiously as his mother’s hot lips worked their magic on him, he saw that the other three boy’s cocks were in various stages of erection.


  Then he saw that the boy that was closest to full erection was D3. Crap, if he wins that’ll give him thirty points. Then, I’ll have to win best of breed to even tie him. But even if I win this one, I’ll still have to win best of breed to win best in show…


  Concentrating, he willed his cock to grow. Straining, he tried to make it grow faster as his mother hungrily devoured it.


  Suddenly, he heard Stella shout out.


  “D2…D2 has achieved full point,” she exclaimed, standing by the boy in a black and white Dalmatian imitation as she squeezed on his big cock.


  His mother and the three other women immediately stopped sucking and looked over at the boy who was proudly smiling.


  “Shit,” he heard his mother curse as she angrily looked over at the winner. “Last chance.”


  “I know,” Slade muttered.


  “Best of Breed now,” Stella declared. “Take your places.”


  All of the women shuffled around on the mats until their pretty rear ends were pointed at their partners.


  “Enter your bitches,” Stella ordered.


  Slade shuffled up between his mother’s calves until the head of his big, spit-covered cock was poised at the drooling opening of her pussy. Wrapping his hand around his cock, he fitted its tapered head between the big, meaty lips. He could feel the juice-slickened opening envelop his cock-head as he eased it down into the clutching tightness of his mother’s pussy.


  Letting go of his cock, he grasped her hips in his hands and pushed his cock into her at the same time he pulled her back onto it.


  “Now,” Stella shouted, dropping her arm down. “Begin the fuck…”


  Slade immediately began to saw his cock in and out of his mother’s pussy. He felt no response from her. She just stood there on her hands and knees taking it, not wanting to encourage him to come any quicker than he would.


  Stella walked among the copulating couples, watching them and making sure that they were all maintaining a similar pace.


  Wonder…wonder how many boys were fucking their mother, he feverishly asked himself and felt a spark of excitement shiver through his cock. As it did, he saw his mother turn and frown at him over her shoulder.


  Just then, Slade heard a loud pop and looked over to where Stella stood behind one of the other couples.


  “Faster…faster,” she ordered, “keep up with the pace of the others. No cheating.”


  Glancing down, he saw an angry red welt on the boy’s ass where Stella had struck him with her crop.


  The boy immediately picked up the pace, driving his cock in and out of the woman’s spewing pussy faster.


  Slade continued to work away at his mother’s pussy as her juices leaked out and coated his flopping balls with the hot mucilage. He could hear the clack of Stella’s high heels as she slowly strolled among the couples ensuring that all of them were going at the same speed.


  The paint on the ‘dogs’ was beginning to run from the sweat that was running down their bodies and soaking into the mats.


  Finally, some five minutes into the copulating competition, Slade heard one of the boys give out a loud, moaning grunt. Turning, he watched as D3 had his cock laying on his dom’s back while it spewed out one ropy strand of creamy white cum after another, coating her back with the gooey stuff. One down, he grunted to himself, returning his attention back to his mother. Tirelessly humping away at her hot cunt, a couple of minutes later he heard another loud groan and watched another boy empty his load out onto his woman’s back. Now, it was only him and D2, the boy who had won the return to point contest, giving him twenty points to Slade’s ten points. As he felt his own cum begin to bubble and foam down in his slashing balls, he saw the other boy look over at him with a pained look on his face. Then Slade saw the boy’s hips begin to jerk back and forth erratically.


  “Faster,” Stella yelled at him, giving him a hard pop on his bouncing ass.


  That seemed to trigger the boy’s prick, because he jerked his hips back, dragging his juice-drenched cock out of the woman’s pussy just as it shot out a giant spume of syrupy white cum onto his Dominatrix’s quivering ass.


  He won, Slade told himself. They won, he ecstatically thought as he felt his mother begin to shake and shiver as her pussy orgasmed down around his cock. She been fighting the orgasm off, he assumed, not wanting to make him come, but the emotion of winning her long sought after prize was too much.


  Hunching herself back at him and furiously milking and sucking at his pistoning prick, she groveled her way through her orgasm as Slade felt himself tottering on the edge of his orgasm.


  Finally, his balls exploded. Lunging backwards, he jerked his cock out of his mother’s clutching pussy just as he felt it pulsate and spurt out a giant gob of cum that arced up and then splatted down right in the middle of her back.


  “Yes-yes-yes-we did it…we did it…you did it…Best in Fucking Show!” his mother babbled as his cock continued to buck and spurt out thick, gooey globs of cum onto her back, coating it with the sticky stuff.


  “R1, winner, Best of Breed,” Stella proclaimed, grabbing his hand and lifting it into the air. Best in show!


  


  The End
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