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Seven More Days by N.T. Morley 


 


 


Brian's chastity tube is made of hard plastic; it locks
around his distended balls and secures his tiny dick pointing down. He can't
even get all the way hard; about one-quarter mast and he's squirming in pain,
which is the way Natasha likes it.


 


It's now been twenty-one days since Brian had an orgasm.
He's never been hornier in his life, and Natasha knows it. For about a week,
now, all she has to do is toy with the key as it hangs from the chain around
her neck, and Brian starts to whimper as his dick gets hard.


 


Every morning he uses the shower massager on it, running
water over his cock to clean it. Once a week Natasha unlocks his cage for a
more thorough cleaning.


 


Tonight, on the twenty-first day, she has him prepare two
washcloths and two basins -- one with soapy water, the other with clear. Then
she ties him, naked, to the bed.


 


She undresses where he can see her, Her naked body is
glorious. After twelve years together he could still barely even look at
her without popping a boner -- before he'd gone twenty-one days without
an orgasm. Now, he's squirming and pulling at his bonds already.


 


At midnight, he starts his last week of torment.


 


Natasha kisses her way down Brian's body, letting the key
dangle against his flesh. She unlocks the padlock. His dick is already
painfully hard; she has to work to get the chasty tube off.


 


She laughs at him.


 


"What is this?" she purrs, caressing it.
"It can't be a dick -- it's too small!" She gently thumbs his glans.
Brian squeals and pulls against his bonds. If he didn't have a cock-shaped gag
strapped snugly into his mouth, he'd beg her to stop. She wouldn't listen.


 


Natasha leans over him to rummage in the nightstand drawer.
As she does, she's careful to rub her tits in his face. She knows he could blow
his load any seconds after twenty-one days without, so she shoves her knee in
his balls.          She grinds her knee painfully against his swollen nuts.


 


She perpetually rotates her bedside toys so he never knows
what she'll use on him. What toy is she looking for in the nightstand?
Nasty-ass nipple clamps with jagged alligator teeth? A cock whip? Electrodes?
Her "nutcracker" -- a heavy rubber mallet?


 


Holy fuck...he hopes it's not needles or
something...is it?


 


Natasha's slender hand comes out holding an eighteen-inch
ruler.


 


"You know," purrs Natasha. "I've always
wondered just how tiny it is. I remember measuring it once, but that was a very
long time ago. Do you remember?"


 


He does remember, but he can't respond; she's shoved a
dick-shaped gag in his mouth and padlocked the strap around his head. He can't
say a word -- just like he can't beg her to stop caressing his dick. The pleasure's
exquisite, but he can't fucking stand it.


 


Maybe he could stand it, if he thought she might
miscalculate and accidentally jerk him off.


 


But he knows she won't.


 


Natasha caresses his balls with the edge of the ruler,
making a show of groping in her memory. "I mean, I know we did
measure it, but it was such a small number I'm sure I forgot it right away.
Then again, maybe I'm remembering it wrong. I mean, it seems really
small...but what with all those bikers and black guys and football players and Armenians
and such I keep fucking behind your back, maybe my judgment's off a little. Do
you remember how big it is, baby?"


 


Seven inches, Brian thinks as hot humiliation floods
through his naked, bound body. She doesn't really fuck football players, bikers,
Armenians. She's never even had sex with a black guy, as far as he knows; she
just gets off on telling him about it. But then, his cock also isn't that small
-- if anything, it's mildly above-average. Seven inches is fairly impressive
anywhere except porn...but that's not what it's about. It's about the hot pulse
of agony that surges through him when his wife complains about how inadequate
he is.


 


His dick throbs hard from her flirty tone of voice, from her
chiding words, from her nude body rubbing up against him, her hand on his cock,
stroking him. Because he knows that she isn't going to stroke him off.
Not till she's finished with him.


 


In another seven days.


 


Natasha caresses his balls with the ruler.


 


She says with relish, "I'll tell you what. Let's measure
it again. If I'm remembering wrong, I'll go ahead and give you a handjob."


 


She smacks his nuts hard with the ruler and cackles as he
jumps.


 


"Actually -- here, honey, how about this. If it's
larger than an inch, I'll stroke you off and let you cum all over my face.
You'll like that, won't you? You've got to be packing an inch, don't
you? Even your pathetic cock? I mean, of course I know it doesn't
satisfy me, but I'm kind of weird like that...I like really big dicks.
The fact that yours seems so disgustingly tiny could just be about all those
Russian rent boys I've been letting gangbang me while you're at work, don't you
think? Even your little noodle has to be an inch, doesn't it?"


 


It's seven, he thinks pathetically, but the heat
pulsing through his balls and his cock and the rest of his body doesn't come
from the pain. It comes from knowing there is no fucking way he's
getting a handjob tonight, even though he wants one so bad he could almost
burst into tears.


 


She'll never admit his dick is an inch long, and she
won't give him a handjob. Not for seven days.


 


Natasha makes a great show of stroking his cock gently,
edging him right to the brink, while Brian squirms and moans. The bed creaks with
his struggles.


 


Natasha breathes, "Don't get mad, baby. I'm not trying
to tease you. I just want it to be just as erect as it can be, baby. I want to
give you the best possible chance. Isn't that nice of me?"


 


Instinctively, Brian makes an "uh-huh" sound
behind the gag and nods his head.


 


She draws the very tips of her fingers down the shaft of his
cock.


 


He groans and whines and whimpers and pulls at the
restraints that secure him to the bed.


 


The pleasure is excruciating.


 


He's maybe three seconds from cumming; all she'd have to do
is tighten her grasp and jerk, maybe once, maybe twice. Certainly no more than
half a dozen times.


 


He'd blow his load all over her hand. Three weeks' worth of
jizz, with Natasha's constant teasing. His nuts are swollen with it. They're so
blue they're indigo.


 


Natasha stands Brian's cock up straight up from his crotch.
She measures.


 


Her mouth drops open. She makes a horrified sound.


 


"Eighteen millimeters, baby. What is that in
inches?"


 


Seven, thinks Brian, bitterly -- but his arousal is
soaring. Didn't he beg for this? Didn't he softly coax his beautiful wife into
locking him up and tormenting him like this? Didn't he talk her into it by
making...promises?


 


He sure as hell did. And she knows it. She's really pressing
her advantage. She whaps his balls again with the ruler and says harshly,
"Darling! What is that in inches?"


 


Brian can't say a word; his mouth is stuffed full with
silicone dick. So he just whimpers in pain as his blue, abused balls throb.


 


Natasha gets up. She gets her laptop. She sets it on his
chest and cuddles up against him, absently caressing his cock between
keystrokes as she punches "18 mm convert to inches" into the search
engine.


 


As her laptop puzzles over that query, she reaches down and flicks
his swollen nuts hard with her fingers. She digs in her long, painted
fingernails. She twists and torques his balls a little. Then she gets all sweet
and nice and lets her fingertips tickle up his cock, which only makes him
squirm more, and yowl and cry behind the gag. She gently thumbs his glans
again, purring into his ear.


 


The heat at the base of her of her laptop sizzles into his
chest, meeting the pulses of pain from his nuts and the agonizing pleasure from
his cock.


 


"Holy shit," Natasha says when the answer comes
up. "It's even smaller than I thought! Zero-point-seven inches, baby.
Sorry, darling. No handjob for you."


 


She takes her hand off his cock, caresses his face, kisses
his cheeks.


 


If he wasn't gagged, he'd probably try to point out that the
ruler has had "CM" plastered over with "MM," which he can
clearly see as she makes him kiss it, before she whacks his balls again. He
wouldn't tell her that because he wants to dissuade her from telling him how
small his cock is. On the contrary, he loves the way Natasha thinks on her
feet. If he pointed out that his dick was actually eighteen centimeters,
how would she handle it?


 


Would she tell him boys can't do math? That he must need
glasses?


 


Or would she just laugh and say, "Keep telling yourself
that, baby. Live in denial if you want...it's kind of adorable. Do you also
believe in Santa Claus?"


 


Now Natasha's all over him, rubbing her tits on his chest,
in his face. She grinds her pussy on his thigh; it's incredibly wet. She leaves
a snail trail up one thing and down the other, then wriggles up and teases her
slit gently up and down his cock. Brian goes cross-eyed, whimpering. Soon his
dick is slicked-up, juicy with her pussy.


 


"It's really too bad," she purrs into his ear.
"I was almost considering fucking you. Would you have liked that?"


 


Her laugh of pure joy makes his heart race.


 


"I know I wouldn't have, but it seemed the nice
thing to do. But you're just too small, baby. I'm sorry." She crawls up
his body, taking her time, leaning heavily on his face and rubbing her cunt on
his chest while she rummages in the nightstand some more.


 


This time, her hand comes out holding a vibrator.


 


She snuggles up against him, switches it on.


 


She draws it down the shaft of his cock, making him squeal.
She laughs merrily. She nuzzles the vibe up between her legs.


 


She sighs softly in pleasure and undulates against him.


 


She mewls, "You don't mind, darling, do you? I
mean...since you can't satisfy me...you do love me, don't you? Don't you
want me to cum?"


 


He groans into the gag, and nods.


 


"Good, baby. I'd let you eat me, but the last time you
did, you drizzled pre-cum all over my foot, remember? And Mister Tiny certainly
can't go back in his chasty tube right away...not till I give the poor boy an ice
pack..."


 


Natasha is moaning, humping against him. Every now and then
she takes her hand out from between her legs and caress his swollen balls, his
aching cock.


 


"Once I have a good hard, I'll get the ice pack, and
we'll send Mister Tiny back to shrivelsville. Then I'll take that gag out so
you can tell me how much you love me, baby, while I fall asleep in your arms.
Won't that be romantic?"


 


She humps his leg harder, using it to brace the vibrator
against her clit. The vibe is a powerful model. The trembling rumbles up his
leg and into his balls. Worse, it makes her leg vibrate a little, so he can feel
the sensation when she rams her knee into his balls and grinds it against them.
She doesn’t quite knee him in the balls, but it's something more than
just rubbing. It hurts like hell -- but he can tell it makes her hot. Maybe
it's the way he squirms and squeals when she rams her knee into his blue balls.
Maybe it's the risk she's taking; she has to know those vibrations are almost
making him cum.


 


She works the vibe faster and knees his balls harder.


 


She mounts toward a screamer while she purrs in his ear:

          "Seven days, baby. Only seven more days...then you get your
revenge..."


 


He thinks, Revenge? What she's going to get isn't
revenge.


 


The torments of the last three weeks -- and the one to come
-- were Brian's idea from the beginning. It took him a good long while to
gently cajole Natasha into becoming his chastity mistress.


 


See, she's usually a bottom.


 


She's certainly getting the hang of having Brian wrapped
around her finger, all right. But she never stops looking at the big picture.


 


Next month she knows it's her turn.


 


Brian has her belt ordered. It's a daily-wear model with
nice tough straps that won't even let her hand down.


 


It's harder with women, because you don't have the useful
tool of inhibiting erection. Get a woman horny enough, and she can cum from
riding a horse or a bicycle. And he knows his wife; when she really gets going,
the little slut cums like popcorn kernels going off. By the time he's had her
in chastity a few weeks, she'll just have to rub her clit against something and
she'll cum.


 


So Brian spared no expense. The chastity belt he's gotten
her is guaranteed to keep her secure. She'll spend a month in bondage, being
teased by him constantly. She'll be locked up good and tight, secured against
orgasm and pleasure.


 


But "revenge?"


 


Nah, thinks Brian, the pleasant rush of adrenaline hitting
him as Natasha begins to shudder all over. "I'm cumming...I'm
cumming," she moans, her mouth up against his neck, her breath coming hot
and fast and hungry. "I'm going to fucking cum!"


 


Her breath comes deep and ragged as her perfect breasts
heave. This is gonna be a big one.


 


Next month, he thinks, won't be my revenge. It'll
be her reward.


 


Natasha lets out a screamer, shaking the bed. She humps his
leg and kneefucks his balls while she cums. He's never seen his wife climax so
hard. Even the pain in his nuts can't distract him from the fact that she looks
and sounds amazing. He's never been happier.


 


When that gag comes out, it's easy for him to tell him how
much he loves her. She falls asleep in his arms while he thinks, Seven more
days...


 


 











A Call from His Mistress by Kylie Cooper


 


 


Brad is on his way to a date when his phone rings. It's
Monique, his Mistress-by-phone. She lives a thousand miles away, but her
authority over him is nonetheless absolute. He knows he's in the middle of
doing something he shouldn’t do...something he's not permitted to do. He knows
he's about to get in very serious trouble.


 


He feels a sudden sense of overwhelming panic, followed by a
powerful sense of arousal. It hits him like a sledgehammer.


 


He thinks briefly -- very briefly -- about letting
Monique ring through to voice mail, but his heart is already pounding; his cock
is starting to stiffen in his pants; he can't possibly do something so rude to
his Mistress.


 


He's driving down La Cienega, so he scrambles to put his
headset in. By the time he gets it into his ears and the other end into the
phone and hits the answer button, Monique is gone.


 


He knows better than to call her back. She'll call him
back...or she won't. Either way, he's in trouble...but then, he was already. He
waits for her, driving steadily through green light after green light, his
heart pounding as panic rises inside him. 


 


What will she do when she finds out what he's doing tonight?


 


Monique rings Brad again. This time, he answers on the first
ring this time. 


 


He says meekly, "Hello, Mistress."


 


Her voice is like melted chocolate. "Why didn't you
answer the first time, slave?"


 


"I'm driving, Mistress, I'm sorry. I tried, but I was
too late."


 


She laughs lightly, a wicked, sadistic sound. "That's
unacceptable," she says, with succulent pleasure. Every syllable she
utters is packed with menace and soft seduction. "That isn't how it's
supposed to work, Brad. When I call, you answer. I don't care if you're giving
your boss a blowjob at the time, when I call...you stop what you're doing and
pick up the phone."


 


Brad's voice is meek, submissive. His cock aches and throbs.


 


"I know, Mistress. Sorry, Mistress."


 


"How do you think I should punish you?" she asks.


 


Brad's voice trembles as he answers:


 


"As it pleases you to punish me, Goddess."


 


"Goddess?" she laughs. "Don't try and flatter
me, Brad. It's pathetic. Of course... that fits, doesn't it?"


 


Brad says: "Yes, Mistress. It does."


 


Brad reflects that she sounds in remarkably good spirits,
despite his minor transgression. Even so, Brad is terrified of her...which is
just the way she likes him. He's breathing hard already, knowing he's going to
have to pay for not answering right away...but that's in the future, and it
will probably be a minor torment. For now, what Brad really dreads is the
question he knows is coming.


 


"You're driving," she says coldly. "Where are
you going?" she asks.


 


"Um," he says. "I'm going on a date."


 


There's a long, hard, cold silence on the other end. Then a
peal of happy laughter erupts into Brad's ear.


 


"A date? You?"


 


Brad breathes a little more easily. He knows every flavor of
Monique's laughter. This kind isn't born out of anger; it's just contempt. The
very idea of Brad going on a date is utterly hilarious to her, which seriously
turns him on. He feels a rushing sensation in his head, a swirling in his
belly. Bathed in her lush disdain, he feels his dick stiffening faster than
ever. It's not easy to drive with a raging boner. Even worse, it's pointed
downward -- which makes it as agonizing to get hard as when Monique makes him
put clothespins on it at home. His stiffening cock is stuck in the right leg of
his jockey shorts. It pokes down uncomfortably. Monique's laughter only makes
Brad's cock get harder, though. Every millimeter of growth and incremental
increase in stiffness makes his discomfort more intense. He could it if he
wanted to, just reach down and jiggle it. He's alone in the car. But he knows the
rules.


 


He's not allowed to touch it, except when she tells him to.
Not even in the shower. Not even in the john. That's one of the reasons he has
to sit down to pee...the other reason being, as Monique likes to tease him,
"bitches squat to piss."


 


Monique's laughter finally fades, but not before she's in
tears; Brad can actually hear her sniffling. He knows that's not a good
omen.


 


"You're going on a date," she sighs, almost
helpless. "Whew! Whew! That's hilarious. Who's the lucky girl?"


 


He takes a deep breath, willing himself not to sound too
nervous as he answers. Sometimes his Mistress is like a predator smelling
blood. When she senses insecurity in him, she feeds on it. Those are
times when she can be truly cruel.


 


"Her name is Tracy," he tells her.


 


"Last name?" asks Monique coldly.


 


"Tracy Bell," Brad says, his face reddening.
"She's a friend of a friend."


 


"Did you ask her out?"


 


"No, Mistress! I would never, I promise." He waits
through a moment of icy silence, then adds in a blurt: "Dave and Carla set
me up."


 


He knows he would need Monique's permission before asking a
girl out, just like he needs it before jerking off or putting clothespins on
his balls or fucking himself in the ass with the dildo she sent him. Whether he
needed Monique's permission before being set up like this, 


 


"Ah, yes," muses Monique. "Carla and Dave
Shapiro?"


 


"Yes, Mistress." Brad notes that Monique
"corrected" his listing of Dave first; in Monique's world, the female
always come first. Monique's already added Carla and Dave on several social
networks, using an innocuous account with no hint of her kinky occupation or
proclivities. As far as Carl and Dave know, Monique's just a "friend"
of his. But if he knows his Mistress, she's even now typing Tracy Bell's name
into search engines, just for shits and giggles. He knows won't exactly
invade the girl's privacy; her respect for other women is sacrosanct. But he
wouldn’t put it past her to friend her on social networks to see if she can
find some way to torment Brad. He also doesn't doubt that she'll find some way
to do exactly that, if only to punish him for not asking her first before
accepting the invitation.


 


"Where are you taking her?"


 


"Garibaldi's," says Brad. "It's a very nice
Italian restaurant in Marina Del Rey."


 


He hears her typing in the background.
"Expensive," says Monique. "You're paying, of course?"


 


"Of course!" blurts Brad. "Mistress," he
adds more softly. "As a gentleman should."


 


"Of course," says Monique. "Otherwise, how
would a gentleman expect to get into her pants?"


 


Brad doesn't know how to answer that, so he murmurs,
"No, Mistress. I..." His voice trails off as he searches for
something to defend himself with. He finally says, "We're just friends,
for now, and..." Again, he trails off awkwardly.


 


But Monique ignores him -- which is good, because he
realizes as soon as it's out of his mouth that that was potentially the wrong
thing to say. "For now" implies that he might "do
something" with Tracy, which would violate both the spirit and the letter
of his relationship with his Mistress...


 


Instead, "Is she cute?" asks Monique
provocatively, her voice rich with flirty menace.


 


Brad isn't sure what to say. He finally stammers:
"N-not as beautiful as you, Mistress."


 


Monique laughs contemptuously. "I know that," she
says. "But stop kissing my ass. Is she cute?" This time her
question has the sharp, clipped tones of a woman about to deliver a nutpunch.


 


Brad hears her typing in the background.


 


He gulps and whimpers, "She's all right."


 


"Yum," says Monique teasingly. "You're lying,
Brad. She's adorable. My goodness, they set you up with her?"


 


Brad's face is hot. "Yes, Mistress," he says.


 


"Do they know about your penis size?"


 


Brad's mouth tightens; his eyes narrow. He feels himself
getting a little angry. Monique has often told him that anger, in boys like
him, is just weakness leaving the body. He surrenders mentally and feels his
anger dissolving into a pleasant heat that pulses through his body.


 


Then, suddenly, his stiffening dick gives a jab against the
leg of his shorts again. He grunts in pain, but the noise escapes Monique.


 


"No, Mistress," he answers.


 


"Holy shit! Look at that rack! This girl is stacked!"
Monique's voice is a purring whisper of pleasure. "The things girls put on
Facebook nowadays. Friend request accepted!" Monique laughs happily.
"She's one of those girls."


 


"Yes, Mistress," Brad says nervously as he
navigates a right-hand turn. "Um...that's what I hear."


 


"Brad!" hisses Monique. "That's a very rude
thing to say about a girl you're going on a date with! You just called her a
slut! Should I tell her you said that?"


 


Brad's cock throbs viciously. He has to bite his lip to keep
himself from reaching down and touching it.


 


"No, Mistress," he whines. "Please, don't. I
didn't mean it like that. I'm sorry."


 


She changes the subject. "Is this your first
date?"


 


Brad's brain is fuzzy. "kinda," he says.


 


Monique pounces: "So you've been out with her before?
Without telling me? Without asking permission?"


 


Brad stammers: "No, Mistress. I'd never go out with
her  on a date without telling you. It's just that...I've run into her at
the--"


 


She cuts him off: "But you were about to," she
hisses. Then her voice gets soft and musical, flirty and invitational.
"Isn't that right, slave? You were going to go out on a date and you
didn't think to mention it to me. If I hadn't called, you might be staring at
that amazing rack across a restaurant table and I wouldn't even know. What were
you thinking?"


 


He doesn't have an answer for that. He toyed with the idea
of texting Monique from the restaurant once he got there, once he was sure that
Tracy was really going to show up....thinking on the off chance she cancelled,
he wouldn't have to tell Monique. He wouldn’t have to take his medicine.


 


Monique's next answer is delivered in an even sexier purr:


 


"Would you have fucked her?"


 


Brad answers, "No, Mistress! Not without--"


 


"Did you think I would let you fuck her?"


 


"No Mistress! I wouldn't have--"


 


"Liar!" Monique is laughing, but her voice sounds
tense and menacing. "You would have fucked her and never told me. I might
have lost my slave to an unsuspecting girl with a massive rack and she wouldn’t
even suspect what a sick little piggy you are."


 


"No, Mistress," says Brad weakly.


 


"Liar," sighs Monique. "We both know you're
lying. Stiff dicks have no conscience. You're making a very powerful case for
me overnighting you one of those things that we talked about, Brad."


 


Brad's heart races. A chastity tube. She's threatened
before. He wonders, if she sends it, will he wear it? He feels the sinking
sense that he wouldn’t say no to her.


 


He can't stand the pain in his cock. As he drives, he
awkwardly shoves his hand down his pants and drags his cock into an upright
position.


 


Guilty arousal pulses through him as he admits: "I'm
sorry, Mistress, I just touched my cock. It got hard and it was stuck in a
downward--"


 


"What's that? You want to touch your cock?"
Monique laughs. "Yes, good idea, Brad. You do know that men should clean
the pipes before they go on dates, don't they? I mean, it's been weeks since I
gave you permission to cum, hasn't it?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," says Brad. "Um...clean the
pipes?"


 


"Don't tell me you don't know about cleaning the
pipes," says Mistress Monique with a sigh. "No wonder you never get
laid! Every man with any sense jerks off an hour before he goes on a date. It's
the only way you men can seem like normal people. Otherwise, all you can think
about is sex. You can't possibly have a regular conversation because all you
can think about is getting her legs spread and sticking it in. And women know
it, too. We all know it! And that's a normal guy...someone who jerks
off, say, two or three times a day. How long has it been since I gave you
permission to jerk it, slave? I mean all the way, not those hour-long edging
sessions you beg me for. How long has it been since I gave you permission to
jizz?"


 


Brad whimpers, "Six weeks, Mistress." Six...long...agonizing...weeks.
Thinking about it, the desperate need rushes through him. His cock pulses with
agonizing slowness.


 


"Then you're really fucked if you don't do it now. The
second you walk in that restaurant, poor Tracy is going to have drool on her
tits. You'll probably try to molest her right there in front of everyone. Am I
going to have to bail you out of jail?"


 


Brad whimpers desperately, "No, Mistress..."


 


"That's right, because I want you to pull that car over
and jerk it right now. Come on, Bradley. Pull your car over. What time are you
meeting her?"


 


Brad glances at the clock in the dash of his car.
"Eight o'clock," he says.


 


"It's...seven-fifty your time?"


 


"Yes, Mistress."


 


"Excellent," says Monique. "You'll
have an advantage! Most guys clean 'em an hour or more before each date. This
is only ten minutes! You'll seem even more like a normal person than a regular
guy does. Have you pulled over yet?"


 


His brain is spinning. He can't believe Monique is really
saying this...but she is. He knows he should just hang up, and take his lumps
later. Hell, she lives a thousand miles away. What could she really do?


 


Brad knows the answer to that. Monique could do anything.
She owns him. Brad is her plaything. It's a psychological bond as
sacrosanct as the taboo that keeps him from jerking off without Monique's
permission. The devotion is almost religious.


 


So he knows he's going to do what she tells him to do,
whether he likes it or not.


 


And he doesn't need to pull over to do it...because he's
already pulled into the restaurant parking lot.


 


"Um," he says. "Yes, Mistress. I'm parking
right now...at the restaurant."


 


"Naughty boy. Do you have a little privacy?"


 


"I can find some, Mistress," he says breathlessly.
It's a big parking lot, shared with an office building next door. It's after
hours, so most of the lot is empty, but there's a panel truck and a
construction trailer parked at the furthest point from the restaurant. Between
them is a narrow slip just big enough for Brad's Mini. He pulls in, his heart
pounding.


 


"I'm parked," he tells her. 


 


"What time do you have?" asks Monique with
pleasant ferocity.


 


"Seven fifty-six," says Brad.


 


"Well," says Monique, "then there's no time
to waste! Although...with how long I've made you wait... and you don't tend to
last long, anyway..."


 


Brad clears his throat to cover a whimper of humiliated
arousal. Monique loves to torment him about his skills as a lover. Cock size,
premature ejaculation, sexual inexperience and lack of familiarity with female
anatomy...they have all served in Mistress Monique's arsenal of cruelty. Then
there are the equally cruel jibes about how a "real man" wouldn't let
a Mistress boss him around, or order him to shove a big cock up his ass, or let
her tell him when to touch his cock and how he should only sit to pee...


 


All of it makes Brad crazy with lust. He knows he's a kinky
fucker...and he knows he has no business going out with a "normal"
girl, much less a hottie like Tracy Bell. But even so, he's as helpless to
change as any man in the grip of any illicit hunger. Monique has him wrapped
around his finger. He does what she says.


 


Whatever she says.


 


And, now, "Take your dick out," says Monique.


 


Brad looks around furtively. The privacy in his front seat
is just barely adequate, but he's still nervous. For an instant he thinks about
lying and merely telling her he's jerking off. But there's no way he'll do
that. Permission from Monique to rub one out is a precious commodity in Brad's
life. An order from Monique to do so is far more precious still. 


 


So he obeys her. He unbuckles his belt, unzips his slacks,
and pulls down his jockey shorts.


 


He reaches in. He takes out his cock.


 


It's slimy at the tip. He wraps his hand around the shaft
and starts to stroke it.


 


"Are you jerking it?" purrs Monique.


 


"Yes, Mistress."


 


"Jerk it harder!" snaps Monique. "Do you
think poor Tracy wants to wait?"


 


"No, Mist--"


 


"Harder!" Monique howls. She unleashes a vicious
tirade of verbal encouragement and abuse. "Faster, bitch! Jerk your cock
off faster! You've got three minutes to get in there acting like a normal human
being! Finish it! Faster! Faster, bitch! I said pump your fucking cock faster,
what's taking you so long? It's not like they're big strokes! It's the size of
a fucking peanut, what's taking so long to jerk it off?"


 


Brad's thighs tighten. His ass rises slightly off the
driver's seat as he pumps faster.


 


"Yes, Mistress, yes, Mistress, sorry, Mistress...I'm
sorry, Mistress, I'm so sorry, Mistress--aaaaah!"


 


Jizz blasts up from his cock, spraying the steering wheel.
It coats his hand. He sees tiny white rockets trailing upwards through his
field of vision and hitting the ceiling. He feels a wet drop on his cheek and
another on his lips. He desperately cups his free hand, trying to catch every
droplet and spare his pants. There was plenty of cum in his long-denied
balls. Brad feels a wave of relief as he sees that none of it seems to have
darkened his "date slacks." Most of the creamy white substance rims
the side of his right hand; the rest of it is cupped in his left hand. The few
errant drops on his cheek and his lip and the windshield and dash and ceiling
all seem like minor problems compared to the narrowly averted danger of
spooging the front of his dress slacks.


 


The furtive pleasure echoes through his tortured body.


 


He whispers exhaustedly, "Thank you, Mistress, thank
you, Mistress, thank you, Mistress."


 


"What'd you cum on?" asks Monique.


 


"My hand," he says. "Hands. Both of
them. Some on the side of my right, and... wow," he adds, peering in
amazement at the voluminous cumshot cupped in his palm. "I caught lots
more of it in my left hand," he says. "Wow, I really came a
lot."


 


"No surprise," says Monique. "After all those
weeks. Lick it off."


 


He gulps. "Really, Mistress?"


 


"Absolutely," she laughs happily. "If Tracy
smells cum on your breath, she'll know you're a sensitive guy. You should thank
me, Brad. I'm helping to get you laid. Of course...I expect you to call if she
wants so much as a good-night kiss. You'll clear it with me first."


 


It wasn't a question, but Brad answers anyway.


 


"Y-y-yes, Mistress. Of course."


 


"First," Monique repeats. "Before you
let her put her tongue in your mouth."


 


"Yes, Mistress," says Brad.


 


"Good boy," says Monique. "Lap up your cum,
and then go meet your date."


 


Brad almost voices a protest...but this is Monique he's
talking to, so he doesn't dare. He obeys her, lifting his slimy hands to his
mouth. The humiliating aroma of his own semen fills his nostrils as he licks
both his hands clean.


 


"Did you lick it all up, Bradley?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," Brad tells Monique. "My
hands are clean."


 


"Put your dick away and go meet your date."


 


Brad obeys. His mouth is filled with the taste of his own
cum, his sinus passages rich with the scent of it. The sensations send warm and
radiant humiliation through his body. As he gets out of the car, Brad wipes his
cheek, wipes the dash. He licks his fingers. He straightens his tie, checks the
front of his pants one last time.


 


"Don't disappoint me, Brad," says Monique. "I
want you to use all the skills I've given you. I want you to really put the
moves on this girl. I'm going to expect a call later, telling me she's begging
for your cock and asking for permission to stick your thing in her. If I don't
get it..." Monique laughs. "There'll be hell to pay."


 


"Yes, Mistress," Brad says, but Monique has
already hung up.


 


He goes into the restaurant.


 


 











Reacharound by Meredith Marshall


 


 


You're tied to the bed, baby, and I've been teasing you for
you hours. I've been teasing you with my body, with my words, with my breath
against your sensitive skin. I've been teasing you by pushing my naked body up
against your spread eagled self and caressing every part of you I can reach
with every part of me I can put into contact with it. You moan into the ball
gag. I rub my tits against your face. I run my fingers up the insides of your
thighs. I dangle my hair against your balls. I ride your face. With the ball
gag in, you can't lick me suck me, but it still feels good to rub my pussy all
over your face. It feels good to make you choke on my smell while I tease your cock
and balls mercilessly. 


 


I climb off of your face and mount you backward, riding you
reverse-cowgirl style but not letting you penetrate me. Instead, I my ass cheeks
up and down over your cock, teasing it up against my butt cheeks close to my
crack. I know how bad you wanna fuck me there, baby...hell, after all this
teasing, I know you wanna fuck me anywhere. My pussy, my mouth...you'd
even take a handjob, wouldn't you. You'll get all of those things, someday,
baby...but on my schedule. For tonight, it's no dice.


 


I move up a little and guide the head of your cock to my
slit, rubbing it up and down in the wetness all this naughtiness has teased out
of me. I get your cockhead right up against my entry, letting you think maybe
I'm going to mount you. I even poise myself to do it. Then at the very last instant,
I pull away. I press your cockhead to my clit, caressing your shaft and balls with
my pussy-wet fingers.


 


Then I get a dildo and plant it against your thigh. Laughing
happily, I work it into my cunt and begin to fuck myself on top of you.






At first, I spread out wide in the reverse-cowgirl position
so I can fuck myself with the dildo rubbing up against your cock, wetter and
wetter as it goes into me thrust after thrust. I love to make you feel the big
silicone dick jiggling against your little one as I work my hips to slide my
pussy up and down on the shaft and plant my ass against your pubic bone so I
can use my hand to fuck the big dildo into me. The base has sculpted balls that
are soft to the touch. I make sure they press against your own swollen nuts as
I fuck myself onto it.


 


Rubbing against your shaft, making my pussy drip on your
denied cock, it's almost as if the giant dildo is making a comment on its own
superiority...which should be obvious, shouldn't it, baby? 


 


But then I start to worry that I'm stimulating you too much.
I don't want you to get off. I can feel you squirming underneath me, your hips
working as you push your cock up against me. Maybe you're getting too close to
an orgasm. That's the last thing I want. All these weeks of chastity,
and I'm going to let you spooge all over my pussy just because I got carried
away when I fucked myself on you? I don't think so, baby. Not a chance.


 


I reverse my stance so I can have more control. I crawl up
on your body till I straddle your shoulders. I lean forward and sit on your
face. But you're gagged; I bet you think maybe I'm going to unfasten the gag
and let you taste my pussy, don't you? Wrong! Why would I want your little
tongue when I can have this great big cock I like so much better than any part
of you?


 


Instead, I plant the base of the dildo against the front of
your gagged mouth. I spread my lips and push down onto the cock so that you can
see and feel and smell the penetration in excruciating, intimate detail.


 


I moan as I ride your face...but I'm getting close, too.
Unlike you, I can have as many orgasms as I want, whenever I want...but getting
off now would just be too soon. So I slip the dildo out of my pussy and rub it
all over your face, smearing my juices everywhere. You may not be able to taste
my cunt as I ride your face -- the gag sees to that -- but you can smell it and
feel it, and feel my juices slick and drying on your cheeks.


 


But then I decide your face is just so cute with that gag
stuffed in it...I can't resist seeing more of it...and maybe making you work a
little for whatever reward I decide to give you. More importantly, I want to
kiss you. I know it'll drive you crazy. 


 


I unfasten your gag. I pull it out of your mouth. It
drizzles spit on your face. I move down and press my naked body lengthwise up
against yours. I kiss you. I stick my tongue into your mouth, hard and deep,
and put my hand on your throat.


 


When I withdraw my tongue, I squeeze a little.


 


"Open your mouth," I order you. 


 


You obey me.


 


"Good boy," I say. "Wider...wider." You
obey. I smile at you flirtatiously. Then I hawk and spit in your mouth. You accept
the drizzle of my spit obediently, even gratefully.


 


I look into your eyes and repeat, "Good boy. Are you
enjoying yourself?"


 


You're probably afraid of what I'll do if you say
"No." But honestly, darling, you should be more afraid of what I'll
do if you say "Yes."


 


In any event, you're a good little boy. You nod fervently
and make an "Mmm-hmmm!" sound from behind the gag.


 


I say, "This dick feels so good up inside me, baby.
Does it make you happy to see me enjoying myself?"


 


You nod.


 


"Well, I’m really enjoying myself," I purr,
"because this cock is so good. It feels really good up
inside me, baby." I laugh. "Wanna feel how good?"


 


 


You moan. Your eyes go wide. You shake your head. I laugh.


 


"No, baby? You don't wanna feel my favorite dick up
inside you?"


 


Again, you shake your head.


 


I laugh. "How are you going to stop me?"


 


A tremble goes through your body. You moan. You pull at the
ropes that hold you tightly to the bedframe. You're bound too tightly to do
anything more than struggle helplessly. There's not much you could do if I
decide to stick this thing up your ass. But that's not how I operate. We're
going to take this slowly.


 


As I rub my body against you, I say, "Tell you what,
baby. If you ask for it, maybe I'll give you the world's greatest handjob. Will
you, baby? Will you ask me to fuck you in the ass? Will you beg me"


 


You moan. You squirm. You pull against your bonds.


 


You nod. "Yes, Mistress," you whimper.


 


I grab your jaw and pinch, making you open your mouth. I
spit again, right into your mouth. You catch it on your tongue and swallow.


 


"Well?" I say. "Let's hear it, honey."


 


Your voice trembling, you say it. "Please fuck my ass,
Mistress."


 


I smile. "Not good enough, baby. That's not much of a
beg. Try again. This time, say please fuck my ass with your big hard cock,
Mistress."


 


You say it. I'm still not satisfied.


 


"Louder, baby. This time, try saying 'My filthy bitch
boy poop chute' instead of ass."


 


You obey.


 


"No, still not doing it for me," I muse. "Try
'tight little sissy pussy cunthole,' okay? And say it louder. Much
louder!"


 


Your voice trembles as you repeat the words, taking on an
air of drama as you see the determination on my face. I make you beg me to give
it to you in every filthy way I can think of, making you beg me louder and
louder to use you, to fuck you, to stretch your tight hole. It takes a long
time to get you to say it with feeling, but soon you're really begging for it...and
I'm finally satisfied.


 


I laugh a little, give you a long, lingering kiss, and shove
the ball gag back in your mouth. I get off the bed; I retrieve my harness. I
slip the dildo through the ring and strap the harness on. I buckle it tight so
it sits right on my pubic bone. I don't know yet if I'll be able to cum just
from that pressure on this particular night -- sometimes I can, sometimes I
cant. But the weight of the dildo presses hard against my clit, and it feels good.


 


It feels especially good when I jack it off like a real
cock. Even better, it makes your eyes widen because it's such a grotesque and
lascivious act.


 


I purr, "Don't try to get away, baby. I'm going to turn
you over and fuck your tight butt. If you try to get away, I'll make you sorry.
Understand?"


 


Your mouth is gagged, but your eyes say "Yes,
Mistress."


 


I unlock your right wrist restraint and pull your wrist over
to the opposite side. I lock it to the left side. Then I do it again, reversing
the procedure until I have you rolled over and pulled up on your hands and your
knees, your ass high in the air. 


 


I snap on a latex glove from the nightstand and retrieve a
bottle of lube. I get behind you, caressing your cock. I smear the dildo with the
lube. It's a thick lube, specially  made for first-time anal adventurers...it's
water-based but it feels greasy and slick. I like it. I put some on your
asshole, too, and force one finger in.


 


I'm probably rougher than I need to be. You gasp a little.


 


"One little finger, baby. That's all it is. Don't start
crying now!"


 


I open you up with that one finger...then, with two. You
gasp and shy away when I force the two fingers in. I tell you to man up and
take it like a bitch. You moan and obediently push yourself back against my
grasp, groaning with the effort of taking it. 


 


I give you a third finger, working you open wide. I think
you're ready. And even if you're not, well...I sure as hell am.


 


I give you my cockhead. I work it up to your asshole and
start to push.


 


At first, it won't go in. It's a very big dick, no about
that. I've just had it up inside me, so I know that first hand. It's mammoth at
the head, stretched and spread. It stretches and spreads you painfully; I can
tell when spasms go through your naked body and you have to work to relax and
accept it in you. I pull back and give you some mercy. I work you open more
slowly. I add a little more lube. I spank your ass a little. I reach down and
caress your balls and your cock.


 


I've got you right on the brink of an orgasm. when I finally
push in.


 


Even with the ball gag stuffed in your mouth, you squeal
like a girl when I take you. I tell you as much, laughing sadistically as your
face reddens. I watch the tightening of your back muscles as you're forced to
accommodate my dick. Then I see the slow relaxation through your body as you
accept that my cock is really going inside you. It slides deeper and deeper as
I work my hips back and forth. It's long as well as thick, and it wider as it
reaches toward the base. I stretch and spread you slowly, feeling your body
surge and buck underneath me as you struggle to accept what's being done to
you.


 


I fuck my cock into you slowly, feeling the pressure of the
heavy base against my clit. I'm so turned on by the sight of you bent over and
spread with your ass in the air, taking my dick for the very first time, that I
think I really might cum.


 


But it takes me a very long time to cum, and I intend to
enjoy every minute of it. 


 


I fuck you gradually deeper, then harder, then faster,
hearing you squeal into the ball gag. I fuck your tight ass loose, enjoying the
feel of it giving more easily with each thrust. I must be inside you for twenty
minutes when I realize that I've gotten there without even knowing it. The pressure
of the dildo against my clit is going to make me cum.


 


I tell you I'm going to shoot my load inside you. "Oh,
yeah....get ready to feel that hot cum jetting up inside you, baby. Fuck, I'm
gonna cum so much I think I'll make your bitch ass pregnant..."


 


You've stopped squealing; instead, you're moaning in
pleasure into the ball gag. You shudder all over and buck against my cock as I
fuck you faster. I know why you're pumping yourself onto me, baby. You've been
broken. You want it, now. You've been broken to the cock, and now you're
forever changed. Now that you've had it, you can't help but want it. You want
it harder, deeper; you want it pushed up inside you. You fuck yourself onto my
cock. You shudder all over; you're really taking it hard...and that alone is
enough to make me finally cum.


 


I let out a wail of pleasure. I'm a little embarrassed at
how girlish it sounds after putting all that work into dominating the hell out
of you. It's not the cry of a big bad nasty Daddy cumming inside you.


 


But I don't care; pleasure explodes through my body, and I'm
lost in my sensations. My orgasm is intense. I see stars. My head spins. My
hips jerk and spasm and pump uncontrollably as I pound your ass, propelling
myself through the blazing sensations of orgasm.


 


When I’m finished cumming, I'm out of breath.


 


I lean hard into you and pant against the back of your neck
as I tell you: 


 


"Oh, yeah, that's right...I promised you a reacharound,
baby, didn't I? If you were good...if you begged for it like a little
bitch...and you did, baby. Didn't you ask for my cock?"


 


You whimper "Mm-hmmm," a kind of affirmative bleat
behind the gag. You push yourself against me.


 


It's been weeks since I let you cum, and I've been teasing
you mercilessly. Tonight alone, I've been going at you for hours. You
need it bad. And you've been such a good little bitch that you really
deserve it. You're going to get it, baby...but not the way you think. 


 


"Here it comes, baby. Here's your reacharound." I
push myself up halfway onto my feet and lean hard onto you so I can fuck your
ass harder than ever. But I've lost my strength. I'm breathless as I ride you.
All the energy has gone out of my tortured hips. 


 


But I find new strength and fuck you anyway, harder, hearing
you groan with the effort of taking me faster and deeper and harder than ever. 


 


As I pound you, I reach around under you. I glide my hand up
and down your tortured cock. There's lube everywhere, and I smear you some on
your glans so I can tease you with my thumb. 


 


You're so close, you don't take long at all. You make a muffled
choking sound into the ball gag. Your cock jerks. Slimy jizz explodes all over
my hand. You cum hard, shooting jizz all over the bedspread. 


 


I give it to you up the ass for a few more strokes. Then I'm
spent.


 


It doesn't take me long to get your restraints off. You're
spent, too. Your naked body twitches as I unbuckle your gag and remove it. I
roll you onto your back. I squirm out of my harness. I toss it on the hardwood
floor.


 


I climb on top of you. I kiss your nipples, swirling my
tongue around them. Even they're too sensitive for you to handle. I try to touch
your soft, slimy cock. You jerk all over in response. You can't handle the
slightest genital touch right now.


 


Part of me loves that...I'm like a predator scenting blood.
That part of me wants to torment you more...to be merciless, and make you
squeal and cry and shiver while you're at your most vulnerable.


 


But I show a little mercy...for now.


 


I just kiss your neck, as we lay there and bask in the
afterglow.


 


"Hope you enjoyed your reacharound," I sigh.
"It's the last one you'll get for a while. From now on, when you take my
dick, I'm the only one who cums."


 


You just pull me close to you and sigh in pleasure. "Yes,
Mistress."


 


As I cuddle me you to an exhausted sleep, I decide I like
having a dick.


 


As for giving you a reacharound now and then, well, I don't
think I'll tell you know much I like that. If I did, you might get cocky. In
fact, with that soft sleepy smile on your face, you seem to be getting a little
cocky already. Luckily, there's a very easy cure for the cocky male...and it's
dripping on the hardwood floor in a tangle of straps. Maybe when we get up I'll
strap it back on and teach your ass another lesson.


 


 











 


Painful Monthly Handjob by Josie Blackwell


 


I was down on my hands and knees
wearing pink panties, high heels and knee pads, when my wife entered to give me
my monthly handjob.


 


I knew that it was the day for my
monthly "release." That is day each month that my wife, if she
wishes, gives me what she likes to call, euphemistically, a
"handjob." Since my cock is padlocked in an impregnable and painful tube
at all other times, I can't help but look forward to it. But since my wife is a
horribly sadistic bitch, I dread it even more. I think you'll see what I mean.


 


Face down and ass-up, I had just
finished polishing the shiny, chrome-plated surface of the stove until it shone
like a mirror. I was now bent over even further, scrubbing the floor with
cleansing powder and a brush attached to my cock-shape gag.


 


The gag and brush were secured to
a heavy leather harness padlocked around my head. A taut rope was secured to
the rear D-ring of the harness. It was just taut enough down my back that every
scrubbing motion I made drove a jolt of pain through my body as the rope pulled
hard on the giant metal hook embedded deep in my ass. The hook had a bulbous,
round head, so it could not injure me, but each stroke of my brush on the floor
caused spasms of pain to erupt from my stretched and hooked asshole.


 


Nonetheless, I knew what it would
mean if I failed to get the kitchen floor exactly as clean as Kelly likes it.
My wife can be demanding about how her house is cleaned. Failure to please her
would get me a spanking, a whipping, a caning, or worse.


 


That's why I scrubbed hard, even
though it made me groan into the cock-gag with every stroke. But every move I
made would have been agony even if my ass hadn't been so deeply hooked. That's
because my cock was tucked into a brutally sadistic chastity tube, padlocked
securely and sporting not just the typical twist to the tube to prevent
erection, but a wicked set of spikes -- so that if I did achieve an erection,
the spikes would dig in.


 


My cock swelled, all right. The
ass-hook ensured it. I used to hate having things up my ass, but night after night
of taking Kelly's strap-on had trained me to like it. If I'm allowed, I pop a
boner just from having Kelly stroke my anus. With a cock or a hook or her fist
in there, I'm unable to stop myself from getting erect. And even with the
chastity tube on, I couldn't prevent a partial hard-on.


 


As my cock tried to harden, my
cockhead made contact with the spikes. They bit in to my flesh. Pain erupted
through my body, worse as each stroke of the brush on the floor causes the
ass-hook to drive itself against my prostate.


 


The chastity tube formed a
humiliating bulge in my skimpy pink thong panties. The panties were even
skimpier even than usual, because the thong's T-back had to be pulled out of
the way to admit the mammoth ass hook into my anus. It was all very distracting,
and I was a little drunk on the fumes of the cleaning powder. So I wasn't
paying much attention to what was behind me -- other than the ass-hook, of
course.


 


That's why I didn't hear Kelly
enter the kitchen. I never saw the assault coming.


 


My wife dropped down onto one knee
behind me and seized my balls. This particular model of chastity tube leaves my
nuts free, which Kelly likes. That allows her to torture them without unlocking
me.


 


My wife got a good hold on my
fragile orbs. She dug her sharp fingernails in and started to knead my balls
painfully.


 


I squealed like a girl.
Thankfully, the cock gag in my mouth spared me a little humiliation, muffling
the girly sound of my yowling in pain. I guess that's kind of ironic.


 


Desperately, I looked over my
shoulder at Kelly. That was a mistake: the jerking of my head drove the
ass-hook even deeper into my anus. But I did get a glimpse of my beautiful
wife. Her breathtaking body was clad in a skimpy white bikini. Her breasts
almost spilled out of the top. The bottom was so skimpy that if my wife had
even had any pubic hair at all, it would have been visible. Of course, she
doesn't. She likes it shaved...because her boyfriends like it shaved.


 


She was also wearing open-toed
high heels that matched her white bikini. Kelly had been sunbathing on the
front lawn, where she has always loved to show herself off to the neighbors. A
large household of college-age black men had arrived in the neighborhood
recently, and she'd been making a point of "working on her tan." She
wasn't getting much of one, though...she liked herself pale, and so did most of
the men she dated. Before she went out to sunbathe, she always had me rub
high-SPF sun block all over her naked body. It's one of the only times I'm
allowed to touch her with my hands in such an intimate way, and it never failed
to produce a humiliating and painful hard-on. My pained cock was still tender
from when I lotioned Kelly up before she went out to lounge in front of the
neighbors.


 


Her body glistened with sweat and
with the remnants of the lotion. Her pretty face was cruel, a savage grip
twisting her red-painted lips and showing her bright white teeth. 


 


So help me, I love her.


 


Kelly was gorgeous -- a vision of
beauty in cruelty. She's the kind of woman who's so far out of my league that I
have to learn to endure this kind of treatment just to be close to her. And
yet, she's willing to put that effort in, to make it worth her while to have a
loser like me around. That's why I love her.


 


Kelly squeezed my balls harder. I
squealed behind the dick-gag. She laughed at my pain.


 


"Worthless little slave
thing," she said. "Terrified it's going to displease its Mistress.
Are you scared you'll leave a spot again, Josie?"


 


I shivered and trembled to hear
that name. Kelly had started using it recently, refusing to use my given name
of Joseph or my nickname, Joe. She even introduced me to her boyfriends as
"Josie." She often laughs as she says it, because she knows it
humiliates me. I don't want a "girl name," or a "real name,"
as Kelly likes to call it. The more she uses it, the more I hate it. And that
only makes my wife use it all the more.


 


The truth is, it's a little bit of
an improvement. Kelly has only ever used my name, Joe or Joseph, when
she has to in order to keep up appearances. In private, she started out some
years ago referring to me in inanimate terms. She expects me to do the same.
She's trained me to think of myself, and speak of myself, as "it,"
"this one," "this slave," "this worthless slave,"
even when I'm doing it in front of other people. Being introduced to her
boyfriends as Josie was preferable, it humiliated me to admit, to Kelly's other
favorite introduction: "This thing is my husband. It doesn't have a name.
It's just a wet hole to fluff you with. Get to it, thing."


 


I've started getting comfortable
with the name. Sometimes I almost like it, even while I hate it. The other day,
I introduced myself to someone in the neighborhood, and I almost said
"Josie." It's started to erode my idea of my real name.


 


But that's not the worst part. The
worst part of being called "Josie"...


 


...is that it makes my dick hard.


 


I was already in a hell of a lot
of pain, as my tortured little member tried to get hard in response to the
sound of my wife's contemptuous voice calling me "Josie."


 


But my cock encountered the
immovable force of the tight, padlocked chastity tube with its brutal spikes.


 


I responded to Kelly's use of my
"girl name" with nothing more than a cock-muffled squeal.


 


Kelly laughed. "You do spend
a lot of time worrying about those floors, don't you, Josie?"


 


How could I not? I thought.
After the brutal ass-fucking she gave me last time for missing a spot...


 


I ran my tongue over the cock gag,
feeling the contours of its sculpted head. I could still taste the lingering
flavor of her pussy on the dildo; she had fucked herself with it before forcing
it in my mouth. So you won't forget me while I'm outside showing off for our
hot new black neighbors, as she put it.


 


Like I could ever forget my wife?


 


Especially when she's shoved a
huge metal prong up my butt?


 


She'd also put a healthy dose of
lipstick on my lips before gagging me, but that was hopelessly ruined after an
hour of wearing the gag and drooling all over as I scrubbed. 


 


In any event, the gag effectively
silenced me, and this displeased Kelly.


 


She squeezed my balls tighter and
screamed, "Answer me, Josie! You're worried about those floors, aren't
you?"


 


All I could do to answer my wife
was look over my shoulder -- causing a stab of pain as the ass-hook drove in --
and nod fervently in response to her question.


 


"And yet, you continue to
fuck up," laughed Kelly, squeezing my balls harder. "What kind of
useless thing leaves a dirty spot right there in the middle of the
floor? I think slave-thing actually wants to be sold to some cunt
mistress who will cut him up for meat. Isn't that right, slave-thing?"


 


Heat pulsed through me. My cock
struggled to get hard, pain bursting into my pubic region when my swelling
cockhead met the spikes. I just moaned in pain, the cock-shaped gag muffling
every sound.


 


I heard the soft jangling of keys
in Kelly's hand. When she went out to sunbathe, she usually kept her keychain
hooked to the side of her bikini bottoms or dangling between her tits, to
ensure ensure I couldn’t find them, swipe them, and "Sneak a squirt,"
as Kelly put it.


 


Kelly unlocked the padlock at the
back of my gag-harness. She swept the harness forward and pulled the
cunt-flavored dick gag out of my mouth. She worked the giant ass-hook back and
forth, until the bulbous head stretched my asshole and I groaned as it popped
free. She tossed the entire rig across the kitchen floor.


 


It hit with a splat and a clang.


 


Freed of the giant member in my
mouth and the huge metal hook up my ass, I could breathe easily again. I sucked
in great gasps of air, my eyes watering and my lungs stinging from the cleaning
powder.


 


As I recovered, Kelly did
something I did not expect.


 


She got up and retrieved a giant
chef's knife from the knife rack. I knelt there, trembling and gaping at her,
moaning as she got down behind me again, holding the knife.


 


I knew that Josie would not do
what I most feared she might...but part of me still quavered in fear.
Was this it? Was my wife going to geld me?


 


She was not. She slid the chef's
knife under one side of my panties, then the other. She slit each side and
peeled the skimpy pink fabric away.


 


"It's time for your monthly
handjob," she said.


 


I gasped, "Right here?"


 


She said, "Why not?"


 


I asked, "Wouldn’t Mistress
be more comfortable if she gave it to me on...on the bed, or the...the couch,
or in the..." I shuddered all over. "In the dungeon?"


 


"No," said Kelly.
"I've got another date tonight, remember?" How could I forget?
"I want to get this over with as quickly as possible, so you can help me
get ready. You know I just can't shave my pussy as well as you can,
Josie."


 


Kelly said it with a smirk to her
voice. Her pussy was already smooth, I knew... because I'd shaved it for last
night's date. I never met the man; Kelly hadn't brought him home. She just
fucked him in his car and was home by ten. She didn't say why, but she still
expected my usual "services" -- two solid hours of enthusiastic oral
sex, her date's cum drizzling out onto my tongue as I worked it up and down in
her slit...Kelly slashing her riding crop across my butt if my attention
wandered even for a second.


 


"I don't want to be
rushed," she said. "So we're getting this over with." She
brought her jangling keys down to my now naked crotch, unlocked my chastity
tube.


 


My pained cock instantly began to
swell. I was at full erection in moments -- which hurt almost more than being
kept in the spiked tube at quarter-mast. My dick was lacerated from the spikes
and my tissues ached from being confined while my member tried to erect itself.


 


Kelly said calmly, "Well,
Josie?" I asked you a question.


 


I whimpered, "I'm sorry,
Mistress, what did you ask?"


 


Kelly grabbed my balls again and
squeezed, harder than before. I squealed -- and this time there was no gag to
muffle the humiliating, girly sound.


 


"I asked you if you're trying
to fuck up so much that I sell you to a lesbian meat farm. I hear there are
cannibals living in the hills..." She laughed -- not a merry sound, but a
cruel one. "They'll probably start by eating this pathetic thing."
She swatted my erect cock. "It'll be such a novelty to them. Do you want
that, Josie? Do you want me to sell you off like a meat cow?"


 


Needless to say, Kelly was just
tormenting me. With my wife, this is what passes for a good-natured joke. Well...that,
and putting pictures of me on the Internet.


 


Even so, I knew better than to say
"No." I never say "No" to Kelly.


 


So I whimpered pathetically:


 


"If it please my
Mistress?"


 


Kelly squeezed my balls tighter
and flicked her fingernails against my dick. I howled and stared forward, into
the pretty chrome surface of the stove.


 


I had done a hell of a job
polishing it. I could see my wife flawlessly -- as clearly as if she were in a
mirror.


 


Until my eyes rolled back in my
head, of course -- as I howled in pain. She was squeezing my nuts again and
flicking her sharp red fingernails against my erection.


 


"If it did," she
laughed, "You'd already be on some stranger's table. Would you like to be
sold off for meat, instead of serving me?" She faked a baby-talk voice and
asked with mock seriousness, "Does poor little abused Josie want a little
divorce?"


 


I blurted, "No, Mistress.
Please, Mistress, I'm very happy here."


 


Kelly said, "Is that right?
Is Josie happy? Does Josie like being Josie instead of Joe? Does Josie like
having her big bad bitchy wife to take care of her and give her all the cock
she needs just like she's always wanted?"


 


My face turned very hot. I saw it
reddening in the bright polish of the stove.


 


 "Yes, Mistress. I like it
very much. Thank you for owning me, Mistress." I gritted my teeth and said
with some pain, "Thank you for making me...the way I am."


 


Kelly laughed and jabbed one
fingernail into my cock.


 


Then she said seriously, "You
were always that way, Josie. You just didn't know it."


 


I whined. 


 


"Yes, Mistress. Thank you for
showing me that I was always Josie. It makes me very happy to serve you as your
femmed little bitch. And..."


 


My voice trailed off. The pregnant
silence grew as Kelly wanted for the rest of my answer I knew what she wanted,
but I just couldn’t say it. It was too humiliating.


 


My face grew hotter still.


 


That wasn't enough. She dug her
fingers in deep. 


 


I had to fight to get the words
out, but I knew what she wanted to hear.


 


"It makes Josie very happy to
serve you, Mistress...and your boyfriends."


 


Her sharp fingernails bit deeper
into my hard-on for an instant...then she relented.


 


"Really?" she asked,
kneading my balls more gently. She even started caressing my cock with her
fingertips -- though by then, it was so sore that even that light touch hurt.
"Really? You're telling me you want to suck my boyfriends' cocks?
That gives you pleasure, Josie? You feel pleasure serving me and my
boyfriends?"


 


I thought fast, my head spinning
with fear and arousal as she tortured my cock and fingered my balls.


 


I blurted, "This thing only
feels pleasure and happiness at serving you."


 


"But what makes it happiest?"
Kelly growled, her fingers tightening slightly.


 


I knew what she wanted.


 


"S--s--sucking cock," I
said.


 


"Really," said Kelly.
"You're sure of that?"


 


I trembled, unsure if I'd made the
right choice. But I knew where Kelly was going with this...and what she wanted
me to "admit."


 


"Yes, Mistress. I'm sorry.
This thing loves eating your pussy, Mistress, but..."


 


I made a yummy sound.


 


"This thing just lives
to suck cock."


 


Kelly cackled wickedly.


 


"That's what I always
thought," she said. "I always knew you were a little sissy
cocksucker. Aren't you glad I forced you to admit it?"


 


"Yes, mistress," I
squealed as Kelly gently began to squeeze my nuts with her left hand while
clawing my hard cock with her right. Her fingers raked my cock-flesh.


 


"Y--yes," I whimpered,
thinking fast. "This thing is owned by its Goddess, and its Goddess tells
it that it loves to suck cock. It just did not realize it before, but it now
knows -- oh, Jesus, fuck! Fuck! Fuck!"


 


Kelly had started to rake her
fingernails painfully up and down my cock, almost breaking the skin. I howled
in agony. As she tortured my shaft, she worked my balls harder, ever
harder...squeezing until I could feel the pulsing pain in my throat.


 


"That's so romantic,"
she laughed. "Does this disgusting thing fancy that its owner takes
pleasure in seeing it chow down on cock?"


 


I gulped in fear and bleated
through the pain: "It fears that it cannot truly please its Owner. It is
an inadequate cocksucker."


 


Kelly laughed happily.


 


"Then it sounds like it needs
some practice!"


 


I wailed: "Yes, Mistress.
Your little bitch needs cocksucking practice, and--"


 


I couldn’t say anything more for a
time; Kelly had started working her fingernails back and forth as she dug them
deep into my dick flesh. All I could do was howl in pain.


 


When she finally eased up, she
became serious in tone. She sounded harsh, bitter and disappointed.






"So, why don't you tell me,
little Josie. If you love cock so much, are you a faggot?"


 


I shook my head, whimpering.


 


"Faggots have big
dicks," I said, repeating verbatim a taunt that Kelly had tormented me
with the first time she made me suck her date's cock...the night before our
wedding. Then I improvised some more, telling my Mistress what she wanted to
hear: "I'm far too little to satisfy a man that way, let alone a
woman."


 


"You've got that right,"
said Kelly, squeezing my cock so tightly I gasped in pain. "If I ever
bother to fuck this -- which I won't, ever -- I doubt I'd even feel it.
Do you agree, slave?"


 


As she raked her fingers along my
cock shaft, I responded enthusiastically.


 


"This thing is sure that its
Mistress is correct. This thing's tiny pustule is not a cock."


 


Every word I uttered was broken or
strained, as the constant raking of her fingernails made pain shoot through my
cock. She hadn't broken the skin yet, but I knew she wouldn’t hesitate to do so
if it amused her. And she was more than capable of doing so with those
finely-filed nails.


 


"Who said it was a
cock?" she hissed, digging her fingernails in even deeper.


 


As I whimpered, Kelly twisted her
fingers back and forth, rolling my cock back and forth impaled on her
fingernails as if it was a ball of sludge she'd found behind her ear.


 


I howled in pain.


 


"Did I ever say it was
a cock?" she demanded. "Who's been telling you this is a cock? Have
you been cheating on me with some bitch who doesn't know a cock from a -- ugh!
Whatever this is?"


 


"N--n--no one,
Mistress," I panted. "M--m--my previous -- my ex-girlfriends
sometimes made that mistake."


 


Leaving three of her fingers dug
deep into my cock flesh, Kelly seized a tiny flap of my ball sack between her
thumb and forefinger.


 


"Why did they make that
mistake?" she hissed. She pinched tighter and tighter as I struggled to
find the right words to respond to her.


 


I improvised some more. Kelly
loves it when this thing improvises in order to humiliate itself.


 


"Because this thing lied to
them," I bleated. "This thing tried to tell them it's disgusting
infected boil was a--uh!"


 


She pinched the flesh of my ball
sac tighter and rocked her fingers back and forth with brutal efficiency.


 


"I told them it was a
cock."


 


Her silence -- just for a second
or two -- spoke volumes. She didn't squeeze or rake my cock any harder, didn't
pinch my nut flesh any tighter; she just waited.'


 


I corrected myself.


 


"This thing told its female
lovers that its diseased growth was a cock."


 


Kelly mused mildly, "Well,
that could have been an honest mistake. Couldn't it?"


 


"No, Mistress. This thing was
deceptive. It pretended to be a male and it pretended that its horrible
revolting --uhhhh!"


 


She dug her nails in deeper and
squeezed my balls -- gently at first, but growing in pressure as I gasped and
gurgled in pain.


 


"It pretended its thing was a
cock. They let it stick it in them, so--"


 


Pain exploded through my dickhead.
I howled. Kelly's pinky had traveled up to the tip of my cock. Without warning,
she inserted her sharp, slender fingernail into my pisshole. 


 


My cock's little hole was very
lubricated with pre-cum by then, of course...this thing's growth always is in
the presence of its Owner. 


 


The tip of her pinky finger went
in without too much effort. That is not to say it didn't hurt....it hurt like
hell.


 


I stifled a sob as Kelly worked
the tip of her pinky back and forth in my pisshole.


 


I could see Kelly's broad, happy
smile in the shiny surface of the stove. Her blue eyes were bright, positively
sparkling with extreme sadistic pleasure. Her cascade of blonde hair was the
color of the sunlight. Kelly's cleavage and face were flushed a hot pink. She
was aroused -- she was very aroused.


 


And when this thing's Mistress is
aroused -- truly aroused, enough to see the flush in her tits and face -- this
thing often gets abused...more severely the more turned on Kelly is.


 


She was very turned on; I
could tell. As she toyed with my cockhead, impaled on her pinky finger, Kelly
made a soft murmuring sigh of pleasure. 


 


Then she asked me mildly, "A
minute ago, it said it had girlfriends, is that right?"


 


I couldn't answer. I just moaned
in pain and humiliation.


 


Kelly twisted her finger and
repeated the question. "It said it had girlfriends... didn't it?"


 


When I didn't answer -- because I
was lost in a swirl of pain -- I felt her sticking her pinky in deeper. She
jabbed it against the wall of my pisshole.


 


My eyes went wide. I let out a
choking gasp and started nodding desperately. I still couldn't form words.


 


"It shouldn’t call them
girlfriends. Things don't have girlfriends, do they?"


 


I shook my head as she toyed with
her finger, causing surges of pain through my cock.


 


"No, Mistress," I
finally said.


 


"What do things have?"


 


I whimpered, "Owners?"


 


She moved her thumb up and pinched
my cockhead between her thumb and her pinky, the tip of which was still in my
urethra. This was a particularly cruel gesture, and it caused a whole new wave
of pain to blast through me.


 


"But no one has owned it
before me, have they?"


 


I shuddered all over in pain.


 


"No, Mistress."


 


"I think what it meant was it
had victims."


 


"Yes, Mistress," I
bleated.


 


"What's that it said about
its unfortunate ex-victims and its diseased thing?"


 


I squirmed, my dickhead impaled as
she pinched it.


 


I gulped, "They let me stick
it in them," I said.


 


She pinched harder. My naked body
shuddered. I gasped.


 


"That's very sexist
language," said Kelly. "It should watch its mouth."


 


"It will try," I
bleated.


 


Apparently satisfied -- for now --
Kelly rocked the tip of her pinky back and forth gently until she could slip it
out of my pisshole. I was no longer lubricated with pre-cum... but, to my
humiliation, I had stayed hard the whole time the tip of her pinky was shoved
in my pisshole.


 


My hole stung now, throbbing in
pain from the jabbing by her fingernail and the stretching by the tip of her
finger.


 


It wasn't helped by the fact that
her fingernails were now dug into my cock-flesh again...or by the fact that her
other hand gripped my balls, albeit gently...for now.


 


My whole body was tense with
anticipation. What horror would Mistress visit on me next? I stared into the
shiny surface of the stove, watching Mistress's pretty face as her expression
turned from fury to mildness.


 


She sounded almost friendly as she
continued.


 


"So, what it said is that its
ex-victims let it stick its cancerous, diseased wad of tissue in them? They
thought it was a cock, so they fucked it?"


 


"Yes, Mistress. This thing
convinced them to let it put its--"


 


Kelly purred, "Is that ever
going to happen again?"


 


"No," I answered
quickly. "Mistress has taught this thing that pretending its pimple is a
cock is a crime against womanhood."


 


"And?"


 


"It will never do so
again."


 


"No shit," she said,
kneading my balls more gently than before. For a moment, I fancied I was
pleasing her with my responses. "But will it have the chance?"


 


"No, of course not,
Mistress," I answered quickly. "No woman would ever let it inside
her."


 


"That's right," Kelly
said, pleasure in her voice. "In fact, I don't even know what it
is. Calling it a pustule is an insult to pustules. Thing is a real asshole for
saying such nasty things about pustules and cancers and pimples. Does it
agree?"


 


I nodded furiously.


 


"It does, Mistress. This
thing will not call its...um...its thing a pimple or pustule again."


 


Kelly took pleasure in her next
question. She always loved the mindfuck.


 


Smiling wickedly, she asked:
"What will it call its...object...then? Until I cut it off, of
course." She laughed. "And the way you're going, that could happen any
moment."


 


I gulped. I racked my brains.
Pain, discomfort and pulsing humiliation suffused my body. I didn't know how to
respond.


 


She let me think a moment, then
she purred, "What should we call it. What could be worse than a pustule?
Worse than a pimple?"


 


I gasped, "A log?"


 


Kelly dug her nails in. I
squealed.


 


"A log?" she
asked. "That sounds awfully presumptuous--it's not nearly as big as a
log."


 


"No, Mistress," I
gasped. "This thing is -- it only means to suggest -- it means to say
--"


 


My throat closed up. My head spun.
I closed my mouth and tried to swallow, but my mouth was too dry. I'd been
panting.


 


"A log, like a...log that
you...pinch."


 


In the shiny chrome of the stove,
I saw Kelly's expression brighten. I heard it in her voice. She was pleased by
this. It had pleased its Mistress.


 


"You mean like you pinch a loaf?"


 


"Yes," I said. "It
should be called a..."


 


The word had come to me, but it
brought up waves of emotion. Kelly had pushed me to the edge of total
humiliation. Now I was dragging myself further.


 


I said, "This thing believes
it has a turd between its legs."


 


"Ew," said Kelly.
"That's disgusting. You mean I'm --" she dug her fingernails hard
into my shaft. I bit my lip and tried not to squeal. 


 


"These monthly hand
jobs," she said. "They're kind of like walking a dog, then. Aren't
they?" She worked her fingernails back and forth.


 


"Yes, Mistress," I said
miserably, humiliated.


 


"I should be wearing a
plastic bag, then?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I said.
Kelly's fingernail nails were pushing so hard into my flesh that tears formed
in my eyes.


 


"Does my plaything think I
should go get a doggy bag?" she purred. "I think I've still got some
from when we dog-sat. I mean...if this--" -- she squeezed my cock --
"--is really a turd, I should be able to just wrap it up and throw it in
the trash. That would be convenient. I wouldn't even have to cut it off. If
this thing I'm jacking off right now is really a turd...does thing thing I
should throw it in the trash?"


 


She softened her grip on my cock
shaft. Then she extended her pinky -- the same one that she'd shoved into my
pisshole -- and made a soft slash across the base of my dick, to punctuate what
she was talking about doing.


 


I knew she wasn't serious. Kelly
loves my cock too much. Without it, she'd need to think of whole new ways to
abuse me.


 


But when she talks like
that...cold fear plays up the back of my spine. It fills my bowels with ice
water.


 


Sometimes I realize that Kelly
could always think of new ways to abuse me.


 


And maybe she wants to.


 


Kelly's hand no longer moved. With
the lightening of her grasp, the pain had settled into a soft, dull throb --
the sting lessened as she eased her grip.


 


"Does it?" she asked.
"Does it think I should bag this up and toss it in the trash?"


 


It was a trick question, I
thought. I've gotten very good at spotting them.


 


I whimpered, "This thing does
not think. It only obeys."


 


Kelly seemed a little surprised by
that response.


 


Maybe she hadn't been trying to
trap me after all.


 


She laughed in pleasure.


 


"Well, then," she said,
evidently impressed. "I'm glad thing has finally started to understand
what this--" --here she squeezed my cock again, causing bolts of
pain to radiate out -- "--is really made of. What a disgusting thought,
isn't it?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I rasped.


 


To my shock, Kelly then eased her
sharp fingernails out of my cock flesh -- even more than she had a moment ago.


 


She released my cock entirely.


 


With her left hand, she began to
gently caress my balls.


 


Then she curved the fingers of her
right hand around my cock...


 


 


...and began to stroke me very
lightly with her fingertips. 


 


I moaned in unexpected pleasure.
Kelly mewled softly as she stroked my dick. In her reflection in the stove, I
saw her smile broaden, her eyes wide with excitement.


 


My heart soared. She was actually
going to beat me off. 


 


With how hard she'd dug her nails
in, the flesh of my dick was sensitive as hell. It still hurt a little as she
caressed it.


 


But the lingering pain was nothing
compared to the pleasure I felt from having Mistress caress me.


 


Kelly didn't move too quickly as
she stroked; she barely applied any pressure at first. He caresses were tender,
almost loving. And she watched me with pleasure as I watched her back -- her
reflection, that is.


 


Kelly knew how to make me cum --
or not to make me cum. She had done it often -- but she'd denied it far more
often. Even my weekly handjobs were usually the sort of ones she'd been giving
me up to that point -- they were torture, pure and simple. She can make me cum
without ever letting me feel pleasure.


 


She also knew that denying me made
my pustule sensitive. It would take maybe ten seconds if she really decided to
make me cum. She was good with her hands.


 


But she made me wait. I stifled
moans and whimpers and cries of pleasure as she teased me, toyed with me. With
her left hand, she continued to knead my balls. Now and then, she would draw
her right hand back, hawk, and spit on her palm. She would use her spit as a
lube to ease her hand's passage over my dick -- she could caress me more
firmly, more insistently, without causing enough friction to push me over the
edge. She didn't want to get me off -- not yet.


 


She teased. She fondled. She spat.
She worked her hand up and down on my shaft. She gently worked her thumb on my glans
for a time, almost bringing me to a climax.


 


Then she backed off and took
another long, slow circuit around my shaft, up and down it, over my balls.


 


She took her time. She didn't make
me work for it -- the work was already completed. She let me enjoy the
well-deserved fruit of my self-abasement. She smiled at me in the shiny stove.
She blew me a kiss now and then as she saw me looking at her -- which was most
of the time. She blew me a lot of kisses.


 


Time stretched on. She kept me on
the edge. I had to fight not to move my hips -- to fuck them against Kelly's
grasp, which I knew would displease her. My back was getting stiff and achy
from being bent over like this in exactly the same position. But I didn't dare
move. Taking any action at all might upset the balance of power. Doing anything
at all might prevent my Mistress from giving me this reward for the horrible
things I'd said about my cock. She might relent and "cancel" my hand
job if I so much as moaned. She could do that, and had done it, at any
point up to my completion.


 


But I slowly came to realize she
wasn't making me wait because she planned to torture me by denying me. She was
making me wait because she loved every minute of it.


 


And she made sure there were lots
of minutes. She really took her time.


 


She enjoyed every second of my
"monthly"...that much was evident in Kelly's beautiful face.


 


I was totally at her mercy, in a
way that no amount of pain could make me be. 


 


Kelly knew it, too.


 


She'd had me in the palm of her
hand from the beginning. That's why she took such pleasure in making me last.
How long had it been...an hour? More?


 


Her clam that she wanted to
"get this over with" was just a red herring. She wanted me to think
my handjob would be quick and painless.


 


Instead, it had been protracted,
painful...and, now, intensely pleasurable.


 


My self-abasement must have
pleased my Mistress. 


 


This thing felt its heart soaring.


 


At one point, Kelly bent forward,
opened her mouth, and bit my ass playfully. No, she didn't bite hard enough to
hurt me -- on the contrary; it wasn't that kind of bite. It was playful, almost
loving. When she came up from it, she was laughing merrily, she smiled. I
quivered all over in response.


 


I had pleased her.


 


I stared wide-eyed into the shiny
surface of the stove, thrilling to the sight of my wife, happily working on my
cock and balls with both hands.


 


My mouth dropped open. I couldn’t
hold my moans back.


 


I gasped: "This thing is
about to--"


 


My eyes rolled back in my head. I
moaned uncontrollably.


 


"Thing has permission,"
sneered Kelly.


 


I exploded. Pleasure blasted
through my naked body. I clawed at the kitchen floor. I howled.


 


I shuddered all over, tears filing
my eyes as Kelly continued stroking me until my pained cock was spent.


 


I moaned softly, utterly
exhausted.


 


"Thank you, Mistress," I
said. "This thing thanks its Mistress."


 


"It made a mess on the
floor," said Kelly sharply. "Clean it up."


 


I whimpered, "Yes,
Mistress."


 


Kelly released my cock and balls.
She stood over me, glorious in her white bikini and high heels, and supervised
as I turned around, lowered my face to the floor, and started to lap.


 


"Good little thing," she
said. "Lap up that worship puddle. You really love gobbling up that cum,
don't you?"


 


My face hot, I said, "Yes,
Mistress. This thing loves to eat cum."


 


Kelly dropped down on one knee
again, and ran her fingers through my sweaty hair.


 


She was so close I could smell her
body. It made me feel drunk.


 


She said pleasantly, "You'll
get to eat a lot of it soon. My date tonight's a double."


 


My eyes widened. A double?


 


Kelly laughed happily.
"That's right, Josie. Two gorgeous brothers...both of them big, hot and
black. I've heard they like to share. And you know what, Josie?"


 


I looked up at Kelly, unable to
believe what I've heard.


 


Her smile was positively wicked.


 


She said, "If you play your
cards right, they might spend some time with you alone. Now that you admit you
love cock so much, you shouldn't have to be satisfied with fluffing, should
you?"


 


My jaw dropped.


 


I gulped in fear. 


 


"No, Mistress."


 


"Good girl. Good little
Josie."


 


She picked up my chastity lube and
waved it at me.


 


"Ask for what you want, and
I'll let you go without this tonight."


 


Trembling, I blurted,
"Please, Mistress, let me suck their cocks?"


 


Kelly laughed. She blew me a kiss.


 


"Not to me, silly.
You're going to need to beg them. But for now..."


 


She rose and stretched, her
glorious body glistening with sweat in the sunlight.


 


She pulled the crotch of her
bikini bottoms out of the way and showed me her perfect, smooth-shaven pussy.


 


"In the meantime, my little
thing can finish the kitchen floors later. Would Josie like to help me give
this a touch-up?"


 


I said, "Yes, Mistress. If it
please you, Mistress."


 


Kelly winked at me. I kissed her
foot.


 


I followed her down the hallway to
the bathroom, crawling on all fours.


 


 


 







Butt Plug by Brett
Olsen


 


I was all ready for work when Savannah stopped me in my
tracks by the front door. She had an evil look on her face.


 


"Hi, darling," I said, nervously.


 


Savannah just looked me up and down, with her eyes growing
narrow and a vicious smile crossing her very red lips.


 


I knew that look. She had something nasty in mind for me
today. Savannah had just tumbled out of bed; she wore a sexy, filmy, almost
see-through nightie. Her hair was messed up from the long night of lovemaking
we'd enjoyed last night. There had been much sensual pleasure and many orgasms.
Mind you, I hadn't been the one to have any of those orgasms or any of that
sensual pleasure. But Savannah had plenty of both, and I'd had no choice but to
provide them.


 


"What's up?" I whimpered, pathetically, my fear of
her obvious in my voice.


 


A little ripple of pleasure went through my wife's
barely-clad body to hear my quavering voice. She laughed.


 


"Darling," she said. "Come in the bedroom
with me. I've got something I want you to take to work with you."


 


I gulped. "Um," I said. "I'm going to be
late..."


 


"It'll just take a moment," she said with a
slightly harsher tone. "I don't plan to take my time, Brett." Her
face blossomed in a happy, flirtatious smile as she came in closer, embracing
me. "I'm going to just shove it in."


 


"Oh, God," I whimpered, trembling all over.


 


Savannah laughed. "That's 'Oh, Goddess,'" she
said, caressing my face. "And yes, I am your Goddess. Now come to the
bedroom with me and drop your pants. I won't ask nicely again."


 


I took a deep breath. "Yes, Mistress," I said.


 


My wife led me by the hand. She took me into the master
bedroom. The bed was messy; she'd just gotten out of it. I knew if I threw
myself onto it, I'd smell her scent; it would be sweet torture. After the long
night of pleasure I'd given her--while getting none of my own--I could barely
stand the thought of making love to her again. But making love wasn't what
Savannah had in mind.


 


She wanted to make sure that I remembered her.


 


I knew how my wife's mind works. She knew it was going to be
a long day at work for me. I would have many things competing for my attention.
She didn't like the idea of my mind wandering. She wanted my submission to my
Goddess to remain first and foremost in my mind.


 


That's why there was a gigantic butt plug set out on the
messy bed. Next to it was a small tube of lube.


 


"Drop 'em," she ordered. "And bend
over."


 


I knew better than to argue. My hands shaking, I unfastened
my thin dress belt and unbuttoned and unzipped my plain grey work slacks. 


 


I let my slacks drop to my ankles, fully exposing the
pearly-pink panties I wore. 


 


The front of the panties showed the prominent bulge of the
hard plastic chastity tube that was padlocked on my cock.


 


Impatient, Savannah grabbed my hair and bent me over the
edge of the four-poster bed. She jammed her knee up in my crotch and used her
bare foot to kick my legs apart as wide as the lowered pants would let them go.



 


My wife spanked each cheek of my smooth-shaved ass three
times. The panties were skimpy in back, leaving my shaved half-moons exposed.


 


"When I say drop 'em and bend over," she hissed,
"I mean now. Panties, too!"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I whimpered. I lowered my
panties, squirming on the edge of the high mattress.


 


Savannah picked up the butt plug. It was enormous. Unlike a
traditional butt plug, this one had a long, relatively narrow probe in front
with a very realistic sculpted cockhead. The whole thing was of a sepia colored
silicone. The cockhead was sculpted to look like an uncut dick with an only
partially retracted foreskin. The detail was exquisite; the tip of the cock
even had a sculpted pisshole.


 


Down past the cockhead, there was a couple of inches of shaft;
then the "cock" flared into an extremely wide cylinder, more of a
traditional butt plug shape. The main thing that made this part of it different
than a typical butt plug--beside its extreme girth--was the texture. Like the
"cockhead," the silicone had been given the texture of skin, even
down to the sculpted veins that stood out prominently. I knew from experience
these would add "texture" to the sensation of being violated by this
enormous toy.


 


Savannah pressed the butt plug into my face. I knew what she
wanted. Obediently, I gave it a reverent kiss.


 


"Good girl," she teased me, giving me a sneer the
way she does whenever she calls me a "girl." She knows how much it
humiliates me. But she also knows that it makes my little cock stir within the
tight chastity tube she keeps me in.


 


I watched and whimpered in fear as Savannah squeezed a tiny
dollop of lube onto the very tip of the cock. Then she hawked, pursed her lips
and added her spit.


 


"I was going to use more lube," she told me.
"But you've irritated me by being such a wimp." With her free hand,
she spanked my shaved ass again. "Put your ass in the air and open wide,
sissy."


 


I knew what "open wide" meant. She wanted me to
participate in my own violation. She always does. And I always know better than
to refuse or to argue -- or even to hesitate. She's taught me a thousand times
over what happens if I do.


 


Bent over the edge of the bed, I reached back and parted my
shaved cheeks for my wife. 


 


The "cock" didn't go in easy. On the contrary,
Savannah had to wrestle it back and forth, forcing it deeper while I squirmed
and squealed. A few times, she grew annoyed with my struggles and spanked me
again. My shaved ass was getting very red. 


 


She finally relented and added a tiny bit more lube. When
even that didn't prove enough to get the head of the cock into my ass, Savannah
leaned over, hawked and spat again. Finally, she gave a gargantuan shove and I
felt my asshole surrendering.


 


I let out a great shuddering moan as the cockhead violated
me. I felt stuffed full; I felt sure I couldn’t possibly take any more. But I
knew there was still a whole shaft to be forced inside me. And this wasn't any
shaft; it was made to stay in me all day long. The shaft grew wider as it was
inserted. At the widest point, I felt sure, it would prove almost impossible
for me to take.


 


Savannah begged to differ. She worked the plug back and
forth, forcing it deeper as she expanded my asshole with each rough thrust. She
found my hole uncooperative, but my wife knows just how wide my tight sissy
asshole can get with the proper "motivation."


 


She continued to work the plug back and forth, adding lube
and spit when she had to, while my squeals and whines grew in volume. Finally,
she had to put her whole body into it, leaning heavily onto my body with her
thigh pressed up tight against the base of the plug.


 


I let out a gasp as the giant thing finally popped into me.
My eyes wide, I couldn't believe it. I uttered a strangling sound as Savannah
laughed.


 


"Good girl! I didn't think I'd get it in there! I was
about to give up."


 


I felt a wave of humiliation as I realized that if my
unwilling ass had just resisted a little more, I might have been sent off to
work without this degrading toy shoved inside me. 


 


But that was water under the bridge. There was no way this
thing was coming out--not without an awful lot of help. I knew there was no way
Savannah would make that effort until tonight, when I came home from work. This
thing was staying put.


 


Savannah worked the base of the plug up between my cheeks to
make sure it was seated properly. It was contoured so that it nestled easily in
the curve of my ass cheeks. Even my wide-spread hole couldn’t have taken the
wide base, but it would not give me a visible bulge. And that was a good thing;
my face would be red enough all day without it. A bulging rear would be an even
more humiliating shape than the constant bulge of my chastity tube distending
the front of my pants. 


 


But this plug was exquisitely designed. The base of it fit
my ass-cheeks perfectly, almost like it was made for me. Had Savannah had this
thing custom-designed just for me? If so, she might have gone a little easy on
how wide she made it.


 


"All right," she said. Her voice was rich with
pleasure. "Pull up your panties, sissy."


 


It was all I could do to lift myself into an erect position.
My hands trembling, I pulled up my panties. The rear of them just covered the
small, smooth extrusion of the base of the butt plug. The front of them bulged
with the hard plastic shape of my chastity tube.


 


Worst of all, I felt a throbbing pain as my cock struggled
to get hard in its padlocked plastic prison. It was prevented from doing so.
But the feeling of tightness made me even more acutely aroused, and more
powerfully humiliated than ever before.


 


"There," smiled Savannah, kissing me on the cheek
and patting the front of my chastity tubes. "Now, you'll remember me. All
day long, sissy."


 


"Yes, Mistress," I whined.


 


Savannah flicked her fingernails against my hard plastic
tube through my panties.


 


"Hope you don't try to get a hard-on." She
laughed. "I know what a pervert you are. Try to be good, will you?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," I said miserably.


 


I pulled my slacks up. I zipped up and buckled my belt. I
found that I could only walk with an agonizing slowness that made my wife
laugh. As I tried to get my bearings, I heard the squeaking of the bed as my
wife climbed onto it. I heard the buzzing of her vibrator. It was joined a
moment later by a wet sound. 


 


When I paused at the bedroom door, I looked back and saw
that my wife had spread her legs wide. She had fetched another plug from the
nightstand--more of a dildo, really. This one was the same shape as the one in
my ass, but it was no more than half of my plug's size.


 


As my wife masturbated with the vibrator, she was working
the butt plug up her ass. She hadn't gotten anything more of the tip in there;
she was obviously having some difficulty getting it deeper. But, unlike me, my
wife was just as obviously enjoying herself.


 


Sarah laughed as I looked at her, betrayal and desperation
in my eyes.


 


"I'll be thinking of you, Sissy," Sarah said,
breathless as she fucked herself with the tip of the butt plug. "I know
you won't be able to help thinking of me! Now get going, or you'll be
late."


 


"Yes, Mistress," I said. My wife began moaning in
pleasure as I left.


 


I waddled down the hallway, finally able to pick up speed as
I got used to the huge plug up my ass. Sarah's moans grew louder, mingled with
the sound of the vibrator. 


 


As I reached the front door, I heard a high-pitched squeal
and then a long series of powerful moans. I stood there with my hand on the
doorknob and listened; her moans lowered to a pathetic series of whining
sounds, then rose again, quickly, to the sound of a screaming orgasm.


 


She'd finally gotten it in. The fullness in her ass had
propelled her to her climax. I knew Sarah's plug might be smaller than mine,
but we shared this intimate moment. It was her way of telling me she loved me.


 


I knew I would think of her all day long. The bus ride I had
before me would be agony; the jostling of the bus would jab the huge plug
deeper up my ass, sending spasms through my insides. Sitting at my desk all day
would be torturous; my cock would try to swell in its tube. I would spend the
day in a heightened sense of humiliated ecstasy. I would be crazed by the time
I got home.


 


Enduring this sensual agony was the price of being with
Savannah. I would wear this butt plug inside me all day the same way I wore my
chastity tube: with pride.


 


It seemed impossible that I would make it through the day
without going nuts.


 


But I had to survive the day, and obey her. It was my
way of telling my wife I loved her. I am a lucky man. I do not choose my method
of my devotion. Savannah chooses it for me. She is my Goddess; this is the form
of devotion she requires.


 


I glowed with both humiliation and pride as I thought of my
Goddess.


 


Proudly, I waddled to the bus stop.


 


 


 












My So-Called Rockstar Boyfriend by Jodi Fowler


 


In the middle of the night, I
awakened to music. It was the harsh viola screech of the Velvet Underground's
"Venus in Furs." They were playing my song. It was my ring tone.


 


I picked up my cell phone and
silenced it. I looked at the screen. It was Zach, of course. It was almost 3
a.m.


 


I let it ring as I found my
headset, put the buds in my ears and plugged it in. I got out of bed gingerly,
so as not to wake André. I was naked.


 


I didn't want to talk where I
might disturb André, so I went out onto the deck. I didn't bother to put
anything on; it was a warm night, and our house faces a canyon; the nearest
houses directly in front of the deck are the better part of a mile away. The
neighbors on either side are considerably closer, but if any of them wanted to
look, let them look.


 


The call rolled over to voice mail
before I got to it. I knew Zach would call back momentarily, and I wasn't about
to call him. I propped my arms on the deck railing and did a few stretches,
yawning. When Zach didn't call back instantly, I took a moment to point the
cell phone camera at my ass and turn the flash on. The bright light blasted the
night. It took me about six tries to get an ass shot I was happy with, and then
I took one of my boobs, with my face just visible. That one, I got on the first
try. A girl's got to know her assets.


 


When Zach called back, I let it
ring five times -- almost my voice mail's roll-over point -- before I answered
it.


 


"Yes," I said flatly.


 


Zach sounded desperate.


 


He said, "Baby, I need your
help."


 


I used a mock soothing tone as I
asked him, "What do you need, baby? Tell Mama all about it."


 


Zach could tell I was mad. He
gulped. "I'm sorry, darling, did I wake you up?"


 


I laughed. "No, baby, I was
just kicking back at 3 a.m. What time is it for you?"


 


There was a little bit of a time
lag. It gave Zach's pathetic voice a funny warble as he bleated, "It's
morning, baby. It's 6 a.m."


 


Zach was on tour in Georgia, and I
was in California -- where we live. My loser boyfriend has a band. You could
maybe even say that he's a so-called rockstar. I mean, he's not much to speak
of, but his lame little band was moderately famous, and they made enough from
their three-record deal and from touring to support it that he could buy this
cute little bungalow in the Hollywood Hills.


 


That's nothing to sneeze at. I really
appreciated it when he signed it over to me. No marriage needed. There had been
no marriage, no pre-nup, no nothing. There was just Zach's signature on some
papers, and his bank accounts and the deed to our house -- my house, now
-- were all my hot little hand.


 


Of course, it wasn't quite that
simple. But I'll get to that. What's important now is that Zach would not have
called me unless he needed something special -- something very, very special.


 


And even at three in the morning,
I was here to provide it.


 


After all, Zach was my boyfriend.
My loser boyfriend.


 


Zach said: "I'm sorry,
darling, I wouldn't have called if I didn't really need your help--"


 


"I know, I said. "And
you know better than to call me darling right now."


 


Zach took a deep breath. He
whimpered slightly.


 


"Yes, Ma'am, of course. Of
course. I'm sorry, Ma'am."


 


"No," I said.
"That's not good enough tonight. The other will do nicely."


 


Zach emitted a pathetic little
squeal.


 


"Mistress," he said.
"I'm sorry, Mistress."


 


I sat down on the chaise lounge.


 


"That will do, for now. Tell
me what's happening."


 


Zach spilled it. "There's
this groupie, see? She's been hanging around the last couple of shows,
and...well, see, baby, I invited her back to my hotel room." Zach sounded
ready to cry. "Please, Mistress? May I?"


 


"Please what?" I
said.


 


"Please, can I--Mistress, can
I--" I could almost hear the tears spilling out of his eyes. It
made me hot.


 


I spread my legs on the chaise
lounge and slid my hand between them. I was still wet from André. It felt good.


 


I fingered my pussy and tasted my
fingers. I let Zach hear me, making smacking sounds.


 


"I'm sorry, Mistress. I
shouldn’t even ask."


 


"No," I said. "You
shouldn't. But now, I want you to. What would you like, Zach?"


 


"Please, Mistress," Zach
said. "May I have sex with this groupie?"


 


I put my hand back down between my
legs and absently fingered myself as I laughed at him.


 


"You wouldn't be
asking," I said, "Unless you already did."


 


"But Mistress," said
Zach. "You know that's impossible."


 


I laughed at him. "Impossible
that you could properly fuck her? Yes, of course...and it always was.
Even before we started having our little fun."


 


"It's not fun," Zach
said, only remembering himself at the very last moment and blurting out,
"Mistress!" just an instant before I chewed his head off.


 


I decided to let it pass. Zach
always hates it when I call what we do "fun." It isn't that he
doesn't like it. It's that he doesn't like to admit that he likes it.


 


"It's lots of fun for
me," I said. "And I'm the one who matters, Zach, remember?"


 


Zach said miserably, "Yes,
Mistress."


 


"Where is this dumb slut
now?"


 


I could tell Zach bristled from my
calling her that. Hell, maybe the loser really had feelings for her!


 


That made what I was going to do
that much sweeter.


 


"I asked you a
question," I said.


 


"She's sleeping in my
bed," he told me. "I'm in my hotel room."


 


"Then where are you?"


 


"I'm in the bathroom."


 


"Send me a picture of
her," I told him.


 


Zach hemmed and hawed a little --
but only a little. A moment later, my phone beeped and I called up the picture.


 


The photo was taken in a bar -- or
maybe the bar of whatever shit club my loser boyfriend's shitty band had played
last night. It was a young woman sitting on a barstool. She had a black bob,
delicate features, and a slightly upturned nose. She was pale and skinny. She
had hoop earrings and a dog collar, a skimpy little tank top and skintight
leather pants. She wore boots, but I couldn’t really get much of a look at
them, since the shot was aimed down from above. The picture was time-stamped
last night, about eleven o'clock.


 


She was cute. She wasn't really
that unlike me -- the ten-years-younger model. I felt a sudden rise of my urge
to do Zach harm in her eyes. It's never the hot little groupies I hate; I
identify with them way too much. It's Zach who gets my anger. He's the one who
cheated.


 


She was hot enough that I wouldn't
mind taking her home myself after a night out drinking on Hollywood Boulevard.
She was slim and white, the way I like them -- and more importantly, the way
Zach likes them. She had a slightly upturned nose and full lips and her eyes
were made to look improbably large with the use of dark eye shadow, eyeliner
and mascara. If you could send her through time and put her in a lineup with me
when I first met Zach, I bet you couldn't pick us out of that lineup. Because I
would have grabbed her, shoved her against the wall and stuck my tongue down
her throat. And judging from the flirty look on her sexy little face, she'd
probably be all over that.


 


"That's not good
enough," I said. "I want a picture of her now, and I want it
time-stamped.


 


"Right now? But she's
sleeping."


 


"I know," I said.
"And pull the covers down. But don't wake her up if you can help it. Not
yet."


 


I could tell Zach was thinking
about arguing, but he didn't. I listened to him breathing quickly as he
nervously went out and snapped a picture of the sleeping girl. He texted it to
me.


 


Yes, she looked hot. She looked hotter
than she had the night before. She was right where I like women to be: in a
hotel room bed, with her head on a pillow. Her makeup was a mess and her
earrings were gone, probably on the nightstand. She looked naked under that
sheet, which I liked. From the picture, she looked like she was dead asleep.
The picture was time stamped just after six in the morning; his phone
apparently reset itself to East Coast time.


 


"I told you to pull the
covers down," I said.


 


"I did," whined Zach in
a whisper.


 


"Sheet, too," I said.


 


Zach whined a little, but he knew
better than to fight me. I heard the soft swishing sound as the sheet came
away.


 


The next picture he sent me was of
a very naked girl with her legs slightly apart, rubbing sleep out of her eyes
and yawning.


 


She had a seriously hot body. Some
really nice tattoos. Her nipples were pierced, and so were her clit and her
labia and her navel. It all came together in a very hot package -- much hotter
to me in the pictures from this morning than last night...because last night,
she didn't know what she was in for.


 


Now she did.


 


I heard the slam of a door on the
other side of the line. 


 


I laughed at Zach.


 


Did she catch you and run away?


 


Zach said nervously, "She saw
me, but I don't think she cared. She didn't try to cover herself. Baby, why did
you make me do that?"


 


"Baby/" I asked.


 


"Mistress," he
corrected. "I'm sorry."


 


"That's why I made you do
it," I said. "Because you don't remember your place. And this girl is
going to help you remember it. What's her name?"


 


Zach gulped. "Zephyr,"
he said.


 


Yummy. I love pretentious Goth
girls.


 


"What are you wearing now,
Zach?"


 


"Just my jeans and a
T-shirt."


 


"No panties?" I asked
him warningly.


 


"Of course," He said.
"Of course I'm wearing panties."


 


"Send me a picture, and be
quick about it," I told him. "And if it's not time-stamped..."


 


It was. The picture came fast --
Zach's jeans with their telltale bulge, and the edge of his lace panties pulled
up past the blue jean waistband.


 


Damn, I loved seeing that.


 


"Open them up," I
ordered him. "Unbutton, unzip. Give me a better shot."


 


Zach obediently unbuttoned and
unzipped his jeans, then sent me a picture of his bulging panties in the deep V
of his blue jeans. They were the very same style of skintight bluejeans he wore
on stage. He wore them on his album covers. He wore them in every promotional
picture. He wore them to television interviews. And that bulge was
commented on, famously, in every venue. It had helped make Zach a sex symbol.


 


In his early career, that bulge
was what people thought it was.


 


For several years now...it's been
something else entirely.


 


"Show me your tube," I
said.


 


"Mistress, please,"
whined Zach miserably.


 


"Show me," I ordered
him.


 


Zach pulled his panties down and
sent me a picture.


 


There it was: the device I loved
so much. The simple device that had let me take a rockstar's pride, his
masculinity, his power, his manhood....


 


...all because he had called me a
groupie.


 


They called it The Secure LockTM.
Built by an outfit in St. Louis, the device was the state of the art for
girlfriends like me with cheating loser men in their lives. The device was made
of clear plastic, with a few metal fixtures and titanium bands running
underneath. It fitted around his cock and balls, secured by a high-tech lock
that looked like the thumbprint trigger lock on a handgun.


 


But this wasn't your typical lock
that fastened the Secure Lock. It was remote-activated, with a tiny wireless
transceiver deep in the core of the tube. In constant contact with the Secure
Lock wireless network, it sent me comforting pings once per minute, informing
me that my boyfriend was safe. They all piled up in the Secure Lock app on my
phone, and every deviation was logged. When Zach's tour bus went through a
tunnel? I knew about it, if I was paying attention, and if I wanted, I could
call him and ask him if there were any groupies on the tour bus with him.
Sometimes I did that, just to keep him guessing. 


 


On the other hand, when I wanted
to forget about Zach, I just quit the app and knew that the Secure Lock system
would robodial me with an urgent alert if more than three consecutive pings
were missed.


 


You see, a typical chastity tube
would have had a standard-issue padlock and a key that I wore around my neck.
With the Secure Lock, that was no longer necessary. If I ever decided to give
Zach a break, all I had to do was call the Secure Lock 800 number and punch in
a code that only I knew. The device would remotely unlock, and Zach could do
whatever he wanted with his sad little wiener.


 


All it would take was a call from
me.


 


Yeah. Like that was going
to happen.


 


In the meantime, Zach wasn't just
prevented from fucking...he couldn’t even get a hard-on.


 


If he did, he suffered humiliating
pain.


 


Now, the basic design of the male
chastity device has been around a while. Worried wives, suspicious girlfriends
and even pay-for-play female Dominants keen on securing the absolute devotion
of a money slave have been using these devices for years. It ensures that the
masculine organ will stay how and where it belongs -- in his panties, pointing
down, soft as his tongue but way less pleasurable to a woman.


 


Of course, I'm talking about guys
like my loser so-called rockstar boyfriend. André, my other boyfriend -- my
real lover -- is another matter entirely. Locking André's huge cock up in
chastity would be some sort of crime. Zach's, on the other hand...we're all
better off without it.


 


Or, rather, with using his cock as
a tool for my amusement, and not in the usual way. I love knowing I have total
control over Zach. If you've never realized how much power you have when you
control a man's penis...well, let me tell you, its intoxicating.


 


Absolute power corrupts. And I was
already corrupted, so now I'm really bad.


 


Sorry, Zach. Mercy is out of the
question. But keep begging. I love to see you humiliate yourself.


 


#


 


"How far did you go with
Zephyr last night?" I asked him.


 


Zach admitted miserably, "I
ate her out."


 


"Did she find out about your
chastity lock?"


 


"No," said Zach.


 


"She didn't try to get you to
fuck her? Not even a blowjob?"


 


"She did," said Zach.


 


"What did you tell her?"


 


"I told her that I wanted to
be more intimate with her before we took that step," Zach said unhappily.
He had used the same line on me, years ago -- only, then, it had been a line.
And it had worked; he got me into bed. Now, it was an excuse. It was a
smokescreen, so that his little groupie wouldn't know that he was a
chastity-locked slave.


 


"Did you make the girl
cum?" I asked him.


 


"Yes," he said.
"Twice."


 


I laughed.


 


"She must think you're a
pretty big stud, then," I said. "Little does she know."


 


Zach said proudly, "Well, she
thinks I give good head." Then, weakly, he added, "I had a very good
teacher."


 


Zach was trying to flatter me,
which only made me laugh.


 


"Put her on the phone,"
I told him.


 


"What?" Zach hissed. His
voice was filled with horror.


 


"I said put her on the phone.
Let me talk to her."


 


"She's sleeping!"


 


"Wake her up!"


 


"Baby, don't do this,
please?"


 


"That's 'Mistress' don't do
this, and maybe you'd prefer it if I sent those hot little pictures I took to
the press. I mean, your lame little band isn't much as far as I'm concerned,
but I think Rolling Stone would like those pictures."


 


On the other end of the line, Zach
made a strangled squeaking sound.


 


I twisted the knife: "It
might be good for your record sales, don't you think? I really would like a new
car -- the new Corvettes are sweet this year. I'm so tired of driving
last year's model..."


 


"Please, baby, don't even
talk like that--please Mistress!" He added the last part just before I
screamed at him, which would have been tragic -- I would have awakened André.


 


I continued: "And when you
get home, we're going to have a very personal talk about what happens when you
argue with me. You aren't going to like it very much. Understand?"


 


I felt the intoxicating thrill of
power as I heard the softness in Zach's voice. The wind had gone out of his
sails.


 


He gave an incoherent whine of
surrender.


 


"Now wake your little
girlfriend up. I want to talk to her."


 


Zach said, "Yes,
Mistress."


 


"And no, you may not
put your cock back in your pants. In fact, leave them open, so she can see your
panties and your chastity tube."


 


Zach made a whining sound, but he
head my sharp intake of breath, and said softly, "Yes, Mistress."


 


There was a minute while Zach
whispered in the groupie's ear. He still had his headset on, so I heard
everything. He called her "Baby." He called her "Honey." He
told her someone wanted to talk to her.


 


He passed the phone over.


 


"Hello?" a sleepy voice
said.


 


"Is your name Zephyr?" I
asked, my voice friendly.


 


The girl sounded confused, but
then she said "Yes." It sounded like a recent nom-de-guerre, from the
way she had to think to remember it when she was sleepy. That was okay...in the
world of rock 'n' roll, no one was who they said they were.


 


"Who is this?" she
asked.


 


I told her who I was, with a
bright step to my voice. I wanted to sound friendly, because I had nothing
against this girl. On the contrary, I already liked her. I wanted to be her
friend, in fact.


 


Her close friend.


 


I heard her say in a hushed tone,
to Zach and not to me, "What the fuck is that?"


 


I laughed. "It sounds like
you just saw my boyfriend's chastity tube."


 


"His what?"


 


I said, "I'm Zach's long-time
girlfriend...basically his wife." I said it ruefully, with an apologetic
laugh. 


 


"Oh, shit," she said.
"Um, listen, I didn't know. He said he was single."


 


That was a laugh. Did this girl
not even read the gossip blogs? He and I had been photographed together in
public, numerous times, though I certainly wasn't famous so nobody ever seemed
to give a damn. Anyway...I'd already decided not to blame Zephyr.


 


"Don't worry...I'm not mad,
you haven't done anything wrong. He and I have an arrangement, you see...for
when he's on the road."


 


"Okay," said Zephyr.


 


"Unfortunately, he didn't
follow it," I said. "See, he's not even supposed to pleasure girls
like you. He enjoys it too much. That device keeps his dick from getting hard,
but he still feels good about himself when he eats pussy. He's pretty good at
it, isn't he?"


 


"Listen," said Zephyr
testily. "I really didn't know. This is all weird--"


 


I said, "Look, just bear with
me for a few more minutes? I promise, I'll make it worth your while."


 


"Okay," said the groupie
impatiently.


 


I asked her, "Are you in the
market for a job?"


 


She said, "What the
fuck?"


 


I said, "Let me put it
another way. Would you like $5,000?"


 


She gave a shocked gasp.


 


I said, "Zephyr, if you'll
give me your email address, I'm going to Paypal you that amount right now. But
you have to promise to do something for me. Will you do that?"


 


I could still hear Zephyr's jaw
dropping. From her tone of voice, $5,000 was all the money in the world to her.


 


When she didn't answer right away,
I said, "And there's lots more where that came from if you decide you like
what I ask you to do. Will you do it?"


 


She said, "It depends what it
is," but her tone of voice made it clear that she had already decided
she'd do just about anything for that kind of money.


 


I said, "My husband should
have three black suitcases. The smallest one has a top panel. There's something
in there I'd like you to get. Can you do that, Zephyr?"


 


"Is it something
illegal?" she asked nervously.


 


"Not even remotely," I
said. "In fact, I bet Zach and you did much more illegal substances last
night when he invited you back to his hotel room. But let's not talk about
that...just please go and get it, Zephyr?"


 


"That's all I have to do? For
the $5,000?"


 


"No, that's just the first
step."


 


She said, "Okay. I'm...um,
I'm going to put on the headset, okay?"


 


"Sure," I said.


 


"I'm going over to the closet
now. Yeah, they're there. The smallest one?"


 


"Yes. In the top panel. I can
tell you and I are going to like each other."


 


"Okay," said Zephyr
nervously.


 


I heard the sound of a suitcase
zipper...and then a shocked gasp.


 


"Did you find it?"


 


"It's one of those...strap-on
dildo things."


 


"That's right. Have you used
one?"


 


"I've seen them
used," said Zephyr. "I've never worn one." She said nervously,
"I've had one used...on me."


 


"Yum," I said, smile in
my voice. "Where?"


 


"I work in a...peepshow. In
Travis City. We do...you know, sex shows there sometimes." She sounded
embarrassed.


 


"You still work there?"
I asked.


 


She said apologetically, "I'm
taking some time off."


 


"So you probably want that
$5,000, then."


 


"Yeah," she said.
"It would really help." She was starting to get the picture.
"What do I have to do for it?" she asked me.


 


"Not much," I said.
"Just fuck my husband in the ass. Have you ever done that to a guy?"


 


"Um," she said.
"Not really. With my, um, with my finger. Just with boyfriends and stuff.


 


"Well," I said.
"This is like that. Only it's strapped to your body. He should take it
nice and easy. It's not that big a dildo."


 


"Excuse me?" She
sounded stunned, filled with disbelief.


 


"Believe me," I laughed.
"I've used much bigger. I've trained him hard. You're just going to
give him a gentle little I-love-you-fuck."


 


Zephyr laughed. "What's
that?"


 


I said, "It means you
grudgefuck him hard in the ass. Can you do that?"


 


"For five thousand
dollars?" she asked. I could hear Zach trying to talk to her. She spoke
right over him. "Yeah, I think so," she said.


 


"Good. Can I sweeten the pot
a little?" I asked her.


 


"What, like a tip?" I
asked.


 


"Yes," I said.
"I'll Paypal you another five thousand if you put me on speakerphone and
take me some pictures on your cell phone of my boyfriend taking it."


 


Zephyr didn't hear a word of what
I said about what she'd had to do. She just heard "Another $5,000,"
and that was it.


 


She sounded like a girl on
Christmas. "Ten thousand dollars?"


 


"You want the money on the
table, first?"


 


"Um," she said,
"No, that's okay, I mean...do you want me to hurt him or something?"


 


"If you want to," I
said. "Let's say this. How does an extra thousand for every time you make
my boyfriend cry while you're doing it. Up to another five thousand, if you can
make him cry five different times."


 


Now she sounded like she didn't
believe me.


 


"You're serious? You
want me to hurt him?"


 


"Pinching his nipples is good
for straight-out pain," I said. "Do a lot of that. But when you want
to make him cry, just slap him across the face about ten times. It works like a
charm."


 


"I don't believe this,"
said Zephyr. "You're serious?"


 


"Give me your address, and
I'll send you the money right now. Send me video of him crying, and you'll get
your tips."


 


"And I do it right now,"
I said.


 


"That's right. While I’m on
speaker phone."


 


"How do I do speaker
phone?"


 


She was on Zach's phone.
"There's a button on his home screen. Can you take the stills on your
phone?"


 


"Sure," she said
proudly. "I've got a smartphone."


 


I gave her my phone number. She
sounded like she was jotting it down.


 


Zephyr sounded like she couldn’t
believe it. "Whew. Okay!" She gave me her email address. Then she
laughed.


 


"I need to show you something.
Can I text you a picture on this thing now?"


 


I said, "Yes, Ma'am.
Please."


 


She laughed as she took the
picture. A moment later, my phone beeped.


 


Still on the phone with her, I
opened the pic and felt my heart soar.


 


Zach was crying already. He always
did that -- crocodile tears were his favorite way to try to get out of a
fucking he so richly deserved.


 


But it wasn't going to work, and
he already knew it.


 


Zephyr was a broke-ass part-time
stripper...just like I was. She might or might not like fucking my boyfriend in
the ass, but for $10,000, she'd learn. And once she got a taste of it, Zach
would have his road wife. But that would come in a few hours, once she'd
humiliated my loser boyfriend.


 


Correction...for $11,000. She'd
already made him cry once.


 


Then I'd make my long-term
proposal...that, if she needed a job, she travel with him for the rest of the
tour. She could name her price...whatever it was, I bet I'd have to double it
just to know she wouldn't puss out on me.


 


I liked that much, much better
than going with him myself. I'd rather get my loser boyfriend a road wife than
waste my time with those sleazy fucks he plays with.


 


And when she was finished with the
tour? If she played her cards right and made me very, very happy...and Zach
very, very, very unhappy, then she'd get herself an invitation to come
back to California with him and stay a while.


 


I'd been needing a girlfriend, and
Zephyr was hot.


 


Zach would watch me take what he
was denied.


 


I'd make him watch me fuck the
girl he couldn't have...night after night for as long as she wanted to stay.
And from how interested she sounded on the phone, I bet I wouldn't have to pay
her $5,000 a night to fuck Zach in the ass while she was here.


 


Zephyr put me on speaker phone and
texted me some pictures of her in the strap-on harness. She wore it well. I'd
just started to hear the gulping sounds -- Zach sucking Zephyr's strap-on cock
-- when André opened the sliding glass door to the patio.


 


He was standing there, naked, his
huge, dark body gorgeous in the moonlight, his glorious cock soft...but not for
long.


 


I was horny. I very badly needed
to fuck André's brains out.


 


His deep voice was sleepy.
"Baby, it's almost four. What are you doing out here?"


 


I looked him up and down.
"Getting horny. You up for another round, lover?"


 


He grinned. He came for me. He put
his mouth on mine and his hand down my front. His big fingers caressed my
breasts and gently pinched my nipples...and traveled down further, bypassing
the wires of the headset to work up into my very wet slit.


 


By then, Zephyr had started
slapping Zach across the face with her cock. Then there was more gulping...on
her end and mine. I took André's big dick into my mouth and started sucking
him, thrilling to the feel of his huge dick growing stiff in my mouth.


 


"Who's on the phone?"
André asked.


 


I took his dick out of my mouth.
As my tongue still lavishing affection on his cockhead, I looked up and
answered him.


 


"My loser boyfriend," I
said. "Mind if I put it on speakerphone?"


 


Far above me, André grinned.


 


"Whatever gets you wet,
baby."


 


"You're such a good
boyfriend," I said. I opened wide and took his dick down my throat,
thrilling to the sound of Zach gulping as I pulled the headset out and hit the
speakerphone button. Right there on the balcony.


 


Zach's moaning sobs echoed over
the canyon. I wondered if the neighbors could hear.


 


I sucked André's cock to the music
of my loser so-called rockstar boyfriend moaning and sobbing as my new
girlfriend abused him.


 


I looked up at André as I rubbed
his cock all over my face.


 


I said, "Take me inside and
fuck me silly, baby?"


 


I plugged my phone into the
bedroom stereo system and played the call loud.


 


 











Midnight Ride by Kendra Jarry


 


She's angry and horny tonight. She's really going to make
you work to please her and you know, as usual, you'll still be found
lacking. You're down on your knees, sucking Mistress's cock. You love the way
she chokes you with it, slaps you with it, humiliates you with her dick. You
love the way Mistress rides you at midnight. You love the way she can make you
suck her cock for hours...and still want to hurt you more.


 


You're dressed in the way she's decided will most humiliate
you. Your pink tube top is a forgotten ball under your Mistress's messy bed.
Mistress's collar feels snug and comforting around your throat. Your tits hang
heavy in the strapless bra. Your feet ache from your pink high heels. Your
little silver sequined skirt is pulled up to your waist -- and that's where it
will stay until she's done with you. Your stay-up white stockings are already
bagged at the keys, and sport several rips. You know those stockings will only
get worse before the end of the night. Your filmy pink panties stretch tight
across your swollen cock. Your hair has grown long enough that she doesn't have
to make you wear a wig; that's nice for her, because now she can pull your hair
as she makes you suck her cock. Your hair is messed up, now, because she's been
pulling it for a long time -- pulling it, slapping your face, berating you for
not sucking her deep enough. Your makeup is ruined. You're a mess, but then,
you always were.


 


You and the bed aren't the only things messy in the
one-bedroom loft. Mistress greeted you for your eleven-thirty appointment with
that "freshly fucked" look she knows you love. It humiliates you, and
that's what she likes. She was wearing nothing but a skimpy pink silk robe and
her cock -- the big one, the one that always makes you choke. She met you at
the door.


 


"Skirt up," she ordered you. "Panties
down."


 


You obeyed, lifting your skirt and dropping your pink
panties to your knees. You showed her your humiliatingly locked-up cock. She
took the key from the chain around her neck. She fitted it into the padlock.
She unlocked it. She took off the chastity tube and sniffed it.


 


She said: "Nice and ripe this week, slave. Lick it
clean as you crawl to the throne."


 


You dropped to your knees and obeyed, crawling awkwardly on
your knees and one hand while, with the other hand, you held the ripe chastity
tube to your face. You wash meticulously, but it's always a little bit dirty by
the time you see your Mistress. You crawled after her as she sat in her
favorite chair -- her "throne" -- and watched you with contempt.


 


When you reached your place on your knees before her, you
meekly handed hand her the chastity tube.


 


She took it, sniffed it, said, "Good slave. Now...what
would you like to do tonight?"


 


"Suck your cock, Mistress."


 


"That can be arranged. But that's just the start...you
know that, don't you?"


 


"Yes, Mistress."


 


You could smell her. Her odor was intense; she smelled good,
but powerful. Sweat, musk, pussy, cock, cum. She's more than just aromatic;
she's positively ripe.


 


Mistress opened her pink robe, grabbed the back of your head
and shoved your face into her crotch. You took her silicone cock in your mouth,
tasting how dirty it was.


 


Once you started sucking, you could really smell the scent
of sex all over her. Mistress has clearly been "used" tonight, by
some other man, or maybe even more than one. 


 


That makes you even more eager to please her.


 


You know she fucks other men..."real" men, who
only pay women for sex, not for pain. You've seen her ads under the
"escorts" section in the same weekly paper where you found her under
"alternative services." You know that you'll never get the former
from her, just as "real" men who pay to fuck her would never even
dream of paying her for this kind of treatment. A real man doesn't need to be
forced to wear panties and makeup and ordered to his knees to suck a woman's filthy
strap-on cock. 


 


But you're not a real man, are you? This is what you need;
this is what you deserve; this is what she gives you. This is all you'll ever
get from her, for money, and you're lucky she even gives you this.


 


Mistress's stink is all over you. This week it's a serious
musky ripe smell, not the usually mild smell of her body and her perfume and
her pussy. No question about it; it's a sex-smell. You can smell other men on
her, other men's sweat all over her. Sometimes she lets her regular clients do
her bareback for extra money, so there may even be a load of cum down beneath
her harness, percolating in her cunt and making her wet. The scent is all over
you: Her stink, and another man's smell. Your face reddens as you suck her
dirty cock. It tasted filthy when you started -- musky, unwashed, soiled. Where
did she put it before you showed up? You're just glad she didn't fuck you in
the ass before making you suck it; she does that sometimes. She loves to
humiliate you in every way...and that's what you're here for.


 


That's what the $2,000 on her nightstand is for...because
this is the eleventh session since she collared you as her money slave. You pay
ten weeks in advance. The first ten weeks were $1,500. Now, Mistress has raised
her price. This round of "training" is $200 a week, and you know you still
won't get so much as a handjob.


 


Time passes slowly and agonizingly as she roughly fucks your
face. You're not in the habit of glancing at the clock during your sessions,
but you know it must have been over half an hour, now, deep into the usual
fifty-minute length of your sessions. But her sessions, lately, don't last
fifty minutes or even an hour. You're her money slave, now, not just her
client, and she takes you as long as she wants you. She loves degrading you as
much as you love being degraded. You love everything about the way Mistress
hurts and humiliates you with her cock and her cunt. You love the way she
forces it down your throat, screaming at you to take it like her little bitch.
You almost shoot your load in your panties, you're so turned on. You manage to
keep your hips from moving so the head of your dick doesn't rub against the
soft satin fabric. You know if it does, you'll squirt. You've been ordered not
to cum, and you know if you do, she'll make you sorry. You barely manage to
hold off; you're right on the edge, this turns you on so much. You love the
humiliation, the pain...you love all of it, almost as much as you hate it. And
hating it makes you love it that much more.


 


Your throat is aching and raw. You work it up and down
desperately. You try to press the base of the dildo against her pubic bone,
forcing it against her clit. You want to get her off so you can get some
breathing room.


 


That makes her very unhappy with you. She hates it when you
try to make her cum, like you're trying to end her little game. Mistress
screams and sends a new volley of leather down against your ass. Her whip
sizzles on your skin. "In and out," she tells you. "In and out.
I'm fucking your face, not being made love to, whore. You're my cocksucking
bitch, not my boyfriend."


 


You go back to sucking it in and out, your head working up
and down violently. You know she can't possibly be feeling any physical
pleasure from this. Sometimes she wears a second dildo in her harness, but she
isn't wearing it tonight. Sometimes she wears an egg-shaped vibrator, the
controller-power pack tucked into the waist strap of the harness. Sometimes she
keeps a big, plug-in vibrator nearby, so she can grab it when she's ready to
cum. But she doesn't have either dildo or vibrator today. That makes you wary.
She doesn't want to cum. She just likes watching you suck cock. And you know
she can last forever before she gets tired of seeing you gag yourself on her
strap-on.


 


It wasn't as big a deal when she only let you stay for fifty
minutes. But now, you're not just a client. You're her money slave. She makes
you stay for as long as she wants you. That's why she makes you come late --
ten p.m., usually. She's a night person, and she gets horny after midnight. A
few weeks ago, she kept you here all night. It wasn't till the sun came up that
you stumbled out of the warehouse building with your asshole aching and your
buttocks stinging, tottering in your high heels. You had to race past your
landlady so as not to let her recognize you; nobody knows you cross-dress. If
they did, you'd be mortified.


 


But it's not morning yet, and it won't be any time soon.
Tonight, she wanted to see you at 11:30, and Mistress seems eager to keep you
here for a long, long time. You don't have anything to say about it. You're her
money slave. You're her cumslave. You're her bitch slave. You're her late-night
back-door "regular." You stay till she's done with you, and that's
that.


 


The big grandfather clock in her living room chimes
midnight. Each chime sounds like a death bell.


 


Mistress grabs your long hair and pulls your face off her
cock. Slap, slap, hard, more bells ringing in your head. Drool runs all over
your chin; you can feel the sticky lipstick and mascara as it mingles with your
tears. Then she forces you down on the bed with your arms spread behind you.
She pulls the strap of her harness to the side, so her cunt is exposed. You see
it glistening; you smell the sharp musky odor of cum. You realize she's seen
one of her "boyfriends" today -- maybe just before you left. She does
that sometimes, scheduling a sex session with one of her boyfriends, or even a
$300 "date" with one of her "clients" -- the ones who want
sex instead of degradation, like you do. Or maybe they're just the ones who can
afford $300 instead of the $150 she charges to beat the shit out of you and
humiliate you. Both things are true; you only pay Mistress what you can afford.
She takes what she gets and dishes love and hate out accordingly. You pay
little enough to get hate, pain, degradation, abuse, rather than sex. But the
truth is, that's what you want. And the truth is, that's what she really wants
to give you. Mistress is, after all, a rampant bitch. You're pretty sure she
likes this much more than she likes "regular" sex. Otherwise, why
charge you less?


 


Of course, she'd never admit she likes this more than sex.
As she rides your face with her cummy snatch, she laughs.


 


"Ready to find out what a real man does to a
woman?" she purrs.


 


You whimper, "Yes, Mistress." Your voice is hoarse
and thick from having cock shoved down your throat.


 


She dips her pussy down and forces it all over your mouth,
your chin, your nose, your cheeks, your forehead. She takes it nice and slow,
laughing at your distress as you squirm underneath her. She enjoys herself,
painting your face with her cunt and with her boyfriend's cum.


 


"You like that?" she sneers. "Wanna guess how
many men had me today, slave? I'll give you a hint: it's probably more men than
you've ever had women. Or ever will have them. What woman would
actually want to fuck a loser like you?"


 


That can't be true, you think. You've been to bed
with seven women, and Mistress knows that. This feels like a lot of cum pouring
out of her snatch -- but it can't possibly be cumloads from seven men. Besides,
don't prostitutes usually use condoms? You chide yourself internally as you
choke on the taste of the strangers' cum and of Mistress's rank, unwashed cunt.
You're not supposed to think of your Mistress as a prostitute. A whore, maybe,
but even that seems irreverent. What she is, you tell yourself as she forcibly
rides your face, is a Goddess. She deserves to get all the cock she desires,
and then some. She deserves whatever she wants. If that makes her a whore, or
if she's a whore because she takes money for sex, well...so be it. You're far
lower, and that's why you get to clean her up afterwards.


 


Seven men it is, then...you decide to believe it. Seven
men's cum is pouring all over your face, into your forced-open mouth, while you
try to lick. She doesn't let you get a tongue-hold, though; she just rubs her
pussy all over and grabs your hair again to make you hold still. She squeezes
your jaw and forces your mouth open, squeezes her pussy. Seven men, you
decide. There are seven loads of cum pouring you’re your tongue. That's more
men than women you've fucked. More men have had Mistress today than you've ever
had women.


 


You've been with seven women, a pathetic total for a man
your age. You've fucked seven women, and you've also been with six
dominatrixes. Mistress is only the latest of the latter category. She's the
latest, and by far the best. You've never been as hard in your panties as you
are right now. You've never wanted sex with a woman as much as you want it with
her. But you know she'll never give it to you, which might be why you want it
so bad. Hell, she never gives you handjobs anymore. You have an orgasm once a
week, like clockwork, but not till the end of a session -- and then, it's done
with your own hand. In the beginning, you got a tug job at the end of each
session, provided that you tipped her properly. When she informed you that she
was going to collar you as her money slave, the tug jobs stopped. The price
rose from $100 to $150 an hour -- fifty minutes in an hour, just like a
therapist. She ordered you to pay her for ten weeks in advance if you didn't
want to be banished from her dungeon.


 


You came up with the money. On that day that you handed over
15 $100 bills, Mistress padlocked her collar around your throat and her
chastity tube around your dick. That was ten weeks ago, and this is your
eleventh paid-for session. That's why there's $2,000 instead of $1,500 in an
envelope on her nightstand; Mistress upped the price for the next ten sessions.


 


But the rules remain the same. 


 


She owns you. You're her money slave. Her little feminized
bitch money slave. You pay for the privilege of being her pain whore, her
camwhore, her humiliation whore, wearing panties and makeup on your knees. The collar
comes off when you leave her dungeon. The chastity tube comes off when you
enter it.


 


You see her once a week...and if you're very, very good,
she'll let you jack it at the end. But when you're not with her, you
can't jerk off. You can't even get hard -- not without pain. 


 


Each week, you prepare for your session with Mistress by
dressing up the way she insists. You wear panties and stockings and a skirt and
high heels. You wear a tight strapless bra stuffed with two bags of rice, with
rubber-bands forcing the tips into nipples. Over it, you wear a tube top.
Tonight, your skirt was shiny silver sequins -- it's now a little circlet
around your waist, tight at the belly she's been making you trim down and tone
at the gym. Your tube top tonight is baby pink, so you almost looked naked from
the waist up. It was skimpy you had to keep pulling it up as you walked the
several blocks through the respectable suburban neighborhood from your
apartment to your car, as you drove the ten minutes to Mistress's loft in the
warehouse district, as you circled the block seven times before parking your
car in a distant space, as you walked the several blocks from the nearest
parking space, dodging the interested looks of gay guys out for drinks, who
would never have wanted to fuck you if you were dressed like this, but were
clearly interested in seeing you undressed. It was humiliating.


 


Now, you're eating another man's cum -- seven men, maybe,
seven guys who have fucked Mistress today. She takes a leisurely circuit all
over your face, dripping, the semen mingling with the spit and ruined lipstick
and mascara that already smears it. Your tongue flails up helplessly, seeking
her hole, dislodging new rivers of strangers' cum. It's not enough for your
Mistress.


 


She slams her body forward and forces your head hard into
the mattress.


 


She screams at you: "Lick deeper, camwhore! Lick
out my cunt! Don't you want that yummy cum?"


 


You try to say, "Yes, Mistress," but you can't
even get a sound out. She's crushing your face.


 


She yells: "If my cunt isn't good enough for you,
bitch, I've got more loads waiting in back!" She laughs. "Just as
many guys fucked me there as did me in front. That cum is really deep, though.
I'll have to really work to get it out for you..."


 


Your head reels. She can't be serious. She had seven men in
her pussy, and more in her ass? She says it's more men that you've ever
had women -- and she knows that you've been with seven women, so that's at
least eight men, actually, eight in each hole, or is it the same eight, back
for a second round to fuck her ass?


 


Even as the Cum Mistress for a slutty little cumslave, she
wouldn't really expect you to believe that sixteen men fucked her today, eight
in front and eight in back...would she? She's just talking dirty, right?


 


But it doesn't matter to you...she's pushing your buttons,
and it makes your cock throb in your little pink panties. You feel the head of
your dick grinding against the soft satin material as you work your hips. If
you cum in your panties, she'll hurt you, you know. But you can't stop your
hips from grinding as she rides your face and brags that she's got more loads
up her ass.


 


"I said lick!" she screams, and leans down
hard, fucking your face and smothering you with her cummy snatch. She pushes
down so firmly that you feel like your skull is going to crack. She grabs the
back of your head and forces it up so she can bring her knees together and pin
your face between her legs. Her thighs work like a nutcracker, ready to pop
you. It's the most uncomfortable position possible.


 


You lick deeper, desperate, trying to satisfy her.


 


Her voice turns affectionate, even caring. "That's
good, baby. Eat out that pussy. Lick all those other guys cum out of my
slit." She sighs softly, then, for a while. You work your tongue up into
her and lick her out like she told you. You drink her...or, rather, you drink
the other men, swallowing cum with a pussy chaser. 


 


Tiny moans start to come out of her painted red lips. But
they're not the right noises -- they're not the ones you want to hear. She's
getting angry. She crushes your head between her thighs.


 


You squeal, afraid she's really going to pop your head. As
you squirm, your teeth graze her flesh. Without meaning to, you actually bite
her. You can't help it, she's pressing so hard. Cunt, hair, flesh, juice, you
breathe it into your lungs. You cannot cough. You cannot breathe. As you feel
your teeth being forced against her clit, she utters a howl of pain and anger
-- but she doesn't let up the pressure. She seems to like the pain; she seems
to like the struggle. She's going to hurt you. She wants to hurt you.
Your cock throbs in your panties; you're utterly at her mercy.


 


You want to reach down and stroke your cock through your
panties...one last squirt in pink satin, before she ends you. No, you
decide. That's ridiculous. She won't really hurt me. I just need to
surrender. I'm a willful little bitch, like she always says. I just need to
lick her pussy better.


 


But you can't lick her pussy better, because her
thighs are crushing your face, your head; she's smothering you, and all you can
do is squirm and wriggle and try to lick -- but you just end up biting, harder,
which makes her give an exultant cry of pain as she squeezes you tighter.


 


"That's the spirit, slave! Who know you had a little
struggle in you? Hurt me, bitch...oh, yeah, this is the fun part..."


 


She squeezes her thighs tighter. You see stars. More stars.
Desperate for air, you try to breathe and end up biting into the flesh of her
cunt even harder. Instead of air, you get a mouthful of cum and nostrils
stuffed with her wiry pubic hair. You need to sneeze. You need to cough. Her
thighs and her cum-filled cunt won't let you; they smother you. 


 


Now she's riding your face, violently, ramming her clit
against your nose and your chin; you manage to catch a little air between
strokes -- but it isn't enough. You're still seeing stars. She cries out,
louder, loving the pain of your teeth and the exultation of facefucking you.
She's really giving it to you hard. You try to lick, aiming for her clit, but
she's more interested in smacking your chin with her pubic bone. Then she
pushes down hard again, smothering you, cutting off air through both your mouth
and your nose. You try to lick, but there's not much you can do. The best you
can manage is to wriggle your tongue up into her cunt....


 


Her moans come rhythmically as she rocks atop you. She
sounds like she's feeling good. If you can hold out only a second
longer...she sounds ready to climax...maybe then she'll ease up....


 


Your whole world is cunt. Just a second longer, and she'll
cum. Then you can breathe. That's when you deserve to breathe. After
you've serviced her. 


 


Far above you, she moans. You her gasping, breathlessly,
clearly close to orgasm:


 


"What's the matter, slave? I thought my cunt provided
all the nourishment you would ever need?"


 


Then she bears down harder on your face, completely
smothering you. 


 


You squeal and wretch as she rides you tight. Your eyes roll
back.


 


Everything goes black.


 


#


 


As you come to your senses, you realize she's dragged you
over into what serves as the "living room" area -- the one armchair
in front of her wide-screen TV. On the TV is a freeze-frame image of Mistress
standing in front of her bondage bed in this very loft, nude except for
high-heels and stay-up fishnet stockings.


 


Mistress sits in the armchair beside you. You're curled up
on the concrete floor of the converted loft. You've been placed in this
position before, when she's plugged her laptop in and shown you pictures of
herself fucking other guys. She's even played them as a slideshow while she
fucked you in the ass with her strap-on.


 


But now, she's taken her strap-on off. She's naked except
for her knee-high leather boots. Her arms are crossed. Seated in the chair next
to you, she sees you're awake.


 


"Good slave. Get on your knees."


 


You struggle to your knees. Your stockings are ruined, with
big rips in the knees running up the thighs and down the calves. Your tits hang
cockeyed in the strapless bra, the pink tube top hanging off. Your dick has
left a dark stain on the front of your panties; you hope it's just from going
soft when you lost consciousness. You hope she didn't jerk you off while you
were out. You very badly need to cum.


 


Mistress leans over and puts her arm around you. She holds
the remote. She points it at the TV and clicks.


 


The footage starts playing.


 


"I don't think you believed me when I told you how many
guys I had fucked today," she said. "But lucky for you, I've got the
rushes right here. Raw footage, slave. It's even got the time stamp. I've got a
guy in Santa Barbara who's going to edit it into some footage for Hot Clips --
my girlfriend Sadie tells me I can make a fortune with all-black amateur
gangbang clips. But since I already had you scheduled, I figured I should have
some fun with it first, right?"


 


You watch in alternating pleasure and horror as your
beautiful Mistress drops to her knees. You see men crowding in -- men with dark
skin, bodies ranging from sepia to dark chocolate. There are lots of
them. You count four to begin with, as Mistress takes their black dicks in her
mouth and sucks them. They're quickly hard. But there are others, off-screen,
whenever the camera shakes and moves around to get a better angle.


\


You can't count them. There must be at least a dozen. So she
was telling the truth about how many men had her...and she's going to
make you eat their jism from her ass, now that you've cleaned out her cunt.


 


"It was a bitch fitting all those guys in here.
I mean, look at this place! It's trashed. But it was worth it. I've gone
weeks without cock, slave. I really needed to get fucked." She
caresses your shoulder as you watch her taking each dick in turn into her
mouth. "Don't worry," she says. "They've all been tested. So
have I. This cum is certified safe. Sadie says that black-on-white creampie
gangbangs are the best-selling clips she does. And you know me, slave. I’m very
anal. So I figured, why not? Double-penetration interracial creampies. Why
not?" She laughs happily. "Especially since I've got a little
cumslave who loves to clean up. Do you want my ass now, slave?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," you say as she climbs onto the
bed, straddling a big black man lying there. She mounts him, his huge cock
sliding into her pussy; another man comes in behind and starts to penetrate her
ass.


 


"You really want to lick my ass, now, slave? Really?"


 


You nod fervently. What can you say? You've fantasized about
this your whole life. It makes your stomach turn and you want to puke to think
about actually doing it now, but you can't stop your cock from hardening. More
importantly, even if you didn't want it, Mistress would be very
displeased. When she asks you if you want something, the only permitted
answer is "Yes, Mistress."


 


"Too bad for you," she says happily, "That
you're a very bad slave. Passing out without permission. I don't think I want
your disobedient tongue up my ass."


 


You whimper, "Please, Mistress?"


 


She lets the footage play for a while.


 


"No," she sneers. "I don't think so. I've got
a better way for you to have a midnight snack."


 


She gets up from her throne. She leaves you and stalks into
the kitchen. You watch the footage as you hear her rummaging in the kitchen
cabinets. The action moves quickly. She rides the guy underneath her while the
guy atop her fucks her anally. They switch with two other men. By the time
Mistress comes back from the kitchen, the video Mistress is on her third
pair...six cocks up inside her.


 


You see she's gotten a silver plate from the kitchen. She
holds it up and shows it to you, laughing. You can see your ruined face
reflected in it. Your chin glistens with cum and pussy juices. Your lipstick is
smeared. Your mascara runs. You look a mess.


 


"This is a family heirloom," she laughs. "We
used to use it for the bread at Sunday dinner. I think it's appropriate way to
worship your Goddess, don't you think?"


 


Miserably, you whimper, "Yes, Mistress." 


 


She stands in front of the TV and sets the silver plate on
the floor. You can see most of the screen through her spread legs. On the
screen, she takes on her fourth pair of big black men, fluffing one in each
hand and one in her mouth as the men cycle through quickly. 


 


Mistress crouches over the silver plate, blocking the TV.


 


She leans over in front of you. She peels back your eyelids
and looks into your eyes. A cruel kind of smile plays across her face. She
crouches over the silver, lowering her ass almost to the floor. The muscles of
her face tense, then relax. Then again.


 


"Oooh, there's a lot of it up there," she laughs.
"She glances over her shoulders. I think you'll like it when they take
their turns filling me up. It's hot. I came. I'm not kidding...it was
something about having their cum up inside me. It made me orgasm. Don't you
think that's funny?"


 


She takes a long time squeezing her anal muscles and letting
cum run from her ass onto the plate. The scent of the cum from her ass is
riper, fuller, more humiliating. 


 


She kisses you as the last of the cum runs out of her ass.
Then she stands, gets behind you, and shoves you forward with your face in the
plate.


 


She's all over you before she even knows if you're going to
eat it like you've been ordered to. She loves abusing you, so that's what she
does. She grabs your hair and forces your face down.


 


"Open your mouth," she orders you. "Open your
fucking mouth. Now!" She slaps your face, spanks your ass. Her thumb pries
open your lips.


 


You give in to the pressure and open your mouth. You start
to lap the cum off the silver plate. You taste the musky ripeness. It tastes dirtier
than the jism from her cunt. She sees your eyes flickering up toward the
screen. Mistress steps aside and knees beside you, so she can pull your face up
and make you watch as the first man unloads in her ass.


 


"Oh, yeah, that's it," she says. "Look at the
time stamp! Less than two hours ago." She laughs. "This stuff is nice
and fresh. Wait till you see the final time stamp on the very
last cumshot. Then you'll know it's really fresh."


 


Her fingers are ice cold as she forces your mouth open and
shoves you back down onto the silver plate. You gag, but manage to start
licking, lapping up the cum. There certainly is a lot of it.


 


She rubs her fingers over your lips. The slimy texture and
musky taste is overwhelming. Your nostrils are full of her cunt, her ass, her
pay-for-play lovers' cum.


 


"You're not getting it all," she says. "Bad
slave!" She runs her fingers over the plate and works them into your
mouth, leaving drippings on your lips. She smears these in, like lipstick. She
laughs.


 


You choke again as you swallow more cum.


 


"You need something to wash that down with?" she
sneers.


 


"Yes, Mistress," you say miserably, knowing there
can always only be one answer to that question from her.


 


She rolls you onto your back. She crouches over you, and you
think she's going to ride your face again...which you know would be unsanitary;
her glorious cunt -- the cunt you'll never have -- could get an infection if
she lets you eat her cunt now. But she doesn't. Instead, she places her cunt
just above you, spreads her lips with her fingers, and relaxes her bladder. The
hot trickle shoots into your mouth. Quickly, it becomes a stream. She shoots it
deeper into your mouth. She strokes your throat like she's pilling a cat. You
swallow. You gulp. You gulp more. She brings


 


She pulls you back up to your knees. Piss and cum dribble
down your chin. 


 


"You shouldn't eat lying down," she says.
"It's bad for the digestion." She rubs her fingers all over the slimy
plate, which still has some cum on it. She pushes her fingers into your mouth.
You lick them clean. Then she shoves you forward and drags you down by the
hair. Eating it from the plate directly is more humiliating than eating it from
her cunt, or even than eating it from her ass would be. It's far worse than
just licking it off her fingers. Having to taste the musky, ass-flavored cum
mingled with the sharp salty taste of her piss is the worst of all...but you do
it. You kneel, knees spread wide for balance. As you eat up the rest of the cum
and lick the plate clean, she kneads your swollen balls gently. 


 


"Eat slowly," she orders you. "Make sure you
enjoy your food.






Soon, the plate is licked clean. She rolls you over onto
your back again, and gives you another drink -- a hot stream of piss in your
open mouth. Much of it runs over your face...but that's why Mistress's loft has
a concrete floor, right?


 


You swallow. The taste of cunt, cum and piss is all over
you.


 


Your nuts still ache and your eyes are dim when she pulls
you back up to your knees.


 


Then she turns around and parts the white cheeks of her ass.


 


"I guess you've earned a little taste," she says.
"Besides, I'm out of toilet paper, so I'll have to use the cheap stuff.
Isn't that what you want, slave?"


 


"Yes, Mistress," you say pathetically.


 


You lower your face to her crack. Your tongue slips into
her. You lick deeply, cleaning her off. The taste of cum and ass are stronger
here. You suck the last drops of cum out of her smooth, wide-opened asshole.
You can see the screen from the corner of your eye. Men are lining up to fill
Mistress's holes up with cum. She's on the bed, bent over doggy-style, as they
alternate filling pussy and ass. Then the camera zooms in to show her twin
holes filled with cream.


 


You hear the raw sound of Mistress's voice from the TV
speakers: "Guess I'll have to make my boyfriend lick me clean when he gets
here!" The time stamp at the moment she says that is 11:05...less than a
half an hour before you knocked on her door.


 


She lets you rim her deep for a while while you watch the
video footage. You taste still more cum. Her asshole is slimy deep inside.
There's also the sharp, sickly-sweet taste of lube...lots of lube. The smell of
her piss is all over you as you eat out her ass. She moans softly in pleasure
and giggles a little bit when it tickles.


 


Then, your heart pounds as you hear her phone ringing.


 


She leans over, reaches out and grabs it. "Did I tell
you to stop?" she hisses? You keep licking as she reads the text. Then she
laughs.


 


"One of my booty calls," she says. "I think I
might be done with you, slave. Unless you want to stay, of course." She
laughs. "It wouldn't 


 


You gulp. You can't believe what you say next...but you
haven't had your "release" yet. You're hungry for sex, still...driven
mad with lust by the intense humiliation.


 


So you say, "If it please you, Mistress...I'll
stay."


 


She laughs. "To watch, or to show me how much you love
me?"


 


Your heart quickens. You know what she means. "Show me
how much you love me" means something you've always dreaded doing. But
you've always known the day would come.


 


"If it please you, Mistress...please let me show you
how much I love you."


 


Her eyes widen. You can tell you've pleased her.


 


"That sounds like sex," she tells you with a
sneer. "What if I make you pay for another full session?"


 


You nod. "Of--of course, Mistress. Whatever you
desire."


 


"Another sex session, slave. Not this discount
rate I give you for abuse. I mean $300, same as my daytime clients pay. Only
they pay to fuck my pussy." She laughs. "If you stick around, you'll
be the one getting fucked. Is that what you want, slave?"


 


You feel like you're in a trance. You can't believe you're
doing it, but you nod. You know there's only one answer to that question from
your Mistress.


 


You say, "Yes, Mistress."


 


"Well...that can be arranged," she says.


 


Your glassy eyes follow Mistress as she walks over and sits
in her throne.


 


She snaps her fingers at you, and points across the
apartment.


 


"You know where the shower is. Get your filthy whore
body cleaned up and come back here for further abuse, slave. There's a new
toothbrush on the counter. Make sure you use lots of mouthwash. The last thing
I want is your cum-eating, ass-eating mouth anywhere near my cunt...or my
boyfriend's cock. Hell," she adds with a laugh. "I think this guy
might be bi. He may even want to kiss you!"


 


You tremble.


 


"Would you like that, you little slut?"


 


As with everything from Mistress's lips, there's only one
answer.


 


"Yes, Mistress," you say.


 


"Then get your filthy whore mouth cleaned up,
cumslave."


 


You know better than to stand up. You crawl. 


 


"Oh, and...slave?"


 


"Yes, Mistress?"


 


"I put out some fresh mascara and lipstick for
you." She laughs. "There are fresh stockings in the top drawer. And
when you put that bra back on, don't forget your titties."


 


"Of course, Mistress. Thank you."


 


When you glance back at her from the door of the bathroom,
you see that she's restarted the raw footage of her gangbang. She's watching
it. Her legs are spread. In her hand, she holds the dildo you were sucking
earlier. She puts it up to her snatch and shoves it in. With one hand she works
it in and out of her cunt while she watches the footage. With her other hand,
she rubs her clit frenetically. She moans.


 


You crawl to the shower. It's going to be a very long night.
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