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1
THE ARRIVAL




My heart was pounding so hard I was having trouble concentrating. ‘You can do this. You can do this.’ I kept chanting to myself. I loved to serve my Mistress, but this was more than I had originally envisioned. Mistress was walking impatiently ahead of me and wanting me to hurry. She did not want to be late for the gathering that she had called. You see… I was to be the offering for the evening.

When Mistress had mentioned the idea of giving me to a group of fellow dominants, I was fairly insecure about my ability to perform. Our relationship as Mistress/Slave had only started a few months before, and, frankly, I did not know how much I could take. The intensity of the pain she had caused me, and the unfamiliar arousal that pain produced, was already challenging my entire view of sexual activity. Now, she wanted to push the edge even further by offering my services to a group.

I thought back to how we began. That helped a little. We had met on a BDSM hook-up website. I was more curious than anything, looking at what was out there. My fantasies of dominance and submission had grown quite intense. I wanted to be on my knees in front of a leather-clad woman, my hands securely fastened behind my back. I wanted to be strapped to a bed, full spread-eagle, limbs cuffed tightly to each corner, the leather-clad woman approaching.

Figuring out what to do about all these fantasies was the hard part. I had read a lot of erotic stories about being paddled, flogged, and pinched while bound, the sub squirming with each blow. These always made my cock throb with a powerful, pulsing hardness, and left me craving more. To experience it for real.

I watched some porn along the way, even went to a live BDSM sex show on a business trip overseas. Here, they had a naked woman tied to a slow spinning platform, being flogged by a Master in mask and leathers. My reaction at the show was fierce. I did not want to be the Master. I wanted to be the submissive, tied to the rotating platform, absorbing blow after blow on my back and ass, relishing the thought of being displayed for all to see. The woman was shrieking in clear pain as the strikes got stronger. When the Master’s instruments of torture progressed from soft leather to hard cane, leaving angry red stripes across her back and ass cheeks, my cock would pulse with each blow. But I never had the courage to go to the next level.

Pain was my concern. I was afraid the pain would be too much; that the reality of pain and submission would never quite match my growing imagination. I experimented a little with nipple clamps and even purchased a paddle I tried to use on myself. Neither was too much for me to tolerate. The nipple clamps, especially, delivered ample pleasure and solid erections. I would beat off while pulling them away from my body. Those orgasms were so intense, I had to find out for sure what it would feel like to be the proverbial submissive on the wheel.

This brought me to the website, and to my Mistress. I posted a pic and what I wanted. She replied a few days later, asking for us to meet. We met at a coffee shop near her studio. She had been a professional Mistress for some years and responded to the deep desire shown in my posting.

Mistress was a beautiful woman, inviting me to sit next to her at the shop. She had chestnut brown hair, almost black, a slim figure with an ample bosom, though not large, and looked very fit. I had to assume the physical nature of her work kept her very trim. Dressed in casual clothing, jeans, and shirt, very typical of the shop, no one would have thought she was deeply immersed in the BDSM lifestyle.

We spoke for a better part of two hours, about what I wanted, what I needed, my preferences, my limits, how she got paid, and her available times. There were so many unknowns, I told her, that I had no answer for many of her questions. In fact, I was here to find those answers.

She explained to me that the job of a professional dominant is to inflict controlled pain, to allow the submissive to enjoy the total release of control and to bring about what she called ‘subspace’, that deep feeling of losing yourself in the moment, of forgetting where you are, what you are doing. That complete release into the sensations.

This would not be, however, a sexual act as commonly perceived. There would be no swapping of bodily fluids of any kind, or entry into her body. She would enter me, both through the mouth and anus, with various toys, but there would be no reciprocation, or flesh-to-flesh contact. She emphasized this several times, so there was no confusion on my part. I got the message. Professional, nothing more. She agreed to take me on as a client and had an opening the following Friday evening.

For some unknown reason, subspace came hard for me. This complete surrender did not come until our third session. Maybe it just took more pain. I remember the moment clearly.

The first couple of sessions, in comparison, were quite mild. She used various instruments on me, clearly testing how far she could go, but the pain was not intense. I tolerated it well; quite enjoyed the sensations, but they were just that: sensations.

In the third session, she opened up the power. She strapped me on my stomach to what looked like a large massage table, my ankles and wrists cuffed to the legs. Then she struck with a paddle, then a belt. She hit hard, focused, repetitive. The pressure of the pain was pushing at me. I was crying out with the volume. I could not imagine taking anymore.

She had already placed a buttplug in me. At some point, she switched to a thin rod, striping my back with such force, the pain overwhelmed my senses. While she did that, her knee came up and pressed the buttplug. I pulled on every cuff, screaming out, crashing hard into subspace.

I hardly remembered the individual strikes after that, just the flow of pain. It took control of me, shaking my very core. This was pleasure like I had never experienced before. It exploded in me, touching every part of my body as I thrashed against the bondage, further amplifying the sensations.

When she stopped, I collapsed on the table, panting hard, my heart pounding in my chest. My whole body was quivering as the aftershocks swept through me. I was trying to keep the feeling alive as I pulled on the cuffs repeatedly.

It impressed her I could take so much. It impressed me too! After that, I was her slave for real. I would do anything for her to get that feeling back, to have that pleasure push through me again.

She felt the same. Soon after that, the ‘professional’ aspect of our relationship disappeared. She had found a kindred spirit with almost unlimited pain tolerance and a capacity for pleasure. Her own desires emerged. My Mistress was not just a professional. She was a true dominant that found her own pleasure in providing that domination. Initially, we started without a relationship, but when she found someone she liked who wanted to be dominated sexually, we created a spark.

The first time was when she tied me to a bed on my back, attaching many clothes pins across my middle, clamps to my nipples and ball sac, yanking them all until my cock was pulsing. She suddenly stripped her clothes off, crawled on top, and impaled herself on me. The pain in my ball sac from the pressure of her weight and the clamp was intense, but that was just a warm-up. As she started grinding herself on my rod, she started pulling the nipple clamps with some force and started ripping the clothespins off my body.

I was wreathing in the pleasure/pain. This was my first time feeling the pleasure of a warm pussy sheathing my cock while the pain coursed through me. This combination became one of our standard arrangements.

A couple of months later, we moved in together. This wasn’t a 24/7 lifestyle thing. Repeated contact had shown we matched on multiple levels and we fell for each other. That I would welcome, if not worship, her sexual domination as well, just made the relationship stronger. Oddly, despite my career and continued independence in other aspects of our lives, I always addressed her as ‘Mistress’ when we were by ourselves.

“The ground rules are simple,” she claimed, when she first brought up giving me to the Doms. “First, everyone there will be experienced with BDSM techniques and pleasures. You will not need to worry about them being carried away. Besides, I will be there the entire time. Second, all requests must be sexual. No one will ask you to shine their shoes or lick the floor. Third, no permanent markings. You will not need to worry about a caning so hard your skin comes off or being bullwhipped. I would not let that happen, anyway. Otherwise, there will be no limits. We will see how creative they can be, as well as how serious you are to be my slave.”

I remember looking at her like she had lost her mind. “Other people?” I said, “I thought this was our private thing. We haven’t even told most of our friends about our sexual preferences. To invite a bunch of other people inside our circle… Mistress, are you sure about this?”

“That will not be a problem. All the Doms are in the lifestyle. They know the ramifications of ‘kiss and tell’ for anyone that does this. Our secret will be safe with them. I have known them for many years.”

“Okay,” I said. “I will depend on your knowledge of play.”

“Since we lay the ground rules out in advance, everyone in attendance will be on the same wavelength. You will relax and enjoy yourself. The pain will be intense, but so will the pleasure. Here is your chance to prove your loyalty to your Mistress by showing yourself proud in front of her friends. Interested?”

It had seemed so simple when I had finally chosen to be her slave, but no thought of this outcome had entered my mind. Still, serving several people at once had its possibilities. My cock tingled just thinking about it. In the end, I gave her my standard response, ‘As you wish, Mistress.’

[image: ]


That was several months ago, as my mind came back to the reality of where I was. We walked down the path to begin, uncertainty still claiming my attention. The house was certainly elegant. We had driven up a long driveway back into a heavily wooded lot. From the road, all you could see was the beginning of the driveway. Once you had come through the deep foliage, the beautiful home spread on the rolling hill as if it was part of the hill.

We parked in the driveway, directly in front of a path that wound down the hill to a separate underground structure isolated from the rest of the house, and completely hidden behind trees. This is when Mistress kept urging me to move faster, as we finally arrived at the door.

“Take your clothes off and put these on,” she instructed. ‘These’ were very high-quality wrist and ankle cuffs.

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, removing my clothing. I had little on, anyway. She had ordered me to soak in a tub of hot water for 30 minutes just before we left (to soften my skin, she claimed) and then gave me an extra-large polo shirt and loose gym shorts (no underwear) to put on. ‘You won’t be needing clothes, anyway.’ She had laughed.

I wrapped each cuff around my wrists and ankles. Mistress fastened a leather collar around my neck, hooked my hands together behind my back, and carefully wrapped my cock and balls into a harness that pulled my balls up and away from my body. I must have been quite a sight.

The air had a crisp early evening feel and goose bumps covered my exposed skin.

“My, my, but you look inviting,” Mistress laughed. “I think you will fit the bill nicely. Are you ready?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, let’s do it.”


2
THE GROUP




At the designated time, Mistress knocked on the door. A gentleman answered, glimpsed me and then returned my embarrassed look with a wry smile.

“Come in,” he said, with a gesture to enter. “May I take your jacket, Sienna? Your slave clearly does not have one.” He chuckled at his small joke. “No, he has come ready to play instead, hasn’t he?”

Mistress let out a full-throated laugh and said, “Yes, he has been ready for some time.”

The man was older, mid-50’s, tall and slender, dressed in light khaki slacks and a white polo shirt. His mane of sandy gray hair was surprisingly long, swept straight back on his head. This was my first surprise of the evening. I had expected leather and vinyl everywhere. As dominants go, I guess, this was a pretty laid-back group, well, at least in dress. The leather would come later, I presumed. The gentleman quickly corrected any concept that might have been building that this meant they would be gentle as well.

“You may call me Maurice,” he instructed. “There will be six of us this evening. Each will have a name. Call your Mistress simply Mistress for the evening. For the others, you will memorize these names. Each time you call one of us by the wrong name, you will receive 20 paddles to your rear. Adrian will perform this paddling. Once you see him, you will realize this will not be a light punishment. I advise you to pay careful attention to the names. Understood?”

“Yes, Maurice.”

“Now,” he went on, “let’s settle one other point. Despite our discussions with your Mistress, we want to make sure you know what is coming this evening and that you are a willing participant. During the evening, we plan to use you for our own pleasure. This might include intense pain on your part. Is that acceptable to you?”

“Yes, Maurice.”

“Are there any other ground rules of which we should be aware?”

“Maurice, my Mistress and I agreed to a set of ground rules which were to be followed. These are acceptable as limits for me. I do not want to come away with permanent marks as a reminder of the evening. Nor do I like humiliation or wet play.”

“Very well. We will avoid bullwhips or hard caning and stick to sexual activity. Acceptable?”

“Yes, Maurice.”

Then he turned to address my Mistress. “Mistress, how much pain can your Slave endure? Should we be aware of any sensitivities?”

“He does not like his balls to be struck from below,” she replied. “Otherwise, he seems to have a bottomless capacity.”

“We will not adopt a formal ‘safe’ word to use if things go further than you want. Just say “Stop” and we will do so. Understood?”

“Yes, Maurice.”

“Very well. We will not seek your input for the rest of the evening. You are ours to control for the duration. Should some activity prove more that you can endure, remember to simply say stop and we will move on to something else. Understood?”

“Yes, Maurice.”

“Good. Mistress, if you will lead your sub into the Playroom, we will begin.” Then he looked at me with this devilish grin on his face and said, “Enjoy yourself. I certainly will enjoy you.”

Mistress then took me by the collar and led me to a stairwell going down. The Playroom was a fully equipped dungeon that seemed more like a family room, well-lit and open. Soft carpet covered the floor with one wall mirrored from floor to ceiling. To my surprise, it appeared like no one was there.

“Down on your knees, Slave,” Maurice instructed. “Look neither up nor side-to-side. Crawl slowly to the middle of the room.”

Mistress released the leash from my collar and I did as instructed, crawling toward the center on all fours. The first paddle swat came hot and fierce only seconds later. A side door had opened, and the room was suddenly full of people. I could only see bare feet on each side of me. With each crawling ‘step’, another paddle swat landed on my exposed rear. My cock fully extended now, the harness pointing it directly out from my body. My desire to serve as a sexual submissive was certainly going to be satisfied tonight!

My arrival in the middle of the room happened none too soon. My ass was on fire! Repeated swats, some very hard, turned my entire back end into a ball of fiery sensation.

“Good… good…” came a voice from the back of the line. “He can take it. Sienna, you were right. This is quite a find. Let’s get him ready!”

Maurice told me to move over to the bed and lay spread-eagled on my back. I got up off the floor, rubbing my knees and ass, then got up on the bed. It was a king-sized bed with eyelets and short straps on each corner. My Mistress fastened each cuff to a strap. I tugged strongly on each, testing the strength. The straps had me completely immobile (my favorite position).

One difference with this bed is that it spread my arms wide, leaving my body in more of a T-position than the classic X. This position left my head close to the top edge of the bed.

The cuffs now secure and my cock fully exposed to the group, I started looking around the room. The group I was to serve stood around the bed. Occasionally, one of them would reach over and touch me, or pinch some skin, or fondle my cock. One even leaned over and sucked on my right nipple. They were laughing and getting into the moment. This was certainly not a shy group!

Maurice made introductions. “Slave, I would like to introduce you to the people in your group. I am Maurice, as you know. I will lead the group and especially enjoy whipping and paddling you… among other things. He winked at me. Virtually every inch of your body will receive a visit from me before the night is over.”

“Your Mistress you know. She loves to fuck with a strap-on, but I guess you knew that.” My Mistress was wearing her favorite Mistress outfit, a black leather-web garment that had large openings allowing her breasts to swing freely. I was sure she wore it because she knew it was my favorite outfit, but I think she was also excited to expose herself to the other Doms.

“Lisa is from Atlanta,” Maurice went on. “She came in especially for this party.” Lisa was an incredibly beautiful woman. A full head of blond hair fell over her sea-blue eyes and large, obviously real breasts. She was wearing a bikini leather outfit that had lots of black lace in both places. I knew her breasts were real because the bottom half of each breast sagged invitingly in the lace & leather cup of her top. The surprising part of the outfit was that the nipples of the bikini top were cutout, leaving her deep red nipples completely exposed. I had thought of this as a ‘submissive’ garment. You never know, I guess.

“Adrian is from our area. He specializes in nipple torture and clamps. You will meet him again soon, I think.” Adrian was a squat man in his late 30s, dressed only in a black thong that fully covered his scrotum, but nothing else. I laughed inside because he looked a few pounds over that outfit.

“Paul is also from this area. We call him Paul because of the Paul Bunyan-size of his cock. He loves to fuck and be sucked.” My eyes looked directly at him. He was medium height with coal black hair and an equine nose that marked him as having Mediterranean origins, Italian or Greek maybe. He was only wearing one of those leather thongs that have a hole where the cock sticks through.

The size of his cock immediately captured me. Could I take that monster inside me? The sudden anxiety must have been written on my face, because Paul walked over to my head and started bouncing his huge member all over my face (I could feel it stiffen).

“Don’t worry,” Paul said. “You will be plenty open by the time you take in this monster. Don’t you think?” He asked the group at large. Laughter erupted as all heads nodded agreement. What did they have planned?

Maurice continued, “Jessica came down from Boston. She was here on a business trip and could extend a day to take part. Jess loves to ride cock and whip while she is at it. She is also very inventive about tying slaves to the harness.” All eyes turned to a strange contraption on the other side of the room. I could only see parts of it, but it looked like some type of suspension device. I wasn’t sure what they would do with that thing.

Jessica was a medium-height young woman, maybe late 20s. She had small, pointed breasts that were encased in an outfit that I immediately thought of as ‘traditional dominatrix’, one-piece leather, cut extremely low to maximize the exposure of the breasts without showing too much. The cut of the outfit was high, showing ample hips and butt cheek.

“I believe that is everyone. So, we are going to leave you by yourself for a moment to plan our next steps. Don’t wonder off….” That brought a huge laugh from the group. Even I laughed as I surveyed my tight bonds and fully exposed position. I wasn’t going anywhere.

They all walked up the stairs and returned about 10 minutes later. It seemed much longer as I laid stretched out on the bed, but they came back ready to play.


3
SERVING ON MY BACK




Maurice held a small flogger. Mistress and Adrian shared a pair of nipple clamps attached by a thick chain. The rest of the group had various implements and looked eager to use them.

Maurice stepped up to the bed and started whipping my legs and torso lightly. They made the flogger of wide, thin strips of rubber. He spun the length just above the skin so that when he connected, each stroke would be light. This did not hurt at first, but it was effective at getting me focused on what was to come. He moved up and down my body, increasing the spin rate to intensify the sting. Occasionally, he would graze the tip of my penis, held straight up by the harness and, of course, my growing excitement.

While this was going on, Mistress and Adrian took their time to place the clamps where they belonged. These were Japanese-style nipple clamps, the kind that squeeze tighter when pulled. They twisted each nipple roughly to get them erect. Once attached, they gave them a solid pull to make sure it was firmly in place. Mistress stepped away as Adrian softly tugged at the chain attaching the two together.

The three then adjusted to a new position. Maurice at my legs. Mistress is on the other side, her mouth positioned immediately over my cock. Adrian moving around to the top of the bed, his cock resting on top of my head.

With a nod to coordinate, they began their individual tasks. Lightly at first, but then with greater force, Adrian started jerking the nipple chain in sharp pulls. Maurice simultaneously increased the intensity of his whipping, allowing each stroke to land full force on an exposed thigh or stomach. Mistress started sucking with abandon!

The simultaneous pain and pleasure sent my mind into overdrive. Nipples fired up with the pulls, each seeming harder than the last. The sting of each whip stroke grew more intense. The pleasure covering my cock seemed to gather all these sensations into a focal point of desire. My entire body had simply come alive! I vainly struggled against my bonds, secretly glad they held tight. Electric sparks coursed through my torso, landing full force at the tip of my throbbing cock. My struggle further increased the intensity of the nipple/whipping pain and the cock pleasure.

I do not know how long this lasted… minutes, hours, days… but it seemed to go on and on. As I dropped firmly into subspace, my mind lost the ability to think clearly as wave after wave of pleasure/pain washed through me. I felt the changes when Lisa took over for Mistress sucking my cock, and when Adrian increased the pressure on my nipples. The pain was incredible, made even more so by the sharp tugging.

Jessica joined Maurice in whipping me on whatever exposed skin they could find. Her flogger had three canes in a tight group. This created a sharp burning sensation which contrasted with Maurice’s almost delicate snap.

After they stopped, my body continued to vibrate with sensations for long moments. My breathing was heavy and ragged. I was having trouble focusing my eyes. Wow! That was intense!

Adrian then did something totally unexpected. He took each nipple clamp in hand and gave them a sharp twist, one at a time. The agony went through my chest like nothing I had ever experienced. It pounded into me like a sledgehammer. While he tormented me, Jessica quickly unsnapped her outfit at the crotch, mounting my stiff cock. Her rocking seemed to soothe the agony in my chest as all my attention focused on the grip of her tight pussy.

The pain of the harness now pressing my balls down sharply completely matched the pleasure of her insertion. I groaned at the contrast.

The sucking and whipping had obviously excited her because she wanted more. She leaned over, removed the clamps (this brought another wave of pain) and then started sucking on each nipple. The contrast was incredible. I had just been experiencing the most intense pain of my life. This pain was now replaced by a soft touch and a growing sensation in my loin. I was in heaven.

Her rocking gained force until she finally stiffened in an orgasm that shook her entire body, but she immediately jumped off me when the rhythm of my thrusting began.

“Oh no you don’t,” she yelled at me. “You may not cum until we say so. I have many plans for that cock this evening. It’s not going to be that easy!” A groan escaped from my lips as my disappointment became obvious. This sent the group into fits of laughter. Eventually I joined in as well, but I wanted to cum badly!

“She is right, Slave,” my Mistress asserted. “You are not to cum until later. We need that stiff cock.” Just as she said that, Lisa approached, her leather bikini abandoned. Her trim bush looking ready for action. She jumped up on the bed and immediately impaled herself on my jerking cock. But she did not move, imprisoning my throbbing tool in a warm cocoon. She then leaned forward and stuffed her exposed nipple into my mouth, commanding me to suck. I did this gladly.

Maurice started whipping again, but it was Lisa who was the chief recipient. The cock inside, the nipple sucking and whipping, quickly pulled a moan from her as she started to slowly rotate her hips. He whipped harder and harder on her ass, occasionally striking my cock and balls. It was a weird sensation this way. Lisa took the brunt of the swing, but enough got through that I jerked every time it happened. Each jerk brought a wave of laughter from the group. Even Lisa laughed (in between hip rotations).

It turned out that the whipping was just what I needed. Despite their orders, my cock was getting ready to spurt, but each time a whip strike would land, my urge to release seemed to lessen. I could maintain my erection without cumming. Well, long enough for me to service Lisa into a major orgasm at least!

Both Lisa and Jessica had satisfied themselves on my cock. Now it was my Mistress’ turn. Lisa lifted off and Mistress took her place. I knew this position well. She loves to have me suck on her nipples while she bounces on my cock. This time was no different. In fact, all this visual stimulation had created a desire in her that needed satisfaction. Her movement became violent as she rocked back and forth.

In the back of my mind, I knew there was something else on her mind. She had always said one of her fantasies was to watch me suck on a cock while impaled on top of me. She even talked about sharing the cock between us as she rocked. This was the perfect time to realize that desire.

As one, we both looked over at Paul and she motioned for him to come over. His cock was ¾ rigid, poking through the hole in the front of his thong.

He wasted no time as he approached my head. Each hand went under an arm and he pulled me toward him. My legs extended dramatically, but it also caused my head to drop slightly over the edge of the bed, bringing my mouth easily into the range of his cock. He then shoved it in. I hungrily licked and sucked as best I could. Inside, I thought I was doing well for my first time!

Mistress leaned over and began licking his shaft as it went in and out of my mouth. Occasionally, it would pop out and she would engulf it as deep as she could into her own throat. The pace of her movement down below told me that her excitement was reaching a monstrous peak.

I was also rising to the event, licking his shaft aggressively and using my thrusting hips to push her upward. The other members of the group, seeing what was happening, tried to hold my legs down and encouraged Mistress to hop off before I released, but she was too gone to care. At the same time that her orgasm began its deep wave through her body, my balls contracted, and I sucked Paul’s cock as deeply into my throat as it would go.

My orgasm exploded with such power that I thought I would rip the eyelets right out of the bed. I groaned deeply, pulling against every bond. After the fact, I was a bit surprised my teeth did not clamp down on the enormous cock still in my mouth. My Mistress and I had just had one of our best orgasms ever.

She collapsed on top of me, joining in my gentle licking of Paul’s cock. The rest of the group uttered a disappointed groan as the implications of my cumming became obvious.

“You have done it now, Slave,” Maurice screamed at me. “We did not give you permission to cum, and you did it anyway. It is time for the harness. We will teach you that we mean what we say!” Agreement came from everyone else as they muttered under their breath about this negative turn of events.

Mistress, who was still on top of me, looked me in the eye and mouthed a silent ‘I’m sorry’. The need to cum had simply overridden her ability to stop. Still, the downside was more of the same. I guess the pleasure/pain portion of the evening was over. We were going to move on to the pain segment. Truth is, I did not mind that part either! The evening just kept getting more interesting.


4
TAKING A BREAK




Before the next event, the group decided a break was due. And they were right. I was exhausted from the intensity of the cumming, but the pain was new and delicious, bringing it’s own excitement.

They unhooked me from the bed, removing my harness. We moved upstairs to the beautiful patio area, which had a relaxing view of the forest and a selection of comfortable chairs and loveseats, where they served drinks all around. The centerpiece of the patio was a round granite firepit, already roaring with golden warmth.

By this time, only Maurice had clothing on. I, of course, was completely nude, having removed all my clothes before I came in the door. I didn’t even know where they were. I kneeled on the floor with a hand on each thigh, my legs far enough apart that my cock hung freely in-between.

My Mistress was sitting next to me, her hand stroking my shoulder. She looked extremely attractive with her breasts fully exposed. The webbing of her outfit fit the occasion very well. She had put on a white silk blouse over it, very sheer.

Both Lisa and Jessica also looked attractive. Lisa had replaced that delicious top that exposed her nipples (the bottoms still on the floor some place). Jessica had removed her outfit and was relaxing in the nude with her leg draped over the side of the chair, her pussy pouting openly after the screwing she had received earlier. Adrian and Paul were also completely nude. Both had removed the small thongs they wore.

The drinking and laughter seemed like any other patio party I had attended, except for the lack of clothing.

“Sienna, you should have seen the look on your face when Maurice tried to get you to stop in the middle of your orgasm,” Paul roared. “If looks could kill…” his voice trailed off to the laughter of everyone else.

“I just couldn’t help myself,” she protested. “Watching my Slave suck on your cock just got me SO hot! I couldn’t stop.” She took a gulp of her drink. The sudden flush of her face told everyone she was re-living the moment in her mind. Another round of laughter resulted. I even joined in this time. “Hey,” she said, affectionately slapping the back of my head, “if you hadn’t been enjoying that cock so much, I might have been able to hold off!” That brought another round of laughter.

Adrian looked at me. “You really have capacity for this kind of play, don’t you?”

“May I speak, Adrian?” The group chuckled softly.

“Yes, of course. We are not that formal about slave protocols as some places. When asked a question, you may always answer.”

“When I first came to my Mistress, I had done nothing like this, but I knew inside it was the right place for me. She has pushed my limits multiple times, but I have never asked her to stop. There is a limit, I’m sure, just don’t know what it is yet.”

They all looked at my Mistress for confirmation. “Sienna, is this true?” Lisa said. “Never said stop. Not once?”

Mistress shook her head to confirm it was true. “And I have fiercely attempted to get him to a limit. The way he describes it to me, once he goes into subspace, the pain just floats inside him, driving the pleasure higher. He has felt nothing he couldn’t tolerate. Of course, I have never tried to take skin off or pealed his fingernails. As pain goes, we do pretty mild stuff.”

Jessica burst into laughter, teasing me about what was to come, implying all kinds of mischief through this harness contraption. I nervously glanced back at the stairs toward the contraption and the group kept on the tease with taunts of ‘you’ll regret saying that’ and ‘your butt will be VERY sorry.’ Waves of laughter repeatedly made its way through the group as I got increasingly concerned. Are they serious? I kept thinking.

Suddenly, all attention turned to Maurice. He commanded the room by simply standing in his classic khaki slacks and polo shirt. The group started laughing and teasing him to take the outfit off. Jessica started humming the ‘Stripper’ tune. He finally agreed, if I would do the honors. This surprised me a little. His lack of touching during the first part of the evening was very noticeable. I went over to him and sexually massaged his body, including his cock, as I removed each piece. Soon he had joined the rest of us in the nude and my constant touching had enlarged his penis. More than just BDSM would go the rest of the evening, it seemed!

Once he was nude, though, his thoughts immediately returned to the Harness, but not before he looked down at me. “Suck on me until I am finished speaking. I want to be fully hard, using only your mouth.” He did not say this to me. He said it to my Mistress. My eyes were on her. She shook her head yes. Then Adrian reached around me, fastening my wrist cuffs behind my back.

I leaned forward, reaching for his cock with my tongue, then pulled him into my mouth, confident it would not take long. He was already hardening. All eyes were on my effort. Maurice, as if nothing were going on, surveyed the group. “Does anyone have questions about where we go from here?” No one said anything.

“Now we have a new mission,” he said. “We want to see if we can make our slave here, say uncle.” Every eye turned toward me, the full force of this new mission suddenly dawning on me. These Doms knew the mission very well.

Shit, why can’t I keep my mouth shut!


5
INTO THE HARNESS




As soon as he was hard, Maurice went on. “Now, my friend, we are all rested. It is time for you to be punished for your disappointing performance on the bed.” Everyone in the group agreed heartily (including me without saying so) and we all returned to the dungeon. Maurice told me to stand-up, grabbing my cock and pulling me into the room.

Without pause, the group turned toward the contraption hanging from the ceiling. It is hard for me to explain what this thing was. It was nylon belts, metal bars, hooks, pulleys, and a contraption obviously meant for sitting in.

Jessica was the expert here and immediately took charge, ordering me to stand right next to the harness and bend down to grab my ankle cuffs. She then wrapped part of the seat assembly around my hips, creating a clear support structure to hold my bottom in the air without covering the soft flesh, telling me to stand up straight for a similar setup to enclose my shoulders (again, leaving my back fully exposed). Ankle and wrist cuffs were hooked to eyelets and arms somehow wrapped into tight, yet flexible webbing that allowed bending but no free movement.

When done, the owner of the harness completely controlled me, much of which turned out to be automated. She moved over to a panel on the wall nearby. A latch opened a small door to reveal an array of buttons. She had clearly done this before. Suddenly, my feet left the floor, and I sat back heavily in the rear harness. The group roared with laughter as I struggled to regain control, but the harness would have none of that. Soon I was in its grip, suspended in the air, with my butt protruding and my arms and legs fixed into a firm position.

Mistress walked over with a black cloth, wrapping it around my eyes. I protested violently, struggling against my bonds, and telling everyone I did not like that. She clearly knew I hated to be blind-folded, that much of my enjoyment from being a submissive was visual. My Mistress did not care. She wrapped my eyes anyway and whispered softly that they had a surprise for me, that I should be patient.

Since patience is not my principal virtue, I shook in frustration, but finally gave in, relaxing against the harness. Without my eyes to see where I was, it felt like I was floating in the air with no support.

A couple buttons pushed, and they trussed me up with my ass fully exposed, my legs now bent back toward my chest. My torso was parallel to the ground. They spread those legs almost painfully wide. Clearly something was going to happen to my ass soon, but first I felt something against my face. A tapping of flesh on each cheek showed a cock was preparing to enter my mouth.

“Open your mouth, Slave. I want satisfaction!” It was clearly Adrian. Without a nipple clamp to pull, he wanted something else to do. I opened my mouth, and he shoved it in. Luckily, he was not as large as Paul.

As soon as his cock was fully in my throat, I felt a cool touch to my ass ring, obvious lubrication. Soon, a butt plug followed that coolness, and they filled me at both ends.

Suddenly, a paddle rained down on my exposed ass! I jerked forward, nearly biting the cock in my mouth. A string of quick, sharp strikes immediately followed. I tried to concentrate on my sucking, but the fire building down below made it very difficult. Adrian insisted, however. He wanted me to suck hard while he pistoned down my throat. I tried, but was unsuccessful. The pain was capturing all my attention.

He finally gave up and said, “Okay, if you will not suck me, then I will try something else.” I could not see what he was doing, but soon felt the strangest sensation in my crotch. Adrian began to systematically cover my ball sac with what I later discovered to be clothes pins. It was painful and pleasant all at the same time. As soon as done, the paddling began again. This time, it was different. I could not see, but someone else was obviously doing the paddling. The strikes were harder, narrower. It felt like a wooden spoon or something.

The pain grew very intense. After 20 or more strokes, there was a temporary pause, only to have another change. This time the pain came much narrower and more focused. It was a crop or cane. Stroke after stroke. The pain was indescribable! I thought my skin was coming off my body; it hurt so badly. But I did not say stop as I wallowed in the delicious pain. I could only imagine the color of my ass, striped or simply a bright red. An ache rose from the flesh that was tingly and hot.

The spanking finally ended, and the harness position changed. I was now held straight up and down with my arms and legs spread in an X-position. Without the attention to my butt cheeks, my conscious thought suddenly riveted to the growing sensations coming from my scrotum. The pins were making things extremely uncomfortable down there.

I squirmed in the harness, trying to gain some relief from the growing discomfort, but no relief was possible. It just kept getting stronger and stronger. Suddenly, a warmth engulfed my cock, and I almost shot my wad right then! My Mistress had obviously wanted to bring relief in some form. Still, the feel was slightly different. Then I heard a whisper in my ear.

“She can sure suck a cock, don’t you agree?” It was my Mistress. Who was doing the sucking then? I tried thrusting my hips, but the pain from the pins seemed to increase, so I held as still as I could while the warm lips covered my throbbing member.

Suddenly, I felt a sting across my back. This first soft stroke followed by a harder one and an attack on my back began. The first whip strokes were using a soft stranded whip, maybe a flogger, but soon a change came, the sting becoming more furious, more demanding. They had switched to some kind of vinyl or horsehair. Still, the plug up my butt, the pins across my scrotum, the sucking on my cock and the stroking on my back made for an incredibly intense experience. I just let go, feeling the sensations flood into me. Subspace found me a willing supplicant. How I loved the feelings! So strong, so intense, so filling.

Several times I could feel a change in the various activities. They varied the whips and went back to paddling, pulled the scrotum pins and switched off who was doing the sucking. Each person was taking their turn.

My cock was rock hard by now. The ministrations were just too much for me to hold back. Abruptly, all attention became focused on a new set of lips encircling my cock. It was sweet and soft. Who was it? Lisa? Jessica? Mistress? I was so far gone; I could not tell.

Soon, a soft whisper came into my ear. It was Adrian. “We have a surprise for you. Rather good at sucking, isn’t he?” I almost choked. He? The sensations were so gentle, yet so sensuous. Being the submissive in the relationship, I had often sucked cocks before (earlier this evening, in fact), but having a guy suck me was a whole new experience. Adrian pulled the blindfold off, and it shocked me to see Maurice sucking me. He obviously had experienced this before.

Lisa began whispering in the other ear. “Your Mistress says you like being fucked in the ass. So, we have produced a pleasant variation. While still in the harness, we are going to create a chain and you are going to be in the middle. Guess who you get to fuck.”

I started looking around, trying to gain some clue which woman it would be, but then they surprised me again. Maurice came forward and said, “I want to use your hard cock to satisfy my desire.”

“As you wish,” was all I could think of to reply.

The harness moved, placing me in an odd half-over position, knees bent, like I was riding a motorcycle, but with my knees spread wide. This gave open access to my ass while providing space for Maurice to get underneath me. He was lying on a soft bench with rollers and then slowly moved into position.

Mistress put some lubricant on her hand and began lathering my rock-hard cock while whispering in my ear, “You know how much I want this, Slave. Fuck him good. Make me proud of my slave.” She had often talked about her desire to see me fuck and suck other guys, but it had only been talk. I looked her straight in the eyes with open lust clearly displayed. My cock got harder still (if that was possible).

When Maurice was in position, Mistress lubricated his rear-opening and then guided my cock inside. It was hot and tight. He seemed able to take me in easily, but the tightness made me wonder how often he had done this. Since I could not move much, Maurice provided all the work as he backed himself onto my rigid pole. Mistress was stroking my cock and whispering her joy at this finally happening. Once I was all the way in, Maurice moved to stimulate both of us.

In the meantime, my rear was gaining some attention. Adrian had positioned himself behind me while Lisa pulled the old butt plug out of my ass. Someone placed lubrication around, and he plunged deep into hungry opening. This was a genuine first for me: fucking while being fucked, and both guys at that!

It took us a few minutes to coordinate the movement (well… it took them a few minutes since I could not move), but soon we were pounding and being pounded with abandon. The fullness of having your ass fucked has always been a favorite activity of mine, especially when my Mistress puts her strap-on dildo to good use, but doing both at the same time was very different.

Mistress and Jessica started pulling and pinching my nipples while I was impaling and being impaled. Being bound tight while having this much pleasure was not a common experience for me. I heard behind me, but could not see the sounds of whipping. Someone had picked up a whip and was going at it on Adrian’s back.
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GIVING AND RECEIVING




Mistress and Jessica were looking forward to the next activity, so they motioned for Paul to stand in front of me. They then began sharing his gigantic cock, alternating between swallows as much as they could. This massive piece of flesh grew until it was fully rigid. I was staring intently at my Mistress as she sucked on this cock, our eyes locked for much of her effort.

She finally pulled her mouth off, looking up at me, and said, “Ready for the big boy? I think he wants to fuck some slave ass tonight!”

My eyes must have gotten huge because everyone laughed and poked at me. ‘You can do it.’ ‘I have to see this!’ The jokes went on and on.

Adrian knew his time was about up, so he picked up the pace of his humping. My ass was so tight. I could feel the edge of his shaft penetrating me, the veins pulsing with his effort. I moaned as I pulled on the chains holding me in place as his breathing changed. I could feel him slow abruptly as he began shooting my ass full of his cum. Now my own moaning was full-throated as I felt rope after rope spray across the inside of my cavity.

“Oh my god… fuck… oh god, that felt so good.”

My Mistress came up to me, grabbing my head and kissing me hard, pressing her lips to mine. Watching turned her on as much as it did me. “I knew you would like that,” she cried out, both to me and the group. “You always loved my strap-on. Nothing like the real thing, is there?”

“Oh, Mistress…”

I was struggling to bring my breathing back, panting for air. The pleasure of feeling his release inside me was unlike anything I had experienced before. I whimpered with the pleasure.

Adrian finally pulled out and quickly made room for the monster to make his move. Lisa provided lubrication with ample doses and then Paul stepped up behind. I could not move my head, but clearly, he was enjoying this moment.

Maurice was looking back at Paul, obviously trying to coordinate his own pushback with Paul’s efforts. After the pleasurable treatment I had received from Adrian, I cannot imagine how that log was going to fit inside me.

Paul positioned himself behind. I was thrashing inside the harness, still unable to move more than an inch in any direction. Maurice could feel my need for bondage as my cock pulsed inside him. The spread was so strong he felt it. “Mmm,” he purred, pushing himself back on the invader. “That felt good. You really do like bondage, don’t you?”

I said nothing, instead trying to concentrate on relaxation, to allow the entry. My ass had taken nothing this big before. The head found its place, and he slowly inserted it into my ring. The pressure kept building until I thought my ass was going to rip apart. I grunted and strained, but the pressure grew. Finally, he grunted with a push… all the way in… and I relaxed. He stopped moving for a bit, letting my ring adjust to being stuffed so full.

He laughed and said, “We told you that your ass would get plenty of attention today. Well, here it is.” He then started moving back out, slowly letting his cock escape from its prison, only to move back in again. The fucking began! The fun of just moments before became one of concentration and sensation.

Jessica and Mistress moved back to pulling and pinching my nipples and Maurice resumed moving back and forth on my cock. Still, with all this stimulation, only one thing was screaming through my head. The monumental cock invading my ass!

The pace of his movement was picking up, and I responded. My breathing was tight and ragged, my attention losing focus. The commanding presence in back simply wiped out all other considerations; whatever I had been feeling with Adrian amplified, exploding inside me, with the rushes of pleasure. Now I was moaning almost non-stop, pushing back against my tormentor, wanting him, wanting more.

Maurice moved faster to gain his own pleasure. I started responding to him and he suddenly pulled off. “Oh, no. Not again.” Then he reached around and pinched the head of my cock hard. I winced, but the urge to cum passed. He then signaled over to Lisa, who came over and started sucking on him. Mistress dropped the nipple and joined her, sharing sucks while fondling his balls and sticking her finger in his now empty ass.

My rod, now hard as a rock, was responding to stimulation all around. The cock in my ass, the visual pleasure of Lisa and my Mistress going after Maurice in front of me, then Adrian moved back into focus. I was losing concentration from the torment, but I could see him holding a small flogger. Tiny. Only 6-8 inches long. He stepped up, using it in quick flicks on my scrotum. The sharp stings of unexpected pain sent my moans even louder.

This was another fantastic submissive experience. My eyes were alive with pleasure as I watched my Mistress and another woman pleasing another man, my nipples tortured by a beautiful woman with my ass filled to the brim with a monster cock I was now gripping tightly with each lunge. The sensations were incredible!

Paul could not take this for long and began a frantic build up with repeated thrusts, finally exploding in a massive orgasm that seemed to go all the way into my throat! He came and came, grunting loudly with his blast.

Maurice also could not take much more of the double treatment, grabbing his cock in hand and giving himself to release in a gush. Mistress pushed Lisa out of the way and took the full blast of the cum on her face and shoulders. She then came up and kissed me, spreading the cum all over my face. She was scooping the white cream onto her finger and inserting it in my mouth, cooing about how much she loved watching me take a hard cock.

Paul pulled out and I could feel the cum flow down my leg. It was a strange sensation.

Everyone had cum that night and I thought the evening was now finished, but it had, in fact, only gone through the first two rounds.
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ANOTHER BREAK NEEDED




The hard panting of everyone in the room told the story of the night. They released me from the harness, and I began walking around to get feeling back in my arms and legs. The sexual tension in me was so thick I felt like my skin was vibrating, but a second release was not in the cards for a while. The group had other plans.

All clearly needed another break. I walked up to my Mistress, holding her in my arms, kissing her deeply. “Thank you, Mistress. That was so good!”

“My love… for you… the fun part of the night is now over. Now comes endurance…” She winked at me. The euphoria of what I had just gone through suddenly creating a tension of anticipation. What did that mean?

We all walked back out to the patio with the roaring fire. My Mistress and I were walking arm-in-arm. I felt such love for her at that moment; I thought I would burst. I wondered how I would ever pay her back for the joy I had experienced.

Now everyone was nude. The afterglow of the session was clear in every flush face and in the relaxed postures around the fire. Maurice handed drinks around and we talked little at first. The glow of the pleasure filled us. Each of them had cum at least once and it looked like more might be on the way. For everyone but me… apparently.

Now, they no longer required me to be in the slave position, I sat on a loveseat with my Mistress on my lap. I could not keep my hands off her. The tactile feel of her skin tingled as I softly stroked her. Such love… such desire… My insides churned for her, for the world she had introduced me to, for the joy that she had brought to me. I was feeling a deep, passionate love for her.

We had long ago passed the normal Mistress/slave barrier, but this was something else, something deeper. We were together now, an emotional couple. After this, I never again called her Mistress when we were not playing. We had become partners. She cuddled up to me, putting her head on my chest, then came up. Our lips met as I wrapped my arms around her. We were now so tightly together; it was as if we had become one.

Adrian looked over, chuckling, “Hey, lovebirds. None of that! We have much play yet to come.” The group was laughing in agreement. Truthfully, we were so attached to each other, I thought one of them was going to shout out, ‘hey you guys, get a room.’

I looked over at him, stroking her face with all the tenderness I was feeling. “So hard to stop,” I said. “Isn’t she the most beautiful woman you have ever seen?” The cloying tone and puppy love got the group laughing. Soon, we joined in with giggling of our own. Mistress looked around the room, a little embarrassed at the open display of affection in front of her fellow Doms.

“Sorry,” Mistress said. “I find him hard to resist sometimes,” then leaned in to kiss me again. It looked like we were going back at it again when Maurice stopped the reverie.

“Let’s talk about what happens next,” Maurice said. My Mistress slid off my lap, sitting beside me, moving back into her Dom posture. “I think we need to find out if this Slave has a pain limit. Thoughts?”

Heads were shaking all around when Jessica said, “I think we should put him in a full X-position, and each get 5 strokes with whatever we choose. Each round will get harder until he cries out to stop.” Lots of shaking heads of agreement. Maurice looked around. They had reached a consensus.

Then Maurice looked at me. “Acceptable for you, Slave?” I looked at my Mistress, her eager eyes willing me to say yes. I bowed my head in acceptance, her consequent smile making my heart sing.

Paul’s boisterous laugh broke me out of my internal dialog. “You ready for this? We are going to impress. You are going to feel genuine pain now…”

Every eye turned to me. I shrunk inside myself a bit, images of slashing arms coursing through me.

My Mistress took my hand, her love full in her eyes. The concern of my own eyes touching her. “My love, you have always said you wanted to discover what you could take. This is your chance. All the old rules still apply.”

She looked around the patio, every head shaking their acceptance. “They will not take skin off, leave permanent marks, or strike up into your scrotum, but there will probably be bruises that last several days. Paul, especially, has perfected the use of the cane to maximize pain without taking skin off.” I looked at him. He winked at me, bowing his head, accepting the challenge. “Every part of your body is now fair game. Willing to try?”

“As you wish, my Mistress.”

Clapping rung in the air. They were all extremely excited to bring me to the peak. All I could think of was the old saying, ‘Be careful what you want, for you will surely get it.’

Maurice stood up. “Then let’s do it.”
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TESTING LIMITS




We all walked downstairs. This was not the affectionate walk to the patio. I was back to full Slave-mode now. Mistress had fastened my hands behind my back. The group walked around me, pinching, pulling, yanking as they wished. I was now at the full receiving end of whatever they wanted. And truthfully, I couldn’t have been more excited.

My heart was pounding, and my cock had already risen. This caught everyone’s attention. Suddenly, the pinching and slapping became concentrated on my rising cock. This only pushed it higher, harder. I tried to stand up as straight as possible, giving them direct access. Anticipation pushed through me, a delicious mix of desire to feel the pain and genuine fear of what they would do. I was walking into a room where a group had promised to torture me until I screamed for them to stop. And I was doing it willingly. How crazy am I?

They directed me to move to the center of the room. Jessica walked over to the control panel. Two eyelets rose from the floor. ‘Move your ankles next to the hooks,’ they told me. Someone walked over to each ankle, attaching the cuffs. Then a bar slowly descended from the ceiling. Two Doms took my hands up to the bar, fastening each wrist. Jessica then pushed the button to raise the bar. She nudged it gently, allowing the bar to rise until I was stiff with the pull, unable to move even a few inches. I was in a full X-position, my body now totally exposed to their wishes.

Jessica was up first. She used a flogger with light plastic strands that had beads along each strand. She took one light test stroke, the next four with full arm strength, all focused on one area of my ass. I reacted, squirming with the discomfort, but could not get out of the way.

Adrian was next. He used a plastic rod with an odd feather duster at the end. He grabbed the base, then held the rod across my back. He pulled the rod back as far as it would go, then released, thwacking my back. The force of the sting caught me completely by surprise. I cried out with the pain. It was sharp, radiating from that exact line. God, that hurt! I grimaced at its power. Five strokes later, I was visibly vibrating. The sting taking over my entire consciousness.

My Mistress striped my ass with a riding crop she often favored for me. This time, she struck with a force I hadn’t seen before, wailing across my ass like an avenging wasp taking its last dive to protect the hive. Her five were vicious slashes of pure pain.

Paul was next. He concentrated on the front using that small flogger Adrian had used earlier. His five slashes across my cock and scrotum hurt like a motherfucker. I wondered if he would cause permanent damage.

Lisa used a large wooden paddle across my ass. Full force swings of total power. I flopped forward with each blow, my cock bouncing in front of me.

At last, Maurice took his time. For his solo turn, he chose carefully placed nipple and ball clamps. The nipples were a weird clamp that looked like a surgical instrument, flat pads at each tip, held together by a chain. Once in place, the Dom had two additional levels of pressure to use. The ball clamps were of the zipper variety, with seven different small clamps placed in a line across the ball sac. They hurt a little at the beginning, but like the clothes pins before, they really hurt after a while.

The two chains were hooked together using a heavier chain he slipped inside each. The weight increased the pressure on each clamp as it attached to my body. Maurice stepped back. Our eyes met briefly as he stepped back to admire his handiwork, then he pulled.

These weren’t the pulls for effect like before. These were hard-core yanks. I was astonished how much it hurt. Pain slashed through me. But like always, when the nipples were involved, the pain seemed to radiate in only one direction… straight to my cock. When combined with the ball sac, I was now hard as stone, my rigid cock pointing straight out.

“I guess he likes that one,” Lisa laughed. The rest of the group chuckled in agreement.

Then my Mistress produced a blindfold. I protested, as always, wanting to see, but she whispered in my ear that I would like it more with the blindfold. The pain would come from all directions and because I could not anticipate what was coming, it would radiate with more power. ‘As you wish’ was the only thing I could do. If I didn’t trust her by now, when would I?

Once the blindfold was in place, it was free season on my body. All six Doms began a free-for-all of pain infliction. Every whip, rod, cane, strap, belt, and flogger used whenever they could find an open space on my body. I fell hard into subspace almost immediately after this onslaught began.

The sheer volume of pain was taking me higher than I had ever been before. I could no longer feel the individual strikes. My mind was floating, absorbing the pain as one constant, a river of torment. The first sign that they were getting to me was the groaning that came out of my mouth.

They did not spare my rigid cock. A small flogger was striping the shaft. It did not seem to care, bouncing back after each blow, harder than before. Though, the flogger strikes across my front, which jiggled the nipple and ball clamps with jolting and painful effect, might have helped.

Once I had tried to explain to Mistress how I could take so much pain. It was a crude description, but she seemed to understand. The pain was specific and sourced at the point of contact, but I could force the sensation to flow up into my body. The bondage aided that flow by allowing me to pull against the bonds. This flow was one of the most pleasurable sexual feelings of them all, close even to having an orgasm. As the pain got more intense, the flow increased as well.

I had read a book one time where the submissive described the fall into subspace. This sub said the brain has a natural barrier to giving up control. The pain or strong sexual sensation is the instrument to break down that barrier. She compared it to rising water over a dam. Her brain is the dam. The pleasure/pain, the rising water. As the pain grows stronger, it would approach the edge of the dam, then suddenly start pouring over the side. Eventually, the dam itself would collapse. She said this process took place every time she had a BDSM session. It was the sensation of the dam collapsing, sending her into subspace, which sent such shivers of pleasure through her. That was as good a description as I ever read of what I went through.

For now, the pleasure/pain had long ago crushed the dam in its rush to the top. I was wallowing in the pleasure of every strike, every pull. Then, one instrument was so powerful it cut straight through the haze of pain. I could not see who was using it, but it had to be one of the men. The strike was just too hard for a woman. This was a flat leather belt, or maybe a purpose-built leather flogger. The wielder opened up on my ass. Full strikes of such ferocious power I screamed out with the pain, wiggling, trying to get away. I was bound too tight for that to work. He was whipping me with that belt. Hard!

I was groaning constantly now. Every part of my body receiving constant torment. All six were using whatever they could find and hitting hard. The pain would not stop. It rose higher and higher. Now my body was literally vibrating with each strike, pushing at me, grinding at my tolerance. I was struggling to breathe.

The belt was just too much. It would not flow or allow me to distribute its impact. The pain was pointed and fierce.

“Oh my god…” I cried out, “fuck… the pain! Oh my god, the pain!”

They were all laughing around me as I screamed out my torment. Still, I wouldn’t relent. They continued striking, pushing every pain threshold I had ever thought about. Finally, I couldn’t take anymore, the intensity causing me to cry out. “Stop. Stop! Oh god… please…”

The torment stopped instantly, with cheers coming all around me. I was trying to catch my breath. The aftershock of the pain was continuing to push through me as my body just vibrated against the bonds. I pulled on each cuff, trying to flow the pain, to get control of it. My brain was so ragged, I couldn’t get there. This just fucking hurt.

I could hear high-fiving and congratulatory hugs and handshakes going on all around me. They had done it. Forced me to call a halt. I just collapsed on the cuffs, holding my hands in the air. My Mistress could tell I was in genuine distress. She stopped celebrating, came over to hold me up. “Holding in there, champ?”

I could barely get out a response. “Please take my hands down, Mistress.”

She signaled to Jessica, who ran over to the box, lowering me. The guys went for the ankle cuffs. I collapsed to my knees as Maurice took the nipple and ball clamps off me.

This pain was the final straw. I cried out with the pressure, vibrating as the pain shook my entire body. My Mistress tried to keep me up, but I collapsed further to my hands, large gulps of air trying to find the stability I had lost. Mistress was holding me in her arms, stroking my skin. The inflamed surface was tingling with its outrage of what I had put it through.

I finally looked up at her, a slow grin forming on my face. “I guess I found my limit.” The room exploded with laughter.

“Shit, man,” Paul yelled out. “I have never seen anyone take that much pain. Gotta be a record!”

I didn’t know how to respond, leaning in against my Mistress for some much-needed support. “Are you okay?” she asked, her tone one of genuine concern.

“The belt may have taken me over the edge,” I said, as she helped me to stand.

Adrian started whooping, throwing his fists in the air, almost beating his chest. “I told you the belt would do the trick. I have used it several times on my subs. Ooh, it really gets them going; really hurts.” There was grudging acceptance around the room. They apparently had a $1,000 bet on who could make me call a stop.

I walked toward the mirror that covered one wall of the room, looking at the damage. I was a complete mess. Virtually every square inch of my skin was bright pink. Stripes of a deeper red peppered across my back, ass, upper thigh. My front was almost worse. The nipples stretched flat by the clamp and the repeated hitting of the chain with floggers. My scrotum was red and swelling. As I stared at myself, I understood the meaning of limits. This was too much. I was going to have to call into my office to take Monday off, lucky to get a pair of pants on over the swelling.

Mistress came over to help me to a soft-cushioned seat. I sat on the edge, trying to leave my balls free to hang and not touch too much of the exposed ass. Maurice handed me a tall glass of what looked like scotch. I downed a couple of big swigs, then handed it back to him, leaning over on my legs to help support myself.

Well, I thought to myself, Mistress wanted to test my limits. Now she knew.
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You can find Jordan online at:

TWITTER (@JS_erotica) | MEDIUM | GOODREADS

You can find me online at my website: oakviewpublishing.com

You are welcome to email your questions to jordan@oakviewpublishing.com.


ALSO BY JORDAN SMITHSON


Try these other books from Jordan Smithson.
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THE TRUE SUBMISSIVE COLLECTION: Kelly is a 19-year-old college student that accidentally runs into a car in a parking lot. This commonplace event introduced her to the Hernandez family. They recognized her immediately for what she was: a true submissive. They invited her into their BDSM world to help her realize the full potential of her gift. Kelly agreed to take part in their four-week training program. Can she submit to their sexual will, giving herself to them completely? Or is her head-strong nature too much to be contained?

The True Submissive: Week 1, a Story of BDSM Discovery

The True Submissive 2: Learning to Submit

The True Submissive 3: Giving Her All

Kelly’s Training: The True Submissive Collection
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THE JOY SERIES: Grant and Alexandra had to make a serious adjustment in their sex life after Grant confessed his desire to be sexually submissive in the bedroom. Follow their adventures as Gavin comes to terms with this new desire and Alex finds she enjoys being his Mistress.

The Joy of Submission (Book 1)

The Joy of Giving (Book 2)

The Joy of New Experiences (Book 3)

Feeling the Joy: Three BDSM Stories from the Joy series
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RAPTURE AT THE SUPPER CLUB: CJ & Ingrid moved to a new Midwestern city to take over management of a plant for his company. The job came with a country club membership. They settled on the Smithfield Supper Club, the place where they thought all the movers & shakers could be found. Little did they know that business was not what they were moving & shaking. The only question now is how far they were willing to go as the members pulled them deeper into their erotic web.

Rapture at the Supper Club: A Wife Sharing/BDSM Romance
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